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THE GRAND TOUR OF THE GARDENS

You must see for yourselves that it will be
difficult to follow Peter Pan's adventures
unless you are familiar with the Kensing-
ton Gardens. They are in
London where the King
lives, and | used to take
David there nealy every
day unless he was |ook-
ing deadedly flushed. No
child has ever been in
the whole of the Gardens,
becaise it is % soon time
to turn badk. The reason
it is on time to turn
badk is that, if you are
as small as David, you slegp from twelve to
one. If your mother was not so sure that
1



THE GRAND TOUR

you sleg from twelve to ore, you could
most likely seethe whale of them.

The Gardens are bounded on ore side by

a never-ending line of omnibuses, over which

your nurse has such authority

that if she holds up her finger to

any one of them it stops immedi-

ately. She then crosses with

you in safety to the other side.

There ae more gates to the

Gardens than ore gate, but that

is the one you @ in at, and be

fore you goin you spe& to the

lady with the balloons, who sits

just outside. This is as nea to

being inside & $e may venture,

becaise, if she were to let go her hold o

the railings for one moment, the balloons

would lift her up, and she would be flown

away. She dits very squat, for the balloons

are dways tuggng at her, and the strain

has given her quite ared fae. Once she

was a hew one, becaise the old one had let

go, and David was very sorry for the old

2



The lady with the ball oons, who sits
just outside.












OF THE GARDENS

one, but as e did let go, he wished he had
been there to see.

The Gardens are a tremendous big place
with millions and hundeds of trees; and
first you come to the Figs, but you scorn to
loiter there, for the Figs is the resort of
superior littl e persons, who are forbidden to
mix with the commonalty, and is © named,
acwrding to legend, because they dressin
full fig. These dainty ones are themselves
contemptuowsly called Figs by David and
other heroes, and you have a key to the
manners and customs of this dandiacd
sedion d the Gardens when | tell you that
cricket is cdled crickets here. Occasionally
a rebel Fig climbs over the fence into the
world, and such a one was MissMabd Grey,
of whom | shall tell you when we come to
Miss Mabel Grey's gate. She was the only
redly cdebrated Fig.

We are now in the Broad Walk, and it
is as much higger than the other walks as
your father is bigger than you. David won-
dered if it began little, and grew and grew,

3



THE GRAND TOUR

until it was quite grown up and whether the
other walks are its babies, and he drew a
picture, which dverted hm very much, of
the Broad Walk giving atiny walk an airing
in a perambulator. In the Broad Walk you
meet all the people who are worth knawing,
and there is usualy a grown-up with them
to prevent them going on the damp gass
and to make them stand dsgracal at the
corner of a sea if they have been mad-dog
or Mary-Annish. To be Mary-Annish is to
behave like agirl, whimpering kecause nurse
won't cary you, or simpering with your
thumb in your mouth, and it is a hateful
quality; but to be mad-dogisto kick out at
everything, and there is me satisfadion in
that.

If | were to point out al the notable
places as we pass up the Broad Walk, it
would be time to turn badk before we reath
them, and | simply wave my stick at Cecm
Hewlett's Treg that memorable spot where
aboy cdled Cecm lost his penny, and, look-
ing for it, found twopence There has been

4



OF THE GARDENS

a goad ded of excavation going on there
ever since Farther up the walk is the little
wooden house in which Marmaduke Perry
hid. There is no more awful story of the
Gardens than this of Marmaduke Perry, who
had been Mary-Annish threedays in succes-
sion, and was sntenced to appea in the
Broad Walk dressed in his gster’s clothes.
He hid in the little wooden howse, and
refused to emerge until they brought him
knickerbockers with packets.

You nov try to go to the Round Pond,
but nurses hate it, becaise they are not
redly manly, and they make you look the
other way, at the Big Penny and the Baby’s
Palace She was the most cdebrated baby
of the Gardens, and lived in the palace #
alone, with ever so many ddls, so people
rang the bell, and up she gat out of her bed,
thoughit was past six o' clock, and she lighted
a cande and opened the doa in her nighty,
and then they all cried with gred rgjoicings,
‘Hail, Queen of England’ What puzzed
David most was how she knew where the

5



THE GRAND TOUR

matches were kept. The Big Penny is a
statue &éou her.

Next we come to the Hump, which is the
part of the Broad Wak where dl the big races
are run; and even though you had nointen-
tion d running you do run when you come
to the Hump, it is such a fascinating, dlide-
down kind of place Often you stop when
you have run about half-way down it, and
then you are lost; but there is anather little
wooden house near here, cdled the Lost
House, and so you tell the man that you are
lost and then he finds you. It is glorious
fun radng dowvn the Hump, but you can't
do it on windy days becaise then you are
not there, but the falen leaves do it
instead of you. There is amost nothing
that has such a keen sense of fun as afallen
led.

From the Hump we can see the gate that
is cdled after Miss Mabel Grey, the Fig |
promised to tell you abou. There were
aways two nuses with her, or else one
mother and ore nurse, and for a long time

6



OF THE GARDENS

she was a pattern-child who always cougled
off the table and said, ‘How do you db? to
the other Figs, and the only game she played
at was flinging a ball gracdully and letting
the nurse bring it badk to her. Then ore
day she tired of it all and went mad-dog,
and, first, to show that she redly was mad-
dog, she unloosened bah her boot-laces and
put out her tongue eat, west, north, and
south. She then flung her sash into a pudde
and danced onit till dirty water was gjuirted
over her frock, after which she dimbed the
fence and had a series of incredible aven-
tures, one of the least of which was that she
kicked off baoth her bods. At last she came
to the gate that is now cdled after her, out
of which she ran into streds David and |
have never been in thoughwe have head
them roaring, and still she ran onand would
never again have been head o had na her
mother jumped into a 'bus and thus over-
taken her. It all happened, | should say,
long ago, and this is not the Mabel Grey
whom David knows.
5



THE GRAND TOUR

Returning upthe Broad Walk we have on
our right the Baby Walk, which is so full
of perambulators that you could cross from
side to side stepping on babies, but the
nurses won't let you doit. From this walk
a passage cdled Bunting's Thumb, becaise
it is that length, leals into Picnic Stred,
where there ae red kettles, and chestnut-
blosom fals into your mug as you are
drinking. Quite cmmon children picnic
here dso, and the blossom falls into their
mugs just the same.

Next comes St. Govor's Well, which was
full of water when Malcolm the Bold fell
into it. He was his mother’s favourite, and
he let her put her arm round hs ned in
puldic becaise she was a widow; but he
was also partial to adventures, and liked
to play with a chimney-sweg who hed
kiled a good many beas. The sweeg’'s
name was Sooty, and ore day, when they
were playing rea the well, Macolm fell
in and would have been drowned had not
Sooty dived in and rescued him; and the

8



OF THE GARDENS

water had washed Sooty clean, and he now
stood revealed as Malcolm’s longlost father.
So Malcolm would na let his mother put
her arm round hs nedk any more.

Between the well and the Round Pond
are the cricket pitches, and frequently the
choasing of sides exhausts © much time
that there is <acdy any cricket. Every-
body wants to ket first, and as on as he
is out he bowls unless you are the better
wrestler, and while you are wrestling with
him the fielders have scatered to play at
something else. The Gardens are noted for
two kinds of cricket: boy cricket, which is
red cricket with a bat, and girl cricket,
which is with a raaquet and the governess
Girlscan't redly play cricket, and when you
are watching their futile dforts you make
funny sounds at them. Nevertheless there
was a very disagreedle incident one day
when some forward girls challenged David’'s
team, and a disturbing credaure cdled
Angela Clare sent down so many yorkers
that—However, instead of telling you the

9



THE GRAND TOUR

result of that regrettable match | shall pass
on huriedly to the Round Pond which is
the whed that keeps all the Gardens going.

It isround kecauseit isin the very midde
of the Gardens, and when you are come to
it you rever want to go any farther. You
can't be good al the time & the Round
Pond, however much you try. You can be
good in the Broad Walk al the time, but
not at the Round Pond and the reason is
that you forget, and, when you remember,
you are so wet that you may as well be
wetter. There ae men who saill boats on
the Round Pond, such hig boats that they
bring them in barrows, and sometimes in
perambulators, and then the baby has to
walk. The bow-legged children in the Gar-
dens are those who had to walk too soon
becaise their father needed the perambu-
lator.

You aways want to have a yadit to sail
on the Round Pond, and in the end your
uncle gives you ore; and to cary it to the
pond the first day is glendid, aso to tak

10



OF THE GARDENS

abou it to boys who have no uncle is glen-
did, but soon you like to leave it a home.
For the swedest craft that slips her moor-
ings in the Round Pond is what is cdled a
stick-boat, becaise she is rather like astick
until sheisin the water and you are hading
the string. Then as you walk round, pulling
her, you see little men running about her
ded, and sails rise magicdly and cach the
breeze and you pu in on dirty nights at
snug harbous which are unknown to the
lordly yachts. Night passes in a twink, and
again your rakish craft noses for the wind,
whales gou, you dide over buried cities,
and have brushes with prates, and cast
anchor on cord ides. You are a solitary
boy while dl this is taking place for two
boys together canna adventure far upon
the Round Pond and though you may talk
to yourself throughou the voyage, giving
orders and exeauting them with despatch,
you knowv nat, when it is time to go lome,
where you have been or what swelled your
sails; your treasure-trove is all locked away
11



THE GRAND TOUR

in your hold, so to spe&, which will be
opened, perhaps, by anather little boy many
yeas afterwards.

But those yadits have nothing in their
hold. Does any one return to this haunt of
his youth because of the yadits that used to
sall it? Oh na It is the stick-boat that is
freighted with memories. The yadits are
toys, their owner a fresh-water mariner;
they can cross and reaoss a pond ony
while the stick-boat goes to sea. You
yadhtsmen with you wands, who think we
are dl there to gazeon you, your ships are
only acadents of this place and were they
al to be boarded and sunk by the ducks,
the red business of the Round Pond would
be caried onasusual.

Paths from everywhere crowd like children
to the pond. Some of them are ordinary
paths, which have araill on ead side, and
are made by men with their coats off, but
others are vagrants, wide & one spot, and at
another so narrow that you can stand astride
them. They are cdled Paths that have

12
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Made Themselves, and David dd wish he
could see them doing it. But, like dl the
most wonderful things that happen in the
Gardens, it is dorne, we concluded, at night
after the gates are dosed. We have dso
dedded that the paths make themselves
becaise it is their only chance of getting to
the RoundPond.

One of these gypsy paths comes from the
place where the sheg get their hair cut.
When David shed his curls at the hair-
dressr’s, | am told, he said good-bye to
them withou a tremor, though hs mother
has never been quite the same bright
credure since so he despises the shee
as they run from ther sheaer, and cdls
out tauntingly, ‘ Cowardly, cowardly” custard!’
But when the man gips them between his
legs David shakes a fist a him for using
such hig scissors. Anather startling moment
is when the man turns badk the grimy woal
from the shegs shouders and they look
suddenly like ladies in the stall s of athedre.
The sheg are so frightened by the shea-

13
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THE GRAND TOUR

ing that it makes them quite white and
thin, and as on as they are set free they
begin to nibble the grass a once quite
anxioudly, as if they feaed that they would
never be worth eding. David woncders
whether they know ead dher, now that
they are so dfferent, and if it makes them
fight with the wrong ones. They are gred
fighters, and thus so unlike wuntry shee
that every yea they give my St. Bernard
dog Porthos, a shock. He can make afield of
courtry sheg fly by merely annourting
his approad, but
these town sheep
come toward him
with no pomise
of gentle eter-
tainment, and
then a light from
last yea bred&s
upon  Porthos.
He caana with dignity retreda, but he stops
and looks abou him as if lost in admiration
of the scenery, and presently he strolls away
14



OF THE GARDENS

with a fine indifference and a glint at me
from the crner of his eye.

The Serpentine begins nea here. It is
a lovely lake, and there is a drowned forest
at the bottom of it. If you pee over the
edge you can seethe trees al growing up
side down, and they say that at night there
are dso drowned stars in it. If so, Peter
Pan sees them when he is sailing acossthe
lake in the Thrush's Nest. A small part
only of the Serpentine is in the Gardens, for
soon it passes beneah a bridge to far away
where the island is on which all the birds
are born that become baby boys and grls.
No ore who is human, except Peter Pan
(and he is only haf human), can land m
the island, but you may write what you want
(boy or girl, dark or fair) on a piece of
paper, and then twist it into the shape of
a boat and dlip it into the water, and it
readies Peter Pan’ sisland after dark.

