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TO

ROSE STANDISH AUSTIN.

Do you remember, my little Rose!
The twilight hour not long ago,
When, leaning upon my knee, you said,

In thoughtful accents, soft and slow :

“ The ¢ruly stories, I think, mamma,
Are not as nice as the Fairy Tales—
Couldn’t we go to where such things are,

In a magic ship with enchanted sails ¢”
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Long after you lay asleep that night,
I thought of your wistful question, dear,
Wishing with you that these fancies bright

Might be true somewhere, if not just here

And I wondered if I might build that ship,
With its magic helm and enchanted sails,
And if you and I might make the trip

To the wonderful Land of the Fairy Tales.

The ship is builded, my little Rose !
We cannot set sail an hour too soon,
For childhood’s dreams will change to those
That never come true, though we reach the moon

J. G. A.

CONCORD, Mass.,
1874.
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CHAPTER I

THE CHIMNEY-ELF.

/HODA sat in the cupola at the top of the
house, reading a book of fairy tales; the
:% Chimney-Elf, who had been for a long

time amusing himself by turning somer-
— sets upon the narrow cornice surrounding
the top of the chimney, had at last grown tired, and
seated himself cross-legged beside the kitchen-flue, up
which a thin stream of blue smoke was lazily curling.

It was late in the afternoon, and the clouds, which
all day had been wandering about the sky as if they did
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not know what to do with themselves, had within the
last hour drifted rapidly toward the west, and taken the
shape of a wonderful palace of gold and crimson and
deep purple, with pillars and doorways, and arches and
domes, and spires, such as never were seen out of cloud-
land—a palace for the sun; and he, tired with his day’s
work, was rapidly sinking toward it, when Rhoda, look-
ing up from her book with a little sigh, fixed her eyes
upon the clouds, and said, dreamily :

“ Aladdin’s palace wasn’t as splendid as that, I know,
even if he could have had the roc’s egg. I should like
to see it, though. Oh, dear, I wish fairy stories were
true 1”

“ Why, they are, child! Didn’t you know that?”
asked the Chimney-Elf, a little contemptuously.

“No. I mean really and truly true! just like going
to school, and to meeting, and your dinner, and your new
shoes,” said Rhoda, glancing at her own new shoes.

“Well, they are as true as all those things, if you
only go to them, instead of sitting there and wishing.”

“Go to them, Chimney-Elf! why, how can any-
body go to a story ?” asked Rhoda, opening her eyes
wide.

“Of course you can go to them. Fairy stories and
all that sort of thing live in the moon, and you’ve only
to go to the moon to find them,” replied the Chimney-
Elf, moving a little farther into the smoke.

“ Fairy stories live in the moon ?” repeated Rhoda.
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“Yes, my dear. Dut that’s a very bad way you
have of echoing a person’s words; very rude, indeed;
and I’ve told you so before.”

“T know it, but—how do they live there ¢”

“How! Iow do you live in Yankeeland ?”

“Why, I—just live here.”

“ And they—just live there; and when the moon
shines they come sliding down the beams, and get into
people’s heads, and they write them down and call them
their own, and that’s the way fairy stories, and poetry,
and all that, comes into the world.”

“ Oh, but, Chimney-Llf, if T should go to the moon,
could I see all these bLeautiful stories going on, just as
people do all round here 7™

“Yes.”

“What! see Cinderella, and Little Red Riding-
Hood, and Beauty and the Deast, and Jack the Giant-
Killer, and all the rest of them 7

“Yes, yes, yes!”

« And Robinson Crusoe, and the Arabian Nights,
and Jack and the Beanstalk, and—"

“Lvery thing and every body, I tell you! Every
story that ever was written is true somewhere or sone-
how ; men and women are not bright enough to make
anything up; all they can do is to tell over what they
have seen and heard. Well, some things are true of the
world just about you, and those you call real; and some

other things you don’t scc are just as true, and those you
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call unreal ; and all the unreal true stories come from
the moon, and are real stories there.”

“Oh, Chimney-Elf, I wish I could go to the moon !”
exclaimed Rhoda, catching her breath.

¢ Well, why not?”

“Why not go to the moon ¢”

“Yes.”

“ Because I can’t get there.”

“Oh, yes, you can, if I tell you how.”

“Can! Oh, do tell me how, dear, good Chimney-
Elt”»

“ There, none of that. I don’t like coaxing, and I
am no dearer or gooder than it I didn’t know how to go
to the moon.”

“ But—will you tell me how?”

“ Perhaps I will.  You can only go once a month, and,
as it happens, to-night is the very night for this month.”

“Why only once a month ?”

“ Because the moonglade only comes right once a
month.”

Rhoda knew the moonglade, for she lived upon the
seashore; she had often watched the broad, shining
track of light, which, at a certain point of the full moon’s
upward course, seems to lead straight across the sea, from
the earth to the sky, if only one knew how to pass over
it ; sometimes, also, the rising or setting sun produces a
sunglade, like a river of molten gold, or rather of pure
fire, flowing across the ocean toward the earth; but few
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eyes can bear the awful splendor of this sight, and few
hearts are so brave as to wish to tread that fiery path
and explore the fierce wonders of the sun. The moon-
glade is very different, and a great many people, not
altogether children, have longed to make a bridge of it.
Rhoda had often wished so, and when the Chimney-Elf
suggested the idea, she seized upon it at once:

“Oh, can we go up the moonglade ?” cried she; and
the Chimney-Elf, puckering his queer little face into a
hard knot, winking his bright little eyes very fast, and
nodding his head until the cock’s-feather in his pointed
hat waved wildly to and fro, replied :

“Yes, we can go up the moonglade, if you will
behave like a sensible child, and not be frightened. All
that you have to do is to come down to the beach a few
minutes before sunset, for you know the full moon rises
just as the sun sets, get into the dory, and paddle a
little way out from the shore. I will be there, and do
all the rest. You must not tell a mortal creature where
you are going. I don’t want everybody rushing to the
moon, and making it common.”

“ Nobody will care what I do,” said Rhoda, a little
sadly. ¢ Father is going to marry the Widow Merriam,
and he goes to see her every night as soon as we have
done tea; and my sister Susy is so busy getting the
house ready for father’s wedding and her own, that she
don’t remember me when she don’t see me; and Mrs.

Marsh, who helps her, only says:
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“¢Massy me! if that child was mine, I bet she
wouldn’t be wasting her time and eyesight over books
that way !’ And Susy laughs and says:

«<It’s all the fun she wants, poor little Rhoda!’ So
I go on reading; and father and brother Ben always
bring me a book when they go to the city with market-
ing.”

“ There, that will do, you chatterbox,” interrupted
the Chimney-Elf, who had rather a crisp temper. ¢ Do
you suppose I have lived in this chimney ever since it
was a chimney, for something over a hundred years
before you were born, without knowing all about the
family. And isn’t it just because you are lonesome and
neglected, and given to books and dreams, and nonsense
generally, that I have taken notice of you? Try to tell
me what goes on under this roof—do ! ™

And with a scornful toss of the head in the pointed
hat, the Chimney-Elf turned a double somerset upon the
edge of the chimney, and with the last turn disappeared
down its black throat.

“T’ll be in the dory at sunset, Chimney-Elf ! ” called
Rhoda after him, in rather an anxious voice; for she had
discovered that her smoky friend was very uncertain
in his temper, and sometimes became so vexed at the
merest trifle that he would not speak or show himself
for months at a time. He did not now deign a reply to
Rhoda’s words.

