The Wonderful Wizard of Oz

by L. Frank Baum

Chapter II,
The Council with the Munchkins

She was awakened by a shock, so sudden and severe that if Dorothy had not been lying on the soft
bed she might have been hurt. As it was, the jar made her catch her breath and wonder what had
happened; and Toto put his cold little nose into her face and whined dismally. Dorothy sat up and
noticed that the house was not moving; nor was it dark, for the bright sunshine came in at the
window, flooding the little room. She sprang from her bed and with Toto at her heels ran and
opened the door.

The little girl gave a cry of amazement and looked about her, her eyes growing bigger and bigger at
the wonderful sights she saw.

The cyclone had set the house down very gently—for a cyclone—in the midst of a country of
marvelous beauty. There were lovely patches of greensward all about, with stately trees bearing rich
and luscious fruits. Banks of gorgeous flowers were on every hand, and birds with rare and brilliant
plumage sang and fluttered in the trees and bushes. A little way off was a small brook, rushing and
sparkling along between green banks, and murmuring in a voice very grateful to a little girl who had
lived so long on the dry, gray prairies.

While she stood looking eagerly at the strange and beautiful sights, she noticed coming toward her
a group of the queerest people she had ever seen. They were not as big as the grown folk she had
always been used to; but neither were they very small. In fact, they seemed about as tall as Dorothy,
who was a well-grown child for her age, although they were, so far as looks go, many years older.
Three were men and one a woman, and all were oddly dressed. They wore round hats that rose to a
small point a foot above their heads, with little bells around the brims that tinkled sweetly as they
moved. The hats of the men were blue; the little woman'’s hat was white, and she wore a white gown
that hung in pleats from her shoulders. Over it were sprinkled little stars that glistened in the sun like
diamonds. The men were dressed in blue, of the same shade as their hats, and wore well-polished
boots with a deep roll of blue at the tops. The men, Dorothy thought, were about as old as Uncle
Henry, for two of them had beards. But the little woman was doubtless much older. Her face was
covered with wrinkles, her hair was nearly white, and she walked rather stiffly.

When these people drew near the house where Dorothy was standing in the doorway, they paused

and whispered among themselves, as if afraid to come farther. But the little old woman walked up to
Dorothy, made a low bow and said, in a sweet voice:
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“You are welcome, most noble Sorceress, to the land of the Munchkins. We are so grateful to you for
having killed the Wicked Witch of the East, and for setting our people free from bondage.”

Dorothy listened to this speech with wonder. What could the little woman possibly mean by calling
her a sorceress, and saying she had killed the Wicked Witch of the East? Dorothy was an innocent,

harmless little girl, who had been carried by a cyclone many miles from home; and she had never
killed anything in all her life.

But the little woman evidently expected her to answer; so Dorothy said, with hesitation, “You are
very kind, but there must be some mistake. | have not killed anything.”

“Your house did, anyway,” replied the little old woman, with a laugh, “and that is the same thing.
See!” she continued, pointing to the corner of the house. “There are her two feet, still sticking out
from under a block of wood.”

Dorothy looked, and gave a little cry of fright. There, indeed, just under the corner of the great beam
the house rested on, two feet were sticking out, shod in silver shoes with pointed toes.

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” cried Dorothy, clasping her hands together in dismay. “The house must have
fallen on her. Whatever shall we do?”

“There is nothing to be done,” said the little woman calmly.

“But who was she?” asked Dorothy.

“She was the Wicked Witch of the East, as | said,” answered the little woman. “She has held all the
Munchkins in bondage for many years, making them slave for her night and day. Now they are all
set free, and are grateful to you for the favor.”

“Who are the Munchkins?” inquired Dorothy.

“They are the people who live in this land of the East where the Wicked Witch ruled.”

“Are you a Munchkin?” asked Dorothy.

“No, but I am their friend, although I live in the land of the North. When they saw the Witch of the
East was dead the Munchkins sent a swift messenger to me, and | came at once. | am the Witch of
the North.”

“Oh, gracious!” cried Dorothy. “Are you a real witch?”

“Yes, indeed,” answered the little woman. “But | am a good witch, and the people love me. | am not
as powerful as the Wicked Witch was who ruled here, or | should have set the people free myself.”
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“But | thought all witches were wicked,” said the girl, who was half frightened at facing a real witch.
“Oh, no, that is a great mistake. There were only four witches in all the Land of Oz, and two of them,
those who live in the North and the South, are good witches. | know this is true, for | am one of them
myself, and cannot be mistaken. Those who dwelt in the East and the West were, indeed, wicked
witches; but now that you have killed one of them, there is but one Wicked Witch in all the Land of
Oz—the one who lives in the West.”

“But,” said Dorothy, after a moment’s thought, “Aunt Em has told me that the witches were all dead
—years and years ago.”

“Who is Aunt Em?” inquired the little old woman.

“She is my aunt who lives in Kansas, where | came from.”

The Witch of the North seemed to think for a time, with her head bowed and her eyes upon the
ground. Then she looked up and said, “l do not know where Kansas is, for | have never heard that
country mentioned before. But tell me, is it a civilized country?”

“Oh, yes,” replied Dorothy.

“Then that accounts for it. In the civilized countries | believe there are no witches left, nor wizards,
nor sorceresses, Nor magicians. But, you see, the Land of Oz has never been civilized, for we are cut
off from all the rest of the world. Therefore we still have witches and wizards amongst us.”

“Who are the wizards?” asked Dorothy.

“Oz himself is the Great Wizard,” answered the Witch, sinking her voice to a whisper. “He is more
powerful than all the rest of us together. He lives in the City of Emeralds.”

Dorothy was going to ask another question, but just then the Munchkins, who had been standing
silently by, gave a loud shout and pointed to the corner of the house where the Wicked Witch had
been lying.

“What is it?” asked the little old woman, and looked, and began to laugh. The feet of the dead
Witch had disappeared entirely, and nothing was left but the silver shoes.

“She was so old,” explained the Witch of the North, “that she dried up quickly in the sun. That is the
end of her. But the silver shoes are yours, and you shall have them to wear.” She reached down and

picked up the shoes, and after shaking the dust out of them handed them to Dorothy.

“The Witch of the East was proud of those silver shoes,” said one of the Munchkins, “and there is
some charm connected with them; but what it is we never knew.”
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Dorothy carried the shoes into the house and placed them on the table. Then she came out again to
the Munchkins and said:

“I am anxious to get back to my aunt and uncle, for | am sure they will worry about me. Can you help
me find my way?”

The Munchkins and the Witch first looked at one another, and then at Dorothy, and then shook
their heads.

“At the East, not far from here,” said one, “there is a great desert, and none could live to cross it.”

“It is the same at the South,” said another, “for | have been there and seen it. The South is the
country of the Quadlings.”

“I'am told,” said the third man, “that it is the same at the West. And that country, where the Winkies
live, is ruled by the Wicked Witch of the West, who would make you her slave if you passed her

way.”

“The North is my home,” said the old lady, “and at its edge is the same great desert that surrounds
this Land of Oz. I'm afraid, my dear, you will have to live with us.”

Dorothy began to sob at this, for she felt lonely among all these strange people. Her tears seemed
to grieve the kind-hearted Munchkins, for they immediately took out their handkerchiefs and began
to weep also. As for the little old woman, she took off her cap and balanced the point on the end of
her nose, while she counted “One, two, three” in a solemn voice. At once the cap changed to a slate,
on which was written in big, white chalk marks:

“LET DOROTHY GO TO THE CITY OF EMERALDS"

The little old woman took the slate from her nose, and having read the words on it, asked, “Is your
name Dorothy, my dear?”

“Yes,” answered the child, looking up and drying her tears.

“Then you must go to the City of Emeralds. Perhaps Oz will help you.”

“Where is this city?” asked Dorothy.

“It is exactly in the center of the country, and is ruled by Oz, the Great Wizard | told you of.”
“Is he a good man?” inquired the girl anxiously.

“He is a good Wizard. Whether he is a man or not | cannot tell, for | have never seen him.”
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“How can | get there?” asked Dorothy.

“You must walk. It is a long journey, through a country that is sometimes pleasant and sometimes
dark and terrible. However, | will use all the magic arts | know of to keep you from harm.”

“Won't you go with me?” pleaded the girl, who had begun to look upon the little old woman as her
only friend.

“No, I cannot do that,” she replied, “but | will give you my kiss, and no one will dare injure a person
who has been kissed by the Witch of the North.”

She came close to Dorothy and kissed her gently on the forehead. Where her lips touched the girl
they left a round, shining mark, as Dorothy found out soon after.

“The road to the City of Emeralds is paved with yellow brick,” said the Witch, “so you cannot miss it.
When you get to Oz do not be afraid of him, but tell your story and ask him to help you. Good-bye,
my dear.”

The three Munchkins bowed low to her and wished her a pleasant journey, after which they walked
away through the trees. The Witch gave Dorothy a friendly little nod, whirled around on her left heel
three times, and straightway disappeared, much to the surprise of little Toto, who barked after her
loudly enough when she had gone, because he had been afraid even to growl while she stood by.

But Dorothy, knowing her to be a witch, had expected her to disappear in just that way, and was not
surprised in the least.
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The Secret of the Old Clock

by Carolyn Keene

Chapter I,
The Lost Will

"It would be a shame if all that money went to the Tophams! They will fly higher than ever!"

Nancy Drew, a pretty girl of sixteen, leaned over the library table and addressed her father who sat
reading a newspaper by the study lamp.

“| beg your pardon, Nancy. What were you saying about the Tophams?*

Carson Drew, a noted criminal and mystery-case lawyer, known far and wide for his work as a former
district attorney, looked up from his evening paper and smiled indulgently upon his only daughter.
Now, as he gave her his respectful attention, he was not particularly concerned with the Richard
Topham family but rather with the rich glow of the lamp upon Nancy's curly golden bob. Not at all
the sort of head which one expected to indulge in serious thoughts, he told himself.

Mischievously, Nancy reached over and tweaked his ear.
"You weren't paying a bit of attention," she accused him sternly. "l was saying | think it's mean if
those snobbish Tophams fall heir to all of Josiah Crowley's fortune. Can't something be done about

it?"

Removing his horn-rimmed spectacles and carefully folding the paper, Carson Drew regarded his
daughter meditatively.

“I'm afraid not, Nancy. A will is a will, you know."

"But it does seem unfair that all the money should go to them. Especially when they never treated
Josiah Crowley like a human being!"

"The Tophams were never noted for their charitable dispositions," Carson Drew observed, with a
smile. "However, they did give Josiah a home."

"Yes, and everyone knows why! They wanted to work him into leaving all his money to them. And it
seems that their scheme worked, too! They treated him like a prince until he made his will in their
favor and then they acted as though he were dirt under their feet. Folks said he died just to be rid of
their everlasting nagging."

168



“The Tophams aren't very well liked in our little city, are they?" Mr. Drew commented dryly.

"Who could like them, father? Richard Topham is an old skinflint who made his money by gambling
on the stock exchange. And Cora, his wife, is nothing but a vapid social climber. The two girls, Isabel
and Ada, are even worse. | went to school with them, and | never saw such stuck-up creatures in all
my life. If they fall heir to any more money, this town won't be big enough to hold them!"

In her estimate of the Topham family, Nancy Drew did not exaggerate. Nearly everyone in River
Heights shared the opinion that the Tophams were snobbish and arrogant, and the treatment they
accorded old Josiah Crowley had aroused a great deal of unfavorable comment.

Nancy had never known Josiah well, but had often seen him on the street and secretly had
regarded him as a rather nice but extremely queer sort of individual. His wife had died during the
influenza epidemic following the World War, and since that time Crowley had made his home with
various relatives. Although well-to-do, he preferred to "visit around.”

At first, the Tophams had evidenced no interest in the old man and he had been forced to live with
kindly relatives who were scarcely able to have him with them. Crowley appreciated the sacrifice
and openly declared that he intended to make his will in their favor.

Then, three years before his death, the Topham family experienced a sudden change of heart. They
begged Josiah Crowley to make his home with them, and at last he consented. Presently, rumor had
it that the Tophams had induced him to make his will in their favor.

But as time went on and Mr. Crowley, though failing in health, maintained as firm a grip on life as
ever, the Tophams treated him unkindly. Although he continued to live with them, it was whispered
about that frequently he slipped away to visit his old friends and that he intended to change his will
again, cutting the Tophams out entirely.

Then one day Josiah Crowley took to his bed and did not get up. Just before his death he
attempted to communicate something to the doctor who attended him, but his words were
unintelligible. After the funeral, only one will came to light and, to the surprise of everyone, it gave
the entire fortune to the Tophams.

“"Father, what do you suppose it was that Mr. Crowley tried to tell the doctor just before he died?"
Nancy demanded, after a moment of thought. "Do you imagine he was trying to disclose something

about his will?"

"Very likely, Nancy. Probably he intended to leave his money to more deserving relatives. But fate
cheated him of the opportunity."

"But isn't it possible that he did make such a will and that he was trying to tell what he had done with
it?"
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"Yes, that's a possibility of course. Josiah Crowley was rather queer in many ways."
"Perhaps he hid the will somewhere," Nancy suggested thoughtfully.

“If he did, I'm afraid it will never come to light. The Tophams will see to that."
"What do you mean, father?"

“The estate is a considerable one, | understand, Nancy, and the Tophams don't intend that anyone
shall get a cent of it. It's my private opinion that they will take care that a second will is never found."
"Do you mean that if they discovered the will they would destroy it?"

"Well, I'm not making any accusations, Nancy. But | do know that Richard Topham is shrewd, and he
isn't noted for his honesty."

"Can't the present will be broken?"

“| doubt it. While | haven't gone into the case, | am of the opinion that the Tophams have a legal right
to the fortune. It would cost considerable to contest the will, and so far as | know the other relatives
are in poverty. They have filed a claim, declaring that a later will was made in their favor, but | doubt
that the matter will ever go further."

"But the Tophams don't deserve the fortune, father. It doesn't seem fair."

“No, it isn't fair. But it is legal, and I'm afraid nothing can be done about it. There were two girls who
live somewhere on the River Road that were great pets of Crowley's when they were children. It
seems to me that they should have had something. And there are a number of relatives who really
deserve a portion of the fortune."

Nancy nodded thoughtfully and relapsed into silence while she digested the facts of the case. From
her father she had acquired the habit of thinking things through to their logical conclusion.

Frequently, Carson Drew had assured her that she went at a thing "like a detective." Certainly she
had a naturally clever mind and took more than an ordinary interest in strange or baffling cases.

Carson Drew, a widower, showered a great deal of affection upon his daughter; it was his secret
boast that he had taught her to think for herself and to think logically. Since he knew that Nancy
could be trusted with confidential information, he frequently discussed his interesting cases with
her.

A number of times Nancy had been present at interviews which her father had had with noted

detectives who desired his aid in solving perplexing mysteries, and those occasions stood out as
red letter days for her.
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There was something about a mystery which aroused Nancy's interest, and she was never content
until it was solved. More than once her father had found her suggestions, or "intuitions" as he called
them, extremely helpful.

For a reason which she could not understand, the Crowley case had attracted Nancy's attention,
although it had not fallen into her father's hands. She had a certain feeling that a mystery lurked
behind it.

"Father, do you believe Josiah Crowley ever made a second will?" Nancy demanded suddenly.
"You're a regular lawyer, the way you cross-examine me," Carson Drew protested, but with evident
enjoyment. "To tell you the truth, I don't know whether he ever made a second will or not. All I do
know is that—but perhaps | shouldn't mention it since my information is not very definite."

"Go on!" Nancy commanded impatiently. "You're trying to tease me!"

"Well, | do remember that one day nearly a year ago | was standing in the First National Bank when
Crowley came in with Henry Rolsted."

"Not the attorney who specializes in wills and legal documents?"”

"Yes. Well, as | was saying, they came into the bank together. | had no intention of listening to their
conversation, but | couldn't help but hear that they were discussing a will. Crowley made an
appointment to call at Rolsted's office the following day."

"That looks as though Mr. Crowley had made up his mind to write a new will, doesn't it?"

"That was the thought which passed through my mind at the time."

"You say you overheard the conversation nearly a year ago," Nancy mused. "That was nearly two
years after Mr. Crowley had made the will in favor of the Tophams, wasn't it?"

"Yes. It's likely Crowley had made up his mind to change the will. | suspect he intended to cut the
Tophams out, but whether or not he did, | have no way of knowing."

"Mr. Rolsted is an old friend of yours, isn't he?"
"He is. An old friend and an old college classmate."
“Then why don't you ask him if he ever drew up a will for Mr. Crowley?"