We ae on the way home now, though of
course, it is al pretence that we c@an goto
so many of the places in ore day. | shoud

15
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have had to be carying David long ago, and
resting onevery sed like old Mr. Saford.
That was what we cdled him, because he
aways talked to us of alovely place cdled
Salford where he had been ban. He was
a agab-apple of an dd gentleman who
wandered al day in the Gardens from sea
to sed trying to fall in with somebody who
was aquainted with the town o Salford,
and when we had known him for a year or
more we adualy did med another aged
solitary who haed orce spent Saturday to
Monday in Salford. He was mee& and
timid, and carried his address inside his
hat, and whatever part of London he was in
seach of he dways went to Westminster
Abbey first as a starting-point. Him we ca-
ried in triumph to ou other friend, with the
story of that Saturday to Monday, and rever
shall | forget the gloating joy with which
Mr. Salford legt a him. They have been
cronies ever since, and | naticed that Mr. Sal-
ford, who raturally does most of the talking,
kegos tight grip of the other old man'’s coat.
16
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OF THE GARDENS

The two last places before you come to
our gate ae the Dog's Cemetery and the
chaffinch’s nest, but we pretend not to know
what the Dog's Cemetery is, as Porthos is
aways with us. The nest is very sad. It
Is quite white, and the way we found it was
wonderful. We were having another look
among the bushes for David's lost worsted
ball, and instead of the ball we found a
lovely nest made of the worsted, and con-
taining four eggs, with scratches on them
very like David's handwriting, so we think
they must have been the mother’'s love-
letters to the little ones inside. Every day
we were in the Gardens we pad a cdl at
the nest, taking care that no cruel boy
shoud seeus, and we dropped crumbs, and
soon the bird knew us as friends, and sat
in the nest looking at us kindly with her
shouders hunched up But one day when
we went there were only two eggs in the
nest, and the next time there were nore.
The saddest part of it was that the poa
little dhaffinch fluttered abou the bushes,

17



TOUR OF THE GARDENS

looking so reproachfully at us that we knew
she thought we had dore it; and thoudh
David tried to explain to her, it was $ long
since he had spoken the bird language that
| fea she did na understand. He and |
left the Gardens that day with ou knuckles
in ou eyes.

18



I
PETER PAN

IF you ask your mother whether she knew
abou Peter Pan when she was a little girl,
she will say, ‘Why, of course | did, child’;
and if you ask her whether he rode on a
goat in those days, she will say, ‘What a
fodish question to ask; certainly he did.
Then if you ask your grandmother whether
she knew about Peter Pan when she was a
girl, she dso says, ‘Why, of course | did,
child,” but if you ask her whether he rode
on a goat in those days, she says de never
head o his having a goat. Perhaps e
has forgatten, just as $ie sometimes forgets
your name and calls you Mildred, which is
your mother’s name. Still, she could hardly
forget such an important thing as the goat.
Therefore there was no gat when your
19
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grandmother was a little girl. This $ows
that, in telling the story of Peter Pan, to
begin with the goat (as most people do) is
as slly asto pu on your jacket before your
vest.

Of course, it also shows that Peter is ever
so dd, but he is really aways the same age,
so that does not matter in the least. His
age is one week, and though he was born
so long ago he has never had a birthday,
nor is there the dlightest chance of his ever
having one. The reason is that he escgped
from being a human when he was ven
days old; he escgped by the window and
flew badk to the Kensington Gardens.

If you think he was the only baby who
ever wanted to escgoe, it shows how com-
pletely you have forgotten your own yourg
days. When David head this story first
he was quite certain that he had rever tried
to escape, but | told him to think bad
hard, pressng hs hands to his temples, and
when he had done this hard, and even
harder, he distinctly remembered a youth-

20
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ful desire to return to the treetops, and
with that memory came others, as that he
had lain in bed panning to escagpe & on
as his mother was aslee, and how she had
once caight him half-way up the dimney.
All children could have such remlledions
if they would presstheir hands hard to their
temples, for, having keen birds before they
were human, they are naturally a little wild
during the first few weeks, and wery itchy
at the shouders, where their wings used to
be. So David tells me.

| ought to mention here that the foll ow-
ing is our way with a story: First | tell it
to hm, and then he tells it to me, the
understanding being that it is quite a dif-
ferent story; and then | retell it with hs
additions, and so we go a until no one
could say whether it is more his gory or
mine. In this story of Peter Pan, for in-
stance, the bald narrative and most of the
moral refledions are mine, though no all,
for this boy can be a stern moralist; but
the interesting hkts abou the ways and

21
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customs of babies in the bird-stage ae
mostly reminiscences of David's, recdled
by pressng hs hands to his temples and
thinking hard.

Well, Peter Pan ga out by the window,
which had no bars. Standing on the ledge
he oould see trees far away, which were
doultless the Kensington Gardens, and the
moment he saw them he entirely forgot that
he was now a little boy in a nightgown, and
away he flew, right over the houses to the
Gardens. It is wonderful that he ould
fly withou wings, but the placeitched tre-
mendowly, and—and—perhaps we @uld
al fly if we were & dead-confident-sure of
our cgpadty to do it as was bold Peter Pan
that evening.

He dighted gaily on the open sward,
between the Baby’s Palace ad the Serpen-
tine, and the first thing he did was to lie
on hs back and kick. He was quite un-
aware drealy that he had ever been human,
and thought he was a bird, even in appea-
ance just the same as in his ealy days,

22



PETER PAN

and when he tried to cach a fly he did na
understand that the reasson he missd it
was becaise he had attempted to seize it
with his hand, which, of course, abird never
does. He saw, however, that it must be
past Lock-out Time, for there were agood
many fairies abou, al too bwsy to ndice
him; they were getting lre&fast readly,
milking their cows, drawing water, and so
on, and the sight of the water-pails made
him thirsty, so he flew over to the Round
Pond to have a drink. He stooped and
dipped his be& in the pond he thought
it was his be&, but, of course, it was only
his nose, and therefore, very little water
came up, and that not so refreshing as usual,
so next he tried a pudde, and e fel flop
into it. When a red bird fals in flop, he
gpreads out his feahers and pedks them
dry, but Peter could not remember what
was the thing to dg and he dedded rather
sulkily to go to slegp onthe wegiing-beed
in the Baby Walk.

At first he found some difficulty in balan-

23



PETER PAN

cing imself on a branch, but presently he
remembered the way, and fell adeg. He
awoke long lkefore morning, shivering, and
saying to himself, ‘I never was out on such
a @ld night’; he had redly been out on
colder nights when he was a bird, but, of
course, as everybody knows, what seems a
warm night to a bird is a ®ld night to a
boy in a nightgown. Peter also felt strangely
uncomfortable, as if his head was duffy;
he head loud noises that made him look
round sharply, thoughthey were redly him-
self sneeing. There was mething he
wanted very much, but, though he knew
he wanted it, he could na think what it
was. What he wanted so much was his
mother to blow his nose, but that never
struck him, so he dedded to appea to the
fairies for enlightenment. They are reputed
to knov agood cal.

There were two o them strolling aong
the Baby Walk, with their arms round eat
other's waists, and he hopped down to
address them. The fairies have their tiffs

24
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alarm behind a tulip.












PETER PAN

with the birds, but they usualy give a avil
answer to a dvil question, and he was quite
angry when these two ran away the moment
they saw him. Ancther was lolling on a
garden chair, reading a postage-stamp which
some human had let fall, and when he
head Peter's voice he popped in alarm
behind atulip.

To Peter’'s bewilderment he discovered
that every fairy he met fled from him. A
band of workmen, who were sawing dovn a
toadstodl, rushed away, leasing their tods
behind them. A milkmaid turned her
paill upside down and hd in it. Soon the
Gardens were in an upoar. Crowds of
fairies were running this way and that,
asking ead aher stoutly who was afraid;
lights were extinguished, doars barricaded,
and from the grounds of Queen Mab’s palace
came the rub-a-dub d drums, showing that
the roya guard had been cdled ou. A
regiment of Lanceas came darging davn
the Broad Walk, armed with hdly-leaves,
with which they jag the enemy harribly in

25



PETER PAN

passing. Peter heard the little people ay-
ing everywhere that there was a human in
the Gardens after Lock-out Time, but he
never though for a moment that he was
the human. He was feding stuffier and
stuffier, and more and more wistful to lean
what he wanted dore to his nose, but he
pursued them with the vital question in
vain; the timid credures ran from him,
and even the Lance's, when he gproaded
them up the Hump, turned swiftly into a
side-walk, on the pretence that they saw
him there.

Despairing d the fairies, he resolved to
consult the birds, but now he remembered,
as an odd thing, that all the birds on the
weeing-beed had flown away when he
aighted on it, and though this had na
trouded him at the time, he saw its mean-
ing now. Every living thing was wunnng
him. Poor little Peter Pan! he sat down
and cried, and even then he did not know
that, for a bird, he was stting on hs wrong
part. It is a blessng that he did na know,
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for otherwise he would have lost faith in
his power to fly, and the moment you doulb
whether you can fly, you ceae for ever to
be &le to doit. The reason hkrds can fly
and we can't is simply that they have perfed
faith, for to have faith isto have wings.

Now, except by flying, no one can reat
the island in the Serpentine, for the boats
of humans are forbidden to land there, and
there ae stakes round it, standing up in
the water, on each of which a bird-sentinel
sits by day and rnight. It was to the island
that Peter now flew to pu his drange cae
before old Solomon Caw, and he dighted
on it with relief, much heatened to find
himself at last a home, as the birds cdl
the island. All of them were asleep, in-
cluding the sentinels, except Solomon, who
was wide avake on ore side, and e listened
quietly to Peter’s adventures, and then told
him their true meaning.

‘Look at your nightgown, if you dorit
believe me,” Solomon said; and with staring
eyes Peter looked at his nightgown, and
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then at the dleeping ldrds. Not one of
them wore anything.

‘How many of your toes are thumbs?
said Solomon a little auelly, and Peter saw
to his consternation, that all his toes were
fingers. The shock was © gea that it
drove avay his cold.

‘Ruffle your feahers,’ said that grim old
Solomon, and Peter tried most desperately
hard to ruffle his feahers, but he had nore.
Then he rose up, quaking, and for the first
time since he stood onthe window ledge,
he remembered a lady who had been very
fond of him.

‘I think | shal go badk to mother,” he
said timidly.

‘Good-bye,” replied Solomon Caw with a
queqa look.

But Peter hesitated. ‘Why dont you
go? the old ore asked pditely.

‘I suppcee,” said Peter huskily, ‘I suppcse
| can still fly?

Youseehe had lost faith.

‘Poor littl e half-and-half!” said Solomon,
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who was nat redly hard-hearted, ‘you will
never be dleto fly again, not even on windy
days. You must live here on the island
aways.’

‘And rever even go to the Kensington
Gardens? Peter asked tragicdly.

“How could you get across? said Solomon.
He promised very kindly, however, to teat
Peter as many of the bird ways as could be
leaned by one of such an awkward shape.

‘Then | shan't be eadly a human?
Peter asked.

‘No.’

‘Nor exadly abird?
‘No.’

‘What shall | be?

‘You will be a Betwixt-and-Between,’
Solomon said, and certainly he was a wise
old fellow, for that is exadly how it turned
out.

The birds on the island rever got used
to him. His oddties tickled them every
day, as if they were quite new, though it
was really the birds that were new. They
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came out of the ags daily, and laughed at
him a once then off they soon flew to be
humans, and aher birds came out of other
eggs, and so it went on for ever. The
crafty mother-birds, when they tired o sit-
ting ontheir eggs, used to get the young
ones to bre& their shells a day before the
right time by whispering to them that now
was their chance to see Peter washing o
drinking a eding. Thousands gathered
round hm dally to watch hm do these
things, just as you watch the peamcks, and
they screamed with delight when he lifted
the aqusts they flung hm with his hands
instead of in the usual way with the mouth.
All his food was brought to him from the
Gardens at Solomon's orders by the birds.
He would na ea worms or inseds (which
they thought very silly of him), so they
brought him bread in their begs. Thus,
when you cry out, ‘Greedy! Grealy!’ to the
bird that flies away with the big crust, you
know now that you ough not to do this, for
heisvery likely taking it to Peter Pan.
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Peter wore no nightgown nav. You see
the birds were dways begging hm for bits
of it to line their nests with, and, being very
goodnatured, he ould na refuse, so by
Solomon's advice he had hidden what was
left of it. But, though e was now quite
naked, you must not think that he was cold
or unhappy. He was usuadly very happy
and @y, and the reason was that Solomon
had kept his promise and taught him many
of the bird ways. To be eaily pleased, for
instance, and aways to be realy doing
something, and to think that whatever he
was doing was a thing d vast importance
Peter became very clever at helping the
birds to buld their nests; soon re muld
build better than a wood-pigeon, and nealy
as well as a bladkbird, though rever did he
satisfy the finches, and he made nice little
water-troughs nea the nests and dug up
worms for the young ores with his fingers.
He dso became very learned in hird-lore,
and krew an east wind from a west wind
by its smell, and he @muld see the grass
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growing and hea the inseds walking abou
inside the treetrunks. But the best thing
Solomon hed dore was to teadh him to have
a glad heat. All birds have glad heats
unless you rob their nests, and so as they
were the only kind d heat Solomon knew
abou, it was essy to hm to teach Peter
how to have one.