It was with considerable doubt that the little girl
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slipped out of the house, as soon as tea was over, and
made her way to the wharf of loose stones at the foot of
the hill, where her father’s boats lay—some at anchor,
some hauled up on the beach, and one, the dory, made
fast to a great post set in the end of the wharf. Few
girls of Rhoda’s age—she was just past her twelfth
birth-day, did I say —would like to venture themselves
alone in any sort of a boat; but she had been brought
up by the sea, and could not remember the time when
it seemed strange to her to sail or row, or swim or
wade, upon or through the water. Of late she had
learned to handle the oars for herself, both strongly
and well ; seeing this, Ben had made a pair of light
paddles expressly for her use, and the dory was always
left so that she could get it when she wanted—much as
some other little girls have a pony-carriage or a veloci-
pede, or perhaps a rocking-horse under their own con-
trol.

So when Rhoda, in leaving the house, said to her
sister :

“I'm going out in the dory a little while,” Susy
only replied :

“ Go along, but don’t stay out after dark,” and then
almost forget that there was such a child as Rhoda in
the world.

“If I should stay up in the moon, I wonder if they
would miss me down here?” thought the little girl,
stopping at_the top of the hill to look back at the house,
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and at the figure of Jonas Morton coming up the path
to the door, meeting her father, who was setting out for
Mrs. Merriam’s. Then Rhoda, walking on rather soberly,
tried to remember how her mother looked, ar * won-
dered whether she should know her if she should meet
her in the moon, or anywhere.

She was still wondering, as she slipped the loop of
the dory-line over the top of the great post, and stepped
into the little boat just as the sun disappeared in the
cloud-palace she had watched building for him. Using
one of the paddles, she pushed the dory away from the
wharf, and then seating herself upon the middle thwart,
she left the boat to drift gently up the ebbing tide.
Leaning her chin in her two hands, and her elbows upon
her knees, she fixed her eyes upon the gorgeous west,
and began again to wonder about her mother and her-
self, and the sun and the moon, and so many other
things, that she could not have named them all if she
had tried.

In fact, Rhoda found a great deal in the world to
wonder at ; and as she seldom talked about her thoughts,
the wonders were not explained, but still remained won-
ders, waiting until the time when Rhoda should be
grown up; for then, of course, she would know every-
thing, like other grown-up people.

“Well, my dear, do you intend to go on dreaming
all night in that mooning fashion ?” asked the Chimney-
Elf’s shrill voice. * Although, why I should call it moon-
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ing I don’t know, since you have your back
moon. Turn round, and see where we are!”

Rhoda roused herself with a little start, and ¢
Chimney-EIf seated astride the tiller, steering t]
by the pressure of one foot or the other upon the
below.

“ Why, where did you come from, Chimney
cried Rhoda, who never could get used to he
friend’s odd ways and rapid movements.

“ Never mind me, child. Turn round, and
said the Chimney-Elf.

Rhoda, changing her position, uttered a little
surprise, for the dory seemed to be gliding swiftl,
a shining river of light, with a wall of dark
either side, and at the end a great world of splen
immense globe, blazing with light as vivid as it 3
and soothing.

“Can that be the moon, the same old mox
shines into the kitchen windows, and that Brun
at ?” asked Rhoda; and then, without waiting
Chimney-Elf’s reply, she moved softly forward
bows of the boat, and sitting upon the little dec
her feet hanging over almost into the water, fi
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face into its queerest smile, and balancing himself cross-
legged upon the tiller, pushed the pointed hat back from
his forehead, and fixed his eyes upon the moon ; while
the little boat, unurged by sail or oar, flew along the
ghining track toward its shining goal.




CHAPTER II.

THE MAN IN THE MOON.

& OW, then!” said the Chimney-Elf'; and Rhoda,
starting, rubbed her eyes and stared about her.
The bows of the dory had struck with a low grating
sound upon a beach of glittering golden sand ; and the
Chimney-Elf, making a flying leap from the boat to the
shore, stood politely holding out his hand to help his
companion ; but as he was only alittle taller than Rhoda’s
knees, his help was not so valuable as it might have
been.
“What shall we do with the dory ¢?” asked the little
girl, as she reached the beach.
“Oh, it will take care of itself, and wait for us as long
as we like. The dory knows,” replied the Chimney-Elf,
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nodding his head until the cock’s-feather danced again in
the soft light that filled the place, making everything as
clear as in the noonday of the earth; yet touching all
with a tender, dreamy beauty, such as moonlight lends to
even the commonest objects.

“ Oh, how Ilike to be here !’ said Rhoda, with alittle
sigh of delight.

“ Wait until you see some of the people; then you
may not like it so well,” said the Chimney-EIf. ¢ Suppose
we should meet the wolf that ate up Red Riding-Hood,
or some of the giants that Jack didn’t kill : they all live
here.”

“I don’t believe they will hurt me,” said Rhoda
bravely, but at the same time looking all about her.

“Oh, Chimney-EIf!” cried she suddenly, «I forgot
to ask you. Do the people out of the stories keep on
doing those same stories over and over, or do they do
new ones all the time ?”

“Well, it is very much in the moon as it is in the
world,” replied the Chimney-Elf. ¢ Some people like
to do the same things over and over, and think that
because they always did them, they are the best things
possible to do, and that all the rest of the world ought
to do so too: others like a change. But we will call
apon the Man in the Moon, who can tell you everything
about the people here, even better than I can, though I
came from here in the first place.”

“You did ?” asked Rhoda in surprise.
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“Yes. But here you are—that’s the house.” The
Chimney-Elf pointed to a large house, a little way back
from the beach, a house remarkable principally for a
very high cupola on the top, and a large thorn-bush
planted directly in front of the door. Beside this thorn-
bush sat a pleasant-looking man, with a lantern between
his feet and a dog lying beside it. In one hand he held
a large lump of green cheese, from which he took an
occacional nibble. All the time, he was watching and
laughing at another man, who sat cross-legged upon the
ground beside him, with a large bowl of milk-porridge
upon his knees, which he was trying to eat; but as it was
frozen hard, his only way of doing so was to split off
little bits with his pocket-knife, and eat them off the
point of it.

“There’s that idiot, the Man from the South, again,”
snarled the Chimney-El in a low voice. Before Rhoda
could ask who the Man from the South might be, the
Man in the Moon turned round for another nibble of
his cheese, and seeing them, cried out:

“ Why, here’s the Chimuey-Elf, and Rhoda along
with him. How d’ye do, Rhoda ?”

“Very well, I thank you, sir,” replied Rhoda, won-
dering how the Man in the Moon came to be so well
acquainted with her ; and, as the wonder passed through
her mind, he said :

“ Why, it’s because I so often send you fancies and
dreams by the moonbeams. I never went down myself
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but once, and that was all a mistake. It was when
Diana got lost, you know, Chimney-Elf.”

“Yes. Tell Rhoda about that,” said the Chimney-
Elf, seating himself upon the ground, and pulling his
pipe out of his hat-band.

“Well, I will,” replied the Man in the Moon, de-
lighted at finding a new listener for his old story.

“You see, Rhoda, my daughter Diana—by the
way, [ have several more girls, Cynthia, Luna, Pheebe,
and one or two more whose names I have forgotten ; but
Diana was the favorite. She was always rather a tom-
boy, liking to play with bow and arrows, and run races
and romp with the dogs, better than to read, or sew, or put
the house in order. Atlast she took to going down to the
earth almost every night; and the people who saw her
were so pleased with her, that they built temples for
her to live in, and gave her flowers and jewels, and
flattered and praised her until the girl’s head was fairly
turned. She playved all sorts of wild tricks upon her
admirers. 'Why, there wasa young man named Actzon,
who offended ler in some way, and she turned him into
a stag, and set his own dogs to chase him ; they chased
him right ont of the world, and up here to the moon:
they have not caught him yet, that T have heard of.
After that, Diana fell in love with a young man called
Endymion, and declared she would marry him. When
I heard that, I thought it was high time to go and bring
her home. So I told one of the moonbeams to inquire
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where she was last heard of. The moonbeam, it seems,
asked a saucy boy, who, not knowing what she meant,
put his finger on his nose and said:

“ She’s gone to Norridge, of course.”

