The Fire-Fly’s Lovers
by William Elliot Griffis

Excerpt From Fapanese Fairy World

IN JAPAN the night-flies emit so brilliant a light and are so beautiful that ladies go out in the
evenings and catch the insects for amusement, as may be seen represented on Japanese fans.
They imprison them in tiny cages made of bamboo threads, and hang them up in their rooms or
suspend them from the eaves of their houses. At their picnic parties, the people love to sit on August
evenings, fan in hand, looking over the lovely landscape, spangled by ten thousand brilliant spots
of golden light. Each flash seems like a tiny blaze of harmless lightning.

One of the species of night-flies, the most beautiful of all, is a source of much amusement to the
ladies. Hanging the cage of glittering insects on their verandahs, they sit and watch the crowd of
winged visitors attracted by the fire-fly's light. What brings them there, and why the fire-fly's parlor is
filled with suitors as a queen's court with courtiers, let this love story tell.

On the southern and sunny side of the castle moats of the Fukui castle, in Echizen, the water had
long ago become shallow so that lotus lilies grew luxuriantly. Deep in the heart of one of the great
flowers whose petals were as pink as the lining of a sea-shell, lived the King of the Fire-flies, Hi-0,
whose only daughter was the lovely princess Hotaru-himé. While still a child the himé (princess)
was carefully kept at home within the pink petals of the lily, never going even to the edges except to
see her father fly off on his journey. Dutifully she waited until of age, when the fire glowed in her
own body, and shone, beautifully illuminating the lotus, until its light at night was like a lamp within
a globe of coral.

Every night her light grew brighter and brighter, until at last it was as mellow as gold. Then her
father said:

"My daughter is now of age, she may fly abroad with me sometimes, and when the proper suitor
comes she may marry whom she will."

So Hotaru-himé flew forth in and out among the lotus lilies of the moat, then into rich rice fields, and
at last far off to the indigo meadows.

Whenever she went a crowd of suitors followed her, for she had the singular power of attracting all
the night-flying insects to herself. But she cared for none of their attentions, and though she spoke
politely to them all she gave encouragement to none. Yet some of the sheeny-winged gallants
called her a coquette.
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One night she said to her mother, the queen:

“| have met many admirers, but | don't wish a husband from any of them. Tonight | shall stay at
home, and if any of them love me truly they will come and pay me court here. Then | shall lay an
impossible duty on them. If they are wise they will not try to perform it; and if they love their lives
more than they love me, | do not want any of them. Whoever succeeds may have me for his bride."

"As you will my child," said the queen mother, who arrayed her daughter in her most resplendent
robes, and set her on her throne in the heart of the lotus.

Then she gave orders to her body-guard to keep all suitors at a respectful distance lest some stupid
gallant, a horn-bug or a cockchafer dazzled by the light should approach too near and hurt the

princess or shake her throne.

No sooner had twilight faded away, than forth came the golden beetle, who stood on a stamen and
making obeisance, said:—

"l am Lord Green-Gold, | offer my house, my fortune and my love to Princess Hotaru."
"Go and bring me fire and | will be your bride" said Hotaru-hime.
With a bow of the head the beetle opened his wings and departed with a stately whirr.

Next came a shining bug with wings and body as black as lamp-smoke, who solemnly professed his
passion.

"Bring me fire and you may have me for your wife."
Off flew the bug with a buzz.

Pretty soon came the scarlet dragon-fly, expecting so to dazzle the princess by his gorgeous colors
that she would accept him at once.

"I decline your offer" said the princess, "but if you bring me a flash of fire, I'll become your bride."

Swift was the flight of the dragon-fly on his errand, and in came the Beetle with a tremendous buzz,
and ardently plead his suit.

“I'll say 'yes'if you bring me fire" said the glittering princess.

Suitor after suitor appeared to woo the daughter of the King of the Fire-flies until every petal was
dotted with them. One after another in a long troop they appeared. Each in his own way, proudly,
humbly, boldly, mildly, with flattery, with boasting, even with tears, each proffered his love, told his
rank or expatiated on his fortune or vowed his constancy, sang his tune or played his music. To
every one of her lovers the princess in modest voice returned the same answer:
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"Bring me fire and I'll be your bride."