Peter’'s heat was © gad that he felt he
must sing al day long just as the birds
sing for joy, but, being partly human, he
neaded an instrument, so he made a pipe
of reals, and he used to sit by the shore
of the isdand of an evening, pradising the
sough d the wind and the ripple of the
water, and caching handfuls of the shine
of the moon and he put them al in hs
pipe ad played them so beautifully that
even the birds were decaved, and they
would say to each aher, ‘Was that a fish
legping in the water or was it Peter playing
legoing fish on his pipe? And sometimes
he played the birth of birds, and then the
mothers would turn round in their nests to
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see whether they had laid an egg. If you
are a tild o the Gardens you must know
the destnut-tree nea the bridge, which
comes out in flower first of al the chestnuts,
but perhaps you have not head why this
tree leads the way. It is becaise Peter
weaies for summer and days that it has
come, and the dhestnut being so near, heas
him andis cheaed.

But as Peter sat by the shore tootling
divinely on hs pipe he sometimes fell into
sad thoughts, and then the music became
sad aso, and the reason d al this sdness
was that he could na read the Gardens,
though he wuld see them throughthe ach
of the bridge. He knew he ould nrever
be ared human again, and scarcdy wanted
to be one, but oh! how he longed to pay
as other children pay, and d course there
Is no such lovely placeto play in as the
Gardens. The birds brought him news of
how boys and girls play, and wistful teas
started in Peter’s eyes.

Perhaps you wonder why he did na swim
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aaoss The reason was that he ocould na
swim. He wanted to know how to swim,
but no ore on the isand krew the way
except the ducks, and they are so stupid.
They were quite willing to tead him, but
al they could say abou it was, ‘You sit
down onthe top d the water in this way,
and then you kick out like that. Peter
tried it often, but always before he wuld
kick out he sank. What he redly needed
to knov was how you sit on the water with-
out sinking, and they said it was quite
imposgble to explain such an easy thing
as that. Occasionally swans touched on the
island, and he would gve them all hisday’s
food and then ask them how they sat on
the water, but as oon as he had no more
to gve them the hateful things hissed at
him and sail ed away.

Once he redly though he had dscovered
a way of reading the Gardens. A wonder-
ful white thing, like arunaway newspaper,
floated high ower the idand and then
tumbled, rolling ower and owr after the
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manner of a bird that has broken its wing.
Peter was o frightened that he hid, but
the birds told him it was only a kite, and
what a kite is, and that it must have tugged
its dring out of a boy’s hand, and soared
away. After that they laughed at Peter for
being so fond of the kite; he loved it so
much that he even dept with one hand m
it, and | think this was pathetic and pretty,
for the reason he loved it was becaise it
had belonged to ared boy.

To the birds this was a very poa reason,
but the older ones felt grateful to him at
this time because he had nused a number
of fledglings through the German measles,
and they offered to show him how birds fly
a kite. So six of them took the end of the
string in their be&ks and flew away with
it; and to his amazement it flew after them
and went even higher than they.

Peter screamed ou, ‘Do it again!” and
with gea goodnature they did it severd
times, and always instead of thanking them
he aied, ‘Do it again!” which shows that

35



PETER PAN

even nov he had na quite forgotten what
it wasto be aboy.

At last, with a grand design burning
within his brave heat, he begged them to
do it once more with him clinging to the
tall, and nov a hundred flew off with the
string, and Peter clung to the tall, meaning
to drop of when he was over the Gardens.
But the kite broke to peces in the ar, and
he would have been drowned in the Ser-
pentine had he not caught hod of two
indignant swans and made them cary him
to the idand. After this the birds sid
that they would help him no more in his
mad enterprise.

Nevertheless Peter did read the Gardens
at last by the help of Shelley’s boat, as| am
now to tell you.
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THE THRUSH’S NEST

SHELLEY was a young gntleman and as
grown-up as he neal ever exped to be.
He was a poet; and they are never exadly
grown-up. They are people who despise
money except what you real for to-day,
and he had al that and five pounds over.
So, when he was walking in the Kensington
Gardens, he made a paper boat of his bank-
note, and sent it saili ng onthe Serpentine.

It reached the island at night; and the
look-out brought it to Solomon Caw, who
thowght at first that it was the usual thing,
a message from a lady, saying she would
be obliged if he wuld let her have agodd
one. They aways ask for the best one he
has, and if he likes the letter he sends one
from Class A, but if it ruffles him he sends
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very funrny ones indead. Sometimes he
sends nore & all, and a another time he
sends a nestful; it all depends on the mood
you cach him in. He likes you to leave
it all to him, and if you mention particularly
that you hope he will seehis way to making
it a boy this time, he is almost sure to send
another girl. And whether you are a lady
or only alittle boy who wants a baby-sister,
aways take pains to write your address
clealy. You can't think what a lot of babies
Solomon hes snt to the wrong house.

Shelley’s boat, when opened, completely
puzzZled Solomon, and he took counsel of
his asgstants, who having walked over it
twice, first with their toes pointed ou, and
then with their toes pointed in, dedded
that it came from some greedy person who
wanted five. They though this becaise
there was a large five printed onit. ‘Pre-
posterous!’” cried Solomon in a rage, and
he presented it to Peter; anything useless
which drifted upon the island was usualy
given to Peter as a plaything.
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But he did na play with his predous
bank-note, for he knew what it was at once
having leen very observant during the
week when he was an ardinary boy. With
so much money, he refleded, he could
surely at last contrive to read the Gardens,
and he onsidered al the possble ways,
and deaded (wisely, | think) to choaose the
best way. But, first, he had to tell the
birds of the value of Shelley’s boat; and
though they were too horest to demand it
bak, he saw that they were galed, and
they cast such bladk looks at Solomon, who
was rather vain o his cleverness that he
flew away to the end of the island, and sat
there very depressed with his head buied
in his wings. Now Peter knew that unless
Solomon was on your side, you rever got
anything dore for you in the island, so he
followed him and tried to heaten him.

Nor was this all that Peter did to gain the
powerful old fellow’s goodwill. You must
know that Solomon had no intention of
remaining in office dl his life. He looked
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forward to retiring by and by, and devoting
his green dd age to a life of pleasure on a
catan yew-stump in the Figs which had
taken his fancy, and for yeas he had been
quietly filli ng his stocking. It was a stocking
belongng to some bathing person which had
been cast uponthe island, and at the time |
spedk of it contained a hundred and eighty
crumbs, thirty-four nuts, sixteen crusts, a
pen-wiper, and a boa-lace When his stock-
ing was full, Solomon cdculated that he
would be ale to retire on a wmpetency.
Peter now gave him a pound He aut it off
his bank-note with a sharp stick.

This made Solomon hs friend for ever,
and after the two had consulted together
they cdled a meeting of the thrushes. You
will see presently why thrushes only were
invited.

The scheme to be put before them was
redly Peter's, but Solomon dd most of the
talking, becaise he soon became irritable if
other people talked. He began by saying
that he had been much impressed by the
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superior ingenuity shown by the thrushes in
nest-building, and this put them into good
humour at once as it was meant to dg for
al the quarrels between hirds are dou the
best way of building rests. Other birds, said
Solomon, omitted to line their nests with
mud, and as a result they did not had
water. Here he cocked his heal as if he
had used an uranswerable agument; but,
unfortunately, a Mrs. Finch had come to the
meeting unnvited, and she squedked o,
‘We don't build nests to hdd water, but to
hold eggs,’ and then the thrushes gopped
cheaing, and Solomon was 9 perplexed that
he took severa sips of water.

‘Consider,’ he said at last, “how warm the
mud makes the nest.’

‘Consider,’ cried Mrs. Finch, ‘that when
water gets into the nest it remains there
and your littl e ones are drowned.’

The thrushes begged Solomon with a look
to say something crushing in reply to this,
but again he was perplexed.

‘Try ancther drink,” suggested Mrs. Finch
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pertly. Kate was her name, and all Kates
are saucy.

Solomon dd try ancther drink, and it in-
spired im. ‘If,; said he, ‘a finch's nest is
placal onthe Serpentine it fills and bre&s
to pieces, but a thrush’s nest is dill as dry
asthe aup d aswan’'sbad.’

How the thrushes applauded! Now they
knew why they lined their nests with mud,
and when Mrs. Finch cdled ou, ‘We don't
placeour nests on the Serpentine,” they did
what they shoud have done & first—chased
her from the meeting. After this it was
most orderly. What they had been brough
together to hea, said Solomon, was this:
their young friend, Peter Pan, as they wdll
knew, wanted very much to be &le to cross
to the Gardens, and he now propacsed, with
their help, to buld aboat.

At this the thrushes began to fidget, which
made Peter tremble for his sheme.

Solomon explained haestily that what he
meant was not one of the aumbrous boats
that humans use; the proposed bcat was to
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be simply a thrush’s nest large eough to
hold Peter.

But still, to Peter's agorny, the thrushes
were sulky. ‘We ae very busy people,’ they
grumbled, ‘and thiswould be abig job.’

“Quite so,” said Solomon, ‘and, of course,
Peter would na alow you to work for
nothing. You must remember that he is
now in comfortable drcumstances, and he
will pay you such wages as you have never
been paid before. Peter Pan authorises me
to say that you shall al be paid sixpence
aday.’

Then all the thrushes hopped for joy, and
that very day was begun the cedebrated
Building o the Boat. All their ordinary
business fell into arreas. It was the time
of the yea when they shoud have been pair-
ing, but not a thrush’s nest was built except
this big ore, and so Solomon soonran short
of thrushes with which to supply the demand
from the mainland. The stout, rather greedy
children, who look so well in perambulators
but get puffed easlly when they walk, were
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all young thrushes once, and ladies often
ask spedaly for them. What do you think
Solomon did? He sent over to the house-
tops for alot of sparrows and ordered them to
lay their eggsin dd thrushes' nests, and sent
their young to the ladies and swore they
were dl thrushes! It was known afterwards
on the island as the Sparrows~ Yea; and
so, when you meet grown-up people in the
Gardens who puff and blow as if they
thouwght themselves bigger than they are,
very likely they belong to that yea. You
ask them.

Peter was a just master, and paid his
workpeople every evening. They stood in
rows on the branches, waiting pditely while
he aut the paper sixpences out of his bank-
note, and pesently he cdled the roll, and
then eat hird, as the names were men-
tioned, flew down and gd sixpence It must
have been afine sight.

And at last, after months of labou,
the boat was finished. O the glory of
Peter as he saw it growing more and more
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like a grea thrush’s nest! From the very
beginning of the building o it he sept by
its sde, and dten woke up to say swed
things to it, and after it was lined with mud
and the mud haed dried he dways dlept in it.
He slegsin his nest still, and hes a fascinat-
ing way of curling round in it, for it is just
large enoughto hald him comfortably when
he aurls roundlike akitten. It is brown in-
side, of course, but outside it is mostly green,
being woven o grassand twigs, and when
these wither or snap the walls are thatched
afresh. There are dso a few feahers here
and there, which came off the thrushes while
they were building.

The other birds were extremely jealous,
and said that the boat would na balance
on the water, but it lay most beautifully
steady; they said the water would come
into it, but no water came into it. Next
they said that Peter had no ars, and this
caused the thrushes to look at ead aher
in dsmay; but Peter replied that he had
no read of oars, for he had a sail, and
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with such a proud, happy facehe produced
a sail which he had fashioned out of his
nightgown, and though it was 4gill rather
like a nightgown it made a lovely salil.
And that night, the moon keing full, and
al the birds asleep, he did enter his corade
(as Master Francis Pretty would have said)
and depart out of the idand. And firgt,
he knew not why, he looked upward, with
his hands clasped, and from that moment
his eyes were pinned to the west.

He had promised the thrushes to begin by
making short voyages, with them as his
guides, but far away he saw the Kensing-
ton Gardens bedkoning to him beneah the
bridge, and he could na wait. His face
was flushed, but he never looked bad;
there was an exultation in his little breast
that drove out fear. Was Peter the least
galant of the English mariners who have
sail ed westward to med the Unknown?

At first, his boat turned round and
round and he was driven badk to the
place of his darting, whereupon te short-
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ened sail, by removing one of the sleeves,
and was forthwith caried badkwards by a
contrary breeze to his no small peril. He
now let go the sail, with the result that he
was drifted towards the far shore, where
are bladk shadows he knew nat the dangers
of, but suspeded them, and so orce more
hoisted his nightgown and went roomer of
the shadows until he caight a favouring
wind, which bae him westward, but at so
gred a speal that he was like to be
broke against the bridge. Which, having
avoided, he pased under the bridge and
came, to his great rgoicing, within full
sight of the delectable Gardens. But hav-
ing tried to cast anchor, which was a stone
a the end d a piece of the kite-string,
he found no b#étom, and was fain to hdd
off, se&king for moorage; and, feeling hs
way, he buffeted against a sunken red that
cast him overboard by the greaness of the
shock, and he was nea to being downed,
but clambered badk into the vessl. There
now arose amighty storm, acammpanied by
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roaring d waters, such as he had never
head the like, and he was tossd this way
and that, and his hands so numbed with
the old that he could not close them.
Having escgoed the danger of which, he
was mercifully carried into a small bay,
where his boat rode & peae.