The poor little moonbeam took it all seriously,
and brought back that report to me. So I slipped down
on the next moonglade, and went all about asking my
way to Norridge, getting laughed at for my pains ; for it
seems that in those days ¢ Gone to Norridge” meant
the same that gone to Jericho, or Noddler’s Island, or
Dixie, or any such expression means now : there was no
place in the world really called Norridge. So I came
home again, and sent my dog down next, and a half-a-
dozen moonbeams with him. The dog was to find
Diana, and the moonbeams to tell her that if she
would come home, and bring Endymion, I would set
them uap at housc-keeping, and all should be forgiven.
So she-came ; and they live just over the hill near the
Cheese Mine.”

“But there is a place called Norridge pretty near
where I live, when I am at home; only they spell it
Norwich,” said Rhoda timidly.

“Qh, yes; after my inquiries had made the name
so popular, a good many towns were called Norridge,”
replied the Man in the Moon. “Only, you see, I came
down too soon, before they were built.”

“Qh, dear! oh, my! o---h!” groaned the Man
2
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from the South, dropping the knife into the bowl of por-
ridge, and clapping both hands over his mouth.

“What's the matter? DBurnt it again ¢” asked the
Man in the Moon, staring at him.

“Y---e---s; oh, dear me! oh, my! oh, dear!”

#*That’s rather eurions, Rhoda, isn’t it ?” said the
Man in the Moon, turning to her.  This Man from the
South, you see, has a trick of blowing hot and blowing
cold in the same breath; and solong as he remembers to
blow cold on his porridge it does very well, for he con-
siders ice quite a luxury ; but sometimes he forgets and
blows hot, and that heats the frozen porridge so suddenly
that he burns his own mouth. Silly enough, isn’t it?
But it’s the way he always did do, and I suppose it is
the way he always will do.”

At this moment there

was a terrible crash in
the thorn-bush close be-
hind Rhoda. Turning
suddenly round, she saw
v a man scrambling his

way out of it, with his
" face all torn and Dbleed-

ing, and holding both

hands tight over his
eyes.

“ There’s another idiot!” exclaimed the Man in the
Moon. “ And one who thinks himself wondrous wise
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too. Come, turn round, and run with might and main,
old gentleman.”

“ Which way, which way? Oh, my cyes, my eyes!”
screamed the man, dancing about first on one foot and
then on the other.

“Straight forward as you are now ; one, two, three—
and away you go—yun!”

So the man who was so wondrous wise, still holding
his hands over his eyes, ran straight forward as hard as
he could, until he tumbled into another thorn-bush grow-
ing near by: after floundering round in it for a few
moments, he broke through upon the other side, and
walked away in a very dignified manner, calling over his
shoulder:

“Eyes! who says I haven’t eyes! I faney I can see
as far into a millstone as most men, at any rate.”

“P’ve read about himn, and the Man in the South, and
—and you too, sir,” exclaimed Rhoda suddenly; “all in
Mother Goose : that is just what the Chimney-EIf said!”

« What—that the stories people down there call fairy-
stories, and Mother Goose, in fact—stories, are all true
up here? Yes, that is correct, quite correct,” said the
Man in the Moon, stooping to pat his dog, and looking up
sideways at Rhoda. “All fancies, and a great many
ideas, come from the moon. The moonbeams go when
people are asleep, and put them into their heads, and
when they wake up they write them down, and call
them their own.”
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“Everybody don’t write them down,” suggested
Rhoda.

“Everybody don’t get them!” replied the Man in
the Moon. ¢ The moonbeams know whom to carry them
to. Sometimes, however, they make a mistake, and stuff
too many fancies into the brain of somebody who can’t
write them, or tell them, and so get rid of them, and he
keeps them stored away until they turn his brains upside-
down. Then the other people, who never were tronbled
with fancies or ideas, call these poor stuffed people luna-
tiecs—thinking that my daughter Luna has made them
what they are, I suppose; and they shut them up in luna-
tic asylums.  Lunatics, indeed! If they only had gone
to a writing-school when they were young, they would
have been called geniuses, and nothing could have been
too good for them. Sometimes the moonbeams pour in
ideas faster than the brain can arrange or put them
together, even if the person does write them down, and
then they make queer work enough of it for a while, but
finally join the lunatics. But the Chimney-EIf is grow-
ing cross, and you and he had better go on: see what you
can, while you stay ! I'd take her to the Cheese Mine,
Chimney-Eif.”

“Well, if you ever stop talking, I mean to,” snarled
the Chimney-Elf, who had been fidgeting for a long
while, but the Man in the Moon only laughed at his ill-
temper.

“ Right over Old Woman’s Hill,” said he, pointing
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As the Chimney-Elf and Rhoda walked away they
heard the Man from the South cry out:

“Oh! oh! oh! oh! I’ve burnt my mouth—oh, my
mouth ! ”

Rhoda was going to say something pitiful, and the
Chimney-EIf was just beginning to scold, when both of
them were stopped by such a chorus of yells and screams
and shrieks, a'l in childish tones, that Rhoda stood still,
looking as if she would begin to cry herself.

“ What’s the matter?”

“That noise? Oh, it’s only the Old Woman that
lives in the Shoe putting her babies to bed. They ery
that way just for fun, you know: she only pretends to
whip them ; she’s as good-natured as she can be. Iere’s
where she lives, just at the foot of the hill.”

And turning a corner in the road, Rhoda found her-
gelf close beside a monstrous shoe, with a ladder leaning
against its side. Upon the ground close by stocd a
great kettle with a little broth in the bottom, and about
fifty iron spoons lay scattered around.

“They eat right out of the kettle,” explained the
Chimney-Elf. “Poor thing

)
she don’t know what to do; and as for baking bread

she has so many children

enough for such a family, it is quite out of the question ,
so they never have any. Run up and look into the
shoe, if you like.”

So Rhoda ran up the ladder, and peeping over the
edge of the shoe, saw a stout red-faced woman, with a
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switch in her hand, either whipping or pretending to
whip a small boy, whose cries may have been playful, but
certainly were not pleasant. All at once the woman
seized the little fellow by the shoulders, and tilting him
over, laid him at the end ot arow of children lying close
together, and reaching out of sight into the depths of the
shoe.

“ There, you're all done for now, and I will go and
help toss Sister Broomster,” said the old woman.

Rhoda crept swiftly down thie ladder—the old wo-
man following, saying to the Chimney-Elf:

“You see, my family is as troublesome as ever, Mr.
Chimney-Elf ; but they are all quiet at last, and I am
going out for a little recreation.”

“ Going to toss Mother Broomster, eh ? Nice recrea-
tion that, for those who like it,” said the Chimney-Elf.
“Well, Rhoda, we may as well see the show. Come

»
along.




CHAPTER III.

OLD WOMAN’S HILL.

HURRYIN G along, Rhoda and the Chimney-EIf
presently came to a door leading directly into the
hill they had begun to climb, and found the Old Woman
who lives in the Shoe knocking upon it and calling out:

“ Come, sister, come along ;

g; we are late already !

“Yes, yes, I'm coming, coming right along,” replied
a cracked voice; and the door opened to let out another
old woman, who, when she saw Rhioda, bobbed a funny
little courtesy at her, and said :

“How d’ye do, Rhoda? I'm the Old Woman that
lives under the Hill; and if T don’t move, I suppose I
shall live there still. Come along, Sister Shoester !”

So the two old women, with Rhoda and the Chim-
ney-Elf following close, climbed up the hill, and about
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halfway to the top were joined by another old lady, the
fussiest, most restless, worrying old lady who ever lived.
Under one arm she carried a loaf of bread, and under the
other a bottle of cold tea; and when she was not eating
she was drinking, and, whether eating or drinking, she
never was quiet—no, not for one single minute.

