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Story of Peter Rabbit

down upon the nice soft sand on the floor
of the rabbit-hole, and shut his eyes.

His mother was busy cooking; she won-
dered what he had done with his clothes.
It was the second little jacket and pair of
shoes that Peter had lost in a fortnight!

I am sorry to say that Peter was not very
well during the evening.

His mother put him to bed, and made
some camomile tea; and she gave a dose of
it to Peter!

“One tablespoonful to be taken at bed-
time.”

But Flopsy, Mopsy and Cotton-tail
had bread and milk and blackberries for

supper.
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UNCLE TOM’S CABIN

ANY years ago, when negroes were

slaves and were bought and sold
the same as horses, cows, chickens or ducks,
Mr. Augustine St. Clare, while sauntering
about the market place, came upon the
blackest little pickaninny girl he had ever
seen. She was eight or nine years old,

and, besides being very black, had round

shining eyes, glittering as glass beads, and..

woolly hair braided into little tails, which
stuck out in every direction. She was

dressed in a filthy, ragged garment and was

quite the most woebegone little darkey
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Unecle Tom’s Cabin

ever seen by Mr. St. Clare. Perhaps in a
spirit of compassion and partly as a joke
he bought her and took her home. Her
name was 1opsy, and when children are
old enough they may read all about her in
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” a book that had
much to do with freeing the slaves; a sad,
sad story, indeed; as sad as Topsy, 1gnor-

ant and care-free, was joyful and mis-

chievous.
The very sight of the scrawny black girl
caused Miss Ophelia, Mr. St. Clare’s cou-

sin, to throw up her hands in amazement.

“What is it"’ she exclaimed.

“T’ve made a purchase for you,” said he,
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tincle Tom's €Cabin

Topsy’s eyes glittered with a kind of
wicked drollery, and then, in a clear, shrill
voice, she struck up an old negro melody,
to which she kept time with her hands and
feet, spinning round, clapping her hands,
knocking her knees together and shuffling
her feet. Finally, she turned two somer-
saults in front of Miss Ophelia so close
that she almost took the good lady’s breath
away with amazement.

“Topsy, this is your new mistress,” said
Mr. St. Clare, solemnly.

“O yes, mas’t,” replied Topsy, with
another twinkle.

For poor Miss Ophelia, already bur-
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Uncle Tom’s Cabin

dened with the care of a lot of little blacks,
it was hard to understand why fate had
brought this imp of darkness into her life.

But, being a good Christian woman, she
bowed to the inevitable and promised to
do her best with the child.

“How old are you, Topsy?’ she asked,
kindly.

“Dunno, missis,” said Topsy, showing
all her white teeth.

“Didn’t anybody ever tell you? Who

was your mother?”’ |
“Nevah had none!” answered the child

with another grin.
“Never had a mother? Why, Topsy,
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Ilncle Tom's Cabin

to “fetch” water, wash dishes and rub
knives, so she told Miss Ophelia, and
afterward, when caught stealing, she
didn’t even know it was wrong to steal.
When compelled to confess, she told of
stealing things that she never stole at all,
explaining that “Missis told me to ’fess
and I couldn’t think o’ nothin’ else to
‘fess.”” So she told of stealing earrings
and burning them up, when, as a matter of

fact, little Eva St. Clare had them in her
ears at the time.
There was something in the black child
that touched the kindly heart of little Eva,
who, though but a child herself, had, by
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'Uncle Tom s Cabin

reason of long illness, grown old beyond
her years.

“Poor Topsy,” she said kindly, ‘“you
need never steal again. You are to be
taken care of now. I'd give you anything
of mine rather than have vou steal it.”

It almost seemed as though the black
child understood the bond of sympathy
held out to her, but she could only blink
and rub her eyes. It was the first kindly
word she had ever understood and it
caused a queer feeling in her heart. Being
pure and gentle herself, Eva soon exer-

cised an influence on little black Topsy

that changed her into a rare jewel.
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Uinicle Tiom's € abin

picion against them. So it was with
Topsy, who, when little Eva was slowly
passing from this world, used to pick flow-
ers and take them to Eva’s bedside.

One day she was caught, and not until
Eva herself informed the captors that she
had told Topsy to pick the flowers and
bring them to her was the little black girl
released. The next time suspicion fell .on
the child was after Eva’s sad end, and the
little darkey was seen to hide something
quickly in the bosom of her dress as some
one approached. What do you suppose
was hidden? A curl from little Eva’s hair
and a tiny Bible—both had been given
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RAB AND HIS FRIENDS

OB and I were leaving school, our
heads together and our arms around

each other as only boys know how, when, |
at the top of the street, we saw a crowd.
“A dog fight!” shouted Bob, and off we
flew, hoping it might not be over before we
got there. We found the crowd around
two dogs fighting, one a small white bull
terrier, who was busy throttling a large
shepherd dog, who knew more about tend-
ing sheep than fighting bulldogs. They
were hard at it, the little dog doing good
work with his sharp teeth on the shepherd
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Rab and_His Friends

dog’s thick neck. “Game Chicken,” as
Bob called the bulldog, was working his
way up for a final grip on the poor collie’s
throat, while everybody was shouting
“How shall we stop them?”

“Water,” cried some; but there was
none near.

“Bite the tail,” another cried, and an old
man got down on his knees and bit the col-
lie’s tail with all his might. But the col-
lie’s master knocked the old man down for
his pains.

Game Chicken held on still like death.

“Snuff, a pinch of snuff!” shouted a

gaily dressed young man. At this an old
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"Rab and His Friends

tiff opened his mouth as far as a strong
muzzle he wore would let him, his lips
curled up in rage, showing his white teeth;
but the straps across his mouth were tight
and held him fast. The crowd was soon
around them, while Chicken held on.

“A knife,” cried Bob. An old cobbler
handed me his knife, and I put it under
the edge of the leather muzzle. Then one
sudden jerk of that big head, and brave
Chicken dropped limp. The mastiff had
taken him by the small of his back like a
rat. He looked down at his little victim,
sniffed him all over, and then turned and
trotted off up the street, as if nothing had
happened, Bob and I after him.
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Rab and Flis Friends

He turned up an alléy and stopped at
a stable yard. There was a carrier’s cart
ready to'start, and by it a thin, little man,
with his hand at the gray horse’s head,
looking angrily about for something, and
we knew that that something was the mas-
tiff, his dog.

“You thief!” said he, kicking at Rab.
Rab avoided the heavy shoe and ran un-
der the cart, his ears down and what little
he had of tail down, too. His master saw
the muzzle hanging cut and useless from
Rab’s neck. We told him what Rab had
done, and that we had cut the muzzle.

The little man said to the dog: “Rab, my
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Rab and His Friends

straight before me and stand wagging his .
_ spud of a tail, looking up, with his big
head turned a little to one side.

One day Rab walked in the open gate
of the hospital with that great, easy saun-
ter of his. H_e-looked as i1f he owned the
place. After him came Jess, with her
cart, and In it sat a sweet-faced woman.
The carrier, who was leading the horse,
when he saw me, said:

“Master John, this is the mistress, she
is sick, and we want you to cure her.”