Nevertheless he was not yet in safety;
for, on petending to dsembark, he found
a multitude of small people drawn up on
the shore to contest his landing, and shou-
ing shrilly to him to be off, for it was long
past Lock-out Time. This, with much
brandishing of their haly-leares, and also
a ompany of them caried an arrow which
some boy had left in the Gardens, and
this they were prepared to use & a batter-
ing-ram.

Then Peter, who krew them for the
fairies, cdled out that he was not an
ordinary human and had no desire to do
them displeasure, but to be their friend,
nevertheless having found a jolly harbour,
he was in no temper to draw off there-
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from, and he warned them if they sough
to mischief him to standto their harms.

So saying, he boldly legt ashore, and
they gathered around hm with intent to
day him, but there then arose agred cry
among the women, and it was becaise
they had now observed that his sl was
a baby’'s nightgown. Whereupon they
straightway loved him, and gieved that
their laps were too small, the which |
canna explain, except by saying that
such is the way of women. The men-
fairies now sheahed their wegons on
observing the behaviour of their women,
on whose intelligence they set great store,
and they led hm civilly to ther quee,
who conferred upon hm the murtesy of
the Gardens after Lock-out Time, and
henceforth Peter could go whither he
chose, and the fairies had oders to pu
him in comfort.

Such was his first voyage to the Gardens,
and you may gather from the antiquity
of the language that it took place along
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time go. But Peter never grows any
older, and if we could be watching for
him under the bridge to-night (but, of
course, we can't), | dare say we shoud
see him hoisting his nightgown and sail-
ing or padding towards us in the Thrush’'s
Nest. When he sails, he sits down, but
he stands up to paddle. | shall tell you
presently how he got his paddle.

Long lefore the time for the opening
of the gates comes he steds bad to the
island, for people must not see him (he is
not so human as al that), but this gives
him hous for play, and ke plays exadly as
red children pay. At least he thinks 9,
and it is one of the pathetic things about
him that he often plays quite wrondy.

You see he had no ore to tell him
how children redly play, for the fairies
are dl more or lessin hiding urtil dusk,
and so knowv nothing, and though the
birds pretended that they could tell him
a grea ded, when the time for telling
came, it was wonderful how little they
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redly knew. They told him the truth
abou hide-and-se&k, and he often plays
it by himself, but even the ducks on the
Round Pond coud na explan to him
what it is that makes the pond so fascin-
ating to boys. Every night the ducks
have forgotten all the events of the day,
except the number of pieces of cake
thrown to them. They are gloomy crea
tures, and say that cake is not what it
wasin their young ays.

So Peter had to find ou many things
for himself. He often played ships at
the Round Pond, but his sip was only a
hoop which he had found on the grass
Of course, he had never seen a hoop and
he wondered what you day at with them,
and dedded that you fday at pretending
they are boats. This hoop aways sank at
once, but he waded in for it, and some-
times he dragged it gledully round the
rim of the pond and he was quite proud
to think that he had dscovered what boys
dowith hooys.
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Ancther time, when he found a dild’'s
pail, he thought it was for sitting in, and
he sat so hard in it that he could scacdy
get out of it. Also he found a balloon
It was boblhng abou on the Hump, quite
as if it was having a game by itself, and
he caight it after an exciting chase. But
he thought it was a ball, and Jenny Wren
had told him that boys kick balls, so he
kicked it; and after that he ooud na
findit anywhere.

Perhaps the most surprising thing he
found was a perambulator. It was under
a lime-tree, nea the entrance to the Fairy
Queen’'s Winter Palace (which is within
the drcle of the seven Spanish chestnuts),
and Peter approached it warily, for the
birds had never mentioned such things to
him. Lest it was dive, he aldressd it
politely; and then, as it gave no answer,
he went neaer and felt it cautiously. He
gave it a little push, and it ran from him,
which made him think it must be dive
after al; but, as it had run from him, he
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was not afraid. So he stretched ou his
hand to pdl it to him, but this time it
ran a him, and he was © aarmed that
he legt the railing and scudded away to
his boat. You must not think, however,
that he was a coward, for he ame badk
next night with a crust in ore hand and
a stick in the other, but the perambulator
had gore, and he never saw any other ore.
| have promised to tell you also abou
his paddle. It was a dild’'s spade which
he had found rear St. Govor's Well, and
he thougtt it was a paddle.

Do you gty Peter Pan for making these
mistakes? If so, | think it rather slly of
you. What | mean is that, of course, one
must pity him now and then, but to pty
him al the time would be impertinence
He though he had the most splendid
time in the Gardens, and to think you
have it is amost quite & good as redly
to have it. He played withou ceasing,
while you dten waste time by being mad-
dog a Mary-Annish. He could be neither
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of these things, for he had never head of
them, but do you think he is to be pitied
for that?

Oh, he was merry! He was as much
merrier than you, for instance as you are
merrier than your father. Sometimes he
fell, like aspinning-top, and from sheer merri-
ment. Have you seen a greyhound legp-
ing the fences of the Gardens? That is
how Peter legs them.

And think o the music of his pipe.
Gentlemen who wak home & night write
to the papers to say they head a night-
ingale in the Gardens, but it is redly
Peter's pipe they hea. Of course, he
had no mother—at least, what use was
she to hm? You can be sorry for him
for that, but don't be too sorry, for the
next thing | mean to tell you is how he
revisited her. It was the fairies who gave
him the dhance
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LOCK-OUT TIME

IT is frightfully difficult to know much
abou the fairies, and amost the only thing
known for cetain is that there ae fairies
wherever there ae dildren. Long ago
children were forbidden the Gardens, and
at that time there was not a fairy in the
place then the dildren were almitted,
and the fairies came troopng in that very
evening. They can't resist following the
children, but you seldom see them, partly
becaise they live in the daytime behind
the railings, where you are not alowed to
go, and also partly becaise they are so
cunnng. They are not a bit cunning after
Lock-out, but until Lock-out, my word!
When you were a bird you krew the
fairies pretty well, and you remember a
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goad ded about them in your babyhood
which it is a grea pity you can't write
down, for gradualy you forget, and | have
head o children who cedared that they
had never once seen a fairy. Very likey
if they said this in the Kensington Gardens,
they were standing looking at a fairy dl
the time. The reason they were deaed
was that she pretended to be something
else. This is one of their best tricks. They
usualy pretend to be flowers, because the
court sits in the Fairies Basin, and there
are so many flowers there, and all along
the Baby Walk, that a flower is the thing
least likely to attrad attention. They dress
exadly like flowers, and change with the
seasons, putting on white when lilies are
in and blue for bluebells, and so on. They
like aocus and hyaanth time best of all,
as they are partial to a bit of colour, but
tulips (except white ones, which are the
fairy cradles) they consider garish, and they
sometimes put off dressng like tulips for
days, so that the beginning of the tulip
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weeks is amost the best time to cach
them.

When they think you are not looking
they skip aong petty lively, but if you
look, and they fea there is no time to hide,
they stand qute till pretending to be
flowers. Then, after you have passed with-
out knowing that they were fairies, they
rush home and tell their mothers they have
had such an adventure. The Fairy Basin,
you remember, is al covered with ground
ivy (from which they make their castor ail),
with flowers growing in it here and there.
Most of them redly are flowers, but some
of them are fairies. You rever can be sure
of them, but a good pan is to wak by
looking the other way, and then turn rourd
sharply. Ancther good pan, which David
and | sometimes follow, is to stare them
down. After a long time they can’'t help
winking, and then you knawv for certain
that they arefairies.

There ae aso numbers of them aong
the Baby Walk, which is a famous gentle
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place as spots frequented by fairies are
cdled. Once twenty-four of them had an
extraordinary adventure. They were aqgirls
schod out for a walk with the governess
and all weaing hyadnth gowvns, when she
suddenly put her finger to her mouth, and
then they all stood still on an empty bed and
pretended to be hyadnths. Unfortunately
what the governess had head was two
gardeners coming to plant new flowers in
that very bed. They were wheding a hand-
cat with the flowers in it, and were quite
surprised to find the bed occupied. ‘Pity
to lift them hyacinths,’ said the one man.
‘Duke’s orders,’ replied the other, and,
having emptied the cat, they dug upthe
boarding schod and put the poor, terrified
things in it in five rows. Of course, neither
the governess nor the girls dare let on that
they were fairies, so they were carted far
away to a poatting-shed, out of which they
escgped in the night withou their shoes,
but there was a grea row abou it among
the parents, and the schod was ruined.
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As for their houses, it is no use looking
for them, becaise they are the ead op-
posite of our houses. You can see our
houses by day but you can't see them by
dark. Well, you can see their houses by
dark, but you can't see them by day, for
they are the olour of night, and | never
head of any one yet who could see night
in the daytime. This does not mean that
they are bladk, for night has its colours
just as day has, but ever so much brighter.
Their blues and reds and geens are like
ours with a light behind them. The paace
is entirely built of many-coloured gasses,
and it is quite the loveliest of al royd
residences, but the queen sometimes com-
plains becaise the mmmon people will pee
in to see what she is doing. They are very
inquisitive folk, and pressquite hard against
the glass and that is why their noses are
mostly snubby. The streds are miles long
and very twisty, and have paths on ead
side made of bright worsted. The birds
used to sted the worsted for their nests,
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but a paliceman has been appointed to hold
on at the other end.

One of the gred differences between the
fairies and ws is that they never do any-
thing useful. When the first baby laughed
for the first time, his laugh broke into a
million peces, and they al went skipping
abou. That was the beginning of fairies,
They look tremendouwsly busy, you know,
as if they had nd a moment to spare, but
if you were to ask them what they are
doing, they could nat tell you in the least.
They are frightfully ignarant, and everything
they do is make-believe. They have a post-
man, but he never cdls except at Christmas
with his little box, and though they have
beautiful schods, nothing is taught in them;
the youngest child being chief person is
aways eleded mistress and when she has
cdled the roll, they all go ou for a wak
and rever come badk. It is a very notice-
able thing that, in fairy families, the
youngest is always chief person, and wsually
becmes a prince or princess and chil dren
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remember this, and think it must be so
among humans also, and that is why they
are often made uneasy when they come
upon their mother furtively putting new
frill s onthe basinette.

You have probably observed that your
baby-sister wants to do all sorts of things
that your mother and her nurse want her
nat to do—to stand up at sitting-down time,
and to sit down at stand-up time, for in-
stance, or to wake up when she should fall
asleq, or to crawl on the floor when she
is weaing her best frock, and so on and
perhaps you pu this down to naughtiness
But it is nat; it smply means that she is
doing as de has seen the fairies do; she
begins by following their ways, and it takes
abou two yeas to get her into the human
ways. Her fits of pasgon, which are awful
to behad, and are usualy cdled tedhing,
are no such thing; they are her naturd
exasperation, because we don't understand
her, though she is talking an intelligible
language. She is talking fairy. The reason
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mothers and nuses know what her remarks
mean, before other people know, as that
‘Guch’ means ‘Giveit to me & once,” while
‘Wa is ‘Why do you wea such a funny
hat? is becaise, mixing so much with
babies, they have picked up a little of the
fairy language.

Of late David has been thinking bad hard
abou the fairy tongue, with his hands clutch-
ing hs temples, and he has remembered a
number of their phrases which | shall tell
you some day if | dont forget. He had
head them in the days when he was a
thrush, and though | suggested to him that
perhaps it is redly bird language he is re-
membering, he says nat, for these phrases
are dou fun and adventures, and the birds
talked of nothing bu nest-building. He dis-
tinctly remembers that the birds used to go
from spat to spat like ladies at shop windows,
looking at the diff erent nests and saying, ‘Not
my colour, my dear,” and ‘How would that
do with a soft lining? and ‘But will i t wear?
and ‘What hideous trimming!” and so on
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The fairies are exquisite dancers, and that
is why one of the first things the baby does
IS to sign to you to danceto him and then to
cry when you doit. They hold their greda
ballsin the open air, in what is cdled afairy
ring. For weeks afterwards you can seethe
ring an the grass It is not there when they
begin, but they make it by waltzing rourd
and round. Sometimes you will find mush-
rooms inside the ring, and these ae fairy
chairs that the servants have forgotten to
clea away. The dairs and the rings are
the only tell-tale marks these little people
leave behind them, and they would remove
even these were they not so fond of dancing
that they toe it till the very moment of the
opening d the gates. David and | once
found afairy ring qute warm.