“Oh, how d’ye do, Mother What-do-you-think ?” called
out the Chimney-Elf as this old lady appeared. ¢ What
do you find to agree best with your delicate stomach,
now-a-days?”

“Ts that you, Chimney-ElIf? Well, I do declare!
And Rhoda too! How d’ye do, Rhoda? I’'m proper glad
to sce you. First time you ever came to the moon,isn’t
it? What were you asking, Chimney-Elf—what do 1
find to live on? Well, I hardly know; but I expect
victuals and drink are the chiet of my diet, just as they
are of most folkses; and—oh, my! I do declare, it there
isn’t Sister Banbury on her White ITorse, and all her
jewelry. I never did!”

“There, that’s enough, What-d’ye-think,” interrupted
the Chimney-Elf ; and then turning to Rhoda, he showed
her a large wooden cross set up on a plain, some distance
below the hill where they stood. DBeside the cross a
small boy was holding an old white horse, and two more
were helping an old lady to step up into a chair, and
from that to seat herself upon the horse’s back.

“That’s Banbury Cross,” said the Chimney-Elf, “and
Mother Banbury lives just beyond it, with her three lit-
tle boys: the one holding the horse is the Baker’s Man,
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who spends most of his time patting the cakes, and mark-
ing them with T ; one of the others goes round with a
basket to sell hot cross-buns, when his mother happens
to make any; and the other is apprenticed to the black-
smith, who shoes the old horse, and shoes the old mare, and
lets the little colt go bare. But it won’t do to let it go
bare much longer, or he’ll have the Society for the Pre-
vention of Cruelty to Animals after him. Hark!”

Rhoda listened, and heard the jingling of musical bells,
and looked around for a church steeple, but saw none.

“Itisn’t sleigh-bells, for there isn’t any snow,” said she.

“Sleigh-bells, pho!” said the Chimney-Elf. ¢ It’s
Mother Banbury. Look at her now!”

And as the old lady rode slowly up the hill upon her
white horse, Rhoda perceived that every one of her ten
fingers was covered with rings to the very tips, and the
ends of her boots were cut off
to let out her ten toes, to every
one of which was tied a little
silver bell, all of different sizes ;
and as she rode, Mother Banbu-
ry rang these bells by the mo-
tion of her toes,and produced
the most charming music you
can imagine—that is, from such

a source. DBesides all these,
Mother Banbury wore a chain of large glass beads

wound ten times round her neck, which hung all over
*
2
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the front of her dress; and she wore bracelets and ear-
rings, and a large hoop in her nose ; and a great bunch
of hair on the top of her head, stuck full of feathers
and flowers, and jewels, and bows of ribbon, with
long floating ends; and she had a great silk balloon tied
round her waist, which stood out behind ; and a stiff lace
ruffle round her neck ; and a droll little hat pitched over
her eyes: altogether she was a very curious-looking
person.

“ Mother Banbury is fond of dress,” quietly remarked
the Chimney-Elf; “and so is Margery Daw. See
her?”

Looking where he pointed, Rhoda saw a queerly
dressed young woman among the bushes beside the
road, following Mother Banbury up the hill, but keep-
ing out of sight as well as she could. She was dressed
in rags and tatters to be sure; but she had managed
to put them on so as to imitate Mother Banbury in the
most laughable manner. Even her ornaments, which
were all made of straw, were braided into bands and
tied into rings, and split into feathers—in fact, arranged
in every possible style to imitate jewelry and ornaments.
As for the bells upon her toes, she had made them of
nut-shells, with a few little pebbles in each to make the
music.

Rhoda wondered whether Mother Banbury would
kuow, if she could see it, that Margery Daw’s dress was
so close an imitation of her own. But before she could
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ask the question of the Chimney-Elf, the Old Woman
who lived in the Shoe cried out :

“ Oh, here’s Sister Broomster. Now let’s toss her!”

Rhoda turned to look, and saw an old woman com-
ing up the hill with a broom over her shoulder, and a
blanket tightly rolled up under the other arm. She
was a very clean, nice-looking old woman, with her hair
combed smoothly back, and a handkerchief tied over
her head; her dress turned up in front, and pinned
behind; and her sleeves rolled tightly up to her shoul-
ders. As she came to the top of the hill she threw
down the blanket, and, turning her broomn upside-down,
leaned upon the handle of it while she took breath.
Then nodding to the other old women, they seized
upon the blanket and spread it carefully upon the
ground.

“ How d’ye do, Mother Broomster?” said the Chim-
ney-Elf, who had a word for every one. ¢ Haven’t you
got the sky clean yet? You have been at it ever since I
can remember.”

“Well, no, Chimney-Elf,” replied Mother Broomster,
tarning her head sideways and looking attentively at
the sky. ¢ There are a few cobwebs left—those white
things, don’t you see ?”

“ Why, those are clouds!” interrnpted Rhoda.

All the old women stopped spreading the blanket,
and looked severely at her.

« Little girl,” said the Old Woman who lived in the
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Shoe, “did you ever try to teach your grandmother
to suck eggs?”

«No, ma’am,” replied Rhoda, remembering the
switch she had seen in the shoe.

“Then, don’t you ever do it, my dear,” said Mother
Broomster good-humoredly. ¢ As for those being clouds,
isn’t it likely that I should know what they are, better
than you, when I have been all my life sweeping them
down for cobwebs, and you never went near them?”

Rhoda did not venture any reply to this question.
The blanket being now spread, the old woman tucked
her sleeves a little higher, felt of the handkerchiet npon
her head, grasped the broom in hoth hands, and laid
herself down upon the blanket.

“ Now then,” said the Old Woman who lived in the
Shoe, seizing one corner of the blanket ; the Old Woman
who lived under the Hill took another, Mother What-
d’ve-think the third, and Mother Banbury the fourth ;
while Margery Daw behind the bushes spread her
shawl upon the ground, and pretended to do all that
Mother Banbury really did.

“ Now, then ! cried all the old women together; and
raising the blanket from the ground, they began shaking
it, at first with a gentle, regular motion, then harder and
harder and harder, until with one great shake they sent
Mother Broomster flying out of it away up toward the
stars.

“ She's going seventy times as high as the moon,”
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said the Chimuey-Elf. “It’s lucky she don’t have to
start from the earth, isn’t it? But, listen !”

“ Upward beat, downward beat, inward beat, outward
beat. Sing!” said Mother Banbury, waving her sun-
shade up and down, and in and out, and shaking the
bells of first one foot and then the other.

“8ing!” and the four old women, and Margery Daw
behind the bushes, threw back their heads, opened their

mouths very wide, and sang :

“ 0ld woman, old woman, oh, whither so high !
To sweep the cobwebs from the sky,
And I'll be back again by-and-by.”

“ Why,” exclaimed Rhoda, “they sing the whole of
it! I should think they would wait, and let Mother
Broomster answer for herself.

“ Nonsense, child,” replied the Chimney-Elf, with a
twist of his comical face; “you don’t understand scien-
tific music. The sense has nothing to do with it—the
sound is everything.”

“ But I don’t think it sounds as well as if the right
one made the answer,” insisted Rhoda.

“ That’s because your musical education has been
neglected, my poor little Rhoda. But come, we needn’t
stay here any longer: they’ll keep on singing that until
she comes down to-morrow morning. We'll get on
toward the Cheese Mine, and on the way look in at the
dancing-hall.”
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So saying, the Chimney-Elf led the way down the
other side of the hill. About halfway he turned off into
a level nook set round with bushes and paved with large
flat stones: at one end of this space sat a cat with some
music upon a stand in front of him, and a fiddle beside
him. Fixing his eyes upon the music, the cat extended
his four paws with all the claws out, and began to scratch
and tear at the fiddle-strings with all his might, accom-
panying his efforts with the most horrible screeches and
vells imaginable. The noise was frightful, but at the
same time so funny, that a small dog, whose business it
was to howl in chorus with the cat, was able to do no-
thing but roll upon his back from side to side, stuffing his
fore-paws into his mouth to stifle the peals of laughter,
which would have offended the cat very much if he had
perceived them. In the centre of the dancing-ground a
red-and-white cow was gravely and laboriously perform-
ing a polka in the old-fashioned style of jumping up very
high and coming down very hard. The only spectators
were a pewter dish and iron spoon, who seemed to be
tired of the ball, and were just stealing away among the
bushes.

