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			To John Bland

			
				
					My Lamb, you are so very small,
					

					You have not learned to read at all,
					

					Yet nev­er a prin­ted book with­stands
					

					The ur­gence of your dimpled hands.
					

					So, though this book is for your­self,
					

					Let moth­er keep it on the shelf
					

					Till you can read. O days that pass,
					

					That day will come too soon, alas!
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				I

				Beau­ti­ful as the Day

			
			The house was three miles from the sta­tion, but, be­fore the dusty hired fly had rattled along for five minutes the chil­dren began to put their heads out of the car­riage win­dow and to say, “Aren’t we nearly there?” And every time they passed a house, which was not very of­ten, they all said, “Oh, is this it?” But it nev­er was, till they reached the very top of the hill, just past the chalk-quarry and be­fore you come to the gravel-pit. And then there was a white house with a green garden and an orch­ard bey­ond, and moth­er said, “Here we are!”

			“How white the house is,” said Robert.

			“And look at the roses,” said Anthea.

			“And the plums,” said Jane.

			“It is rather de­cent,” Cyril ad­mit­ted.

			The Baby said, “Wanty go walky;” and the fly stopped with a last rattle and jolt.

			Every­one got its legs kicked or its feet trod­den on in the scramble to get out of the car­riage that very minute, but no one seemed to mind. Moth­er, curi­ously enough, was in no hurry to get out; and even when she had come down slowly and by the step, and with no jump at all, she seemed to wish to see the boxes car­ried in, and even to pay the driver, in­stead of join­ing in that first glor­i­ous rush round the garden and the orch­ard and the thorny, thistly, bri­ery, brambly wil­der­ness bey­ond the broken gate and the dry foun­tain at the side of the house. But the chil­dren were wiser, for once. It was not really a pretty house at all; it was quite or­din­ary, and moth­er thought it was rather in­con­veni­ent, and was quite an­noyed at there be­ing no shelves, to speak of, and hardly a cup­board in the place. Fath­er used to say that the iron­work on the roof and cop­ing was like an ar­chi­tect’s night­mare. But the house was deep in the coun­try, with no oth­er house in sight, and the chil­dren had been in Lon­don for two years, without so much as once go­ing to the sea­side even for a day by an ex­cur­sion train, and so the White House seemed to them a sort of Fairy Palace set down in an Earthly Para­dise. For Lon­don is like pris­on for chil­dren, es­pe­cially if their re­la­tions are not rich.

			Of course there are the shops and theatres, and Maskelyne and Cook’s, and things, but if your people are rather poor you don’t get taken to the theatres, and you can’t buy things out of the shops; and Lon­don has none of those nice things that chil­dren may play with without hurt­ing the things or them­selves—such as trees and sand and woods and wa­ters. And nearly everything in Lon­don is the wrong sort of shape—all straight lines and flat streets, in­stead of be­ing all sorts of odd shapes, like things are in the coun­try. Trees are all dif­fer­ent, as you know, and I am sure some tire­some per­son must have told you that there are no two blades of grass ex­actly alike. But in streets, where the blades of grass don’t grow, everything is like everything else. This is why many chil­dren who live in towns are so ex­tremely naughty. They do not know what is the mat­ter with them, and no more do their fath­ers and moth­ers, aunts, uncles, cous­ins, tu­tors, gov­ernesses, and nurses; but I know. And so do you, now. Chil­dren in the coun­try are naughty some­times, too, but that is for quite dif­fer­ent reas­ons.

			The chil­dren had ex­plored the gar­dens and the out­houses thor­oughly be­fore they were caught and cleaned for tea, and they saw quite well that they were cer­tain to be happy at the White House. They thought so from the first mo­ment, but when they found the back of the house covered with jas­mine, all in white flower, and smelling like a bottle of the most ex­pens­ive scent that is ever giv­en for a birth­day present; and when they had seen the lawn, all green and smooth, and quite dif­fer­ent from the brown grass in the gar­dens at Cam­den Town; and when they had found the stable with a loft over it and some old hay still left, they were al­most cer­tain; and when Robert had found the broken swing and tumbled out of it and got a lump on his head the size of an egg, and Cyril had nipped his fin­ger in the door of a hutch that seemed made to keep rab­bits in, if you ever had any, they had no longer any doubts whatever.

			The best part of it all was that there were no rules about not go­ing to places and not do­ing things. In Lon­don al­most everything is la­belled “You mustn’t touch,” and though the la­bel is in­vis­ible it’s just as bad, be­cause you know it’s there, or if you don’t you jolly soon get told.

			The White House was on the edge of a hill, with a wood be­hind it—and the chalk-quarry on one side and the gravel-pit on the oth­er. Down at the bot­tom of the hill was a level plain, with queer-shaped white build­ings where people burnt lime, and a big red brew­ery and oth­er houses; and when the big chim­neys were smoking and the sun was set­ting, the val­ley looked as if it was filled with golden mist, and the limekilns and oast-houses glimmered and glittered till they were like an en­chanted city out of the Ar­a­bi­an Nights.

			Now that I have be­gun to tell you about the place, I feel that I could go on and make this in­to a most in­ter­est­ing story about all the or­din­ary things that the chil­dren did—just the kind of things you do your­self, you know—and you would be­lieve every word of it; and when I told about the chil­dren’s be­ing tire­some, as you are some­times, your aunts would per­haps write in the mar­gin of the story with a pen­cil, “How true!” or “How like life!” and you would see it and very likely be an­noyed. So I will only tell you the really as­ton­ish­ing things that happened, and you may leave the book about quite safely, for no aunts and uncles either are likely to write “How true!” on the edge of the story. Grown-up people find it very dif­fi­cult to be­lieve really won­der­ful things, un­less they have what they call proof. But chil­dren will be­lieve al­most any­thing, and grownups know this. That is why they tell you that the earth is round like an or­ange, when you can see per­fectly well that it is flat and lumpy; and why they say that the earth goes round the sun, when you can see for your­self any day that the sun gets up in the morn­ing and goes to bed at night like a good sun as it is, and the earth knows its place, and lies as still as a mouse. Yet I daresay you be­lieve all that about the earth and the sun, and if so you will find it quite easy to be­lieve that be­fore Anthea and Cyril and the oth­ers had been a week in the coun­try they had found a fairy. At least they called it that, be­cause that was what it called it­self; and of course it knew best, but it was not at all like any fairy you ever saw or heard of or read about.

			It was at the gravel-pits. Fath­er had to go away sud­denly on busi­ness, and moth­er had gone away to stay with Granny, who was not very well. They both went in a great hurry, and when they were gone the house seemed dread­fully quiet and empty, and the chil­dren wandered from one room to an­oth­er and looked at the bits of pa­per and string on the floors left over from the pack­ing, and not yet cleared up, and wished they had some­thing to do. It was Cyril who said—

			“I say, let’s take our Mar­gate spades and go and dig in the gravel-pits. We can pre­tend it’s sea­side.”

			“Fath­er says it was once,” Anthea said; “he says there are shells there thou­sands of years old.”

			So they went. Of course they had been to the edge of the gravel-pit and looked over, but they had not gone down in­to it for fear fath­er should say they mustn’t play there, and the same with the chalk-quarry. The gravel-pit is not really dan­ger­ous if you don’t try to climb down the edges, but go the slow safe way round by the road, as if you were a cart.

			Each of the chil­dren car­ried its own spade, and took it in turns to carry the Lamb. He was the baby, and they called him that be­cause “Baa” was the first thing he ever said. They called Anthea “Pan­ther,” which seems silly when you read it, but when you say it it sounds a little like her name.

			The gravel-pit is very large and wide, with grass grow­ing round the edges at the top, and dry stringy wild­flowers, purple and yel­low. It is like a gi­ant’s wash-hand basin. And there are mounds of gravel, and holes in the sides of the basin where gravel has been taken out, and high up in the steep sides there are the little holes that are the little front doors of the little sand-mar­tins’ little houses.

			The chil­dren built a castle, of course, but castle-build­ing is rather poor fun when you have no hope of the swish­ing tide ever com­ing in to fill up the moat and wash away the draw­bridge, and, at the happy last, to wet every­body up to the waist at least.

			Cyril wanted to dig out a cave to play smug­glers in, but the oth­ers thought it might bury them alive, so it ended in all spades go­ing to work to dig a hole through the castle to Aus­tralia. These chil­dren, you see, be­lieved that the world was round, and that on the oth­er side the little Aus­trali­an boys and girls were really walk­ing wrong way up, like flies on the ceil­ing, with their heads hanging down in­to the air.

			The chil­dren dug and they dug and they dug, and their hands got sandy and hot and red, and their faces got damp and shiny. The Lamb had tried to eat the sand, and had cried so hard when he found that it was not, as he had sup­posed, brown sug­ar, that he was now tired out, and was ly­ing asleep in a warm fat bunch in the middle of the half-fin­ished castle. This left his broth­ers and sis­ters free to work really hard, and the hole that was to come out in Aus­tralia soon grew so deep that Jane, who was called Pussy for short, begged the oth­ers to stop.

			“Sup­pose the bot­tom of the hole gave way sud­denly,” she said, “and you tumbled out among the little Aus­trali­ans, all the sand would get in their eyes.”

			“Yes,” said Robert; “and they would hate us, and throw stones at us, and not let us see the kangaroos, or opos­sums, or blue-gums, or Emu Brand birds, or any­thing.”

			Cyril and Anthea knew that Aus­tralia was not quite so near as all that, but they agreed to stop us­ing the spades and to go on with their hands. This was quite easy, be­cause the sand at the bot­tom of the hole was very soft and fine and dry, like sea-sand. And there were little shells in it.

			“Fancy it hav­ing been wet sea here once, all sloppy and shiny,” said Jane, “with fishes and con­ger-eels and cor­al and mer­maids.”

			“And masts of ships and wrecked Span­ish treas­ure. I wish we could find a gold doub­loon, or some­thing,” Cyril said.

			“How did the sea get car­ried away?” Robert asked.

			“Not in a pail, silly,” said his broth­er. “Fath­er says the earth got too hot un­der­neath, like you do in bed some­times, so it just hunched up its shoulders, and the sea had to slip off, like the blankets do off us, and the shoulder was left stick­ing out, and turned in­to dry land. Let’s go and look for shells; I think that little cave looks likely, and I see some­thing stick­ing out there like a bit of wrecked ship’s an­chor, and it’s beastly hot in the Aus­trali­an hole.”

			The oth­ers agreed, but Anthea went on dig­ging. She al­ways liked to fin­ish a thing when she had once be­gun it. She felt it would be a dis­grace to leave that hole without get­ting through to Aus­tralia.

			The cave was dis­ap­point­ing, be­cause there were no shells, and the wrecked ship’s an­chor turned out to be only the broken end of a pick­axe handle, and the cave party were just mak­ing up their minds that sand makes you thirsti­er when it is not by the sea­side, and someone had sug­ges­ted go­ing home for lem­on­ade, when Anthea sud­denly screamed—

			“Cyril! Come here! Oh, come quick!—It’s alive! It’ll get away! Quick!”

			They all hur­ried back.

			“It’s a rat, I shouldn’t won­der,” said Robert. “Fath­er says they in­fest old places—and this must be pretty old if the sea was here thou­sands of years ago—”

			“Per­haps it is a snake,” said Jane, shud­der­ing.

			“Let’s look,” said Cyril, jump­ing in­to the hole. “I’m not afraid of snakes. I like them. If it is a snake I’ll tame it, and it will fol­low me every­where, and I’ll let it sleep round my neck at night.”

			“No, you won’t,” said Robert firmly. He shared Cyril’s bed­room. “But you may if it’s a rat.”

			“Oh, don’t be silly!” said Anthea; “it’s not a rat, it’s much big­ger. And it’s not a snake. It’s got feet; I saw them; and fur! No—not the spade. You’ll hurt it! Dig with your hands.”

			“And let it hurt me in­stead! That’s so likely, isn’t it?” said Cyril, seiz­ing a spade.

			“Oh, don’t!” said Anthea. “Squir­rel, don’t. I—it sounds silly, but it said some­thing. It really and truly did—”

			“What?”

			“It said, ‘You let me alone.’ ”

			But Cyril merely ob­served that his sis­ter must have gone off her nut, and he and Robert dug with spades while Anthea sat on the edge of the hole, jump­ing up and down with hot­ness and anxi­ety. They dug care­fully, and presently every­one could see that there really was some­thing mov­ing in the bot­tom of the Aus­trali­an hole.

			Then Anthea cried out, “I’m not afraid. Let me dig,” and fell on her knees and began to scratch like a dog does when he has sud­denly re­membered where it was that he bur­ied his bone.

			“Oh, I felt fur,” she cried, half laugh­ing and half cry­ing. “I did in­deed! I did!” when sud­denly a dry husky voice in the sand made them all jump back, and their hearts jumped nearly as fast as they did.

			“Let me alone,” it said. And now every­one heard the voice and looked at the oth­ers to see if they had too.

			“But we want to see you,” said Robert bravely.

			“I wish you’d come out,” said Anthea, also tak­ing cour­age.

			“Oh, well—if that’s your wish,” the voice said, and the sand stirred and spun and scattered, and some­thing brown and furry and fat came rolling out in­to the hole, and the sand fell off it, and it sat there yawn­ing and rub­bing the ends of its eyes with its hands.

			“I be­lieve I must have dropped asleep,” it said, stretch­ing it­self.

			The chil­dren stood round the hole in a ring, look­ing at the creature they had found. It was worth look­ing at. Its eyes were on long horns like a snail’s eyes, and it could move them in and out like tele­scopes; it had ears like a bat’s ears, and its tubby body was shaped like a spider’s and covered with thick soft fur; its legs and arms were furry too, and it had hands and feet like a mon­key’s.

			“What on earth is it?” Jane said. “Shall we take it home?”

			The thing turned its long eyes to look at her, and said—

			“Does she al­ways talk non­sense, or is it only the rub­bish on her head that makes her silly?”

			It looked scorn­fully at Jane’s hat as it spoke.

			“She doesn’t mean to be silly,” Anthea said gently; “we none of us do, whatever you may think! Don’t be frightened; we don’t want to hurt you, you know.”

			“Hurt me!” it said. “Me frightened? Upon my word! Why, you talk as if I were nobody in par­tic­u­lar.” All its fur stood out like a cat’s when it is go­ing to fight.

			“Well,” said Anthea, still kindly, “per­haps if we knew who you are in par­tic­u­lar we could think of some­thing to say that wouldn’t make you cross. Everything we’ve said so far seems to have. Who are you? And don’t get angry! Be­cause really we don’t know.”

			“You don’t know?” it said. “Well, I knew the world had changed—but—well, really—Do you mean to tell me ser­i­ously you don’t know a Psam­mead when you see one?”

			“A Sammy­add? That’s Greek to me.”

			“So it is to every­one,” said the creature sharply. “Well, in plain Eng­lish, then, a Sand-fairy. Don’t you know a Sand-fairy when you see one?”

			It looked so grieved and hurt that Jane hastened to say, “Of course I see you are, now. It’s quite plain now one comes to look at you.”

			“You came to look at me, sev­er­al sen­tences ago,” it said crossly, be­gin­ning to curl up again in the sand.

			“Oh—don’t go away again! Do talk some more,” Robert cried. “I didn’t know you were a Sand-fairy, but I knew dir­ectly I saw you that you were much the won­der­fullest thing I’d ever seen.”

			The Sand-fairy seemed a shade less dis­agree­able after this.

			“It isn’t talk­ing I mind,” it said, “as long as you’re reas­on­ably civil. But I’m not go­ing to make po­lite con­ver­sa­tion for you. If you talk nicely to me, per­haps I’ll an­swer you, and per­haps I won’t. Now say some­thing.”

			Of course no one could think of any­thing to say, but at last Robert thought of “How long have you lived here?” and he said it at once.

			“Oh, ages—sev­er­al thou­sand years,” replied the Psam­mead.

			“Tell us all about it. Do.”

			“It’s all in books.”

			“You aren’t!” Jane said. “Oh, tell us everything you can about your­self! We don’t know any­thing about you, and you are so nice.”

			The Sand-fairy smoothed his long rat­like whiskers and smiled between them.

			“Do please tell!” said the chil­dren all to­geth­er.

			It is won­der­ful how quickly you get used to things, even the most as­ton­ish­ing. Five minutes be­fore, the chil­dren had had no more idea than you that there was such a thing as a sand-fairy in the world, and now they were talk­ing to it as though they had known it all their lives.

			It drew its eyes in and said—

			“How very sunny it is—quite like old times. Where do you get your Mega­theri­ums from now?”

			“What?” said the chil­dren all at once. It is very dif­fi­cult al­ways to re­mem­ber that “what” is not po­lite, es­pe­cially in mo­ments of sur­prise or agit­a­tion.

			“Are Ptero­dac­tyls plen­ti­ful now?” the Sand-fairy went on.

			The chil­dren were un­able to reply.

			“What do you have for break­fast?” the Fairy said im­pa­tiently, “and who gives it you?”

			“Eggs and ba­con, and bread and milk, and por­ridge and things. Moth­er gives it us. What are Mega-what’s-its-names and Ptero-what-do-you-call-thems? And does any­one have them for break­fast?”

			“Why, al­most every­one had Ptero­dac­tyl for break­fast in my time! Ptero­dac­tyls were some­thing like cro­codiles and some­thing like birds—I be­lieve they were very good grilled. You see it was like this: of course there were heaps of sand-fair­ies then, and in the morn­ing early you went out and hunted for them, and when you’d found one it gave you your wish. People used to send their little boys down to the sea­shore early in the morn­ing be­fore break­fast to get the day’s wishes, and very of­ten the eld­est boy in the fam­ily would be told to wish for a Mega­theri­um, ready join­ted for cook­ing. It was as big as an ele­phant, you see, so there was a good deal of meat on it. And if they wanted fish, the Ich­thy­osaur­us was asked for—he was twenty to forty feet long, so there was plenty of him. And for poultry there was the Ple­si­o­saur­us; there were nice pick­ings on that too. Then the oth­er chil­dren could wish for oth­er things. But when people had din­ner-parties it was nearly al­ways Mega­theri­ums; and Ich­thy­osaur­us, be­cause his fins were a great del­ic­acy and his tail made soup.”

			“There must have been heaps and heaps of cold meat left over,” said Anthea, who meant to be a good house­keep­er some day.

			“Oh no,” said the Psam­mead, “that would nev­er have done. Why, of course at sun­set what was left over turned in­to stone. You find the stone bones of the Mega­theri­um and things all over the place even now, they tell me.”

			“Who tell you?” asked Cyril; but the Sand-fairy frowned and began to dig very fast with its furry hands.

			“Oh, don’t go!” they all cried; “tell us more about it when it was Mega­theri­ums for break­fast! Was the world like this then?”

			It stopped dig­ging.

			“Not a bit,” it said; “it was nearly all sand where I lived, and coal grew on trees, and the peri­winkles were as big as tea-trays—you find them now; they’re turned in­to stone. We sand-fair­ies used to live on the sea­shore, and the chil­dren used to come with their little flint-spades and flint-pails and make castles for us to live in. That’s thou­sands of years ago, but I hear that chil­dren still build castles on the sand. It’s dif­fi­cult to break your­self of a habit.”

			“But why did you stop liv­ing in the castles?” asked Robert.

			“It’s a sad story,” said the Psam­mead gloomily. “It was be­cause they would build moats to the castles, and the nasty wet bub­bling sea used to come in, and of course as soon as a sand-fairy got wet it caught cold, and gen­er­ally died. And so there got to be few­er and few­er, and, whenev­er you found a fairy and had a wish, you used to wish for a Mega­theri­um, and eat twice as much as you wanted, be­cause it might be weeks be­fore you got an­oth­er wish.”

			“And did you get wet?” Robert in­quired.

			The Sand-fairy shuddered. “Only once,” it said; “the end of the twelfth hair of my top left whisker—I feel the place still in damp weath­er. It was only once, but it was quite enough for me. I went away as soon as the sun had dried my poor dear whisker. I scur­ried away to the back of the beach, and dug my­self a house deep in warm dry sand, and there I’ve been ever since. And the sea changed its lodgings af­ter­wards. And now I’m not go­ing to tell you an­oth­er thing.”

			“Just one more, please,” said the chil­dren. “Can you give wishes now?”

			“Of course,” said it; “didn’t I give you yours a few minutes ago? You said, ‘I wish you’d come out,’ and I did.”

			“Oh, please, mayn’t we have an­oth­er?”

			“Yes, but be quick about it. I’m tired of you.”

			I daresay you have of­ten thought what you would do if you had three wishes giv­en you, and have des­pised the old man and his wife in the black-pud­ding story, and felt cer­tain that if you had the chance you could think of three really use­ful wishes without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion. These chil­dren had of­ten talked this mat­ter over, but, now the chance had sud­denly come to them, they could not make up their minds.

			“Quick,” said the Sand-fairy crossly. No one could think of any­thing, only Anthea did man­age to re­mem­ber a private wish of her own and Jane’s which they had nev­er told the boys. She knew the boys would not care about it—but still it was bet­ter than noth­ing.

			“I wish we were all as beau­ti­ful as the day,” she said in a great hurry.

			The chil­dren looked at each oth­er, but each could see that the oth­ers were not any bet­ter-look­ing than usu­al. The Psam­mead pushed out its long eyes, and seemed to be hold­ing its breath and swell­ing it­self out till it was twice as fat and furry as be­fore. Sud­denly it let its breath go in a long sigh.

			“I’m really afraid I can’t man­age it,” it said apo­lo­get­ic­ally; “I must be out of prac­tice.”

			The chil­dren were hor­ribly dis­ap­poin­ted.

			“Oh, do try again!” they said.

			“Well,” said the Sand-fairy, “the fact is, I was keep­ing back a little strength to give the rest of you your wishes with. If you’ll be con­ten­ted with one wish a day among the lot of you I daresay I can screw my­self up to it. Do you agree to that?”

			“Yes, oh yes!” said Jane and Anthea. The boys nod­ded. They did not be­lieve the Sand-fairy could do it. You can al­ways make girls be­lieve things much easi­er than you can boys.

			It stretched out its eyes farther than ever, and swelled and swelled and swelled.

			“I do hope it won’t hurt it­self,” said Anthea.

			“Or crack its skin,” Robert said anxiously.

			Every­one was very much re­lieved when the Sand-fairy, after get­ting so big that it al­most filled up the hole in the sand, sud­denly let out its breath and went back to its prop­er size.

			“That’s all right,” it said, pant­ing heav­ily. “It’ll come easi­er to­mor­row.”

			“Did it hurt much?” asked Anthea.

			“Only my poor whisker, thank you,” said he, “but you’re a kind and thought­ful child. Good day.”

			It scratched sud­denly and fiercely with its hands and feet, and dis­ap­peared in the sand. Then the chil­dren looked at each oth­er, and each child sud­denly found it­self alone with three per­fect strangers, all ra­di­antly beau­ti­ful.

			They stood for some mo­ments in per­fect si­lence. Each thought that its broth­ers and sis­ters had wandered off, and that these strange chil­dren had stolen up un­noticed while it was watch­ing the swell­ing form of the Sand-fairy. Anthea spoke first—

			“Ex­cuse me,” she said very po­litely to Jane, who now had enorm­ous blue eyes and a cloud of rus­set hair, “but have you seen two little boys and a little girl any­where about?”

			“I was just go­ing to ask you that,” said Jane. And then Cyril cried—

			“Why, it’s you! I know the hole in your pin­a­fore! You are Jane, aren’t you? And you’re the Pan­ther; I can see your dirty handker­chief that you for­got to change after you’d cut your thumb! Crikey! The wish has come off, after all. I say, am I as hand­some as you are?”

			“If you’re Cyril, I liked you much bet­ter as you were be­fore,” said Anthea de­cidedly. “You look like the pic­ture of the young chor­is­ter, with your golden hair; you’ll die young, I shouldn’t won­der. And if that’s Robert, he’s like an Itali­an or­gan-grinder. His hair’s all black.”

			“You two girls are like Christ­mas cards, then—that’s all—silly Christ­mas cards,” said Robert an­grily. “And Jane’s hair is simply car­rots.”

			It was in­deed of that Vene­tian tint so much ad­mired by artists.

