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INnfroduction

It was Uncle George who called them a bunch of Keys, because there
were so many of them, and their name was Key. There were Grandpapa Key
and Grandmamma Key, and Papa Key and Mamma Key, and Uncle George
and Tom and Kinky and Curly and Baby Key. And they all lived together
in a big white house with green blinds, and lilac bushes in the front yard.
And this was the way they came to belong to the Key-ring.

One day Kinky and Curly sat on the piazza steps with sad faces.

“ What is the matter ?”’ asked Uncle George.

“ We have read up all our books,” said Kinky and Curly, “and we want
a new one —all our own; and we don’t know where to get it!”

“Make it !”" said Uncle George, looking very funny and wise.

“How 2 eried Kinky.

“How " cried Curly:

«If a whole bunch of Keys can’t unlock their thinking-boxes, and make a
whole book full of stories, to please themselves, it’s a pity, I think,” said

Uncle George.



INTRODUCTION

«Q, everybody tell a story !’ cried Kinky.

« And write it down in a book !” cried Curly.

«Yes,” said Uncle George. “And everybody that tells a story shall
belong to the Key-ring. And the stories shall all be written down in a book
— _Tom shall write them, because he can write so well. And I will make the
pictures, because I can draw so beautifully.”

Then Kinky and Curly rolled over and over on the grass for joy, because
they were to have a book of their very own.

« And when all the Keys, little and big, have unlocked their thinking-
boxes and told their stories,” said Uncle George, “‘and when Tom has written
them all down, and I have made the pictures, we will have a fine cover for our
book, and we will call it

A BUNCEOEKEYS.Z
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The Grandfather’s Storvy

« Grandpa must tell the first story, because he is the oldest,” said the children.
Now Grandpa sat up very straight in his piazza chair, and his eyes twinkled

behind his spectacles.
“ But I want to read the newspaper,” he said.
“ But you can 't belong to the Key-ring unless you tell a story ! said Kinky.
“ And you can read the newspaper afterwards,” said Curly.
Then Grandpa laid down his newspaper, and wrinkled up his forehead,

and thought very hard.

“ Must it be a true story ?” he asked.

“ Please, Grandpa!” said Kinky.

“ And must it be a funny story ?”

“ Please, Grandpa!” said Curly.

“Very well,” said Grandpa, “I have unlocked my thinking-box, and out
comes a story about—about a Little Pig!”

““ Good !’ cried the children.
“Very good!” said Uncle George, getting out his pencils. I can draw a

lovely pig.

12



o and the cows
and the "S- g Tzen he climbed wup
and peeped” over the edoe of the pigpen
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Dowm in one corner he saw a litle whie
such a dear litle whie plg wntb
pink eyes and a curly ¥
“Hello!” said 'Iéddy “Ouf'Ouf'
said the litle 23 e - You are
oo nice a litle pg o sty in
that dirty place,” said —Ezdd You Sball come
and be my lile pet? —=rimsa™
Then he oot Peter the hired -

open the ;W””jé of ’[He pngpen ‘cmd Tbc;y ’(oo]/\

he lile pg o the zﬁ%“ and washed him

ar)d Tedcgly ied & vicbon "on his neck and gave
=¥ 10 le on and named hm “Ls

14




U ﬂ\e nex day his pet wes gone and when

to the pigpen again, here wes
L )’ _ﬂ\e ptg among all ﬁ\e oher

‘5@/ Lﬁ/' e rEd o
beler than—" And ﬂ\er\_
over he wert headirst o th pen! O how
rough the slraw y«aa' /ind r]édd)/ dd ol like
ljr\e parings of G ook, and  the
el of “eler was not cean, and prely
soon there were two fears in Téddy 5 WO eyes.
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Peter te hired man came by wih a
= oped o e ipl How ‘il dld
¥ \augh lo see '_Iédd s sad §
PINOho!™ he cried, 4 you & nof e
) s ly/ing wﬁh Ljy the pig any beler
! Eve )/ e Yo

Then Teddy aughed. oo, Good-bye L, e said
“I wil lve in my - '-; f%,g,
vours!”  “Ouf! Ouft” said Lily the pig “Our? Quf”

said all the oher M " j“ ’

,? wand you mey  live in
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THE GRANDEFATHER'S STORV

“Was it you, Grandpapa—was it?” asked Kinky.
“Was it ?” asked Curly.
Grandpapa looked very wise.

