
“I should see the garden far better,” said Alice to herself, “if I could get to the top of that hill: and
here’s a path that leads straight to it—at least, no, it doesn’t do that—” (after going a few yards
along the path, and turning several sharp corners), “but I suppose it will at last. But how
curiously it twists! It’s more like a corkscrew than a path! Well, this turn goes to the hill, I suppose
—no, it doesn’t! This goes straight back to the house! Well then, I’ll try it the other way.”

And so she did: wandering up and down, and trying turn after turn, but always coming back to
the house, do what she would. Indeed, once, when she turned a corner rather more quickly
than usual, she ran against it before she could stop herself.

“It’s no use talking about it,” Alice said, looking up at the house and pretending it was arguing
with her. “I’m not going in again yet. I know I should have to get through the Looking-glass
again—back into the old room—and there’d be an end of all my adventures!”

So, resolutely turning her back upon the house, she set out once more down the path,
determined to keep straight on till she got to the hill. For a few minutes all went on well, and she
was just saying, “I really shall do it this time—” when the path gave a sudden twist and shook
itself (as she described it afterwards), and the next moment she found herself actually walking in
at the door.

“Oh, it’s too bad!” she cried. “I never saw such a house for getting in the way! Never!”

However, there was the hill full in sight, so there was nothing to be done but start again. This
time she came upon a large flower-bed, with a border of daisies, and a willow-tree growing in
the middle.

“O Tiger-lily,” said Alice, addressing herself to one that was waving gracefully about in the wind,
“I wish you could talk!”

“We can talk,” said the Tiger-lily: “when there’s anybody worth talking to.”

Alice was so astonished that she could not speak for a minute: it quite seemed to take her
breath away. At length, as the Tiger-lily only went on waving about, she spoke again, in a timid
voice—almost in a whisper. “And can all the flowers talk?”

Chapter II
The Garden of Live Flowers

Through the Looking Glass
by Lewis Carroll
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“As well as you can,” said the Tiger-lily. “And a great deal louder.”

“It isn’t manners for us to begin, you know,” said the Rose, “and I really was wondering when
you’d speak! Said I to myself, ‘Her face has got some sense in it, though it’s not a clever one!’
Still, you’re the right colour, and that goes a long way.”

“I don’t care about the colour,” the Tiger-lily remarked. “If only her petals curled up a little more,
she’d be all right.”

Alice didn’t like being criticised, so she began asking questions. “Aren’t you sometimes
frightened at being planted out here, with nobody to take care of you?”

“There’s the tree in the middle,” said the Rose: “what else is it good for?”

“But what could it do, if any danger came?” Alice asked.

“It says ‘Bough-wough!’” cried a Daisy: “that’s why its branches are called boughs!”

“Didn’t you know that?” cried another Daisy, and here they all began shouting together, till the
air seemed quite full of little shrill voices. “Silence, every one of you!” cried the Tiger-lily, waving
itself passionately from side to side, and trembling with excitement. “They know I can’t get at
them!” it panted, bending its quivering head towards Alice, “or they wouldn’t dare to do it!”

“Never mind!” Alice said in a soothing tone, and stooping down to the daisies, who were just
beginning again, she whispered, “If you don’t hold your tongues, I’ll pick you!”

There was silence in a moment, and several of the pink daisies turned white.

“That’s right!” said the Tiger-lily. “The daisies are worst of all. When one speaks, they all begin
together, and it’s enough to make one wither to hear the way they go on!”

“How is it you can all talk so nicely?” Alice said, hoping to get it into a better temper by a
compliment. “I’ve been in many gardens before, but none of the flowers could talk.”

“Put your hand down, and feel the ground,” said the Tiger-lily. “Then you’ll know why.”

Alice did so. “It’s very hard,” she said, “but I don’t see what that has to do with it.”

“In most gardens,” the Tiger-lily said, “they make the beds too soft—so that the flowers are
always asleep.”

This sounded a very good reason, and Alice was quite pleased to know it. “I never thought of
that before!” she said.

“It’s my opinion that you never think at all,” the Rose said in a rather severe tone.
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“I never saw anybody that looked stupider,” a Violet said, so suddenly, that Alice quite jumped;
for it hadn’t spoken before.

“Hold your tongue!” cried the Tiger-lily. “As if you ever saw anybody! You keep your head under
the leaves, and snore away there, till you know no more what’s going on in the world, than if you
were a bud!”

“Are there any more people in the garden besides me?” Alice said, not choosing to notice the
Rose’s last remark.

“There’s one other flower in the garden that can move about like you,” said the Rose. “I wonder
how you do it—” (“You’re always wondering,” said the Tiger-lily), “but she’s more bushy than
you are.”

“Is she like me?” Alice asked eagerly, for the thought crossed her mind, “There’s another little
girl in the garden, somewhere!”

“Well, she has the same awkward shape as you,” the Rose said, “but she’s redder—and her
petals are shorter, I think.”

“Her petals are done up close, almost like a dahlia,” the Tiger-lily interrupted: “not tumbled
about anyhow, like yours.”

“But that’s not your fault,” the Rose added kindly: “you’re beginning to fade, you know—and
then one can’t help one’s petals getting a little untidy.”

Alice didn’t like this idea at all: so, to change the subject, she asked “Does she ever come out
here?”

“I daresay you’ll see her soon,” said the Rose. “She’s one of the thorny kind.”

“Where does she wear the thorns?” Alice asked with some curiosity.

“Why all round her head, of course,” the Rose replied. “I was wondering you hadn’t got some
too. I thought it was the regular rule.”

“She’s coming!” cried the Larkspur. “I hear her footstep, thump, thump, thump, along the gravel-
walk!”

Alice looked round eagerly, and found that it was the Red Queen. “She’s grown a good deal!”
was her first remark. She had indeed: when Alice first found her in the ashes, she had been only
three inches high—and here she was, half a head taller than Alice herself!

“It’s the fresh air that does it,” said the Rose: “wonderfully fine air it is, out here.”
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“I think I’ll go and meet her,” said Alice, for, though the flowers were interesting enough, she felt
that it would be far grander to have a talk with a real Queen.