			“Well, it’s no use find­ing fault with each oth­er,” said Anthea; “let’s get the Lamb and lug it home to din­ner. The ser­vants will ad­mire us most aw­fully, you’ll see.”

			Baby was just wak­ing up when they got to him, and not one of the chil­dren but was re­lieved to find that he at least was not as beau­ti­ful as the day, but just the same as usu­al.

			“I sup­pose he’s too young to have wishes nat­ur­ally,” said Jane. “We shall have to men­tion him spe­cially next time.”

			Anthea ran for­ward and held out her arms.

			“Come to own Pan­ther, ducky,” she said.

			The Baby looked at her dis­ap­prov­ingly, and put a sandy pink thumb in his mouth. Anthea was his fa­vour­ite sis­ter.

			“Come, then,” she said.

			“G’way long!” said the Baby.

			“Come to own Pussy,” said Jane.

			“Wants my Panty,” said the Lamb dis­mally, and his lip trembled.

			“Here, come on, Vet­er­an,” said Robert, “come and have a yidey on Yobby’s back.”

			“Yah, narky narky boy,” howled the Baby, giv­ing way al­to­geth­er. Then the chil­dren knew the worst. The Baby did not know them!

			They looked at each oth­er in des­pair, and it was ter­rible to each, in this dire emer­gency, to meet only the beau­ti­ful eyes of per­fect strangers, in­stead of the merry, friendly, com­mon­place, twink­ling, jolly little eyes of its own broth­ers and sis­ters.

			“This is most truly aw­ful,” said Cyril when he had tried to lift up the Lamb, and the Lamb had scratched like a cat and bel­lowed like a bull. “We’ve got to make friends with him! I can’t carry him home scream­ing like that. Fancy hav­ing to make friends with our own baby!—it’s too silly.”

			That, how­ever, was ex­actly what they had to do. It took over an hour, and the task was not rendered any easi­er by the fact that the Lamb was by this time as hungry as a li­on and as thirsty as a desert.

			At last he con­sen­ted to al­low these strangers to carry him home by turns, but as he re­fused to hold on to such new ac­quaint­ances he was a dead weight, and most ex­haust­ing.

			“Thank good­ness, we’re home!” said Jane, stag­ger­ing through the iron gate to where Martha, the nurse­maid, stood at the front door shad­ing her eyes with her hand and look­ing out anxiously. “Here! Do take Baby!”

			Martha snatched the Baby from her arms.

			“Thanks be, he’s safe back,” she said. “Where are the oth­ers, and who­ever to good­ness gra­cious are all of you?”

			“We’re us, of course,” said Robert.

			“And who’s Us, when you’re at home?” asked Martha scorn­fully.

			“I tell you it’s us, only we’re beau­ti­ful as the day,” said Cyril. “I’m Cyril, and these are the oth­ers, and we’re jolly hungry. Let us in, and don’t be a silly idi­ot.”

			Martha merely drat­ted Cyril’s im­pudence and tried to shut the door in his face.

			“I know we look dif­fer­ent, but I’m Anthea, and we’re so tired, and it’s long past din­ner­time.”

			“Then go home to your din­ners, who­ever you are; and if our chil­dren put you up to this play­act­ing you can tell them from me they’ll catch it, so they know what to ex­pect!” With that she did bang the door. Cyril rang the bell vi­ol­ently. No an­swer. Presently cook put her head out of a bed­room win­dow and said—

			“If you don’t take yourselves off, and that pre­cious sharp, I’ll go and fetch the po­lice.” And she slammed down the win­dow.

			“It’s no good,” said Anthea. “Oh, do, do come away be­fore we get sent to pris­on!”

			The boys said it was non­sense, and the law of Eng­land couldn’t put you in pris­on for just be­ing as beau­ti­ful as the day, but all the same they fol­lowed the oth­ers out in­to the lane.

			“We shall be our prop­er selves after sun­set, I sup­pose,” said Jane.

			“I don’t know,” Cyril said sadly; “it mayn’t be like that now—things have changed a good deal since Mega­theri­um times.”

			“Oh,” cried Anthea sud­denly, “per­haps we shall turn in­to stone at sun­set, like the Mega­theri­ums did, so that there mayn’t be any of us left over for the next day.”

			She began to cry, so did Jane. Even the boys turned pale. No one had the heart to say any­thing.

			It was a hor­rible af­ter­noon. There was no house near where the chil­dren could beg a crust of bread or even a glass of wa­ter. They were afraid to go to the vil­lage, be­cause they had seen Martha go down there with a bas­ket, and there was a loc­al con­stable. True, they were all as beau­ti­ful as the day, but that is a poor com­fort when you are as hungry as a hunter and as thirsty as a sponge.

			Three times they tried in vain to get the ser­vants in the White House to let them in and listen to their tale. And then Robert went alone, hop­ing to be able to climb in at one of the back win­dows and so open the door to the oth­ers. But all the win­dows were out of reach, and Martha emp­tied a toi­let-jug of cold wa­ter over him from a top win­dow, and said—

			“Go along with you, you nasty little Eye­tali­an mon­key.”

			It came at last to their sit­ting down in a row un­der the hedge, with their feet in a dry ditch, wait­ing for sun­set, and won­der­ing wheth­er, when the sun did set, they would turn in­to stone, or only in­to their own old nat­ur­al selves; and each of them still felt lonely and among strangers, and tried not to look at the oth­ers, for, though their voices were their own, their faces were so ra­di­antly beau­ti­ful as to be quite ir­rit­at­ing to look at.

			“I don’t be­lieve we shall turn to stone,” said Robert, break­ing a long miser­able si­lence, “be­cause the Sand-fairy said he’d give us an­oth­er wish to­mor­row, and he couldn’t if we were stone, could he?”

			The oth­ers said “No,” but they wer­en’t at all com­for­ted.

			An­oth­er si­lence, longer and more miser­able, was broken by Cyril’s sud­denly say­ing, “I don’t want to fright­en you girls, but I be­lieve it’s be­gin­ning with me already. My foot’s quite dead. I’m turn­ing to stone, I know I am, and so will you in a minute.”

			“Nev­er mind,” said Robert kindly, “per­haps you’ll be the only stone one, and the rest of us will be all right, and we’ll cher­ish your statue and hang gar­lands on it.”

			But when it turned out that Cyril’s foot had only gone to sleep through his sit­ting too long with it un­der him, and when it came to life in an agony of pins and needles, the oth­ers were quite cross.

			“Giv­ing us such a fright for noth­ing!” said Anthea.

			The third and miser­ablest si­lence of all was broken by Jane. She said—

			“If we do come out of this all right, we’ll ask the Sammy­add to make it so that the ser­vants don’t no­tice any­thing dif­fer­ent, no mat­ter what wishes we have.”

			The oth­ers only grunted. They were too wretched even to make good res­ol­u­tions.

			At last hun­ger and fright and cross­ness and tired­ness—four very nasty things—all joined to­geth­er to bring one nice thing, and that was sleep. The chil­dren lay asleep in a row, with their beau­ti­ful eyes shut and their beau­ti­ful mouths open. Anthea woke first. The sun had set, and the twi­light was com­ing on.

			Anthea pinched her­self very hard, to make sure, and when she found she could still feel pinch­ing she de­cided that she was not stone, and then she pinched the oth­ers. They, also, were soft.

			“Wake up,” she said, al­most in tears for joy; “it’s all right, we’re not stone. And oh, Cyril, how nice and ugly you do look, with your old freckles and your brown hair and your little eyes. And so do you all!” she ad­ded, so that they might not feel jeal­ous.

			When they got home they were very much scol­ded by Martha, who told them about the strange chil­dren.

			“A good-look­ing lot, I must say, but that im­pudent.”

			“I know,” said Robert, who knew by ex­per­i­ence how hope­less it would be to try to ex­plain things to Martha.

			“And where on earth have you been all this time, you naughty little things, you?”

			“In the lane.”

			“Why didn’t you come home hours ago?”

			“We couldn’t be­cause of them,” said Anthea.

			“Who?”

			“The chil­dren who were as beau­ti­ful as the day. They kept us there till after sun­set. We couldn’t come back till they’d gone. You don’t know how we hated them! Oh, do, do give us some sup­per—we are so hungry.”

			“Hungry! I should think so,” said Martha an­grily; “out all day like this. Well, I hope it’ll be a les­son to you not to go pick­ing up with strange chil­dren—down here after measles, as likely as not! Now mind, if you see them again, don’t you speak to them—not one word nor so much as a look—but come straight away and tell me. I’ll spoil their beauty for them!”

			“If ever we do see them again we’ll tell you,” Anthea said; and Robert, fix­ing his eyes fondly on the cold beef that was be­ing brought in on a tray by cook, ad­ded in heart­felt un­der­tones—

			“And we’ll take jolly good care we nev­er do see them again.”

			And they nev­er have.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Golden Guineas

			
			Anthea woke in the morn­ing from a very real sort of dream, in which she was walk­ing in the Zo­olo­gic­al Gar­dens on a pour­ing wet day without any um­brella. The an­im­als seemed des­per­ately un­happy be­cause of the rain, and were all growl­ing gloomily. When she awoke, both the growl­ing and the rain went on just the same. The growl­ing was the heavy reg­u­lar breath­ing of her sis­ter Jane, who had a slight cold and was still asleep. The rain fell in slow drops on to Anthea’s face from the wet corner of a bath-tow­el which her broth­er Robert was gently squeez­ing the wa­ter out of, to wake her up, as he now ex­plained.

			“Oh, drop it!” she said rather crossly; so he did, for he was not a bru­tal broth­er, though very in­geni­ous in apple-pie beds, booby-traps, ori­gin­al meth­ods of awaken­ing sleep­ing re­l­at­ives, and the oth­er little ac­com­plish­ments which make home happy.

			“I had such a funny dream,” Anthea began.

			“So did I,” said Jane, waken­ing sud­denly and without warn­ing. “I dreamed we found a Sand-fairy in the gravel-pits, and it said it was a Sammy­add, and we might have a new wish every day, and—”

			“But that’s what I dreamed,” said Robert; “I was just go­ing to tell you—and we had the first wish dir­ectly it said so. And I dreamed you girls were don­keys enough to ask for us all to be beau­ti­ful as the day, and we jolly well were, and it was per­fectly beastly.”

			“But can dif­fer­ent people all dream the same thing?” said Anthea, sit­ting up in bed, “be­cause I dreamed all that as well as about the Zoo and the rain; and Baby didn’t know us in my dream, and the ser­vants shut us out of the house be­cause the ra­di­ant­ness of our beauty was such a com­plete dis­guise, and—”

			The voice of the eld­est broth­er soun­ded from across the land­ing.

			“Come on, Robert,” it said, “you’ll be late for break­fast again—un­less you mean to shirk your bath like you did on Tues­day.”

			“I say, come here a sec,” Robert replied; “I didn’t shirk it; I had it after brek­ker in fath­er’s dress­ing-room, be­cause ours was emp­tied away.”

			Cyril ap­peared in the door­way, par­tially clothed.

			“Look here,” said Anthea, “we’ve all had such an odd dream. We’ve all dreamed we found a Sand-fairy.”

			Her voice died away be­fore Cyril’s con­temp­tu­ous glance. “Dream?” he said; “you little sil­lies, it’s true. I tell you it all happened. That’s why I’m so keen on be­ing down early. We’ll go up there dir­ectly after brek­ker, and have an­oth­er wish. Only we’ll make up our minds, sol­id, be­fore we go, what it is we do want, and no one must ask for any­thing un­less the oth­ers agree first. No more peer­less beau­ties for this child, thank you. Not if I know it!”

			The oth­er three dressed, with their mouths open. If all that dream about the Sand-fairy was real, this real dress­ing seemed very like a dream, the girls thought. Jane felt that Cyril was right, but Anthea was not sure, till after they had seen Martha and heard her full and plain re­mind­ers about their naughty con­duct the day be­fore. Then Anthea was sure. “Be­cause,” said she, “ser­vants nev­er dream any­thing but the things in the Dream-book, like snakes and oysters and go­ing to a wed­ding—that means a fu­ner­al, and snakes are a false fe­male friend, and oysters are ba­bies.”

			“Talk­ing of ba­bies,” said Cyril, “where’s the Lamb?”

			“Martha’s go­ing to take him to Rochester to see her cous­ins. Moth­er said she might. She’s dress­ing him now,” said Jane, “in his very best coat and hat. Bread-and-but­ter, please.”

			“She seems to like tak­ing him too,” said Robert in a tone of won­der.

			“Ser­vants do like tak­ing ba­bies to see their re­la­tions,” Cyril said; “I’ve no­ticed it be­fore—es­pe­cially in their best things.”

			“I ex­pect they pre­tend they’re their own ba­bies, and that they’re not ser­vants at all, but mar­ried to noble dukes of high de­gree, and they say the ba­bies are the little dukes and duch­esses,” Jane sug­ges­ted dream­ily, tak­ing more marmalade. “I ex­pect that’s what Martha’ll say to her cous­in. She’ll en­joy her­self most fright­fully.”

			“She won’t en­joy her­self most fright­fully car­ry­ing our in­fant duke to Rochester,” said Robert; “not if she’s any­thing like me—she won’t.”

			“Fancy walk­ing to Rochester with the Lamb on your back! Oh, crikey!” said Cyril in full agree­ment.

			“She’s go­ing by car­ri­er,” said Jane. “Let’s see them off, then we shall have done a po­lite and kindly act, and we shall be quite sure we’ve got rid of them for the day.”

			So they did.

			Martha wore her Sunday dress of two shades of purple, so tight in the chest that it made her stoop, and her blue hat with the pink corn­flowers and white rib­bon. She had a yel­low-lace col­lar with a green bow. And the Lamb had in­deed his very best cream-col­oured silk coat and hat. It was a smart party that the car­ri­er’s cart picked up at the Cross Roads. When its white tilt and red wheels had slowly van­ished in a swirl of chalk-dust—

			“And now for the Sammy­add!” said Cyril, and off they went.

			As they went they de­cided on the wish they would ask for. Al­though they were all in a great hurry they did not try to climb down the sides of the gravel-pit, but went round by the safe lower road, as if they had been carts. They had made a ring of stones round the place where the Sand-fairy had dis­ap­peared, so they eas­ily found the spot. The sun was burn­ing and bright, and the sky was deep blue—without a cloud. The sand was very hot to touch.

			“Oh—sup­pose it was only a dream, after all,” Robert said as the boys un­covered their spades from the sand-heap where they had bur­ied them and began to dig.

			“Sup­pose you were a sens­ible chap,” said Cyril; “one’s quite as likely as the oth­er!”

			“Sup­pose you kept a civil tongue in your head,” Robert snapped.

			“Sup­pose we girls take a turn,” said Jane, laugh­ing. “You boys seem to be get­ting very warm.”

			“Sup­pose you don’t come shov­ing your silly oar in,” said Robert, who was now warm in­deed.

			“We won’t,” said Anthea quickly. “Robert dear, don’t be so grumpy—we won’t say a word, you shall be the one to speak to the Fairy and tell him what we’ve de­cided to wish for. You’ll say it much bet­ter than we shall.”

			“Sup­pose you drop be­ing a little hum­bug,” said Robert, but not crossly. “Look out—dig with your hands, now!”

			So they did, and presently un­covered the spider-shaped brown hairy body, long arms and legs, bat’s ears and snail’s eyes of the Sand-fairy him­self. Every­one drew a deep breath of sat­is­fac­tion, for now of course it couldn’t have been a dream.

			The Psam­mead sat up and shook the sand out of its fur.

			“How’s your left whisker this morn­ing?” said Anthea po­litely.

			“Noth­ing to boast of,” said it; “it had rather a rest­less night. But thank you for ask­ing.”

			“I say,” said Robert, “do you feel up to giv­ing wishes today, be­cause we very much want an ex­tra be­sides the reg­u­lar one? The ex­tra’s a very little one,” he ad­ded re­as­sur­ingly.

			“Humph!” said the Sand-fairy. (If you read this story aloud, please pro­nounce “humph” ex­actly as it is spelt, for that is how he said it.) “Humph! Do you know, un­til I heard you be­ing dis­agree­able to each oth­er just over my head, and so loud too, I really quite thought I had dreamed you all. I do have very odd dreams some­times.”

			“Do you?” Jane hur­ried to say, so as to get away from the sub­ject of dis­agree­able­ness. “I wish,” she ad­ded po­litely, “you’d tell us about your dreams—they must be aw­fully in­ter­est­ing—”

			“Is that the day’s wish?” said the Sand-fairy, yawn­ing.

			Cyril muttered some­thing about “just like a girl,” and the rest stood si­lent. If they said “Yes,” then good­bye to the oth­er wishes they had de­cided to ask for. If they said “No,” it would be very rude, and they had all been taught man­ners, and had learned a little too, which is not at all the same thing. A sigh of re­lief broke from all lips when the Sand-fairy said—

			“If I do I shan’t have strength to give you a second wish; not even good tem­pers, or com­mon sense, or man­ners, or little things like that.”

			“We don’t want you to put your­self out at all about these things, we can man­age them quite well ourselves,” said Cyril eagerly; while the oth­ers looked guiltily at each oth­er, and wished the Fairy would not keep all on about good tem­pers, but give them one good row­ing if it wanted to, and then have done with it.

			“Well,” said the Psam­mead, put­ting out his long snail’s eyes so sud­denly that one of them nearly went in­to the round boy’s eye of Robert, “let’s have the little wish first.”

			“We don’t want the ser­vants to no­tice the gifts you give us.”

			“Are kind enough to give us,” said Anthea in a whis­per.

			“Are kind enough to give us, I mean,” said Robert.

			The Fairy swelled him­self out a bit, let his breath go, and said—

			“I’ve done that for you—it was quite easy. People don’t no­tice things much, any­way. What’s the next wish?”

			“We want,” said Robert slowly, “to be rich bey­ond the dreams of some­thing or oth­er.”

			“Av­arice,” said Jane.

			“So it is,” said the Fairy un­ex­pec­tedly. “But it won’t do you much good, that’s one com­fort,” it muttered to it­self. “Come—I can’t go bey­ond dreams, you know! How much do you want, and will you have it in gold or notes?”

			“Gold, please—and mil­lions of it—”

			“This gravel-pit full be enough?” said the Fairy in an off­hand man­ner.

			“Oh yes—”

			“Then get out be­fore I be­gin, or you’ll be bur­ied alive in it.”

			It made its skinny arms so long, and waved them so fright­en­ingly, that the chil­dren ran as hard as they could to­wards the road by which carts used to come to the gravel-pits. Only Anthea had pres­ence of mind enough to shout a tim­id “Good morn­ing, I hope your whisker will be bet­ter to­mor­row,” as she ran.

			On the road they turned and looked back, and they had to shut their eyes, and open them very slowly, a little bit at a time, be­cause the sight was too dazzling for their eyes to be able to bear it. It was some­thing like try­ing to look at the sun at high noon on Mid­sum­mer Day. For the whole of the sand­pit was full, right up to the very top, with new shin­ing gold pieces, and all the little sand-mar­tins’ little front doors were covered out of sight. Where the road for carts wound in­to the gravel-pit the gold lay in heaps like stones lie by the road­side, and a great bank of shin­ing gold shelved down from where it lay flat and smooth between the tall sides of the gravel-pit. And all the gleam­ing heap was min­ted gold. And on the sides and edges of these count­less coins the mid­day sun shone and sparkled, and glowed and gleamed till the quarry looked like the mouth of a smelt­ing fur­nace, or one of the fairy halls that you see some­times in the sky at sun­set.

			The chil­dren stood with their mouths open, and no one said a word.

			At last Robert stooped and picked up one of the loose coins from the edge of the heap by the cart-road, and looked at it. He looked on both sides. Then he said in a low voice, quite dif­fer­ent to his own, “It’s not sov­er­eigns.”

			“It’s gold, any­way,” said Cyril. And now they all began to talk at once. They all picked up the golden treas­ure by hand­fuls and let it run through their fin­gers like wa­ter, and the chink it made as it fell was won­der­ful mu­sic. At first they quite for­got to think of spend­ing the money, it was so nice to play with. Jane sat down between two heaps of gold, and Robert began to bury her, as you bury your fath­er in sand when you are at the sea­side and he has gone to sleep on the beach with his news­pa­per over his face. But Jane was not half bur­ied be­fore she cried out, “Oh stop, it’s too heavy! It hurts!”

			Robert said “Bosh!” and went on.

			“Let me out, I tell you,” cried Jane, and was taken out, very white, and trem­bling a little.

			“You’ve no idea what it’s like,” said she; “it’s like stones on you—or like chains.”

			“Look here,” Cyril said, “if this is to do us any good, it’s no good our stay­ing gasp­ing at it like this. Let’s fill our pock­ets and go and buy things. Don’t you for­get, it won’t last after sun­set. I wish we’d asked the Sammy­add why things don’t turn to stone. Per­haps this will. I’ll tell you what, there’s a pony and cart in the vil­lage.”

			“Do you want to buy that?” asked Jane.

			“No, silly—we’ll hire it. And then we’ll go to Rochester and buy heaps and heaps of things. Look here, let’s each take as much as we can carry. But it’s not sov­er­eigns. They’ve got a man’s head on one side and a thing like the ace of spades on the oth­er. Fill your pock­ets with it, I tell you, and come along. You can jaw as we go—if you must jaw.”

			Cyril sat down and began to fill his pock­ets.

			“You made fun of me for get­ting fath­er to have nine pock­ets in my Nor­folks,” said he, “but now you see!”

			They did. For when Cyril had filled his nine pock­ets and his handker­chief and the space between him­self and his shirt front with the gold coins, he had to stand up. But he staggered, and had to sit down again in a hurry.

			“Throw out some of the cargo,” said Robert. “You’ll sink the ship, old chap. That comes of nine pock­ets.”

			And Cyril had to.

			Then they set off to walk to the vil­lage. It was more than a mile, and the road was very dusty in­deed, and the sun seemed to get hot­ter and hot­ter, and the gold in their pock­ets got heav­ier and heav­ier.

			It was Jane who said, “I don’t see how we’re to spend it all. There must be thou­sands of pounds among the lot of us. I’m go­ing to leave some of mine be­hind this stump in the hedge. And dir­ectly we get to the vil­lage we’ll buy some bis­cuits; I know it’s long past din­ner­time.” She took out a hand­ful or two of gold and hid it in the hol­lows of an old horn­beam. “How round and yel­low they are,” she said. “Don’t you wish they were ginger­bread nuts and we were go­ing to eat them?”

			“Well, they’re not, and we’re not,” said Cyril. “Come on!”

			But they came on heav­ily and wear­ily. Be­fore they reached the vil­lage, more than one stump in the hedge con­cealed its little hoard of hid­den treas­ure. Yet they reached the vil­lage with about twelve hun­dred guineas in their pock­ets. But in spite of this in­side wealth they looked quite or­din­ary out­side, and no one would have thought they could have more than a half-crown each at the out­side. The haze of heat, the blue of the wood smoke, made a sort of dim misty cloud over the red roofs of the vil­lage. The four sat down heav­ily on the first bench they came to. It happened to be out­side the Blue Boar Inn.

			It was de­cided that Cyril should go in­to the Blue Boar and ask for ginger-beer, be­cause, as Anthea said, “It is not wrong for men to go in­to pub­lic houses, only for chil­dren. And Cyril is near­er be­ing a man than us, be­cause he is the eld­est.” So he went. The oth­ers sat in the sun and waited.

			“Oh hats, how hot it is!” said Robert. “Dogs put their tongues out when they’re hot; I won­der if it would cool us at all to put out ours?”

			“We might try,” Jane said; and they all put their tongues out as far as ever they could go, so that it quite stretched their throats, but it only seemed to make them thirsti­er than ever, be­sides an­noy­ing every­one who went by. So they took their tongues in again, just as Cyril came back with ginger-beer.

			“I had to pay for it out of my own two-and-sev­en­pence, though, that I was go­ing to buy rab­bits with,” he said. “They wouldn’t change the gold. And when I pulled out a hand­ful the man just laughed and said it was card-coun­ters. And I got some sponge-cakes too, out of a glass jar on the bar-counter. And some bis­cuits with caraways in.”

			The sponge-cakes were both soft and dry and the bis­cuits were dry too, and yet soft, which bis­cuits ought not to be. But the ginger-beer made up for everything.