« When I was a little boy, my mother used to call me Teddy!” he said
at last.

The children clapped their hands.

“ And does the pig in the picture look truly, truly, like Lily the Pig?”
they asked.

“Truly, truly!” said Grandpapa. ¢Uncle George has made the very
curl in the very tail of Lily the Pig. And now do I belong to the Key-ring ?

“Indeed you do!” cried the children. “ And we will give you a hug
beside. To-morrow it will be Grandmamma’s turn for a story "

13
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The Grandmother’s Story

Clickety-clickety-click | went Grandmamma’s knitting-needles.

Grandmamma was sitting by the window, and the sun was shining, and the
flowers were blooming on the sill.

“ But it is your turn to tell us a story!” cried the children.

« And what about my stocking ? "’ said Grandmamma.

Then Curly nodded her yellow head wisely.

“You can knit better when you talk, Grandmamma !’ she said. “The
stocking will grow while you are telling us the story.” |

¢« Hear the child " said Grandmamma. = ¢ Welltwelll—sitid oxnBthenas
still as mice, and don’t forget to pick up my ball every time I drop it, and I
will tell you the story of The Blue Bandbox.”

“ Tell away, Grandmamma !’ said Uncle George, sharpening his best pencil
very sharp. “I can draw a beautiful bandbox.”

20
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oy sometimes ar\d climbed
UB o usl A peep at that beautifl bonnet.
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But now ore suNny  summer-s dey the blue
e Ve HBEINO R Joum@ o the
E. T 7

= counlry with a] [ the fam ly ar\d Lue %
3y y was to carry 1t :

= / Féﬂ'\el” }\&d H'\e blg '_ /‘ r o 20 /
and Mother the little /g%@%}“’f% and The parr’ofs

;?

Hee and Johnr\)/ he €2 and Sammy
the Qray ey Ard the irunks wvere strapped
on behind and oul fo the great
coach went ff\e g




Round  went ihe wheels, Ta.-ra-ra! went fhe

=y snap went the %‘Q and away ﬁ\ey

all rolled down the sunny road. wﬁx}* ) G
There was so much fo see ! Af first B -

N popped out
'! and shoufed Whoa' " fo the great

coach. Then lwecy foroot e\/eryﬂ\lr\g and
jumped up and clapped P\er i nd
away went The blue a“‘ Ar\d it volled
and it rolled and fell - Sp[&SF\' - info a greaf
pool of waler af fhe boflom of the Rl s

<28




The parrof screamed, the cat ‘mewed, Lug/ cried
and ﬂ\e = jumped off the driver's seaf and

ran down the hill, ar\d ﬁsP\ed
& oul of ihe 5 .'
and brougf\l‘ it dripping T Lug/
And the blue ran down her clean
frock ar\d | mrxed wﬁh her fears. But when ﬂ\ey
had oper\ed the M lo, there was nothing in !

“Dear’ dear!” sald Moﬂ\er “The Iasf fime I WOTrE
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THE GRANDMOTHER’'S STORY

“And was the bonnet all safe ?”’ asked Kinky.

“ All safe in the green bandbox on the top shelf of the closet in the trunk-
room,” said Grandmamma. :

“How do you know ?” asked Curly.

Grandmamma shook her gray curls merrily.

‘““Because I was Lucy,” she said. “ And that was my own mother’s best
Sunday bonnet !”’

Then she began to knit so fast that the children had to look twice to see
her needles.

“Run away!” she cried, “and let me finish my stocking! I have told
my story, and you must put me on the Key-ring. To think I might never
have been there, if it had n’t been for The Blue Bandbox |







The Father's Siory

The lamp was lighted, and the shades were pulled down, and Papa Key
was winding his watch.

““Will there be time for a story before we have to go to bed?” asked Kinky.

“ Will there ?” asked Curly.

“ There will be a whole half-hour and five minutes over, before you have
to go to bed,” said Papa Key. ¢ What kind of a story can I tell you in a whole
half-hour and five minutes over ?”

“ A story about a Cat,” said Curly.