So without telling his rivals, each one thinking he had the secret alone sped away after fire.

But none ever came back to wed the princess. Alas for the poor suitors! The beetle whizzed off to a
house near by through the paper windows of which light glimmered. So full was he of his passion
that thinking nothing of wood or iron, he dashed his head against a nail, and fell dead on the
ground.

The black bug flew into a room where a poor student was reading. His lamp was only a dish of
earthenware full of rape seed oil with a wick made of pith. Knowing nothing of oil the love-lorn bug
crawled into the dish to reach the flame and in a few seconds was drowned in the oil.

"Nan jaro?" (What's that?) said a thrifty housewife, sitting with needle in hand, as her lamp flared up
for a moment, smoking the chimney, and then cracking it; while picking out the scorched bits she
found a roasted dragon-fly, whose scarlet wings were all burned off.

Mad with love the brilliant hawk-moth, afraid of the flame yet determined to win the fire for the
princess, hovered round and round the candle flame, coming nearer and nearer each time. "Now or
never, the princess or death," he buzzed, as he darted forward to snatch a flash of flame, but
singeing his wings, he fell helplessly down, and died in agony.

"What a fool he was, to be sure," said the ugly clothes moth, coming on the spot, "I'll get the fire. I'll
crawl up inside the candle." So he climbed up the hollow paper wick, and was nearly to the top, and
inside the hollow blue part of the flame, when the man, snuffing the wick, crushed him to death.
Sad indeed was the fate of the lovers of Hi-0's daughter. Some hovered around the beacons on the
headland, some fluttered about the great wax candles which stood eight feet high in their brass
sockets in Buddhist temples; some burned their noses at the top of incense sticks, or were nearly
choked by the smoke; some danced all night around the lanterns in the shrines; some sought the
sepulchral lamps in the graveyard; one visited the cremation furnace; another the kitchen, where a
feast was going on; another chased the sparks that flew out of the chimney; but none brought fire to
the princess, or won the lover's prize. Many lost their feelers, had their shining bodies scorched or
their wings singed, but most of them alas! lay dead, black and cold next morning.

As the priests trimmed the lamps in the shrines, and the servant maids the lanterns, each said alike:
“The Princess Hotaru must have had many lovers last night."

Alas! alas! poor suitors. Some tried to snatch a streak of green fire from the cat's eyes, and were
snapped up for their pains. One attempted to get a mouthful of bird's breath, but was swallowed
alive. A carrion beetle (the ugly lover) crawled off to the sea shore, and found some fish scales that
emitted light. The stag-beetle climbed a mountain, and in a rotten tree stump found some bits of
glowing wood like fire, but the distance was so great that long before they reached the castle moat
it was daylight, and the fire had gone out; so they threw their fish scales and old wood away.
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The next day was one of great mourning and there were so many funerals going on, that Hi-maro
the Prince of the Fire-flies on the north side of the castle moat inquired of his servants the cause.
Then he learned for the first time of the glittering princess. Upon this the prince who had just
succeeded his father upon the throne fell in love with the princess and resolved to marry her. He
sent his chamberlain to ask of her father his daughter in marriage according to true etiquette. The
father agreed to the prince's proposal, with the condition that the Prince should obey her behest in
one thing, which was to come in person bringing her fire.

Then the Prince at the head of his glittering battalions came in person and filled the lotus palace
with a flood of golden light. But Hotaru-himeé was so beautiful that her charms paled not their fire
even in the blaze of the Prince's glory. The visit ended in wooing, and the wooing in wedding. On
the night appointed, in a palanquin made of the white lotus-petals, amid the blazing torches of the
prince's battalions of warriors, Hotaru-himé was borne to the prince's palace and there, prince and
princess were joined in the wedlock.