“1 suppose you've heard of the Cow that jumped
over the Moon #” said the Chimney-Elf. ¢ People gen-
erally suppose that she lived on the earth, and jumped
up over the moon and down again; but such people
could never have noticed a cow’s habits very particu-
larly: they never jump high, but, like the one we just
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saw, they often jump about, over the moon’s or the
earth’s surface. This cow is coming out as a ballet-
dancer as soon as Barry O’Lynn can find time to make
her a belt with a fringe to it.”

“See here, Chimney-EIf. Who are those people
knocking at the door of that pretty little cottage,” asked
Rhoda softly, for the cottage was close beside the road.

“ Why, that’s Tadpole Frog and the Rat—don’t you
know? Wait, and I'll make Tad tell you himself. Hallo,
Tad ! what are you doing there?”

The young gentleman thus addressed turned round,
looking very much frightened, and, taking his opera-hat
off his head, made a low bow, pulled down his yellow
waistcoat, and said :

“ QOh, I thought it was ma, you know. I—I'm going
to make a little call, Mr. Chimney-Elf, I and the Rat.”

“ A little call, eh! Why, who lives here?”

“ Miss Mouse, I—I believe.”

“Miss Mouse! She’s a spinster, isn’t she?”

“Ye—yes, sir.”

“ And you're going to ‘woo her for your bride,” as
the song says ?” asked the Chimney-EIlf roguishly.

“Ye—ryes, sir.”

“Well, I suppose your mother is willing, Tad, eh ?”

«“ Mother she—well—I[—I can’t say, Mr. Chimney-
Elf,” said Tadpole, looking very much frightened. The
door opening just then, he and the Rat rushed in,
with more haste than politeness. At the same moment
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Rhioda espied a cat and three kittens creeping along
toward the Mouse’s house, and noticed that all tour of

them wore mittens.

“ They’ll take them off before they go in,” said the
Chimney-Elf, nodding. “ They won’t handle poor lit-
tle mousie with mittens, I can tell you; but then
she shouldn’t have opened the door. That was the
trouble.”




CHAPTER 1V.

THE CHEESE MINE,

HODA was still wondering why the Mouse should

not have opened the door to Tadpole Frog and the

Rat, and whether she had perhaps left it open, so that

the Cat and her Kittens would get in too, to handle
them all without mittens, when the Chimney-Elf said :

“ Here we are over the hill, at the Cheese Mine.”

% Qh, is this the Cheese Mine ?” asked Rhoda, look-
ing down into a great hole beside which the Chimney-
Elf had stopped.

“Yes; you know that the moon is made of green
cheese—sage-cheese, some wise people call it, because
sage means wise, and it is only sage people who know
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much about the moon, especially the inside of it. Well,
the most of the cheese does not lie upon the surface,
you know, but has to be dug for, like gold and silver
upon the earth. This is the principal mine. Would
you like to go down?”

“Very much,” replied Rhoda; so the Chimney-Elt
took her close to the mouth of the mine ; and seated her
behind him upon a sled, and told one of several men,
who stood looking on, to set them off. The men nodded,
and pushing the sled a little way, fitted the runners into
two grooves hollowed for them, and gave it a shove.
Looking down, Rhoda now perceived that a roadway
extended round the inside of the shaft, leading spirally
downward like the thread of a serew, and that the sled,
once started upon this spiral road, had nothing to do but
to spin round and round, and down and down, until it
reached the Dbottom. DBreathless and dizzy, Rhoda held
tight to the Chimney-Elf, who talked all the time; but
not a word of what he said reached her ears, until, as the
gled reached the bottom of the shaft, she heard him
ay

“ And that is the true story of Richard Whittington.”

“ Oh—Whittington and his Cat!” exclaimed Rhoda.
“T am so sorry I did not hear that. Do please tell it to
me again, Chimney-Elf! I couldn’t listen, coming down
the shaft.”

“Why, I was saying that after Whittington left
London with his cat in his arms, and stopped under the
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tree to hear Bow-bells ring out ¢ Turn again, Whitting-
ton, Lord Mayor of London,” he went to sea; but instead
of landing in a savage country, as the story says, he
got shipwrecked, and floated about the ocean on a raft,

he and his cat together, until, while he was fast asleep
one night, his raft got into a moonglade, and when
Richard awoke he was in the moon. He did not know
it, however, and nobody took the pains to tell him. I
doubt if he ever found it out. While wandering about,
soon after his arrival, e came upon the Cheese Mine.
Being rather hungry, he asked if he might go down and
dig his luncheon for himself. The miners told him that
nobody could go into the mine, on account of the rats
and mice who had taken possession of it, and who would
eat a man as quick as they would a candle, if he came
in their way.

“‘Pooh !’ said Whittington; ¢if that is all, I will
send Bow:-bells down first, and he will soon clear the

)

way. Bow-bells, you understand, was the name of

the cat, given him in hounor of the handsome promise
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that had recalled Whittington to London. But when the
miners understood him, they all cried out, * No,no! that
won’t do; for what will the Marquis of Carabas say ¢’”

“ That was the name of Puss in Boots,” interrupted
Rhoda.

“Yes,” replied the Chimney-Elf. “And, as the
miners explained to Whittington, Puss in Boots, after
he had grown rich and got his title, became very proud
and lazy ; the more good fortune that befel him, the
more he wanted—Ilike some other people. Among the
rest of his privileges, he had obtained that of keeping all
the rats and mice in the Cheese Mine for his own pleasure
and use; so that when he fancied to go hunting, either
alone or with his friends, he might always know where
to find plenty of game. A very nice arrangement for
the Marquis of Carabas, you see; but not so nice for
the poor people whose cheese the rats and mice lived
upon while waiting for the Marquis to come and kill
them. Well, the miners explained all this to Whitting-
ton, and to Bow-bells, who stood listening, with his back
very much arched, and his upper lip quivering away
from his sharp white teeth. When they had heard the
whole story, Whittington langhed aloud, and stooping to
smooth Bow-bells’ rounded back, he said :

“¢ Why, that’s all nonsense. Pussin Boots hasno right
to keep rats and mice to eat up other people's cheese ; and
what’s more, he shan’t do it. Shall he, Bow-bells ¢’

“ Bow-bells gave a miau of defiance that sent every
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mouse in the mine to his hole for shelter. Then he
went down among them—and such havoc as he made!
All the galleries were choked with the bodies of the
slain, and the whole neighboring country was overrun
with the fugitives who managed to escape. Not a rat,
not a mouse was left to show his tail.

“Bow-bells had finished the battle, and was just sit-
ting down to lick his paws clean, when a message was
brought that the Marquis of Carabas desired the pres-
ence of the cat and the man who had invaded his domain,
and meddled with the game sacred to his use.

“ Whittington, after consulting Bow-bells, replied
that if the Marquis of Carabas wished to see either cat
or man, he must come to them, as
they were too busy to go to him.
That message brought Puss in
Boots upon the scene very quick-
ly, and a grand fight ensued Dbe-
tween him and Bow-bells, Whit-
tington standing by to see fair
play on one side, and Puss in
Boots’ former master on the other.