			“It’s my turn now to try to buy some­thing with the money,” Anthea said; “I’m next eld­est. Where is the pony-cart kept?”

			It was at The Chequers, and Anthea went in the back way to the yard, be­cause they all knew that little girls ought not to go in­to the bars of pub­lic houses. She came out, as she her­self said, “pleased but not proud.”

			“He’ll be ready in a brace of shakes, he says,” she re­marked, “and he’s to have one sov­er­eign—or whatever it is—to drive us in to Rochester and back, be­sides wait­ing there till we’ve got everything we want. I think I man­aged very well.”

			“You think your­self jolly clev­er, I daresay,” said Cyril moodily. “How did you do it?”

			“I wasn’t jolly clev­er enough to go tak­ing hand­fuls of money out of my pock­et, to make it seem cheap, any­way,” she re­tor­ted. “I just found a young man do­ing some­thing to a horse’s leg with a sponge and a pail. And I held out one sov­er­eign, and I said—‘Do you know what this is?’ He said ‘No,’ and he’d call his fath­er. And the old man came, and he said it was a spade guinea; and he said was it my own to do as I liked with, and I said ‘Yes’; and I asked about the pony-cart, and I said he could have the guinea if he’d drive us in to Rochester. And his name is S. Crispin. And he said, ‘Right oh.’ ”

			It was a new sen­sa­tion to be driv­en in a smart pony-trap along pretty coun­try roads; it was very pleas­ant too (which is not al­ways the case with new sen­sa­tions), quite apart from the beau­ti­ful plans of spend­ing the money which each child made as they went along, si­lently of course and quite to it­self, for they felt it would nev­er have done to let the old innkeep­er hear them talk in the af­flu­ent sort of way they were think­ing in. The old man put them down by the bridge at their re­quest.

			“If you were go­ing to buy a car­riage and horses, where would you go?” asked Cyril, as if he were only ask­ing for the sake of some­thing to say.

			“Billy Pease­marsh, at the Sara­cen’s Head,” said the old man promptly. “Though all for­bid I should re­com­mend any man where it’s a ques­tion of horses, no more than I’d take any­body else’s re­com­mend­ing if I was a-buy­ing one. But if your pa’s think­ing of a turnout of any sort, there ain’t a straight­er man in Rochester, nor a civiller spoken, than Billy, though I says it.”

			“Thank you,” said Cyril. “The Sara­cen’s Head.”

			And now the chil­dren began to see one of the laws of nature turn up­side down and stand on its head like an ac­robat. Any grown-up per­son would tell you that money is hard to get and easy to spend. But the fairy money had been easy to get, and spend­ing it was not only hard, it was al­most im­possible. The trades­people of Rochester seemed to shrink, to a trades­per­son, from the glit­ter­ing fairy gold (“fur­rin money” they called it, for the most part). To be­gin with, Anthea, who had had the mis­for­tune to sit on her hat earli­er in the day, wished to buy an­oth­er. She chose a very beau­ti­ful one, trimmed with pink roses and the blue breasts of pea­cocks. It was marked in the win­dow, “Par­is Mod­el, three guineas.”

			“I’m glad,” she said, “be­cause, if it says guineas, it means guineas, and not sov­er­eigns, which we haven’t got.”

			But when she took three of the spade guineas in her hand, which was by this time rather dirty ow­ing to her not hav­ing put on gloves be­fore go­ing to the gravel-pit, the black-silk young lady in the shop looked very hard at her, and went and whispered some­thing to an older and ugli­er lady, also in black silk, and then they gave her back the money and said it was not cur­rent coin.

			“It’s good money,” said Anthea, “and it’s my own.”

			“I daresay,” said the lady, “but it’s not the kind of money that’s fash­ion­able now, and we don’t care about tak­ing it.”

			“I be­lieve they think we’ve stolen it,” said Anthea, re­join­ing the oth­ers in the street; “if we had gloves they wouldn’t think we were so dis­hon­est. It’s my hands be­ing so dirty fills their minds with doubts.”

			So they chose a humble shop, and the girls bought cot­ton gloves, the kind at six­pence three-farthings, but when they offered a guinea the wo­man looked at it through her spec­tacles and said she had no change; so the gloves had to be paid for out of Cyril’s two-and-sev­en­pence that he meant to buy rab­bits with, and so had the green im­it­a­tion cro­codile-skin purse at nine­pence half­penny which had been bought at the same time. They tried sev­er­al more shops, the kinds where you buy toys and scent, and silk handker­chiefs and books, and fancy boxes of sta­tion­ery, and pho­to­graphs of ob­jects of in­terest in the vi­cin­ity. But nobody cared to change a guinea that day in Rochester, and as they went from shop to shop they got dirti­er and dirti­er, and their hair got more and more un­tidy, and Jane slipped and fell down on a part of the road where a wa­ter-cart had just gone by. Also they got very hungry, but they found no one would give them any­thing to eat for their guineas. After try­ing two pastry­cooks in vain, they be­came so hungry, per­haps from the smell of the cake in the shops, as Cyril sug­ges­ted, that they formed a plan of cam­paign in whis­pers and car­ried it out in des­per­a­tion. They marched in­to a third pastry­cook’s—Beale his name was—and be­fore the people be­hind the counter could in­ter­fere each child had seized three new penny buns, clapped the three to­geth­er between its dirty hands, and taken a big bite out of the triple sand­wich. Then they stood at bay, with the twelve buns in their hands and their mouths very full in­deed. The shocked pastry­cook bounded round the corner.

			“Here,” said Cyril, speak­ing as dis­tinctly as he could, and hold­ing out the guinea he got ready be­fore en­ter­ing the shops, “pay your­self out of that.”

			Mr. Beale snatched the coin, bit it, and put it in his pock­et.

			“Off you go,” he said, brief and stern like the man in the song.

			“But the change?” said Anthea, who had a sav­ing mind.

			“Change!” said the man, “I’ll change you! Hout you goes; and you may think yourselves lucky I don’t send for the po­lice to find out where you got it!”

			In the Castle Gar­dens the mil­lion­aires fin­ished the buns, and though the cur­ranty soft­ness of these were de­li­cious, and ac­ted like a charm in rais­ing the spir­its of the party, yet even the stoutest heart quailed at the thought of ven­tur­ing to sound Mr. Billy Pease­marsh at the Sara­cen’s Head on the sub­ject of a horse and car­riage. The boys would have giv­en up the idea, but Jane was al­ways a hope­ful child, and Anthea gen­er­ally an ob­stin­ate one, and their earn­est­ness pre­vailed.

			The whole party, by this time in­des­crib­ably dirty, there­fore betook it­self to the Sara­cen’s Head. The yard-meth­od of at­tack hav­ing been suc­cess­ful at The Chequers, was tried again here. Mr. Pease­marsh was in the yard, and Robert opened the busi­ness in these terms—

			“They tell me you have a lot of horses and car­riages to sell.” It had been agreed that Robert should be spokes­man, be­cause in books it is al­ways gen­tle­men who buy horses, and not ladies, and Cyril had had his go at the Blue Boar.

			“They tell you true, young man,” said Mr. Pease­marsh. He was a long lean man, with very blue eyes and a tight mouth and nar­row lips.

			“We should like to buy some, please,” said Robert po­litely.

			“I daresay you would.”

			“Will you show us a few, please? To choose from.”

			“Who are you a-kid­din of?” in­quired Mr. Billy Pease­marsh. “Was you sent here of a mes­sage?”

			“I tell you,” said Robert, “we want to buy some horses and car­riages, and a man told us you were straight and civil spoken, but I shouldn’t won­der if he was mis­taken—”

			“Upon my sac­red!” said Mr. Pease­marsh. “Shall I trot the whole stable out for your Hon­our’s wor­ship to see? Or shall I send round to the Bish­op’s to see if he’s a nag or two to dis­pose of?”

			“Please do,” said Robert, “if it’s not too much trouble. It would be very kind of you.”

			Mr. Pease­marsh put his hands in his pock­ets and laughed, and they did not like the way he did it. Then he shouted “Wil­lum!”

			A stoop­ing ost­ler ap­peared in a stable door.

			“Here, Wil­lum, come and look at this ’ere young dook! Wants to buy the whole stud, lock, stock, and bar’l. And ain’t got tup­pence in his pock­et to bless his­self with, I’ll go bail!”

			Wil­lum’s eyes fol­lowed his mas­ter’s point­ing thumb with con­temp­tu­ous in­terest.

			“Do ’e, for sure?” he said.

			But Robert spoke, though both the girls were now pulling at his jack­et and beg­ging him to “come along.” He spoke, and he was very angry; he said—

			“I’m not a young duke, and I nev­er pre­ten­ded to be. And as for tup­pence—what do you call this?” And be­fore the oth­ers could stop him he had pulled out two fat hand­fuls of shin­ing guineas, and held them out for Mr. Pease­marsh to look at. He did look. He snatched one up in his fin­ger and thumb. He bit it, and Jane ex­pec­ted him to say, “The best horse in my stables is at your ser­vice.” But the oth­ers knew bet­ter. Still it was a blow, even to the most des­pond­ing, when he said shortly—

			“Wil­lum, shut the yard doors;” and Wil­lum grinned and went to shut them.

			“Good af­ter­noon,” said Robert hast­ily; “we shan’t buy any of your horses now, whatever you say, and I hope it’ll be a les­son to you.” He had seen a little side gate open, and was mov­ing to­wards it as he spoke. But Billy Pease­marsh put him­self in the way.

			“Not so fast, you young off-scour­ing!” he said. “Wil­lum, fetch the pleece.”

			Wil­lum went. The chil­dren stood huddled to­geth­er like frightened sheep, and Mr. Pease­marsh spoke to them till the pleece ar­rived. He said many things. Among oth­er things he said—

			“Nice lot you are, aren’t you, com­ing tempt­ing hon­est men with your guineas!”

			“They are our guineas,” said Cyril boldly.

			“Oh, of course we don’t know all about that, no more we don’t—oh no—course not! And drag­ging little gells in­to it, too. ’Ere—I’ll let the gells go if you’ll come along to the pleece quiet.”

			“We won’t be let go,” said Jane hero­ic­ally; “not without the boys. It’s our money just as much as theirs, you wicked old man.”

			“Where’d you get it, then?” said the man, soften­ing slightly, which was not at all what the boys ex­pec­ted when Jane began to call names.

			Jane cast a si­lent glance of agony at the oth­ers.

			“Lost your tongue, eh? Got it fast enough when it’s for call­ing names with. Come, speak up! Where’d you get it?”

			“Out of the gravel-pit,” said truth­ful Jane.

			“Next art­icle,” said the man.

			“I tell you we did,” Jane said. “There’s a fairy there—all over brown fur—with ears like a bat’s and eyes like a snail’s, and he gives you a wish a day, and they all come true.”

			“Touched in the head, eh?” said the man in a low voice, “all the more shame to you boys drag­ging the poor af­flic­ted child in­to your sin­ful burg­lar­ies.”

			“She’s not mad; it’s true,” said Anthea; “there is a fairy. If I ever see him again I’ll wish for some­thing for you; at least I would if ven­geance wasn’t wicked—so there!”

			“Lor’ lumme,” said Billy Pease­marsh, “if there ain’t an­oth­er on ’em!”

			And now Wil­lum came back, with a spite­ful grin on his face, and at his back a po­lice­man, with whom Mr. Pease­marsh spoke long in a hoarse earn­est whis­per.

			“I daresay you’re right,” said the po­lice­man at last. “Any­way, I’ll take ’em up on a charge of un­law­ful pos­ses­sion, pending in­quir­ies. And the ma­gis­trate will deal with the case. Send the af­flic­ted ones to a home, as likely as not, and the boys to a re­form­at­ory. Now then, come along, young­sters! No use mak­ing a fuss. You bring the gells along, Mr. Pease­marsh, sir, and I’ll shep­herd the boys.”

			Speech­less with rage and hor­ror, the four chil­dren were driv­en along the streets of Rochester. Tears of an­ger and shame blinded them, so that when Robert ran right in­to a passerby he did not re­cog­nise her till a well-known voice said, “Well, if ever I did! Oh, Mas­ter Robert, whatever have you been a-do­ing of now?” And an­oth­er voice, quite as well known, said, “Panty; want go own Panty!”

			They had run in­to Martha and the Baby!

			Martha be­haved ad­mir­ably. She re­fused to be­lieve a word of the po­lice­man’s story, or of Mr. Pease­marsh’s either, even when they made Robert turn out his pock­ets in an arch­way and show the guineas.

			“I don’t see noth­ing,” she said. “You’ve gone out of your senses, you two! There ain’t any gold there—only the poor child’s hands, all over crock and dirt, and like the very chimb­ley. Oh that I should ever see the day!”

			And the chil­dren thought this very noble of Martha, even if rather wicked, till they re­membered how the Fairy had prom­ised that the ser­vants should nev­er no­tice any of the fairy gifts. So of course Martha couldn’t see the gold, and so was only speak­ing the truth, and that was quite right, of course, but not ex­tra noble.

			It was get­ting dusk when they reached the po­lice-sta­tion. The po­lice­man told his tale to an in­spect­or, who sat in a large bare room with a thing like a clumsy nurs­ery-fend­er at one end to put pris­on­ers in. Robert wondered wheth­er it was a cell or a dock.

			“Pro­duce the coins, of­ficer,” said the in­spect­or.

			“Turn out your pock­ets,” said the con­stable.

			Cyril des­per­ately plunged his hands in his pock­ets, stood still a mo­ment, and then began to laugh—an odd sort of laugh that hurt, and that felt much more like cry­ing. His pock­ets were empty. So were the pock­ets of the oth­ers. For of course at sun­set all the fairy gold had van­ished away.

			“Turn out your pock­ets, and stop that noise,” said the in­spect­or.

			Cyril turned out his pock­ets, every one of the nine which en­riched his Nor­folk suit. And every pock­et was empty.

			“Well!” said the in­spect­or.

			“I don’t know how they done it—art­ful little beg­gars! They walked in front of me the ’ole way, so as for me to keep my eye on them and not to at­tract a crowd and ob­struct the traffic.”

			“It’s very re­mark­able,” said the in­spect­or, frown­ing.

			“If you’ve quite done a-brow­beat­ing of the in­no­cent chil­dren,” said Martha, “I’ll hire a private car­riage and we’ll drive home to their papa’s man­sion. You’ll hear about this again, young man!—I told you they hadn’t got any gold, when you were pre­tend­ing to see it in their poor help­less hands. It’s early in the day for a con­stable on duty not to be able to trust his own eyes. As to the oth­er one, the less said the bet­ter; he keeps the Sara­cen’s Head, and he knows best what his li­quor’s like.”

			“Take them away, for good­ness’ sake,” said the in­spect­or crossly. But as they left the po­lice-sta­tion he said, “Now then!” to the po­lice­man and Mr. Pease­marsh, and he said it twenty times as crossly as he had spoken to Martha.

			

			Martha was as good as her word. She took them home in a very grand car­riage, be­cause the car­ri­er’s cart was gone, and, though she had stood by them so nobly with the po­lice, she was so angry with them as soon as they were alone for “trap­se­ing in­to Rochester by them­selves,” that none of them dared to men­tion the old man with the pony-cart from the vil­lage who was wait­ing for them in Rochester. And so, after one day of bound­less wealth, the chil­dren found them­selves sent to bed in deep dis­grace, and only en­riched by two pairs of cot­ton gloves, dirty in­side be­cause of the state of the hands they had been put on to cov­er, an im­it­a­tion cro­codile-skin purse, and twelve penny buns, long since di­ges­ted.

			The thing that troubled them most was the fear that the old gen­tle­man’s guinea might have dis­ap­peared at sun­set with all the rest, so they went down to the vil­lage next day to apo­lo­gise for not meet­ing him in Rochester, and to see. They found him very friendly. The guinea had not dis­ap­peared, and he had bored a hole in it and hung it on his watch-chain. As for the guinea the baker took, the chil­dren felt they could not care wheth­er it had van­ished or not, which was not per­haps very hon­est, but on the oth­er hand was not wholly un­nat­ur­al. But af­ter­wards this preyed on Anthea’s mind, and at last she secretly sent twelve stamps by post to “Mr. Beale, Baker, Rochester.” In­side she wrote, “To pay for the buns.” I hope the guinea did dis­ap­pear, for that pastry­cook was really not at all a nice man, and, be­sides, penny buns are sev­en for six­pence in all really re­spect­able shops.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Be­ing Wanted

			
			The morn­ing after the chil­dren had been the pos­sessors of bound­less wealth, and had been un­able to buy any­thing really use­ful or en­joy­able with it, ex­cept two pairs of cot­ton gloves, twelve penny buns, an im­it­a­tion cro­codile-skin purse, and a ride in a pony-cart, they awoke without any of the en­thu­si­ast­ic hap­pi­ness which they had felt on the pre­vi­ous day when they re­membered how they had had the luck to find a Psam­mead, or Sand-fairy, and to re­ceive its prom­ise to grant them a new wish every day. For now they had had two wishes, Beauty and Wealth, and neither had ex­actly made them happy. But the hap­pen­ing of strange things, even if they are not com­pletely pleas­ant things, is more amus­ing than those times when noth­ing hap­pens but meals, and they are not al­ways com­pletely pleas­ant, es­pe­cially on the days when it is cold mut­ton or hash.

			There was no chance of talk­ing things over be­fore break­fast, be­cause every­one over­slept it­self, as it happened, and it needed a vig­or­ous and de­term­ined struggle to get dressed so as to be only ten minutes late for break­fast. Dur­ing this meal some ef­forts were made to deal with the ques­tion of the Psam­mead in an im­par­tial spir­it, but it is very dif­fi­cult to dis­cuss any­thing thor­oughly and at the same time to at­tend faith­fully to your baby broth­er’s break­fast needs. The Baby was par­tic­u­larly lively that morn­ing. He not only wriggled his body through the bar of his high chair, and hung by his head, chok­ing and purple, but he collared a ta­ble­spoon with des­per­ate sud­den­ness, hit Cyril heav­ily on the head with it, and then cried be­cause it was taken away from him. He put his fat fist in his bread-and-milk, and de­man­ded “nam,” which was only al­lowed for tea. He sang, he put his feet on the table—he clam­oured to “go walky.” The con­ver­sa­tion was some­thing like this—

			“Look here—about that Sand-fairy—Look out!—he’ll have the milk over.”

			Milk re­moved to a safe dis­tance.

			“Yes—about that Fairy—No, Lamb dear, give Pan­ther the narky poon.”

			Then Cyril tried. “Noth­ing we’ve had yet has turned out—He nearly had the mus­tard that time!”

			“I won­der wheth­er we’d bet­ter wish—Hullo!—you’ve done it now, my boy!” And, in a flash of glass and pink baby-paws, the bowl of golden carp in the middle of the table rolled on its side and poured a flood of mixed wa­ter and gold­fish in­to the Baby’s lap and in­to the laps of the oth­ers.

			Every­one was al­most as much up­set as the gold­fish; the Lamb only re­main­ing calm. When the pool on the floor had been mopped up, and the leap­ing, gasp­ing gold­fish had been col­lec­ted and put back in the wa­ter, the Baby was taken away to be en­tirely re­dressed by Martha, and most of the oth­ers had to change com­pletely. The pin­a­fores and jack­ets that had been bathed in gold­fish-and-wa­ter were hung out to dry, and then it turned out that Jane must either mend the dress she had torn the day be­fore or ap­pear all day in her best pet­ti­coat. It was white and soft and frilly, and trimmed with lace, and very, very pretty, quite as pretty as a frock, if not more so. Only it was not a frock, and Martha’s word was law. She wouldn’t let Jane wear her best frock, and she re­fused to listen for a mo­ment to Robert’s sug­ges­tion that Jane should wear her best pet­ti­coat and call it a dress.

			“It’s not re­spect­able,” she said. And when people say that, it’s no use any­one’s say­ing any­thing. You will find this out for yourselves some day.

			So there was noth­ing for it but for Jane to mend her frock. The hole had been torn the day be­fore when she happened to tumble down in the High Street of Rochester, just where a wa­ter-cart had passed on its sil­very way. She had grazed her knee, and her stock­ing was much more than grazed, and her dress was cut by the same stone which had at­ten­ded to the knee and the stock­ing. Of course the oth­ers were not such sneaks as to aban­don a com­rade in mis­for­tune, so they all sat on the grass-plot round the sun­di­al, and Jane darned away for dear life. The Lamb was still in the hands of Martha hav­ing its clothes changed, so con­ver­sa­tion was pos­sible.

			Anthea and Robert tim­idly tried to con­ceal their in­most thought, which was that the Psam­mead was not to be trus­ted; but Cyril said—

			“Speak out—say what you’ve got to say—I hate hint­ing, and ‘don’t know,’ and sneak­ish ways like that.”

			So then Robert said, as in hon­our bound, “Sneak your­self—Anthea and me wer­en’t so gold­fishy as you two were, so we got changed quick­er, and we’ve had time to think it over, and if you ask me—”

			“I didn’t ask you,” said Jane, bit­ing off a nee­dle­ful of thread as she had al­ways been strictly for­bid­den to do. (Per­haps you don’t know that if you bite off ends of cot­ton and swal­low them they wind tight round your heart and kill you? My nurse told me this, and she told me also about the earth go­ing round the sun. Now what is one to be­lieve—what with nurses and sci­ence?)

			“I don’t care who asks or who doesn’t,” said Robert, “but Anthea and I think the Sammy­add is a spite­ful brute. If it can give us our wishes I sup­pose it can give it­self its own, and I feel al­most sure it wishes every time that our wishes shan’t do us any good. Let’s let the tire­some beast alone, and just go and have a jolly good game of forts, on our own, in the chalk-pit.”

			(You will re­mem­ber that the hap­pily-situ­ated house where these chil­dren were spend­ing their hol­i­days lay between a chalk-quarry and a gravel-pit.)

			Cyril and Jane were more hope­ful—they gen­er­ally were.

			“I don’t think the Sammy­add does it on pur­pose,” Cyril said; “and, after all, it was silly to wish for bound­less wealth. Fifty pounds in two-shil­ling pieces would have been much more sens­ible. And wish­ing to be beau­ti­ful as the day was simply don­key­ish. I don’t want to be dis­agree­able, but it was. We must try to find a really use­ful wish, and wish it.”

			Jane dropped her work and said—

			“I think so too, it’s too silly to have a chance like this and not use it. I nev­er heard of any­one else out­side a book who had such a chance; there must be simply heaps of things we could wish for that wouldn’t turn out Dead Sea fish, like these two things have. Do let’s think hard, and wish some­thing nice, so that we can have a real jolly day—what there is left of it.”

			Jane darned away again like mad, for time was in­deed get­ting on, and every­one began to talk at once. If you had been there you could not pos­sibly have made head or tail of the talk, but these chil­dren were used to talk­ing “by fours,” as sol­diers march, and each of them could say what it had to say quite com­fort­ably, and listen to the agree­able sound of its own voice, and at the same time have three-quar­ters of two sharp ears to spare for listen­ing to what the oth­ers said. That is an easy ex­ample in mul­ti­plic­a­tion of vul­gar frac­tions, but, as I daresay you can’t do even that, I won’t ask you to tell me wheth­er ¾ × 2 = 1½, but I will ask you to be­lieve me that this was the amount of ear each child was able to lend to the oth­ers. Lend­ing ears was com­mon in Ro­man times, as we learn from Shakespeare; but I fear I am get­ting too in­struct­ive.

			When the frock was darned, the start for the gravel-pit was delayed by Martha’s in­sist­ing on every­body’s wash­ing its hands—which was non­sense, be­cause nobody had been do­ing any­thing at all, ex­cept Jane, and how can you get dirty do­ing noth­ing? That is a dif­fi­cult ques­tion, and I can­not an­swer it on pa­per. In real life I could very soon show you—or you me, which is much more likely.

			Dur­ing the con­ver­sa­tion in which the six ears were lent (there were four chil­dren, so that sum comes right), it had been de­cided that fifty pounds in two-shil­ling pieces was the right wish to have. And the lucky chil­dren, who could have any­thing in the wide world by just wish­ing for it, hur­riedly star­ted for the gravel-pit to ex­press their wishes to the Psam­mead. Martha caught them at the gate, and in­sisted on their tak­ing the Baby with them.