But there is adso a way of finding ou
abou the bal before it takes place You
know the boards which tell at what time the
Gardens are to close to-day. Well, these
tricky fairies sometimes dyly change the
board on a bal night, so that it says the
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Gardens are to close & six-thirty, for in-
stance, instead of at seven. This enables
them to get begun relf an hou ealier.

If on such anight we could remain behind
in the Gardens, as the famous Maimie Man-
nering dd, we might see delicious sights;
hundeds of lovely fairies hastening to the
ball, the married ones weaing their wedding
rings rourd their waists; the gentlemen, all
in unform, holding upthe ladies' trains, and
linkmen running in front carying winter
cherries, which are the fary-lanterns; the
cloakroom where they put on ther silver
dippers and et a ticket for their wraps;
the flowers dreaming up from the Baby
Walk to look on and aways welcome be-
cause they can lend a pin; the supper-table,
with Queen Mab at the head o it, and
behind her chair the Lord Chamberlain,
who caries a dandelion on which he blows
when her Mgjesty wants to know the time.

The tabledoth” varies acording to the
seasons, and in May it is made of chestnut-'
blosom. The way the fairy servants do is
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this:. The men, scores of them, climb up
the trees and shake the branches, and the
blosom fals like snow. Then the lady
servants sveep it together by whisking their
skirts until it is exadly like a tabledoth,
andthat is how they get their tabledoth.
They have red glasses and red wine of
three kinds, namely, bladkthorn wine, ber-
berris wine, and cowslip wine, and the
Queen pous out, but the baitles are so
heavy that she just pretends to pour odut.
There is bread-and-butter to begin with,
of the size of a thregpenny bit; and cakes
to end with, and they are so small that
they have no crumbs. The fairies st round
on mushrooms, and at first they are well-
behaved and always cough df the table,
and so on, but after a bit they are not so
well-behaved and stick their fingers into
the butter, which is got from the roots of
old trees, and the redly horrid ores crawl
over the tabledoth chasing sugar or other
delicages with their tonguwes. When the
Queen sees them doing this se signs to
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the servants to wash up and pu away, and
then everybody adjourns to the dance, the
Queen walking in front while the Lord
Chamberlain walks behind her, carying
two little pats, one of which contains the
juice of wallflower and the other the juice
of Solomon’'s sals. Wallflower juiceis good
for reviving dancers who fall to the grourd
in a fit, and Solomon's wds juice is for
bruises. They bruise very easlly, and when
Peter plays faster and faster they foot it
till they fall down in fits. For, as you
know without my telling you, Peter Pan
is the fairies orchestra He sits in the
midde of the ring, and they would never
dream of having a smart dance nowadays
withou him. ‘P. P’ is written on the
corner of the invitation-cads snt out by
al redly good families. They are grateful
little people, too, and at the princesss
coming-of-age ball (they come of age on
their second brthday and have a birthday
every month) they gave him the wish of
his heat.
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The way it was dore was this. The
Quean ardered him to kned, and then said
that for playing so beautifully she would
give him the wish of his heat. Then they
al gathered round Peter to hea what was
the wish o his heat, but for a long time
he hesitated, not being certain what it was
himself.

‘If 1 chose to go back to mother,” he asked
at last, ‘could you gve me that wish?

Now this question vexed them, for were
he to return to his mother they shoud
lose his music, so the Queen tilted her
nose ntemptuowsly and said, ‘Pooh! ask
for amuch bigger wish than that.’

‘| sthat quite alittle wish? heinquired.

‘As little & this,’ the Queen answered,
putting her hands nea ead aher.

‘What sizeisabig wish? he asked.

She measured it off on her skirt and it
was avery handsome length.

Then Peter reflected and said, ‘Waell,
then, | think | shall have two little wishes
instead of one big ore.’
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Of course, the fairies had to agree though
his cleverness rather shocked them, and
he said that his first wish was to go to
his mother, but with the right to return
to the Gardens if he found her disappoint-
ing. His somnd wish he would hdd in
reserve.

They tried to dsauade him, and even pu
obstadesin the way.

‘I can gve you the power to fly to her
house,’ the Queen said, ‘but | can’'t open
the doa for you.’

‘The window | flew out at will be open,’
Peter said confidently. ‘Mother aways
kegos it open in the hope that | may fly
bad.’

‘How do you knaw? they asked, quite
surprised, and, redly, Peter could nd
explain hav he knew.

‘| just do know,’” he said.

S0 as he persisted in his wish, they had
to gant it. The way they gave him power
to fly was this. They al tickled him on
the shouder, and soon e felt a funry
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itching in that part, and then up he rose
higher and higher, and flew away ou of
the Gardens and over the housetops.

It was © delicious that instead of flying
straight to his own hame he skimmed away
over St. Paul’s to the Crystal Palace ad
badk by the river and Regent’s Park, and
by the time he reached his mother’s window
he had qute made up hs mind that his
seaondwish shoud be to become a bird.

The windonv was wide open, just as he
knew it would be, and in he fluttered, and
there was his mother lying asleeg. Peter
alighted softly on the wooden rail at the
foot of the bed and had a good look at
her. She lay with her head on her hand,
and the hdlow in the pillow was like a
nest lined with her brown wavy har. He
remembered, though e had long forgaotten
it, that she dways gave her hair a holiday
at night. How swed the frill s of her night-
gown were!l He was very glad she was
such a pretty mother.

But she looked sad, and he knew why
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she looked sad. One of her arms moved
as if it wanted to go round something, and
he knew what it wanted to goround

‘O mother!” said Peter to himself, ‘if
you just knew who is stting on the rail
at the foot of the bed.’

Very gently he patted the little mound
that her fed made, and he @uld see by
her face that she liked it. He knew he
had bu to say ‘Mother’ ever so softly,
and she would wake up. They aways
wake up a once if it is you that says
their name. Then she would gve such a
joyous cry and sgueeze him tight. How
nice that would be to him, but oh! how
exquisitely delicious it would be to her.
That, | am afraid, is how Peter regarded
it. In returning to his mother he never
doulted that he was giving her the gredest
tred a woman can have. Nothing can be
more splendid, he thought, than to have
a little boy of your own. How proud of
him they are! and very right and proper,
too.
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But why does Peter sit so long onthe
rail; why does he not tell his mother that
he has come bad?

| quite shrink from the truth, which is
that he sat there in two minds. Some-
times he looked longngly a his mother,
and sometimes he looked longingly at the
window. Certainly it would be pleasant to
be her boy again, but on the other hand,
what times those had been in the Gardens!
Was he so sure that he should enjoy wea-
ing clothes again? He popped off the bed
and opened some drawers to have alook
at his old garments. They were still there,
but he could na remember how you pu
them on. The socks, for instance were
they worn on the hands or on the fed?
He was abou to try one of them on hs
hand, when he had a grea adventure.
Perhaps the drawer had cresked; at any
rate, his mother woke up, for he head her
say ‘Peter,; as if it was the most lovely
word in the language. He remained sitting
on the floor and held his breah, wonder-
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ing hav she knew that he had come bad.
If she said ‘Peter’ again, he meant to cry
‘Mother’ and run to her. But she spoke
no more, she made little moans only, and
when he next pegued a her she was once
more aslee, with teason her face.

It made Peter very miserable, and what
do you think was the first thing he did?
Sitting onthe rail at the foot of the bed,
he played a beautiful lullaby to his mother
on hs pipe. He had made it up hmself
out of the way she said ‘Peter, and he
never stopped paying uril she looked
happy.

He though this  clever of him that
he wuld scacdy resist wakening her to
hea her say, ‘O Peter, how exquisitely you
play!” However, as $ie now seemed com-
fortable, he again cast looks at the window.
You must not think that he meditated fly-
ing away and rever coming badk. He had
quite dedded to be his mother’s boy, but
hesitated abou beginning to-night. It was
the seond wish which trouded him. He
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no longer meant to make it a wish to be
a bird, but not to ask for a second wish
seemed wasteful, and, of course, he would
not ask for it withou returning to the
fairies. Also, if he put off asking for his
wish too long it might go bad. He asked
himself if he had na been hard-heated
to fly away withou saying gad-bye to
Solomon. ‘I shoud like awvfully to sail in
my boat just once more,’” he said wistfully
to his deging mother. He quite argued
with her as if she coud hea him. ‘It
would be so splendid to tell the birds of
this adventure,’ he said coaxingly. ‘I pro-
mise to come back,” he said solemnly, and
meant it, too.

And in the end, you know, he flew away.
Twice he @ame badk from the window,
wanting to kiss his mother, but he feaed
the delight of it might waken her, so at
last he played her a lovely kiss on hs
pipe, and then he flew badk to the
Gardens.

Many nights, and even months, passd
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before he asked the fairies for his second
wish; and | am not sure that | quite
know why he delayed so long. One reason
was that he had so many goodbyes to say,
nat only to his particular friends, but to a
hunded favourite spats. Then he had hs
last sail, and his very last sail, and hs last
sall of al, and so on. Again, a number of
farewell feasts were given in his horour;
and ancther comfortable resson was that,
after all, there was no hury, for his mother
would never weay of waiting for him. This
last resson dspleassed dd Solomon, for it
was an encouragement to the birds to pro-
crastinate. Solomon hed several excdlent
mottoes for keeuing them at their work,
such as ‘Never put off laying to-day
becaise you can lay to-morrow,” and ‘In
this world there ae no seamnd chances,’
and yet here was Peter galy putting df
and nore the worse for it. The birds
pointed this out to ead aher, and fell
into lazy habits.

But, mind you, thoughPeter was 0 slow
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in gang bad to his mother, he was quite
deaded to go badk. The best proof of
this was his caution with the fairies. They
were most anxious that he shoud remain
in the Gardens to play to them, and to
bring this to pass they tried to trick him
into making such a remark as ‘I wish the
grass was not so wet,’ and some of them
danced out of time in the hope that he
might cry, ‘I do wish you would kee
time!’ Then they would have said that
this was his soond wish. But he smoked
their design, and though on occasions he
began, ‘1 wish——' he dways gopped in
time. So when a last he said to them
bravely, ‘I wish now to go ladk to mother
for ever and aways,’ they had to tickle his
shouders and let him go.

He went in a hurry in the end, because
he had dreamt that his mother was crying,
and he knew what was the grea thing she
cried for, and that a hug from her splendid
Peter would quickly make her to smile.
Oh! he felt sure of it, and so eager was he
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to be nestling in her arms that this time
he flew straight to the window, which was
alwaysto be open for him.

But the window was closed, and there
were iron bars on it, and peeing inside
he saw his mother slegping peacéully with
her arm aroundancther littl e boy.

Peter cdled, ‘Mother! mother!” but she
head hm nat; in vain he bea his little
limbs against the iron bars. He had to fly
bad, sobling, to the Gardens, and he never
saw his dea again. What a glorious boy
he had meant to be to her! Ah, Peter!
we who have made the grea mistake, how
differently we shoud al ad at the second
chance But Solomon was right—there is
no sewmnd chance, not for most of us.
When we read the window it is Lock-out
Time. Theiron barsare upfor life.
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V
THE LITTLE HOUSE

EVERYBODY has head o the Little House
in the Kensington Gardens, which is the
only houwse in the whde world that the
fairies have built for humans. But no e
has redly seen it, except just threeor four,
and they have not only seen it but sept in
it, and urless you dee in it you rever
seeit. This is because it is not there when
you lie down, but it is there when you
wake up and step ouside.

In a kind d way every one may see it,
but what you seeis not redly it, but only
the light in the windows. You see the
light after Lock-out Time. David, for in-
stance saw it quite distinctly far away
among the trees as we were going home
from the pantomime, and Oliver Bailey
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saw it the night he stayed so late & the
Temple, which is the name of his father’s
office. Angela Clare, who loves to have a
tooth extraded becaise then she is treded
to teain a shop, saw more than ore light,
she saw hundreds of them all together; and
this must have been the fairies building
the houwse, for they build it every night,
and always in a different part of the Gar-
dens. She thought one of the lights was
bigger than the others, though she was not
quite sure, for they jumped abou so, and
it might have been ancother one that was
bigger. But if it was the same one, it was
Peter Pan’'s light. Hegps of children have
seen the light, so that is nothing. But
Maimie Mannering was the famous one for
whom the house was first built.

Maimie was aways rather a strange girl,
and it was at night that she was drange.
She was four yeas of age, and in the day-
time she was the ordinary kind. She was
pleased when her brother Tony, who was a
magnificent fellow of six, took ndice of her,
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and she looked up to him in the right way,
and tried in vain to imitate him, and was
flattered rather than annoyed when he
shoved her about. Also, when she was
batting, she would pause though the ball
was in the ar to point out to you that she
was weaing rew shoes. She was quite
the ordinary kindin the daytime.