Rab looked on very much puzzled, but
ready to fight any one, nurse, the porter,

or even me, to protect his mistress.

130






Rab and His Friénds

I took them into the hospital, and Rab
came, too. I wish you could have seen
him; he would have made you laugh.
Rab was a queer-looking old fellow, with
his lion-like hair, short and hard; his big
bull-like body and large, blunt head, cov-
ered with scars, one eye out and one ear
torn off. But the one eye he had could
see better than any other dog’s two eyes.
His tail was nothing but a spud, half as
long as your finger, and it kept moving to
and fro all the time.

Rab was not quite happy in the hospi-
tal. He seemed worried, and the only ear

he had was up and down all the time.
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Rab and His Friends

quietly until some one would let him in.
Then he wouldlcrawl under the table and
watch with his one eye, wagging his tail
if his mistress moved. All night and all
day he followed with his evermoving eye
every action of the nurse and doctor.

Only one day did Rab leave his place
under the table. Then he walked slowly
over to her bedside and licked his mistress’
hand, which lay uncovered on the bed, and
then he went back to his place under the
table.

Not long after this his master spoke to
Rab, and pointed to the bottom of the
bed. Rab jumped to the foot of the bed,
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DICK WHITTINGTON
AND HIS CAT

HEN Dick Whittington was yet a

very little boy his father and

mother died, leaving him penniless. One
day as he was going from door to door beg-
ging for food, ragged and 1ll-kept, he met a
man driving a wagon to London. Dick
had heard that the streets of London were
paved with gold, and he was very much
pleased when the man agreed to take him
with him. But, poor boy, he was very much
disappointed when he saw the streets cov-

ered with dirt, instead of gold, and found

138






Bvck Whittington

himself in a strange place, without friends
or money.

Dick was very cold and hungry, and
wished he was back in the country again in
a good, warm kitchen. At one of the
houses at which he had vainly asked for
help, 2 man said: “Go to work, you idle
rogue.”’

“That I will,” said Whittington, “with
all my heart if you will only give me some-

thing to do.”

The man thought this a saucy answer,
and gave the lad a blow with a stick.
Fainting for want of food, and unable

to go further, he threw himself down at

140






Dick Whittington

to take him in and give him something to
eat. “Let him stay and help you in the
kitchen,” he said to the cook.

Whittington would have been very
happy now had he not been knocked about
at every turn by the cross cook. Little
sleep did he get, for the garret where he
slept was full of rats and mice, and kept
him awake running over him.

One day a gentleman who was stopping
with his master gave Whittington a penny
for brushing his shoes. As luck would
have it, that day he met a woman in the
street carrying a black cat in her arms. “She
is a good mouser,” the woman said, and at
first scorned his offer to buy her for a
penny. She finally, however, gave Whit-
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Dick Whittington

tington the cat, and he took her at once to
his garret, for fear the cook would beat
her if she should see her in the kitchen.

The rats and mice left shortly after pus-
sy’s advent, and thereafter Dick slept as
soundly as a top.

Some time later the merchant, who had
a ship ready to sail for foreign parts,
called his servants, as was his custom, in
order that each of them might send some-
thing to try their luck. All came but
Whittington, who could not think of any-

thing to send.

Miss Alice, the merchant’s daughter,
who always befriended Whittington, of-
fered to give him something, but her
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Dick_Whittington

church bells of Bow. As they rang out,
he thought they said to him:

“Turn again, Whittington.

Thrice Lord Mayor of London!”

“Lord Mayor of London!” said he to
himself: “what would I not endure to be
Lord Mayor of London. Well, I'll go
back again and gladly bear the beatings
from the cook, rather than miss the chance
of being Lord Mayor,” and home he went.

We must now follow Miss Puss to the
coast of Africa. The ship on which she
sailed was driven out of the course by
winds, and finally landed on the coast of
Barbary, a place inhabited by Moors, and
unknown then to the English people.

The captain and his men were received
146
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Pick Whittington

with kindness, and the king invited the
captain to dinner at his palace. Scarcely
had the dishes been placed on the table
when a great number of rats and mice ran
from all quarters upon the table and
quickly ate up all the food. The captain,
of course, was very much surprised.

“O King! why do you not get rid of
these vermin?”’ he asked.

“T will give half my treasure to be free
of them,” the king replied.

Then the captain remembered Whit-
tington’s cat, and said to the king: I
have a creature on board the ship that will

kill all these rats and mice in a short

time.”’
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Dick Whitting_ton

in, and call him Mr. Whittington by
name.”’

Mr. Whittington was at this time clean-
ing the kitchen, and wished to excuse him-
self from going into the counting house.
The merchant, however, insisted, and
ordered a chair for him.

Dick, thinking they intended to make
sport of him, said: “Do not mock a poor,
simple fellow. Let me go about my busi-
ness.”

The merchant took him by the hand and
said: “Indeed, Mr. Whittington, I am 1n
earnest. Your cat has made for you much
more money than I myself am worth. May
you long enjoy it and be happy.”

Whittington begged his master to keep
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Pick Whittinagteon

it himself, but Mr. Fitzwarren refused to
touch it. Mr. Fitzwarren offered him his

house to live in until he could get one for
himself.

With his face washed and his hair curled
and in fine clothes, Whittington was a
very genteel-looking young fellow, and as
wealth helps very much to give a man con-
fidence, in a short time he asked Miss Alice
to be his wife. They had a fine wedding
and lived very happily.

Whittington was made Sheriff of Lon-
don first, and later, Lord Mayor three
times.

King Henry V, out of respect for his
good character, later knighted him Sir

Richard Whittington.
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Riip Van Wink.le

No two were dressed alike, but every one
had a knife in his belt. One had a long
head, with a broad face, and small, piggish
eyes. Another seemed to be all nose, and
wore a big, white hat, with a long, red
cock’s tail coming out of 1t.

One of them, who seemed to be the com-
mander, was old and fat. He was dressed
in green, and he wore a high-crowned hat,
red stockings and black shoes, with rosettes
on them.

As Rip and his companion came upon
them, they all stopped playing and stared
at Rip. His knees knocked together with
fright. They ran to Rip, took the keg,

160







By an W iimnkle

“Oh! that wine! That wicked wine!”
cried Rip. “What shall I say to my wife?”

He looked around for his gun, but there
in its place was an old one, all rusty and
falling apart. He thought that the queer
little men had stolen his good gun, and, as
a joke, had put the old one in 1its place.
Schneider, too, had gone. He whistled for
Schneider and shouted his name, but still
he did not come. He rose to walk, but

“Oh' oh!” he cried, with pain in his limbs.

“This sleeping out of doors does not agree

with me. Iseem tobe old.”