“ Bow-bells beat, as might
have been expected, for the Mar-
quis of Carabas had almost for-
gotten how to fight, and had be- =
come very fat and lazy since he THE MARQUIS.

came to his fortune, having no need to hunt, except
for amusement. Bow-bells beat, and the Marquis was
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very glad to come to terms. Ile agreed henceforth to
allow him to kill as many rats and mice as he wanted;
to live in the Cheese Mine as long as he chose; in
fact, to do exactly as he pleased, so long as he would
allow the Marquis of Carabas to creep away home,
with ragged ears, and great patches torn out of his
sleek velvet coat.

“ Bow-bells, having always been poor, and obliged to
earn his own living, did not know how to spend his time
in indolence, but just kept on with his work until the
Cheese Mine was entirely cleared of mice, both living
and dead ; for the former he drove away, and the latter
he devoured.

“For this service, the Man in the Moon presented
him with a vote of thanks, and a silver tea-set. To the
first, Bow-bells replied, Miau! and as for the second,
he suggested that a handsome sum of money given to
his master, and a free passage for both of them back to
earth, would be much more to the purpose. The Man
in the Moon held a council, and concluded to do as
he was requested, although quite sure that his own
plan was the best. So they gave Whittington a bag-
ful of gold, and sent him back upon the next moon-
glade to the earth—the moonbeam who conduected him
taking the precaution to steal the memory of his visit
out of his head while he was asleep, lest he should make
the secrets of the moon common and vulgar. The cat

remembered it all well enough, but along with the
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memory of his visit, Whittington lost the power of
anderstanding Bow-bells’ language, and even the knowl-
edge that he had a language; so that, although almost
any cat you meet could tell you the story of Bow-bell¢’
duel with the Marquis of Carabas, there is not a man,
woman, or child on earth who ever heard it, or who
knows the true origin of Whittington’s fortune. DBut
come, Rhoda, this is not seeing the Cheese Mine.”

So saying, the Chimney-Elf got up trom the sled,
where they had all this while been seated, and briskly
led the way down a gallery into the mine at their right.
This gallery was lighted by-clusters of fire-flies in cages
hung upon the walls at regular intervals, and the walls
themselves, as well as the ceiling and the floor, were
entirely composed of cheese cut as smooth as marble,
presenting a beautifully polished and variegated surface
—its general hue a delicate green, but streaked and
mottled with yellow. Through the middle ran a narrow
railway. Soon after the visitors entered it, a low rum-
bling noise announced that a car was approaching.

“Stand this side with me,” said the Chimney-Elf;
“and you will see somnething curious. The work in this
mine is almost all done by mites.”

“Mites! What are mites ?” asked Rhoda.

¢ Little creatures, first cousins to the spiders, who are
so fond of cheese that they can’t be kept out of it; and
as the air here is unhealthy for men, they prefer to
make the mites do the work, who take their pay in cheese.”
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“But do the mites like it?” asked Rhoda, doubt-
fully.

The Chimney-Elf shrugged his shoulders.

“The men are the strongest, my dear,” said he;
“and the mites ought to be very thankful to have some
one take care of them, and give them cheese to eat.
Here comes the car. See the little things pull!”

And as he spoke, a tiny car, loaded with one great
lamp of cheese, made its appearance, looking at first
as if it moved of itself; but examining it closely, Rhoda
saw that hundreds of little cords were tied to the front
and sides of this car, and to the cords were attached
millions of mites, who thus pulled it along quite easily.

“You have seen the Performing Fleas, haven’t
you?” asked the Chimney-Elf.

“No, but Susy has. Jonas Merton took her to see
them,” began Rhoda, but the Chimney-Elf cut her
short.

“They are stronger than the mites, but then there
are not so many of them. IBesides, the cheese wouldn’t
agree with them. The mites like it.”

“And is all the cheese got in this way?” asked
Rhoda, remembering the great lumps she had seen in
the Man in the Moon’s hand.

“Oh, no. This is the principal mine; but then there
is a great deal of cheese found just below the surface, and
that the inhabitants can pick up for themselves. In
some places, every man has his cheese-cellar in his own
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yard, and when he wants a piece, just steps down and
cuts it out of the wall. Now, there’s the Little Boy
that lived by himself—I dare say you have heard of
him; he mines his own cheese, and we will step up
and see him. This way.”

And striking into a side-cutting, the Chimney-EIf led
the way through a long winding ascent, and finally came
out upon the surface of the moon, close by a neat little
house with a wheel-barrow standing at the front door.
A pretty young woman sat at the window and smiled
at Rhoda, while a brisk-looking young man was just
coming from the back of the house with a hammer and
some nails in his hands.

¢« Hallo, Little Boy!” shouted the Chimney-Elf.
“ Going to mend that wheel-barrow again?”

“Why, yes,” replied the man, stopping and looking
thoughtfully at the wheel-barrow. ¢ But the old thing
never will stay mended since that first time.”

“ What time? Tell Rhoda about it,” broke in the
Chimney-Elf. And the man, still looking thoughtfully
at the wheel-barrow, slowly said:

“ Why, it happened this way, Rhoda. Wlen I was
young, I was quite small, so that they used to call me
Little Boy; and in fact, they do so now. But after
father and mother died, I lived here by myself, and
kept house the best way I knew how. I've got a
cheese-cellar out here, and I made my own bread and
such things. When I had finished a meal, I'd just put

3
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the bread and cheese on a shelf in the kitchen ; after a
while, though, the rats and the mice that Bow-bells sent
wandering all over the moon, found me out, and I had
no peace day nor night from them. At last, one day,
as I was laying about me with a broomstick, trying to kill
or drive away a few of my tormentors, Baron Bluebeard,
who was riding by, stopped to see what was the mat-
ter; for I suppose I made a good deal of noise. When
I had explained the case to him, he smiled horribly,
and said :

“¢Get a wife, Little Boy, that’s the way to do. Get
a wife!’

“Then he rode on, and I sat down to think of
his advice. It seemed to me pretty good; and the
next time I went to Moonopolis, I asked Lydia Locket
to marry me. She agreed, in case she found her pocket
before the wedding. While we were still talking, Kitty
Fisher stepped in to say that she had found it. The
only trouble then was, that the Lockets lived in the
very middle of the city, and the lanes were so narrow
that no coach could get into them, although some of the
streets were ridiculously wide. The only way seemed
to be for me to bring my wife home in a wheel-barrow;
for of course the Lockets, who are very smart people,
would not let a daughter of theirs walk to her wedding

“Lydia agreed to the wheel-barrow, and we were
married all right; but on the way home, the unlucky
wheel-barrow broke down, and spilt Lydia into the mud,
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all dressed in her beautifu. pocket, trimmed with green
lace, and the rest of her wedding finery.”

“Well, I didn’t scold, Little Boy, did I?” asked
the pretty young woman at the window, laughing mer-
rily ; and Little Boy looked up at her and smiled, then
down again at the wheel-barrow and sighed.

“No, you didn’t scold, Lydia,” said he. “But I
never have been able to mend the wheel-barrow from
that day to this, and I don’t believe I ever shall.”

“That'll do. Come along, Rhoda, and see the
House that Jack built,” said the Chimney-Elf, pulling
Rhoda by the sleeve. Away they went, leaving the
Little Boy that used to live by himself staring dismally
at the wheel-barrow, and Lydia Locket laughing out of
the window at him.




CHAPTER V.

THE EGG-WOMAN.

“ HERE’S another little boy,” said the Chimney-

Elf, as he and Rhoda came once more into the
road. “But I don’t think much of him; he’s ashamed
of the good old mother who brought him up.”

“Who is he ?” asked Rhoda, gazing about her.

“ Cross the road and look into that square pit in the
field opposite : you will find him there.”

Rhoda did as she was bid, and looking down into
the pit, found it about half full of gold-dust, in which a
mean-looking man was rolling, and grubbing, and root-
ing, very much like a pig in a mud-bath. TUpon the
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farther bank of the pit sat an old woman, very poorly
dressed, looking very neglected, but watching the mo-
tions of the man in the pit with the greatest delight.
As Rhoda approached, she looked up and spoke to her,
as everybody here in the moon did, with no appearance
of surprise, and without waiting for an introduction.