			“Not want him in­deed! Why, every­body ’ud want him, a duck! with all their hearts they would; and you know you prom­ised your ma to take him out every blessed day,” said Martha.

			“I know we did,” said Robert in gloom, “but I wish the Lamb wasn’t quite so young and small. It would be much bet­ter fun tak­ing him out.”

			“He’ll mend of his young­ness with time,” said Martha; “and as for small­ness, I don’t think you’d fancy car­ry­ing of him any more, how­ever big he was. Be­sides he can walk a bit, bless his pre­cious fat legs, a ducky! He feels the be­ne­fit of the new-laid air, so he does, a pet!”

			With this and a kiss, she plumped the Lamb in­to Anthea’s arms, and went back to make new pin­a­fores on the sew­ing-ma­chine. She was a rap­id per­former on this in­stru­ment.

			The Lamb laughed with pleas­ure, and said, “Walky wif Panty,” and rode on Robert’s back with yells of joy, and tried to feed Jane with stones, and al­to­geth­er made him­self so agree­able that nobody could long be sorry that he was of the party.

			The en­thu­si­ast­ic Jane even sug­ges­ted that they should de­vote a week’s wishes to as­sur­ing the Baby’s fu­ture, by ask­ing such gifts for him as the good fair­ies give to In­fant Princes in prop­er fairytales, but Anthea soberly re­minded her that as the Sand-fairy’s wishes only las­ted till sun­set they could not en­sure any be­ne­fit to the Baby’s later years; and Jane owned that it would be bet­ter to wish for fifty pounds in two-shil­ling pieces, and buy the Lamb a three-pound fif­teen rock­ing-horse, like those in the Army and Navy Stores list, with part of the money.

			It was settled that, as soon as they had wished for the money and got it, they would get Mr. Crispin to drive them in­to Rochester again, tak­ing Martha with them if they could not get out of tak­ing her. And they would make a list of the things they really wanted be­fore they star­ted. Full of high hopes and ex­cel­lent res­ol­u­tions, they went round the safe slow cart-road to the gravel-pits, and as they went in between the mounds of gravel a sud­den thought came to them, and would have turned their ruddy cheeks pale if they had been chil­dren in a book. Be­ing real live chil­dren, it only made them stop and look at each oth­er with rather blank and silly ex­pres­sions. For now they re­membered that yes­ter­day, when they had asked the Psam­mead for bound­less wealth, and it was get­ting ready to fill the quarry with the min­ted gold of bright guineas—mil­lions of them—it had told the chil­dren to run along out­side the quarry for fear they should be bur­ied alive in the heavy splen­did treas­ure. And they had run. And so it happened that they had not had time to mark the spot where the Psam­mead was, with a ring of stones, as be­fore. And it was this thought that put such silly ex­pres­sions on their faces.

			“Nev­er mind,” said the hope­ful Jane, “we’ll soon find him.”

			But this, though eas­ily said, was hard in the do­ing. They looked and they looked, and though they found their sea­side spades, nowhere could they find the Sand-fairy.

			At last they had to sit down and rest—not at all be­cause they were weary or dis­heartened, of course, but be­cause the Lamb in­sisted on be­ing put down, and you can­not look very care­fully after any­thing you may have happened to lose in the sand if you have an act­ive baby to look after at the same time. Get someone to drop your best knife in the sand next time you go to the sea­side, and then take your baby broth­er with you when you go to look for it, and you will see that I am right.

			The Lamb, as Martha had said, was feel­ing the be­ne­fit of the coun­try air, and he was as frisky as a sand­hop­per. The eld­er ones longed to go on talk­ing about the new wishes they would have when (or if) they found the Psam­mead again. But the Lamb wished to en­joy him­self.

			He watched his op­por­tun­ity and threw a hand­ful of sand in­to Anthea’s face, and then sud­denly bur­rowed his own head in the sand and waved his fat legs in the air. Then of course the sand got in­to his eyes, as it had in­to Anthea’s, and he howled.

			The thought­ful Robert had brought one sol­id brown bottle of ginger-beer with him, re­ly­ing on a thirst that had nev­er yet failed him. This had to be un­corked hur­riedly—it was the only wet thing with­in reach, and it was ne­ces­sary to wash the sand out of the Lamb’s eyes some­how. Of course the ginger hurt hor­ribly, and he howled more than ever. And, amid his an­guish of kick­ing, the bottle was up­set and the beau­ti­ful ginger-beer frothed out in­to the sand and was lost forever.

			It was then that Robert, usu­ally a very pa­tient broth­er, so far for­got him­self as to say—

			“Any­body would want him, in­deed! Only they don’t; Martha doesn’t, not really, or she’d jolly well keep him with her. He’s a little nuis­ance, that’s what he is. It’s too bad. I only wish every­body did want him with all their hearts; we might get some peace in our lives.”

			The Lamb stopped howl­ing now, be­cause Jane had sud­denly re­membered that there is only one safe way of tak­ing things out of little chil­dren’s eyes, and that is with your own soft wet tongue. It is quite easy if you love the Baby as much as you ought to.

			Then there was a little si­lence. Robert was not proud of him­self for hav­ing been so cross, and the oth­ers were not proud of him either. You of­ten no­tice that sort of si­lence when someone has said some­thing it ought not to—and every­one else holds its tongue and waits for the one who oughtn’t to have said it is sorry.

			The si­lence was broken by a sigh—a breath sud­denly let out. The chil­dren’s heads turned as if there had been a string tied to each nose, and someone had pulled all the strings at once.

			And every­one saw the Sand-fairy sit­ting quite close to them, with the ex­pres­sion which it used as a smile on its hairy face.

			“Good morn­ing,” it said; “I did that quite eas­ily! Every­one wants him now.”

			“It doesn’t mat­ter,” said Robert sulkily, be­cause he knew he had been be­hav­ing rather like a pig. “No mat­ter who wants him—there’s no one here to—any­how.”

			“In­grat­it­ude,” said the Psam­mead, “is a dread­ful vice.”

			“We’re not un­grate­ful,” Jane made haste to say, “but we didn’t really want that wish. Robert only just said it. Can’t you take it back and give us a new one?”

			“No—I can’t,” the Sand-fairy said shortly; “chop­ping and chan­ging—it’s not busi­ness. You ought to be care­ful what you do wish. There was a little boy once, he’d wished for a Ple­si­o­saur­us in­stead of an Ich­thy­osaur­us, be­cause he was too lazy to re­mem­ber the easy names of every­day things, and his fath­er had been very vexed with him, and had made him go to bed be­fore teatime, and wouldn’t let him go out in the nice flint boat along with the oth­er chil­dren—it was the an­nu­al school-treat next day—and he came and flung him­self down near me on the morn­ing of the treat, and he kicked his little pre­his­tor­ic legs about and said he wished he was dead. And of course then he was.”

			“How aw­ful!” said the chil­dren all to­geth­er.

			“Only till sun­set, of course,” the Psam­mead said; “still it was quite enough for his fath­er and moth­er. And he caught it when he woke up—I can tell you. He didn’t turn to stone—I for­get why—but there must have been some reas­on. They didn’t know be­ing dead is only be­ing asleep, and you’re bound to wake up some­where or oth­er, either where you go to sleep or in some bet­ter place. You may be sure he caught it, giv­ing them such a turn. Why, he wasn’t al­lowed to taste Mega­theri­um for a month after that. Noth­ing but oysters and peri­winkles, and com­mon things like that.”

			All the chil­dren were quite crushed by this ter­rible tale. They looked at the Psam­mead in hor­ror. Sud­denly the Lamb per­ceived that some­thing brown and furry was near him.

			“Poof, poof, poofy,” he said, and made a grab.

			“It’s not a pussy,” Anthea was be­gin­ning, when the Sand-fairy leaped back.

			“Oh, my left whisker!” it said; “don’t let him touch me. He’s wet.”

			Its fur stood on end with hor­ror—and in­deed a good deal of the ginger-beer had been spilt on the blue smock of the Lamb.

			The Psam­mead dug with its hands and feet, and van­ished in an in­stant and a whirl of sand.

			The chil­dren marked the spot with a ring of stones.

			“We may as well get along home,” said Robert. “I’ll say I’m sorry; but any­way if it’s no good it’s no harm, and we know where the sandy thing is for to­mor­row.”

			The oth­ers were noble. No one re­proached Robert at all. Cyril picked up the Lamb, who was now quite him­self again, and off they went by the safe cart-road.

			The cart-road from the gravel-pits joins the road al­most dir­ectly.

			At the gate in­to the road the party stopped to shift the Lamb from Cyril’s back to Robert’s. And as they paused a very smart open car­riage came in sight, with a coach­man and a groom on the box, and in­side the car­riage a lady—very grand in­deed, with a dress all white lace and red rib­bons and a para­sol all red and white—and a white fluffy dog on her lap with a red rib­bon round its neck. She looked at the chil­dren, and par­tic­u­larly at the Baby, and she smiled at him. The chil­dren were used to this, for the Lamb was, as all the ser­vants said, a “very tak­ing child.” So they waved their hands po­litely to the lady and ex­pec­ted her to drive on. But she did not. In­stead she made the coach­man stop. And she beckoned to Cyril, and when he went up to the car­riage she said—

			“What a dear darling duck of a baby! Oh, I should so like to ad­opt it! Do you think its moth­er would mind?”

			“She’d mind very much in­deed,” said Anthea shortly.

			“Oh, but I should bring it up in lux­ury, you know. I am Lady Chit­tenden. You must have seen my pho­to­graph in the il­lus­trated pa­pers. They call me a Beauty, you know, but of course that’s all non­sense. Any­way”—

			She opened the car­riage door and jumped out. She had the won­der­fullest red high-heeled shoes with sil­ver buckles. “Let me hold him a minute,” she said. And she took the Lamb and held him very awk­wardly, as if she was not used to ba­bies.

			Then sud­denly she jumped in­to the car­riage with the Lamb in her arms and slammed the door, and said, “Drive on!”

			The Lamb roared, the little white dog barked, and the coach­man hes­it­ated.

			“Drive on, I tell you!” cried the lady; and the coach­man did, for, as he said af­ter­wards, it was as much as his place was worth not to.

			The four chil­dren looked at each oth­er, and then with one ac­cord they rushed after the car­riage and held on be­hind. Down the dusty road went the smart car­riage, and after it, at double-quick time, ran the twink­ling legs of the Lamb’s broth­ers and sis­ters.

			The Lamb howled louder and louder, but presently his howls changed by slow de­grees to hic­cupy gurgles, and then all was still, and they knew he had gone to sleep.

			The car­riage went on, and the eight feet that twinkled through the dust were grow­ing quite stiff and tired be­fore the car­riage stopped at the lodge of a grand park. The chil­dren crouched down be­hind the car­riage, and the lady got out. She looked at the Baby as it lay on the car­riage seat, and hes­it­ated.

			“The darling—I won’t dis­turb it,” she said, and went in­to the lodge to talk to the wo­man there about a set­ting of Buff Or­p­ing­ton eggs that had not turned out well.

			The coach­man and foot­man sprang from the box and bent over the sleep­ing Lamb.

			“Fine boy—wish he was mine,” said the coach­man.

			“He wouldn’t fa­vour you much,” said the groom sourly; “too ’and­some.”

			The coach­man pre­ten­ded not to hear. He said—

			“Won­der at her now—I do really! Hates kids. Got none of her own, and can’t abide oth­er folkses’.”

			The chil­dren, crouch­ing in the white dust un­der the car­riage, ex­changed un­com­fort­able glances.

			“Tell you what,” the coach­man went on firmly, “blowed if I don’t hide the little nip­per in the hedge and tell her his broth­ers took ’im! Then I’ll come back for him af­ter­wards.”

			“No, you don’t,” said the foot­man. “I’ve took to that kid so as nev­er was. If any­one’s to have him, it’s me—so there!”

			“Stow your gab!” the coach­man re­joined. “You don’t want no kids, and, if you did, one kid’s the same as an­oth­er to you. But I’m a mar­ried man and a judge of breed. I knows a firstrate yearling when I sees him. I’m a-goin’ to ’ave him, an’ least said soon­est men­ded.”

			“I should ’a’ thought,” said the foot­man sneer­ingly, “you’d a’most enough. What with Al­fred, an’ Al­bert, an’ Louise, an’ Vic­tor Stan­ley, and Helena Be­atrice, and an­oth­er—”

			The coach­man hit the foot­man in the chin—the foot­man hit the coach­man in the waist­coat—the next minute the two were fight­ing here and there, in and out, up and down, and all over every­where, and the little dog jumped on the box of the car­riage and began bark­ing like mad.

			Cyril, still crouch­ing in the dust, waddled on bent legs to the side of the car­riage farthest from the bat­tle­field. He un­fastened the door of the car­riage—the two men were far too much oc­cu­pied with their quar­rel to no­tice any­thing—took the Lamb in his arms, and, still stoop­ing, car­ried the sleep­ing baby a dozen yards along the road to where a stile led in­to a wood. The oth­ers fol­lowed, and there among the hazels and young oaks and sweet chest­nuts, covered by high strong-scen­ted brack­en, they all lay hid­den till the angry voices of the men were hushed at the angry voice of the red-and-white lady, and, after a long and anxious search, the car­riage at last drove away.

			“My only hat!” said Cyril, draw­ing a deep breath as the sound of wheels at last died away. “Every­one does want him now—and no mis­take! That Sammy­add has done us again! Tricky brute! For any sake, let’s get the kid safe home.”

			So they peeped out, and find­ing on the right hand only lonely white road, and noth­ing but lonely white road on the left, they took cour­age, and the road, Anthea car­ry­ing the sleep­ing Lamb.

			Ad­ven­tures dogged their foot­steps. A boy with a bundle of fag­gots on his back dropped his bundle by the road­side and asked to look at the Baby, and then offered to carry him; but Anthea was not to be caught that way twice. They all walked on, but the boy fol­lowed, and Cyril and Robert couldn’t make him go away till they had more than once in­vited him to smell their fists. Af­ter­wards a little girl in a blue-and-white checked pin­a­fore ac­tu­ally fol­lowed them for a quarter of a mile cry­ing for “the pre­cious Baby,” and then she was only got rid of by threats of ty­ing her to a tree in the wood with all their pock­et handker­chiefs. “So that the bears can come and eat you as soon as it gets dark,” said Cyril severely. Then she went off cry­ing. It presently seemed wise, to the broth­ers and sis­ters of the Baby, who was wanted by every­one, to hide in the hedge whenev­er they saw any­one com­ing, and thus they man­aged to pre­vent the Lamb from arous­ing the in­con­veni­ent af­fec­tion of a milk­man, a stone-break­er, and a man who drove a cart with a par­affin bar­rel at the back of it. They were nearly home when the worst thing of all happened. Turn­ing a corner sud­denly they came upon two vans, a tent, and a com­pany of gip­sies en­camped by the side of the road. The vans were hung all round with wick­er chairs and cradles, and flower-stands and feath­er brushes. A lot of ragged chil­dren were in­dus­tri­ously mak­ing dust-pies in the road, two men lay on the grass smoking, and three wo­men were do­ing the fam­ily wash­ing in an old red wa­ter­ing-can with the top broken off.

			In a mo­ment every gipsy, men, wo­men, and chil­dren, sur­roun­ded Anthea and the Baby.

			“Let me hold him, little lady,” said one of the gipsy wo­men, who had a ma­hogany-col­oured face and dust-col­oured hair; “I won’t hurt a hair of his head, the little pic­ture!”

			“I’d rather not,” said Anthea.

			“Let me have him,” said the oth­er wo­man, whose face was also of the hue of ma­hogany, and her hair jet-black, in greasy curls. “I’ve nine­teen of my own, so I have—”

			“No,” said Anthea bravely, but her heart beat so that it nearly choked her.

			Then one of the men pushed for­ward.

			“Swelp me if it ain’t!” he cried, “my own long-lost cheild! Have he a straw­berry mark on his left ear? No? Then he’s my own babby, stolen from me in hin­no­cent hin­fancy. ’And ’im over—and we’ll not ’ave the law on yer this time.”

			He snatched the Baby from Anthea, who turned scar­let and burst in­to tears of pure rage.

			The oth­ers were stand­ing quite still; this was much the most ter­rible thing that had ever happened to them. Even be­ing taken up by the po­lice in Rochester was noth­ing to this. Cyril was quite white, and his hands trembled a little, but he made a sign to the oth­ers to shut up. He was si­lent a minute, think­ing hard. Then he said—

			“We don’t want to keep him if he’s yours. But you see he’s used to us. You shall have him if you want him—”

			“No, no!” cried Anthea—and Cyril glared at her.

			“Of course we want him,” said the wo­men, try­ing to get the Baby out of the man’s arms. The Lamb howled loudly.

			“Oh, he’s hurt!” shrieked Anthea; and Cyril, in a sav­age un­der­tone, bade her “stow it!”

			“You trust to me,” he whispered. “Look here,” he went on, “he’s aw­fully tire­some with people he doesn’t know very well. Sup­pose we stay here a bit till he gets used to you, and then when it’s bed­time I give you my word of hon­our we’ll go away and let you keep him if you want to. And then when we’re gone you can de­cide which of you is to have him, as you all want him so much.”

			“That’s fair enough,” said the man who was hold­ing the Baby, try­ing to loosen the red necker­chief which the Lamb had caught hold of and drawn round his ma­hogany throat so tight that he could hardly breathe. The gip­sies whispered to­geth­er, and Cyril took the chance to whis­per too. He said, “Sun­set! we’ll get away then.”

			And then his broth­ers and sis­ters were filled with won­der and ad­mir­a­tion at his hav­ing been so clev­er as to re­mem­ber this.

			“Oh, do let him come to us!” said Jane. “See, we’ll sit down here and take care of him for you till he gets used to you.”

			“What about din­ner?” said Robert sud­denly. The oth­ers looked at him with scorn. “Fancy both­er­ing about your beastly din­ner when your br—I mean when the Baby—” Jane whispered hotly. Robert care­fully winked at her and went on—

			“You won’t mind my just run­ning home to get our din­ner?” he said to the gipsy; “I can bring it out here in a bas­ket.”

			His broth­ers and sis­ters felt them­selves very noble, and des­pised him. They did not know his thought­ful secret in­ten­tion. But the gip­sies did in a minute.

			“Oh yes!” they said; “and then fetch the po­lice with a pack of lies about it be­ing your baby in­stead of ours! D’jever catch a weasel asleep?” they asked.

			“If you’re hungry you can pick a bit along of us,” said the light-haired gipsy-wo­man, not un­kindly. “Here Levi, that blessed kid’ll howl all his but­tons off. Give him to the little lady, and let’s see if they can’t get him used to us a bit.”

			So the Lamb was handed back; but the gip­sies crowded so closely that he could not pos­sibly stop howl­ing. Then the man with the red handker­chief said—

			“Here, Pharaoh, make up the fire; and you girls see to the pot. Give the kid a chanst.” So the gip­sies, very much against their will, went off to their work, and the chil­dren and the Lamb were left sit­ting on the grass.

			“He’ll be all right at sun­set,” Jane whispered. “But, oh, it is aw­ful! Sup­pose they are fright­fully angry when they come to their senses! They might beat us, or leave us tied to trees, or some­thing.”

			“No, they won’t,” Anthea said (“Oh, my Lamb, don’t cry any more, it’s all right, Panty’s got oo, duck­ie!”); “they aren’t un­kind people, or they wouldn’t be go­ing to give us any din­ner.”

			“Din­ner?” said Robert; “I won’t touch their nasty din­ner. It would choke me!”

			The oth­ers thought so too then. But when the din­ner was ready—it turned out to be sup­per, and happened between four and five—they were all glad enough to take what they could get. It was boiled rab­bit, with onions, and some bird rather like a chick­en, but string­i­er about its legs and with a stronger taste. The Lamb had bread soaked in hot wa­ter and brown sug­ar sprinkled on the top. He liked this very much, and con­sen­ted to let the two gipsy wo­men feed him with it, as he sat on Anthea’s lap. All that long hot af­ter­noon Robert and Cyril and Anthea and Jane had to keep the Lamb amused and happy, while the gip­sies looked eagerly on. By the time the shad­ows grew long and black across the mead­ows he had really “taken to” the wo­man with the light hair, and even con­sen­ted to kiss his hand to the chil­dren, and to stand up and bow, with his hand on his chest—“like a gen­tle­man”—to the two men. The whole gipsy camp was in rap­tures with him, and his broth­ers and sis­ters could not help tak­ing some pleas­ure in show­ing off his ac­com­plish­ments to an audi­ence so in­ter­ested and en­thu­si­ast­ic. But they longed for sun­set.

			“We’re get­ting in­to the habit of long­ing for sun­set,” Cyril whispered. “How I do wish we could wish some­thing really sens­ible, that would be of some use, so that we should be quite sorry when sun­set came.”

			The shad­ows got longer and longer, and at last there were no sep­ar­ate shad­ows any more, but one soft glow­ing shad­ow over everything; for the sun was out of sight—be­hind the hill—but he had not really set yet. The people who make the laws about light­ing bi­cycle lamps are the people who de­cide when the sun sets; she has to do it too, to the minute, or they would know the reas­on why!

			But the gip­sies were get­ting im­pa­tient.

			“Now, young uns,” the red-handker­chief man said, “it’s time you were lay­ing of your heads on your pil­lowses—so it is! The kid’s all right and friendly with us now—so you just hand him over and sling that hook o’ yours like you said.”

			The wo­men and chil­dren came crowding round the Lamb, arms were held out, fin­gers snapped in­vit­ingly, friendly faces beam­ing with ad­mir­ing smiles; but all failed to tempt the loy­al Lamb. He clung with arms and legs to Jane, who happened to be hold­ing him, and uttered the gloom­i­est roar of the whole day.

			“It’s no good,” the wo­man said, “hand the little pop­pet over, miss. We’ll soon quiet him.”

			And still the sun would not set.

			“Tell her about how to put him to bed,” whispered Cyril; “any­thing to gain time—and be ready to bolt when the sun really does make up its silly old mind to set.”

			“Yes, I’ll hand him over in just one minute,” Anthea began, talk­ing very fast—“but do let me just tell you he has a warm bath every night and cold in the morn­ing, and he has a crock­ery rab­bit to go in­to the warm bath with him, and little Samuel say­ing his pray­ers in white china on a red cush­ion for the cold bath; and he hates you to wash his ears, but you must; and if you let the soap get in­to his eyes, the Lamb—”

			“Lamb kyes,” said he—he had stopped roar­ing to listen.

			The wo­man laughed. “As if I hadn’t nev­er bath’d a babby!” she said. “Come—give us a hold of him. Come to ’Melia, my pre­cious—”

			“G’way, ug­sie!” replied the Lamb at once.

			“Yes, but,” Anthea went on, “about his meals; you really must let me tell you he has an apple or a ba­nana every morn­ing, and bread and milk for break­fast, and an egg for his tea some­times, and—”

			“I’ve brought up ten,” said the black ring­leted wo­man, “be­sides the oth­ers. Come, miss, ’and ’im over—I can’t bear it no longer. I just must give him a hug.”

			“We ain’t settled yet whose he’s to be, Es­th­er,” said one of the men.

			“It won’t be you, Es­th­er, with sev­en of ’em at your tail a’ready.”

			“I ain’t so sure of that,” said Es­th­er’s hus­band.

			“And ain’t I nobody, to have a say neither?” said the hus­band of ’Melia.

			Zil­lah, the girl, said, “An’ me? I’m a single girl—and no one but ’im to look after—I ought to have him.”

			“Hold yer tongue!”

			“Shut your mouth!”

			“Don’t you show me no more of your imper­ence!”

			Every­one was get­ting very angry. The dark gipsy faces were frown­ing and anxious-look­ing. Sud­denly a change swept over them, as if some in­vis­ible sponge had wiped away these cross and anxious ex­pres­sions, and left only a blank.

			The chil­dren saw that the sun really had set. But they were afraid to move. And the gip­sies were feel­ing so muddled be­cause of the in­vis­ible sponge that had washed all the feel­ings of the last few hours out of their hearts, that they could not say a word.

			The chil­dren hardly dared to breathe. Sup­pose the gip­sies, when they re­covered speech, should be furi­ous to think how silly they had been all day?