He was so stiff that he could hardly get

through the thickets and branches.
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Riip. Van Winkle

He felt very hungry, too, and weak,
and, though he dreaded to meet his wife,

" he felt he must go on or starve among the

mountains. When he reached the village,

he saw many people, but none he had ever
seen before. They all stared at him with
surprise, _and the children pointed at his
long, white beard.
Everything seemed strange, and, strang-
est of all, he appeared like an old man.
Poor Rip was very much worried, and

<aid to himself, “That drink last night

has addled my poor head.”
With difficulty, he found his way to his

own house, expecting every moment to
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Bip Van Winkle

ing the noise of the children who followed
him, came out to see what was the matter.
To their surprise, they saw a ragged old
man, with a long, white beard, carrying a
rusty old gun in his hand.

“Who are you, and whence came you ?”
they asked him.

“I am Rip Van Winkle,” he said.

At this they all laughed, and one man
said:

“Why, it is twenty years since Rip Van
Winkle left here. He went away from
home with his gun, and has never been
heard of since. His dog came home with-
out him, but whether he shot himself or
was carried away by the Indians, no one

can tell. His wife has been dead these
166
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ipVan Wiankle

ten years back. Why, old man, you must
be dreaming ?”

“No, I am not dreaming,” said Rip. “I
was young Rip Van Winkle once. Now I
am old Rip Van Winkle. Does nobody
know me ?”

Just at this moment a woman, tottering
out among them, put her hand to her brow
and, peering into his face, said:

“Sure enough, it is Rip Van Winkle
himself. Why, where have you been these

twenty years ?’
Rip’s story was soon told. He had

slept on the mountains twenty years!
To this day, when the people in the
Catskill mountains hear thunder, they say

it is little mountain men playing ninepins.
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THE STORY OF
'LITTLE BLACK SAMBO

NCE upon a time there was a little
black boy, and his name was Little

Black Sambo.
And his Mother was called Black

Mumbeo.
And his Father was called Black Jumbo.

~And Black Mumbo made him a beauti-
ful little Red Coat and a pair of beautiful
little Blue Trousers.

And Blzick Jumbo went to the Bazaar
and bought him a beautiful Green Um-

brella and a lovely little Pair of Purple
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LLittle Black Sambo

Shoes with Crimson Soles and Crimson

Linings.
And then wasn’t Little Black Sambo

grand ?

So he put on all his fine clothes and went
out for a walk in the Jungle. And by
and by he met a Tiger. And the Tiger
said to him, “Little Black Sambo, I'm

going to eat you up:”

And Little Black Sambo said, “Oh!
Please, Mr. Tiger, don’t eat me up, and I'll
give you my beautiful little Red Coat.”
So the Tiger said, “Very well, I won't eat

you this time, but you must give me your

beautiful little Red Coat.” So the Tiger
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LLittle Black Sambo

Trousers, and went away saying, ‘Now

I’m the grandest Tiger in the Jungle.”
And Little Black Sambo went on, and

by and by he met another Tiger, and it said

to him, “Little Black Sambo, I'm going to
eat you up!” And Little Black Sambo
said, “Oh! Please, Mr. Tiger, don’t eat
me up, and I'll give you my beautiful lit-
tle Purple Shoes with Crimson Soles and
Crimson Linings.”

But the Tiger said, “What use would
your shoes be to me? T've got four feet,
and you’ve got only two; you haven’t got
enough shoes for me.”

But Little Black Sambo said, “You

could wear them on your ears.”
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LLittle Black Sambo

“So I could,” said the Tiger; “that’s
a very good idea. Give them tome, and I
won’t eat you this time.”

So the Tiger got poor Little Black Sam-
bo’s beautiful little Purple Shoes with
Crimson Soles and Crimson Linings, and

went away saying, “Now I'm the grandest

Tiger in the Jungle.”
And by and by Little Black Sambo met

another Tiger, and it said to him, “Little

122

Black Sambo, I'm going to eat you up.
And Little Black Sambo said, “Oh, Please,
Mr. Tiger, don’t eat me up, and I'll give
you my beautiful Green Umbrella.” But

the Tiger said, “How can I carry an um-
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Eittile Black' Sambo

louder and louder. “Oh, dear!” said Little
Black Sambo, “there are all the Tigers
coming back to eat me up! What shall I
do?’ So he ran quickly to a palm-tree and

peeped round it to see what the matter

was.

And there he saw all the Tigers fighting
and disputing which of them was the
grandest. And at last they all got so angry
that they jumped up and took off all the
fine clothes and began to tear each other

with their claws, and bite each other with
their great big white teeth.

And they came, rolling and tumbling

right to the foot of the very tree where
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I itile Black Sambo

Little Black Sambo was hiding, but he
jumped quickly in behind the umbrella.

And the Tigers all caught hold of each
others tails as they wrangled and scram-
bled, and so they found themselves in a
ring around the tree.

Then, when he was quite a little dis-
tance away from the Tigers, Little Black
Sambo jumped up and called out, “Oh!
Tigers, why have you taken off all your
nice clothes?’ Don’t you want them any

more?’ But the Tigers only answered,
“Gr-r-rrrrrr!’
Then Little Black Sambo said, “If you

want them, say so, or 1l take them away.”
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Eaidtiles Bilaeck Sambo

of melted butter (or “‘ghi,” as it is called
in India) round the foot of the tree.
Now Black Jumbo was just coming
home from his work, with a great big brass
pot in his arms, and when he saw what
was left of all the Tigers he said, “Oh!
what lovely melted butter! I'll take that

home to Black Mumbo for her to cook

with.”
So he put it all into the great big brass

pot and took it home to Black Mumbo to

cook with.
When Black Mumbo saw the melted

butter, wasn’t she pleased! “Now,” said
P

she, “we’ll all have pancakes for supper!”
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Sleeping Beauty

to give a gift to the princess and thus be
able to undo as much as she could the evil]
which the old fairy might intend. In the
meantime all the fairies began to give their
presents to the little princess.

The youngest fairy gave as her 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 every-
thing she did; the fourth, that she should
dance perfectly; the fifth, that she should
sing like a nightingale; and the sixth, that
she should play all kinds of beautiful

music.
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glceping Beauty

Suddenly there came on the scene the

wicked old fairy who had not been invited.
She was furiously angry, and said: “I will
for my gift that when the little princess
becomes a young woman she shall prick
her finger on a spindle and die.” Then she
shrieked and quickly vanished. At this
moment the seventh good fairy stepped
forward and said:

“O king and queen, your daughter shall
not die thus. It is true I cannot save her
from all of this ill wish, but my gift shall
be that the princess shall fall asleep for a
hundred years, and at the end of that time

a king’s son shall waken her with a kiss,”
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Sleeping Beauty

the old woman, who did not know who
the princess was.
“Oh!” said the princess, “this is very

pretty. Give me the spindle that I may

see if I can do it, too.”