"“That's a rather delicate question to ask, young lady. He may tell me it's none of my business."
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"You know he won't. You're such a noted attorney that other lawyers feel flattered when you take an
interest in their cases. Will you do it? Please!"

“| can't promise to blunder into his office and demand the information. Why this sudden interest in
the case, Nancy?"

"Oh, I don't know. A mystery always interests me, | guess, and it does seem to me that someone
ought to help those poor relatives."

"You take after your old dad, | am afraid. But I'm curious to know what mystery you have
discovered."

“If a will is missing, isn't that a mystery?"

"If it is actually missing—yes. But it's possible that if Crowley ever wrote the will he changed his mind
and destroyed it. He was subject to sudden whims, you know."

"Anyhow, I'd like to learn more about the case if | can. Will you talk with Mr. Rolsted?"

"You are persistent, Nancy," and Mr. Drew smiled. "Well, | suppose | could invite him to take
luncheon with me to-morrow——"

"Oh, please do," Nancy interrupted eagerly. "That would be a splendid opportunity to find out
everything he knows about the will."

"All right, I'll try to do it. But | warn you not to expect startling news." Carson Drew glanced at his
watch. "Why, it's nearly midnight, Nancy. We've been discussing this case for over an hour. Better
run off to bed now and forget the Tophams."

"All right," Nancy agreed somewhat reluctantly. "Don't forget your promise to-morrow at luncheon!"
Long after his daughter had retired, Carson Drew sat by the fire. At last he, too, arose.

"It wouldn't surprise me if Nancy has stumbled upon a real mystery," he told himself, as he snapped

out the electric light and turned toward the stairway. "Perhaps | shouldn't encourage her to dig into
it, but after all it's in a good cause!"
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Peter and Wendy

by J.M. Barrie

Chapter I,
Peter Breaks Through

All children, except one, grow up. They soon know that they will grow up, and the way Wendy knew
was this. One day when she was two years old she was playing in a garden, and she plucked
another flower and ran with it to her mother. | suppose she must have looked rather delightful, for
Mrs. Darling put her hand to her heart and cried, '‘Oh, why can't you remain like this for ever!' This
was all that passed between them on the subject, but henceforth Wendy knew that she must grow
up. You always know after you are two. Two is the beginning of the end.

Of course they lived at 14, and until Wendy came her mother was the chief one. She was a lovely
lady, with a romantic mind and such a sweet mocking mouth. Her romantic mind was like the tiny
boxes, one within the other, that come from the puzzling East, however many you discover there is
always one more; and her sweet mocking mouth had one kiss on it that Wendy could never get,
though there it was, perfectly conspicuous in the right-hand corner.

The way Mr. Darling won her was this: the many gentlemen who had been boys when she was a girl
discovered simultaneously that they loved her, and they all ran to her house to propose to her
except Mr. Darling, who took a cab and nipped in first, and so he got her. He got all of her, except the
innermost box and the kiss. He never knew about the box, and in time he gave up trying for the kiss.
Wendy thought Napoleon could have got it, but | can picture him trying, and then going off in a
passion, slamming the door.

Mr. Darling used to boast to Wendy that her mother not only loved him but respected him. He was
one of those deep ones who know about stocks and shares. Of course no one really knows, but he
quite seemed to know, and he often said stocks were up and shares were down in a way that would
have made any woman respect him.

Mrs. Darling was married in white, and at first she kept the books perfectly, almost gleefully, as if it
were a game, not so much as a brussels sprout was missing; but by and by whole cauliflowers
dropped out, and instead of them there were pictures of babies without faces. She drew them when
she should have been totting up. They were Mrs. Darling's guesses.

Wendy came first, then John, then Michael.

For a week or two after Wendy came it was doubtful whether they would be able to keep her, as she
was another mouth to feed. Mr. Darling was frightfully proud of her, but he was very honourable,
and he sat on the edge of Mrs. Darling's bed, holding her hand and calculating expenses, while she

looked at him imploringly.
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She wanted to risk it, come what might, but that was not his way; his way was with a pencil and a
piece of paper, and if she confused him with suggestions he had to begin at the beginning again.

‘Now don't interrupt,' he would beg of her. 'l have one pound seventeen here, and two and six at the
office; | can cut off my coffee at the office, say ten shillings, making two nine and six, with your
eighteen and three makes three nine seven, with five naught naught in my cheque-book makes
eight nine seven,—who is that moving?—eight nine seven, dot and carry seven—don't speak, my
own—and the pound you lent to that man who came to the door—quiet, child—dot and carry child
—there, you've done it!—did | say nine nine seven? yes, | said nine nine seven; the question is, can
we try it for a year on nine nine seven?'

'Of course we can, George,' she cried. But she was prejudiced in Wendy's favour, and he was really
the grander character of the two.

‘Remember mumps,' he warned her almost threateningly, and off he went again. ‘Mumps one
pound, that is what | have put down, but | daresay it will be more like thirty shillings—don't speak—
measles one five, German measles half a guinea, makes two fifteen six—don't waggle your finger—
whooping-cough, say fifteen shillings'—and so on it went, and it added up differently each time; but
at last Wendy just got through, with mumps reduced to twelve six, and the two kinds of measles
treated as one.

There was the same excitement over John, and Michael had even a narrower squeak; but both were
kept, and soon you might have seen the three of them going in a row to Miss Fulsom's Kindergarten
school, accompanied by their nurse.

Mrs. Darling loved to have everything just so, and Mr. Darling had a passion for being exactly like his
neighbours; so, of course, they had a nurse. As they were poor, owing to the amount of milk the
children drank, this nurse was a prim Newfoundland dog, called Nana, who had belonged to no one
in particular until the Darlings engaged her. She had always thought children important, however,
and the Darlings had become acquainted with her in Kensington Gardens, where she spent most of
her spare time peeping into perambulators, and was much hated by careless nursemaids, whom she
followed to their homes and complained of to their mistresses. She proved to be quite a treasure of a
nurse. How thorough she was at bath-time; and up at any moment of the night if one of her charges
made the slightest cry. Of course her kennel was in the nursery. She had a genius for knowing when
a cough is a thing to have no patience with and when it needs stocking round your throat. She
believed to her last day in old-fashioned remedies like rhubarb leaf, and made sounds of contempt
over all this new-fangled talk about germs, and so on. It was a lesson in propriety to see her
escorting the children to school, walking sedately by their side when they were well behaved, and
butting them back into line if they strayed. On John's footer days she never once forgot his sweater,
and she usually carried an umbrella in her mouth in case of rain. There is a room in the basement of
Miss Fulsom's school where the nurses wait. They sat on forms, while Nana lay on the floor, but that
was the only difference. They affected to ignore her as of an inferior social status to themselves, and
she despised their light talk.
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She resented visits to the nursery from Mrs. Darling's friends, but if they did come she first whipped
off Michael's pinafore and put him into the one with blue braiding, and smoothed out Wendy and
made a dash at John's hair.

No nursery could possibly have been conducted more correctly, and Mr. Darling knew it, yet he
sometimes wondered uneasily whether the neighbours talked.

He had his position in the city to consider.

Nana also troubled him in another way. He had sometimes a feeling that she did not admire him. 'l
know she admires you tremendously, George," Mrs. Darling would assure him, and then she would
sign to the children to be specially nice to father. Lovely dances followed, in which the only other
servant, Liza, was sometimes allowed to join. Such a midget she looked in her long skirt and maid's
cap, though she had sworn, when engaged, that she would never see ten again. The gaiety of those
romps! And gayest of all was Mrs. Darling, who would pirouette so wildly that all you could see of
her was the kiss, and then if you had dashed at her you might have got it. There never was a simpler
happier family until the coming of Peter Pan.

Mrs. Darling first heard of Peter when she was tidying up her children's minds. It is the nightly
custom of every good mother after her children are asleep to rummage in their minds and put things
straight for next morning, repacking into their proper places the many articles that have wandered
during the day. If you could keep awake (but of course you can't) you would see your own mother
doing this, and you would find it very interesting to watch her. It is quite like tidying up drawers. You
would see her on her knees, | expect, lingering humorously over some of your contents, wondering
where on earth you had picked this thing up, making discoveries sweet and not so sweet, pressing
this to her cheek as if it were as nice as a kitten, and hurriedly stowing that out of sight. When you
wake in the morning, the naughtinesses and evil passions with which you went to bed have been
folded up small and placed at the bottom of your mind; and on the top, beautifully aired, are spread
out your prettier thoughts, ready for you to put on.

| don't know whether you have ever seen a map of a person's mind. Doctors sometimes draw maps
of other parts of you, and your own map can become intensely interesting, but catch them trying to
draw a map of a child's mind, which is not only confused, but keeps going round all the time. There
are zigzag lines on it, just like your temperature on a card, and these are probably roads in the island;
for the Neverland is always more or less an island, with astonishing splashes of colour here and
there, and coral reefs and rakish-looking craft in the offing, and savages and lonely lairs, and
gnomes who are mostly tailors, and caves through which a river runs, and princes with six elder
brothers, and a hut fast going to decay, and one very small old lady with a hooked nose. It would be
an easy map if that were all; but there is also first day at school, religion, fathers, the round pond,
needlework, murders, hangings, verbs that take the dative, chocolate pudding day, getting into
braces, say ninety-nine, three-pence for pulling out your tooth yourself, and so on; and either these
are part of the island or they are another map showing through, and it is all rather confusing,
especially as nothing will stand still.
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Of course the Neverlands vary a good deal. John's, for instance, had a lagoon with flamingoes flying
over it at which John was shooting, while Michael, who was very small, had a flamingo with lagoons
flying over it. John lived in a boat turned upside down on the sands, Michael in a wigwam, Wendy in
a house of leaves deftly sewn together. John had no friends, Michael had friends at night, Wendy
had a pet wolf forsaken by its parents; but on the whole the Neverlands have a family resemblance,
and if they stood still in a row you could say of them that they have each other's nose, and so forth.
On these magic shores children at play are for ever beaching their coracles. We too have been there;
we can still hear the sound of the surf, though we shall land no more.

Of all delectable islands the Neverland is the snuggest and most compact; not large and sprawly,
you know, with tedious distances between one adventure and another, but nicely crammed. When
you play at it by day with the chairs and table-cloth, it is not in the least alarming, but in the two
minutes before you go to sleep it becomes very nearly real. That is why there are night-lights.

Occasionally in her travels through her children's minds Mrs. Darling found things she could not
understand, and of these quite the most perplexing was the word Peter. She knew of no Peter, and
yet he was here and there in John and Michael's minds, while Wendy's began to be scrawled all
over with him. The name stood out in bolder letters than any of the other words, and as Mrs. Darling
gazed she felt that it had an oddly cocky appearance.

‘Yes, he is rather cocky,' Wendy admitted with regret. Her mother had been questioning her.

‘But who is he, my pet?'

‘He is Peter Pan, you know, mother.'

At first Mrs. Darling did not know, but after thinking back into her childhood she just remembered a
Peter Pan who was said to live with the fairies. There were odd stories about him; as that when
children died he went part of the way with them, so that they should not be frightened. She had
believed in him at the time, but now that she was married and full of sense she quite doubted
whether there was any such person.

‘Besides,' she said to Wendy, 'he would be grown up by this time.'

'Oh no, he isn't grown up,' Wendy assured her confidently, 'and he is just my size.' She meant that he
was her size in both mind and body; she didn't know how she knew it, she just knew it.

Mrs. Darling consulted Mr. Darling, but he smiled pooh-pooh. 'Mark my words," he said, 'it is some
nonsense Nana has been putting into their heads; just the sort of idea a dog would have. Leave it

alone, and it will blow over.'

But it would not blow over; and soon the troublesome boy gave Mrs. Darling quite a shock.
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Children have the strangest adventures without being troubled by them. For instance, they may
remember to mention, a week after the event happened, that when they were in the wood they met
their dead father and had a game with him. It was in this casual way that Wendy one morning made
a disquieting revelation. Some leaves of a tree had been found on the nursery floor, which certainly
were not there when the children went to bed, and Mrs. Darling was puzzling over them when
Wendy said with a tolerant smile:

'l do believe it is that Peter again!'

'Whatever do you mean, Wendy?'

"It is so naughty of him not to wipe,' Wendy said, sighing. She was a tidy child.

She explained in quite a matter-of-fact way that she thought Peter sometimes came to the nursery in
the night and sat on the foot of her bed and played on his pipes to her. Unfortunately she never
woke, so she didn't know how she knew, she just knew.

'What nonsense you talk, precious. No one can get into the house without knocking.'

'l think he comes in by the window,' she said.

‘My love, it is three floors up.'

‘Were not the leaves at the foot of the window, mother?'

It was quite true; the leaves had been found very near the window.

Mrs. Darling did not know what to think, for it all seemed so natural to Wendy that you could not
dismiss it by saying she had been dreaming.

‘My child,' the mother cried, 'why did you not tell me of this before?"

'l forgot,' said Wendy lightly. She was in a hurry to get her breakfast.

Oh, surely she must have been dreaming.

But, on the other hand, there were the leaves. Mrs. Darling examined them carefully; they were
skeleton leaves, but she was sure they did not come from any tree that grew in England. She
crawled about the floor, peering at it with a candle for marks of a strange foot. She rattled the poker
up the chimney and tapped the walls. She let down a tape from the window to the pavement, and it

was a sheer drop of thirty feet, without so much as a spout to climb up by.

Certainly Wendy had been dreaming.
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But Wendy had not been dreaming, as the very next night showed, the night on which the
extraordinary adventures of these children may be said to have begun.

On the night we speak of all the children were once more in bed. It happened to be Nana's evening
off, and Mrs. Darling had bathed them and sung to them till one by one they had let go her hand and
slid away into the land of sleep.

All were looking so safe and cosy that she smiled at her fears now and sat down tranquilly by the fire
to sew.

It was something for Michael, who on his birthday was getting into shirts. The fire was warm,
however, and the nursery dimly lit by three night-lights, and presently the sewing lay on Mrs.
Darling's lap. Then her head nodded, oh, so gracefully. She was asleep. Look at the four of them,
Wendy and Michael over there, John here, and Mrs. Darling by the fire. There should have been a
fourth night-light.

While she slept she had a dream. She dreamt that the Neverland had come too near and that a
strange boy had broken through from it. He did not alarm her, for she thought she had seen him
before in the faces of many women who have no children. Perhaps he is to be found in the faces of
some mothers also. But in her dream he had rent the film that obscures the Neverland, and she saw
Wendy and John and Michael peeping through the gap.

The dream by itself would have been a trifle, but while she was dreaming the window of the nursery
blew open, and a boy did drop on the floor. He was accompanied by a strange light, no bigger than
your fist, which darted about the room like a living thing; and | think it must have been this light that
wakened Mrs. Darling.

She started up with a cry, and saw the boy, and somehow she knew at once that he was Peter Pan. If
you or | or Wendy had been there we should have seen that he was very like Mrs. Darling's kiss. He
was a lovely boy, clad in skeleton leaves and the juices that ooze out of trees; but the most
entrancing thing about him was that he had all his first teeth. When he saw she was a grown-up, he
gnashed the little pearls at her.
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Winnie the Pooh
by A.A. Milne

Chapter V,
In Which Piglet Meets a Heffalump

One day, when Christopher Robin and Winnie-the-Pooh and Piglet were all talking together,
Christopher Robin finished the mouthful he was eating and said carelessly: "I saw a Heffalump to-
day, Piglet."

"What was it doing?" asked Piglet.

"Just lumping along," said Christopher Robin. "l don't think it saw me."

"I saw one once," said Piglet. "At least, | think | did," he said. "Only perhaps it wasn't."

"So did |," said Pooh, wondering what a Heffalump was like.

"You don't often see them," said Christopher Robin carelessly.

"Not now," said Piglet.

“Not at this time of year," said Pooh.

Then they all talked about something else, until it was time for Pooh and Piglet to go home together.
At first as they stumped along the path which edged the Hundred Acre Wood, they didn't say much
to each other; but when they came to the stream and had helped each other across the stepping
stones, and were able to walk side by side again over the heather, they began to talk in a friendly
way about this and that, and Piglet said, "If you see what | mean, Pooh," and Pooh said, "It's just what

| think myself, Piglet," and Piglet said, "But, on the other hand, Pooh, we must remember," and Pooh
said, "Quite true, Piglet, although I had forgotten it for the moment."
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"Piglet, | have decided something."

"What have you decided, Pooh?"

"I have decided to catch a Heffalump."