Many generations have passed since Hi-mar6 and Hotaru-himé were married, and still it is the whim
of all Fire-fly princesses that their base-born lovers must bring fire as their love-offering or lose their
prize. Else would the glittering fair ones be wearied unto death by the importunity of their lovers.
Great indeed is the loss, for in this quest of fire many thousand insects, attracted by the fire-fly, are
burned to death in the vain hope of winning the fire that shall gain the cruel but beautiful one that
fascinates them. It is for this cause that each night insects hover around the lamp flame, and every
morning a crowd of victims drowned in the oil, or scorched in the flame, must be cleaned from the
lamp. This is the reason why young ladies catch and imprison the fire-flies to watch the war of
insect-love, in the hope that they may have human lovers who will dare as much, through fire and
flood, as they.
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How the Brazilian Beetles Got

Their Gorgeous Coats
by Elsie Spicer Eells

Excerpt From Fairy Tales from Brazil: How and Why Tales
from Brazilian Folk-Lore

In Brazil the beetles have such beautifully coloured, hard-shelled coats upon their backs that they
are often set in pins and necklaces like precious stones. Once upon a time, years and years ago,
they had ordinary plain brown coats. This is how it happened that the Brazilian beetle earned a new
coat.

One day a little brown beetle was crawling along a wall when a big grey rat ran out of a hole in the
wall and looked down scornfully at the little beetle. "O ho!" he said to the beetle, "how slowly you
crawl along. You'll never get anywhere in the world. Just look at me and see how fast | can run."

The big grey rat ran to the end of the wall, wheeled around, and came back to the place where the
little beetle was slowly crawling along at only a tiny distance from where the rat had left her.

"Don't you wish that you could run like that?" said the big grey rat to the little brown beetle.

"You are surely a fast runner," replied the little brown beetle politely. Her mother had taught her
always to be polite and had often said to her that a really polite beetle never boasts about her own
accomplishments. The little brown beetle never boasted a single boast about the things she could
do. She just went on slowly crawling along the wall.

A bright green and gold parrot in the mango tree over the wall had heard the conversation. "How
would you like to race with the beetle?" he asked the big grey rat. "l live next door to the tailor bird,"
he added, "and just to make the race exciting I'll offer a bright coloured coat as a prize to the one
who wins the race. You may choose for it any colour you like and I'll have it made to order."

"I'd like a yellow coat with stripes like the tiger's," said the big grey rat, looking over his shoulder at
his gaunt grey sides as if he were already admiring his new coat.

"I'd like a beautiful, bright coloured new coat, t00," said the little brown beetle.

The big grey rat laughed long and loud until his gaunt grey sides were shaking. "Why, you talk just
as if you thought you had a chance to win the race," he said, when he could speak.
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The bright green and gold parrot set the royal palm tree at the top of the cliff as the goal of the race.
He gave the signal to start and then he flew away to the royal palm tree to watch for the end of the
race.

The big grey rat ran as fast as he could. Then he thought how very tired he was getting. "What's the
use of hurrying?" he said to himself. "The little brown beetle can not possibly win. If | were racing
with somebody who could really run it would be very different." Then he started to run more slowly
but every time his heart beat it said, "Hurry up! Hurry up!" The big grey rat decided that it was best to
obey the little voice in his heart so he hurried just as fast as he could.

When he reached the royal palm tree at the top of the cliff he could hardly believe his eyes. He
thought he must be having a bad dream. There was the little brown beetle sitting quietly beside the
bright green and gold parrot. The big grey rat had never been so surprised in all his life. "How did
you ever manage to run fast enough to get here so soon?" he asked the little brown beetle as soon
as he could catch his breath.

The little brown beetle drew out the tiny wings from her sides. "Nobody said anything about having
to run to win the race," she replied, "so | flew instead."

“| did not know that you could fly," said the big grey rat in a subdued little voice.

"After this," said the bright green and gold parrot, "never judge any one by his looks alone. You
never can tell how often or where you may find concealed wings. You have lost the prize."

Until this day, even in Brazil where the flowers and birds and beasts and insects have such gorgeous
colouring, the rat wears a plain dull grey coat.

Then the parrot turned to the little brown beetle who was waiting quietly at his side. "What colour
do you want your new coat to be?" he asked.

The little brown beetle looked up at the bright green and gold parrot, at the green and gold palm
trees above their heads, at the green mangoes with golden flushes on their cheeks lying on the
ground under the mango trees, at the golden sunshine upon the distant green hills. "I choose a coat
of green and gold," she said.

From that day to this the Brazilian beetle has worn a coat of green with golden lights upon it.
For years and years the Brazilian beetles were all very proud to wear green and gold coats like that
of the beetle who raced with the rat.