“ An’ would yer look at him, Miss Rhody? Sure an’
it’s himsilf is me own b’y, that twinty years ago, whin
he wor a little b’y, he washed his mommy’s dishes; an’
now he is a big b’y, he rolls in goolden riches ; an’ isn’t
that same a glory an’ a j’y to the mother that ’ud give
the two eyes out of her head to plaze him?”

“ Clome, Rhoda!” called the Chimney-Elf; and when
the little girl came back into the road, she found her
friend talking with a shrewd-looking old man, who was
saying, and laughing all the while:

“Yes, asked me how many strawberries grew in the
sea, the great fool! Thought he’d get hold of an old
fisherman, you know, who’d be so flustered with a ques-
tion like that, he wouldn’t find a word of reply to make.
But I guess the fellow got as good as he sent; for what
d’ye think I told him ¢ ¢Why,’ says I, ‘there’s as many
strawberries grows in the sea, as there is red herrings
grows in the woods.” Ie, he, he! not bad, was it, for
an old fellow rising seventy, like me 2”

“Not at all bad. I always thought that was a good
story. Come along, Rhoda.” And the Chimney-Elf set
off at a great pace, with Rhoda close behind him. I
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want to get out of old Trinculo’s way before he tells
that story again,” said he. “It is the only good thing
he ever said in his life, and he tells it over and over
and over again.”

“ Why, Chimney-Elf, look there !” exclaimed Rhoda,
stopping at the top of a little hill they had just climbed,
and pointing down into the hollow below.

“ O, yes, the Ege-Woman and Stout the Peddler.
That boy’s always in mischief ! Why, when Johnny Green
threw his father’s cat into the well, and Johnny Stout
pulled her out, it was only because he wanted to stone
her. She got away, and went up to London to see the
queen. While she was there, she saw a mouse under the
queen’s chair, and pounced upon it in a minute. The
queen was a very nervous woman, and afraid of mice, so
she told Green’s cat she would reward her in any way
she chose. Puss asked to be allowed to see the king.
Thereupon the queen had the lord chancellor put it into
his law-books that a cat may look at a king as much as
she pleases, whenever they are in the same room. After
that, one of the great noblemen at the court asked the
cat down to his castle, and confided to her that it was
haunted by a mouse, who every night at fifty-nine min-
utes past twelve ran up the face of the great clock in
the hall, and, precisely as the elock struck one, ran down
again, making it very unpleasant for the family, if they
happened to wish tolook at the clock during that minute.
Puossy Green listened to the story, and then asked time



HICCORY DICCORY DOCK. 55

to consider the matter. The nobleman gave her a
week, and fed her upon cream and chickens every day.
At the end of the week, Pussy stated that she could
catch the mouse, and would
do so0; but for payment she
was to have a little house
to herself in the noble- —
man’s park, a servant to
wait upon her, and as
much cream and as many

chickens as she chose to
eat. The nobleman joyfully agreed. Puss hid herself
under the clock, and canght the mouse that very night,
and lives to this day in her cottage in Albion Park.”
But of all this long story Rhoda had heard very little,
her attention being absorbed in the scene below. The
Egg-Woman, tired and warm with her long walk, had lain
down beside the road to take a little nap, with her basket
of eggs close beside her, covered by the skirt of her
dress. The lad, whom the Chimney-EIf called Johnny
Stout, and who seemed by the pack upon his shoulders
to be a peddler, finding herlying thus, thought it a good
opportunity to play a practical joke and steal the basket
of eggs; but the old woman’s skirts covered it so com-
pletely that he could not get it out. Just as Rhoda
came in sight of them he gave up the attempt, and stood
looking down at the poor, old, tired woman, considering
how he should manage to rob without awakening her.
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“1 have it,” exclaimed he at length; and taking a
pair of scissors from his pocket, he quietly cut the skirts
all round about, leaving the egg-basket exposed. Then
catching it up, he hurried away, turning his head over
his shoulder and laughing at the ridiculous sight the
poor Egg-Woman now presented. But walking with one’s
head over one’s shoulder is not very safe when one
carries a basket of eggs. Johnny Stout had not gone
very far before he met Tom, Mr. Piper’s son, who had
just stolen a pig from Jack’s house, and was running
away as fast as he could, with Jack after him. Tom was
looking back at Jack, and Johuny Stout was looking
back at the Egg-Woman. Before either of them knew
that the other was near, they ran plump into each other,
with such force as to smash every egg in the basket, and
to kill the pig, which was half frightened to death
already. While the two boys stood staring and gasping
at each other, Jack overtook Tom Piper, and seized him
by the collar, crying:

“Ha! you young villain, 've got you now, haven’t
1%” and without waiting to hear Tom’s reply, began
to lay his cart-whip over the young thief’s shoulders in
the most liberal fashion.

“Oh, Mr. Jack, please don’t any more, please don’t!”
cried little Rhoda, running down the hill as fast as she
could, and beginning to cry herself. At the sound of
her voice, Mr. Jack let go of Tom’s collar, and he ran
roaring down the street toward his father’s house, where
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he found the Piper playing a tune in the cow-shed to his
favorite cow, who stood considering whether she had not
rather have her dinner.

Mr. Jack meantime turned upon Johnny Stout, who
was trying to wipe off some of the egg which ran trick-
ling down his breast, his arms, his legs, and even spat-
tered his face.

“As for you, sir,” said the farmer, angrily, “you
have been at your old tricks again with the Egg-Woman,
have you? Now, I tell you what it is: either you pay
her fairly for these broken eggs, and give her a new
dress out of your pack, or I will serve you as I just
served Tom. Make your choice, and be quick about
it.”

Johnny Stout looked at the farmer, he looked at the
whip, he listened to Tom’s roars in the distance, he
looked at the old woman, who was beginning to shiver
and to freeze from the loss of her skirts, and at last he
very slowly began to take the pack off his back, and to
pull out a piece of very poor, thin calico.

“I’ll give her a dress off that,” mumbled he.

“Ts that of the same sort as what she has on 2" asked
Mr. Jack, who was a bachelor.

¢

« Iull as good, any way,” replied Johnny Stout.
“Why, no, it isn’t, you wicked boy!” exclaimed
Rhoda. “Her dress is a good thick plaid, and that’s
nothing but a cheap calico.”
“Aha! you know about it, Rhoda, don’t you?”

3*
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exclaimed Mr. Jack, quite delighted. ¢ Well, here, yon
look over this fellow’s pack, and pick out a dress for her
yourself. I've a good mind to thrash him into the
bargain.”

“No, please don’t, sir,” said Rhoda, kneeling down
beside the pack, and pulling the things over quite as if
she enjoyed doing it. There were several pieces of
dress-goods, as the shop-keepers call them, and the little
girl looked at them all several times, choosing at last a
nice thick woollen plaid, a little better than the dress
Stout had spoiled. When she had chosen it, Mr. Jack
made the peddler cut it off ; and then he made him pay
two dollars for the ten dozen of broken eggs, the num-
ber being neatly written upon a paper pinned upon the
handle; and then he let him go, just as the poor old
woman started up, exclaiming :

“Why, why, what’s all this? Why, sure, this isn’t I!”

“ Here's a new dress instead of that, and here’s the
money for the eggs!” cried Rhoda, running toward her
with a gift in each hand. But the poor old thing was
too much confused to attend to her, and kept looking at
her cut skirts and her empty basket, shivering, and shak-
ing, and crying:

“Why, sure, this isn’t I! Why, I don’t believe
Trip would say it was I!1”

“But here’s a new dress, and ”— began Rhoda.

“ Lord-ha’mercy-on-me, T Znow it isn’t I!” said the
old woman,
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“But of conrse it’s you; and here’s a new dress,”
persisted Rhoda.