““ A story about a Dog,” said Kinky.

“ Not a bit of it " said Papa Key. ¢1I shall tell you a story about a Real
Live Elephant!”

Then the children hugged him till he nearly choked.

“Splendid " theyienied:

““ My goodness gracious!” said Uncle George. ‘Do I have to draw a Real

Live Elephant? Let me sharpen my biggest pencil, quick ]”
28
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| The frory 9+ Hat Lt Eleptcnt

illy-boy hed been playing circus
Wlﬁ\ ﬂ\e gr’ay f[axw\el )
and The woo )f ;:'.i’f -.
& &F whife .i.'; wrﬂ\ H\ree legs
and the ]asfer % Buf by and by he grew
fired of ﬂus play . These are ndf fruly animals,
said Bl lly~boy, T ihink | will fake ™y <%

oo and find a Real Live Elephant.”

29



“Where are you gomg? asked Liitle  Brother,
playing with his red =#&Egess  n e yard.
1o ﬁr\d a Real Live Ele P\ar\f said Billy - boy
“1 vl go too,” sald Little Broﬂ\er “Ar\d I will fake
ny red igpliie 9% o AN

h(m with.”
"Where are you ooino?” asked ﬂ\e
hved next door, Daisy DBell. < I

T find aRea lee Elephant,” said BI[ s/ -boy.
“]rll 0o foo, said Daisy Bell, “And I will take
my new fo show hin: Bowt @R
I <l 00 foo @ i Thike the p il S Yap-
yvap! And so will I'” said Dandy the 4ot

30




Then WY ﬂ\(gy all wenl down the streel,

A they wem‘ ar\d ﬂ\eX wer\f till ﬂ\ey came
o a F\lgf\ board %LLMLM ML@ wilh pic ures O ik
/\r\d behind the fence was a big =

“Tor a Real Live Elepl\ani said Brﬂy boy

Then the man laughed. “This is the place,” he
said, Bui please donl shoot himv with your oun!

81



Then the man opened a litle narrow gafe in the
fence and there — whal do you inlt— H\ere
just inside, was The J My N
And Litfle Brother f
him wilh &8 and Dasy Be | showed "him her
new and Bill lly-boy patled him sofﬂ‘y with

his gur\ and Duke and Dandy said O Wi
wow | Yap-yap!” Ar\d ﬂ\er\ they all went home

<L
A1
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EE R P ALEREROS ST G Red

“ And was it really a Real Live Elephant?” asked Kinky.

“Was 1t ?”’ asked Curly.

““Really,” said Papa Key. “A Real Live Elephant that belonged to an
Animal Show, and the kind man was the Keeper of the Animals.”

““ And did Little Brother really like the Gray Flannel Elephant best?”
said Curly.

“ Ask Uncle George,” said Papa Key, with a funny twinkle in his eye.
“ He knows !”

““Did he, Uncle George, did hies ¥ cried" the children:

“ Dear me, I suppose he did,” said Uncle George, “if Papa Key says so.
For he was Billy-boy, and I was Little Brother!”

34
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The: MolRer s Siory

Up and down and here and there went Mamma Key. She dusted the
parlor, and picked the flowers, and made the pudding, and brought the peas
out on the piazza in a bright tin pan to shell for dinner.

“ And now you can tell us a story!” said the children.

“Dear me!” said Mamma Key. ‘“And suppose I don't know any
story ?”’

“Then you must unlock your thinking-box and find a story | said Kinky.

“A be-yewtiful story!” said Curly.

“Very well,” said Mamma Key. “I will shell five peapods without stop-
ping, and then I will tell you what I have found.”

So she shelled five peapods without stopping, and then she said: ¢ Now
I will tell you the most be-yewtiful story of Dollabella and the White Sun-
bonnet.”