But as the shades of night fell, Tony,
the swaggerer, lost his contempt for Maimie
and eyed her feafully; and o wonder, for
with dark there came into her face a look
that | can describe only as a leay look
It was also a serene look that contrasted
grandy with Tony’s uneasy glances. Then
he would make her presents of his favourite
toys (which he dways took away from her
next morning), and she acceted them with
a disturbing smile. The reason he was now
beamme so whealling and she so mysterious
was (in brief) that they knew they were
abou to be sent to bed. It was then that
Maimie was terrible. Tony entreaed her
not to do it to-night, and the mother and
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their coloured nuse threaened her, but
Maimie merely smiled her agitating smile.
And by and by when they were done with
their night-light she would start up in bed
crying ‘Hsh! what was that? Tony be-
seedies her, ‘It was nothing—don't, Maimie,
dont’ and pdls the shed over his heal.
‘It is coming rearer!” she aies. ‘Oh, look
a it, Tony! It is feding your bed with
its horns—it is boring for you, O Tony, oh!”
and she desists not until he rushes down-
stairs in his combinations, screeding. When
they came up to whip Maimie they usualy
found her deging tranqully—not sham-
ming, you know, but redly sleging, and
looking like the swedest little angel, which
seems to me to make it almost worse.

But of course it was daytime when they
were in the Gardens, and then Tony did
most of the talking. You could gather
from his tak that he was a very brave
boy, and no o was © proud of it as
Maimie. She would have loved to have
a ticket on her saying that she was his
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gsister. And a no time did she admire
him more than when he told her, as he
often dd with splendid firmness that one
day he meait to reman behind in the
Gardens after the gates were dosed.

‘O Tony,” she would say with awful re-
sped, ‘but the fairies will be so angry!’

‘| daresay,’ replied Tony carelesdy.

‘Perhaps,’ she said, thrilling, ‘Peter Pan
will giveyouasail in hisboat!

‘I shall make him, replied Tony; no
wonder she was proudof him.,

But they shoud not have talked so loudy,
for one day they were overheard by a fairy
who had been gathering skeleton leaves,
from which the little people weave their
summer curtains, and after that Tony was
a marked boy. They loosened the rails
before he sat on them, so that down he
came on the badk of his head; they tripped
him up by caching his boa-lace, and kribed
the ducks to sink his boat. Nealy dl
the nasty acadents you med with in the
Gardens occur because the fairies have
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taken an ill-will to you, and so it behoves
you to be caeful what you say abou
them.

Maimie was one of the kind who like to
fix a day for doing things, but Tony was
not that kind, and when she aked him
which day he was to remain behind in the
Gardens after Lock-out he merely replied,
‘Just some day’; he was quite vague aou
which day except when she asked, ‘Will
it be to-day? and then he oould aways
say for certain that it would na be to-day.
So she saw that he was waiting for a red
goodchance

This brings us to an afternoon when the
Gardens were white with snow, and there
was ice on the Round Pond not thick
enoughto skate on, but at least you could
gpail it for to-morrow by flinging stones,
and many bright little boys and grls were
doing that.

When Tony and hs sster arrived they
wanted to go straight to the pond, but
their ayah said they must take a sharp
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walk first, and as she said this $e glanced
at the time-board to see when the Gardens
closed that night. It read half-past five.
Poor ayah! she is the one who laughs
continuously becaise there ae so many
white dildren in the world, but she was
nat to laugh much more that day.

Well, they went up the Baby Walk and
badk, and when they returned to the time-
board she was surprised to see that it now
read five o'clock for closing-time. But she
was unacquainted with the tricky ways of
the fairies, and so did not see (as Maimie
and Tony saw a once) that they had
changed the hour becaise there was to be
a bal to-night. She said there was only
time now to walk to the top d the Hump
and badk, and as they trotted along with
her she little guessed what was thrilli ng
their little bressts. You see the chance
had come of seeing a fairy ball. Never,
Tony felt, coud he hope for a better
chance

He had to fed this for Maimie so plainly
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felt it for him. Her eager eyes asked the
guestion, ‘Is it to-day? and he gasped
and then nodad. Mamie dlipped her
hand into Tony’s, and hers was hot, but
his was cold. She did a very kind thing;
she took off her scaf and cave it to him.
‘I'n case you shoud fed cold,” she whis-
pered. Her face was aglow, but Tony’'s
was very gloomy.

As they turned on the top of the Hump
he whispered to her, ‘I'm afrad nuse
would see me, so | shan't be &le to do
it.

Maimie amired him more than ever for
being afraid of nathing but their ayah, when
there were so many unknown terrors to
fea, and she said aoud ‘Tony, | shall
race you to the gate, and in a whisper,
‘Then you can hide,” and df they ran.

Tony could always outdistance her easily,
but never had she known him speed away
so quckly as now, and she was are he
hurried that he might have more time to
hide. ‘Brave, brave!’ her dating eyes were
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crying when she got a drealful shock;
instead of hiding, her hero had run ou at
the gate! At this bitter sight Maimie
stopped blankly, as if al her lapful of
darling treasures were suddenly spill ed,
and then for very disdain she ould nd
sob; in a swell of protest against all pul-
ing cowards e ran to St. Govor's Well
and hdin Tony’s gead.

When the &ah readed the gate and
saw Tony far in front she thought her
other charge was with hm and passd
out. Twilight crept over the Gardens,
and hundreds of people passed out, includ-
ing the last one, who aways has to run for
it, but Maimie saw them not. She had
shut her eyes tight and dued them with
pasdonate teas. When she opened them
something very cold ran up her legs and
up her arms and dropped into her heat.
It was the stillness of the Gardens. Then
she head clang then from another part
clang then clang clang far away. It was
the Closing d the Gates.
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Immediately the last clang had ded away
Maimie distinctly head a voice say, ‘So
that's al right.” It had a wooden sourd
and seemed to come from above, and she
looked up in time to see @ elm-tree
stretching ou its arms and yawning.

She was abou to say, ‘| never knew you
could spe&k!” when a metallic voice that
seemed to come from the ladle & the well
remarked to the dm, ‘I suppcse it is a
bit coldish up there? and the dm replied,
‘Not particularly, but you do get numb
standing so long on ore leg, and he
flapped his arms vigoroudly just as the cd-
men do lefore they drive off. Maimie was
quite surprised to see that a number of
other tall trees were doing the same sort
of thing, and she stole avay to the Baby
Walk and crouched olservantly under a
Minorca haly which shrugged its shoulders
but did na seem to mind her.

She was nat in the least cold. She was
weaing a russt-coloured pelisee aad hed
the hoad over her heal, so that naothing
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of her showed except her dea little face
and her curls. The rest of her red self was
hidden far away inside so many warm gar-
ments that in shape she seemed rather
like abal. She was abou forty round the
waist.

There was a good ad going on in the
Baby Walk, where Maimie arrived in time
to see amagndia and a Persian lilac step
over the raling and set off for a smart
walk. They moved in a jerky sort of way
catanly, but that was becaise they used
crutches. An elderberry hobHded aaoss
the walk, and stood chatting with some
young quinces, and they al had crutches.
The autches were the sticks that are tied
to young trees and shrubs. They were
quite familiar objeds to Maimie,” but she
had never known what they were for until
to-night.

She pegoed up the wak and saw her
first fairy. He was a stred boy fairy who
was runnng upthe walk closing the weep-
ing trees. The way he did it was this. he
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presed a spring in the trunks and they
shut like umbrellas, deluging the little
plants beneah with snow. ‘O you reughty,
naughty child” Maimie cried indignantly,
for she knew what it was to have a drip-
ping umbrella éou your ears.

Fortunately the mischievous fellow was
out of eashat, but a drysanthemum heard
her, and said so pointedly, ‘Hoity-toity,
what is this? that she had to come out
and show herself. Then the whole vege-
table kingdom was rather puzzed what
to da

‘Of course it is no affair of ours’ a
spinde-tree said after they had whispered
together, ‘but you knowv quite well you
ought not to be here, and perhaps our
duty is to report you to the fairies; what
doyouthink yourself?

‘I think you shoud not,, Maimie replied,
which so perplexed them that they said
petulantly there was no arguing with her.
‘I wouldn't ask it of you,” she assured them,
‘if 1 thought it was wrong’ and d course
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after this they could na well cary tales.
They then said, ‘Well-a-day,” and ‘Such is
life, for they can be frightfully sarcastic;
but she felt sorry for those of them who hed
no crutches, and she said goodnaturedly,
‘Before | go to the fairies ball, | shoud
like to take you for a walk one & a time;
you can lean onme, you know.’

At this they clapped their hands, and
she escorted them up the Baby Walk and
badk again, one & a time, putting an arm
or a finger round the very frail, setting
their leg right when it got too ridiculous,
and treaing the foreign ores quite &
courteously as the English, though she
could na understand aword they said.

They behaved well on the whale, though
some whimpered that she had not taken
them as far as she took Nancy or Grace
or Dorothy, and ahers jagged her, but it
was quite unintentional, and she was too
much of alady to cry out. So much walk-
ing tired her, and she was anxious to be
off to the ball, but she no longer felt afraid.
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The reason she felt no more fea was that
it was now night-time, and in the dark,
you remember, Maimie was always rather
strange.

They were now loth to let her go, for,
‘If the fairies e you,’ they warned her,
‘they will mischief you—stab you to deah,
or compel you to nuse their children, or
turn you into something tedious, like an
evergrean o0ak.” As they said this they
looked with affected pity at an evergreen
oak, for in winter they are very envious
of the evergreans.

‘Oh, lal” replied the oak bitingly, ‘how
deliciously cosy it is to stand here buttoned
to the nedk and watch you poo naked
credures sivering.’

This made them sulky, though they had
redly brought it on themselves, and they
drew for Maimie avery gloomy picture of
the perils that would face her if she in-
sisted on gang to the ball.

She leaned from a purple filbert that
the court was nat in its usual good temper
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at present, the caise being the tantalising
heat of the Duke of Christmas Daisies.
He was an Oriental fairy, very poaly of
a dreadful complaint, namely, inability to
love, and though he had tried many ladies
in many lands he wuld na fal in love
with ore of them. Queen Mab, who rules
in the Gardens, had been confident that
her girls would bewitch him, but alas! his
heat, the doctor said, remained cold. This
rather irritating doctor, who was his private
physician, felt the Duke's heat immedi-
ately after any lady was presented, and then
aways ook hs bald head and murmured,
‘Cold, quite mld.” Naturally Queen Mab
felt disgraced, and first she tried the dfed
of ordering the @urt into teas for nine
minutes, and then she blamed the Cupids
and ceaed that they shoudd wea foads
cgps until they thawed the Duke's frozen
heat.

‘How | shoud love to see the Cupids
in their dea little fools cgos’ Maimie
cried, and away she ran to look for them
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very redklesdy, for the Cupids hate to be
laughed at.

It is always easy to dscover where a
fairies bal is being held, as ribbons are
stretched between it and all the popuous
parts of the Gardens, on which those in-
vited may walk to the dance without wet-
ting their pumps. This night the ribbors
were red, and looked very pretty on the
snow.

Maimie walked alongside one of them for
some distance withou meding anybody,
bu at last she saw a fairy cavalcade
approadiing. To her surprise they seemed
to be returning from the ball, and she had
just time to hide from them by bending
her knees and hdding out her arms and
pretending to be a garden chair. There
were six horsemen in front and six behind,
in the middle walked a prim lady weaing
a long train held up by two pages, and m
the train, as if it were acouch, reclined a
lovely girl, for in this way do aristocratic
fairies travel about. She was dressed in
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golden rain, but the most enviable part of
her was her ned, which was blue in colour
and of a velvet texture, and of course
showed off her diamond redlace as no
white throat could have glorified it. The
high-born fairies obtain this admired effed
by pricking their skin, which lets the blue
blood come throughand dye them, and you
canna imagine anything so daz4ing unless
you have seen the ladies busts in the
jewellers’ windows.

Maimie dso naiced that the whole caval-
cade seemed to be in a passon, tilting
their noses higher than it can be safe for
even fairies to tilt them, and she concluded
that this must be aiother case in which
the doctor had said, ‘Cold, quite ald.’

WEell, she followed the ribbonto a place
where it beame a bridge over a dry
pudde into which ancther fairy had fallen
and been unable to climb ou. At first
this little damsel was afraid of Maimie,
who most kindy went to her aid, but soon
she sat in her hand chatting caly and
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explaining that her name was Brownie, and
that though orly a poa stred singer she
was on her way to the bal to see if the
Duke would have her.

‘Of course,” she said, ‘I am rather plain,
and this made Maimie uncomfortable, for
indead the simple little aeature was almost
quite plain for afairy.

It was difficult to know what to reply.

‘I see you think | have no chance’
Brownie said falteringly.

I dont say that Mamie aswered
politely; ‘of course your faceis just a tiny
bit homely, bu——" Redly it was quite
awkward for her.