“You can’t possibly do that,” said the Rose: “I should advise you to walk the other way.”

This sounded nonsense to Alice, so she said nothing, but set off at once towards the Red
Queen. To her surprise, she lost sight of her in a moment, and found herself walking in at the
front-door again.

A little provoked, she drew back, and after looking everywhere for the queen (whom she spied
out at last, a long way off), she thought she would try the plan, this time, of walking in the
opposite direction.

It succeeded beautifully. She had not been walking a minute before she found herself face to
face with the Red Queen, and full in sight of the hill she had been so long aiming at.

“Where do you come from?” said the Red Queen. “And where are you going? Look up, speak
nicely, and don’t twiddle your fingers all the time.”

Alice attended to all these directions, and explained, as well as she could, that she had lost her
way.

“I don’t know what you mean by your way,” said the Queen: “all the ways about here belong to
me—but why did you come out here at all?” she added in a kinder tone. “Curtsey while you’re
thinking what to say, it saves time.”

Alice wondered a little at this, but she was too much in awe of the Queen to disbelieve it. “I’ll try
it when I go home,” she thought to herself, “the next time I’m a little late for dinner.”

“It’s time for you to answer now,” the Queen said, looking at her watch: “open your mouth a little
wider when you speak, and always say ‘your Majesty.’”

“I only wanted to see what the garden was like, your Majesty—”

“That’s right,” said the Queen, patting her on the head, which Alice didn’t like at all, “though,
when you say ‘garden,’—I’ve seen gardens, compared with which this would be a wilderness.”

Alice didn’t dare to argue the point, but went on: “—and I thought I’d try and find my way to the
top of that hill—”

“When you say ‘hill,’” the Queen interrupted, “I could show you hills, in comparison with which
you’d call that a valley.”

“No, I shouldn’t,” said Alice, surprised into contradicting her at last: “a hill can’t be a valley, you
know. That would be nonsense—”
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The Red Queen shook her head, “You may call it ‘nonsense’ if you like,” she said, “but I’ve heard
nonsense, compared with which that would be as sensible as a dictionary!”

Alice curtseyed again, as she was afraid from the Queen’s tone that she was a little offended:
and they walked on in silence till they got to the top of the little hill.

For some minutes Alice stood without speaking, looking out in all directions over the country—
and a most curious country it was. There were a number of tiny little brooks running straight
across it from side to side, and the ground between was divided up into squares by a number of
little green hedges, that reached from brook to brook.

“I declare it’s marked out just like a large chessboard!” Alice said at last. “There ought to be
some men moving about somewhere—and so there are!” She added in a tone of delight, and
her heart began to beat quick with excitement as she went on. “It’s a great huge game of chess
that’s being played—all over the world—if this is the world at all, you know. Oh, what fun it is!
How I wish I was one of them! I wouldn’t mind being a Pawn, if only I might join—though of
course I should like to be a Queen, best.”

She glanced rather shyly at the real Queen as she said this, but her companion only smiled
pleasantly, and said, “That’s easily managed. You can be the White Queen’s Pawn, if you like, as
Lily’s too young to play; and you’re in the Second Square to begin with: when you get to the
Eighth Square you’ll be a Queen—” Just at this moment, somehow or other, they began to run.

Alice never could quite make out, in thinking it over afterwards, how it was that they began: all
she remembers is, that they were running hand in hand, and the Queen went so fast that it was
all she could do to keep up with her: and still the Queen kept crying “Faster! Faster!” but Alice
felt she could not go faster, though she had not breath left to say so.

The most curious part of the thing was, that the trees and the other things round them never
changed their places at all: however fast they went, they never seemed to pass anything. “I
wonder if all the things move along with us?” thought poor puzzled Alice. And the Queen
seemed to guess her thoughts, for she cried, “Faster! Don’t try to talk!”

Not that Alice had any idea of doing that. She felt as if she would never be able to talk again, she
was getting so much out of breath: and still the Queen cried “Faster! Faster!” and dragged her
along. “Are we nearly there?” Alice managed to pant out at last.

“Nearly there!” the Queen repeated. “Why, we passed it ten minutes ago! Faster!” And they ran
on for a time in silence, with the wind whistling in Alice’s ears, and almost blowing her hair off
her head, she fancied.

“Now! Now!” cried the Queen. “Faster! Faster!” And they went so fast that at last they seemed to
skim through the air, hardly touching the ground with their feet, till suddenly, just as Alice was
getting quite exhausted, they stopped, and she found herself sitting on the ground, breathless
and giddy.
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The Queen propped her up against a tree, and said kindly, “You may rest a little now.”

Alice looked round her in great surprise. “Why, I do believe we’ve been under this tree the
whole time! Everything’s just as it was!”

“Of course it is,” said the Queen, “what would you have it?”

“Well, in our country,” said Alice, still panting a little, “you’d generally get to somewhere else—if
you ran very fast for a long time, as we’ve been doing.”

“A slow sort of country!” said the Queen. “Now, here, you see, it takes all the running you can do,
to keep in the same place. If you want to get somewhere else, you must run at least twice as fast
as that!”

“I’d rather not try, please!” said Alice. “I’m quite content to stay here—only I am so hot and
thirsty!”

“I know what you’d like!” the Queen said good-naturedly, taking a little box out of her pocket.
“Have a biscuit?”

Alice thought it would not be civil to say “No,” though it wasn’t at all what she wanted. So she
took it, and ate it as well as she could: and it was very dry; and she thought she had never been
so nearly choked in all her life.

“While you’re refreshing yourself,” said the Queen, “I’ll just take the measurements.” And she
took a ribbon out of her pocket, marked in inches, and began measuring the ground, and
sticking little pegs in here and there.

“At the end of two yards,” she said, putting in a peg to mark the distance, “I shall give you your
directions—have another biscuit?”

“No, thank you,” said Alice: “one’s quite enough!”

“Thirst quenched, I hope?” said the Queen.

Alice did not know what to say to this, but luckily the Queen did not wait for an answer, but went
on. “At the end of three yards I shall repeat them—for fear of your forgetting them. At the end of
four, I shall say good-bye. And at the end of five, I shall go!”