			It was an awk­ward mo­ment. Sud­denly Anthea, greatly dar­ing, held out the Lamb to the red-handker­chief man.

			“Here he is!” she said.

			The man drew back. “I shouldn’t like to de­prive you, miss,” he said hoarsely.

			“Any­one who likes can have my share of him,” said the oth­er man.

			“After all, I’ve got enough of my own,” said Es­th­er.

			“He’s a nice little chap, though,” said Amelia. She was the only one who now looked af­fec­tion­ately at the whim­per­ing Lamb.

			Zil­lah said, “If I don’t think I must have had a touch of the sun. I don’t want him.”

			“Then shall we take him away?” said Anthea.

			“Well—sup­pose you do,” said Pharaoh heart­ily, “and we’ll say no more about it!”

			And with great haste all the gip­sies began to be busy about their tents for the night. All but Amelia. She went with the chil­dren as far as the bend in the road—and there she said—

			“Let me give him a kiss, miss—I don’t know what made us go for to be­have so silly. Us gip­sies don’t steal ba­bies, whatever they may tell you when you’re naughty. We’ve enough of our own, mostly. But I’ve lost all mine.”

			She leaned to­wards the Lamb; and he, look­ing in her eyes, un­ex­pec­tedly put up a grubby soft paw and stroked her face.

			“Poor, poor!” said the Lamb. And he let the gipsy wo­man kiss him, and, what is more, he kissed her brown cheek in re­turn—a very nice kiss, as all his kisses are, and not a wet one like some ba­bies give. The gipsy wo­man moved her fin­ger about on his fore­head as if she had been writ­ing some­thing there, and the same with his chest and his hands and his feet; then she said—

			“May he be brave, and have the strong head to think with, and the strong heart to love with, and the strong hands to work with, and the strong feet to travel with, and al­ways come safe home to his own.” Then she said some­thing in a strange lan­guage no one could un­der­stand, and sud­denly ad­ded—

			“Well, I must be say­ing ‘so long’—and glad to have made your ac­quaint­ance.” And she turned and went back to her home—the tent by the grassy road­side.

			The chil­dren looked after her till she was out of sight. Then Robert said, “How silly of her! Even sun­set didn’t put her right. What rot she talked!”

			“Well,” said Cyril, “if you ask me, I think it was rather de­cent of her—”

			“De­cent?” said Anthea; “it was very nice in­deed of her. I think she’s a dear—”

			“She’s just too fright­fully nice for any­thing,” said Jane.

			And they went home—very late for tea and un­speak­ably late for din­ner. Martha scol­ded, of course. But the Lamb was safe.

			“I say—it turned out we wanted the Lamb as much as any­one,” said Robert, later.

			“Of course.”

			“But do you feel dif­fer­ent about it now the sun’s set?”

			“No,” said all the oth­ers to­geth­er.

			“Then it’s las­ted over sun­set with us.”

			“No, it hasn’t,” Cyril ex­plained. “The wish didn’t do any­thing to us. We al­ways wanted him with all our hearts when we were our prop­er selves, only we were all pigs this morn­ing; es­pe­cially you, Robert.” Robert bore this much with a strange calm.

			“I cer­tainly thought I didn’t want him this morn­ing,” said he. “Per­haps I was a pig. But everything looked so dif­fer­ent when we thought we were go­ing to lose him.”

			And that, my dear chil­dren, is the mor­al of this chapter. I did not mean it to have a mor­al, but mor­als are nasty for­ward be­ings, and will keep put­ting in their oars where they are not wanted. And since the mor­al has crept in, quite against my wishes, you might as well think of it next time you feel piggy your­self and want to get rid of any of your broth­ers and sis­ters. I hope this doesn’t of­ten hap­pen, but I daresay it has happened some­times, even to you!

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Wings

			
			The next day was very wet—too wet to go out, and far too wet to think of dis­turb­ing a Sand-fairy so sens­it­ive to wa­ter that he still, after thou­sands of years, felt the pain of once hav­ing had his left whisker wet­ted. It was a long day, and it was not till the af­ter­noon that all the chil­dren sud­denly de­cided to write let­ters to their moth­er. It was Robert who had the mis­for­tune to up­set the ink-pot—an un­usu­ally deep and full one—straight in­to that part of Anthea’s desk where she had long pre­ten­ded that an ar­range­ment of gum and card­board painted with In­di­an ink was a secret draw­er. It was not ex­actly Robert’s fault; it was only his mis­for­tune that he chanced to be lift­ing the ink across the desk just at the mo­ment when Anthea had got it open, and that that same mo­ment should have been the one chosen by the Lamb to get un­der the table and break his squeak­ing bird. There was a sharp con­veni­ent wire in­side the bird, and of course the Lamb ran the wire in­to Robert’s leg at once; and so, without any­one’s mean­ing to, the secret draw­er was flooded with ink. At the same time a stream was poured over Anthea’s half-fin­ished let­ter.

			So that her let­ter was some­thing like this—

			
				“Darling Moth­er—I hope you are quite well, and I hope Granny is bet­ter. The oth­er day we …”

			

			Then came a flood of ink, and at the bot­tom these words in pen­cil—

			
				“It was not me up­set the ink, but it took such a time clear­ing up, so no more as it is post-time.—From your lov­ing daugh­ter

				
					“Anthea.”

				
			

			Robert’s let­ter had not even been be­gun. He had been draw­ing a ship on the blot­ting pa­per while he was try­ing to think of what to say. And of course after the ink was up­set he had to help Anthea to clean out her desk, and he prom­ised to make her an­oth­er secret draw­er, bet­ter than the oth­er. And she said, “Well, make it now.” So it was post-time and his let­ter wasn’t done. And the secret draw­er wasn’t done either.

			Cyril wrote a long let­ter, very fast, and then went to set a trap for slugs that he had read about in the Homemade Garden­er, and when it was post-time the let­ter could not be found, and it nev­er was found. Per­haps the slugs ate it.

			Jane’s let­ter was the only one that went. She meant to tell her moth­er all about the Psam­mead—in fact they had all meant to do this—but she spent so long think­ing how to spell the word that there was no time to tell the story prop­erly, and it is use­less to tell a story un­less you do tell it prop­erly, so she had to be con­ten­ted with this—

			
				“My dear Moth­er Dear—We are all as good as we can, like you told us to, and the Lamb has a little cold, but Martha says it is noth­ing, only he up­set the gold­fish in­to him­self yes­ter­day morn­ing. When we were up at the sand­pit the oth­er day we went round by the safe way where carts go, and we found a—”

			

			Half an hour went by be­fore Jane felt quite sure that they could none of them spell Psam­mead. And they could not find it in the dic­tion­ary either, though they looked. Then Jane hast­ily fin­ished her let­ter—

			
				“We found a strange thing, but it is nearly post-time, so no more at present from your little girl,

				
					“Jane.

					“P.S.—If you could have a wish come true, what would you have?”

				
			

			Then the post­man was heard blow­ing his horn, and Robert rushed out in the rain to stop his cart and give him the let­ters. And that was how it happened that, though all the chil­dren meant to tell their moth­er about the Sand-fairy, some­how or oth­er she nev­er got to know. There were oth­er reas­ons why she nev­er got to know, but these come later.

			The next day Uncle Richard came and took them all to Maid­stone in a wag­on­ette—all ex­cept the Lamb. Uncle Richard was the very best kind of uncle. He bought them toys at Maid­stone. He took them in­to a shop and let them choose ex­actly what they wanted, without any re­stric­tions about price, and no non­sense about things be­ing in­struct­ive. It is very wise to let chil­dren choose ex­actly what they like, be­cause they are very fool­ish and in­ex­per­i­enced, and some­times they will choose a really in­struct­ive thing without mean­ing to. This happened to Robert, who chose, at the last mo­ment, and in a great hurry, a box with pic­tures on it of winged bulls with men’s heads and winged men with eagles’ heads. He thought there would be an­im­als in­side, the same as on the box. When he got it home it was a Sunday puzzle about an­cient Ninev­eh! The oth­ers chose in haste, and were happy at leis­ure. Cyril had a mod­el en­gine, and the girls had two dolls, as well as a china tea-set with for­get-me-nots on it, to be “between them.” The boys’ “between them” was bow and ar­rows.

			Then Uncle Richard took them on the beau­ti­ful Med­way in a boat, and then they all had tea at a beau­ti­ful pastry­cook’s, and when they reached home it was far too late to have any wishes that day.

			They did not tell Uncle Richard any­thing about the Psam­mead. I do not know why. And they do not know why. But I daresay you can guess.

			The day after Uncle Richard had be­haved so hand­somely was a very hot day in­deed. The people who de­cide what the weath­er is to be, and put its or­ders down for it in the news­pa­pers every morn­ing, said af­ter­wards that it was the hot­test day there had been for years. They had ordered it to be “warm­er—some showers,” and warm­er it cer­tainly was. In fact it was so busy be­ing warm­er that it had no time to at­tend to the or­der about showers, so there wer­en’t any.

			Have you ever been up at five o’clock on a fine sum­mer morn­ing? It is very beau­ti­ful. The sun­light is pinky and yel­lowy, and all the grass and trees are covered with dew-dia­monds. And all the shad­ows go the op­pos­ite way to the way they do in the even­ing, which is very in­ter­est­ing and makes you feel as though you were in a new oth­er world.

			Anthea awoke at five. She had made her­self wake, and I must tell you how it is done, even if it keeps you wait­ing for the story to go on.

			You get in­to bed at night, and lie down quite flat on your little back with your hands straight down by your sides. Then you say “I must wake up at five” (or six, or sev­en, or eight, or nine, or whatever the time is that you want), and as you say it you push your chin down on to your chest and then bang your head back on the pil­low. And you do this as many times as there are ones in the time you want to wake up at. (It is quite an easy sum.) Of course everything de­pends on your really want­ing to get up at five (or six, or sev­en, or eight, or nine); if you don’t really want to, it’s all of no use. But if you do—well, try it and see. Of course in this, as in do­ing Lat­in proses or get­ting in­to mis­chief, prac­tice makes per­fect.

			Anthea was quite per­fect.

			At the very mo­ment when she opened her eyes she heard the black-and-gold clock down in the din­ing-room strike el­ev­en. So she knew it was three minutes to five. The black-and-gold clock al­ways struck wrong, but it was all right when you knew what it meant. It was like a per­son talk­ing a for­eign lan­guage. If you know the lan­guage it is just as easy to un­der­stand as Eng­lish. And Anthea knew the clock lan­guage. She was very sleepy, but she jumped out of bed and put her face and hands in­to a basin of cold wa­ter. This is a fairy charm that pre­vents your want­ing to get back in­to bed again. Then she dressed, and fol­ded up her night­gown. She did not tumble it to­geth­er by the sleeves, but fol­ded it by the seams from the hem, and that will show you the kind of well-brought-up little girl she was.

			Then she took her shoes in her hand and crept softly down the stairs. She opened the din­ing-room win­dow and climbed out. It would have been just as easy to go out by the door, but the win­dow was more ro­mantic, and less likely to be no­ticed by Martha.

			“I will al­ways get up at five,” she said to her­self. “It was quite too aw­fully pretty for any­thing.”

			Her heart was beat­ing very fast, for she was car­ry­ing out a plan quite her own. She could not be sure that it was a good plan, but she was quite sure that it would not be any bet­ter if she were to tell the oth­ers about it. And she had a feel­ing that, right or wrong, she would rather go through with it alone. She put on her shoes un­der the iron ver­andah, on the red-and-yel­low shin­ing tiles, and then she ran straight to the sand­pit, and found the Psam­mead’s place, and dug it out; it was very cross in­deed.

			“It’s too bad,” it said, fluff­ing up its fur like pi­geons do their feath­ers at Christ­mas time. “The weath­er’s arc­tic, and it’s the middle of the night.”

			“I’m so sorry,” said Anthea gently, and she took off her white pin­a­fore and covered the Sand-fairy up with it, all but its head, its bat’s ears, and its eyes that were like a snail’s eyes.

			“Thank you,” it said, “that’s bet­ter. What’s the wish this morn­ing?”

			“I don’t know,” said she; “that’s just it. You see we’ve been very un­lucky, so far. I wanted to talk to you about it. But—would you mind not giv­ing me any wishes till after break­fast? It’s so hard to talk to any­one if they jump out at you with wishes you don’t really want!”

			“You shouldn’t say you wish for things if you don’t wish for them. In the old days people al­most al­ways knew wheth­er it was Mega­theri­um or Ich­thy­osaur­us they really wanted for din­ner.”

			“I’ll try not,” said Anthea, “but I do wish—”

			“Look out!” said the Psam­mead in a warn­ing voice, and it began to blow it­self out.

			“Oh, this isn’t a ma­gic wish—it’s just—I should be so glad if you’d not swell your­self out and nearly burst to give me any­thing just now. Wait till the oth­ers are here.”

			“Well, well,” it said in­dul­gently, but it shivered.

			“Would you,” asked Anthea kindly—“would you like to come and sit on my lap? You’d be warm­er, and I could turn the skirt of my frock up round you. I’d be very care­ful.”

			Anthea had nev­er ex­pec­ted that it would, but it did.

			“Thank you,” it said; “you really are rather thought­ful.” It crept on to her lap and snuggled down, and she put her arms round it with a rather frightened gen­tle­ness. “Now then!” it said.

			“Well then,” said Anthea, “everything we have wished has turned out rather hor­rid. I wish you would ad­vise us. You are so old, you must be very wise.”

			“I was al­ways gen­er­ous from a child,” said the Sand-fairy. “I’ve spent the whole of my wak­ing hours in giv­ing. But one thing I won’t give—that’s ad­vice.”

			“You see,” Anthea went on, “it’s such a won­der­ful thing—such a splen­did, glor­i­ous chance. It’s so good and kind and dear of you to give us our wishes, and it seems such a pity it should all be wasted just be­cause we are too silly to know what to wish for.”

			Anthea had meant to say that—and she had not wanted to say it be­fore the oth­ers. It’s one thing to say you’re silly, and quite an­oth­er to say that oth­er people are.

			“Child,” said the Sand-fairy sleepily, “I can only ad­vise you to think be­fore you speak—”

			“But I thought you nev­er gave ad­vice.”

			“That piece doesn’t count,” it said. “You’ll nev­er take it! Be­sides, it’s not ori­gin­al. It’s in all the copy­books.”

			“But won’t you just say if you think wings would be a silly wish?”

			“Wings?” it said. “I should think you might do worse. Only, take care you aren’t fly­ing high at sun­set. There was a little Ninev­ite boy I heard of once. He was one of King Sen­nacherib’s sons, and a trav­el­ler brought him a Psam­mead. He used to keep it in a box of sand on the palace ter­race. It was a dread­ful de­grad­a­tion for one of us, of course; still the boy was the As­syr­i­an King’s son. And one day he wished for wings and got them. But he for­got that they would turn in­to stone at sun­set, and when they did he fell slap on to one of the winged lions at the top of his fath­er’s great stair­case; and what with his stone wings and the lions’ stone wings—well, it’s not a pretty story! But I be­lieve the boy en­joyed him­self very much till then.”

			“Tell me,” said Anthea, “why don’t our wishes turn in­to stone now? Why do they just van­ish?”

			“Autres temps, autres mœurs,” said the creature.

			“Is that the Ninev­ite lan­guage?” asked Anthea, who had learned no for­eign lan­guage at school ex­cept French.

			“What I mean is,” the Psam­mead went on, “that in the old days people wished for good sol­id every­day gifts—Mam­moths and Ptero­dac­tyls and things—and those could be turned in­to stone as easy as not. But people wish such high-fly­ing fanci­ful things nowadays. How are you go­ing to turn be­ing beau­ti­ful as the day, or be­ing wanted by every­body, in­to stone? You see it can’t be done. And it would nev­er do to have two rules, so they simply van­ish. If be­ing beau­ti­ful as the day could be turned in­to stone it would last an aw­fully long time, you know—much longer than you would. Just look at the Greek statues. It’s just as well as it is. Good­bye. I am so sleepy.”

			It jumped off her lap—dug frantic­ally, and van­ished.

			Anthea was late for break­fast. It was Robert who quietly poured a spoon­ful of treacle down the Lamb’s frock, so that he had to be taken away and washed thor­oughly dir­ectly after break­fast. And it was of course a very naughty thing to do; yet it served two pur­poses—it de­lighted the Lamb, who loved above all things to be com­pletely sticky, and it en­gaged Martha’s at­ten­tion so that the oth­ers could slip away to the sand­pit without the Lamb.

			They did it, and in the lane Anthea, breath­less from the skur­ry of that slip­ping, panted out—

			“I want to pro­pose we take turns to wish. Only, nobody’s to have a wish if the oth­ers don’t think it’s a nice wish. Do you agree?”

			“Who’s to have first wish?” asked Robert cau­tiously.

			“Me, if you don’t mind,” said Anthea apo­lo­get­ic­ally. “And I’ve thought about it—and it’s wings.”

			There was a si­lence. The oth­ers rather wanted to find fault, but it was hard, be­cause the word “wings” raised a flut­ter of joy­ous ex­cite­ment in every breast.

			“Not so dusty,” said Cyril gen­er­ously; and Robert ad­ded, “Really, Pan­ther, you’re not quite such a fool as you look.”

			Jane said, “I think it would be per­fectly lovely. It’s like a bright dream of de­li­ri­um.”

			They found the Sand-fairy eas­ily. Anthea said—

			“I wish we all had beau­ti­ful wings to fly with.”

			The Sand-fairy blew him­self out, and next mo­ment each child felt a funny feel­ing, half heav­i­ness and half light­ness, on its shoulders. The Psam­mead put its head on one side and turned its snail’s eyes from one to the oth­er.

			“Not so dusty,” it said dream­ily. “But really, Robert, you’re not quite such an an­gel as you look.” Robert al­most blushed.

			The wings were very big, and more beau­ti­ful than you can pos­sibly ima­gine—for they were soft and smooth, and every feath­er lay neatly in its place. And the feath­ers were of the most lovely mixed chan­ging col­ours, like the rain­bow, or iri­des­cent glass, or the beau­ti­ful scum that some­times floats on wa­ter that is not at all nice to drink.

			“Oh—but can we fly?” Jane said, stand­ing anxiously first on one foot and then on the oth­er.

			“Look out!” said Cyril; “you’re tread­ing on my wing.”

			“Does it hurt?” asked Anthea with in­terest; but no one answered, for Robert had spread his wings and jumped up, and now he was slowly rising in the air. He looked very awk­ward in his knick­er­bock­er suit—his boots in par­tic­u­lar hung help­lessly, and seemed much lar­ger than when he was stand­ing in them. But the oth­ers cared but little how he looked—or how they looked, for that mat­ter. For now they all spread out their wings and rose in the air. Of course you all know what fly­ing feels like, be­cause every­one has dreamed about fly­ing, and it seems so beau­ti­fully easy—only, you can nev­er re­mem­ber how you did it; and as a rule you have to do it without wings, in your dreams, which is more clev­er and un­com­mon, but not so easy to re­mem­ber the rule for. Now the four chil­dren rose flap­ping from the ground, and you can’t think how good the air felt run­ning against their faces. Their wings were tre­mend­ously wide when they were spread out, and they had to fly quite a long way apart so as not to get in each oth­er’s way. But little things like this are eas­ily learned.

			All the words in the Eng­lish Dic­tion­ary, and in the Greek Lex­icon as well, are, I find, of no use at all to tell you ex­actly what it feels like to be fly­ing, so I will not try. But I will say that to look down on the fields and woods in­stead of along at them, is some­thing like look­ing at a beau­ti­ful live map, where, in­stead of silly col­ours on pa­per, you have real mov­ing sunny woods and green fields laid out one after the oth­er. As Cyril said, and I can’t think where he got hold of such a strange ex­pres­sion, “It does you a fair treat!” It was most won­der­ful and more like real ma­gic than any wish the chil­dren had had yet. They flapped and flew and sailed on their great rain­bow wings, between green earth and blue sky; and they flew right over Rochester and then swerved round to­wards Maid­stone, and presently they all began to feel ex­tremely hungry. Curi­ously enough, this happened when they were fly­ing rather low, and just as they were cross­ing an orch­ard where some early plums shone red and ripe.

			They paused on their wings. I can­not ex­plain to you how this is done, but it is some­thing like tread­ing wa­ter when you are swim­ming, and hawks do it ex­tremely well.

			“Yes, I daresay,” said Cyril, though no one had spoken. “But steal­ing is steal­ing even if you’ve got wings.”

			“Do you really think so?” said Jane briskly. “If you’ve got wings you’re a bird, and no one minds birds break­ing the com­mand­ments. At least, they may mind, but the birds al­ways do it, and no one scolds them or sends them to pris­on.”

			It was not so easy to perch on a plum-tree as you might think, be­cause the rain­bow wings were so very large; but some­how they all man­aged to do it, and the plums were cer­tainly very sweet and juicy.

			For­tu­nately, it was not till they had all had quite as many plums as were good for them that they saw a stout man, who looked ex­actly as though he owned the plum-trees, come hur­ry­ing through the orch­ard gate with a thick stick, and with one ac­cord they dis­en­tangled their wings from the plum-laden branches and began to fly.

			The man stopped short, with his mouth open. For he had seen the boughs of his trees mov­ing and twitch­ing, and he had said to him­self, “Them young var­mint—at it again!” And he had come out at once, for the lads of the vil­lage had taught him in past sea­sons that plums want look­ing after. But when he saw the rain­bow wings flut­ter up out of the plum-tree he felt that he must have gone quite mad, and he did not like the feel­ing at all. And when Anthea looked down and saw his mouth go slowly open, and stay so, and his face be­come green and mauve in patches, she called out—

			“Don’t be frightened,” and felt hast­ily in her pock­et for a three­penny-bit with a hole in it, which she had meant to hang on a rib­bon round her neck, for luck. She hovered round the un­for­tu­nate plum-own­er, and said, “We have had some of your plums; we thought it wasn’t steal­ing, but now I am not so sure. So here’s some money to pay for them.”

			She swooped down to­wards the ter­ror-stricken grow­er of plums, and slipped the coin in­to the pock­et of his jack­et, and in a few flaps she had re­joined the oth­ers.

			The farm­er sat down on the grass, sud­denly and heav­ily.

			“Well—I’m blessed!” he said. “This here is what they call de­lu­sions, I sup­pose. But this here three­penny”—he had pulled it out and bit­ten it—“that’s real enough. Well, from this day forth I’ll be a bet­ter man. It’s the kind of thing to sober a chap for life, this is. I’m glad it was only wings, though. I’d rather see birds as aren’t there, and couldn’t be, even if they pre­tend to talk, than some things as I could name.”

			He got up slowly and heav­ily, and went in­doors, and he was so nice to his wife that day that she felt quite happy, and said to her­self, “Law, whatever have a-come to the man!” and smartened her­self up and put a blue rib­bon bow at the place where her col­lar fastened on, and looked so pretty that he was kinder than ever. So per­haps the winged chil­dren really did do one good thing that day. If so, it was the only one; for really there is noth­ing like wings for get­ting you in­to trouble. But, on the oth­er hand, if you are in trouble, there is noth­ing like wings for get­ting you out of it.

			This was the case in the mat­ter of the fierce dog who sprang out at them when they had fol­ded up their wings as small as pos­sible and were go­ing up to a farm door to ask for a crust of bread and cheese, for in spite of the plums they were soon just as hungry as ever again.

			Now there is no doubt whatever that, if the four had been or­din­ary wing­less chil­dren, that black and fierce dog would have had a good bite out of the brown-stockinged leg of Robert, who was the nearest. But at its first growl there was a flut­ter of wings, and the dog was left to strain at his chain and stand on his hind-legs as if he were try­ing to fly too.

			They tried sev­er­al oth­er farms, but at those where there were no dogs the people were far too frightened to do any­thing but scream; and at last, when it was nearly four o’clock, and their wings were get­ting miser­ably stiff and tired, they alighted on a church-tower and held a coun­cil of war.

			“We can’t pos­sibly fly all the way home without din­ner or tea,” said Robert with des­per­ate de­cision.

			“And nobody will give us any din­ner, or even lunch, let alone tea,” said Cyril.