Then, once upon a time, it happened that there was a little beetle who grew discontented with her
coat of green and gold. She looked up at the blue sky and out at the blue sea and wished that she
had a blue coat instead. She talked about it so much that finally her mother took her to the parrot
who lived next to the tailor bird.

184



"You may change your coat for a blue one," said the parrot, "but if you change you'll have to give up
something."

"Oh, I'll gladly give up anything if only | may have a blue coat instead of a green and gold one," said
the discontented little beetle.

When she received her new coat she thought it was very beautiful. It was a lovely shade of blue and
it had silvery white lights upon it like the light of the stars. When she put it on, however, she
discovered that it was not hard like the green and gold one. From that day to this the blue beetles'
coats have not been hard and firm. That is the reason why the jewellers have difficulty in using them
in pins and necklaces like other beetles.

From the moment that the little beetle put on her new blue coat she never grew again. From that
day to this the blue beetles have been much smaller than the green and gold ones.

When the Brazilians made their flag they took for it a square of green the colour of the green beetle's
coat. Within this square they placed a diamond of gold like the golden lights which play upon the
green beetle's back. Then, within the diamond, they drew a circle to represent the round earth and
they coloured it blue like the coat of the blue beetle. Upon the blue circle they placed stars of silvery
white like the silvery white lights on the back of the blue beetle. About the blue circle of the earth
which they thus pictured they drew a band of white, and upon this band they wrote the motto of
their country, "Ordem e Progresso, order and progress."
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Through the Looking Glass

by Lewis Carroll

Chapter III
Looking-Glass Insects

Of course the first thing to do was to make a grand survey of the country she was going to travel
through. “It's something very like learning geography,” thought Alice, as she stood on tiptoe in
hopes of being able to see a little further. “Principal rivers—there are none. Principal mountains—I'm
on the only one, but I don't think it's got any name. Principal towns—why, what are those creatures,
making honey down there? They can’t be bees—nobody ever saw bees a mile off, you know—" and
for some time she stood silent, watching one of them that was bustling about among the flowers,
poking its proboscis into them, “just as if it was a regular bee,” thought Alice.

However, this was anything but a regular bee: in fact it was an elephant—as Alice soon found out,
though the idea quite took her breath away at first. “And what enormous flowers they must be!” was
her next idea. “Something like cottages with the roofs taken off, and stalks put to them—and what
quantities of honey they must make! | think I'll go down and—no, | won't just yet,” she went on,
checking herself just as she was beginning to run down the hill, and trying to find some excuse for
turning shy so suddenly. “It'll never do to go down among them without a good long branch to
brush them away—and what fun it’ll be when they ask me how I like my walk. | shall say—'Oh, | like
it well enough—"" (here came the favourite little toss of the head), “’only it was so dusty and hot, and
the elephants did tease so!"”

“I think I'll go down the other way,” she said after a pause: “and perhaps | may visit the elephants
later on. Besides, | do so want to get into the Third Square!”

So with this excuse she ran down the hill and jumped over the first of the six little brooks.
*x % *x % *x * *
*x * X% % % *
* k% *x % *x * *
“Tickets, please!” said the Guard, putting his head in at the window. In a moment everybody was
holding out a ticket: they were about the same size as the people, and quite seemed to fill the
carriage.
“Now then! Show your ticket, child!” the Guard went on, looking angrily at Alice. And a great many

voices all said together (“like the chorus of a song,” thought Alice), “Don’t keep him waiting, child!
Why, his time is worth a thousand pounds a minute!”
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“I'm afraid | haven't got one,” Alice said in a frightened tone: “there wasn’t a ticket-office where |
came from.” And again the chorus of voices went on. “There wasn’t room for one where she came
from. The land there is worth a thousand pounds an inch!”

“Don’t make excuses,” said the Guard: “you should have bought one from the engine-driver.” And
once more the chorus of voices went on with “The man that drives the engine. Why, the smoke
alone is worth a thousand pounds a puff!”

Alice thought to herself, “Then there’s no use in speaking.” The voices didn't join in this time, as she
hadn’t spoken, but to her great surprise, they all thought in chorus (I hope you understand what
thinking in chorus means—for I must confess that | don’t), “Better say nothing at all. Language is
worth a thousand pounds a word!”