She had no sooner taken it into her hand
than it pricked her finger, and she fell into
a deep swoon. The old woman, not know-
ing what to do, cried out for help. People
came running from all parts of the castle
to see what was the matter. They threw
water into the princess’ face and rubbed
her hands, but nothing could bring her to.
At this moment the sorrowing king and

queen came and ordered their daughter
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Sleeping Beauty

to be placed on a silken couch in a bower
of roses. It was not very long after thjs
had been done when every one in the place
commenced to feel sleepy. The king
yawned, and then the queen. The court-
iers began to nod, and in a half hour after
the princess had pricked her finger every
man, woman, child, bird or beast in the
kingdom had fallen into a deep sleep.
The roses around the princess soon be-
came a dense thicket of thorns that formed
a forest around the castle, so stiff and high

that no one cared to try to get through it.

After a hundred years had passed a

king’s son was out hunting one day when '
g g y
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Sleeping Beauty

sleep there a hundred years, and could

only be awakened by a king’s son.”

The gallant prince waited to hear no
more. He spurred his horse straight at
the forest of thorns, and, strange to say,
a passage opened before him, and he rode
straight to the castle.

What a curious sight met his gaze! The
courtyard and castle seemed peopled with
figures of stone. On and on he went till
he came to a bower. Here, lying on a
couch, he saw the most beautiful maiden
he could imagine. She looked so sweet
and lovely that the prince could not help
kissing her. In a moment the spell was
broken. The princess sat up and smiled,

for she had been dreaming of this prince
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Sleeping Beauty

for a hundred years. Then the whole
castle awoke, and, oh, what a time there

was' The king and queen kissed their
daughter, and everybody talked at once.
The cook served up the finest dinner in the

world, and all were invited.

The princess was very beautifully
dressed, but his royal highness took care
not to tell her that she was dressed like

his great-grandmother. She looked not a
bit less charming and beautiful in spite of
her queer clothes.

The prince asked the princess to marry
him. The king and queen consented, and

the happy pair were married at once and

lived happily every after.
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ALICE’S ADVENTURES
IN WONDERLAND

LICE was very tired of sitting by

her sister on the bank, and having
nothing to do, once or twice she looked at
the book her sister was reading; but it had
no pictures, and she saw no use of a book
without pictures. The day was hot and
she grew very sleepy, when suddenly a
white rabbit with pink eyes ran close by
her. The rabbit said to itself:
“Oh, dear! oh, dear! I shall be late!” at

the same time taking a watch out of its

waistcoat pocket.
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Alice started to her feet and ran across
the field after the rabbit just in time to see
it pop down a large rabbit hole. In an-
other moment down went Alice after it.
The rabbit hole went straight on like a
tunnel, and then suddenly down.

Alice had not a moment to think when
she found herself falling down what
seemed to be a very deep well.

“l wonder how many miles I've fal-
len 2’ she said aloud. “I wonder if I shall
fall through the earth?” '

Suddenly, thump, thump, down she
came upon a heap of sticks and dry leaves.

She looked up—it was all dark over-
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Alice in Wonderland

all made of glass, lying on which was a
tiny gold key. Alice thought, of course, it
was the key belonging to one of the doors

of the hall, but alas! the locks were so

large that it would not open any of them.

At last she saw a curtain she had not no-
ticed before, and behind it was a little
door about fifteen inches high. She tried
the golden key in the lock, and to her de-
light it fitted.

Alice opened the door and found it led
into a small passage no larger than a rat
hole. She knelt down and looked into it,
and there was the most lovely garden she

had ever seen. How she longed to wander
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among those beds of bright flowers and
cool fountains, but she could not even get
her head through the door. She went
back to the table again, and there she
found a little bottle which certainly was
not there before. Tied round the neck of
the bottle was a paper label with the
words, “Dr\i'nk Me,” printed on it in large
Jetters:

It Was all very well to say “drink me,”

but Alice was not going to do that in a

hurry.
“T’11 look first,” she said, “and see
whether it’s marked ‘poison’ or not.”

The bottle was not marked “poison,” so
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By and by her eyes fell upon a little
glass box that was lying under the table.
She opened it and found a very small

cake, on which the words, “Eat Me,” were

marked in currants.

“Well, I’ll eat it,” said Alice, “and if
it makes me grow larger I can reach the
key, and if it makes me smaller I can creep
under the door, so either way I will get
into the garden.”

“Curiouser and curiouser!” cried Alice,

just as she finished the cake. “Now I'm
opening out like a big telescope.”

Just at that moment her head struck
against the roof of the hole; in fact, she

was now nine feet high. She at once took
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Alice in Wonderland

the little golden key from the table and
hurried off to the garden door. Now, how-
ever, it was as much as she could do, lying

down on her side, to look through into the

garden with one eye, but to get through
was more hopeless than ever.

Alice began to cry again, and shed so
many tears that a large pool formed all
around her. By and by she heard a little
pattering of feet in the distance, and she
dried her eyes to see what was coming.
It was the White Rabbit, splendidly
dressed. In one hand he carried a large
fan, muttering to himself as he came: “Oh!

the Duchess. She’ll be in a rage if I am

122

late!
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Alice 1n Wonderland

It was the pool of tears which she had
wept when she was nine feet high.
Something was splashing about a little
way off, and at first she thought it must be
a walrus or hippopotamus, but then she
remembered how small she was now. It
turned out to be only a mouse that had

slipped in like herself.
“Oh, Mouse!” she cried, “do you know

the way out of this?”

The mouse looked at her and winked
with one eye, but said nothing, and swam
past her.

“Mouse, dear! do come back, and we
won’t talk about cats or dogs,” she called

softly after it.

When the mouse heard this it turned
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and said in a trembling voice. “Let us get
to shore, and then I will tell you my his-
tory, and you will understand why I hate

cats and dogs.”
It was high time to go, for the pool was

getting quite crowded with birds and ani-
mals that had fallen into 1t. Alice led the
way, and the whole party swam to the

shore.
“Wake up, Alice, dear,” said her sister.

“What a long sleep you’ve had!”
“Oh, I have had such a curious dream,”

said Alice, and she told her sister of her

dream that you have just been reading

about.
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THROUGH THE LOOK-
ING GLASS;
HUMPTY DUMPTY

o OW would you like to live in a

looking-glass house? Let’s pre-
tend that the glass has gotten all soft like
gauze so that we can get through. Why,
it is turning into a sort of a mist now. I
declare, it will be easy enough to get
through,” said a little girl named Alice,
and before she had finished speaking she
was up on the mantlepiece, standing be-
fore a big looking glass which certainly
was already beginning to meit away. In

another moment Alice was through the
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Through the Looking - Glass

glass, and had lightly jumped down into

the looking-glass room.
“Oh, what fun it will be when they see

me through the glass in here and cannot
get at me,” thought Alice.

“They do not keep this room so tidy as
the other,” Alice thought to herself. At
that moment she heard a strange sound,

and with an “Oh!” of surprise she peeped
around the side of the fireplace, and there

saw a funny little old woman who looked
like a sheep. When she saw Alice she

looked up from her knitting and said:
“What do you want to buy ?”

Alice was not only surprised, but very

much frightened, and, as she was hungry,
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“How odd,” Alice said as she walked.
“This looks like a chair, but it has
branches. How very strange to find trees
growing here.”

She wondered more and more at every
step, for everything turned into a tree the
moment she came up to it, and she quite
expected the egg to do the same.