Pooh nodded his head several times as he said this, and waited for Piglet to say "How?" or "Pooh,
you couldn't!" or something helpful of that sort, but Piglet said nothing. The fact was Piglet was

wishing that he had thought about it first.

"I shall do it," said Pooh, after waiting a little longer, "by means of a trap. And it must be a Cunning
Trap, so you will have to help me, Piglet."

"Pooh," said Piglet, feeling quite happy again now, "l will." And then he said, "How shall we do it?"
and Pooh said, "That's just it. How?" And then they sat down together to think it out.

Pooh's first idea was that they should dig a Very Deep Pit, and then the Heffalump would come
along and fall into the Pit, and——

"Why?" said Piglet.

"Why what?" said Pooh.

"Why would he fall in?"

Pooh rubbed his nose with his paw, and said that the Heffalump might be walking along, humming
a little song, and looking up at the sky, wondering if it would rain, and so he wouldn't see the Very
Deep Pit until he was half-way down, when it would be too late.

Piglet said that this was a very good Trap, but supposing it were raining already?

Pooh rubbed his nose again, and said that he hadn't thought of that. And then he brightened up,
and said that, if it were raining already, the Heffalump would be looking at the sky wondering if it
would clear up, and so he wouldn't see the Very Deep Pit until he was half-way down.... When it
would be too late.

Piglet said that, now that this point had been explained, he thought it was a Cunning Trap.

Pooh was very proud when he heard this, and he felt that the Heffalump was as good as caught
already, but there was just one other thing which had to be thought about, and it was this. Where

should they dig the Very Deep Pit?

Piglet said that the best place would be somewhere where a Heffalump was, just before he fell into
it, only about a foot farther on.
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"But then he would see us digging it," said Pooh.
“Not if he was looking at the sky."

"He would Suspect," said Pooh, "if he happened to look down." He thought for a long time and then
added sadly, "It isn't as easy as | thought. | suppose that's why Heffalumps hardly ever get caught.”

"That must be it," said Piglet.

They sighed and got up; and when they had taken a few gorse prickles out of themselves they sat
down again; and all the time Pooh was saying to himself, “If only | could think of something!" For he
felt sure that a Very Clever Brain could catch a Heffalump if only he knew the right way to go about
it.

"Suppose," he said to Piglet, "you wanted to catch me, how would you do it?"

"Well," said Piglet, "I should do it like this. | should make a Trap, and | should put a Jar of Honey in
the Trap, and you would smell it, and you would go in after it, and——"

"And | would go in after it," said Pooh excitedly, "only very carefully so as not to hurt myself, and |
would get to the Jar of Honey, and | should lick round the edges first of all, pretending that there
wasn't any more, you know, and then | should walk away and think about it a little, and then | should
come back and start licking in the middle of the jar, and then——"

"Yes, well never mind about that. There you would be, and there | should catch you. Now the first
thing to think of is, What do Heffalumps like? | should think acorns, shouldn't you? We'll get a lot of
——1 say, wake up, Pooh!"

Pooh, who had gone into a happy dream, woke up with a start, and said that Honey was a much
more trappy thing than Haycorns. Piglet didn't think so; and they were just going to argue about it,
when Piglet remembered that, if they put acorns in the Trap, he would have to find the acorns, but if
they put honey, then Pooh would have to give up some of his own honey, so he said, "All right,
honey then," just as Pooh remembered it too, and was going to say, "All right, haycorns."

"Honey," said Piglet to himself in a thoughtful way, as if it were now settled. "I'll dig the pit, while you
go and get the honey."

“Very well," said Pooh, and he stumped off.
As soon as he got home, he went to the larder; and he stood on a chair, and took down a very large

jar of honey from the top shelf. It had HUNNY written on it, but, just to make sure, he took off the
paper cover and looked at it, and it looked just like honey. "But you never can tell," said Pooh.
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"I remember my uncle saying once that he had seen cheese just this colour." So he put his tongue in,
and took a large lick. "Yes," he said, "it is. No doubt about that. And honey, | should say, right down to
the bottom of the jar. Unless, of course," he said, "somebody put cheese in at the bottom just for a
joke. Perhaps | had better go a little further ... just in case ... in case Heffalumps don't like cheese ...
same as me.... Ah!" And he gave a deep sigh. "l was right. It is honey, right the way down."

Having made certain of this, he took the jar back to Piglet, and Piglet looked up from the bottom of
his Very Deep Pit, and said, "Got it?" and Pooh said, "Yes, but it isn't quite a full jar," and he threw it
down to Piglet, and Piglet said, "No, it isn't! Is that all you've got left?" and Pooh said "Yes." Because it
was. So Piglet put the jar at the bottom of the Pit, and climbed out, and they went off home together.
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"Well, good night, Pooh," said Piglet, when they had got to Pooh's house. "And we meet at six
o'clock to-morrow morning by the Pine Trees, and see how many Heffalumps we've got in our Trap."

"Six o'clock, Piglet. And have you got any string?"

"No. Why do you want string?"

"To lead them home with."

"Oh! ... I think Heffalumps come if you whistle."

"Some do and some don't. You never can tell with Heffalumps. Well, good night!"

"Good night!"

And off Piglet trotted to his house TRESPASSERS W, while Pooh made his preparations for bed.
Some hours later, just as the night was beginning to steal away, Pooh woke up suddenly with a
sinking feeling. He had had that sinking feeling before, and he knew what it meant. He was hungry.
So he went to the larder, and he stood on a chair and reached up to the top shelf, and found—
nothing.

“That's funny," he thought. "I know | had a jar of honey there. A full jar, full of honey right up to the
top, and it had HUNNY written on it, so that | should know it was honey. That's very funny." And then

he began to wander up and down, wondering where it was and murmuring a murmur to himself.
Like this:
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It's very, very funny,

'Cos | know | had some honey;
'‘Cos it had a label on,

Saying HUNNY.

A goloptious full-up pot too,

And | don't know where it's got to,
No, I don't know where it's gone—
Well, it's funny.

He had murmured this to himself three times in a singing sort of way, when suddenly he
remembered. He had put it into the Cunning Trap to catch the Heffalump.

"Bother!" said Pooh. "It all comes of trying to be kind to Heffalumps." And he got back into bed.

But he couldn't sleep. The more he tried to sleep, the more he couldn't. He tried Counting Sheep,
which is sometimes a good way of getting to sleep, and, as that was no good, he tried counting
Heffalumps. And that was worse. Because every Heffalump that he counted was making straight for
a pot of Pooh's honey, and eating it all. For some minutes he lay there miserably, but when the five
hundred and eighty-seventh Heffalump was licking its jaws, and saying to itself, "Very good honey
this, | don't know when I've tasted better," Pooh could bear it no longer. He jumped out of bed, he
ran out of the house, and he ran straight to the Six Pine Trees.

The Sun was still in bed, but there was a lightness in the sky over the Hundred Acre Wood which
seemed to show that it was waking up and would soon be kicking off the clothes. In the half-light
the Pine Trees looked cold and lonely, and the Very Deep Pit seemed deeper than it was, and Pooh's
jar of honey at the bottom was something mysterious, a shape and no more. But as he got nearer to
it his nose told him that it was indeed honey, and his tongue came out and began to polish up his
mouth, ready for it.
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"Bother!" said Pooh, as he got his nose inside the jar. "A Heffalump has been eating it!" And then he
thought a little and said, "Oh, no, 1 did. | forgot."

Indeed, he had eaten most of it. But there was a little left at the very bottom of the jar, and he pushed
his head right in, and began to lick....

By and by Piglet woke up. As soon as he woke he said to himself, "Oh!" Then he said bravely, "Yes,"
and then, still more bravely, "Quite so." But he didn't feel very brave, for the word which was really
jiggeting about in his brain was "Heffalumps."

What was a Heffalump like?

Was it Fierce?

Did it come when you whistled? And how did it come?
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Was it Fond of Pigs at all?
If it was Fond of Pigs, did it make any difference what sort of Pig?

Supposing it was Fierce with Pigs, would it make any difference if the Pig had a grandfather called
TRESPASSERS WILLIAM?

He didn't know the answer to any of these questions ... and he was going to see his first Heffalump in
about an hour from now!

Of course Pooh would be with him, and it was much more Friendly with two. But suppose
Heffalumps were Very Fierce with Pigs and Bears? Wouldn't it be better to pretend that he had a
headache, and couldn't go up to the Six Pine Trees this morning? But then suppose that it was a
very fine day, and there was no Heffalump in the trap, here he would be, in bed all the morning,
simply wasting his time for nothing. What should he do?

And then he had a Clever Idea. He would go up very quietly to the Six Pine Trees now, peep very
cautiously into the Trap, and see if there was a Heffalump there. And if there was, he would go back
to bed, and if there wasn't, he wouldn't.

So off he went. At first he thought that there wouldn't be a Heffalump in the Trap, and then he
thought that there would, and as he got nearer he was sure that there would, because he could hear
it heffalumping about it like anything.

"Oh, dear, oh, dear, oh, dear!" said Piglet to himself. And he wanted to run away. But somehow,

having got so near, he felt that he must just see what a Heffalump was like. So he crept to the side of
the Trap and looked in....
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And all the time Winnie-the-Pooh had been trying to get the honey-jar off his head. The more he
shook it, the more tightly it stuck.

"Bother!" he said, inside the jar, and "Oh, help!" and, mostly, "Ow!" And he tried bumping it against
things, but as he couldn't see what he was bumping it against, it didn't help him; and he tried to
climb out of the Trap, but as he could see nothing but jar, and not much of that, he couldn't find his
way. So at last he lifted up his head, jar and all, and made a loud, roaring noise of Sadness and
Despair ... and it was at that moment that Piglet looked down.

"Help, help!" cried Piglet, "a Heffalump, a Horrible Heffalump!" and he scampered off as hard as he
could, still crying out, "Help, help, a Herrible Hoffalump! Hoff, Hoff, a Hellible Horralump! Holl, Holl, a
Hoffable Hellerump!" And he didn't stop crying and scampering until he got to Christopher Robin's
house.

"Whatever's the matter, Piglet?" said Christopher Robin, who was just getting up.
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"Heff," said Piglet, breathing so hard that he could hardly speak, "a Heff—a Heff—a Heffalump."
"Where?"

"Up there," said Piglet, waving his paw.

"What did it look like?"

“"Like—like——It had the biggest head you ever saw, Christopher Robin. A great enormous thing,
like—like nothing. A huge big—well, like a—I don't know—Ilike an enormous big nothing. Like a jar."

"Well," said Christopher Robin, putting on his shoes, "I shall go and look at it. Come on."

Piglet wasn't afraid if he had Christopher Robin with him, so off they went....

"I can hear it, can't you?" said Piglet anxiously, as they got near.

"I can hear something," said Christopher Robin.

It was Pooh bumping his head against a tree-root he had found.

"There!" said Piglet. "Isn't it awful?" And he held on tight to Christopher Robin's hand.

Suddenly Christopher Robin began to laugh ... and he laughed ... and he laughed ... and he laughed.

And while he was still laughing—Crash went the Heffalump's head against the tree-root, Smash
went the jar, and out came Pooh's head again....
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Then Piglet saw what a Foolish Piglet he had been, and he was so ashamed of himself that he ran
straight off home and went to bed with a headache. But Christopher Robin and Pooh went home to
breakfast together.

"Oh, Bear!" said Christopher Robin. "How | do love you!"

"So do |," said Pooh.
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The Wind in the Willows

by J.M. Barrie

Chapter 1V,
Mr. Badger

THEY waited patiently for what seemed a very long time, stamping in the snow to keep their feet
warm. At last they heard the sound of slow shuffling footsteps approaching the door from the inside.
It seemed, as the Mole remarked to the Rat, like some one walking in carpet slippers that were too
large for him and down at heel; which was intelligent of Mole, because that was exactly what it was.
There was the noise of a bolt shot back, and the door opened a few inches, enough to show a long
snout and a pair of sleepy blinking eyes.

“Now, the very next time this happens,” said a gruff and suspicious voice, “I shall be exceedingly
angry. Who is it this time, disturbing people on such a night? Speak up!”

“Oh, Badger,” cried the Rat, “let us in, please. It's me, Rat, and my friend Mole, and we’ve lost our
way in the snow.”

“What, Ratty, my dear little man!” exclaimed the Badger, in quite a different voice. “Come along in,
both of you, at once. Why, you must be perished. Well | never! Lost in the snow! And in the Wild
Wood, too, and at this time of night! But come in with you.”

The two animals tumbled over each other in their eagerness to get inside, and heard the door shut
behind them with great joy and relief.

The Badger, who wore a long dressing-gown, and whose slippers were indeed very down at heel,
carried a flat candlestick in his paw and had probably been on his way to bed when their summons
sounded. He looked kindly down on them and patted both their heads. “This is not the sort of night
for small animals to be out,” he said paternally. “I'm afraid you've been up to some of your pranks
again, Ratty. But come along; come into the kitchen. There’s a first-rate fire there, and supper and
everything.”

He shuffled on in front of them, carrying the light, and they followed him, nudging each other in an
anticipating sort of way, down a long, gloomy, and, to tell the truth, decidedly shabby passage, into
a sort of a central hall; out of which they could dimly see other long tunnel-like passages branching,
passages mysterious and without apparent end. But there were doors in the hall as well—stout
oaken comfortable-looking doors. One of these the Badger flung open, and at once they found
themselves in all the glow and warmth of a large fire-lit kitchen.
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The floor was well-worn red brick, and on the wide hearth burnt a fire of logs, between two
attractive chimney-corners tucked away in the wall, well out of any suspicion of draught. A couple of
high-backed settles, facing each other on either side of the fire, gave further sitting accommodations
for the sociably disposed. In the middle of the room stood a long table of plain boards placed on
trestles, with benches down each side. At one end of it, where an arm-chair stood pushed back,
were spread the remains of the Badger's plain but ample supper. Rows of spotless plates winked
from the shelves of the dresser at the far end of the room, and from the rafters overhead hung hams,
bundles of dried herbs, nets of onions, and baskets of eggs. It seemed a place where heroes could
fitly feast after victory, where weary harvesters could line up in scores along the table and keep their
Harvest Home with mirth and song, or where two or three friends of simple tastes could sit about as
they pleased and eat and smoke and talk in comfort and contentment. The ruddy brick floor smiled
up at the smoky ceiling; the oaken settles, shiny with long wear, exchanged cheerful glances with
each other; plates on the dresser grinned at pots on the shelf, and the merry firelight flickered and
played over everything without distinction.

The kindly Badger thrust them down on a settle to toast themselves at the fire, and bade them
remove their wet coats and boots. Then he fetched them dressing-gowns and slippers, and himself
bathed the Mole’s shin with warm water and mended the cut with sticking-plaster till the whole
thing was just as good as new, if not better. In the embracing light and warmth, warm and dry at last,
with weary legs propped up in front of them, and a suggestive clink of plates being arranged on the
table behind, it seemed to the storm-driven animals, now in safe anchorage, that the cold and
trackless Wild Wood just left outside was miles and miles away, and all that they had suffered in it a
half-forgotten dream.

When at last they were thoroughly toasted, the Badger summoned them to the table, where he had
been busy laying a repast. They had felt pretty hungry before, but when they actually saw at last the
supper that was spread for them, really it seemed only a question of what they should attack first
where all was so attractive, and whether the other things would obligingly wait for them till they had
time to give them attention. Conversation was impossible for a long time; and when it was slowly
resumed, it was that regrettable sort of conversation that results from talking with your mouth full.
The Badger did not mind that sort of thing at all, nor did he take any notice of elbows on the table, or
everybody speaking at once. As he did not go into Society himself, he had got an idea that these
things belonged to the things that didn’t really matter. (We know of course that he was wrong, and
took too narrow a view; because they do matter very much, though it would take too long to explain
why.) He sat in his arm-chair at the head of the table, and nodded gravely at intervals as the animals
told their story; and he did not seem surprised or shocked at anything, and he never said, “I told you
so,” or, “Just what | always said,” or remarked that they ought to have done so-and-so, or ought not
to have done something else. The Mole began to feel very friendly towards him.

When supper was really finished at last, and each animal felt that his skin was now as tight as was
decently safe, and that by this time he didn’t care a hang for anybody or anything, they gathered
round the glowing embers of the great wood fire, and thought how jolly it was to be sitting up so
late, and so independent, and so full; and after they had chatted for a time about things in general,
the Badger said heartily,
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“Now then! tell us the news from your part of the world. How's old Toad going on?”