She had got all the pegs put in by this time, and Alice looked on with great interest as she
returned to the tree, and then began slowly walking down the row.

At the two-yard peg she faced round, and said, “A pawn goes two squares in its first move, you
know. So you’ll go very quickly through the Third Square—by railway, I should think—and you’ll
find yourself in the Fourth Square in no time.
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Well, that square belongs to Tweedledum and Tweedledee—the Fifth is mostly water—the
Sixth belongs to Humpty Dumpty—But you make no remark?”

“I—I didn’t know I had to make one—just then,” Alice faltered out.

“You should have said, ‘It’s extremely kind of you to tell me all this’—however, we’ll suppose it
said—the Seventh Square is all forest—however, one of the Knights will show you the way—
and in the Eighth Square we shall be Queens together, and it’s all feasting and fun!” Alice got up
and curtseyed, and sat down again.

At the next peg the Queen turned again, and this time she said, “Speak in French when you
can’t think of the English for a thing—turn out your toes as you walk—and remember who you
are!” She did not wait for Alice to curtsey this time, but walked on quickly to the next peg, where
she turned for a moment to say “good-bye,” and then hurried on to the last.

How it happened, Alice never knew, but exactly as she came to the last peg, she was gone.
Whether she vanished into the air, or whether she ran quickly into the wood (“and she can run
very fast!” thought Alice), there was no way of guessing, but she was gone, and Alice began to
remember that she was a Pawn, and that it would soon be time for her to move.
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Anne of Green Gables
by L. M. Montgomery

SPRING had come once more to Green Gables—the beautiful capricious, reluctant Canadian spring,
lingering along through April and May in a succession of sweet, fresh, chilly days, with pink sunsets
and miracles of resurrection and growth. The maples in Lover’s Lane were red budded and little
curly ferns pushed up around the Dryad’s Bubble. Away up in the barrens, behind Mr. Silas Sloane’s
place, the Mayflowers blossomed out, pink and white stars of sweetness under their brown leaves.
All the school girls and boys had one golden afternoon gathering them, coming home in the clear,
echoing twilight with arms and baskets full of flowery spoil.

 “I’m so sorry for people who live in lands where there are no Mayflowers,” said Anne. “Diana says
perhaps they have something better, but there couldn’t be anything better than Mayflowers, could
there, Marilla? And Diana says if they don’t know what they are like they don’t miss them. But I think
that is the saddest thing of all. I think it would be tragic, Marilla, not to know what Mayflowers are like
and not to miss them. Do you know what I think Mayflowers are, Marilla? I think they must be the
souls of the flowers that died last summer and this is their heaven. But we had a splendid time today,
Marilla. We had our lunch down in a big mossy hollow by an old well—such a romantic spot. Charlie
Sloane dared Arty Gillis to jump over it, and Arty did because he wouldn’t take a dare. Nobody
would in school. It is very fashionable to dare. Mr. Phillips gave all the Mayflowers he found to Prissy
Andrews and I heard him to say ‘sweets to the sweet.’ He got that out of a book, I know; but it shows
he has some imagination. I was offered some Mayflowers too, but I rejected them with scorn. I can’t
tell you the person’s name because I have vowed never to let it cross my lips. We made wreaths of
the Mayflowers and put them on our hats; and when the time came to go home we marched in
procession down the road, two by two, with our bouquets and wreaths, singing ‘My Home on the
Hill.’ Oh, it was so thrilling, Marilla. All Mr. Silas Sloane’s folks rushed out to see us and everybody we
met on the road stopped and stared after us. We made a real sensation.”

 “Not much wonder! Such silly doings!” was Marilla’s response.

 After the Mayflowers came the violets, and Violet Vale was empurpled with them. Anne walked
through it on her way to school with reverent steps and worshiping eyes, as if she trod on holy
ground.

 “Somehow,” she told Diana, “when I’m going through here I don’t really care whether Gil—whether
anybody gets ahead of me in class or not. But when I’m up in school it’s all different and I care as
much as ever. There’s such a lot of different Annes in me. I sometimes think that is why I’m such a
troublesome person. If I was just the one Anne it would be ever so much more comfortable, but then
it wouldn’t be half so interesting.”
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A Good Imagination Gone Wrong



 One June evening, when the orchards were pink blossomed again, when the frogs were singing
silverly sweet in the marshes about the head of the Lake of Shining Waters, and the air was full of the
savor of clover fields and balsamic fir woods, Anne was sitting by her gable window. She had been
studying her lessons, but it had grown too dark to see the book, so she had fallen into wide-eyed
reverie, looking out past the boughs of the Snow Queen, once more bestarred with its tufts of
blossom.

In all essential respects the little gable chamber was unchanged. The walls were as white, the
pincushion as hard, the chairs as stiffly and yellowly upright as ever. Yet the whole character of the
room was altered. It was full of a new vital, pulsing personality that seemed to pervade it and to be
quite independent of schoolgirl books and dresses and ribbons, and even of the cracked blue jug
full of apple blossoms on the table. It was as if all the dreams, sleeping and waking, of its vivid
occupant had taken a visible although unmaterial form and had tapestried the bare room with
splendid filmy tissues of rainbow and moonshine. Presently Marilla came briskly in with some of
Anne’s freshly ironed school aprons. She hung them over a chair and sat down with a short sigh.
She had had one of her headaches that afternoon, and although the pain had gone she felt weak
and “tuckered out,” as she expressed it. Anne looked at her with eyes limpid with sympathy.

 “I do truly wish I could have had the headache in your place, Marilla. I would have endured it
joyfully for your sake.”

 “I guess you did your part in attending to the work and letting me rest,” said Marilla. “You seem to
have got on fairly well and made fewer mistakes than usual. Of course it wasn’t exactly necessary to
starch Matthew’s handkerchiefs! And most people when they put a pie in the oven to warm up for
dinner take it out and eat it when it gets hot instead of leaving it to be burned to a crisp. But that
doesn’t seem to be your way evidently.”

 Headaches always left Marilla somewhat sarcastic.