“I shall dream about a thousand pounds tonight, | know | shall!” thought Alice.
All this time the Guard was looking at her, first through a telescope, then through a microscope, and
then through an opera-glass. At last he said, “You're travelling the wrong way,” and shut up the

window and went away.

“So young a child,” said the gentleman sitting opposite to her (he was dressed in white paper),
“ought to know which way she’s going, even if she doesn’t know her own name!”

A Goat, that was sitting next to the gentleman in white, shut his eyes and said in a loud voice, “She
ought to know her way to the ticket-office, even if she doesn’t know her alphabet!”

There was a Beetle sitting next to the Goat (it was a very queer carriage-full of passengers
altogether), and, as the rule seemed to be that they should all speak in turn, he went on with “She’ll

have to go back from here as luggage!”

Alice couldn’t see who was sitting beyond the Beetle, but a hoarse voice spoke next. “Change
engines—" it said, and was obliged to leave off.

“It sounds like a horse,” Alice thought to herself. And an extremely small voice, close to her ear, said,
“You might make a joke on that—something about ‘horse’ and ‘hoarse,’ you know.”

Then a very gentle voice in the distance said, “She must be labelled ‘Lass, with care,’ you know—"
And after that other voices went on (“What a number of people there are in the carriage!” thought
Alice), saying, “She must go by post, as she’s got a head on her—" “She must be sent as a message

by the telegraph—" “She must draw the train herself the rest of the way—" and so on.

But the gentleman dressed in white paper leaned forwards and whispered in her ear, “Never mind
what they all say, my dear, but take a return-ticket every time the train stops.”
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“Indeed | shan't!” Alice said rather impatiently. “I don’t belong to this railway journey at all—I was in
a wood just now—and | wish | could get back there.”

“You might make a joke on that,” said the little voice close to her ear: “something about ‘you would if
you could,” you know.”

“Don’t tease so,” said Alice, looking about in vain to see where the voice came from; “if you're so
anxious to have a joke made, why don’t you make one yourself?”

The little voice sighed deeply: it was very unhappy, evidently, and Alice would have said something
pitying to comfort it, “If it would only sigh like other people!” she thought. But this was such a
wonderfully small sigh, that she wouldn't have heard it at all, if it hadn’t come quite close to her ear.
The consequence of this was that it tickled her ear very much, and quite took off her thoughts from
the unhappiness of the poor little creature.

“I know you are a friend,” the little voice went on; “a dear friend, and an old friend. And you won't
hurt me, though | am an insect.”

“What kind of insect?” Alice inquired a little anxiously. What she really wanted to know was, whether
it could sting or not, but she thought this wouldn't be quite a civil question to ask.

“What, then you don’t—" the little voice began, when it was drowned by a shrill scream from the
engine, and everybody jumped up in alarm, Alice among the rest.

The Horse, who had put his head out of the window, quietly drew it in and said, “It's only a brook we
have to jump over.” Everybody seemed satisfied with this, though Alice felt a little nervous at the
idea of trains jumping at all. “However, it'll take us into the Fourth Square, that’s some comfort!” she
said to herself. In another moment she felt the carriage rise straight up into the air, and in her fright
she caught at the thing nearest to her hand, which happened to be the Goat's beard.
* k% k* * *x * *

*x * % % % *

* *x *x * k% % *

But the beard seemed to melt away as she touched it, and she found herself sitting quietly under a
tree—while the Gnat (for that was the insect she had been talking to) was balancing itself on a twig
just over her head, and fanning her with its wings.

It certainly was a very large Gnat: “about the size of a chicken,” Alice thought. Still, she couldn't feel
nervous with it, after they had been talking together so long.

“—then you don’t like all insects?” the Gnat went on, as quietly as if nothing had happened.
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“I like them when they can talk,” Alice said. “None of them ever talk, where | come from.”
“What sort of insects do you rejoice in, where you come from?” the Gnat inquired.

“lI don't rejoice in insects at all,” Alice explained, “because I'm rather afraid of them—at least the
large kinds. But | can tell you the names of some of them.”