Fortunately she remembered abou her
father and the bazaa. He had gonre to
a fashionable bazaa where dl the most
beautiful ladies in London were on view
for half a aown the semond dhy, but on
his return home, instead of being dsstis
fied with Maimie's mother, he had said,
‘You can't think, my dear, what a relief
it isto see ahomely face gain.’
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Maimie repeaed this gory, andit fortified
Brownie tremendously, indeed she had no
longer the dlightest doult that the Duke
would choose her. So she scudded away
up the ribbon calling ou to Maimie not
to follow lest the Queen shoud mischief
her.

But Maimie's curiosity tugged her for-
ward, and presently at the seven Spanish
chestnuts e saw a wonderful light. She
crept forward urtil she was quite nea it,
and then she pegped from behind a tree.

The light, which was as high as your
head above the ground was composed of
myriads of glow-worms al hading onto
eadh aher, and so forming a dazding
canopy over the fairy ring. There were
thousands of little people looking on, but
they were in shadow and dab in colour
compared to the glorious creaures within
that luminous circle, who were so bewil der-
ingly bright that Maimie had to wink hard
all the time she looked at them.

It was amazng and even irritating to

95



THE LITTLE HOUSE

her that the Duke of Christmas Daisies
shoud be dle to kegp ou of love for a
moment: yet out of love his dusky grac
still was. you could see it by the shamed
looks of the Queen and court (though
they pretended na to cae), by the way
darling ladies brought forward for his
approval burst into teas as they were
told to pass on, and by his own most
dreay face

Maimie could aso seethe pompous doctor
feding the Duke's heat and hea him give
utterance to his parrot cry, and she was
particularly sorry for the Cupids, who stood
in their fools' caps in doscure places and,
every time they head that ‘Cold, quite
cold,” bowed their disgrace littl e heads.

She was disappanted nd to see Peter
Pan, and | may as well tell you nov why
he was © late that night. It was becaise
his boat had ga wedged on the Serpentine
between fields of floatingice through which
he had to bre&k a perilous passage with
his trusty paddle.
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The fairies had as yet scacdy missd
him, for they could na dance so heavy
were their heats. They forget all the steps
when they are sad, and remember them
agan when they are merry. David tells
me that fairies never say, ‘We fed happy’:
what they say is, ‘We fed darcey’

Well, they were looking very undancey
indeed, when sudden laughter broke out
among the onlookers, caused by Brownie,
who hed just arrived and was insisting a
her right to be presented to the Duke.

Maimie craned forward egjerly to see
how her friend fared, thoughshe had redly
no hope;, no ore seemed to have the least
hope except Brownie herself, who, however,
was absolutely confident. She was led
before his grace and the doctor putting a
finger caelesdy on the ducd heat, which
for convenience sake was reached by a
little trap-doar in his diamond shirt, had
begun to say mechanicdly, ‘Cold, qui—,
when he stopped abruptly.

‘What's this? he aied, and first he
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shook the heat like a watch, and then
he put hisea to it.

‘Bless my soul!” cried the doctor, and
by this time of course the excitement among
the spedators was tremendous, fairies faint-
ing right and left.

Everybody stared lreahlesdy at the
Duke, who was very much startled, and
looked as if he would like to run away.
‘Good gadous me!’ the doctor was head
muttering, and row the heat was evidently
on fire, for he had to jerk his fingers away
from it and pu themin his mouth.

The suspense was awful.

Then in a loud vace and bawving low,
‘My Lord Duke,’ said the physician elatedly,
‘I have the honour to inform your excd-
lency that your graceisin love.’

You can't conceive the dfed of it.
Brownie held ou her arms to the Duke
and he flung hmself into them, the Queen
legpt into the arms of the Lord Chamber-
lain, and the ladies of the curt leapt into
the ams of her gentlemen, for it is etiquette
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to follow her example in everything. Thus
in a single moment abou fifty marriages
took dace for if you leg into eat aher’'s
ams it is a fairy wedding. Of course a
clergyman hasto be present.

How the aowd cheeaed and leagt!
Trumpets brayed, the moon came out, and
immediately a thousand couples sized hdd
of its rays as if they were ribbors in a May
dance and waltzed in wild abandon round
the fairy ring. Most gladsome sight of all,
the Cupids plucked the hated fools caps
from their heals and cast them high in the
ar. And then Maimie went and spoiled
everything.

She muldn't help it. She was crazy with
delight over her little friend's goodfortune,
so she took several steps forward and cried
in an ecstasy, ‘O Brownie, how splendid!

Everybody stood still, the music ceased,
the lights went out, and all in the time you
may take to say, ‘Oh dea!” An awful
sense of her peril came upon Maimie; too
late she remembered that she was a lost
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child in a place where no human must be
between the locking and the opening of
the gates, she head the murmur of an
angry multitude; she saw a thousand swords
flashing for her blood and she uttered a
cry of terror andfled.

How she ran! and al the time her eyes
were starting ou of her head. Many times
she lay down, and then quckly jumped up
and ran on again. Her little mind was ©
entangled in terrors that she no longer
knew she was in the Gardens. The one
thing she was sure of was that she must
never ceae to run, and she thought she
was dill running long after she had dropped
in the Figs and gone to seg. She thought
the snowflakes faling an her facewere her
mother kissng her goodnight. She thought
her coverlet of snow was a warm blanket,
and tried to pdl it over her head. And
when she head talking through her dreams
she thought it was mother bringing father
to the nursery doa to look a her as de
dept. But it wasthefairies.
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| am very glad to be ale to say that they
no longer desired to mischief her. When
she rushed away they had rent the ar with
such cries as ‘Slay her!” ‘Turn her into
something extremely unpeasant!” and so
on, but the pursuit was delayed while they
discuseed who should march in front, and
this gave Duchess Brownie time to cast
herself before the Queen and demand a
boon

Every bride has a right to a boon, and
what she asked for was Maimie'slife. *Any-
thing except that, replied Queen Mab
sternly, and all the faries edhoed, ‘Any-
thing except that.” But when they leaned
how Maimie had befriended Brownie and
so enabled her to attend the ball to their
grea glory and renown, they gave three
huzzas for the little human, and set off,
like an army, to thank her, the wurt ad-
vancing in front and the canopy keeping
step with it. They traced Maimie ealy
by her foatprintsin the snow.

But though they found her deep in snow
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in the Figs, it seemed impossble to thank
Maimie, for they could na waken her.
They went through the form of thanking
her—that is to say, the new King stood
on her body and read her a long address
of welcome, but she head na a word of
it. They aso cleaed the snow off her,
but soon she was covered again, and they
saw she was in danger of perishing of
cold.

‘“Turn her into something that does not
mind the old,” seemed a good suggestion
of the doctor's, but the only thing they
could think of that does not mind cold
was a snowflake. ‘And it might melt,
the Queen panted ou, so that idea had
to be given up

A magnificent attempt was made to cary
her to a sheltered spat, but though there
were so many of them she was too heavy.
By this time dl the ladies were crying in
their handkerchiefs, but presently the
Cupids had a lovely idea. ‘Build a house
round ler,” they cried, and at once every-
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body perceived that this was the thing to
do; in a moment a hundred fairy sawyers
were among the branches, architects were
running round Maimie, measuring her; a
bricklayer's yard sprang up at her fed,
seventy-five masons rushed up with the
foundation-stone, and the Queen lad it,
overseas were gpanted to kee the boys
off, scafoldings were run up the whole
place rang with hammers and chisels and
turning-lathes,” and by this time the roof
was on and the glazers were putting in
the windows.

The house was exactly the size of Maimie,
and perfedly lovely. One of her arms was
extended, and this had bahered them for
a seoond, but they built a verandah round
it leading to the front door. The windows
were the size of a @loured picture-bodk
and the doa rather smaller, but it would
be eay for her to get out by taking off the
roof. The fairies, as is their custom, clapped
their hands with delight over their clever-
ness and they were so madly in love with
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the little house that they could nd bea
to think they had finished it. So they
gave it ever so many little extra touches,
and even then they added more etra
touches.

For instance two of them ran upaladder
and pu ona dimney.

‘Now we fea it is quite finished, they
sighed.

But no, for ancther two ran up the ladder,
and tied some smoke to the diimney.

‘That cetanly finishes it;’ they sad
reluctantly.

‘Not at al,” cried a glow-worm; ‘if she
were to wake withou seaeng a night-light
she might be frightened, so | shall be her
night-light.’

‘Wait one moment,’ said a dina mer-
chant, ‘and | shall make you a saucer.’

Now, alas! it was absolutely finished.

Oh, dea nol

‘Gradous me!’ cried a brass manu-
fadurer, ‘there’'s no hande on the doa,’
and he put one on.
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An ironmonger added a scraper, and an
old lady ran up with a door-mat. Car-
penters arrived with a water-butt, and the
paintersinsisted on intingit.

Finished at last!

‘Finished! How can it be finished,” the
plumber demanded scornfully, ‘before hot
and cold are put in? and he put in ha
and cold. Then an army of gardeners
arrived with fairy carts and spades and seeds
and bubs and forcing-houses, and soon
they had a flower-garden to the right of the
verandah, and a vegetable garden to the
left, and roses and clematis on the walls of
the house, and in lesstime than five minutes
al these dea things werein full bloom.

Oh, how beautiful the little house was
now! But it was at last finished true a
true, and they had to leave it and return
to the dance They al kissed their hands
to it as they went away, and the last to go
was Brownie. She stayed a moment behind
the others to drop a pleasant dream down
the chimney.
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All through the night the exquisite little
house stood there in the Figs taking care
of Maimie, and she never knew. She dlept
until the dream was quite finished, and
woke feding celiciously cosy just as morn-
ing was bre&ing from its egg, and then she
amost fell asleg again, and then she cdled
out, ‘Tony,” for she though she was at home
in the nursery. As Tony made no answer
she sat up, whereupon ler head ht the
roof, and it opened like the lid of a box,
and to her bewilderment she saw all arourd
her the Kensington Gardens lying dee in
snow. As de was nat in the nursery she
wondered whether this was redly herself,
so she pinched her cheeks, and then she
knew it was hersdlf, and this reminded her
that she was in the midde of a grea ad-
venture. She remembered now everything
that had happened to her from the dosing
of the gates up to her running away from
the fairies, but how ever,” she asked herself,
had she got into this funny place? She
stepped ou by the roof, right over the
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garden, and then she saw the dear house
in which she had passd the night. It so
entranced her that she ould think of
nothing else.

‘O you darlingd O you sweet! O you
love!’ she aied.

Perhaps a human voice frightened the
littl e house, or maybe it now knew that its
work was done, for no sooner had Maimie
spoken than it began to gow smaler; it
shrank so slowly that she wuld scarce
believe it was drinking, yet she soon knew
that it coud na contain her now. It
aways remained as complete & ever, but
it became smaller and smaler, and the
garden dwindled at the same time, and
the snow crept closer, lapping house and
garden up Now the house was the size
of a little dogs kennel, and nawv of a
Noah's Ark, but still you could see the
smoke and the door-hande and the roses
on the wall, every one complete. The glow-
worm light was waning too, but it was dill
there. ‘Darling, loveliest, don't go!’ Maimie
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cried, faling on her knees, for the little
house was now the size of a red of
thread, but still quite complete. But as
she stretched ou her arms imploringly the
snow crept up on al sides urtil it met
itself, and where the little house had been
was now one unbroken expanse of snow.
Maimie stamped her foot naughtily, and
was putting her fingers to her eyes, when
she head a kind voice say, ‘Don't cry,
pretty human, don't cry,’ and then she
turned round and saw a beautiful little
naked boy regarding her wistfully. She
knew at oncethat he must be Peter Pan.
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PETER’'S GOAT

MAIMIE felt quite shy, but Peter knew naot
what shy was.

‘I hope you have had a good nght,” he
said eanestly.

‘“Thank you,” she replied, ‘| was © cosy
and warm. But you—and she looked at
his nakedness awkwardly—‘don't you fed
the least bit cold?

Now cold was another word Peter had
forgotten, so he answered, ‘I think nd,
but | may be wrong you see | am rather
ignarant. | am not exadly a boy; Solomon
says | am a Betwixt-and-Between.’

‘So that iswhat it is cdled,” said Maimie
thoughtfully.

‘That’s nat my name,’ he explained, ‘my
name is Peter Pan.’
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‘Yes, of course, she said, ‘I know, every-
body knows.’

You can't think how pleased Peter
was to learn that all the people out-
side the gates knew about him. He
begged Maimie to tell him what they
knew and what they said, and she did
so. They were sitting by this time on a
falen tree Peter had cleaed of the
snow for Maimie, but he sat on a snowy
bit himself.

‘Squeeze toser,” Maimie said.

‘What is that? he asked, and she showed
him, and then he did it. They taked
together and he found that people knew a
grea ded abou him, but not everything,
not that he had gore badk to his mother
and been barred ou, for instance and he
said nahing of this to Maimie, for it still
humili ated him.,

‘Do they know that | play games exadly
like red boys? he aked very proudy.
‘O Maimie, please tell them!” But when
he reveded howv he played, by sailing hs
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hoop onthe Round Pond, and so on she
was smply horrified.