However, the egg only got larger and
larger, and when she came within a few
yards of it she was greatly surprised to see
that i1t had eyes and a nose and mouth, and
when she went closer still who should it be
but Humpty-Dumpty himself.

“It cannot be anybody else,” she said to
herself.

Humpty-Dumpty was sitting, with his
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very thin, short legs crossed like a Turk’s,
on the top of a wall. It was a very

narrow one, and Alice wondered how he
could keep his balance. His eyes were
away out to each side and looked in op-
posite directions, and he did not seem to
see Alice, or, at least, he took no notice of
her.

“He must be a stuffed figure after all,
and yet how exactly like an egg he 1s,” she
said aloud, standing with her hands ready
to catch him, for every moment she ex-
pected him to fall.

“It’'s very provoking,” Humpty-
Dumpty said after a long silence, looking
away from Alice as he spoke, “to be called

»
an egg. o
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“That last line is too long,” she added,
forgetting that Humpty-Dumpty could

hear her.
“I do not think so.” saild Humpty-

Dumpty; “the King promised me to—to

2

“To send all his horses and all his men,”

Alice interrupted. ‘“Now I think that is
too bad, Humpty-Dumpty; you have been

listening or you couldn’t have known.”
“Well, they write such things in books,
I know. That’s what you call history.

Now, take a good look at me. I have

spoken to a King! You will never see such

another,” and he grinned from ear to ear,

and almost fell off the wall.
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“What a beautiful belt you have on,”
Alice suddenly said.

"“Tt is a most provoking thing when a
person doesn’t know a necktie from a
belt,” said Humpty-Dumpty, wagging his
head gravely from side to side.

T know I am stupid,” said Alice gently.
“Will you forgive me?”

Humpty-Dumpty was sorry he was so

cross, and said:
“Yes, child, it is a necktie. The White

Queen gave it to me,” and he crossed one

knee over the other, clasping his hands

around them. “Did you ever hear this

piece I am going to repeat for you?”
Alice sat down to listen.

“In winter when the fields are white,
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“Good-bye till we meet again.”

“I shouldn’t know you again if we did
meet,” Humpty-Dumpty replied, giving
her one of his fingers to shake. “You look

just like other people.”
“You know people by their faces,” said

Alice.

“That’s just what I complain of,” said
Humpty-Dumpty. “Your face is just
like everybody else’s. Two eyes, nose in
the middle, and mouth under 1it. It is al-
ways the same. If you had two eyes on
one side of your nose, and a mouth at the
top, that would be some help.”

“It would not look nice,” said Alice,

laughing.
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Humpty-Dumpty shut his eyes and
- said:

“Wait till you’ve tried.”

Alice waited a moment to see if he would
speak again, but he never opened his eyes
or took any further notice of her. She
said “Good-bye” once more, and, as he
made no reply, she walked away, saying
to herself :

“Of all the queer people I ever—"" She

never finished what she was going tosay,

for at that moment a heavy crash shook all
the trees and everything, and Alice woke
up with a start. That was the end of

the looking-glass room, and she knew it

was all a dream.
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ROBINSON CRUSOE;
HIS MAN FRIDAY

OBINSON CRUSOE was a very
daring boy and when still young

was full of thoughts of travel. Nothing
would satisfy him but to go to sea, so one
day he left his kind parents and friends
and set sail on a voyage to Africa. They
had been out about two weeks, when a
great storm came up, and suddenly they
struck a rock. The sea broke over the

ship, and in a few moments she began to

sink.
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BRobinseon Criusoe

Robinson Crusoe swam well:,#-”gut the
waves were very strong, al}é he was
dashed against a rock with s;lch force that
he became senseless. When he can=1e to he
found himself safe on /dry land He
looked about to see if any o£ hlS comrades
had escaped, but nowhere was there any
sign of them, and he safw only the wreck
of the ship far out frqfn the shore. He

swam out to her, and found, among other
things of value that had not been hurt by
the water, many tools, guns and a great
deal of food. He made daily trips to the
vessel, bringing ashore all that he thought

would be useful to him. One night there
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Robinson Crusoe

island must be visited by savages. Not
long after this he saw five canoes drawn
up on the shore, and a swarm of naked sav-
ages dancing about a fire. They dragged
two poor wretches from the boats, and one
of them they killed. Several of the sav-
ages cut him up; for they were cannibals,
people who eat men, and they were going
to have one of their horrible feasts. The

other poor man saw a chance to escape and

started to run.

Robinson Crusoe was very much fright-
ened when the runaway came directly to-
ward him, but when he saw that only two

of the savages followed, he made up his
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mind to help the poor man. When they
were near enough Robinson Crusoe step-
ped between the runaway and his pursuers.
He knocked the first one down with the
stock of hisgun. The other raised his bow
and was going to shoot, when Robinson
Crusoe fired and killed him. The run-
away, in fear and trembling, knelt at Cru-
soe’s feet and made a sign that he was his
slave.

Crusoe took him home to his castle and
gave him food. His skin was not black,
but tawney, and his eyes were bright and
sparkling.

Robinson Crusoe now had a companion,
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One morning Friday ran to the castle in
great fright. Three canoes full of savages
had landed on the i1sland. Robinson Cru-
soe armed himself with a sword and
hatchet, and, taking all the guns he could
carry, they went to a thicket of trees which
stood near where the savages were.

They could see them sitting about a fire
eating one of their victims, while another
captive, a white man, lay bound nearby.
Robinson Crusoe and Friday both fired
among the savages and killed several.
Then they rushed forward, and Friday

used the hatchet and Crusoe the sword.

They killed all the savages except four,
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who ran to their canoes and paddled away.
Friday let the captive loose, and Robinson
Crusoe ran to a canoe, intending to follow
the savages. But in the canoe he found a
poor creature bound hand and foot. Friday
came up just at this moment, and Crusoe
told him to speak to the man and tell him
he was saved. When Friday looked at the
man he began to kiss him, and cried,
laughed and jumped all at once, for the
man was Friday’s father.

One morning, a short time after this,
Friday brought word to Crusoe that a ship
was in sight. Crusoe fairly danced with

joy. As they watched the ship they saw a
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The rest yielded without a struggle.

The captain asked Crusoe what he could
do for him in return for rescuing him.
Robinson Crusoe asked nothing more than
he should carry himself, Friday and the
others to England, and the captain gladly
agreed. They set sail, and Robinson Cru-
soe and Friday left the island where they
had lived many years.

Three days later, passing near the coast
of an island, they saw close to the shore a
lot of canoes full of savages armed with
bows and arrows. Robinson Crusoe told
Friday to go on deck and speak to them in
his own tongue. Friday did as he was bid,
but scarcely had he spoken a word when

the savages let fly a great cloud of arrows
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Robinson Crusoe

at him. One pierced him through the
heart, and he fell to the deck dead. When
Robinson Crusoe saw this he became al-
most frantic with rage. He ordered the
ship’s guns to be loaded and fired at the
savages.