 “Oh, I’m so sorry,” said Anne penitently. “I never thought about that pie from the moment I put it in
the oven till now, although I felt instinctively that there was something missing on the dinner table. I
was firmly resolved, when you left me in charge this morning, not to imagine anything, but keep my
thoughts on facts. I did pretty well until I put the pie in, and then an irresistible temptation came to
me to imagine I was an enchanted princess shut up in a lonely tower with a handsome knight riding
to my rescue on a coal-black steed. So that is how I came to forget the pie. I didn’t know I starched
the handkerchiefs. All the time I was ironing I was trying to think of a name for a new island Diana
and I have discovered up the brook. It’s the most ravishing spot, Marilla. There are two maple trees
on it and the brook flows right around it. At last it struck me that it would be splendid to call it
Victoria Island because we found it on the Queen’s birthday. Both Diana and I are very loyal. But I’m
sorry about that pie and the handkerchiefs. I wanted to be extra good today because it’s an
anniversary. Do you remember what happened this day last year, Marilla?”

 “No, I can’t think of anything special.”

 “Oh, Marilla, it was the day I came to Green Gables. I shall never forget it. It was the turning point in
my life. Of course it wouldn’t seem so important to you. I’ve been here for a year and I’ve been so
happy. Of course, I’ve had my troubles, but one can live down troubles. Are you sorry you kept me,
Marilla?”
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 “No, I can’t say I’m sorry,” said Marilla, who sometimes wondered how she could have lived before
Anne came to Green Gables, “no, not exactly sorry. If you’ve finished your lessons, Anne, I want you
to run over and ask Mrs. Barry if she’ll lend me Diana’s apron pattern.”

 “Oh—it’s—it’s too dark,” cried Anne.

 “Too dark? Why, it’s only twilight. And goodness knows you’ve gone over often enough after dark.”

 “I’ll go over early in the morning,” said Anne eagerly. “I’ll get up at sunrise and go over, Marilla.”

 “What has got into your head now, Anne Shirley? I want that pattern to cut out your new apron this
evening. Go at once and be smart too.”

 “I’ll have to go around by the road, then,” said Anne, taking up her hat reluctantly.

 “Go by the road and waste half an hour! I’d like to catch you!”

 “I can’t go through the Haunted Wood, Marilla,” cried Anne desperately.

 Marilla stared.

 “The Haunted Wood! Are you crazy? What under the canopy is the Haunted Wood?”

 “The spruce wood over the brook,” said Anne in a whisper.

 “Fiddlesticks! There is no such thing as a haunted wood anywhere. Who has been telling you such
stuff?”

 “Nobody,” confessed Anne. “Diana and I just imagined the wood was haunted. All the places
around here are so—so—commonplace. We just got this up for our own amusement. We began it in
April. A haunted wood is so very romantic, Marilla. We chose the spruce grove because it’s so
gloomy. Oh, we have imagined the most harrowing things. There’s a white lady walks along the
brook just about this time of the night and wrings her hands and utters wailing cries. She appears
when there is to be a death in the family. And the ghost of a little murdered child haunts the corner
up by Idlewild; it creeps up behind you and lays its cold fingers on your hand—so. Oh, Marilla, it
gives me a shudder to think of it. And there’s a headless man stalks up and down the path and
skeletons glower at you between the boughs. Oh, Marilla, I wouldn’t go through the Haunted Wood
after dark now for anything. I’d be sure that white things would reach out from behind the trees and
grab me.”

 “Did ever anyone hear the like!” ejaculated Marilla, who had listened in dumb amazement. “Anne
Shirley, do you mean to tell me you believe all that wicked nonsense of your own imagination?”

 “Not believe exactly,” faltered Anne. “At least, I don’t believe it in daylight. But after dark, Marilla, it’s
different. That is when ghosts walk.”

 “There are no such things as ghosts, Anne.”

127



 “Oh, but there are, Marilla,” cried Anne eagerly. “I know people who have seen them. And they are
respectable people. Charlie Sloane says that his grandmother saw his grandfather driving home the
cows one night after he’d been buried for a year. You know Charlie Sloane’s grandmother wouldn’t
tell a story for anything. She’s a very religious woman. And Mrs. Thomas’s father was pursued home
one night by a lamb of fire with its head cut off hanging by a strip of skin. He said he knew it was the
spirit of his brother and that it was a warning he would die within nine days. He didn’t, but he died
two years after, so you see it was really true. And Ruby Gillis says—”

 “Anne Shirley,” interrupted Marilla firmly, “I never want to hear you talking in this fashion again. I’ve
had my doubts about that imagination of yours right along, and if this is going to be the outcome of
it, I won’t countenance any such doings. You’ll go right over to Barry’s, and you’ll go through that
spruce grove, just for a lesson and a warning to you. And never let me hear a word out of your head
about haunted woods again.”

 Anne might plead and cry as she liked—and did, for her terror was very real. Her imagination had
run away with her and she held the spruce grove in mortal dread after nightfall. But Marilla was
inexorable. She marched the shrinking ghost-seer down to the spring and ordered her to proceed
straightaway over the bridge and into the dusky retreats of wailing ladies and headless specters
beyond.

 “Oh, Marilla, how can you be so cruel?” sobbed Anne. “What would you feel like if a white thing did
snatch me up and carry me off?”

 “I’ll risk it,” said Marilla unfeelingly. “You know I always mean what I say. I’ll cure you of imagining
ghosts into places. March, now.”

 Anne marched. That is, she stumbled over the bridge and went shuddering up the horrible dim
path beyond. Anne never forgot that walk. Bitterly did she repent the license she had given to her
imagination. The goblins of her fancy lurked in every shadow about her, reaching out their cold,
fleshless hands to grasp the terrified small girl who had called them into being. A white strip of birch
bark blowing up from the hollow over the brown floor of the grove made her heart stand still. The
long-drawn wail of two old boughs rubbing against each other brought out the perspiration in
beads on her forehead. The swoop of bats in the darkness over her was as the wings of unearthly
creatures. When she reached Mr. William Bell’s field she fled across it as if pursued by an army of
white things, and arrived at the Barry kitchen door so out of breath that she could hardly gasp out
her request for the apron pattern. Diana was away so that she had no excuse to linger. The dreadful
return journey had to be faced. Anne went back over it with shut eyes, preferring to take the risk of
dashing her brains out among the boughs to that of seeing a white thing. When she finally stumbled
over the log bridge she drew one long shivering breath of relief.