“Oh, from bad to worse,” said the Rat gravely, while the Mole, cocked up on a settle and basking in

the firelight, his heels higher than his head, tried to look properly mournful. “Another smash-up only
last week, and a bad one. You see, he will insist on driving himself, and he’s hopelessly incapable. If
he'd only employ a decent, steady, well-trained animal, pay him good wages, and leave everything
to him, he’d get on all right. But no; he’s convinced he’s a heaven-born driver, and nobody can teach
him anything; and all the rest follows.”

“How many has he had?” inquired the Badger gloomily.

“Smashes, or machines?” asked the Rat. “Oh, well, after all, it's the same thing—with Toad. This is
the seventh. As for the others—you know that coach-house of his? Well, it's piled up—literally piled
up to the roof —with fragments of motor-cars, none of them bigger than your hat! That accounts for
the other six—so far as they can be accounted for.”

“He's been in hospital three times,” put in the Mole; “and as for the fines he’s had to pay, it's simply
awful to think of.”

“Yes, and that’s part of the trouble,” continued the Rat. “Toad’s rich, we all know; but he’s not a
millionaire. And he's a hopelessly bad driver, and quite regardless of law and order. Killed or ruined
—it’s got to be one of the two things, sooner or later. Badger! we're his friends—oughtn’t we to do
something?”

The Badger went through a bit of hard thinking. “Now look here!” he said at last, rather severely; “of
course you know | can’t do anything now?”

His two friends assented, quite understanding his point. No animal, according to the rules of animal-
etiquette, is ever expected to do anything strenuous, or heroic, or even moderately active during the
off-season of winter. All are sleepy—some actually asleep. All are weather-bound, more or less; and
all are resting from arduous days and nights, during which every muscle in them has been severely
tested, and every energy kept at full stretch.

“Very well then!” continued the Badger. “But, when once the year has really turned, and the nights
are shorter, and halfway through them one rouses and feels fidgety and wanting to be up and doing
by sunrise, if not before—you know!——"

Both animals nodded gravely. They knew!

“Well, then,” went on the Badger, “we—that is, you and me and our friend the Mole here—we’ll take

Toad seriously in hand. We'll stand no nonsense whatever. We'll bring him back to reason, by force
if need be. We'll make him be a sensible Toad. We'll—you're asleep, Rat!”
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“Not me!” said the Rat, waking up with a jerk.

“He's been asleep two or three times since supper,” said the Mole, laughing. He himself was feeling
quite wakeful and even lively, though he didn’t know why. The reason was, of course, that he being
naturally an underground animal by birth and breeding, the situation of Badger's house exactly
suited him and made him feel at home; while the Rat, who slept every night in a bedroom the
windows of which opened on a breezy river, naturally felt the atmosphere still and oppressive.

“Well, it's time we were all in bed,” said the Badger, getting up and fetching flat candlesticks. “Come
along, you two, and I'll show you your quarters. And take your time tomorrow morning—breakfast at
any hour you please!”

He conducted the two animals to a long room that seemed half bedchamber and half loft. The
Badger's winter stores, which indeed were visible everywhere, took up half the room—piles of
apples, turnips, and potatoes, baskets full of nuts, and jars of honey; but the two little white beds on
the remainder of the floor looked soft and inviting, and the linen on them, though coarse, was clean
and smelt beautifully of lavender; and the Mole and the Water Rat, shaking off their garments in
some thirty seconds, tumbled in between the sheets in great joy and contentment.

In accordance with the kindly Badger’s injunctions, the two tired animals came down to breakfast
very late next morning, and found a bright fire burning in the kitchen, and two young hedgehogs
sitting on a bench at the table, eating oatmeal porridge out of wooden bowls. The hedgehogs
dropped their spoons, rose to their feet, and ducked their heads respectfully as the two entered.

“There, sit down, sit down,” said the Rat pleasantly, “and go on with your porridge. Where have you
youngsters come from? Lost your way in the snow, | suppose?”

“Yes, please, sir,” said the elder of the two hedgehogs respectfully. “Me and little Billy here, we was
trying to find our way to school—mother would have us go, was the weather ever so—and of course
we lost ourselves, sir, and Billy he got frightened and took and cried, being young and faint-hearted.
And at last we happened up against Mr. Badger’s back door, and made so bold as to knock, sir, for
Mr. Badger he’s a kind-hearted gentleman, as everyone knows——"

“I understand,” said the Rat, cutting himself some rashers from a side of bacon, while the Mole
dropped some eggs into a saucepan. “And what’s the weather like outside? You needn’t ‘sir' me
quite so much?” he added.

"0, terrible bad, sir, terrible deep the snow is,” said the hedgehog. “No getting out for the likes of
you gentlemen to-day.”

“Where's Mr. Badger?” inquired the Mole, as he warmed the coffee-pot before the fire.

“The master's gone into his study, sir,” replied the hedgehog, “and he said as how he was going to
be particular busy this morning, and on no account was he to be disturbed.”
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This explanation, of course, was thoroughly understood by every one present. The fact is, as
already set forth, when you live a life of intense activity for six months in the year, and of comparative
or actual somnolence for the other six, during the latter period you cannot be continually pleading
sleepiness when there are people about or things to be done. The excuse gets monotonous. The
animals well knew that Badger, having eaten a hearty breakfast, had retired to his study and settled
himself in an arm-chair with his legs up on another and a red cotton handkerchief over his face, and
was being “busy” in the usual way at this time of the year.

The front-door bell clanged loudly, and the Rat, who was very greasy with buttered toast, sent Billy,

the smaller hedgehog, to see who it might be. There was a sound of much stamping in the hall, and
presently Billy returned in front of the Otter, who threw himself on the Rat with an embrace and a
shout of affectionate greeting.

“Get offl” spluttered the Rat, with his mouth full.

“Thought | should find you here all right,” said the Otter cheerfully. “They were all in a great state of
alarm along River Bank when | arrived this morning. Rat never been home all night—nor Mole either
—something dreadful must have happened, they said; and the snow had covered up all your tracks,
of course. But | knew that when people were in any fix they mostly went to Badger, or else Badger
got to know of it somehow, so | came straight off here, through the Wild Wood and the snow! My! it
was fine, coming through the snow as the red sun was rising and showing against the black tree-
trunks! As you went along in the stillness, every now and then masses of snow slid off the branches
suddenly with a flop! making you jump and run for cover. Snow-castles and snow-caverns had
sprung up out of nowhere in the night—and snow bridges, terraces, ramparts—I could have stayed
and played with them for hours. Here and there great branches had been torn away by the sheer
weight of the snow, and robins perched and hopped on them in their perky conceited way, just as if
they had done it themselves. A ragged string of wild geese passed overhead, high on the grey sky,
and a few rooks whirled over the trees, inspected, and flapped off homewards with a disgusted
expression; but | met no sensible being to ask the news of. About halfway across | came on a rabbit
sitting on a stump, cleaning his silly face with his paws. He was a pretty scared animal when | crept
up behind him and placed a heavy forepaw on his shoulder. | had to cuff his head once or twice to
get any sense out of it at all. At last | managed to extract from him that Mole had been seen in the
Wild Wood last night by one of them. It was the talk of the burrows, he said, how Mole, Mr. Rat’s
particular friend, was in a bad fix; how he had lost his way, and ‘They’ were up and out hunting, and
were chivvying him round and round. ‘Then why didn’t any of you do something?’ | asked. ‘You
mayn’t be blest with brains, but there are hundreds and hundreds of you, big, stout fellows, as fat as
butter, and your burrows running in all directions, and you could have taken him in and made him
safe and comfortable, or tried to, at all events.” ‘What, us?’ he merely said: ‘do something? us
rabbits?’ So | cuffed him again and left him. There was nothing else to be done. At any rate, | had
learnt something; and if | had had the luck to meet any of “‘Them’ I'd have learnt something more—or
they would.”

“Weren't you at all—er—nervous?” asked the Mole, some of yesterday’s terror coming back to him
at the mention of the Wild Wood.
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“Nervous?” The Otter showed a gleaming set of strong white teeth as he laughed. “I'd give ‘em
nerves if any of them tried anything on with me. Here, Mole, fry me some slices of ham, like the good
little chap you are. I'm frightfully hungry, and I've got any amount to say to Ratty here. Haven't seen
him for an age.”

So the good-natured Mole, having cut some slices of ham, set the hedgehogs to fry it, and returned
to his own breakfast, while the Otter and the Rat, their heads together, eagerly talked river-shop,
which is long shop and talk that is endless, running on like the babbling river itself.

A plate of fried ham had just been cleared and sent back for more, when the Badger entered,
yawning and rubbing his eyes, and greeted them all in his quiet, simple way, with kind enquiries for
every one. “It must be getting on for luncheon time,” he remarked to the Otter. “Better stop and have
it with us. You must be hungry, this cold morning.”

“Rather!” replied the Otter, winking at the Mole. “The sight of these greedy young hedgehogs
stuffing themselves with fried ham makes me feel positively famished.”

The hedgehogs, who were just beginning to feel hungry again after their porridge, and after
working so hard at their frying, looked timidly up at Mr. Badger, but were too shy to say anything.
“Here, you two youngsters be off home to your mother,” said the Badger kindly. “I'll send some one
with you to show you the way. You won’t want any dinner to-day, I'll be bound.”

He gave them sixpence apiece and a pat on the head, and they went off with much respectful
swinging of caps and touching of forelocks.

Presently they all sat down to luncheon together. The Mole found himself placed next to Mr.
Badger, and, as the other two were still deep in river-gossip from which nothing could divert them,
he took the opportunity to tell Badger how comfortable and home-like it all felt to him. “Once well
underground,” he said, “you know exactly where you are. Nothing can happen to you, and nothing
can get at you. You're entirely your own master, and you don’t have to consult anybody or mind
what they say. Things go on all the same overhead, and you let ‘em, and don’t bother about ‘em.
When you want to, up you go, and there the things are, waiting for you.”

The Badger simply beamed on him. “That’s exactly what | say,” he replied. “There’s no security, or
peace and tranquillity, except underground. And then, if your ideas get larger and you want to
expand—why, a dig and a scrape, and there you are! If you feel your house is a bit too big, you stop
up a hole or two, and there you are again! No builders, no tradesmen, no remarks passed on you by
fellows looking over your wall, and, above all, no weather . Look at Rat, now. A couple of feet of
flood water, and he’s got to move into hired lodgings; uncomfortable, inconveniently situated, and
horribly expensive. Take Toad. | say nothing against Toad Hall; quite the best house in these parts,
as a house. But supposing a fire breaks out—where’s Toad? Supposing tiles are blown off, or walls
sink or crack, or windows get broken—where’s Toad? Supposing the rooms are draughty—I hate a
draught myself—where’s Toad? No, up and out of doors is good enough to roam about and get
one’s living in; but underground to come back to at last—that’s my idea of home!”
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The Mole assented heartily; and the Badger in consequence got very friendly with him. “When
lunch is over,” he said, “I'll take you all round this little place of mine. | can see you’ll appreciate it.
You understand what domestic architecture ought to be, you do.”

After luncheon, accordingly, when the other two had settled themselves into the chimney-corner
and had started a heated argument on the subject of eels, the Badger lighted a lantern and bade the
Mole follow him. Crossing the hall, they passed down one of the principal tunnels, and the wavering
light of the lantern gave glimpses on either side of rooms both large and small, some mere
cupboards, others nearly as broad and imposing as Toad'’s dining-hall. A narrow passage at right
angles led them into another corridor, and here the same thing was repeated. The Mole was
staggered at the size, the extent, the ramifications of it all; at the length of the dim passages, the solid
vaultings of the crammed store-chambers, the masonry everywhere, the pillars, the arches, the
pavements. “How on earth, Badger,” he said at last, “did you ever find time and strength to do all
this? It's astonishing!”

“It would be astonishing indeed,” said the Badger simply, “if | had done it. But as a matter of fact |
did none of it—only cleaned out the passages and chambers, as far as | had need of them. There's
lots more of it, all round about. | see you don’t understand, and | must explain it to you. Well, very
long ago, on the spot where the Wild Wood waves now, before ever it had planted itself and grown
up to what it now is, there was a city—a city of people, you know. Here, where we are standing, they
lived, and walked, and talked, and slept, and carried on their business. Here they stabled their
horses and feasted, from here they rode out to fight or drove out to trade. They were a powerful
people, and rich, and great builders. They built to last, for they thought their city would last for ever.”

“But what has become of them all?” asked the Mole.

“Who can tell?” said the Badger. “People come—they stay for a while, they flourish, they build—and

they go. It is their way. But we remain. There were badgers here, I've been told, long before that
same city ever came to be. And now there are badgers here again. We are an enduring lot, and we
may move out for a time, but we wait, and are patient, and back we come. And so it will ever be.”

“Well, and when they went at last, those people?” said the Mole.

“When they went,” continued the Badger, “the strong winds and persistent rains took the matter in
hand, patiently, ceaselessly, year after year. Perhaps we badgers too, in our small way, helped a little
—who knows? It was all down, down, down, gradually—ruin and levelling and disappearance. Then
it was all up, up, up, gradually, as seeds grew to saplings, and saplings to forest trees, and bramble
and fern came creeping in to help. Leaf-mould rose and obliterated, streams in their winter freshets
brought sand and soil to clog and to cover, and in course of time our home was ready for us again,
and we moved in. Up above us, on the surface, the same thing happened. Animals arrived, liked the
look of the place, took up their quarters, settled down, spread, and flourished. They didn’t bother
themselves about the past—they never do; they're too busy. The place was a bit humpy and
hillocky, naturally, and full of holes; but that was rather an advantage.
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And they don't bother about the future, either—the future when perhaps the people will move in
again—for a time—as may very well be. The Wild Wood is pretty well populated by now; with all the
usual lot, good, bad, and indifferent—I name no names. It takes all sorts to make a world. But | fancy
you know something about them yourself by this time.”

“I do indeed,” said the Mole, with a slight shiver.

“Well, well,” said the Badger, patting him on the shoulder, “it was your first experience of them, you

see. They're not so bad really; and we must all live and let live. But I'll pass the word around to-
morrow, and | think you’ll have no further trouble. Any friend of mine walks where he likes in this
country, or I'll know the reason why!”

When they got back to the kitchen again, they found the Rat walking up and down, very restless.
The underground atmosphere was oppressing him and getting on his nerves, and he seemed really
to be afraid that the river would run away if he wasn't there to look after it. So he had his overcoat on,
and his pistols thrust into his belt again. “Come along, Mole,” he said anxiously, as soon as he
caught sight of them. “We must get off while it's daylight. Don’t want to spend another night in the
Wild Wood again.”

“It'll be all right, my fine fellow,” said the Otter. “I'm coming along with you, and | know every path
blindfold; and if there’s a head that needs to be punched, you can confidently rely upon me to
punchit.”

“You really needn’t fret, Ratty,” added the Badger placidly. “My passages run further than you think,
and I've bolt-holes to the edge of the wood in several directions, though | don't care for everybody
to know about them. When you really have to go, you shall leave by one of my short cuts. Meantime,
make yourself easy, and sit down again.”

The Rat was nevertheless still anxious to be off and attend to his river, so the Badger, taking up his
lantern again, led the way along a damp and airless tunnel that wound and dipped, part vaulted,
part hewn through solid rock, for a weary distance that seemed to be miles. At last daylight began to
show itself confusedly through tangled growth overhanging the mouth of the passage; and the
Badger, bidding them a hasty good-bye, pushed them hurriedly through the opening, made
everything look as natural as possible again, with creepers, brushwood, and dead leaves, and
retreated.

They found themselves standing on the very edge of the Wild Wood. Rocks and brambles and tree-
roots behind them, confusedly heaped and tangled; in front, a great space of quiet fields, hemmed
by lines of hedges black on the snow, and, far ahead, a glint of the familiar old river, while the wintry
sun hung red and low on the horizon. The Otter, as knowing all the paths, took charge of the party,
and they trailed out on a bee-line for a distant stile.
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Pausing there a moment and looking back, they saw the whole mass of the Wild Wood, dense,
menacing, compact, grimly set in vast white surroundings; simultaneously they turned and made
swiftly for home, for firelight and the familiar things it played on, for the voice, sounding cheerily
outside their window, of the river that they knew and trusted in all its moods, that never made them
afraid with any amazement.