			“Per­haps the cler­gy­man here might,” sug­ges­ted Anthea. “He must know all about an­gels—”

			“Any­body could see we’re not that,” said Jane. “Look at Robert’s boots and Squir­rel’s plaid neck­tie.”

			“Well,” said Cyril firmly, “if the coun­try you’re in won’t sell pro­vi­sions, you take them. In wars I mean. I’m quite cer­tain you do. And even in oth­er stor­ies no good broth­er would al­low his little sis­ters to starve in the midst of plenty.”

			“Plenty?” re­peated Robert hun­grily; and the oth­ers looked vaguely round the bare leads of the church-tower, and mur­mured, “In the midst of?”

			“Yes,” said Cyril im­press­ively. “There is a lar­der win­dow at the side of the cler­gy­man’s house, and I saw things to eat in­side—cus­tard pud­ding and cold chick­en and tongue—and pies—and jam. It’s rather a high win­dow—but with wings—”

			“How clev­er of you!” said Jane.

			“Not at all,” said Cyril mod­estly; “any born gen­er­al—Na­po­leon or the Duke of Marl­bor­ough—would have seen it just the same as I did.”

			“It seems very wrong,” said Anthea.

			“Non­sense,” said Cyril. “What was it Sir Philip Sid­ney said when the sol­dier wouldn’t stand him a drink?—‘My ne­ces­sity is great­er than his.’ ”

			“We’ll club our money, though, and leave it to pay for the things, won’t we?” Anthea was per­suas­ive, and very nearly in tears, be­cause it is most try­ing to feel enorm­ously hungry and un­speak­ably sin­ful at one and the same time.

			“Some of it,” was the cau­tious reply.

			Every­one now turned out its pock­ets on the lead roof of the tower, where vis­it­ors for the last hun­dred and fifty years had cut their own and their sweet­hearts’ ini­tials with pen­knives in the soft lead. There was five-and-sev­en­pence half­penny al­to­geth­er, and even the up­right Anthea ad­mit­ted that that was too much to pay for four people’s din­ners. Robert said he thought eight­een­pence.

			And half-a-crown was fi­nally agreed to be “hand­some.”

			So Anthea wrote on the back of her last term’s re­port, which happened to be in her pock­et, and from which she first tore her own name and that of the school, the fol­low­ing let­ter:—

			
				“Dear Rev­er­end Cler­gy­man—We are very hungry in­deed be­cause of hav­ing to fly all day, and we think it is not steal­ing when you are starving to death. We are afraid to ask you for fear you should say ‘No,’ be­cause of course you know about an­gels, but you would not think we were an­gels. We will only take the nesses­sit­ies of life, and no pud­ding or pie, to show you it is not gred­i­ness but true star­va­tion that makes us make your lar­der stand and de­liv­er. But we are not high­way­men by trade.”

			

			“Cut it short,” said the oth­ers with one ac­cord. And Anthea hast­ily ad­ded—

			
				“Our in­ten­tions are quite hon­our­able if you only knew. And here is half-a-crown to show we are sin­seer and grate­ful.

				
					“Thank you for your kind hos­pit­al­ity.

					“From Us Four.”

				
			

			The half-crown was wrapped in this let­ter, and all the chil­dren felt that when the cler­gy­man had read it he would un­der­stand everything, as well as any­one could who had not seen the wings.

			“Now,” said Cyril, “of course there’s some risk; we’d bet­ter fly straight down the oth­er side of the tower and then flut­ter low across the church­yard and in through the shrub­bery. There doesn’t seem to be any­one about. But you nev­er know. The win­dow looks out in­to the shrub­bery. It is em­bowered in fo­liage, like a win­dow in a story. I’ll go in and get the things. Robert and Anthea can take them as I hand them out through the win­dow; and Jane can keep watch—her eyes are sharp—and whistle if she sees any­one about. Shut up, Robert! she can whistle quite well enough for that, any­way. It ought not to be a very good whistle—it’ll sound more nat­ur­al and bird­like. Now then—off we go!”

			I can­not pre­tend that steal­ing is right. I can only say that on this oc­ca­sion it did not look like steal­ing to the hungry four, but ap­peared in the light of a fair and reas­on­able busi­ness trans­ac­tion. They had nev­er happened to learn that a tongue—hardly cut in­to—a chick­en and a half, a loaf of bread, and a sy­phon of soda-wa­ter can­not be bought in shops for half-a-crown. These were the ne­ces­sar­ies of life, which Cyril handed out of the lar­der win­dow when, quite un­ob­served and without hindrance or ad­ven­ture, he had led the oth­ers to that happy spot. He felt that to re­frain from jam, apple turnovers, cake, and mixed can­died peel, was a really hero­ic act—and I agree with him. He was also proud of not tak­ing the cus­tard pud­ding—and there I think he was wrong—be­cause if he had taken it there would have been a dif­fi­culty about re­turn­ing the dish; no one, how­ever starving, has a right to steal china pie-dishes with little pink flowers on them. The soda-wa­ter sy­phon was dif­fer­ent. They could not do without some­thing to drink, and as the maker’s name was on it they felt sure it would be re­turned to him wherever they might leave it. If they had time they would take it back them­selves. The man ap­peared to live in Rochester, which would not be much out of their way home.

			Everything was car­ried up to the top of the tower, and laid down on a sheet of kit­chen pa­per which Cyril had found on the top shelf of the lar­der. As he un­fol­ded it, Anthea said, “I don’t think that’s a ne­ces­sity of life.”

			“Yes, it is,” said he. “We must put the things down some­where to cut them up; and I heard fath­er say the oth­er day people got dis­eases from ger­mans in rain­wa­ter. Now there must be lots of rain­wa­ter here—and when it dries up the ger­mans are left, and they’d get in­to the things, and we should all die of scar­let fever.”

			“What are ger­mans?”

			“Little wag­gly things you see with mi­cro­scopes,” said Cyril, with a sci­entif­ic air. “They give you every ill­ness you can think of. I’m sure the pa­per was a ne­ces­sary, just as much as the bread and meat and wa­ter. Now then! Oh, my eyes, I am hungry!”

			I do not wish to de­scribe the pic­nic party on the top of the tower. You can ima­gine well enough what it is like to carve a chick­en and a tongue with a knife that has only one blade—and that snapped off short about halfway down. But it was done. Eat­ing with your fin­gers is greasy and dif­fi­cult—and pa­per dishes soon get to look very spotty and hor­rid. But one thing you can’t ima­gine, and that is how soda-wa­ter be­haves when you try to drink it straight out of a sy­phon—es­pe­cially a quite full one. But if ima­gin­a­tion will not help you, ex­per­i­ence will, and you can eas­ily try it for your­self if you can get a grownup to give you the sy­phon. If you want to have a really thor­ough ex­per­i­ence, put the tube in your mouth and press the handle very sud­denly and very hard. You had bet­ter do it when you are alone—and out of doors is best for this ex­per­i­ment.

			How­ever you eat them, tongue and chick­en and new bread are very good things, and no one minds be­ing sprinkled a little with soda-wa­ter on a really fine hot day. So that every­one en­joyed the din­ner very much in­deed, and every­one ate as much as it pos­sibly could: first, be­cause it was ex­tremely hungry; and secondly, be­cause, as I said, tongue and chick­en and new bread are very nice.

			Now, I daresay you will have no­ticed that if you have to wait for your din­ner till long after the prop­er time, and then eat a great deal more din­ner than usu­al, and sit in the hot sun on the top of a church-tower—or even any­where else—you be­come soon and strangely sleepy. Now Anthea and Jane and Cyril and Robert were very like you in many ways, and when they had eaten all they could, and drunk all there was, they be­came sleepy, strangely and soon—es­pe­cially Anthea, be­cause she had got up so early.

			One by one they left off talk­ing and leaned back, and be­fore it was a quarter of an hour after din­ner they had all curled round and tucked them­selves up un­der their large soft warm wings and were fast asleep. And the sun was sink­ing slowly in the west. (I must say it was in the west, be­cause it is usu­al in books to say so, for fear care­less people should think it was set­ting in the east. In point of fact, it was not ex­actly in the west either—but that’s near enough.) The sun, I re­peat, was sink­ing slowly in the west, and the chil­dren slept warmly and hap­pily on—for wings are co­si­er than ei­der­down quilts to sleep un­der. The shad­ow of the church-tower fell across the church­yard, and across the Vicar­age, and across the field bey­ond; and presently there were no more shad­ows, and the sun had set, and the wings were gone. And still the chil­dren slept. But not for long. Twi­light is very beau­ti­ful, but it is chilly; and you know, how­ever sleepy you are, you wake up soon enough if your broth­er or sis­ter hap­pens to be up first and pulls your blankets off you. The four wing­less chil­dren shivered and woke. And there they were—on the top of a church-tower in the dusky twi­light, with blue stars com­ing out by ones and twos and tens and twen­ties over their heads—miles away from home, with three and three-half­pence in their pock­ets, and a doubt­ful act about the ne­ces­sit­ies of life to be ac­coun­ted for if any­one found them with the soda-wa­ter sy­phon.

			They looked at each oth­er. Cyril spoke first, pick­ing up the sy­phon—

			“We’d bet­ter get along down and get rid of this beastly thing. It’s dark enough to leave it on the cler­gy­man’s door­step, I should think. Come on.”

			There was a little tur­ret at the corner of the tower, and the little tur­ret had a door in it. They had no­ticed this when they were eat­ing, but had not ex­plored it, as you would have done in their place. Be­cause, of course, when you have wings and can ex­plore the whole sky, doors seem hardly worth ex­plor­ing.

			Now they turned to­wards it.

			“Of course,” said Cyril, “this is the way down.”

			It was. But the door was locked on the in­side!

			And the world was grow­ing dark­er and dark­er. And they were miles from home. And there was the soda-wa­ter sy­phon.

			I shall not tell you wheth­er any­one cried, nor, if so, how many cried, nor who cried. You will be bet­ter em­ployed in mak­ing up your minds what you would have done if you had been in their place.

		
	
		
			
				V

				No Wings

			
			Wheth­er any­one cried or not, there was cer­tainly an in­ter­val dur­ing which none of the party was quite it­self. When they grew calmer, Anthea put her handker­chief in her pock­et and her arm round Jane, and said—

			“It can’t be for more than one night. We can sig­nal with our handker­chiefs in the morn­ing. They’ll be dry then. And someone will come up and let us out—”

			“And find the sy­phon,” said Cyril gloomily; “and we shall be sent to pris­on for steal­ing—”

			“You said it wasn’t steal­ing. You said you were sure it wasn’t.”

			“I’m not sure now,” said Cyril shortly.

			“Let’s throw the beastly thing slap away among the trees,” said Robert, “then no one can do any­thing to us.”

			“Oh yes,”—Cyril’s laugh was not a light­hearted one—“and hit some chap on the head, and be mur­der­ers as well as—as the oth­er thing.”

			“But we can’t stay up here all night,” said Jane; “and I want my tea.”

			“You can’t want your tea,” said Robert; “you’ve only just had your din­ner.”

			“But I do want it,” she said; “es­pe­cially when you be­gin talk­ing about stop­ping up here all night. Oh, Pan­ther—I want to go home! I want to go home!”

			“Hush, hush,” Anthea said. “Don’t, dear. It’ll be all right, some­how. Don’t, don’t—”

			“Let her cry,” said Robert des­per­ately; “if she howls loud enough, someone may hear and come and let us out.”

			“And see the soda-wa­ter thing,” said Anthea swiftly. “Robert, don’t be a brute. Oh, Jane, do try to be a man! It’s just the same for all of us.”

			Jane did try to “be a man”—and re­duced her howls to sniffs.

			There was a pause. Then Cyril said slowly, “Look here. We must risk that sy­phon. I’ll but­ton it up in­side my jack­et—per­haps no one will no­tice it. You oth­ers keep well in front of me. There are lights in the cler­gy­man’s house. They’ve not gone to bed yet. We must just yell as loud as ever we can. Now all scream when I say three. Robert, you do the yell like a rail­way en­gine, and I’ll do the coo-ee like fath­er’s. The girls can do as they please. One, two, three!”

			A fourfold yell rent the si­lent peace of the even­ing, and a maid at one of the Vicar­age win­dows paused with her hand on the blind-cord.

			“One, two, three!” An­oth­er yell, pier­cing and com­plex, startled the owls and starlings to a flut­ter of feath­ers in the bel­fry be­low. The maid fled from the Vicar­age win­dow and ran down the Vicar­age stairs and in­to the Vicar­age kit­chen, and fain­ted as soon as she had ex­plained to the manser­vant and the cook and the cook’s cous­in that she had seen a ghost. It was quite un­true, of course, but I sup­pose the girl’s nerves were a little up­set by the yelling.

			“One, two, three!” The Vicar was on his door­step by this time, and there was no mis­tak­ing the yell that greeted him.

			“Good­ness me,” he said to his wife, “my dear, someone’s be­ing murdered in the church! Give me my hat and a thick stick, and tell An­drew to come after me. I ex­pect it’s the lun­at­ic who stole the tongue.”

			The chil­dren had seen the flash of light when the Vicar opened his front door. They had seen his dark form on his door­step, and they had paused for breath, and also to see what he would do.

			When he turned back for his hat, Cyril said hast­ily—

			“He thinks he only fan­cied he heard some­thing. You don’t half yell! Now! One, two, three!”

			It was cer­tainly a whole yell this time, and the Vicar’s wife flung her arms round her hus­band and screamed a feeble echo of it.

			“You shan’t go!” she said, “not alone. Jessie!”—the maid un­fain­ted and came out of the kit­chen—“send An­drew at once. There’s a dan­ger­ous lun­at­ic in the church, and he must go im­me­di­ately and catch it.”

			“I ex­pect he will catch it too,” said Jessie to her­self as she went through the kit­chen door. “Here, An­drew,” she said, “there’s someone scream­ing like mad in the church, and the mis­sus says you’re to go along and catch it.”

			“Not alone, I don’t,” said An­drew in low firm tones. To his mas­ter he merely said, “Yis, sir.”

			“You heard those screams?”

			“I did think I no­ticed a sort of some­thing,” said An­drew.

			“Well, come on, then,” said the Vicar. “My dear, I must go!” He pushed her gently in­to the sit­ting-room, banged the door, and rushed out, drag­ging An­drew by the arm.

			A vol­ley of yells greeted them. As it died in­to si­lence An­drew shouted, “Hullo, you there! Did you call?”

			“Yes,” shouted four faraway voices.

			“They seem to be in the air,” said the Vicar. “Very re­mark­able.”

			“Where are you?” shouted An­drew; and Cyril replied in his deep­est voice, very slow and loud—

			“Church! Tower! Top!”

			“Come down, then!” said An­drew; and the same voice replied—

			“Can’t! Door locked!”

			“My good­ness!” said the Vicar. “An­drew, fetch the stable lan­tern. Per­haps it would be as well to fetch an­oth­er man from the vil­lage.”

			“With the rest of the gang about, very likely. No, sir; if this ’ere ain’t a trap—well, may I nev­er! There’s cook’s cous­in at the back door now. He’s a keep­er, sir, and used to deal­ing with vi­cious char­ac­ters. And he’s got his gun, sir.”

			“Hullo there!” shouted Cyril from the church-tower; “come up and let us out.”

			“We’re a-com­ing,” said An­drew. “I’m a-go­ing to get a po­lice­man and a gun.”

			“An­drew, An­drew,” said the Vicar, “that’s not the truth.”

			“It’s near enough, sir, for the likes of them.”

			So An­drew fetched the lan­tern and the cook’s cous­in; and the Vicar’s wife begged them all to be very care­ful.

			They went across the church­yard—it was quite dark now—and as they went they talked. The Vicar was cer­tain a lun­at­ic was on the church-tower—the one who had writ­ten the mad let­ter, and taken the cold tongue and things. An­drew thought it was a “trap”; the cook’s cous­in alone was calm. “Great cry, little wool,” said he; “dan­ger­ous chaps is quieter.” He was not at all afraid. But then he had a gun. That was why he was asked to lead the way up the worn steep dark steps of the church-tower. He did lead the way, with the lan­tern in one hand and the gun in the oth­er. An­drew went next. He pre­ten­ded af­ter­wards that this was be­cause he was braver than his mas­ter, but really it was be­cause he thought of traps, and he did not like the idea of be­ing be­hind the oth­ers for fear someone should come softly up be­hind him and catch hold of his legs in the dark. They went on and on, and round and round the little cork­screw stair­case—then through the bell-ringers’ loft, where the bell-ropes hung with soft furry ends like gi­ant cater­pil­lars—then up an­oth­er stair in­to the bel­fry, where the big quiet bells are—and then on, up a lad­der with broad steps—and then up a little stone stair. And at the top of that there was a little door. And the door was bolted on the stair side.

			The cook’s cous­in, who was a game­keep­er, kicked at the door, and said—

			“Hullo, you there!”

			The chil­dren were hold­ing on to each oth­er on the oth­er side of the door, and trem­bling with anxious­ness—and very hoarse with their howls. They could hardly speak, but Cyril man­aged to reply husk­ily—

			“Hullo, you there!”

			“How did you get up there?”

			It was no use say­ing “We flew up,” so Cyril said—

			“We got up—and then we found the door was locked and we couldn’t get down. Let us out—do.”

			“How many of you are there?” asked the keep­er.

			“Only four,” said Cyril.

			“Are you armed?”

			“Are we what?”

			“I’ve got my gun handy—so you’d best not try any tricks,” said the keep­er. “If we open the door, will you prom­ise to come quietly down, and no non­sense?”

			“Yes—oh yes!” said all the chil­dren to­geth­er.

			“Bless me,” said the Vicar, “surely that was a fe­male voice?”

			“Shall I open the door, sir?” said the keep­er. An­drew went down a few steps, “to leave room for the oth­ers” he said af­ter­wards.

			“Yes,” said the Vicar, “open the door. Re­mem­ber,” he said through the key­hole, “we have come to re­lease you. You will keep your prom­ise to re­frain from vi­ol­ence?”

			“How this bolt do stick,” said the keep­er; “any­one ’ud think it hadn’t been drawed for half a year.” As a mat­ter of fact it hadn’t.

			When all the bolts were drawn, the keep­er spoke deep-ches­ted words through the key­hole.

			“I don’t open,” said he, “till you’ve gone over to the oth­er side of the tower. And if one of you comes at me I fire. Now!”

			“We’re all over on the oth­er side,” said the voices.

			The keep­er felt pleased with him­self, and owned him­self a bold man when he threw open that door, and, step­ping out in­to the leads, flashed the full light of the stable lan­tern on to the group of des­peradoes stand­ing against the para­pet on the oth­er side of the tower.

			He lowered his gun, and he nearly dropped the lan­tern.

			“So help me,” he cried, “if they ain’t a pack of kid­dies!”

			The Vicar now ad­vanced.

			“How did you come here?” he asked severely. “Tell me at once.”

			“Oh, take us down,” said Jane, catch­ing at his coat, “and we’ll tell you any­thing you like. You won’t be­lieve us, but it doesn’t mat­ter. Oh, take us down!”

			The oth­ers crowded round him, with the same en­treaty. All but Cyril. He had enough to do with the soda-wa­ter sy­phon, which would keep slip­ping down un­der his jack­et. It needed both hands to keep it steady in its place.

			But he said, stand­ing as far out of the lan­tern light as pos­sible—

			“Please do take us down.”

			So they were taken down. It is no joke to go down a strange church-tower in the dark, but the keep­er helped them—only, Cyril had to be in­de­pend­ent be­cause of the soda-wa­ter sy­phon. It would keep try­ing to get away. Halfway down the lad­der it all but es­caped. Cyril just caught it by its spout, and as nearly as pos­sible lost his foot­ing. He was trem­bling and pale when at last they reached the bot­tom of the wind­ing stair and stepped out on to the flags of the church-porch.

			Then sud­denly the keep­er caught Cyril and Robert each by an arm.

			“You bring along the gells, sir,” said he; “you and An­drew can man­age them.”

			“Let go!” said Cyril; “we aren’t run­ning away. We haven’t hurt your old church. Leave go!”

			“You just come along,” said the keep­er; and Cyril dared not op­pose him with vi­ol­ence, be­cause just then the sy­phon began to slip again.

			So they were all marched in­to the Vicar­age study, and the Vicar’s wife came rush­ing in.

			“Oh, Wil­li­am, are you safe?” she cried.

			Robert hastened to al­lay her anxi­ety.

			“Yes,” he said, “he’s quite safe. We haven’t hurt him at all. And please, we’re very late, and they’ll be anxious at home. Could you send us home in your car­riage?”

			“Or per­haps there’s a hotel near where we could get a car­riage from,” said Anthea. “Martha will be very anxious as it is.”

			The Vicar had sunk in­to a chair, over­come by emo­tion and amazement.

			Cyril had also sat down, and was lean­ing for­ward with his el­bows on his knees be­cause of that soda-wa­ter sy­phon.

			“But how did you come to be locked up in the church-tower?” asked the Vicar.

			“We went up,” said Robert slowly, “and we were tired, and we all went to sleep, and when we woke up we found the door was locked, so we yelled.”

			“I should think you did!” said the Vicar’s wife. “Fright­en­ing every­body out of their wits like this! You ought to be ashamed of yourselves.”

			“We are,” said Jane gently.

			“But who locked the door?” asked the Vicar.

			“I don’t know at all,” said Robert, with per­fect truth. “Do please send us home.”

			“Well, really,” said the Vicar, “I sup­pose we’d bet­ter. An­drew, put the horse to, and you can take them home.”

			“Not alone, I don’t,” said An­drew to him­self.

			“And,” the Vicar went on, “let this be a les­son to you …” He went on talk­ing, and the chil­dren listened miser­ably. But the keep­er was not listen­ing. He was look­ing at the un­for­tu­nate Cyril. He knew all about poach­ers of course, so he knew how people look when they’re hid­ing some­thing. The Vicar had just got to the part about try­ing to grow up to be a bless­ing to your par­ents, and not a trouble and a dis­grace, when the keep­er sud­denly said—

			“Arst him what he’s got there un­der his jack­et;” and Cyril knew that con­ceal­ment was at an end. So he stood up, and squared his shoulders and tried to look noble, like the boys in books that no one can look in the face of and doubt that they come of brave and noble fam­il­ies and will be faith­ful to the death, and he pulled out the soda-wa­ter sy­phon and said—

			“Well, there you are, then.”

			There was a si­lence. Cyril went on—there was noth­ing else for it—

			“Yes, we took this out of your lar­der, and some chick­en and tongue and bread. We were very hungry, and we didn’t take the cus­tard or jam. We only took bread and meat and wa­ter—and we couldn’t help its be­ing the soda kind—just the ne­ces­sar­ies of life; and we left half-a-crown to pay for it, and we left a let­ter. And we’re very sorry. And my fath­er will pay a fine or any­thing you like, but don’t send us to pris­on. Moth­er would be so vexed. You know what you said about not be­ing a dis­grace. Well, don’t you go and do it to us—that’s all! We’re as sorry as we can be. There!”

			“How­ever did you get up to the lar­der win­dow?” said Mrs. Vicar.

			“I can’t tell you that,” said Cyril firmly.

			“Is this the whole truth you’ve been telling me?” asked the cler­gy­man.

			“No,” answered Jane sud­denly; “it’s all true, but it’s not the whole truth. We can’t tell you that. It’s no good ask­ing. Oh, do for­give us and take us home!” She ran to the Vicar’s wife and threw her arms round her. The Vicar’s wife put her arms round Jane, and the keep­er whispered be­hind his hand to the Vicar—

			“They’re all right, sir—I ex­pect it’s a pal they’re stand­ing by. Someone put ’em up to it, and they won’t peach. Game little kids.”

			“Tell me,” said the Vicar kindly, “are you screen­ing someone else? Had any­one else any­thing to do with this?”

			“Yes,” said Anthea, think­ing of the Psam­mead; “but it wasn’t their fault.”

			“Very well, my dears,” said the Vicar, “then let’s say no more about it. Only just tell us why you wrote such an odd let­ter.”

			“I don’t know,” said Cyril. “You see, Anthea wrote it in such a hurry, and it really didn’t seem like steal­ing then. But af­ter­wards, when we found we couldn’t get down off the church-tower, it seemed just ex­actly like it. We are all very sorry—”

			“Say no more about it,” said the Vicar’s wife; “but an­oth­er time just think be­fore you take oth­er people’s tongues. Now—some cake and milk be­fore you go home?”