“And I will make the most be-yewtiful pictures for it!” said Uncle

George.
36



THE STORY OF DOLLABELLA
AND THE WHITE
SVUNBONNET

he While Sunbonnel belor\ged
o a very lille &
called Dimple. g
)" 9he used fo wear it when she
pl@/ed in the sand with her liifle € /
e i the sun . ¥And
Grar\dp&pa\ S&ld el sunbonnet ‘fade her ook
¥ herself on a shorl siem.

and when she picked

37



Wf\erever Dimple vent, she fook her big Chma

c:\r\d slept in her crib,
Once Dimple
s when dang

pulled Dollabella. info the ba\ﬂ\
the nurse, gave her a morning
ar\d poor  Dollabella. h&d fo be "\

(@ |
" 2 -l ;;,, W=, !;'I ‘jl‘/,?’ =
‘L /o == { N ‘ &l !\!"Elﬁ &r\d \ =

of his liflle Dimple
fo stand on the lable

38



So one day Dimple and her Mamma and Dolla-
bella. went fo the picture- man's 1o have the pic-
ture taken. And then - what do you think!- this

didnt wanf the Pic:fure -Man fo

siﬂy

falked o her and coaxed her, buf still she said

o eellc i el r e o onildn T, and she ee

Just gomg io cry oul loud when in ceme Cous-
¢ .;c-"f""

in Fred. " Dear, dear, what’s this?” he said, }
doesrt wani o have her piclure faken ? e

39



/ now fthat we are all mgkt here, -
T shall we? i ves, Dlmple would
like H\ar very much. = Then you must fake Dol-
labella. in your lap,” said Cousin fred, “and keep
her ver;y Sl e Phimple  sat dowr\ el hIIle
29 and fook Hollabella | il
her lap and kepf her very SHH

Now!” said Ijr\e man ., and held
up a brioht &@# and snap! the

Well T}\er\ she neednt. Bur lef's have a picture

S

was taken ! Ar\d how Grar\dpa %/////////////// B

laughed, for there \WaS the ver ry piciure he wam‘ed
of Bimple in her 38 g ih Dollabella in her arms.

40
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1 L. MOERER S S iR@R

“That was the most be-yewtiful story ! said Kinky.
“I wish I knew that cunning little girl | said Curly.

“You do know her,” said Papa Key. “Mamma Key was that cunning
littletonls

““Was she?” cried Kinky.

‘“Was she,freallsr> Senicd Cuply:

“Really,” said Papa Key. ¢ And I should n’t be surprised if she had that
very sunbonnet tucked away somewhere now, and Dollabella too.”

“But I'm glad she is n't that cunning little girl any more,” said Curly.
“Because now she ’s such a cunning big lady |’

And then they all laughed.
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Tom’s Story

Tom was studying his history lesson. The children pounced upon him.

““ What are you reading, Tom ?" they cried.

“I am reading about a soldier,” said Tom, *“a great, splendid, brave sol-
dier, and a great, splendid, glorious battle that he fought.”

“It 1s your turn to tell us a story,” said Curly.

“But you can tell it about a battle, if you like,” said Kinky.

Then Tom shut his book.

““You could n’t understand about my battles,” he said.—Tom was such a
big, big boy l—*But I can tell you about another kind of battle, if Uncle George
can draw it.”

“l am a great artist,” said Uncle George. “All great artists can draw
battles.”

“Very well,” said Tom. “I will tell you about the Battle of Blueberry
Bend.”

44



527@ o b @@Z/‘Z‘?f@

WA

of ‘m\ @@Q’M’@@@ abrlT

ﬂ\ough’r popped Info his curly

02 Jie
=

T il have a real arp’” with real

he said, fo fight real balles with real N QUS
o e hell be o real CapTam'
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go he called all the litlle boys he  knews ‘o this
yvard and stood up on a g ond fold them
his plan. And they all ﬂ\rew their @,%@ into
ihe air and cried Hurrah! And the army was read
y 1o march that very day. Captain Harry had &
fne ¥R and KTommy had a 'f" S
Johnny & W and Wilie a f,_fi?i’-'"-*i
rest %% And slraight and trim,%and proud and

pmm ey down ﬂ\e road marched all e llﬂl




church they m&rched_ ‘and by the school-

and over the zg)ﬂ ~i ?\}“ tll ﬂ\@y g
1o "Jﬂ\e furn. in the road by T]r\e S T L
called Blueberry Bend. And there ﬂ\ey NG e
enery, Iarmer Brown's old Billy- =