He took a terrible vengeance for Fri-
day’s death. Iriday had been so honest,
faithful and affectionate, and always
so cheerful and pleasant, that Robinson
Crusoe loved him very dearly. He
mourned him as if he had been his son and
had his body buried in the sea with all the
honors possible.

The voyage to England had no more
mishaps, and Robinson Crusoe arrived

home in safety after many years’ absence.
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THE SWISS FAMILY
ROBINSON

UR ship had been tossed about in a

most terrible storm for several days,
and we all feared that at any moment she
might go to the bottom.

“Come boys,” said I to my four sons,
“we shall at least go down side by side.”
Just then we struck a rock.

“We are lost! Launch the boats! Try
for your lives!” a voice cried.

I ran to the deck and found that all the

boats had left, and we alone remained. I
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cried out for the men to come back and
take us with them, but it was in vain. I
thought our last chance was gone. Still
the ship did not sink. I went to the stern,
and to my joy saw that she was held up by
a huge rock.

“Be of good cheer, we are at least safe
for some time, and we may yet reach
land,” I said to my wife and boys.

Fritz, my oldest son, and I then made a
raft. Fr1tz \‘lound some ﬁrearms, and
301 chest, and Jack came up to

) \
us with two 'hy

dogs, one of which he
rode like a horse .\ fter we had loaded all
the things we had&\athered together on the
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where a large crab held him by his toes. I
struck it with the axe, and Jack ran off
with it in high glee.
Fritz and I then went to a grove of palm
trees near by.
“Do you see those nuts at the top of the
tree, Fritz?’ I said.
“To be sure I do; but they are far too
high to reach. Look!” he cried, “there are
-some monkeys. Let me have a shot at
them.” i
“Do not do that,” I said; “it will do no
good to kill them,” and with that I threw

some stones up at the tree.

"The monkeys started throwing cocoa-

254






Swiss Family Robinson

nuts at us, and so many that we had hard
work to pick them all up. We had not

gone far with them when one of the dogs
dashed by us after a troop of apes. One of
them could not climb, as she had a young
one in her arms, and this one the dog at-
tacked.

Fritz called the dog off, but the ape was
dead. The young one, as soon as it saw
F ri'tz, sprang on his back, put his paws in
his hair, and would not let go.

I at length got the ape from Fritz, and
took it up in my arms like a child; then I
put it on the dog’s back, and it held tight
by the hair of the dog’s back, while Fritz
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When we got back to the tent my wife
- told me that while we were at the wreck
she had gone in search of a place to build
a house, and to my surprise told me she
had found a tree twelve yards around and
so big that we could build rooms in it and
have stairs up the trunk, and in this way
we could be safe from any wild animals. I
thought this a good 1dea, and we all started

to see this wonderful tree, which proved
to be a fig tree of vast size.

“If we can fix a tent up there,” I said,
“we shall have no cause to dread wild
beasts.”

It was late at night when we had taken
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all our belongings to this spot, and got the
wood to build our hut.

Next day we rose very early, as we knew
we had a long day of toil before us. Just
as we were starting to work, Jack cried
out:

“Be quick! here is a strange beast with

quills as long as my arm!”

It was a large porcupine. When the
dogs ran near, it made a loud noise and
shot out its quills, which stuck in the dogs
and made them bleed. Jack shot at the
beast, and it fell dead on the spot. Ernest
and I then went in search of some thick

canes which grew in the sand near by.
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dogs to the roots, and went up to sleep out
of harm’s way, for the first time since we
left the ship. When the steps were drawn

up we all felt that we were now safe at

last. :

“Let us call our home “The Nest’,” my
wife said.

“Here’s to “The Nest’,” said I, “and may
we live long and bless the day that brought

us here.”

And here we lived for ten long years,
and our cares were few, and our life was
full of joy and adventure. Yet I often

cast a look at sea, in hope that some day I
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THE UGLY DUCKLING

————————

ENEATH the branches of some bur-
dock bushes, on the bank of a wind-

ing creek, sat an old duck on her nest
hatching her young ones. By and by, one
egg cracked, and then another. “Chick,
chick, chick,” was heard as the little heads
peeped out of the shells, to be greeted with
the “quack, quack” of the old mother duck.
“Are you all here, my dears?” she asked,

as she arose from her nest. No, there lay

the largest egg of all unhatched. She sat
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down again on the egg just as an old duck
waddled up to call on her.

“How are you getting along?’ she
asked.

“They are all hatched but one, and it is
so big it will not break,” she replied.

“Depend upon it,” said her visitor, ‘it
1s a turkey egg, and you’ll have trouble
for turkeys can’t swim.”

At last the big egg broke. “Tweet,
tweet,” and out crept a young one, but so
very big and ugly that the mother duck

thought he must be a young turkey-cock.

“I shall soon see,” she said to herself,
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“Let him alone,” said the mother, “he
“1s doing no harm.”

The poor ugly «duckling who had been
the last to leave his shell was beaten and
pushed and made a fool of by the hens as
well as the ducks. Even the turkey-cock
pufted himself up and swooped down on
him, gobbling and getting red in the face.
The poor duckling was very unhappy,
and every day things grew worse and

worse for him. He was even chased about

by his sisters, who said:

“I wish the cat would catch you!”
The ducks bit him, the hens beat him,

and the girl who fed the poultry kicked
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him away with her foot. So he ran away
and flew over the hedge. Even the lit-
tle birds who saw him were frightened,
and he thought it was because he was so
ugly. The poor duckling, however,
closed his eyes and ran away faster and
faster until he came to a great meadow.

He lay down in the reeds until morn-
ing, when three wild geese came by.

“You are ugly, but we like you. Come
with us,” they said to him. Just at that
moment bang! bang! went a gun, and the
three geese feel down dead. Bang! bang!
and all the other wild geese in the meadow
flew up. The huntsmen were lying all

around the meadow hiding in the reeds.
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lived here alone with her tom-cat and pet

hen. The cat she called her little son.
He purred and put up his back if you
rubbed him from his head to his tail, but
sparks flew if you rubbed him the other
way. The hen had short legs, so they
called her “Chickling Short-legs.”

In the morning when they saw the duck-
ling Tom began to purr and the hen to
cluck.

“What is the matter ?”’ said the woman,
for she could not see well, and thought
the duckling was a fat duck that had lost

her way.
“Oh, that is a fine catch,” said she when
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Tom told her. “Now, we can have all
‘the duck eggs we want to eat.”

The duckling, for so they thought he
was, stayed all winter with the old
woman and her cat and hen; but one fine
day in the springtime, longing for a nice
swim in the water, he went down to the
brook and swam far away from the home
of the old woman and her pets. But in
the autumn when it grew very cold, the
poor duckling had a bad time. One morn-
ing he saw a flock of beautiful swans come
out of a thicket nearby, and a feeling
came over the poor ugly duckling that he

loved those beautiful white birds as he

had never loved anything before. Ah!
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children laughed and screamed, and
knocked each other down trying to catch
~him. The duckling flew out of the open

door.
He had a bad time after that all win-

ter long, and how he lived through the
cold weather nobody knows. At last the
warm spring came, and much to his sur-
prise, the duckling found that his wings
were so strong that he could fly swiftly
through the air with ease.