 “Well, so nothing caught you?” said Marilla unsympathetically.

 “Oh, Mar—Marilla,” chattered Anne, “I’ll b-b-be contt-tented with c-c-commonplace places after
this.”
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Heidi
by Johanna Spyri

Heidi felt very happy next morning as she woke up in her new home and remembered all the many
things that she had seen the day before and which she would see again that day, and above all she
thought with delight of the dear goats. She jumped quickly out of bed and a very few minutes
sufficed her to put on the clothes which she had taken off the night before, for there were not many
of them. Then she climbed down the ladder and ran outside the hut. There stood Peter already with
his flock of goats, and the grandfather was just bringing his two out of the shed to join the others.
Heidi ran forward to wish good-morning to him and the goats.

"Do you want to go with them on to the mountain?" asked her grandfather. Nothing could have
pleased Heidi better, and she jumped for joy in answer.

The grandfather went inside the hut, calling to Peter to follow him and bring in his wallet. Peter
obeyed with astonishment, and laid down the little bag which held his meagre dinner.

"Open it," said the old man, and he put in a large piece of bread and an equally large piece of
cheese, which made Peter open his eyes, for each was twice the size of the two portions which he
had for his own dinner.

"There, now there is only the little bowl to add," continued the grandfather, "for the child cannot
drink her milk as you do from the goat; she is not accustomed to that. You must milk two bowlfuls for
her when she has her dinner, for she is going with you and will remain with you till you return this
evening; but take care she does not fall over any of the rocks, do you hear?"

They started joyfully for the mountain. Heidi went running hither and thither and shouting with
delight, for here were whole patches of delicate red primroses, and there the blue gleam of the
lovely gentian, while above them all laughed and nodded the tender-leaved golden cistus.
Enchanted with all this waving field of brightly-colored flowers, Heidi forgot even Peter and the
goats. She ran on in front and then off to the side, tempted first one way and then the other, as she
caught sight of some bright spot of glowing red or yellow. And all the while she was plucking whole
handfuls of the flowers which she put into her little apron, for she wanted to take them all home and
stick them in the hay, so that she might make her bedroom look just like the meadows outside. Peter
had therefore to be on the alert, and his round eyes, which did not move very quickly, had more
work than they could well manage, for the goats were as lively as Heidi; they ran in all directions,
and Peter had to follow whistling and calling and swinging his stick to get all the runaways together
again.
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Finally they arrived at the spot where Peter generally halted for his goats to pasture and where he
took up his quarters for the day. It lay at the foot of the high rocks, which were covered for some
distance up by bushes and fir trees, beyond which rose their bare and rugged summits. On one side
of the mountain the rock was split into deep clefts, and the grandfather had reason to warn Peter of
danger. Having climbed as far as the halting-place, Peter unslung his wallet and put it carefully in a
little hollow of the ground, for he knew what the wind was like up there and did not want to see his
precious belonging sent rolling down the mountain by a sudden gust. Then he threw himself at full
length on the warm ground, and soon fell asleep.

Heidi meanwhile had unfastened her apron and rolling it carefully round the flowers laid it beside
Peter's wallet inside the hollow; she then sat down beside his outstretched figure and looked about
her.

The goats were climbing about among the bushes overhead. She had never felt so happy in her life
before. She drank in the golden sunlight, the fresh air, the sweet smell of the flowers, and wished for
nothing better than to remain there forever. Suddenly she heard a loud, harsh cry overhead and
lifting her eyes she saw a bird, larger than any she had ever seen before, with great, spreading
wings, wheeling round in wide circles, and uttering a piercing, croaking kind of sound above her.
"Peter, Peter, wake up!" called out Heidi. "See, the great bird is there—look, look!"

Peter got up on hearing her call, and together they sat and watched the bird, which rose higher and
higher in the blue air till it disappeared behind the grey mountain-tops.

"Where has it gone to?" asked Heidi, who had followed the bird's movements with intense interest.

"Home to its nest," said Peter.

"Is his home right up there? Oh, how nice to be up so high! why does he make that noise?"

"Because he can't help it," explained Peter.

"Let us climb up there and see where his nest is," proposed Heidi.

"Oh! oh! oh!" exclaimed Peter, his disapproval of Heidi's suggestion becoming more marked with
each ejaculation, "why, even the goats cannot climb as high as that, besides didn't Uncle say that
you were not to fall over the rocks."

Peter now began suddenly whistling and calling in such a loud manner that Heidi could not think
what was happening; but the goats evidently understood his voice, for one after the other they
came springing down the rocks until they were all assembled on the green plateau.

Heidi jumped up and ran in and out among them, for it was new to her to see the goats playing
together like this. Meanwhile Peter had taken the wallet out of the hollow and placed the pieces of
bread and cheese on the ground in the shape of a square, the larger two on Heidi's side and the
smaller on his own, for he knew exactly which were hers and which his. 
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Then he took the little bowl and milked some delicious, fresh milk into it from the white goat, and
afterwards set the bowl in the middle of the square.

"Leave off jumping about, it is time for dinner," said Peter; "sit down now and begin."

Heidi sat down. "Is the milk for me?" she asked.

"Yes," replied Peter, "and the two large pieces of bread and cheese are yours also, and when you
have drunk up that milk, you are to have another bowlful from the white goat, and then it will be my
turn."

"And which do you get your milk from," inquired Heidi.

"From my own goat, the piebald one. But go on now with your dinner," said Peter, again reminding
her it was time to eat. Heidi took up the bowl and drank her milk, and as soon as she had put it down
empty Peter rose and filled it again for her. Then she broke off a piece of her bread and held out the
remainder, which was still larger than Peter's own piece, together with the whole big slice of cheese
to her companion, saying, "You can have that, I have plenty."