As he hurried along, eagerly anticipating the moment when he would be at home again among the
things he knew and liked, the Mole saw clearly that he was an animal of tilled field and hedge-row,
linked to the ploughed furrow, the frequented pasture, the lane of evening lingerings, the cultivated
garden-plot. For others the asperities, the stubborn endurance, or the clash of actual conflict, that
went with Nature in the rough; he must be wise, must keep to the pleasant places in which his lines
were laid and which held adventure enough, in their way, to last for a lifetime.
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The Moon and Her Mother

from Aesop’s Fables

The Moon once begged her Mother to make her a gown."How can 1?" replied she; "there's no
fitting your figure. At one time you're a New Moon, and at another you're a Full Moon; and
between whiles you're neither one nor the other."
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	The Wonderful Wizard of Oz by L. Frank Baum
	Chapter II,  The Council with the Munchkins
	She was awakened by a shock, so sudden and severe that if Dorothy had not been lying on the soft bed she might have been hurt. As it was, the jar made her catch her breath and wonder what had happened; and Toto put his cold little nose into her face and whined dismally. Dorothy sat up and noticed that the house was not moving; nor was it dark, for the bright sunshine came in at the window, flooding the little room. She sprang from her bed and with Toto at her heels ran and opened the door.
	The little girl gave a cry of amazement and looked about her, her eyes growing bigger and bigger at the wonderful sights she saw.
	The cyclone had set the house down very gently—for a cyclone—in the midst of a country of marvelous beauty. There were lovely patches of greensward all about, with stately trees bearing rich and luscious fruits. Banks of gorgeous flowers were on every hand, and birds with rare and brilliant plumage sang and fluttered in the trees and bushes. A little way off was a small brook, rushing and sparkling along between green banks, and murmuring in a voice very grateful to a little girl who had lived so long on the dry, gray prairies.
	While she stood looking eagerly at the strange and beautiful sights, she noticed coming toward her a group of the queerest people she had ever seen. They were not as big as the grown folk she had always been used to; but neither were they very small. In fact, they seemed about as tall as Dorothy, who was a well-grown child for her age, although they were, so far as looks go, many years older.  Three were men and one a woman, and all were oddly dressed. They wore round hats that rose to a small point a foot above their heads, with little bells around the brims that tinkled sweetly as they moved. The hats of the men were blue; the little woman’s hat was white, and she wore a white gown that hung in pleats from her shoulders. Over it were sprinkled little stars that glistened in the sun like diamonds. The men were dressed in blue, of the same shade as their hats, and wore well-polished boots with a deep roll of blue at the tops. The men, Dorothy thought, were about as old as Uncle Henry, for two of them had beards. But the little woman was doubtless much older. Her face was covered with wrinkles, her hair was nearly white, and she walked rather stiffly.
	When these people drew near the house where Dorothy was standing in the doorway, they paused and whispered among themselves, as if afraid to come farther. But the little old woman walked up to Dorothy, made a low bow and said, in a sweet voice:


	“You are welcome, most noble Sorceress, to the land of the Munchkins. We are so grateful to you for having killed the Wicked Witch of the East, and for setting our people free from bondage.”
	Dorothy listened to this speech with wonder. What could the little woman possibly mean by calling her a sorceress, and saying she had killed the Wicked Witch of the East? Dorothy was an innocent, harmless little girl, who had been carried by a cyclone many miles from home; and she had never killed anything in all her life.
	But the little woman evidently expected her to answer; so Dorothy said, with hesitation, “You are very kind, but there must be some mistake. I have not killed anything.”
	“Your house did, anyway,” replied the little old woman, with a laugh, “and that is the same thing. See!” she continued, pointing to the corner of the house. “There are her two feet, still sticking out from under a block of wood.”
	Dorothy looked, and gave a little cry of fright. There, indeed, just under the corner of the great beam the house rested on, two feet were sticking out, shod in silver shoes with pointed toes.
	“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” cried Dorothy, clasping her hands together in dismay. “The house must have fallen on her. Whatever shall we do?”
	“There is nothing to be done,” said the little woman calmly.
	“But who was she?” asked Dorothy.
	“She was the Wicked Witch of the East, as I said,” answered the little woman. “She has held all the Munchkins in bondage for many years, making them slave for her night and day. Now they are all set free, and are grateful to you for the favor.”
	“Who are the Munchkins?” inquired Dorothy.
	“They are the people who live in this land of the East where the Wicked Witch ruled.”
	“Are you a Munchkin?” asked Dorothy.
	“No, but I am their friend, although I live in the land of the North. When they saw the Witch of the East was dead the Munchkins sent a swift messenger to me, and I came at once. I am the Witch of the North.”
	“Oh, gracious!” cried Dorothy. “Are you a real witch?”
	“Yes, indeed,” answered the little woman. “But I am a good witch, and the people love me. I am not as powerful as the Wicked Witch was who ruled here, or I should have set the people free myself.”
	“But I thought all witches were wicked,” said the girl, who was half frightened at facing a real witch.  “Oh, no, that is a great mistake. There were only four witches in all the Land of Oz, and two of them, those who live in the North and the South, are good witches. I know this is true, for I am one of them myself, and cannot be mistaken. Those who dwelt in the East and the West were, indeed, wicked witches; but now that you have killed one of them, there is but one Wicked Witch in all the Land of Oz—the one who lives in the West.”
	“But,” said Dorothy, after a moment’s thought, “Aunt Em has told me that the witches were all dead—years and years ago.”
	“Who is Aunt Em?” inquired the little old woman.
	“She is my aunt who lives in Kansas, where I came from.”
	The Witch of the North seemed to think for a time, with her head bowed and her eyes upon the ground. Then she looked up and said, “I do not know where Kansas is, for I have never heard that country mentioned before. But tell me, is it a civilized country?”
	“Oh, yes,” replied Dorothy.
	“Then that accounts for it. In the civilized countries I believe there are no witches left, nor wizards, nor sorceresses, nor magicians. But, you see, the Land of Oz has never been civilized, for we are cut off from all the rest of the world. Therefore we still have witches and wizards amongst us.”
	“Who are the wizards?” asked Dorothy.
	“Oz himself is the Great Wizard,” answered the Witch, sinking her voice to a whisper. “He is more powerful than all the rest of us together. He lives in the City of Emeralds.”
	Dorothy was going to ask another question, but just then the Munchkins, who had been standing silently by, gave a loud shout and pointed to the corner of the house where the Wicked Witch had been lying.
	“What is it?” asked the little old woman, and looked, and began to laugh. The feet of the dead Witch had disappeared entirely, and nothing was left but the silver shoes.
	“She was so old,” explained the Witch of the North, “that she dried up quickly in the sun. That is the end of her. But the silver shoes are yours, and you shall have them to wear.” She reached down and picked up the shoes, and after shaking the dust out of them handed them to Dorothy.
	“The Witch of the East was proud of those silver shoes,” said one of the Munchkins, “and there is some charm connected with them; but what it is we never knew.”
	Dorothy carried the shoes into the house and placed them on the table. Then she came out again to the Munchkins and said:
	“I am anxious to get back to my aunt and uncle, for I am sure they will worry about me. Can you help me find my way?”
	The Munchkins and the Witch first looked at one another, and then at Dorothy, and then shook their heads.
	“At the East, not far from here,” said one, “there is a great desert, and none could live to cross it.”
	“It is the same at the South,” said another, “for I have been there and seen it. The South is the country of the Quadlings.”
	“I am told,” said the third man, “that it is the same at the West. And that country, where the Winkies live, is ruled by the Wicked Witch of the West, who would make you her slave if you passed her way.”
	“The North is my home,” said the old lady, “and at its edge is the same great desert that surrounds this Land of Oz. I’m afraid, my dear, you will have to live with us.”
	Dorothy began to sob at this, for she felt lonely among all these strange people. Her tears seemed to grieve the kind-hearted Munchkins, for they immediately took out their handkerchiefs and began to weep also. As for the little old woman, she took off her cap and balanced the point on the end of her nose, while she counted “One, two, three” in a solemn voice. At once the cap changed to a slate, on which was written in big, white chalk marks:

	“LET DOROTHY GO TO THE CITY OF EMERALDS”
	The little old woman took the slate from her nose, and having read the words on it, asked, “Is your name Dorothy, my dear?”
	“Yes,” answered the child, looking up and drying her tears.
	“Then you must go to the City of Emeralds. Perhaps Oz will help you.”
	“Where is this city?” asked Dorothy.
	“It is exactly in the center of the country, and is ruled by Oz, the Great Wizard I told you of.”
	“Is he a good man?” inquired the girl anxiously.
	“He is a good Wizard. Whether he is a man or not I cannot tell, for I have never seen him.”

	“How can I get there?” asked Dorothy.
	“You must walk. It is a long journey, through a country that is sometimes pleasant and sometimes dark and terrible. However, I will use all the magic arts I know of to keep you from harm.”
	“Won’t you go with me?” pleaded the girl, who had begun to look upon the little old woman as her only friend.
	“No, I cannot do that,” she replied, “but I will give you my kiss, and no one will dare injure a person who has been kissed by the Witch of the North.”
	She came close to Dorothy and kissed her gently on the forehead. Where her lips touched the girl they left a round, shining mark, as Dorothy found out soon after.
	“The road to the City of Emeralds is paved with yellow brick,” said the Witch, “so you cannot miss it. When you get to Oz do not be afraid of him, but tell your story and ask him to help you. Good-bye, my dear.”
	The three Munchkins bowed low to her and wished her a pleasant journey, after which they walked away through the trees. The Witch gave Dorothy a friendly little nod, whirled around on her left heel three times, and straightway disappeared, much to the surprise of little Toto, who barked after her loudly enough when she had gone, because he had been afraid even to growl while she stood by.
	But Dorothy, knowing her to be a witch, had expected her to disappear in just that way, and was not surprised in the least.
	The Secret of the Old Clock by Carolyn Keene
	Chapter I,  The Lost Will
	"It would be a shame if all that money went to the Tophams! They will fly higher than ever!"
	Nancy Drew, a pretty girl of sixteen, leaned over the library table and addressed her father who sat reading a newspaper by the study lamp.
	"I beg your pardon, Nancy. What were you saying about the Tophams?"
	Carson Drew, a noted criminal and mystery-case lawyer, known far and wide for his work as a former district attorney, looked up from his evening paper and smiled indulgently upon his only daughter. Now, as he gave her his respectful attention, he was not particularly concerned with the Richard Topham family but rather with the rich glow of the lamp upon Nancy's curly golden bob. Not at all the sort of head which one expected to indulge in serious thoughts, he told himself.
	Mischievously, Nancy reached over and tweaked his ear.
	"You weren't paying a bit of attention," she accused him sternly. "I was saying I think it's mean if those snobbish Tophams fall heir to all of Josiah Crowley's fortune. Can't something be done about it?"
	Removing his horn-rimmed spectacles and carefully folding the paper, Carson Drew regarded his daughter meditatively.
	"I'm afraid not, Nancy. A will is a will, you know."
	"But it does seem unfair that all the money should go to them. Especially when they never treated Josiah Crowley like a human being!"
	"The Tophams were never noted for their charitable dispositions," Carson Drew observed, with a smile. "However, they did give Josiah a home."
	"Yes, and everyone knows why! They wanted to work him into leaving all his money to them. And it seems that their scheme worked, too! They treated him like a prince until he made his will in their favor and then they acted as though he were dirt under their feet. Folks said he died just to be rid of their everlasting nagging."


	"The Tophams aren't very well liked in our little city, are they?" Mr. Drew commented dryly.
	"Who could like them, father? Richard Topham is an old skinflint who made his money by gambling on the stock exchange. And Cora, his wife, is nothing but a vapid social climber. The two girls, Isabel and Ada, are even worse. I went to school with them, and I never saw such stuck-up creatures in all my life. If they fall heir to any more money, this town won't be big enough to hold them!"
	In her estimate of the Topham family, Nancy Drew did not exaggerate. Nearly everyone in River Heights shared the opinion that the Tophams were snobbish and arrogant, and the treatment they accorded old Josiah Crowley had aroused a great deal of unfavorable comment.
	Nancy had never known Josiah well, but had often seen him on the street and secretly had regarded him as a rather nice but extremely queer sort of individual. His wife had died during the influenza epidemic following the World War, and since that time Crowley had made his home with various relatives. Although well-to-do, he preferred to "visit around."
	At first, the Tophams had evidenced no interest in the old man and he had been forced to live with kindly relatives who were scarcely able to have him with them. Crowley appreciated the sacrifice and openly declared that he intended to make his will in their favor.
	Then, three years before his death, the Topham family experienced a sudden change of heart. They begged Josiah Crowley to make his home with them, and at last he consented. Presently, rumor had it that the Tophams had induced him to make his will in their favor.
	But as time went on and Mr. Crowley, though failing in health, maintained as firm a grip on life as ever, the Tophams treated him unkindly. Although he continued to live with them, it was whispered about that frequently he slipped away to visit his old friends and that he intended to change his will again, cutting the Tophams out entirely.
	Then one day Josiah Crowley took to his bed and did not get up. Just before his death he attempted to communicate something to the doctor who attended him, but his words were unintelligible. After the funeral, only one will came to light and, to the surprise of everyone, it gave the entire fortune to the Tophams.
	"Father, what do you suppose it was that Mr. Crowley tried to tell the doctor just before he died?" Nancy demanded, after a moment of thought. "Do you imagine he was trying to disclose something about his will?"
	"Very likely, Nancy. Probably he intended to leave his money to more deserving relatives. But fate cheated him of the opportunity."
	"But isn't it possible that he did make such a will and that he was trying to tell what he had done with it?"
	"Yes, that's a possibility of course. Josiah Crowley was rather queer in many ways."
	"Perhaps he hid the will somewhere," Nancy suggested thoughtfully.
	"If he did, I'm afraid it will never come to light. The Tophams will see to that."
	"What do you mean, father?"
	"The estate is a considerable one, I understand, Nancy, and the Tophams don't intend that anyone shall get a cent of it. It's my private opinion that they will take care that a second will is never found." "Do you mean that if they discovered the will they would destroy it?"
	"Well, I'm not making any accusations, Nancy. But I do know that Richard Topham is shrewd, and he isn't noted for his honesty."
	"Can't the present will be broken?"
	"I doubt it. While I haven't gone into the case, I am of the opinion that the Tophams have a legal right to the fortune. It would cost considerable to contest the will, and so far as I know the other relatives are in poverty. They have filed a claim, declaring that a later will was made in their favor, but I doubt that the matter will ever go further."
	"But the Tophams don't deserve the fortune, father. It doesn't seem fair."
	"No, it isn't fair. But it is legal, and I'm afraid nothing can be done about it. There were two girls who live somewhere on the River Road that were great pets of Crowley's when they were children. It seems to me that they should have had something. And there are a number of relatives who really deserve a portion of the fortune."
	Nancy nodded thoughtfully and relapsed into silence while she digested the facts of the case. From her father she had acquired the habit of thinking things through to their logical conclusion.
	Frequently, Carson Drew had assured her that she went at a thing "like a detective." Certainly she had a naturally clever mind and took more than an ordinary interest in strange or baffling cases.
	Carson Drew, a widower, showered a great deal of affection upon his daughter; it was his secret boast that he had taught her to think for herself and to think logically. Since he knew that Nancy could be trusted with confidential information, he frequently discussed his interesting cases with her.
	A number of times Nancy had been present at interviews which her father had had with noted detectives who desired his aid in solving perplexing mysteries, and those occasions stood out as red letter days for her.
	There was something about a mystery which aroused Nancy's interest, and she was never content until it was solved. More than once her father had found her suggestions, or "intuitions" as he called them, extremely helpful.
	For a reason which she could not understand, the Crowley case had attracted Nancy's attention, although it had not fallen into her father's hands. She had a certain feeling that a mystery lurked behind it.
	"Father, do you believe Josiah Crowley ever made a second will?" Nancy demanded suddenly.
	"You're a regular lawyer, the way you cross-examine me," Carson Drew protested, but with evident enjoyment. "To tell you the truth, I don't know whether he ever made a second will or not. All I do know is that—but perhaps I shouldn't mention it since my information is not very definite."
	"Go on!" Nancy commanded impatiently. "You're trying to tease me!"
	"Well, I do remember that one day nearly a year ago I was standing in the First National Bank when Crowley came in with Henry Rolsted."
	"Not the attorney who specializes in wills and legal documents?"
	"Yes. Well, as I was saying, they came into the bank together. I had no intention of listening to their conversation, but I couldn't help but hear that they were discussing a will. Crowley made an appointment to call at Rolsted's office the following day."
	"That looks as though Mr. Crowley had made up his mind to write a new will, doesn't it?"
	"That was the thought which passed through my mind at the time."
	"You say you overheard the conversation nearly a year ago," Nancy mused. "That was nearly two years after Mr. Crowley had made the will in favor of the Tophams, wasn't it?"
	"Yes. It's likely Crowley had made up his mind to change the will. I suspect he intended to cut the Tophams out, but whether or not he did, I have no way of knowing."
	"Mr. Rolsted is an old friend of yours, isn't he?"
	"He is. An old friend and an old college classmate."
	"Then why don't you ask him if he ever drew up a will for Mr. Crowley?"
	"That's a rather delicate question to ask, young lady. He may tell me it's none of my business."
	"You know he won't. You're such a noted attorney that other lawyers feel flattered when you take an interest in their cases. Will you do it? Please!"
	"I can't promise to blunder into his office and demand the information. Why this sudden interest in the case, Nancy?"
	"Oh, I don't know. A mystery always interests me, I guess, and it does seem to me that someone ought to help those poor relatives."
	"You take after your old dad, I am afraid. But I'm curious to know what mystery you have discovered."
	"If a will is missing, isn't that a mystery?"
	"If it is actually missing—yes. But it's possible that if Crowley ever wrote the will he changed his mind and destroyed it. He was subject to sudden whims, you know."
	"Anyhow, I'd like to learn more about the case if I can. Will you talk with Mr. Rolsted?"
	"You are persistent, Nancy," and Mr. Drew smiled. "Well, I suppose I could invite him to take luncheon with me to-morrow——"
	"Oh, please do," Nancy interrupted eagerly. "That would be a splendid opportunity to find out everything he knows about the will."
	"All right, I'll try to do it. But I warn you not to expect startling news." Carson Drew glanced at his watch. "Why, it's nearly midnight, Nancy. We've been discussing this case for over an hour. Better run off to bed now and forget the Tophams."
	"All right," Nancy agreed somewhat reluctantly. "Don't forget your promise to-morrow at luncheon!" Long after his daughter had retired, Carson Drew sat by the fire. At last he, too, arose.
	"It wouldn't surprise me if Nancy has stumbled upon a real mystery," he told himself, as he snapped out the electric light and turned toward the stairway. "Perhaps I shouldn't encourage her to dig into it, but after all it's in a good cause!"
	Peter and Wendy by J.M. Barrie
	Chapter I, Peter Breaks Through
	All children, except one, grow up. They soon know that they will grow up, and the way Wendy knew was this. One day when she was two years old she was playing in a garden, and she plucked another flower and ran with it to her mother. I suppose she must have looked rather delightful, for Mrs. Darling put her hand to her heart and cried, 'Oh, why can't you remain like this for ever!' This was all that passed between them on the subject, but henceforth Wendy knew that she must grow up. You always know after you are two. Two is the beginning of the end.
	Of course they lived at 14, and until Wendy came her mother was the chief one. She was a lovely lady, with a romantic mind and such a sweet mocking mouth. Her romantic mind was like the tiny boxes, one within the other, that come from the puzzling East, however many you discover there is always one more; and her sweet mocking mouth had one kiss on it that Wendy could never get, though there it was, perfectly conspicuous in the right-hand corner.
	The way Mr. Darling won her was this: the many gentlemen who had been boys when she was a girl discovered simultaneously that they loved her, and they all ran to her house to propose to her except Mr. Darling, who took a cab and nipped in first, and so he got her. He got all of her, except the innermost box and the kiss. He never knew about the box, and in time he gave up trying for the kiss. Wendy thought Napoleon could have got it, but I can picture him trying, and then going off in a passion, slamming the door.
	Mr. Darling used to boast to Wendy that her mother not only loved him but respected him. He was one of those deep ones who know about stocks and shares. Of course no one really knows, but he quite seemed to know, and he often said stocks were up and shares were down in a way that would have made any woman respect him.
	Mrs. Darling was married in white, and at first she kept the books perfectly, almost gleefully, as if it were a game, not so much as a brussels sprout was missing; but by and by whole cauliflowers dropped out, and instead of them there were pictures of babies without faces. She drew them when she should have been totting up. They were Mrs. Darling's guesses.
	Wendy came first, then John, then Michael.
	For a week or two after Wendy came it was doubtful whether they would be able to keep her, as she was another mouth to feed. Mr. Darling was frightfully proud of her, but he was very honourable, and he sat on the edge of Mrs. Darling's bed, holding her hand and calculating expenses, while she looked at him imploringly.