“Well, if it be I, as I think I cannot be, I've got a
little dog at home, and he’ll know me,” muttered the
Egg-Wowman.

“Well, here’s the dress, and the money, and the
basket; but youw’d better not put the dress into the
basket, because it’s all eggy,” said Rhoda, rather mourn-
fully, as she put the things into the old woman’s hands,
and watched her trudge away, still muttering :

“T know it isn’t I, but he’ll know me.”

“T should be pleased to have you and Rhoda come
in and rest yourselves in my house,” said Mr. Jack,
when she had gone. #It’s a pretty nice house, as houses
2o, I think; in fact, I built it myself. A man is apt to
be proud of his own work. I've got a good barn, too,
and a granary, with some of the prettiest corn you ever
saw in your life, stored for winter. The mice troubled
me somewhat, and I got a cat to keep them down ; but,
poor thing, my dog worries the life out of her every
chance he gets, and—hillo, what’s that?”

By this time the party had come within sight of a
fine white house, with a great barn and other buildings
behind it. It was toward the yard of this barn that Mr.
Jack now pointed indignantly. Rhoda looked, and saw
a forlorn-looking young woman, with a pail and stool in
one hand, walking toward a cow with one horn curiously
arumpled and the other straight, who stood waiting for



60 MOONFOLK.

her. DBut just as the forlorn young woman set down her
stool and pail, a dreadfully ragged man jumped out from
behind the barn-door, and running to the young woman,
took her round the waist, and kissed her very heartily.

=— “Well, I declare!” ex-
claimed Mr. Jack; “if that
isn’t Bobby Shaftoe got
home from sea, and come
straight after Dowsabella.
Well, I hope she’ll cheer up

a bit now, for a forlorner
7 creature than she’s been, ever
= since he sailed, you never
PRETTY BOBBY. saw. Why, she’d go round
the house all day long, with the tears running down her
tace, singing:
‘ Bobby Shaftoe’s gone to sea,
Silver buckles at his knee ;

He’ll come home and marry me:
Pretty Bobby Shaftoe.’

But then nobody thought ke ever would come home
and marry her, and she grew more and more forlorn
every day. The silver buckles seem to have gone,
though, and Bobby looks as if the world had treated
him pretty badly. Shouldn’t wonder but that’s the reason
he’s remembered Dowsabella.  Well, well, come into the
house, won’t you, Chimney-EIf.”

But the Chimuey-Elf politely declined, and Farmer
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Jack, leaving them to go their own road, turned toward
the barn-yard, where Dowsabella, Bobby Shaftoe, and
the cow with the crumpled horn, stood hugging and
kissing, and laughing, and ecrying, and talking, and
mooing all together, and all very happy.

MY LITTLE DOG AT HOME.



CHAPTER VL

SINDBAD THE SAILOR.

UST round the corner from Jack’s house, Rhoda

and the Chimney-Elf met a flock of sheep driven
by a pretty girl dressed in a white gown with blue rib-
bons, a broad-leaved hat trimmed with a wreath of
flowers; carrying a crook in her hand, also decorated
with ribbons and flowers. She was erying bitterly, and
the Chimney-EIf said, as they met:

“Why, Bo-peep, what’s the matter? Here’s Rhoda
come to see you.”

“Oh, Chimney-Elf! How do you do, Rhoda? What
shall T do ? just look at these sheep!”
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“What, lost their tails again !™

“Yes, every one; and brother Jack will scold me
dreadfully ; for it takes so long for them to grow, and he
hates to see them that way.”

“Bo-peep! Little Boy Blue has been with you,
you know he has!” exclaimed the Chimney-Elf se-
verely. Bo-peep hung down her head and twisted the
blue ribbons upon her crook.

“ Well—just a few minutes,”

whispered she. ¢Ilis
cows were pasturing along the road as nice as could be,
and my sheep were all grazing on the hill, so he and I
picked a few flowers, and he made me this wreath. We
just talked a little, and then all at once we saw that the
cows and the sheep were gone, and we heard his father
calling out:

“¢Boy Blue! have you gone to sleep under that
hay-stack again? If you have’—and then I hunted
and hunted after my sheep, and once I sat down to rest,
and fell asleep just for a little minute, and when T waked
up I was sure I heard them bleating ; but I didn’t—and
then I looked and looked again, and at last I found
them ; but, oh!”—

And Bo-peep burst out crying again, and pointed
to her poor tailless sheep.

«How did it happen?” asked Rhoda tenderly.

“«Why, there’s an old fox that lives in the wood
who, a good many years ago, got his own tail cut off
in a trap, and ever since he tries to persuade all the
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other creatures to cut off their tails. At first he got
the other foxes to do so; but now they’ve grown too
wise, and don’t do it any more; then he got the mon-
keys to, but every one laughed at them, so that they all
ran away to the earth, and settled a town called Dar-
win’s Holme; and then he came down to the sheep, and
they are so silly that they will let him cut off their
tails every time he catches them alone, and then he
makes soup of them. Ile’s a horrid old thing, and his
brother is just as bad: he’s the one that stole the old
gray goose and the ducks from old Mother Slipper-
slopper’s barn-yard, and carried them off' to his den-O.
Didn’t you ever hear of that!”

“Yes, I have heard of that. He had some children
—one, two, three ; and they ate the bones of the goose.
didn’t they ¢ asked Rhoda eagerly.

“Yes, I believe so,” replied Bo-peep disconsolately.
“ But I wish they wouldn’t eat my sheep’s tails too.”

« Well, there’s no help for it now ; so go home, and
tell Farmer Jack, get your scolding, and recollect another
time not to play with Boy Blue instead of minding your
sheep,” said the Chimney-Elf, pulling Rhoda by the hand.
So the two went on, until Rhoda began to grow tired,
and said :

“Chimney-Elf, isn’t there some way we could ride to
the rest of the places?”

“You're getting tired, are you?” replied the elf,
looking up in her face, then nodding a reply to his own
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question. ¢ Well, yes, there are a good many ways we
can ride. There is the famous flying horse that the
Jjuggler sold to the Indian prince, which took him to the
wountain of adamant and the enchanted palace; but he
is an ugly-tempered beast. You know, in the end he
switched his tail into the Indian prince’s eye, and turned
him into a one-eyed Calendar; so we won’t have him.
Then there’s Pegasus ; but, poor fellow, he has too much
to do already, for they’ve made a regular hack of him
NS for the use of every mortal who can
rhyme love and dove, and so call him-
self a poet. Then there’s Don Quixotte’s
horse Rosinante, but the old Don
wouldn’t spare him, as he is always on

his back himself'; and there’s Bavieca,
and Bayard, and the Hippogriff, and twenty more of
whom you never heard. Then there are the Seven-
league Boots, what do you think of them? Iop-0’-iny-
Thumb lives close by, and would be delighted to lend
them to you.”

“That would be nice; but they might not fit me.
And, then, what would you do for yourself?”

“Oh, I can go, like smoke, without any help,” said the
Chimpey-Elf'; “and as for fitting, the Seven-league Boots
fit everybody, don’t you know ? The ogre wore them,
and then Hop-omy-Thumb, and they would suit you
just as well. Bat after all, the prettiest way of travelling
I know of, is on the magic carpet.”
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“QOh, I know about that! It is in the Arabian
Nights,” cried Rhoda, delighted.

“Yes, you remember, Prince Houssain bought it in
the city of Bisnagar for thirty purses, and brought it.
home to his father, the Sultan of the Indies. Then,
when his brother Ahmed, by the help of his wife, the
fairy Pari-banou, took possession of the kingdom, he
found the carpet in the treasury, along with the ivory
tube through which you could see anybody you wished ;
and the apple whose smell cured any sickness, however
severe. After Aluned’s death, Prince Ali came to the
throne, and being of a prudent turn of mind, he put all
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