Peter looked at Heidi, unable to speak for astonishment. He hesitated a moment, for he could not
believe that Heidi was in earnest; but the latter kept on holding out the bread and cheese, and as
Peter still did not take it, she laid it down on his knees. He saw then that she really meant it; he seized
the food, nodded his thanks and acceptance of her present, and then made a more splendid meal
than he had known ever since he was a goat-herd. Heidi the while still continued to watch the goats.

"Tell me all their names," she said.

Peter knew these by heart, so he began, telling Heidi the name of each goat in turn as he pointed it
out to her. She listened with great attention, and it was not long before she could herself distinguish
the goats from one another and could call each by name, for every goat had its own peculiarities
which could not easily be mistaken. There was the great Turk with his big horns, who was always
wanting to butt the others, so that most of them ran away when they saw him coming and would
have nothing to do with their rough companion. Only Greenfinch, the slender, nimble, little goat,
was brave enough to face him, and would make a rush at him, three or four times in succession.
Then there was little White Snowflake, who bleated in such a plaintive and beseeching manner that
Heidi already had several times run to it and taken its head in her hands to comfort it. Just at this
moment the pleading young cry was heard again, and Heidi jumped up running and, putting her
arms around the little creature's neck, asked in a sympathetic voice, "What is it, little Snowflake? Why
do you call like that as if in trouble?" The goat pressed closer to Heidi in a confiding way and left off
bleating. Peter called out from where he was sitting—for he had not yet got to the end of his bread
and cheese—"she cries like that because the old goat is not with her; she was sold at Mayenfeld the
day before yesterday, and so will not come up the mountain any more."

"Who is the old goat?" called Heidi back.
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"Why, her mother, of course," was the answer.

"Where is the grandmother?" called Heidi again.

"She has none."

"And the grandfather?"

"She has none."

"Oh, you poor little Snowflake!" exclaimed Heidi, clasping the animal gently to her, "but do not cry
like that any more; see now, I shall come up here with you every day, so that you will not be alone
any more, and if you want anything you have only to come to me."

The goats were now beginning to climb the rocks again, each seeking for the plants it liked in its
own fashion, some jumping over everything they met till they found what they wanted, others going
more carefully and cropping all the nice leaves by the way, the Turk still now and then giving the
others a poke with his horns. Little Swan and Little Bear clambered lightly up and never failed to find
the best bushes, and then they would stand gracefully poised on their pretty legs, delicately
nibbling at the leaves. Heidi stood with her hands behind her back, carefully noting all they did.

"Peter," she said to the boy who had again thrown himself down on the ground, "the prettiest of all
the goats are Little Swan and Little Bear."

"Yes, I know they are," was the answer. "Alm-Uncle brushes them down and washes them and gives
them salt, and he has the nicest shed for them."

All of a sudden Peter leaped to his feet and ran hastily after the goats. Heidi followed him as fast as
she could, for she was too eager to know what had happened to stay behind. Peter dashed through
the middle of the flock towards that side of the mountain where the rocks fell perpendicularly to a
great depth below, and where any thoughtless goat, if it went too near, might fall over and break all
its legs. He had caught sight of the inquisitive Greenfinch taking leaps in that direction, and he was
only just in time, for the animal had already sprung to the edge of the abyss. All Peter could do was
to throw himself down and seize one of her hind legs. Greenfinch, thus taken by surprise, began
bleating furiously, angry at being held so fast and prevented from continuing her voyage of
discovery. She struggled to get loose, and endeavored so obstinately to leap forward that Peter
shouted to Heidi to come and help him, for he could not get up and was afraid of pulling out the
goat's leg altogether.

Heidi had already run up and she saw at once the danger both Peter and the animal were in. She
quickly gathered a bunch of sweet-smelling leaves, and then, holding them under Greenfinch's
nose, said coaxingly, "Come, come, Greenfinch, you must not be naughty! Look, you might fall down
there and break your leg, and that would give you dreadful pain!"

The young animal turned quickly and began contentedly eating the leaves out of Heidi's hand. 
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Meanwhile Peter got on to his feet again and took hold of Greenfinch by the band round her neck
from which her bell was hung, and Heidi taking hold of her in the same way on the other side, they
led the wanderer back to the rest of the flock that had remained peacefully feeding. Peter, now he
had his goat in safety, lifted his stick in order to give her a good beating as punishment, and
Greenfinch seeing what was coming shrank back in fear. But Heidi cried out, "No, no, Peter, you
must not strike her; see how frightened she is!"

"She deserves it," growled Peter, and again lifted his stick. Then Heidi flung herself against him and
cried indignantly, "You have no right to touch her, it will hurt her, let her alone!"

Peter looked with surprise at the commanding little figure, whose dark eyes were flashing, and
reluctantly he let his stick drop. "Well, I will let her off if you will give me some more of your cheese
tomorrow," he said, for he was determined to have something to make up to him for his fright.

"You shall have it all, tomorrow and every day, I do not want it," replied Heidi, giving ready consent
to his demand. "And I will give you bread as well, a large piece like you had today; but then you must
promise never to beat Greenfinch, or Snowflake, or any of the goats."

"All right," said Peter, "I don't care," which meant that he would agree to the bargain, and let go of
Greenfinch, who joyfully sprang to join her companions.

And thus imperceptibly the day had crept on to its close, and now the sun was on the point of
sinking out of sight behind the high mountains. Heidi was again sitting on the ground, when all at
once she sprang to her feet, "Peter! Peter! everything is on fire! All the rocks are burning, and the
great snow mountain and the sky! O look, look! the high rock up there is red with flame! O the
beautiful, fiery snow! Stand up, Peter! See, the fire has reached the great bird's nest! look at the
rocks! look at the fir trees! Everything, everything is on fire!"

"It is always like that," said Peter composedly, continuing to peel his stick; "but it is not really fire."

"What is it then?" cried Heidi.

"It gets like that of itself," explained Peter.

"Look, look!" cried Heidi in fresh excitement, "now they have turned all rose color! Look at that one
covered with snow, and that with the high, pointed rocks! What do you call them?"

"Mountains have not any names," he answered.