	She wanted to risk it, come what might, but that was not his way; his way was with a pencil and a piece of paper, and if she confused him with suggestions he had to begin at the beginning again.
	'Now don't interrupt,' he would beg of her. 'I have one pound seventeen here, and two and six at the office; I can cut off my coffee at the office, say ten shillings, making two nine and six, with your eighteen and three makes three nine seven, with five naught naught in my cheque-book makes eight nine seven,—who is that moving?—eight nine seven, dot and carry seven—don't speak, my own—and the pound you lent to that man who came to the door—quiet, child—dot and carry child—there, you've done it!—did I say nine nine seven? yes, I said nine nine seven; the question is, can we try it for a year on nine nine seven?'
	'Of course we can, George,' she cried. But she was prejudiced in Wendy's favour, and he was really the grander character of the two.
	'Remember mumps,' he warned her almost threateningly, and off he went again. 'Mumps one pound, that is what I have put down, but I daresay it will be more like thirty shillings—don't speak—measles one five, German measles half a guinea, makes two fifteen six—don't waggle your finger—whooping-cough, say fifteen shillings'—and so on it went, and it added up differently each time; but at last Wendy just got through, with mumps reduced to twelve six, and the two kinds of measles treated as one.
	There was the same excitement over John, and Michael had even a narrower squeak; but both were kept, and soon you might have seen the three of them going in a row to Miss Fulsom's Kindergarten school, accompanied by their nurse.
	Mrs. Darling loved to have everything just so, and Mr. Darling had a passion for being exactly like his neighbours; so, of course, they had a nurse. As they were poor, owing to the amount of milk the children drank, this nurse was a prim Newfoundland dog, called Nana, who had belonged to no one in particular until the Darlings engaged her. She had always thought children important, however, and the Darlings had become acquainted with her in Kensington Gardens, where she spent most of her spare time peeping into perambulators, and was much hated by careless nursemaids, whom she followed to their homes and complained of to their mistresses. She proved to be quite a treasure of a nurse. How thorough she was at bath-time; and up at any moment of the night if one of her charges made the slightest cry. Of course her kennel was in the nursery. She had a genius for knowing when a cough is a thing to have no patience with and when it needs stocking round your throat. She believed to her last day in old-fashioned remedies like rhubarb leaf, and made sounds of contempt over all this new-fangled talk about germs, and so on. It was a lesson in propriety to see her escorting the children to school, walking sedately by their side when they were well behaved, and butting them back into line if they strayed. On John's footer days she never once forgot his sweater, and she usually carried an umbrella in her mouth in case of rain. There is a room in the basement of Miss Fulsom's school where the nurses wait. They sat on forms, while Nana lay on the floor, but that was the only difference. They affected to ignore her as of an inferior social status to themselves, and she despised their light talk.
	She resented visits to the nursery from Mrs. Darling's friends, but if they did come she first whipped off Michael's pinafore and put him into the one with blue braiding, and smoothed out Wendy and made a dash at John's hair.
	No nursery could possibly have been conducted more correctly, and Mr. Darling knew it, yet he sometimes wondered uneasily whether the neighbours talked.
	He had his position in the city to consider.
	Nana also troubled him in another way. He had sometimes a feeling that she did not admire him. 'I know she admires you tremendously, George,' Mrs. Darling would assure him, and then she would sign to the children to be specially nice to father. Lovely dances followed, in which the only other servant, Liza, was sometimes allowed to join. Such a midget she looked in her long skirt and maid's cap, though she had sworn, when engaged, that she would never see ten again. The gaiety of those romps! And gayest of all was Mrs. Darling, who would pirouette so wildly that all you could see of her was the kiss, and then if you had dashed at her you might have got it. There never was a simpler happier family until the coming of Peter Pan.
	Mrs. Darling first heard of Peter when she was tidying up her children's minds. It is the nightly custom of every good mother after her children are asleep to rummage in their minds and put things straight for next morning, repacking into their proper places the many articles that have wandered during the day. If you could keep awake (but of course you can't) you would see your own mother doing this, and you would find it very interesting to watch her. It is quite like tidying up drawers. You would see her on her knees, I expect, lingering humorously over some of your contents, wondering where on earth you had picked this thing up, making discoveries sweet and not so sweet, pressing this to her cheek as if it were as nice as a kitten, and hurriedly stowing that out of sight. When you wake in the morning, the naughtinesses and evil passions with which you went to bed have been folded up small and placed at the bottom of your mind; and on the top, beautifully aired, are spread out your prettier thoughts, ready for you to put on.
	I don't know whether you have ever seen a map of a person's mind. Doctors sometimes draw maps of other parts of you, and your own map can become intensely interesting, but catch them trying to draw a map of a child's mind, which is not only confused, but keeps going round all the time. There are zigzag lines on it, just like your temperature on a card, and these are probably roads in the island; for the Neverland is always more or less an island, with astonishing splashes of colour here and there, and coral reefs and rakish-looking craft in the offing, and savages and lonely lairs, and gnomes who are mostly tailors, and caves through which a river runs, and princes with six elder brothers, and a hut fast going to decay, and one very small old lady with a hooked nose. It would be an easy map if that were all; but there is also first day at school, religion, fathers, the round pond, needlework, murders, hangings, verbs that take the dative, chocolate pudding day, getting into braces, say ninety-nine, three-pence for pulling out your tooth yourself, and so on; and either these are part of the island or they are another map showing through, and it is all rather confusing, especially as nothing will stand still.
	Of course the Neverlands vary a good deal. John's, for instance, had a lagoon with flamingoes flying over it at which John was shooting, while Michael, who was very small, had a flamingo with lagoons flying over it. John lived in a boat turned upside down on the sands, Michael in a wigwam, Wendy in a house of leaves deftly sewn together. John had no friends, Michael had friends at night, Wendy had a pet wolf forsaken by its parents; but on the whole the Neverlands have a family resemblance, and if they stood still in a row you could say of them that they have each other's nose, and so forth. On these magic shores children at play are for ever beaching their coracles. We too have been there; we can still hear the sound of the surf, though we shall land no more.
	Of all delectable islands the Neverland is the snuggest and most compact; not large and sprawly, you know, with tedious distances between one adventure and another, but nicely crammed. When you play at it by day with the chairs and table-cloth, it is not in the least alarming, but in the two minutes before you go to sleep it becomes very nearly real. That is why there are night-lights.
	Occasionally in her travels through her children's minds Mrs. Darling found things she could not understand, and of these quite the most perplexing was the word Peter. She knew of no Peter, and yet he was here and there in John and Michael's minds, while Wendy's began to be scrawled all over with him. The name stood out in bolder letters than any of the other words, and as Mrs. Darling gazed she felt that it had an oddly cocky appearance.
	'Yes, he is rather cocky,' Wendy admitted with regret. Her mother had been questioning her.
	'But who is he, my pet?'
	'He is Peter Pan, you know, mother.'
	At first Mrs. Darling did not know, but after thinking back into her childhood she just remembered a Peter Pan who was said to live with the fairies. There were odd stories about him; as that when children died he went part of the way with them, so that they should not be frightened. She had believed in him at the time, but now that she was married and full of sense she quite doubted whether there was any such person.
	'Besides,' she said to Wendy, 'he would be grown up by this time.'
	'Oh no, he isn't grown up,' Wendy assured her confidently, 'and he is just my size.' She meant that he was her size in both mind and body; she didn't know how she knew it, she just knew it.
	Mrs. Darling consulted Mr. Darling, but he smiled pooh-pooh. 'Mark my words,' he said, 'it is some nonsense Nana has been putting into their heads; just the sort of idea a dog would have. Leave it alone, and it will blow over.'
	But it would not blow over; and soon the troublesome boy gave Mrs. Darling quite a shock.
	Children have the strangest adventures without being troubled by them. For instance, they may remember to mention, a week after the event happened, that when they were in the wood they met their dead father and had a game with him. It was in this casual way that Wendy one morning made a disquieting revelation. Some leaves of a tree had been found on the nursery floor, which certainly were not there when the children went to bed, and Mrs. Darling was puzzling over them when Wendy said with a tolerant smile:
	'I do believe it is that Peter again!'
	'Whatever do you mean, Wendy?'
	'It is so naughty of him not to wipe,' Wendy said, sighing. She was a tidy child.
	She explained in quite a matter-of-fact way that she thought Peter sometimes came to the nursery in the night and sat on the foot of her bed and played on his pipes to her. Unfortunately she never woke, so she didn't know how she knew, she just knew.
	'What nonsense you talk, precious. No one can get into the house without knocking.'
	'I think he comes in by the window,' she said.
	'My love, it is three floors up.'
	'Were not the leaves at the foot of the window, mother?'
	It was quite true; the leaves had been found very near the window.
	Mrs. Darling did not know what to think, for it all seemed so natural to Wendy that you could not dismiss it by saying she had been dreaming.
	'My child,' the mother cried, 'why did you not tell me of this before?'
	'I forgot,' said Wendy lightly. She was in a hurry to get her breakfast.
	Oh, surely she must have been dreaming.
	But, on the other hand, there were the leaves. Mrs. Darling examined them carefully; they were skeleton leaves, but she was sure they did not come from any tree that grew in England. She crawled about the floor, peering at it with a candle for marks of a strange foot. She rattled the poker up the chimney and tapped the walls. She let down a tape from the window to the pavement, and it was a sheer drop of thirty feet, without so much as a spout to climb up by.
	Certainly Wendy had been dreaming.
	But Wendy had not been dreaming, as the very next night showed, the night on which the extraordinary adventures of these children may be said to have begun.
	On the night we speak of all the children were once more in bed. It happened to be Nana's evening off, and Mrs. Darling had bathed them and sung to them till one by one they had let go her hand and slid away into the land of sleep.
	All were looking so safe and cosy that she smiled at her fears now and sat down tranquilly by the fire to sew.
	It was something for Michael, who on his birthday was getting into shirts. The fire was warm, however, and the nursery dimly lit by three night-lights, and presently the sewing lay on Mrs. Darling's lap. Then her head nodded, oh, so gracefully. She was asleep. Look at the four of them, Wendy and Michael over there, John here, and Mrs. Darling by the fire. There should have been a fourth night-light.
	While she slept she had a dream. She dreamt that the Neverland had come too near and that a strange boy had broken through from it. He did not alarm her, for she thought she had seen him before in the faces of many women who have no children. Perhaps he is to be found in the faces of some mothers also. But in her dream he had rent the film that obscures the Neverland, and she saw Wendy and John and Michael peeping through the gap.
	The dream by itself would have been a trifle, but while she was dreaming the window of the nursery blew open, and a boy did drop on the floor. He was accompanied by a strange light, no bigger than your fist, which darted about the room like a living thing; and I think it must have been this light that wakened Mrs. Darling.
	She started up with a cry, and saw the boy, and somehow she knew at once that he was Peter Pan. If you or I or Wendy had been there we should have seen that he was very like Mrs. Darling's kiss. He was a lovely boy, clad in skeleton leaves and the juices that ooze out of trees; but the most entrancing thing about him was that he had all his first teeth. When he saw she was a grown-up, he gnashed the little pearls at her.
	Winnie the Pooh by A.A. Milne
	Chapter V, In Which Piglet Meets a Heffalump
	One day, when Christopher Robin and Winnie-the-Pooh and Piglet were all talking together, Christopher Robin finished the mouthful he was eating and said carelessly: "I saw a Heffalump to-day, Piglet."
	"What was it doing?" asked Piglet.
	"Just lumping along," said Christopher Robin. "I don't think it saw me."
	"I saw one once," said Piglet. "At least, I think I did," he said. "Only perhaps it wasn't."
	"So did I," said Pooh, wondering what a Heffalump was like.
	"You don't often see them," said Christopher Robin carelessly.
	"Not now," said Piglet.
	"Not at this time of year," said Pooh.
	Then they all talked about something else, until it was time for Pooh and Piglet to go home together. At first as they stumped along the path which edged the Hundred Acre Wood, they didn't say much to each other; but when they came to the stream and had helped each other across the stepping stones, and were able to walk side by side again over the heather, they began to talk in a friendly way about this and that, and Piglet said, "If you see what I mean, Pooh," and Pooh said, "It's just what I think myself, Piglet," and Piglet said, "But, on the other hand, Pooh, we must remember," and Pooh said, "Quite true, Piglet, although I had forgotten it for the moment."