“Of course they answer to their names?” the Gnat remarked carelessly.
“I never knew them to do it.”
“What's the use of their having names,” the Gnat said, “if they won’t answer to them?”

“No use to them,” said Alice; “but it's useful to the people who name them, | suppose. If not, why do
things have names at all?”

“l can’t say,” the Gnat replied. “Further on, in the wood down there, they’ve got no names—
however, go on with your list of insects: you're wasting time.”

“Well, there’'s the Horse-fly,” Alice began, counting off the names on her fingers.

“All right,” said the Gnat: “half way up that bush, you'll see a Rocking-horse-fly, if you look. It's made
entirely of wood, and gets about by swinging itself from branch to branch.”

“What does it live on?” Alice asked, with great curiosity.
“Sap and sawdust,” said the Gnat. “Go on with the list.”

Alice looked up at the Rocking-horse-fly with great interest, and made up her mind that it must have
been just repainted, it looked so bright and sticky; and then she went on.

“And there’s the Dragon-fly.”

“Look on the branch above your head,” said the Gnat, “and there you'll find a snap-dragon-fly. Its
body is made of plum-pudding, its wings of holly-leaves, and its head is a raisin burning in brandy.”

“And what does it live on?”
“Frumenty and mince pie,” the Gnat replied; “and it makes its nest in a Christmas box.”
“And then there’s the Butterfly,” Alice went on, after she had taken a good look at the insect with its

head on fire, and had thought to herself, “ wonder if that's the reason insects are so fond of flying
into candles—because they want to turn into Snap-dragon-flies!”
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“Crawling at your feet,” said the Gnat (Alice drew her feet back in some alarm), “you may observe a
Bread-and-Butterfly. Its wings are thin slices of Bread-and-butter, its body is a crust, and its head is a
lump of sugar.”

“And what does it live on?”

“Weak tea with creamin it.”

A new difficulty came into Alice’s head. “Supposing it couldn’t find any?” she suggested.

“Then it would die, of course.”

“But that must happen very often,” Alice remarked thoughtfully.

“It always happens,” said the Gnat.

After this, Alice was silent for a minute or two, pondering. The Gnat amused itself meanwhile by
humming round and round her head: at last it settled again and remarked, "I suppose you don’t
want to lose your name?”

“No, indeed,” Alice said, a little anxiously.

“And yet | don't know,” the Gnat went on in a careless tone: “only think how convenient it would be
if you could manage to go home without it! For instance, if the governess wanted to call you to your
lessons, she would call out ‘come here—,” and there she would have to leave off, because there

wouldn’t be any name for her to call, and of course you wouldn’t have to go, you know.”

“That would never do, I'm sure,” said Alice: “the governess would never think of excusing me
lessons for that. If she couldn’t remember my name, she’d call me ‘Miss!" as the servants do.”

“Well, if she said ‘Miss,” and didn’t say anything more,” the Gnat remarked, “of course you’d miss
your lessons. That's a joke. | wish you had made it.”

“Why do you wish | had made it?” Alice asked. “It's a very bad one.”

But the Gnat only sighed deeply, while two large tears came rolling down its cheeks.

“You shouldn’t make jokes,” Alice said, “if it makes you so unhappy.”

Then came another of those melancholy little sighs, and this time the poor Gnat really seemed to

have sighed itself away, for, when Alice looked up, there was nothing whatever to be seen on the
twig, and, as she was getting quite chilly with sitting still so long, she got up and walked on.
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She very soon came to an open field, with a wood on the other side of it: it looked much darker than
the last wood, and Alice felt a little timid about going into it. However, on second thoughts, she
made up her mind to go on: “for | certainly won’t go back,” she thought to herself, and this was the
only way to the Eighth Square.

“This must be the wood,” she said thoughtfully to herself, “where things have no names. | wonder
what’ll become of my name when | go in? | shouldn’t like to lose it at all—because they’d have to
give me another, and it would be almost certain to be an ugly one. But then the fun would be trying
to find the creature that had got my old name! That's just like the advertisements, you know, when
people lose dogs—'answers to the name of “Dash:” had on a brass collar'—just fancy calling
everything you met ‘Alice,” till one of them answered! Only they wouldn’t answer at all, if they were
wise.”