			When An­drew came to say that the horse was put to, and was he ex­pec­ted to be led alone in­to the trap that he had plainly seen from the first, he found the chil­dren eat­ing cake and drink­ing milk and laugh­ing at the Vicar’s jokes. Jane was sit­ting on the Vicar’s wife’s lap.

			So you see they got off bet­ter than they de­served.

			The game­keep­er, who was the cook’s cous­in, asked leave to drive home with them, and An­drew was only too glad to have someone to pro­tect him from that trap he was so cer­tain of.

			When the wag­on­ette reached their own house, between the chalk-quarry and the gravel-pit, the chil­dren were very sleepy, but they felt that they and the keep­er were friends for life.

			An­drew dumped the chil­dren down at the iron gate without a word.

			“You get along home,” said the Vicar­age cook’s cous­in, who was a game­keep­er. “I’ll get me home on Shanks’ mare.”

			So An­drew had to drive off alone, which he did not like at all, and it was the keep­er that was cous­in to the Vicar­age cook who went with the chil­dren to the door, and, when they had been swept to bed in a whirl­wind of re­proaches, re­mained to ex­plain to Martha and the cook and the house­maid ex­actly what had happened. He ex­plained so well that Martha was quite ami­able the next morn­ing.

			After that he of­ten used to come over and see Martha, and in the end—but that is an­oth­er story, as dear Mr. Kip­ling says.

			Martha was ob­liged to stick to what she had said the night be­fore about keep­ing the chil­dren in­doors the next day for a pun­ish­ment. But she wasn’t at all snarky about it, and agreed to let Robert go out for half an hour to get some­thing he par­tic­u­larly wanted.

			This, of course, was the day’s wish.

			Robert rushed to the gravel-pit, found the Psam­mead, and presently wished for—

			But that, too, is an­oth­er story.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				A Castle and No Din­ner

			
			The oth­ers were to be kept in as a pun­ish­ment for the mis­for­tunes of the day be­fore. Of course Martha thought it was naugh­ti­ness, and not mis­for­tune—so you must not blame her. She only thought she was do­ing her duty. You know, grown-up people of­ten say they do not like to pun­ish you, and that they only do it for your own good, and that it hurts them as much as it hurts you—and this is really very of­ten the truth.

			Martha cer­tainly hated hav­ing to pun­ish the chil­dren quite as much as they hated to be pun­ished. For one thing, she knew what a noise there would be in the house all day. And she had oth­er reas­ons.

			“I de­clare,” she said to the cook, “it seems al­most a shame keep­ing of them in­doors this lovely day; but they are that au­da­cious, they’ll be walk­ing in with their heads knocked off some of these days, if I don’t put my foot down. You make them a cake for tea to­mor­row, dear. And we’ll have Baby along of us soon as we’ve got a bit for­rard with our work. Then they can have a good romp with him out of the way. Now, Eliza, come, get on with them beds. Here’s ten o’clock nearly, and no rab­bits caught!”

			People say that in Kent when they mean “and no work done.”

			So all the oth­ers were kept in, but Robert, as I have said, was al­lowed to go out for half an hour to get some­thing they all wanted. And that, of course, was the day’s wish.

			He had no dif­fi­culty in find­ing the Sand-fairy, for the day was already so hot that it had ac­tu­ally, for the first time, come out of its own ac­cord, and it was sit­ting in a sort of pool of soft sand, stretch­ing it­self, and trim­ming its whiskers, and turn­ing its snail’s eyes round and round.

			“Ha!” it said when its left eye saw Robert; “I’ve been look­ing out for you. Where are the rest of you? Not smashed them­selves up with those wings, I hope?”

			“No,” said Robert; “but the wings got us in­to a row, just like all the wishes al­ways do. So the oth­ers are kept in­doors, and I was only let out for half an hour—to get the wish. So please let me wish as quickly as I can.”

			“Wish away,” said the Psam­mead, twist­ing it­self round in the sand. But Robert couldn’t wish away. He for­got all the things he had been think­ing about, and noth­ing would come in­to his head but little things for him­self, like tof­fee, a for­eign stamp al­bum, or a clasp-knife with three blades and a cork­screw. He sat down to think bet­ter, but it was no use. He could only think of things the oth­ers would not have cared for—such as a foot­ball, or a pair of leg-guards, or to be able to lick Simp­kins minor thor­oughly when he went back to school.

			“Well,” said the Psam­mead at last, “you’d bet­ter hurry up with that wish of yours. Time flies.”

			“I know it does,” said Robert. “I can’t think what to wish for. I wish you could give one of the oth­ers their wish without their hav­ing to come here to ask for it. Oh, don’t!”

			But it was too late. The Psam­mead had blown it­self out to about three times its prop­er size, and now it col­lapsed like a pricked bubble, and with a deep sigh leaned back against the edge of its sand-pool, quite faint with the ef­fort.

			“There!” it said in a weak voice; “it was tre­mend­ously hard—but I did it. Run along home, or they’re sure to wish for some­thing silly be­fore you get there.”

			They were—quite sure; Robert felt this, and as he ran home his mind was deeply oc­cu­pied with the sort of wishes he might find they had wished in his ab­sence. They might wish for rab­bits, or white mice, or chocol­ate, or a fine day to­mor­row, or even—and that was most likely—someone might have said, “I do wish to good­ness Robert would hurry up.” Well, he was hur­ry­ing up, and so they would have had their wish, and the day would be wasted. Then he tried to think what they could wish for—some­thing that would be amus­ing in­doors. That had been his own dif­fi­culty from the be­gin­ning. So few things are amus­ing in­doors when the sun is shin­ing out­side and you mayn’t go out, how­ever much you want to.

			Robert was run­ning as fast as he could, but when he turned the corner that ought to have brought him with­in sight of the ar­chi­tect’s night­mare—the or­na­ment­al iron­work on the top of the house—he opened his eyes so wide that he had to drop in­to a walk; for you can­not run with your eyes wide open. Then sud­denly he stopped short, for there was no house to be seen. The front garden rail­ings were gone too, and where the house had stood—Robert rubbed his eyes and looked again. Yes, the oth­ers had wished—there was no doubt about that—and they must have wished that they lived in a castle; for there the castle stood, black and stately, and very tall and broad, with bat­tle­ments and lan­cet win­dows, and eight great towers; and, where the garden and the orch­ard had been, there were white things dot­ted like mush­rooms. Robert walked slowly on, and as he got near­er he saw that these were tents, and men in ar­mour were walk­ing about among the tents—crowds and crowds of them.

			“Oh, crikey!” said Robert fer­vently. “They have! They’ve wished for a castle, and it’s be­ing be­sieged! It’s just like that Sand-fairy! I wish we’d nev­er seen the beastly thing!”

			At the little win­dow above the great gate­way, across the moat that now lay where the garden had been but half an hour ago, someone was wav­ing some­thing pale dust-col­oured. Robert thought it was one of Cyril’s handker­chiefs. They had nev­er been white since the day when he had up­set the bottle of “Com­bined Ton­ing and Fix­ing Solu­tion” in­to the draw­er where they were. Robert waved back, and im­me­di­ately felt that he had been un­wise. For his sig­nal had been seen by the be­sieging force, and two men in steel-caps were com­ing to­wards him. They had high brown boots on their long legs, and they came to­wards him with such great strides that Robert re­membered the short­ness of his own legs and did not run away. He knew it would be use­less to him­self, and he feared it might be ir­rit­at­ing to the foe. So he stood still—and the two men seemed quite pleased with him.

			“By my hal­i­dom,” said one, “a brave var­let this!”

			Robert felt pleased at be­ing called brave, and some­how it made him feel brave. He passed over the “var­let.” It was the way people talked in his­tor­ic­al ro­mances for the young, he knew, and it was evid­ently not meant for rude­ness. He only hoped he would be able to un­der­stand what they said to him. He had not been al­ways able quite to fol­low the con­ver­sa­tions in the his­tor­ic­al ro­mances for the young.

			“His garb is strange,” said the oth­er. “Some out­land­ish treach­ery, be­like.”

			“Say, lad, what brings thee hith­er?”

			Robert knew this meant, “Now then, young­ster, what are you up to here, eh?”—so he said—

			“If you please, I want to go home.”

			“Go, then!” said the man in the longest boots; “none hindereth, and nought lets us to fol­low. Zooks!” he ad­ded in a cau­tious un­der­tone, “I mis­doubt me but he beareth tid­ings to the be­sieged.”

			“Where dwell­est thou, young knave?” in­quired the man with the largest steel-cap.

			“Over there,” said Robert; and dir­ectly he had said it he knew he ought to have said “Yon­der!”

			“Ha—say­est so?” re­joined the longest boots. “Come hith­er, boy. This is mat­ter for our lead­er.”

			And to the lead­er Robert was dragged forth­with—by the re­luct­ant ear.

			The lead­er was the most glor­i­ous creature Robert had ever seen. He was ex­actly like the pic­tures Robert had so of­ten ad­mired in the his­tor­ic­al ro­mances. He had ar­mour, and a hel­met, and a horse, and a crest, and feath­ers, and a shield, and a lance, and a sword. His ar­mour and his weapons were all, I am al­most sure, of quite dif­fer­ent peri­ods. The shield was thir­teenth-cen­tury, while the sword was of the pat­tern used in the Pen­in­su­lar War. The cuir­ass was of the time of Charles I, and the hel­met dated from the Second Cru­sade. The arms on the shield were very grand—three red run­ning lions on a blue ground. The tents were of the latest brand and the whole ap­pear­ance of camp, army, and lead­er might have been a shock to some. But Robert was dumb with ad­mir­a­tion, and it all seemed to him per­fectly cor­rect, be­cause he knew no more of her­aldry or ar­chae­ology than the gif­ted artists who usu­ally drew the pic­tures for the his­tor­ic­al ro­mances. The scene was in­deed “ex­actly like a pic­ture.” He ad­mired it all so much that he felt braver than ever.

			“Come hith­er, lad,” said the glor­i­ous lead­er, when the men in Crom­wellian steel-caps had said a few low eager words. And he took off his hel­met, be­cause he could not see prop­erly with it on. He had a kind face, and long fair hair. “Have no fear; thou shalt take no scathe,” he said.

			Robert was glad of that. He wondered what “scathe” was, and if it was nas­ti­er than the senna-tea which he had to take some­times.

			“Un­fold thy tale without alarm,” said the lead­er kindly. “Whence comest thou, and what is thine in­tent?”

			“My what?” said Robert.

			“What seekest thou to ac­com­plish? What is thine er­rand, that thou wanderest here alone among these rough men-at-arms? Poor child, thy moth­er’s heart aches for thee e’en now, I’ll war­rant me.”

			“I don’t think so,” said Robert; “you see, she doesn’t know I’m out.”

			The lead­er wiped away a manly tear, ex­actly as a lead­er in a his­tor­ic­al ro­mance would have done, and said—

			“Fear not to speak the truth, my child; thou hast nought to fear from Wul­fric de Tal­bot.”

			Robert had a wild feel­ing that this glor­i­ous lead­er of the be­sieging party—be­ing him­self part of a wish—would be able to un­der­stand bet­ter than Martha, or the gip­sies, or the po­lice­man in Rochester, or the cler­gy­man of yes­ter­day, the true tale of the wishes and the Psam­mead. The only dif­fi­culty was that he knew he could nev­er re­mem­ber enough “quothas” and “be­shrew me’s,” and things like that, to make his talk sound like the talk of a boy in a his­tor­ic­al ro­mance. How­ever, he began boldly enough, with a sen­tence straight out of Ral­ph de Courcy; or, the Boy Cru­sader. He said—

			“Gram­mercy for thy cour­tesy, fair sir knight. The fact is, it’s like this—and I hope you’re not in a hurry, be­cause the story’s rather a breath­er. Fath­er and moth­er are away, and when we were down play­ing in the sand­pits we found a Psam­mead.”

			“I cry thee mercy! A Sammy­add?” said the knight.

			“Yes, a sort of—of fairy, or en­chanter—yes, that’s it, an en­chanter; and he said we could have a wish every day, and we wished first to be beau­ti­ful.”

			“Thy wish was scarce gran­ted,” muttered one of the men-at-arms, look­ing at Robert, who went on as if he had not heard, though he thought the re­mark very rude in­deed.

			“And then we wished for money—treas­ure, you know; but we couldn’t spend it. And yes­ter­day we wished for wings, and we got them, and we had a rip­ping time to be­gin with—”

			“Thy speech is strange and un­couth,” said Sir Wul­fric de Tal­bot. “Re­peat thy words—what hadst thou?”

			“A rip­ping—I mean a jolly—no—we were con­ten­ted with our lot—that’s what I mean; only, after that we got in­to an aw­ful fix.”

			“What is a fix? A fray, may­hap?”

			“No—not a fray. A—a—a tight place.”

			“A dun­geon? Alas for thy youth­ful fettered limbs!” said the knight, with po­lite sym­pathy.

			“It wasn’t a dun­geon. We just—just en­countered un­deserved mis­for­tunes,” Robert ex­plained, “and today we are pun­ished by not be­ing al­lowed to go out. That’s where I live,”—he poin­ted to the castle. “The oth­ers are in there, and they’re not al­lowed to go out. It’s all the Psam­mead’s—I mean the en­chanter’s fault. I wish we’d nev­er seen him.”

			“He is an en­chanter of might?”

			“Oh yes—of might and main. Rather!”

			“And thou deemest that it is the spells of the en­chanter whom thou hast angered that have lent strength to the be­sieging party,” said the gal­lant lead­er; “but know thou that Wul­fric de Tal­bot needs no en­chanter’s aid to lead his fol­low­ers to vic­tory.”

			“No, I’m sure you don’t,” said Robert, with hasty cour­tesy; “of course not—you wouldn’t, you know. But, all the same, it’s partly his fault, but we’re most to blame. You couldn’t have done any­thing if it hadn’t been for us.”

			“How now, bold boy?” asked Sir Wul­fric haught­ily. “Thy speech is dark, and eke scarce cour­teous. Un­ravel me this riddle!”

			“Oh,” said Robert des­per­ately, “of course you don’t know it, but you’re not real at all. You’re only here be­cause the oth­ers must have been idi­ots enough to wish for a castle—and when the sun sets you’ll just van­ish away, and it’ll be all right.”

			The cap­tain and the men-at-arms ex­changed glances, at first pity­ing, and then stern­er, as the longest-booted man said, “Be­ware, noble my lord; the urchin doth but feign mad­ness to es­cape from our clutches. Shall we not bind him?”

			“I’m no more mad than you are,” said Robert an­grily, “per­haps not so much—only, I was an idi­ot to think you’d un­der­stand any­thing. Let me go—I haven’t done any­thing to you.”

			“Whith­er?” asked the knight, who seemed to have be­lieved all the en­chanter story till it came to his own share in it. “Whith­er wouldst thou wend?”

			“Home, of course.” Robert poin­ted to the castle.

			“To carry news of suc­cour? Nay!”

			“All right then,” said Robert, struck by a sud­den idea; “then let me go some­where else.” His mind sought eagerly among his memor­ies of the his­tor­ic­al ro­mance.

			“Sir Wul­fric de Tal­bot,” he said slowly, “should think foul scorn to—to keep a chap—I mean one who has done him no hurt—when he wants to cut off quietly—I mean to de­part without vi­ol­ence.”

			“This to my face! Be­shrew thee for a knave!” replied Sir Wul­fric. But the ap­peal seemed to have gone home. “Yet thou say­est sooth,” he ad­ded thought­fully. “Go where thou wilt,” he ad­ded nobly, “thou art free. Wul­fric de Tal­bot war­reth not with babes, and Jakin here shall bear thee com­pany.”

			“All right,” said Robert wildly. “Jakin will en­joy him­self, I think. Come on, Jakin. Sir Wul­fric, I sa­lute thee.”

			He sa­luted after the mod­ern mil­it­ary man­ner, and set off run­ning to the sand­pit, Jakin’s long boots keep­ing up eas­ily.

			He found the Fairy. He dug it up, he woke it up, he im­plored it to give him one more wish.

			“I’ve done two today already,” it grumbled, “and one was as stiff a bit of work as ever I did.”

			“Oh, do, do, do, do, do!” said Robert, while Jakin looked on with an ex­pres­sion of open-mouthed hor­ror at the strange beast that talked, and gazed with its snail’s eyes at him.

			“Well, what is it?” snapped the Psam­mead, with cross sleep­i­ness.

			“I wish I was with the oth­ers,” said Robert. And the Psam­mead began to swell. Robert nev­er thought of wish­ing the castle and the siege away. Of course he knew they had all come out of a wish, but swords and dag­gers and pikes and lances seemed much too real to be wished away. Robert lost con­scious­ness for an in­stant. When he opened his eyes the oth­ers were crowding round him.

			“We nev­er heard you come in,” they said. “How aw­fully jolly of you to wish it to give us our wish!”

			“Of course we un­der­stood that was what you’d done.”

			“But you ought to have told us. Sup­pose we’d wished some­thing silly.”

			“Silly?” said Robert, very crossly in­deed. “How much sil­li­er could you have been, I’d like to know? You nearly settled me—I can tell you.”

			Then he told his story, and the oth­ers ad­mit­ted that it cer­tainly had been rough on him. But they praised his cour­age and clev­erness so much that he presently got back his lost tem­per, and felt braver than ever, and con­sen­ted to be cap­tain of the be­sieged force.

			“We haven’t done any­thing yet,” said Anthea com­fort­ably; “we waited for you. We’re go­ing to shoot at them through these little loop­holes with the bow and ar­rows uncle gave you, and you shall have first shot.”

			“I don’t think I would,” said Robert cau­tiously; “you don’t know what they’re like near to. They’ve got real bows and ar­rows—an aw­ful length—and swords and pikes and dag­gers, and all sorts of sharp things. They’re all quite, quite real. It’s not just a—a pic­ture, or a vis­ion, or any­thing; they can hurt us—or kill us even, I shouldn’t won­der. I can feel my ear all sore still. Look here—have you ex­plored the castle? Be­cause I think we’d bet­ter let them alone as long as they let us alone. I heard that Jakin man say they wer­en’t go­ing to at­tack till just be­fore sun­down. We can be get­ting ready for the at­tack. Are there any sol­diers in the castle to de­fend it?”

			“We don’t know,” said Cyril. “You see, dir­ectly I’d wished we were in a be­sieged castle, everything seemed to go up­side down, and when it came straight we looked out of the win­dow, and saw the camp and things and you—and of course we kept on look­ing at everything. Isn’t this room jolly? It’s as real as real!”

			It was. It was square, with stone walls four feet thick, and great beams for ceil­ing. A low door at the corner led to a flight of steps, up and down. The chil­dren went down; they found them­selves in a great arched gate­house—the enorm­ous doors were shut and barred. There was a win­dow in a little room at the bot­tom of the round tur­ret up which the stair wound, rather lar­ger than the oth­er win­dows, and look­ing through it they saw that the draw­bridge was up and the port­cullis down; the moat looked very wide and deep. Op­pos­ite the great door that led to the moat was an­oth­er great door, with a little door in it. The chil­dren went through this, and found them­selves in a big paved court­yard, with the great grey walls of the castle rising dark and heavy on all four sides.

			Near the middle of the court­yard stood Martha, mov­ing her right hand back­wards and for­wards in the air. The cook was stoop­ing down and mov­ing her hands, also in a very curi­ous way. But the oddest and at the same time most ter­rible thing was the Lamb, who was sit­ting on noth­ing, about three feet from the ground, laugh­ing hap­pily.

			The chil­dren ran to­wards him. Just as Anthea was reach­ing out her arms to take him, Martha said crossly, “Let him alone—do, miss, when he is good.”

			“But what’s he do­ing?” said Anthea.

			“Do­ing? Why, a-set­ting in his high chair as good as gold, a pre­cious, watch­ing me do­ing of the iron­ing. Get along with you, do—my iron’s cold again.”

			She went to­wards the cook, and seemed to poke an in­vis­ible fire with an un­seen poker—the cook seemed to be put­ting an un­seen dish in­to an in­vis­ible oven.

			“Run along with you, do,” she said; “I’m be­hind­hand as it is. You won’t get no din­ner if you come a-hinder­ing of me like this. Come, off you goes, or I’ll pin a dish­cloth to some of your tails.”

			“You’re sure the Lamb’s all right?” asked Jane anxiously.

			“Right as nine­pence, if you don’t come un­set­tling of him. I thought you’d like to be rid of him for today; but take him, if you want him, for gra­cious’ sake.”

			“No, no,” they said, and hastened away. They would have to de­fend the castle presently, and the Lamb was safer even sus­pen­ded in mid air in an in­vis­ible kit­chen than in the guard­room of a be­sieged castle. They went through the first door­way they came to, and sat down help­lessly on a wooden bench that ran along the room in­side.

			“How aw­ful!” said Anthea and Jane to­geth­er; and Jane ad­ded, “I feel as if I was in a mad asylum.”

			“What does it mean?” Anthea said. “It’s creepy; I don’t like it. I wish we’d wished for some­thing plain—a rock­ing-horse, or a don­key, or some­thing.”

			“It’s no use wish­ing now,” said Robert bit­terly; and Cyril said—

			“Do dry up a sec; I want to think.”

			He bur­ied his face in his hands, and the oth­ers looked about them. They were in a long room with an arched roof. There were wooden tables along it, and one across at the end of the room, on a sort of raised plat­form. The room was very dim and dark. The floor was strewn with dry things like sticks, and they did not smell nice.

			Cyril sat up sud­denly and said—

			“Look here—it’s all right. I think it’s like this. You know, we wished that the ser­vants shouldn’t no­tice any dif­fer­ence when we got wishes. And noth­ing hap­pens to the Lamb un­less we spe­cially wish it to. So of course they don’t no­tice the castle or any­thing. But then the castle is on the same place where our house was—is, I mean—and the ser­vants have to go on be­ing in the house, or else they would no­tice. But you can’t have a castle mixed up with our house—and so we can’t see the house, be­cause we see the castle; and they can’t see the castle, be­cause they go on see­ing the house; and so—”

			“Oh, don’t!” said Jane; “you make my head go all swimmy, like be­ing on a round­about. It doesn’t mat­ter! Only, I hope we shall be able to see our din­ner, that’s all—be­cause if it’s in­vis­ible it’ll be un­feelable as well, and then we can’t eat it! I know it will, be­cause I tried to feel if I could feel the Lamb’s chair, and there was noth­ing un­der him at all but air. And we can’t eat air, and I feel just as if I hadn’t had any break­fast for years and years.”

			“It’s no use think­ing about it,” said Anthea. “Let’s go on ex­plor­ing. Per­haps we might find some­thing to eat.”

			This lighted hope in every breast, and they went on ex­plor­ing the castle. But though it was the most per­fect and de­light­ful castle you can pos­sibly ima­gine, and fur­nished in the most com­plete and beau­ti­ful man­ner, neither food nor men-at-arms were to be found in it.

			“If you’d only thought of wish­ing to be be­sieged in a castle thor­oughly gar­risoned and pro­vi­sioned!” said Jane re­proach­fully.

			“You can’t think of everything, you know,” said Anthea. “I should think it must be nearly din­ner­time by now.”

			It wasn’t; but they hung about watch­ing the strange move­ments of the ser­vants in the middle of the court­yard, be­cause, of course, they couldn’t be sure where the din­ing-room of the in­vis­ible house was. Presently they saw Martha car­ry­ing an in­vis­ible tray across the court­yard, for it seemed that, by the most for­tu­nate ac­ci­dent, the din­ing-room of the house and the ban­quet­ing-hall of the castle were in the same place. But oh, how their hearts sank when they per­ceived that the tray was in­vis­ible!

			They waited in wretched si­lence while Martha went through the form of carving an un­seen leg of mut­ton and serving in­vis­ible greens and pota­toes with a spoon that no one could see. When she had left the room, the chil­dren looked at the empty table, and then at each oth­er.

			“This is worse than any­thing,” said Robert, who had not till now been par­tic­u­larly keen on his din­ner.

			“I’m not so very hungry,” said Anthea, try­ing to make the best of things, as usu­al.