	"Piglet, I have decided something."
	"What have you decided, Pooh?"
	"I have decided to catch a Heffalump."
	Pooh nodded his head several times as he said this, and waited for Piglet to say "How?" or "Pooh, you couldn't!" or something helpful of that sort, but Piglet said nothing. The fact was Piglet was wishing that he had thought about it first.
	"I shall do it," said Pooh, after waiting a little longer, "by means of a trap. And it must be a Cunning Trap, so you will have to help me, Piglet."
	"Pooh," said Piglet, feeling quite happy again now, "I will." And then he said, "How shall we do it?" and Pooh said, "That's just it. How?" And then they sat down together to think it out.
	Pooh's first idea was that they should dig a Very Deep Pit, and then the Heffalump would come along and fall into the Pit, and——
	"Why?" said Piglet.
	"Why what?" said Pooh.
	"Why would he fall in?"
	Pooh rubbed his nose with his paw, and said that the Heffalump might be walking along, humming a little song, and looking up at the sky, wondering if it would rain, and so he wouldn't see the Very Deep Pit until he was half-way down, when it would be too late.
	Piglet said that this was a very good Trap, but supposing it were raining already?
	Pooh rubbed his nose again, and said that he hadn't thought of that. And then he brightened up, and said that, if it were raining already, the Heffalump would be looking at the sky wondering if it would clear up, and so he wouldn't see the Very Deep Pit until he was half-way down.... When it would be too late.
	Piglet said that, now that this point had been explained, he thought it was a Cunning Trap.
	Pooh was very proud when he heard this, and he felt that the Heffalump was as good as caught already, but there was just one other thing which had to be thought about, and it was this. Where should they dig the Very Deep Pit?
	Piglet said that the best place would be somewhere where a Heffalump was, just before he fell into it, only about a foot farther on.
	"But then he would see us digging it," said Pooh.
	"Not if he was looking at the sky."
	"He would Suspect," said Pooh, "if he happened to look down." He thought for a long time and then added sadly, "It isn't as easy as I thought. I suppose that's why Heffalumps hardly ever get caught."
	"That must be it," said Piglet.
	They sighed and got up; and when they had taken a few gorse prickles out of themselves they sat down again; and all the time Pooh was saying to himself, "If only I could think of something!" For he felt sure that a Very Clever Brain could catch a Heffalump if only he knew the right way to go about it.
	"Suppose," he said to Piglet, "you wanted to catch me, how would you do it?"
	"Well," said Piglet, "I should do it like this. I should make a Trap, and I should put a Jar of Honey in the Trap, and you would smell it, and you would go in after it, and——"
	"And I would go in after it," said Pooh excitedly, "only very carefully so as not to hurt myself, and I would get to the Jar of Honey, and I should lick round the edges first of all, pretending that there wasn't any more, you know, and then I should walk away and think about it a little, and then I should come back and start licking in the middle of the jar, and then——"
	"Yes, well never mind about that. There you would be, and there I should catch you. Now the first thing to think of is, What do Heffalumps like? I should think acorns, shouldn't you? We'll get a lot of——I say, wake up, Pooh!"
	Pooh, who had gone into a happy dream, woke up with a start, and said that Honey was a much more trappy thing than Haycorns. Piglet didn't think so; and they were just going to argue about it, when Piglet remembered that, if they put acorns in the Trap, he would have to find the acorns, but if they put honey, then Pooh would have to give up some of his own honey, so he said, "All right, honey then," just as Pooh remembered it too, and was going to say, "All right, haycorns."
	"Honey," said Piglet to himself in a thoughtful way, as if it were now settled. "I'll dig the pit, while you go and get the honey."
	"Very well," said Pooh, and he stumped off.
	As soon as he got home, he went to the larder; and he stood on a chair, and took down a very large jar of honey from the top shelf. It had HUNNY written on it, but, just to make sure, he took off the paper cover and looked at it, and it looked just like honey. "But you never can tell," said Pooh.
	"I remember my uncle saying once that he had seen cheese just this colour." So he put his tongue in, and took a large lick. "Yes," he said, "it is. No doubt about that. And honey, I should say, right down to the bottom of the jar. Unless, of course," he said, "somebody put cheese in at the bottom just for a joke. Perhaps I had better go a little further ... just in case ... in case Heffalumps don't like cheese ... same as me.... Ah!" And he gave a deep sigh. "I was right. It is honey, right the way down."
	Having made certain of this, he took the jar back to Piglet, and Piglet looked up from the bottom of his Very Deep Pit, and said, "Got it?" and Pooh said, "Yes, but it isn't quite a full jar," and he threw it down to Piglet, and Piglet said, "No, it isn't! Is that all you've got left?" and Pooh said "Yes." Because it was. So Piglet put the jar at the bottom of the Pit, and climbed out, and they went off home together.
	"Well, good night, Pooh," said Piglet, when they had got to Pooh's house. "And we meet at six o'clock to-morrow morning by the Pine Trees, and see how many Heffalumps we've got in our Trap."
	"Six o'clock, Piglet. And have you got any string?"
	"No. Why do you want string?"
	"To lead them home with."
	"Oh! ... I think Heffalumps come if you whistle."
	"Some do and some don't. You never can tell with Heffalumps. Well, good night!"
	"Good night!"
	And off Piglet trotted to his house TRESPASSERS W, while Pooh made his preparations for bed. Some hours later, just as the night was beginning to steal away, Pooh woke up suddenly with a sinking feeling. He had had that sinking feeling before, and he knew what it meant. He was hungry. So he went to the larder, and he stood on a chair and reached up to the top shelf, and found—nothing.
	"That's funny," he thought. "I know I had a jar of honey there. A full jar, full of honey right up to the top, and it had HUNNY written on it, so that I should know it was honey. That's very funny." And then he began to wander up and down, wondering where it was and murmuring a murmur to himself. Like this:
	It's very, very funny,   'Cos I know I had some honey;   'Cos it had a label on,    Saying HUNNY.   A goloptious full-up pot too,   And I don't know where it's got to,   No, I don't know where it's gone—    Well, it's funny.
	He had murmured this to himself three times in a singing sort of way, when suddenly he remembered. He had put it into the Cunning Trap to catch the Heffalump.
	"Bother!" said Pooh. "It all comes of trying to be kind to Heffalumps." And he got back into bed.
	But he couldn't sleep. The more he tried to sleep, the more he couldn't. He tried Counting Sheep, which is sometimes a good way of getting to sleep, and, as that was no good, he tried counting Heffalumps. And that was worse. Because every Heffalump that he counted was making straight for a pot of Pooh's honey, and eating it all. For some minutes he lay there miserably, but when the five hundred and eighty-seventh Heffalump was licking its jaws, and saying to itself, "Very good honey this, I don't know when I've tasted better," Pooh could bear it no longer. He jumped out of bed, he ran out of the house, and he ran straight to the Six Pine Trees.
	The Sun was still in bed, but there was a lightness in the sky over the Hundred Acre Wood which seemed to show that it was waking up and would soon be kicking off the clothes. In the half-light the Pine Trees looked cold and lonely, and the Very Deep Pit seemed deeper than it was, and Pooh's jar of honey at the bottom was something mysterious, a shape and no more. But as he got nearer to it his nose told him that it was indeed honey, and his tongue came out and began to polish up his mouth, ready for it.
	"Bother!" said Pooh, as he got his nose inside the jar. "A Heffalump has been eating it!" And then he thought a little and said, "Oh, no, I did. I forgot."
	Indeed, he had eaten most of it. But there was a little left at the very bottom of the jar, and he pushed his head right in, and began to lick....
	By and by Piglet woke up. As soon as he woke he said to himself, "Oh!" Then he said bravely, "Yes," and then, still more bravely, "Quite so." But he didn't feel very brave, for the word which was really jiggeting about in his brain was "Heffalumps."
	What was a Heffalump like?
	Was it Fierce?
	Did it come when you whistled? And how did it come?
	Was it Fond of Pigs at all?
	If it was Fond of Pigs, did it make any difference what sort of Pig?
	Supposing it was Fierce with Pigs, would it make any difference if the Pig had a grandfather called TRESPASSERS WILLIAM?
	He didn't know the answer to any of these questions ... and he was going to see his first Heffalump in about an hour from now!
	Of course Pooh would be with him, and it was much more Friendly with two. But suppose Heffalumps were Very Fierce with Pigs and Bears? Wouldn't it be better to pretend that he had a headache, and couldn't go up to the Six Pine Trees this morning? But then suppose that it was a very fine day, and there was no Heffalump in the trap, here he would be, in bed all the morning, simply wasting his time for nothing. What should he do?
	And then he had a Clever Idea. He would go up very quietly to the Six Pine Trees now, peep very cautiously into the Trap, and see if there was a Heffalump there. And if there was, he would go back to bed, and if there wasn't, he wouldn't.
	So off he went. At first he thought that there wouldn't be a Heffalump in the Trap, and then he thought that there would, and as he got nearer he was sure that there would, because he could hear it heffalumping about it like anything.
	"Oh, dear, oh, dear, oh, dear!" said Piglet to himself. And he wanted to run away. But somehow, having got so near, he felt that he must just see what a Heffalump was like. So he crept to the side of the Trap and looked in....
	And all the time Winnie-the-Pooh had been trying to get the honey-jar off his head. The more he shook it, the more tightly it stuck.
	"Bother!" he said, inside the jar, and "Oh, help!" and, mostly, "Ow!" And he tried bumping it against things, but as he couldn't see what he was bumping it against, it didn't help him; and he tried to climb out of the Trap, but as he could see nothing but jar, and not much of that, he couldn't find his way. So at last he lifted up his head, jar and all, and made a loud, roaring noise of Sadness and Despair ... and it was at that moment that Piglet looked down.
	"Help, help!" cried Piglet, "a Heffalump, a Horrible Heffalump!" and he scampered off as hard as he could, still crying out, "Help, help, a Herrible Hoffalump! Hoff, Hoff, a Hellible Horralump! Holl, Holl, a Hoffable Hellerump!" And he didn't stop crying and scampering until he got to Christopher Robin's house.
	"Whatever's the matter, Piglet?" said Christopher Robin, who was just getting up.
	"Heff," said Piglet, breathing so hard that he could hardly speak, "a Heff—a Heff—a Heffalump."
	"Where?"
	"Up there," said Piglet, waving his paw.
	"What did it look like?"
	"Like—like——It had the biggest head you ever saw, Christopher Robin. A great enormous thing, like—like nothing. A huge big—well, like a—I don't know—like an enormous big nothing. Like a jar."
	"Well," said Christopher Robin, putting on his shoes, "I shall go and look at it. Come on."
	Piglet wasn't afraid if he had Christopher Robin with him, so off they went....
	"I can hear it, can't you?" said Piglet anxiously, as they got near.
	"I can hear something," said Christopher Robin.
	It was Pooh bumping his head against a tree-root he had found.
	"There!" said Piglet. "Isn't it awful?" And he held on tight to Christopher Robin's hand.
	Suddenly Christopher Robin began to laugh ... and he laughed ... and he laughed ... and he laughed. And while he was still laughing—Crash went the Heffalump's head against the tree-root, Smash went the jar, and out came Pooh's head again....
	Then Piglet saw what a Foolish Piglet he had been, and he was so ashamed of himself that he ran straight off home and went to bed with a headache. But Christopher Robin and Pooh went home to breakfast together.
	"Oh, Bear!" said Christopher Robin. "How I do love you!"
	"So do I," said Pooh.
	The Wind in the Willows by J.M. Barrie
	Chapter IV, Mr. Badger
	THEY waited patiently for what seemed a very long time, stamping in the snow to keep their feet warm. At last they heard the sound of slow shuffling footsteps approaching the door from the inside. It seemed, as the Mole remarked to the Rat, like some one walking in carpet slippers that were too large for him and down at heel; which was intelligent of Mole, because that was exactly what it was.  There was the noise of a bolt shot back, and the door opened a few inches, enough to show a long snout and a pair of sleepy blinking eyes.
	“Now, the very next time this happens,” said a gruff and suspicious voice, “I shall be exceedingly angry. Who is it this time, disturbing people on such a night? Speak up!”
	“Oh, Badger,” cried the Rat, “let us in, please. It’s me, Rat, and my friend Mole, and we’ve lost our way in the snow.”
	“What, Ratty, my dear little man!” exclaimed the Badger, in quite a different voice. “Come along in, both of you, at once. Why, you must be perished. Well I never! Lost in the snow! And in the Wild Wood, too, and at this time of night! But come in with you.”
	The two animals tumbled over each other in their eagerness to get inside, and heard the door shut behind them with great joy and relief.
	The Badger, who wore a long dressing-gown, and whose slippers were indeed very down at heel, carried a flat candlestick in his paw and had probably been on his way to bed when their summons sounded. He looked kindly down on them and patted both their heads. “This is not the sort of night for small animals to be out,” he said paternally. “I’m afraid you’ve been up to some of your pranks again, Ratty. But come along; come into the kitchen. There’s a first-rate fire there, and supper and everything.”
	He shuffled on in front of them, carrying the light, and they followed him, nudging each other in an anticipating sort of way, down a long, gloomy, and, to tell the truth, decidedly shabby passage, into a sort of a central hall; out of which they could dimly see other long tunnel-like passages branching, passages mysterious and without apparent end. But there were doors in the hall as well—stout oaken comfortable-looking doors. One of these the Badger flung open, and at once they found themselves in all the glow and warmth of a large fire-lit kitchen.