Blljy stared af the boys, and the bays sTared at B]jIy
“Chorpe! said brave Captain Harry . but i wes

that charced ! And Tunning, sklppmg stum-
Iripping,, awgay down the road went all little

bhr\g



égghnny jurmped over the S&=2555%  and Joey
climbed up a ’\? S Tommy and his § ;'11 -
rolled over and over down the hil, and Willie m -
ped in his =€ ond the rest dropped iheir %S
and ran }\ome “as fast as They could. And no or\e
WS lefT of all the arme oy but t]r\elr brave (aplain

(13

[would nor have Tun away T said he
| sadly o Sister Mary.  No, said she

but mioght have chewed
) dhery up. - And  now e ek A

- all safe; and brave and gay may
march away, and  fight again another day !”

48




= = ‘“
DLITIIRRY; ™7
) )

o]

49



TONES S TMOY,

“That little Tommy that ran away from the goat, was it you, Tom?”
asked the children.

“Well,” said Tom, “you see, I was very small then, and did n't know
any better”

‘““ But you are brave-now, are nrt you " sajd Curly;s“astbravesasiihe
great, splendid, brave soldier that you read about in your history book !™

“Q yes!” said Tom, looking very fierce, “I am not afraid of anything.
So if you ever meet with a terrible Tiger or a great, great, roaring Lion, let me
know, and I will come and fight him for you! Now run away and let me finish
my history lesson !
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KiNRY’s Story

“0O, must I tell a story too?” asked Kinky. «Must I?”

“Of course,” said Uncle George. “You can't belong to the Key-ring
unless you do.”

“And must I make it all up my own self?” asked Kinky.

“Well,” said Uncle George, “if you should happen to remember some-
thing that somebody has told you, you might put that in too, but you must
make part of it up. And you must make it up about something that I can
draw.”

“Can you draw a—a—DBear?” said Kinky.

“O yes, I can draw a splendid Bear!” said Uncle George.

“Then,” said Kinky, “T will tell a story about a Lazy Brown Bear and a
Very Polite Little Boy.”

92



She Story o8 e Leany
5 TEY Mrown Neav

e , nce there was a Liazy Brown

Bear ﬁ\at hved

.....

lr\ a blg hole

i Ar\d once There

H\&T went oul

N 3
v Bl i 'pr
i ) ‘U
% ! ,A‘-: 7
o}

And ﬁ\e Lile Doy saw the hazy Brown
Bear, he said “‘How do you do, dear Mr. Dear.

63



E}lease not fo car me !~ Ar\d the Lazy Browr\

for my

And the Litle Boy ran and ran and fook H\em

io he Lazy Brown Bear. Now you wont eal
me, will you?” he said. No, said the R

“Nof il you will bring me some nice\ & /
= g for % dessert.” So ihe Lﬂﬂe qu Jyan
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P lease dear ’&g& he said, "Give me some

- And the Bees cave him a &

I of honey. And he ran and ran and ook
o ﬂ\e Liazy Brown Bear. "Now you WORT eal
me, W[H you ? 99 he S&i o : ’“ We T IR
“No,” said he Lazy Brown @i F it you
will bring me a drink of water!” So ﬂ\e Liitile
Boy ran and ran till he came 1o a cool, deep
»/,;g },ﬁ Please, dear We " he said Cx}v me

—~ F . | SOTRC waler !
#8- Jjoave him a

And he ran and ran and ookt o the Ijazy
Brown Bear. “Now you wonl eat me, will you

55
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he said. No. said the Bear, “not it you will

bring me a nice sott ¥ Jor my head.

SO ﬂ\e Litle Boy looked up ot the Big Pine
and  said Pease deawr Trees, oive me

AI\d ﬂ\e Trees
;g:‘ul AT

Boy ran and ran il he  ran way ouf el hl\_e
Bio Pire Woods, and ran and ran fill he ran
straioht info his Mamals arms ! “d
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KINKY'S STORY

And was it because he was such a polite little boy that the Lazy Brown
Bear did n’t eat him up ? " asked Curly.

“Course 1t was,” said Kinky. “And that was why he got everything he
wanted. Did n’t you hear him say ‘please!’ every time?”

“That very polite little boy did n't happen to be you, did he?” asked
Uncle George.