She was rambling on in this way when she reached the wood: it looked very cool and shady. “Well,
at any rate it's a great comfort,” she said as she stepped under the trees, “after being so hot, to get
into the—into what?” she went on, rather surprised at not being able to think of the word. “I mean to
get under the—under the—under this, you know!” putting her hand on the trunk of the tree. “What
doesi it callitself, | wonder? | do believe it's got no name—why, to be sure it hasn't!”

She stood silent for a minute, thinking: then she suddenly began again. “Then it really has
happened, after all! And now, who am 1? | will remember, if | can! I'm determined to do it!” But being
determined didn’t help much, and all she could say, after a great deal of puzzling, was, “L, | know it
begins with L!"

Just then a Fawn came wandering by: it looked at Alice with its large gentle eyes, but didn't seem at
all frightened. “Here then! Here then!” Alice said, as she held out her hand and tried to stroke it; but it
only started back a little, and then stood looking at her again.

“What do you call yourself?” the Fawn said at last. Such a soft sweet voice it had!

“I'wish | knew!” thought poor Alice. She answered, rather sadly, “Nothing, just now.”

“Think again,” it said: “that won't do.”

Alice thought, but nothing came of it. “Please, would you tell me what you call yourself?” she said
timidly. “I think that might help a little.”

“I'll tell you, if you'll move a little further on,” the Fawn said. “l can’t remember here.”

So they walked on together though the wood, Alice with her arms clasped lovingly round the soft
neck of the Fawn, till they came out into another open field, and here the Fawn gave a sudden
bound into the air, and shook itself free from Alice’s arms. “I'm a Fawn!” it cried out in a voice of
delight, “and, dear me! you're a human child!” A sudden look of alarm came into its beautiful brown
eyes, and in another moment it had darted away at full speed.

191



Alice stood looking after it, almost ready to cry with vexation at having lost her dear little fellow-
traveller so suddenly. “However, | know my name now.” she said, “that’s some comfort. Alice—Alice
—Ilwon't forget it again. And now, which of these finger-posts ought | to follow, | wonder?”

It was not a very difficult question to answer, as there was only one road through the wood, and the
two finger-posts both pointed along it. “I'll settle it,” Alice said to herself, “when the road divides and
they point different ways.”

But this did not seem likely to happen. She went on and on, a long way, but wherever the road
divided there were sure to be two finger-posts pointing the same way, one marked “TO
TWEEDLEDUM'S HOUSE” and the other “TO THE HOUSE OF TWEEDLEDEE.”

“I do believe,” said Alice at last, “that they live in the same house! | wonder | never thought of that
before—But | can't stay there long. I'll just call and say ‘how d'you do?’ and ask them the way out of
the wood. If | could only get to the Eighth Square before it gets dark!” So she wandered on, talking
to herself as she went, till, on turning a sharp corner, she came upon two fat little men, so suddenly
that she could not help starting back, but in another moment she recovered herself, feeling sure that
they must be.
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The Bee and the Buttertlies

by Aesop

One fine summer-morning it happened, that a couple of gay Butterflies lighted upon the
leaves of a white poplar, one on the under-side of the leaf, and the other on the upper.
The Butterfly on the under-side, in making his observations, said, “Surely this is the most
singular tree of the forest, for while all others have green foliage, this curious tree has
white leaves.” “What are you talking about,” said his companion on the upper side, “why
truly you must have lost your eye-sight, for | can see distinctly that this tree is covered
with leaves of the brightest green, equal to any tree that grows.”—"I positively deny it,”
said the insect below, “and will maintain it, that there are none but white leaves on every
branch.”

Upon this an industrious and inquisitive Bee who overheard them, perceiving that the
disputants began to grow warm, and being desirous of preventing the fatal
consequences which might be expected from such fierce champions, thus addressed
them—"You should neither of you be so confident, until you have more deeply examined
the properties of the subject of your dispute: seeing that it is from ignorance alone your
anger proceeds, it is necessary for me to inform you, that the peculiarity of this tree
consists in the upper side of the foliage being green, and the under white; therefore as
each of you observes a different side, you are both right in your partial views, and both
wrong in your general conclusion.”

Get all the facts to avoid arguments.
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