	The floor was well-worn red brick, and on the wide hearth burnt a fire of logs, between two attractive chimney-corners tucked away in the wall, well out of any suspicion of draught. A couple of high-backed settles, facing each other on either side of the fire, gave further sitting accommodations for the sociably disposed. In the middle of the room stood a long table of plain boards placed on trestles, with benches down each side. At one end of it, where an arm-chair stood pushed back, were spread the remains of the Badger’s plain but ample supper. Rows of spotless plates winked from the shelves of the dresser at the far end of the room, and from the rafters overhead hung hams, bundles of dried herbs, nets of onions, and baskets of eggs. It seemed a place where heroes could fitly feast after victory, where weary harvesters could line up in scores along the table and keep their Harvest Home with mirth and song, or where two or three friends of simple tastes could sit about as they pleased and eat and smoke and talk in comfort and contentment. The ruddy brick floor smiled up at the smoky ceiling; the oaken settles, shiny with long wear, exchanged cheerful glances with each other; plates on the dresser grinned at pots on the shelf, and the merry firelight flickered and played over everything without distinction.
	The kindly Badger thrust them down on a settle to toast themselves at the fire, and bade them remove their wet coats and boots. Then he fetched them dressing-gowns and slippers, and himself bathed the Mole’s shin with warm water and mended the cut with sticking-plaster till the whole thing was just as good as new, if not better. In the embracing light and warmth, warm and dry at last, with weary legs propped up in front of them, and a suggestive clink of plates being arranged on the table behind, it seemed to the storm-driven animals, now in safe anchorage, that the cold and trackless Wild Wood just left outside was miles and miles away, and all that they had suffered in it a half-forgotten dream.
	When at last they were thoroughly toasted, the Badger summoned them to the table, where he had been busy laying a repast. They had felt pretty hungry before, but when they actually saw at last the supper that was spread for them, really it seemed only a question of what they should attack first where all was so attractive, and whether the other things would obligingly wait for them till they had time to give them attention. Conversation was impossible for a long time; and when it was slowly resumed, it was that regrettable sort of conversation that results from talking with your mouth full. The Badger did not mind that sort of thing at all, nor did he take any notice of elbows on the table, or everybody speaking at once. As he did not go into Society himself, he had got an idea that these things belonged to the things that didn’t really matter. (We know of course that he was wrong, and took too narrow a view; because they do matter very much, though it would take too long to explain why.) He sat in his arm-chair at the head of the table, and nodded gravely at intervals as the animals told their story; and he did not seem surprised or shocked at anything, and he never said, “I told you so,” or, “Just what I always said,” or remarked that they ought to have done so-and-so, or ought not to have done something else. The Mole began to feel very friendly towards him.
	When supper was really finished at last, and each animal felt that his skin was now as tight as was decently safe, and that by this time he didn’t care a hang for anybody or anything, they gathered round the glowing embers of the great wood fire, and thought how jolly it was to be sitting up so late, and so independent, and so full; and after they had chatted for a time about things in general, the Badger said heartily,
	“Now then! tell us the news from your part of the world. How’s old Toad going on?”
	“Oh, from bad to worse,” said the Rat gravely, while the Mole, cocked up on a settle and basking in the firelight, his heels higher than his head, tried to look properly mournful. “Another smash-up only last week, and a bad one. You see, he will insist on driving himself, and he’s hopelessly incapable. If he’d only employ a decent, steady, well-trained animal, pay him good wages, and leave everything to him, he’d get on all right. But no; he’s convinced he’s a heaven-born driver, and nobody can teach him anything; and all the rest follows.”
	“How many has he had?” inquired the Badger gloomily.
	“Smashes, or machines?” asked the Rat. “Oh, well, after all, it’s the same thing—with Toad. This is the seventh. As for the others—you know that coach-house of his? Well, it’s piled up—literally piled up to the roof—with fragments of motor-cars, none of them bigger than your hat! That accounts for the other six—so far as they can be accounted for.”
	“He’s been in hospital three times,” put in the Mole; “and as for the fines he’s had to pay, it’s simply awful to think of.”
	“Yes, and that’s part of the trouble,” continued the Rat. “Toad’s rich, we all know; but he’s not a millionaire. And he’s a hopelessly bad driver, and quite regardless of law and order. Killed or ruined—it’s got to be one of the two things, sooner or later. Badger! we’re his friends—oughtn’t we to do something?”
	The Badger went through a bit of hard thinking. “Now look here!” he said at last, rather severely; “of course you know I can’t do anything now?”
	His two friends assented, quite understanding his point. No animal, according to the rules of animal-etiquette, is ever expected to do anything strenuous, or heroic, or even moderately active during the off-season of winter. All are sleepy—some actually asleep. All are weather-bound, more or less; and all are resting from arduous days and nights, during which every muscle in them has been severely tested, and every energy kept at full stretch.
	“Very well then!” continued the Badger. “But, when once the year has really turned, and the nights are shorter, and halfway through them one rouses and feels fidgety and wanting to be up and doing by sunrise, if not before—you know!——”
	Both animals nodded gravely. They knew!
	“Well, then,” went on the Badger, “we—that is, you and me and our friend the Mole here—we’ll take Toad seriously in hand. We’ll stand no nonsense whatever. We’ll bring him back to reason, by force if need be. We’ll make him be a sensible Toad. We’ll—you’re asleep, Rat!”
	“Not me!” said the Rat, waking up with a jerk.
	“He’s been asleep two or three times since supper,” said the Mole, laughing. He himself was feeling quite wakeful and even lively, though he didn’t know why. The reason was, of course, that he being naturally an underground animal by birth and breeding, the situation of Badger’s house exactly suited him and made him feel at home; while the Rat, who slept every night in a bedroom the windows of which opened on a breezy river, naturally felt the atmosphere still and oppressive.
	“Well, it’s time we were all in bed,” said the Badger, getting up and fetching flat candlesticks. “Come along, you two, and I’ll show you your quarters. And take your time tomorrow morning—breakfast at any hour you please!”
	He conducted the two animals to a long room that seemed half bedchamber and half loft. The Badger’s winter stores, which indeed were visible everywhere, took up half the room—piles of apples, turnips, and potatoes, baskets full of nuts, and jars of honey; but the two little white beds on the remainder of the floor looked soft and inviting, and the linen on them, though coarse, was clean and smelt beautifully of lavender; and the Mole and the Water Rat, shaking off their garments in some thirty seconds, tumbled in between the sheets in great joy and contentment.
	In accordance with the kindly Badger’s injunctions, the two tired animals came down to breakfast very late next morning, and found a bright fire burning in the kitchen, and two young hedgehogs sitting on a bench at the table, eating oatmeal porridge out of wooden bowls. The hedgehogs dropped their spoons, rose to their feet, and ducked their heads respectfully as the two entered.
	“There, sit down, sit down,” said the Rat pleasantly, “and go on with your porridge. Where have you youngsters come from? Lost your way in the snow, I suppose?”
	“Yes, please, sir,” said the elder of the two hedgehogs respectfully. “Me and little Billy here, we was trying to find our way to school—mother would have us go, was the weather ever so—and of course we lost ourselves, sir, and Billy he got frightened and took and cried, being young and faint-hearted. And at last we happened up against Mr. Badger’s back door, and made so bold as to knock, sir, for Mr. Badger he’s a kind-hearted gentleman, as everyone knows——”
	“I understand,” said the Rat, cutting himself some rashers from a side of bacon, while the Mole dropped some eggs into a saucepan. “And what’s the weather like outside? You needn’t ‘sir’ me quite so much?” he added.
	“O, terrible bad, sir, terrible deep the snow is,” said the hedgehog. “No getting out for the likes of you gentlemen to-day.”
	“Where’s Mr. Badger?” inquired the Mole, as he warmed the coffee-pot before the fire.
	“The master’s gone into his study, sir,” replied the hedgehog, “and he said as how he was going to be particular busy this morning, and on no account was he to be disturbed.”
	This explanation, of course, was thoroughly understood by every one present. The fact is, as already set forth, when you live a life of intense activity for six months in the year, and of comparative or actual somnolence for the other six, during the latter period you cannot be continually pleading sleepiness when there are people about or things to be done. The excuse gets monotonous. The animals well knew that Badger, having eaten a hearty breakfast, had retired to his study and settled himself in an arm-chair with his legs up on another and a red cotton handkerchief over his face, and was being “busy” in the usual way at this time of the year.
	The front-door bell clanged loudly, and the Rat, who was very greasy with buttered toast, sent Billy, the smaller hedgehog, to see who it might be. There was a sound of much stamping in the hall, and presently Billy returned in front of the Otter, who threw himself on the Rat with an embrace and a shout of affectionate greeting.
	“Get off!” spluttered the Rat, with his mouth full.
	“Thought I should find you here all right,” said the Otter cheerfully. “They were all in a great state of alarm along River Bank when I arrived this morning. Rat never been home all night—nor Mole either—something dreadful must have happened, they said; and the snow had covered up all your tracks, of course. But I knew that when people were in any fix they mostly went to Badger, or else Badger got to know of it somehow, so I came straight off here, through the Wild Wood and the snow! My! it was fine, coming through the snow as the red sun was rising and showing against the black tree-trunks! As you went along in the stillness, every now and then masses of snow slid off the branches suddenly with a flop! making you jump and run for cover. Snow-castles and snow-caverns had sprung up out of nowhere in the night—and snow bridges, terraces, ramparts—I could have stayed and played with them for hours. Here and there great branches had been torn away by the sheer weight of the snow, and robins perched and hopped on them in their perky conceited way, just as if they had done it themselves. A ragged string of wild geese passed overhead, high on the grey sky, and a few rooks whirled over the trees, inspected, and flapped off homewards with a disgusted expression; but I met no sensible being to ask the news of. About halfway across I came on a rabbit sitting on a stump, cleaning his silly face with his paws. He was a pretty scared animal when I crept up behind him and placed a heavy forepaw on his shoulder. I had to cuff his head once or twice to get any sense out of it at all. At last I managed to extract from him that Mole had been seen in the Wild Wood last night by one of them. It was the talk of the burrows, he said, how Mole, Mr. Rat’s particular friend, was in a bad fix; how he had lost his way, and ‘They’ were up and out hunting, and were chivvying him round and round. ‘Then why didn’t any of you do something?’ I asked. ‘You mayn’t be blest with brains, but there are hundreds and hundreds of you, big, stout fellows, as fat as butter, and your burrows running in all directions, and you could have taken him in and made him safe and comfortable, or tried to, at all events.’ ‘What, us?’ he merely said: ‘do something? us rabbits?’ So I cuffed him again and left him. There was nothing else to be done. At any rate, I had learnt something; and if I had had the luck to meet any of ‘Them’ I’d have learnt something more—or they would.”
	“Weren’t you at all—er—nervous?” asked the Mole, some of yesterday’s terror coming back to him at the mention of the Wild Wood.
	“Nervous?” The Otter showed a gleaming set of strong white teeth as he laughed. “I’d give ’em nerves if any of them tried anything on with me. Here, Mole, fry me some slices of ham, like the good little chap you are. I’m frightfully hungry, and I’ve got any amount to say to Ratty here. Haven’t seen him for an age.”
	So the good-natured Mole, having cut some slices of ham, set the hedgehogs to fry it, and returned to his own breakfast, while the Otter and the Rat, their heads together, eagerly talked river-shop, which is long shop and talk that is endless, running on like the babbling river itself.
	A plate of fried ham had just been cleared and sent back for more, when the Badger entered, yawning and rubbing his eyes, and greeted them all in his quiet, simple way, with kind enquiries for every one. “It must be getting on for luncheon time,” he remarked to the Otter. “Better stop and have it with us. You must be hungry, this cold morning.”
	“Rather!” replied the Otter, winking at the Mole. “The sight of these greedy young hedgehogs stuffing themselves with fried ham makes me feel positively famished.”
	The hedgehogs, who were just beginning to feel hungry again after their porridge, and after working so hard at their frying, looked timidly up at Mr. Badger, but were too shy to say anything.  “Here, you two youngsters be off home to your mother,” said the Badger kindly. “I’ll send some one with you to show you the way. You won’t want any dinner to-day, I’ll be bound.”
	He gave them sixpence apiece and a pat on the head, and they went off with much respectful swinging of caps and touching of forelocks.
	Presently they all sat down to luncheon together. The Mole found himself placed next to Mr. Badger, and, as the other two were still deep in river-gossip from which nothing could divert them, he took the opportunity to tell Badger how comfortable and home-like it all felt to him. “Once well underground,” he said, “you know exactly where you are. Nothing can happen to you, and nothing can get at you. You’re entirely your own master, and you don’t have to consult anybody or mind what they say. Things go on all the same overhead, and you let ’em, and don’t bother about ’em. When you want to, up you go, and there the things are, waiting for you.”
	The Badger simply beamed on him. “That’s exactly what I say,” he replied. “There’s no security, or peace and tranquillity, except underground. And then, if your ideas get larger and you want to expand—why, a dig and a scrape, and there you are! If you feel your house is a bit too big, you stop up a hole or two, and there you are again! No builders, no tradesmen, no remarks passed on you by fellows looking over your wall, and, above all, no  weather . Look at Rat, now. A couple of feet of flood water, and he’s got to move into hired lodgings; uncomfortable, inconveniently situated, and horribly expensive. Take Toad. I say nothing against Toad Hall; quite the best house in these parts,  as  a house. But supposing a fire breaks out—where’s Toad? Supposing tiles are blown off, or walls sink or crack, or windows get broken—where’s Toad? Supposing the rooms are draughty—I  hate  a draught myself—where’s Toad? No, up and out of doors is good enough to roam about and get one’s living in; but underground to come back to at last—that’s my idea of  home! ”
	The Mole assented heartily; and the Badger in consequence got very friendly with him. “When lunch is over,” he said, “I’ll take you all round this little place of mine. I can see you’ll appreciate it. You understand what domestic architecture ought to be, you do.”
	After luncheon, accordingly, when the other two had settled themselves into the chimney-corner and had started a heated argument on the subject of eels, the Badger lighted a lantern and bade the Mole follow him. Crossing the hall, they passed down one of the principal tunnels, and the wavering light of the lantern gave glimpses on either side of rooms both large and small, some mere cupboards, others nearly as broad and imposing as Toad’s dining-hall. A narrow passage at right angles led them into another corridor, and here the same thing was repeated. The Mole was staggered at the size, the extent, the ramifications of it all; at the length of the dim passages, the solid vaultings of the crammed store-chambers, the masonry everywhere, the pillars, the arches, the pavements. “How on earth, Badger,” he said at last, “did you ever find time and strength to do all this? It’s astonishing!”
	“It would be astonishing indeed,” said the Badger simply, “if I had done it. But as a matter of fact I did none of it—only cleaned out the passages and chambers, as far as I had need of them. There’s lots more of it, all round about. I see you don’t understand, and I must explain it to you. Well, very long ago, on the spot where the Wild Wood waves now, before ever it had planted itself and grown up to what it now is, there was a city—a city of people, you know. Here, where we are standing, they lived, and walked, and talked, and slept, and carried on their business. Here they stabled their horses and feasted, from here they rode out to fight or drove out to trade. They were a powerful people, and rich, and great builders. They built to last, for they thought their city would last for ever.”
	“But what has become of them all?” asked the Mole.
	“Who can tell?” said the Badger. “People come—they stay for a while, they flourish, they build—and they go. It is their way. But we remain. There were badgers here, I’ve been told, long before that same city ever came to be. And now there are badgers here again. We are an enduring lot, and we may move out for a time, but we wait, and are patient, and back we come. And so it will ever be.”
	“Well, and when they went at last, those people?” said the Mole.
	“When they went,” continued the Badger, “the strong winds and persistent rains took the matter in hand, patiently, ceaselessly, year after year. Perhaps we badgers too, in our small way, helped a little—who knows? It was all down, down, down, gradually—ruin and levelling and disappearance. Then it was all up, up, up, gradually, as seeds grew to saplings, and saplings to forest trees, and bramble and fern came creeping in to help. Leaf-mould rose and obliterated, streams in their winter freshets brought sand and soil to clog and to cover, and in course of time our home was ready for us again, and we moved in. Up above us, on the surface, the same thing happened. Animals arrived, liked the look of the place, took up their quarters, settled down, spread, and flourished. They didn’t bother themselves about the past—they never do; they’re too busy. The place was a bit humpy and hillocky, naturally, and full of holes; but that was rather an advantage.
	And they don’t bother about the future, either—the future when perhaps the people will move in again—for a time—as may very well be. The Wild Wood is pretty well populated by now; with all the usual lot, good, bad, and indifferent—I name no names. It takes all sorts to make a world. But I fancy you know something about them yourself by this time.”
	“I do indeed,” said the Mole, with a slight shiver.
	“Well, well,” said the Badger, patting him on the shoulder, “it was your first experience of them, you see. They’re not so bad really; and we must all live and let live. But I’ll pass the word around to-morrow, and I think you’ll have no further trouble. Any friend of mine walks where he likes in this country, or I’ll know the reason why!”
	When they got back to the kitchen again, they found the Rat walking up and down, very restless. The underground atmosphere was oppressing him and getting on his nerves, and he seemed really to be afraid that the river would run away if he wasn’t there to look after it. So he had his overcoat on, and his pistols thrust into his belt again. “Come along, Mole,” he said anxiously, as soon as he caught sight of them. “We must get off while it’s daylight. Don’t want to spend another night in the Wild Wood again.”
	“It’ll be all right, my fine fellow,” said the Otter. “I’m coming along with you, and I know every path blindfold; and if there’s a head that needs to be punched, you can confidently rely upon me to punch it.”
	“You really needn’t fret, Ratty,” added the Badger placidly. “My passages run further than you think, and I’ve bolt-holes to the edge of the wood in several directions, though I don’t care for everybody to know about them. When you really have to go, you shall leave by one of my short cuts. Meantime, make yourself easy, and sit down again.”
	The Rat was nevertheless still anxious to be off and attend to his river, so the Badger, taking up his lantern again, led the way along a damp and airless tunnel that wound and dipped, part vaulted, part hewn through solid rock, for a weary distance that seemed to be miles. At last daylight began to show itself confusedly through tangled growth overhanging the mouth of the passage; and the Badger, bidding them a hasty good-bye, pushed them hurriedly through the opening, made everything look as natural as possible again, with creepers, brushwood, and dead leaves, and retreated.
	They found themselves standing on the very edge of the Wild Wood. Rocks and brambles and tree-roots behind them, confusedly heaped and tangled; in front, a great space of quiet fields, hemmed by lines of hedges black on the snow, and, far ahead, a glint of the familiar old river, while the wintry sun hung red and low on the horizon. The Otter, as knowing all the paths, took charge of the party, and they trailed out on a bee-line for a distant stile.
	Pausing there a moment and looking back, they saw the whole mass of the Wild Wood, dense, menacing, compact, grimly set in vast white surroundings; simultaneously they turned and made swiftly for home, for firelight and the familiar things it played on, for the voice, sounding cheerily outside their window, of the river that they knew and trusted in all its moods, that never made them afraid with any amazement.
	As he hurried along, eagerly anticipating the moment when he would be at home again among the things he knew and liked, the Mole saw clearly that he was an animal of tilled field and hedge-row, linked to the ploughed furrow, the frequented pasture, the lane of evening lingerings, the cultivated garden-plot. For others the asperities, the stubborn endurance, or the clash of actual conflict, that went with Nature in the rough; he must be wise, must keep to the pleasant places in which his lines were laid and which held adventure enough, in their way, to last for a lifetime.
	The Moon and Her Mother from Aesop’s Fables
	The Moon once begged her Mother to make her a gown."How can I?" replied she; "there's no fitting your figure. At one time you're a New Moon, and at another you're a Full Moon; and between whiles you're neither one nor the other."