““No,” said Kinky. “I never went in the Big Pine Woods, and met a
Lazy Brown Bear. But it might have been me §

“ Because you are a very polite little boy,” cried Curly, “and always say
tplease g

And then Curly hugged Kinky till they both fell off the piazza steps.
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Curly’s Story

Curly was playing with Seraphina in the corner of the piazza. Seraphina
was Curly’s doll, and she had on all her best clothes.

“ Now you are a Princess,” said Curly.

“It is your turn to tell a story !” said Kinky.

Curly put Seraphina down, and looked very grave.

‘““ What shall T tell about?” she said.

“Tell about a Princess!” cried Kinky.

“Tell about a fairy ! said Uncle George. ¢ Nobody has told a story about
a fairy, and I should so like to draw one,—a pretty little fairy, with wings and
a wand !”

“Very well,” said Curly, “I will tell you a story about a little girl and a
fairy, and there will be a Princess in it too, to please Kinky. And the name of
it will be The Story of Flora and the Fairy.”
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f§r\d one dqy when Flora was sifing out on the

Al - . peeling e 385908 she heard a litle
=== Uoice call F lora’” Andyra looked
~‘ sﬁhng

— i
\l(é

=

on the edge of her =, A
in her }\al And the fcmjy said, W}\air do you wani
/\r\d Fora ald_ O I wan} o be o

to boil

And the félr;y sald, ShuiL 2% then! And
Flora. folded her hands and shut her eyes tight.

62



fi
,” ‘//

AT\d ONE dc’}}/ when she was sithng 1N her Qrea’{’
oold chair, she heard a litle voice call " Princess!

63



s \-‘\

o w&m’r o go home ’[o My own
r\d ﬂ\_e Kiry said, Do you want 1o
Ty S and bl

—

& Ee Jhe B, ad sweep The
ﬂoors Wi H1 a bip, bip =91 And the Princess
said ¥es, I do!” And the Fairy said, "Shut your

=F  then. And she shul her 2% 1ight. And

when she opened them, she was not a <Pr1r\cess

aryy more, bul liftle Flora sitting on the %

64



\

<

65



CUREMSESTORY

“That little girl could never have been you, Curly,” said Uncle George.
“ Because I am sure you never wanted to be a Princess!”

“No,” said Curly. <« But if I had to wash the dishes and boil the potatoes
and peel the apples and sweep the floors with a big, big broom, #zen I should
want to be a Princess !”

“ But did the little girl really see the fairy, did she?” asked Kinky.

Curly looked at Uncle George and smiled.

“I think,” she said, wisely, “I think prob’bly she dreamed it!”
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The Babv’s Story

“The baby ought to tell a story,” said Curly.

“'The baby can't talk,” said Kinky.

Baby Key sat on Mamma Key’s lap, and looked as solemn as a little owl.

“Only a very wise person can understand what the baby says,” said Uncle
George. ‘“He has told me a great many lovely stories when you would n't
have heard him say anything but ‘Goo !’ ”

“ You can tell the baby’s story, then, Uncle George !’ cried the children.

“Very well,” said Uncle George. “I will tell you the story the baby told
me when he came in from the Park the other day. Shall I tell them that story,
Baby Key ?”

“Goo ! said Baby Key.

‘“He says yes,” said Uncle George. “If I tell the story, I think somebody
else ought to draw the pictures. But you can’t any of you make such lovely
pictures as I can, so I will draw while I talk. And I will tell you the Story of
the Bold By-low Baby.”
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®vhen the nurses saw that the babies were ‘,Qul’[e
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THE BABY'S STORY

«Was the Bold By-low Baby o7 baby ?” cried the children.

« Of course he was,”’ 'said Uncle George. “ Baby Key told me all about it
hlmself as soon as he came home.”

« And were the other babies really afraid of the rabbit?” laughed the
children.

« That’s what the baby told me,” said Uncle George. * Ask him yourself!™

“Goo !’ said the baby.

«T told you so!” said Uncle George. ‘“And now we all belong to the
Key-ring, from Grandpapa to the baby. ~The stories are all told, and the pictures
are all drawn, and the book is all done,—hurrah!”

« Hurrah!” cried Kinky. ¢“Hurrah!” cried Curly. ‘“Hurrah for the

Bunch of Keys!”
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