"O how beautiful, look at the crimson snow! And up there on the rocks there are ever so many roses!
Oh! now they are turning grey! Oh! oh! now all the color has died away! it's all gone, Peter." And
Heidi sat down on the ground looking as full of distress as if everything had really come to an end.

"It will come again tomorrow," said Peter. "Get up, we must go home now." He whistled to his goats
and together they all started on their homeward way.
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"Is it like that every day, shall we see it every day when we bring the goats up here?" asked Heidi, as
she clambered down the mountain at Peter's side; she waited eagerly for his answer, hoping that he
would tell her it was so.

"It is like that most days," he replied.

"But will it be like that tomorrow for certain?" Heidi persisted.

"Yes, yes, tomorrow for certain," Peter assured her in answer.

Heidi now felt quite happy again, and her little brain was so full of new impressions and new
thoughts that she did not speak any more until they had reached the hut. The grandfather was
sitting under the fir trees, where he had put up a new seat.

Heidi ran up to him, followed by the white and brown goats, for they knew their own master and
stall. Peter called out after her, "Come with me again tomorrow! Good-night!" For he was anxious for
more than one reason that Heidi should go with him the next day.

"O, Grandfather," cried Heidi, "it was so beautiful. The fire, and the roses on the rocks, and the blue
and yellow flowers, and look what I have brought you!" And opening the apron that held her flowers
she shook them all out at her grandfather's feet. But the poor flowers, how changed they were! Heidi
hardly knew them again. They looked like dried bits of hay, not a single little flower cup stood open.
"O, Grandfather, what is the matter with them?" exclaimed Heidi in shocked surprise, "they were not
like that this morning, why do they look so now?"

"They like to stand out there in the sun and not to be shut up in an apron," said her grandfather.

"Then I will never gather any more. But, Grandfather, why did the great bird go on croaking so?" she
continued in an eager tone of inquiry.

"Go along now and get into your bath while I go and get some milk; when we are together at supper
I will tell you all about it."

Heidi obeyed, and when later she was sitting on her high stool before her milk bowl with her
grandfather beside her, she repeated her question, "Why does the great bird go on croaking and
screaming down at us, Grandfather?"

"He is mocking at the people who live down below in the villages, because they all go huddling and
gossipping together, and encourage one another in evil talking and deeds. He calls out, 'If you
would separate and each go your own way and come up here and live on a height as I do, it would
be better for you!'" there was almost a wildness in the old man's voice as he spoke, so that Heidi
seemed to hear the croaking of the bird again even more distinctly.

"Why haven't the mountains any names?" Heidi went on.

"They have names," answered her grandfather, "and if you can describe one of them to me that I
know I will tell you what it is called."
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Heidi then described to him the rocky mountain with the two high peaks so exactly that the
grandfather was delighted. "Just so, I know it," and he told her its name.

Then Heidi told him of the mountain with the great snowfield, and how it had been on fire.

The grandfather explained to her it was the sun that did it. "When he says good-night to the
mountains he throws his most beautiful colors over them, so that they may not forget him before he
comes again the next day."

Heidi was delighted with this explanation, and could hardly bear to wait for another day to come
that she might once more climb up with the goats and see how the sun bid good-night to the
mountains. But she had to go to bed first, and all night she slept soundly on her bed of hay,
dreaming of nothing but of shining mountains with red roses all over them, among which happy
little Snowflake went leaping in and out.
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The Yellow Fairy Book
by Andrew Lang

A young Prince was riding one day through a meadow that stretched for miles in front of him, when
he came to a deep open ditch. He was turning aside to avoid it, when he heard the sound of
someone crying in the ditch. He dismounted from his horse, and stepped along in the direction the
sound came from. To his astonishment he found an old woman, who begged him to help her out of
the ditch. The Prince bent down and lifted her out of her living grave, asking her at the same time
how she had managed to get there.

‘My son,’ answered the old woman, ‘I am a very poor woman, and soon after midnight I set out for
the neighbouring town in order to sell my eggs in the market on the following morning; but I lost my
way in the dark, and fell into this deep ditch, where I might have remained for ever but for your
kindness.’

Then the Prince said to her, ‘You can hardly walk; I will put you on my horse and lead you home.
Where do you live?’

‘Over there, at the edge of the forest in the little hut you see in the distance,’ replied the old woman.
The Prince lifted her on to his horse, and soon they reached the hut, where the old woman got
down, and turning to the Prince said, ‘Just wait a moment, and I will give you something.’
And she disappeared into her hut, but returned very soon and said, ‘You are a mighty Prince, but at
the same time you have a kind heart, which deserves to be rewarded. Would you like to have the
most beautiful woman in the world for your wife?’

‘Most certainly I would,’ replied the Prince.

So the old woman continued, ‘The most beautiful woman in the whole world is the daughter of the
Queen of the Flowers, who has been captured by a dragon. If you wish to marry her, you must first
set her free, and this I will help you to do. I will give you this little bell: if you ring it once, the King of
the Eagles will appear; if you ring it twice, the King of the Foxes will come to you; and if you ring it
three times, you will see the King of the Fishes by your side. These will help you if you are in any
difficulty. Now farewell, and heaven prosper your undertaking.’ She handed him the little bell, and
there disappeared hut and all, as though the earth had swallowed her up.

Then it dawned on the Prince that he had been speaking to a good fairy, and putting the little bell
carefully in his pocket, he rode home and told his father that he meant to set the daughter of the
Flower Queen free, and intended setting out on the following day into the wide world in search of
the maid. So the next morning the Prince mounted his fine horse and left his home. 
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He had roamed round the world for a whole year, and his horse had died of exhaustion, while he
himself had suffered much from want and misery, but still he had come on no trace of her he was in
search of. At last one day he came to a hut, in front of which sat a very old man.

The Prince asked him, ‘Do you not know where the Dragon lives who keeps the daughter of the
Flower Queen prisoner?’

‘No, I do not,’ answered the old man. ‘But if you go straight along this road for a year, you will reach a
hut where my father lives, and possibly he may be able to tell you.’