‘All your ways of playing,’ she said with
her big eyes on hm, ‘are quite, quite
wrong, and nd in the least like how boys
play.’

Poor Peter uttered a little moan at this,
and he aied for the first time for | know
nat how long. Maimie was extremely sorry
for him, and lent him her handkerchief,
but he didn't know in the least what to
do with it, so she showed him, that is to
say, she wiped her eyes, and then gave it
bak to him, saying, ‘Now you d it,” but
instead of wiping his own eyes he wiped
hers, and she though it best to pretend
that this was what she had meant.

She said ou of pity for him, ‘I shall
give you a kissif you like,’ but though e
once knew, he had long forgotten what
kisees are, and he replied, ‘Thank you,
and held ou his hand, thinking she had
offered to pu something into it. This was
a grea shock to her, but she felt she
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could not explain withou shaming hm, so
with charming ddicag/ she gave Peter a
thimble which happened to be in her pocket,
and petended that it was a kiss. Poor
little boy! he quite believed her, and to
this day he weas it on his finger, though
there can be scarcdy any one who neeals
a thimble so little. You see though still
a tiny child, it was redly yeas and yeas
since he had seen his mother, and | dare
say the baby who had suppanted him was
now a man with whiskers.

But you must not think that Peter Pan
was a boy to pty rather than to admire;
if Maimie began by thinking this, she soon
found she was very much mistaken. Her
eyes glistened with admiration when he told
her of his adventures, espedally of how he
went to and fro between the island and
the Gardens in the Thrush’s Nest.”

‘How romantic!” Maimie exclaimed, but
this was ancther unknown word, and he
hung hs heal thinking she was despising
him.
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‘I suppcse Tony would na have dore
that? he said very humbly.

‘Never, never!’” she answered with con-
viction, “he would have been afraid.’

‘What is afraid? asked Peter longngly.
He though it must be some splendid thing.
‘I do wish you would teadr me how to be
afraid, Maimie,” he said.

‘I believe no one @uld tead that to
you,’ she awswered adoringly, but Peter
thought she meant that he was gupid. She
had told hm abou Tony and d the wicked
thing she did in the dark to frighten him
(she knew quite well that it was wicked),
but Peter misunderstood her meaning and
said, ‘Oh, how | wish | was as brave &
Tony!

It quite irritated her. ‘You are twenty
thowsand times braver than Tony, she
said; ‘you are ever so much the bravest
boy | ever knew.’

He oould scacdy believe she meant it,
but when he did believe he screamed with
joy.
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‘And if you want very much to gve me
akiss’ Maimie said, ‘you can doit.’

Very reluctantly Peter began to take the
thimble off his finger. He thought she
wanted it back.

‘I donit mean a kiss’ she said hurriedly,
‘I mean athimble.’

‘What' sthat? Peter asked.

‘It'slikethis,’ she said, and kissed him.

‘I shoud love to give you a thimble,
Peter said gavely, so he gave her one. He
gave her quite a number of thimbles, and
then a delightful idea @me into his heal.
‘Maimie,’ he said, ‘will you marry me?

Now, strange to tell, the same idea had
come & exadly the sametimeinto Maimie's
head. ‘1 shoud like to,’ she aswered,
‘but will there be room in your boat for
two?

‘If yousqueeze tose,’ he said eggerly.

‘Perhaps the birds would be angry?

He &ared her that the birds would
love to have her, though | am not so certain
of it myself. Also that there were very
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few birds in winter. ‘Of course they might
want your clothes,” he had to admit rather
falteringly.

She was somewhat indignant at this.

‘They are dways thinking of their nests,’
he said apologeticdly, ‘and there ae some
bits of you—he stroked the fur on her
pelise—‘that would excite them very
much.’

‘They shan't have my fur, she sad
sharply.

‘No,” he said, still fonding it, however,
‘no. O Maimie,’ he said rapturoudy, ‘do
you knov why | love you? It is becaise
you are like abeautiful nest.’

Somehow this made her uneasy. ‘I think
you are spe&ing more like abird than a
boy now, she said, hading badk, and indeed
he was even looking rather like a bird.
‘After all,” she said, ‘you are only a Betwixt-
and-Between.” But it hurt him so much
that she immediately added, ‘It must be a
deliciousthingto be.’

‘Come and be one, then, dea Maimie,
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he implored her, and they set off for the
boat, for it was now very nea Open-Gate
time. ‘And you are not a bit like anest,
he whispered to please her.

‘But | think it is rather nice to be like
one,’ she said in a woman's contradictory
way. ‘And, Peter, dea, though | can't
give them my fur, | wouldn't mind their
building in it. Fancy a nest in my ned
with little spotty eggs in it! O Peter, how
perfedly lovely!’

But as they drew nea the Serpentine,
she shivered a little, and said, ‘Of course
| shall go and see mother often, quite often.
It is not as if | was sying gad-bye for
ever to mother, it is not in the least like
that.’

‘Oh na’ answered Peter, but in his heat
he knew it was very like that, and he would
have told her so had he not been in a
quaking fea of losing her. He was 9 fond
of her, he felt he ould not live withou
her. ‘She will forget her mother in time,
and ke happy with me,” he kept saying to
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himself, and he hurried her on, giving her
thimbles by the way.

But even when she had seen the boat
and exclaimed ecstaticdly over its loveli-
ness she till talked tremblingly about her
mother. ‘You know quite well, Peter,
don't you,” she said, ‘that | wouldn't come
unless | knew for certain | could go adk
to mother whenever | want to? Peter,
say it

He said it, but he wuld no longer look
her in the face

‘I'f you are sure your mother will always
want you,” he added rather sourly.

‘The ideaof mother’s not always wanting
me!’” Maimie cried, and her facegli stened.

‘If she doesn't bar you ou,’ said Peter
huskil y.

‘The doar,’ replied Maimie, ‘will aways,
always be open, and mother will aways be
waiting at it for me.’

‘Then,” said Peter, not withou grimness
‘step in, if you fed so sure of her,’ and
he helped Maimie into the Thrush’s Nest.
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‘But why don’'t you look at me? she asked,
taking hm by the am.

Peter tried hard na to look, he tried
to push off, then he gave agred gulp and
jumped ashore and sat down miserably in
the snow.

She went to hm. ‘What is it, dea, dea
Peter? she said, wondering.

‘O Mamie,’ he aied, ‘it isn't far to
take you with me if you think you can go
badk! Your mother'—he gulped again—
‘you dorit know them aswell as| do.’

And then he told her the woeful story
of how he had been barred ou, and she
gasped all the time. ‘But my mother,” she
said, ‘ my mother——

‘Yes, she would,” said Peter, ‘they are dl
the same. | dare say she is looking for
ancther one alrealy.’

Maimie said aghast, ‘I can't believe it.
You see when you went away your mother
had nore, but my mother has Tony, and
surely they are satisfied when they have
one.’
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Peter replied htterly, ‘You shoud see
the letters Solomon @ets from ladies who
have six.’

Just then they head a grating creak,
followed by creak, creak, al round the
Gardens. It was the Opening d the Gates,
and Peter jumped nervoudly into his boat.
He knew Maimie would nd come with him
now, and he was trying lravely not to cry.
But Maimie was sobking painfully.

‘If 1 shodd be too late, she said in
agory, ‘O Peter, if she has gat another
one drealy!’

Again he sprang ashore & if she had
cdled hm badk. ‘1 shal come and look
for you to-night,’ he said, squeeing close,
‘but if you hurry away | think you will be
intime.’

Then he presed a last thimble on her
swed little mouth, and covered his face
with his hands so that he might not see
her go.

‘Dea Peter!’ she cried.

‘Dea Maimie!’ cried the tragic boy.
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She legt into his arms, so that it was
a sort of fairy wedding, and then she
hurried away. Oh, how she hastened to
the gates! Peter, you may be sure, was
badk in the Gardens that night as on as
Lock-out sounded, but he found noMaimie,
and so he knew she had been in time.
For long he hoped that some night she
would come badk to him; often he thought
he saw her waiting for him by the shore
of the Serpentine & his bark drew to land,
but Maimie never went badk. She wanted
to, but she was afraid that if she saw her
dea Betwixt-and-Between again she would
linger with him too long, and lesides the
ayah now kept a sharp eye on her. But she
often talked lovingly of Peter, and she knitted
a kettle-holder for him, and ore day when
she was wondering what Easter present he
would like, her mother made a suggestion.

‘Nothing,’” she said thoughtfully, ‘would
be so useful to hm asagoat.’

‘He oould ride on it,” cried Maimie, ‘and
play on hspipe & the sametime.’
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‘Then,” her mother asked, ‘won't you give
him your goat, the one you frighten Tony
with at night?

‘But it isn’'t areal goat,” Maimie said.

‘It seems very real to Tony, replied her
mother.

‘It seems frightfully real to me too,
Maimie amitted, ‘but how could | give
it to Peter?

Her mother knew a way, and rext day,
acaompanied by Tony (who was redly quite
a nice boy, though of course he cmould na
compare), they went to the Gardens, and
Maimie stood alone within a fairy ring, and
then her mother, who was a rather gifted
lady, said—

‘My daughter, tell me, if you can,
What have you got for Peter Pan?’

To which Maimie replied—

‘I have a goat for himto ride,
Observe me cast it far andwide.’

She then flung her arms abou as if she
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were sowing seed, and turned round three
times.
Next Tony said—

‘If P. doth find it waiting here,
Wilt ne’er again make me to fear?’

And Maimie answered—

‘By dark or light | fondly swear
Never to seegoats anywhere.’

She dso left a letter to Peter in a likely
place explaining what she had done, and
begging hm to ask the fairies to turn the
goat into ore conwvenient for riding on
Well, it al happened just as e hoped,
for Peter found the letter, and d course
nothing could be ealer for the fairies than
to turn the goat into a red one, and so
that is how Peter got the goat on which
he now rides round the Gardens every
night playing sublimely on hs pipe. And
Maimie kept her promise, and rever fright-
ened Tony with a goat again, though | have
head that she aeded another animal.
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Until she was quite abig girl she continued
to leave presents for Peter in the Gardens
(with letters explaining hov humans play
with them), and she is not the only one
who has dore this. David does it, for
instance, and he and | know the likeliest
place for leaving them in, and we shall
tell you if you like, but for mercy’'s ske
don't ask us before Porthos, for he is ©
fond of toys that, were he to find ou the
place he would take every one of them.
Though Peter still remembers Maimie
he is become & gay as ever, and dten in
shea happiness he jumps off his goat and
lies kicking merrily on the grass Oh, he
has a joyful time! But he has dill a vague
memory that he was a human orce and it
makes him espeadaly kind to the house-
swallows when they visit the island, for
house-swall ows are the spirits of little dil-
dren who have died. They aways build in
the eaes of the houses where they lived
when they were humans, and sometimes
they try to fly in a a nursery window,
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and perhaps that is why Peter loves them
best of all the birds.

And the little howse? Every lawful
night (that is to say, every night except
ball nights) the fairies now build the little
house lest there shoud be ahuman child
lost in the Gardens, and Peter rides the
marches looking for lost ones, and if he
finds them he caries them on hs goat to
the little houwse, and when they wake up
they are in it, and when they step ou
they see it. The faries buld the house
merely because it is  pretty, but Peter
rides round in memory of Maimie, and
becaise he still loves to do just as he
believesred boyswould da

But you must not think that, because
somewhere among the trees the littl e house
is twinkling, it is a safe thing to remain in
the Gardens after Lock-out Time. If the
bad ores among the fairies happen to be
out that night they will certainly mischief
you, and even though they are not, you
may perish of cold and dark before Peter
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Pan comes round He has been too late
several times, and when he sees he is too
late he runs badk to the Thrush’'s Nest
for his paddle, of which Maimie had told
him the true use, and he digs a grave for
the dild and ereds a little tombstone,
and caves the poor thing's initials on it.
He does this a once becaise he thinks
it is what real boys would dg and you
must have naticed the little stones, and
that there ae dways two together. He
puts them in twos becaise they seem less
lonely. | think that quite the most touch-
ing sight in the Gardens is the two tomb-
stones of Walter Stephen Matthews and
Phodbe Phelps. They stand together at
the spot where the parish of Westminster
St. Mary's is sid to meet the parish of
Paddington. Here Peter found the two
babes, who hed falen umoticed from
their perambulators, Phodbe aged thirteen
months and Walter probably still younggr,
for Peter seems to have felt a delicacy
abou putting any age on hs gone. They
125

" Parish — JM.



PETER'S GOAT

lie side by side, and the simple inscrip-
tions read—

W. 13a
and | P. P.
St. M. 1841.

David sometimes places white flowers on
these two innocent graves.

But how strange for parents, when they
hurry into the Gardens at the opening of
the gates looking for their lost one, to
find the swedest little tombstone insteal.
| do hope that Peter is not too ready with
his ade. Itisall rather sad.
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