One day he flew into a beautiful large
garden. There swimming around on a
lake, he saw the graceful white swans he
had seen before, and whom he loved so
much. He was very sad, though, when he

saw these beautiful creatures, for he
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thought of himself as very ugly. )

“Better be killed by them,” h¢ thought,
than be beaten by ducks, hgﬁs, women
and children.” So he flew into the water
and swam toward the beautiful white
Swans.

“Only kill me,” said the poor creature,
and he bowed his head on a level with the
water. But what did he see in the clear
water? Beneath him, ;as if in a looking-
glass, he saw his own 1mage ‘No longer
was he a dark gray, ugly bird. He had
grown to be a beautiful white swan'

He was glad now, for he knew that all
his sufferings were over. So he shook his
feathers, and stretched his slender grace-

ful neck, and was happy ever after.
280






HANSEL AND
GRETHEL

¢ ‘D ON’T cry,” Hansel said to his sis-
ter, Grethel, “we will find our

way home again.”

A wicked stepmother and her husband,
2 wood-cutter, had taken their children
deep into the forest to lose them. They
were so very poor that there was not food
enough for the grown-up people, let alone
the children, and the woodcutter’s wife
begged her husband to get rid of their chil-
dren in this way.

But Hansel had overheard his father
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and mother talking over their plans, and
made up his mind not to get lost. He had
~ filled his pockets with small white pebbles,
and when his parents were not looking,
had dropped them, one by one, as they
were taken into the thick woods.

When they were left alone Hansel and
Grethel were so tired they lay down
under a tree and were soon fast asleep. It
was dark night when they awoke, and
Grethel, not knowing about the pebbles,
began to cry.

“How are we ever to get home?” she
said.

Hansel comforted her, and said:

“Wait a little; we will soon find our
way back;” and he told her about the
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went along. But when the moon came up
they could not find the crumbs; the birds
had eaten them all. Though they walked
for a long time they could not find their
way out of the forest. They were very
tired and hungry, and after eating some
wild strawberries which they found in the
woods, they threw themselves down under
the trees and went fast asleep. They
were awakened by the song of a beautiful
white bird which sat on a tree near them.
As it sang it spread its wings and flew
slowly before them. They followed the
bird until it reached a little house, and
there it lighted on the roof. When they

came up to the house they saw it was
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made of bread, covered with cakes, and

the windows were candy.
- ““Oh,” said Hansel, “I’ve never been so

hungry in my life. I will eat a piece of

the roof, Grethel, and you can eat some of

the windows.”
At that moment they heard a soft voice

from within the house say:

“Nibble, nibble, gnaw; who 1s nibbling
at my house ?”

“The wind, the wind,” the children
answered, somewhat frightened; but they
went on eating, they were so hungry.

Suddenly the door opened, and out
came a very, very lame old woman. Han-
sel and Grethel were scared, and stopped
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entice them. When children fell into her
power she killed them and then cooked

| and ate them.
When she saw Hansel and Grethel

asleep in the little beds, she said to her-
self :

“That will be a dainty mouthful.”
And then she seized Hansel and carried

him into a stable and shut him up. He
screamed and cried, but no one came to
help him. The witch then went to
Grethel and woke her with a rough shake.

“Get up, you lazy thing, and cook
something for your brother. He is in the
stable, and when he is fat enough I shall
eat him,” the wicked witch said.
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Grethel wept bitterly, but it did no
good; she had to do what the witch told

her. Every morning the witch crept to the
stable and said:

“Hansel, stretch out your finger that I
can feel how fat you are getting.”

Hansel stretched out each time, instead,
a little bone, which he found in the stable,
and as the witch’s eyes were dim, she
thought it was Hansel’s finger, and could
not understand why he did not get fat.

But after a while she grew angry and said

to Grethel:
“Iet Hansel be fat or not, I shall kill

and cook him today.”

She then made a big fire to heat her
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The wicked witch was herself soon
roasted to death in the oven intended for
the children!

Grethel ran quickly to the stable and
let Hansel out, and together they went
into the house, where they found large
chests of pearls and jewels of all kinds.
They filled their pockets, and started to
find their way out of the witch’s forest.

When they had walked for a long time
they came to a great river.

“We cannot get over,” saild Hansel;
“there’s 1sn‘t a bridge or a boat in sight.”

“I see a white duck swimming out in
the water,” =xclaimed Grethel. “If I ask

her she will help us over, I know.”
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“Little duck, little duck, dost thou see?
Hansel and Grethel are waiting for thee.
There’s never a plank or bridge in sight;
Take us across on thy back so white.”

The duck came to them, and Hansel
seated himself on its back, and told his sis-
ter to sit beside him.

“No,” replied Grethel; “that will be
too heavy for the little duck.”

The duck took them over, one at a time,

and when they both were safely over, they
found a path through the forest which led
straight to their home. There they were
received with cries of joy by their father
and his wife, who had now become a good

woman.
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JACK AND THE
BEANSTALK

I N A village, far away, there once lived
a poor woman with her son Jack.
While Jack at heart was a nice boy, he was
heedless and naughty.

One morning his mother said with tears
in her eyes: “Jack, you are a very bad boy.
You have brought us to ruin by your bad
tricks. We have no money, and nothing

i1s left but the old cow. We must now
starve for want of food.”
This made Jack very sad, and started
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Jack and the Beanstalk

him to think how he could mend matters.
At last he thought of the cow, and his
mother agreeing, he started off to market
fo sell her.

He had not driven the cow very far,
when he met a butcher, who asked him
how much he would take for her.

“What will you give me?’ said easy-
tempered Jack.

“You may have these beautiful colored
beans for her,” said the butcher.

Jack thought the beans were very
pretty, and said, “All right, the cow is
yours.” Jack hastened home with the

beans to his mother. But when his mother
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. also, and 1t was all his fault, too. All

at once, as he looked up, he saw a beautiful
young woman standing near him. She
had a small white wand in her hand, at the
top of which was a tiny peacock, made of

pure gold.

“I am a fairy, and if you do as I tell you,
I will help you, but if you do not obey me
you will die,” she said to Jack. “In this
strange country there lives a very wicked
giant. He is so wicked and cruel every-
body is afraid of him. You, Jack, must
kill this giant, and then you can have all
his riches. I will help you, but you must

be brave. Follow this road, and soon you
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will see the giant’s house. You must go
in and kill him.” She then disappeared.

Jack walked a long time, and at last
came up to a very large house, at the door
of which stood a woman.

“T am tired and hungry; will you please
let me go in for the night?” he said to her.

“My boy, a cruel and strong giant, my
husband, lives here, and he will eat you up
if he finds you,” she replied.

Jack was frightened, but he remembered
what the fairy had told him, and said to
the woman: ‘“Take me in for the night

and hide me, so that the giant will not see

2

me.
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was ready to die with fear, but by some
lucky chance the giant did not look into
the boiler. At last, he called for his sup-
per, and told his wife to bring him his
harp.