The Prince thanked him for his information, and continued his journey for a whole year along the
same road, and at the end of it came to the little hut, where he found a very old man. He asked him
the same question, and the old man answered, ‘No, I do not know where the Dragon lives. But go
straight along this road for another year, and you will come to a hut in which my father lives. I know
he can tell you.’

And so the Prince wandered on for another year, always on the same road, and at last reached the
hut where he found the third old man. He put the same question to him as he had put to his son and
grandson; but this time the old man answered, ‘The Dragon lives up there on the mountain, and he
has just begun his year of sleep. For one whole year he is always awake, and the next he sleeps. But
if you wish to see the Flower Queen’s daughter go up the second mountain: the Dragon’s old
mother lives there, and she has a ball every night, to which the Flower Queen’s daughter goes
regularly.’

So the Prince went up the second mountain, where he found a castle all made of gold with diamond
windows. He opened the big gate leading into the courtyard, and was just going to walk in, when
seven dragons rushed on him and asked him what he wanted? The Prince replied, ‘I have heard so
much of the beauty and kindness of the Dragon’s Mother, and would like to enter her service.’
This flattering speech pleased the dragons, and the eldest of them said, ‘Well, you may come with
me, and I will take you to the Mother Dragon.’

They entered the castle and walked through twelve splendid halls, all made of gold and diamonds.
In the twelfth room they found the Mother Dragon seated on a diamond throne. She was the ugliest
woman under the sun, and, added to it all, she had three heads. Her appearance was a great shock
to the Prince, and so was her voice, which was like the croaking of many ravens. She asked him,
‘Why have you come here?’

The Prince answered at once, ‘I have heard so much of your beauty and kindness, that I would very
much like to enter your service.’

‘Very well,’ said the Mother Dragon; ‘but if you wish to enter my service, you must first lead my mare
out to the meadow and look after her for three days; but if you don’t bring her home safely every
evening, we will eat you up.’
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The Prince undertook the task and led the mare out to the meadow. But no sooner had they reached
the grass than she vanished. The Prince sought for her in vain, and at last in despair sat down on a
big stone and contemplated his sad fate. As he sat thus lost in thought, he noticed an eagle flying
over his head. Then he suddenly bethought him of his little bell, and taking it out of his pocket he
rang it once. In a moment he heard a rustling sound in the air beside him, and the King of the Eagles
sank at his feet.

‘I know what you want of me,’ the bird said. ‘You are looking for the Mother Dragon’s mare who is
galloping about among the clouds. I will summon all the eagles of the air together, and order them
to catch the mare and bring her to you.’ And with these words the King of the Eagles flew away.
Towards evening the Prince heard a mighty rushing sound in the air, and when he looked up he saw
thousands of eagles driving the mare before them. They sank at his feet on to the ground and gave
the mare over to him.

Then the Prince rode home to the old Mother Dragon, who was full of wonder when she saw him,
and said, ‘You have succeeded to-day in looking after my mare, and as a reward you shall come to
my ball to-night.’ She gave him at the same time a cloak made of copper, and led him to a big room
where several young he-dragons and she-dragons were dancing together. Here, too, was the
Flower Queen’s beautiful daughter. Her dress was woven out of the most lovely flowers in the world,
and her complexion was like lilies and roses.

As the Prince was dancing with her he managed to whisper in her ear, ‘I have come to set you free!’
Then the beautiful girl said to him, ‘If you succeed in bringing the mare back safely the third day, ask
the Mother Dragon to give you a foal of the mare as a reward.’ The ball came to an end at midnight,
and early next morning the Prince again led the Mother Dragon’s mare out into the meadow. But
again she vanished before his eyes. Then he took out his little bell and rang it twice.

In a moment the King of the Foxes stood before him and said:

‘I know already what you want, and will summon all the foxes of the world together to find the mare
who has hidden herself in a hill.’

With these words the King of the Foxes disappeared, and in the evening many thousand foxes
brought the mare to the Prince. Then he rode home to the Mother-Dragon, from whom he received
this time a cloak made of silver, and again she led him to the ball-room.

The Flower Queen’s daughter was delighted to see him safe and sound, and when they were
dancing together she whispered in his ear:

‘If you succeed again to-morrow, wait for me with the foal in the meadow. After the ball we will fly
away together.’ On the third day the Prince led the mare to the meadow again; but once more she
vanished before his eyes. Then the Prince took out his little bell and rang it three times. In a moment
the King of the Fishes appeared, and said to him:
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‘I know quite well what you want me to do, and I will summon all the fishes of the sea together, and
tell them to bring you back the mare, who is hiding herself in a river.’

Towards evening the mare was returned to him, and when he led her home to the Mother Dragon
she said to him:

‘You are a brave youth, and I will make you my body-servant. But what shall I give you as a reward to
begin with?’

The Prince begged for a foal of the mare, which the Mother Dragon at once gave him, and over and
above, a cloak made of gold, for she had fallen in love with him because he had praised her beauty.

So in the evening he appeared at the ball in his golden cloak; but before the entertainment was over
he slipped away, and went straight to the stables, where he mounted his foal and rode out into the
meadow to wait for the Flower Queen’s daughter. Towards midnight the beautiful girl appeared,
and placing her in front of him on his horse, the Prince and she flew like the wind till they reached
the Flower Queen’s dwelling. But the dragons had noticed their flight, and woke their brother out of
his year’s sleep. He flew into a terrible rage when he heard what had happened, and determined to
lay siege to the Flower Queen’s palace; but the Queen caused a forest of flowers as high as the sky
to grow up round her dwelling, through which no one could force a way. When the Flower Queen
heard that her daughter wanted to marry the Prince, she said to him:

‘I will give my consent to your marriage gladly, but my daughter can only stay with you in summer. In
winter, when everything is dead and the ground covered with snow, she must come and live with
me in my palace underground.’

The Prince consented to this, and led his beautiful bride home, where the wedding was held with
great pomp and magnificence. The young couple lived happily together till winter came, when the
Flower Queen’s daughter departed and went home to her mother. In summer she returned to her
husband, and their life of joy and happiness began again, and lasted till the approach of winter,
when the Flower Queen’s daughter went back again to her mother. This coming and going
continued all her life long, and in spite of it they always lived happily together.
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