Jack peeped from his hiding place and
saw on the table by the giant the beautiful
harp. It played the sweetest music Jack
had ever heard. The music quieted the
giant, and soon he was sound asleep. Jack
then crept out and took hold of the harp,
but no sooner had he done so than the en-
chanted harp called out loudly:

“Stop thi.f! stop thief!” The giant
awoke and started after Jack, who was
running fast toward the beanstalk; but he

was so sleepy and heavy that Jack easily
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outran him, and was down to the bottom
with the harp in his arms just as the giant,
his loud voice crying out like thunder,

reached the top.
When Jack landed at the bottom of the

beanstalk he picked up a hatchet and be-
gan chopping at the bean stalk close to the
roots, and soon down 1t fell with the giant,
who was killed.

Jack begged his mother’s pardon for all
the pain and want he had caused her, and
said he would be a good and dutiful son
always, and so they were rich and happy

ever after.
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‘Dorothy and the Wizard in Oz

By L. Frank Baum
“The Wizard of Oz Man”

This new “OZ” book continues Mr. Baum'’s fascinating wonder-tale about
the Land of Oz and its charming fairy folk. Dorothy, together with a lit-
tle boy companion, “Zeb,” and “Jim, the Cab Horse,” are swallowed up in
an earthquake, only to reach a strange “vegetable” land whence, by the aid
of the Wizard of Oz, whom they meet there, they escape to the Land of
Oz and renew acquaintance with the Princess Ozma, The Scarecrow, The
Tin Woodman, The Cowardly Lion and all the old favorites. Among the
new and delightful characters are “Eureka,” Dorothy’s pink kitten, and

“The Nine Tiny Piglets.”
The Most Beautiful Children’s Book Published

Gorgeously illustrated with 16 full color pages and numerous black and

white text pictures
By John R. Neill

Each of the 20 chapters has a special pictorial heading.

8vo. 280 pages. Extra cloth binding with beautiful
inlaid picture printed in full color and gold.

Price $1.25



Ozma of Oz
By L. Frank Baum

This StOl‘y tells “mOr 15
the famous characters about Dorothy,” as well as

acters of the Scarecrow, the Tin
foodman and the Cowardly Lion and something
0 se%eral new creations equally delightful, includ-
%1g iktok—the machine man, The Yellow Hen,
he Nome King and the Hungry Tiger.
Illustrated by John R. Neill

Forty-one full-page colored pictures; twenty-
two half pages m color and fifty black and
white text pictures; special end sheets, title
page, copyright page, book plate, dedication
page and table of contents.

8vo. 280 pages. Extra cloth binding, side and
back stamping in four colors.

Price $1.25

The Land of Oz

By L. Frank Baum
One Hundredth Thousand

The Land of Oz gives an account of the adven-
tures of the Scarecrow, the Tin Woodman, Jack
Pumpkinhead, the Animated Saw-Horse, the
Highly Magnified Woggle-Bug, the Gump and
many other delightful characters.

Nearly 150 black and white illustrations and 16
full-page pictures in colors by John R. Neill.

8vo. 300 pages. Handsomely bound
in cloth, stamped in three colors.

Price $1.25
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John Dough and the Cherub

By L. Frank Baum

A whimsical tale portraying the exciting adven-
tures of the Gingerbread Man and his comrade
Chick the Cherub in the “Palace of Romance,”
“The Land of the Mifkets,” “Highland and Low-
land,” etc. The book is delightfully pictured by
John R. Neill, illustrator of Ozma of Oz and The
Land of Oz.

40 full-page colored pictures; 20 colored pictorial
chapter headings; 100 black and white text pic-
tures, special end sheets, title page, etc.
8vo. 300 pages. Extra cloth binding with
side and back stamping in three colors.
Price $1.25




The Twinkle Tales

Six Charming Nature Stories for Children
By Laura Bancroft

Adopted by many School Boards for supplementary reading
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Miss Bancroft has a delightful vein of humor of the quaint, sparkling wvariety which
readily appeals to children, and her instructive little stories meet instantaneous favor.
For this series Maginel Wright Enright has made over one hundred special drawings,
admirably illustrating the text. The pictures, all full page, are in many colors,

The six titles are:

Prince Mud-Turtle Twinkle captures a turtle and later finds that it can speak. She
discovers it to be an enchanted Fairy Prince, and after many

adventures in Fairyland, where she encounters a Corrugated Giant, she helps break the
Prince’s enchantment and set him free.

Mr. Woodchuck Twinkle watches a woodchuck’s hole in front of which a trap has
been set, and is suddenly made a prisoner by the animal. He takes

her to his home where she meets his family, and later to a jUthc' who condemns her to
step in a big trap. She escapes, and that night induces her father to remove the trap

by the hole,

Twinkle’s father captures a crow, which the little girl keeps for a

Bandit Jim QIOW pet. The bird escapes after a time and makes his home in a
forest where he is unwelcome. Jim Crow starts to rob the nests of the other birds and a
blue-jay punishes him. Jim then uses a little strategy, but is discovered and badly

treated.

: . One day Twinkle unknowingly becomes enchanted. She
Twinkle’s Enchantment meets a rolling-stone and later a dancing bear by whom

she is entertained. On her way home, she goes with Prince Grasshopper to his town to
see a dance. Soon she discovers it is quite dark, and hurries away to supper.

in Twinkle and Chubbins find an old entrance to the interior
Sugar-Loaf Mountain of a mountain. They enter and are taken to the King’s
Palace. Here they are royally entertained. On returning in a carriage from luncheon
an accident occurs but they are not hurt. Being thirsty they decided to return home,
as the people do not use water in this city.

e Twinkle and her chum, Chubbins, go to a picnic, but escape
Prairie Dog Town from the crowd and find a prairie-dog town. Meecting the Mayor,
they are made small through the efforts of a magician and visit the town. After numer-
ous adventures, they leave their hosts, and regaining their natural size, resolve never to

tell of their experience.

Each book contains fifteen full pages in colors and multi-colored

Square 16mos.
in many colors.

title-page. Imported vellum binding with cover stamping

Price 50 cents per volume






Policeman Bluejay

By Laura Bancroft

This is a quaint and delightful fairy tale in an entirely new vein—being
in some ways a “nature story,” although not making pretensions in that

direction.

The story is sure to please the little folks. Twinkle and Chubbins—about
whom Miss Bancroft writes in the tremendously popular Twinkle Tales
—have a series of remarkable adventures, after having been transformed
by a “tuxix” into little birds with human heads. They become friends
with a number of birds and learn many curious and true things about the

lives of their feathered neighbors.

Many beautiful colored pictures by Maginel Wright Enright admirably
aid the text.

Size 974 x 7 inches. 120 pages printed on extra heavy paper
of high grade. Large, clear type. Eight full-page colored illus-
trations and dozens of chapter headings, tailpieces, borders and

decorations. Cloth back with full decorated paper sides.

Price $1.00