			Cyril tightened his belt os­ten­ta­tiously. Jane burst in­to tears.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				A Siege and Bed

			
			The chil­dren were sit­ting in the gloomy ban­quet­ing-hall, at the end of one of the long bare wooden tables. There was now no hope. Martha had brought in the din­ner, and the din­ner was in­vis­ible, and un­feelable too; for, when they rubbed their hands along the table, they knew but too well that for them there was noth­ing there but table.

			Sud­denly Cyril felt in his pock­et.

			“Right, oh!” he cried. “Look here! Bis­cuits.”

			Rather broken and crumbled, cer­tainly, but still bis­cuits. Three whole ones, and a gen­er­ous hand­ful of crumbs and frag­ments.

			“I got them this morn­ing—cook—and I’d quite for­got­ten,” he ex­plained as he di­vided them with scru­pu­lous fair­ness in­to four heaps.

			They were eaten in a happy si­lence, though they tasted a little oddly, be­cause they had been in Cyril’s pock­et all the morn­ing with a hank of tarred twine, some green fir-cones, and a ball of cob­bler’s wax.

			“Yes, but look here, Squir­rel,” said Robert; “you’re so clev­er at ex­plain­ing about in­vis­ible­ness and all that. How is it the bis­cuits are here, and all the bread and meat and things have dis­ap­peared?”

			“I don’t know,” said Cyril after a pause, “un­less it’s be­cause we had them. Noth­ing about us has changed. Everything’s in my pock­et all right.”

			“Then if we had the mut­ton it would be real,” said Robert. “Oh, don’t I wish we could find it!”

			“But we can’t find it. I sup­pose it isn’t ours till we’ve got it in our mouths.”

			“Or in our pock­ets,” said Jane, think­ing of the bis­cuits.

			“Who puts mut­ton in their pock­ets, goose-girl?” said Cyril. “But I know—at any rate, I’ll try it!”

			He leaned over the table with his face about an inch from it, and kept open­ing and shut­ting his mouth as if he were tak­ing bites out of air.

			“It’s no good,” said Robert in deep de­jec­tion. “You’ll only—Hullo!”

			Cyril stood up with a grin of tri­umph, hold­ing a square piece of bread in his mouth. It was quite real. Every­one saw it. It is true that, dir­ectly he bit a piece off, the rest van­ished; but it was all right, be­cause he knew he had it in his hand though he could neither see nor feel it. He took an­oth­er bite from the air between his fin­gers, and it turned in­to bread as he bit. The next mo­ment all the oth­ers were fol­low­ing his ex­ample, and open­ing and shut­ting their mouths an inch or so from the bare-look­ing table. Robert cap­tured a slice of mut­ton, and—but I think I will draw a veil over the rest of this pain­ful scene. It is enough to say that they all had enough mut­ton, and that when Martha came to change the plates she said she had nev­er seen such a mess in all her born days.

			The pud­ding was, for­tu­nately, a plain su­et roly-poly, and in an­swer to Martha’s ques­tions the chil­dren all with one ac­cord said that they would not have treacle on it—nor jam, nor sug­ar—“Just plain, please,” they said. Martha said, “Well, I nev­er—what next, I won­der!” and went away.

			Then en­sued an­oth­er scene on which I will not dwell, for nobody looks nice pick­ing up slices of su­et pud­ding from the table in its mouth, like a dog.

			The great thing, after all, was that they had had din­ner; and now every­one felt more cour­age to pre­pare for the at­tack that was to be de­livered be­fore sun­set. Robert, as cap­tain, in­sisted on climb­ing to the top of one of the towers to re­con­noitre, so up they all went. And now they could see all round the castle, and could see, too, that bey­ond the moat, on every side, the tents of the be­sieging party were pitched. Rather un­com­fort­able shivers ran down the chil­dren’s backs as they saw that all the men were very busy clean­ing or sharpen­ing their arms, re-string­ing their bows, and pol­ish­ing their shields. A large party came along the road, with horses drag­ging along the great trunk of a tree; and Cyril felt quite pale, be­cause he knew this was for a bat­ter­ing-ram.

			“What a good thing we’ve got a moat,” he said; “and what a good thing the draw­bridge is up—I should nev­er have known how to work it.”

			“Of course it would be up in a be­sieged castle.”

			“You’d think there ought to have been sol­diers in it, wouldn’t you?” said Robert.

			“You see you don’t know how long it’s been be­sieged,” said Cyril darkly; “per­haps most of the brave de­fend­ers were killed quite early in the siege and all the pro­vi­sions eaten, and now there are only a few in­trep­id sur­viv­ors—that’s us, and we are go­ing to de­fend it to the death.”

			“How do you be­gin—de­fend­ing to the death, I mean?” asked Anthea.

			“We ought to be heav­ily armed—and then shoot at them when they ad­vance to the at­tack.”

			“They used to pour boil­ing lead down on be­siegers when they got too close,” said Anthea. “Fath­er showed me the holes on pur­pose for pour­ing it down through at Bod­iam Castle. And there are holes like it in the gate-tower here.”

			“I think I’m glad it’s only a game; it is only a game, isn’t it?” said Jane.

			But no one answered.

			The chil­dren found plenty of strange weapons in the castle, and if they were armed at all it was soon plain that they would be, as Cyril said, “armed heav­ily”—for these swords and lances and cross­bows were far too weighty even for Cyril’s manly strength; and as for the long­bows, none of the chil­dren could even be­gin to bend them. The dag­gers were bet­ter; but Jane hoped that the be­siegers would not come close enough for dag­gers to be of any use.

			“Nev­er mind, we can hurl them like javelins,” said Cyril, “or drop them on people’s heads. I say—there are lots of stones on the oth­er side of the court­yard. If we took some of those up? Just to drop on their heads if they were to try swim­ming the moat.”

			So a heap of stones grew apace, up in the room above the gate; and an­oth­er heap, a shiny spiky dan­ger­ous-look­ing heap, of dag­gers and knives.

			As Anthea was cross­ing the court­yard for more stones, a sud­den and valu­able idea came to her.

			She went to Martha and said, “May we have just bis­cuits for tea? We’re go­ing to play at be­sieged castles, and we’d like the bis­cuits to pro­vi­sion the gar­ris­on. Put mine in my pock­et, please, my hands are so dirty. And I’ll tell the oth­ers to fetch theirs.”

			This was in­deed a happy thought, for now with four gen­er­ous hand­fuls of air, which turned to bis­cuit as Martha crammed it in­to their pock­ets, the gar­ris­on was well pro­vi­sioned till sun­down.

			They brought up some iron pots of cold wa­ter to pour on the be­siegers in­stead of hot lead, with which the castle did not seem to be provided.

			The af­ter­noon passed with won­der­ful quick­ness. It was very ex­cit­ing; but none of them, ex­cept Robert, could feel all the time that this was real deadly dan­ger­ous work. To the oth­ers, who had only seen the camp and the be­siegers from a dis­tance, the whole thing seemed half a game of make-be­lieve, and half a splen­didly dis­tinct and per­fectly safe dream. But it was only now and then that Robert could feel this.

			When it seemed to be teatime the bis­cuits were eaten, with wa­ter from the deep well in the court­yard, drunk out of horns. Cyril in­sisted on put­ting by eight of the bis­cuits, in case any­one should feel faint in stress of battle.

			Just as he was put­ting away the re­serve bis­cuits in a sort of little stone cup­board without a door, a sud­den sound made him drop three. It was the loud fierce cry of a trum­pet.

			“You see it is real,” said Robert, “and they are go­ing to at­tack.”

			All rushed to the nar­row win­dows.

			“Yes,” said Robert, “they’re all com­ing out of their tents and mov­ing about like ants. There’s that Jakin dan­cing about where the bridge joins on. I wish he could see me put my tongue out at him! Yah!”

			The oth­ers were far too pale to wish to put their tongues out at any­body. They looked at Robert with sur­prised re­spect. Anthea said—

			“You really are brave, Robert.”

			“Rot!” Cyril’s pal­lor turned to red­ness now, all in a minute. “He’s been get­ting ready to be brave all the af­ter­noon. And I wasn’t ready, that’s all. I shall be braver than he is in half a jiffy.”

			“Oh dear!” said Jane, “what does it mat­ter which of you is the bravest? I think Cyril was a per­fect silly to wish for a castle, and I don’t want to play.”

			“It isn’t”—Robert was be­gin­ning sternly, but Anthea in­ter­rup­ted—

			“Oh yes, you do,” she said coax­ingly; “it’s a very nice game, really, be­cause they can’t pos­sibly get in, and if they do the wo­men and chil­dren are al­ways spared by civ­il­ized armies.”

			“But are you quite, quite sure they are civ­il­ized?” asked Jane, pant­ing. “They seem to be such a long time ago.”

			“Of course they are.” Anthea poin­ted cheer­fully through the nar­row win­dow. “Why, look at the little flags on their lances, how bright they are—and how fine the lead­er is! Look, that’s him—isn’t it, Robert?—on the grey horse.”

			Jane con­sen­ted to look, and the scene was al­most too pretty to be alarm­ing. The green turf, the white tents, the flash of pennoned lances, the gleam of ar­mour, and the bright col­ours of scarf and tu­nic—it was just like a splen­did col­oured pic­ture. The trum­pets were sound­ing, and when the trum­pets stopped for breath the chil­dren could hear the cling-clang of ar­mour and the mur­mur of voices.

			A trum­peter came for­ward to the edge of the moat, which now seemed very much nar­row­er than at first, and blew the longest and loudest blast they had yet heard. When the blar­ing noise had died away, a man who was with the trum­peter shouted—

			“What ho, with­in there!” and his voice came plainly to the gar­ris­on in the gate­house.

			“Hullo there!” Robert bel­lowed back at once.

			“In the name of our Lord the King, and of our good lord and trusty lead­er Sir Wul­fric de Tal­bot, we sum­mon this castle to sur­render—on pain of fire and sword and no quarter. Do ye sur­render?”

			“No,” bawled Robert, “of course we don’t! Nev­er, Nev­er, Nev­er!”

			The man answered back—

			“Then your fate be on your own heads.”

			“Cheer,” said Robert in a fierce whis­per. “Cheer to show them we aren’t afraid, and rattle the dag­gers to make more noise. One, two, three! Hip, hip, hoo­ray! Again—Hip, hip, hoo­ray! One more—Hip, hip, hoo­ray!” The cheers were rather high and weak, but the rattle of the dag­gers lent them strength and depth.

			There was an­oth­er shout from the camp across the moat—and then the be­lea­guered fort­ress felt that the at­tack had in­deed be­gun.

			It was get­ting rather dark in the room above the great gate, and Jane took a very little cour­age as she re­membered that sun­set couldn’t be far off now.

			“The moat is dread­fully thin,” said Anthea.

			“But they can’t get in­to the castle even if they do swim over,” said Robert. And as he spoke he heard feet on the stair out­side—heavy feet and the clank of steel. No one breathed for a mo­ment. The steel and the feet went on up the tur­ret stairs. Then Robert sprang softly to the door. He pulled off his shoes.

			“Wait here,” he whispered, and stole quickly and softly after the boots and the spur-clank. He peeped in­to the up­per room. The man was there—and it was Jakin, all drip­ping with moat-wa­ter, and he was fid­dling about with the ma­chinery which Robert felt sure worked the draw­bridge. Robert banged the door sud­denly, and turned the great key in the lock, just as Jakin sprang to the in­side of the door. Then he tore down­stairs and in­to the little tur­ret at the foot of the tower where the biggest win­dow was.

			“We ought to have de­fen­ded this!” he cried to the oth­ers as they fol­lowed him. He was just in time. An­oth­er man had swum over, and his fin­gers were on the win­dow-ledge. Robert nev­er knew how the man had man­aged to climb up out of the wa­ter. But he saw the cling­ing fin­gers, and hit them as hard as he could with an iron bar that he caught up from the floor. The man fell with a plop-plash in­to the moat-wa­ter. In an­oth­er mo­ment Robert was out­side the little room, had banged its door and was shoot­ing home the enorm­ous bolts, and call­ing to Cyril to lend a hand.

			Then they stood in the arched gate­house, breath­ing hard and look­ing at each oth­er.

			Jane’s mouth was open.

			“Cheer up, Jenny,” said Robert—“it won’t last much longer.”

			There was a creak­ing above, and some­thing rattled and shook. The pave­ment they stood on seemed to tremble. Then a crash told them that the draw­bridge had been lowered to its place.

			“That’s that beast Jakin,” said Robert. “There’s still the port­cullis; I’m al­most cer­tain that’s worked from lower down.”

			And now the draw­bridge rang and echoed hol­lowly to the hoofs of horses and the tramp of armed men.

			“Up—quick!” cried Robert—“let’s drop things on them.”

			Even the girls were feel­ing al­most brave now. They fol­lowed Robert quickly, and un­der his dir­ec­tions began to drop stones out through the long nar­row win­dows. There was a con­fused noise be­low, and some groans.

			“Oh dear!” said Anthea, put­ting down the stone she was just go­ing to drop out, “I’m afraid we’ve hurt some­body!”

			Robert caught up the stone in a fury.

			“I should just hope we had!” he said; “I’d give some­thing for a jolly good boil­ing kettle of lead. Sur­render, in­deed!”

			And now came more tramp­ing, and a pause, and then the thun­der­ing thump of the bat­ter­ing-ram. And the little room was al­most quite dark.

			“We’ve held it,” cried Robert, “we won’t sur­render! The sun must set in a minute. Here—they’re all jaw­ing un­der­neath again. Pity there’s no time to get more stones! Here, pour that wa­ter down on them. It’s no good, of course, but they’ll hate it.”

			“Oh dear!” said Jane, “don’t you think we’d bet­ter sur­render?”

			“Nev­er!” said Robert; “we’ll have a par­ley if you like, but we’ll nev­er sur­render. Oh, I’ll be a sol­dier when I grow up—you just see if I don’t. I won’t go in­to the Civil Ser­vice, whatever any­one says.”

			“Let’s wave a handker­chief and ask for a par­ley,” Jane pleaded. “I don’t be­lieve the sun’s go­ing to set to­night at all.”

			“Give them the wa­ter first—the brutes!” said the bloodthirsty Robert. So Anthea tilted the pot over the nearest lead-hole, and poured. They heard a splash be­low, but no one be­low seemed to have felt it. And again the ram battered the great door. Anthea paused.

			“How idi­ot­ic,” said Robert, ly­ing flat on the floor and put­ting one eye to the lead hole. “Of course the holes go straight down in­to the gate­house—that’s for when the en­emy has got past the door and the port­cullis, and al­most all is lost. Here, hand me the pot.” He crawled on to the three-cornered win­dow-ledge in the middle of the wall, and, tak­ing the pot from Anthea, poured the wa­ter out through the ar­row-slit.

			And as he began to pour, the noise of the bat­ter­ing-ram and the tramp­ling of the foe and the shouts of “Sur­render!” and “De Tal­bot forever!” all sud­denly stopped and went out like the snuff of a candle; the little dark room seemed to whirl round and turn topsy-turvy, and when the chil­dren came to them­selves there they were, safe and sound, in the big front bed­room of their own house—the house with the or­na­ment­al night­mare iron-top to the roof.

			They all crowded to the win­dow and looked out. The moat and the tents and the be­sieging force were all gone—and there was the garden with its tangle of dah­lias and marigolds and as­ters and late roses, and the spiky iron rail­ings and the quiet white road.

			Every­one drew a deep breath.

			“And that’s all right!” said Robert. “I told you so! And, I say, we didn’t sur­render, did we?”

			“Aren’t you glad now I wished for a castle?” asked Cyril.

			“I think I am now,” said Anthea slowly. “But I wouldn’t wish for it again, I think, Squir­rel dear!”

			“Oh, it was simply splen­did!” said Jane un­ex­pec­tedly. “I wasn’t frightened a bit.”

			“Oh, I say!” Cyril was be­gin­ning, but Anthea stopped him.

			“Look here,” she said, “it’s just come in­to my head. This is the very first thing we’ve wished for that hasn’t got us in­to a row. And there hasn’t been the least little scrap of a row about this. Nobody’s ra­ging down­stairs, we’re safe and sound, we’ve had an aw­fully jolly day—at least, not jolly ex­actly, but you know what I mean. And we know now how brave Robert is—and Cyril too, of course,” she ad­ded hast­ily, “and Jane as well. And we haven’t got in­to a row with a single grownup.”

			The door was opened sud­denly and fiercely.

			“You ought to be ashamed of yourselves,” said the voice of Martha, and they could tell by her voice that she was very angry in­deed. “I thought you couldn’t last through the day without get­ting up to some dog­gery! A per­son can’t take a breath of air on the front door­step but you must be empty­ing the wash-hand jug on to their heads! Off you go to bed, the lot of you, and try to get up bet­ter chil­dren in the morn­ing. Now then—don’t let me have to tell you twice. If I find any of you not in bed in ten minutes I’ll let you know it, that’s all! A new cap, and everything!”

			She flounced out amid a dis­reg­arded chor­us of re­grets and apo­lo­gies. The chil­dren were very sorry, but really it was not their faults. You can’t help it if you are pour­ing wa­ter on a be­sieging foe, and your castle sud­denly changes in­to your house—and everything changes with it ex­cept the wa­ter, and that hap­pens to fall on some­body else’s clean cap.

			“I don’t know why the wa­ter didn’t change in­to noth­ing, though,” said Cyril.

			“Why should it?” asked Robert. “Wa­ter’s wa­ter all the world over.”

			“I ex­pect the castle well was the same as ours in the stable-yard,” said Jane. And that was really the case.

			“I thought we couldn’t get through a wish-day without a row,” said Cyril; “it was much too good to be true. Come on, Bobs, my mil­it­ary hero. If we lick in­to bed sharp she won’t be so fru­mi­ous, and per­haps she’ll bring us up some sup­per. I’m jolly hungry! Good night, kids.”

			“Good night. I hope the castle won’t come creep­ing back in the night,” said Jane.

			“Of course it won’t,” said Anthea briskly, “but Martha will—not in the night, but in a minute. Here, turn round, I’ll get that knot out of your pin­a­fore strings.”

			“Wouldn’t it have been de­grad­ing for Sir Wul­fric de Tal­bot,” said Jane dream­ily, “if he could have known that half the be­sieged gar­ris­on wore pin­a­fores?”

			“And the oth­er half knick­er­bock­ers. Yes—fright­fully. Do stand still—you’re only tight­en­ing the knot,” said Anthea.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Big­ger Than the Baker’s Boy

			
			“Look here,” said Cyril. “I’ve got an idea.”

			“Does it hurt much?” said Robert sym­path­et­ic­ally.

			“Don’t be a jack­ape! I’m not hum­bug­ging.”

			“Shut up, Bobs!” said Anthea.

			“Si­lence for the Squir­rel’s ora­tion,” said Robert.

			Cyril bal­anced him­self on the edge of the wa­ter-butt in the back­yard, where they all happened to be, and spoke.

			“Friends, Ro­mans, coun­try­men—and wo­men—we found a Sammy­add. We have had wishes. We’ve had wings, and be­ing beau­ti­ful as the day—ugh!—that was pretty jolly beastly if you like—and wealth and castles, and that rot­ten gipsy busi­ness with the Lamb. But we’re no for­rader. We haven’t really got any­thing worth hav­ing for our wishes.”

			“We’ve had things hap­pen­ing,” said Robert; “that’s al­ways some­thing.”

			“It’s not enough, un­less they’re the right things,” said Cyril firmly. “Now I’ve been think­ing—”

			“Not really?” whispered Robert.

			“In the si­lent what’s-its-names of the night. It’s like sud­denly be­ing asked some­thing out of his­tory—the date of the Con­quest or some­thing; you know it all right all the time, but when you’re asked it all goes out of your head. Ladies and gen­tle­men, you know jolly well that when we’re all rot­ting about in the usu­al way heaps of things keep crop­ping up, and then real earn­est wishes come in­to the heads of the be­hold­er—”

			“Hear, hear!” said Robert.

			“—of the be­hold­er, how­ever stu­pid he is,” Cyril went on. “Why, even Robert might hap­pen to think of a really use­ful wish if he didn’t in­jure his poor little brains try­ing so hard to think.—Shut up, Bobs, I tell you!—You’ll have the whole show over.”

			A struggle on the edge of a wa­ter-butt is ex­cit­ing, but damp. When it was over, and the boys were par­tially dried, Anthea said—

			“It really was you began it, Bobs. Now hon­our is sat­is­fied, do let Squir­rel go on. We’re wast­ing the whole morn­ing.”

			“Well then,” said Cyril, still wringing the wa­ter out of the tails of his jack­et, “I’ll call it pax if Bobs will.”

			“Pax then,” said Robert sulkily. “But I’ve got a lump as big as a crick­et ball over my eye.”

			Anthea pa­tiently offered a dust-col­oured handker­chief, and Robert bathed his wounds in si­lence. “Now, Squir­rel,” she said.

			“Well then—let’s just play ban­dits, or forts, or sol­diers, or any of the old games. We’re dead sure to think of some­thing if we try not to. You al­ways do.”

			The oth­ers con­sen­ted. Ban­dits was hast­ily chosen for the game. “It’s as good as any­thing else,” said Jane gloomily. It must be owned that Robert was at first but a half­hearted ban­dit, but when Anthea had bor­rowed from Martha the red-spot­ted handker­chief in which the keep­er had brought her mush­rooms that morn­ing, and had tied up Robert’s head with it so that he could be the wounded hero who had saved the ban­dit cap­tain’s life the day be­fore, he cheered up won­der­fully. All were soon armed. Bows and ar­rows slung on the back look well; and um­brel­las and crick­et stumps stuck through the belt give a fine im­pres­sion of the wear­er’s be­ing armed to the teeth. The white cot­ton hats that men wear in the coun­try nowadays have a very brig­andish ef­fect when a few tur­key’s feath­ers are stuck in them. The Lamb’s mail-cart was covered with a red-and-blue checked table­cloth, and made an ad­mir­able bag­gage-wag­on. The Lamb asleep in­side it was not at all in the way. So the ban­ditti set out along the road that led to the sand­pit.

			“We ought to be near the Sammy­add,” said Cyril, “in case we think of any­thing sud­denly.”

			It is all very well to make up your minds to play ban­dits—or chess, or ping-pong, or any oth­er agree­able game—but it is not easy to do it with spir­it when all the won­der­ful wishes you can think of, or can’t think of, are wait­ing for you round the corner. The game was drag­ging a little, and some of the ban­dits were be­gin­ning to feel that the oth­ers were dis­agree­able things, and were say­ing so can­didly, when the baker’s boy came along the road with loaves in a bas­ket. The op­por­tun­ity was not one to be lost.

			“Stand and de­liv­er!” cried Cyril.

			“Your money or your life!” said Robert.

			And they stood on each side of the baker’s boy. Un­for­tu­nately, he did not seem to enter in­to the spir­it of the thing at all. He was a baker’s boy of an un­usu­ally large size. He merely said—

			“Chuck it now, d’ye hear!” and pushed the ban­dits aside most dis­respect­fully.

			Then Robert las­soed him with Jane’s skip­ping-rope, and in­stead of go­ing round his shoulders, as Robert in­ten­ded, it went round his feet and tripped him up. The bas­ket was up­set, the beau­ti­ful new loaves went bump­ing and boun­cing all over the dusty chalky road. The girls ran to pick them up, and all in a mo­ment Robert and the baker’s boy were fight­ing it out, man to man, with Cyril to see fair play, and the skip­ping-rope twist­ing round their legs like an in­ter­ested snake that wished to be a peace­maker. It did not suc­ceed; in­deed the way the box­wood handles sprang up and hit the fight­ers on the shins and ankles was not at all peace­mak­ing. I know this is the second fight—or con­test—in this chapter, but I can’t help it. It was that sort of day. You know your­self there are days when rows seem to keep on hap­pen­ing, quite without your mean­ing them to. If I were a writer of tales of ad­ven­ture such as those which used to ap­pear in The Boys of Eng­land when I was young, of course I should be able to de­scribe the fight, but I can­not do it. I nev­er can see what hap­pens dur­ing a fight, even when it is only dogs. Also, if I had been one of these Boys of Eng­land writers, Robert would have got the best of it. But I am like George Wash­ing­ton—I can­not tell a lie, even about a cherry-tree, much less about a fight, and I can­not con­ceal from you that Robert was badly beaten, for the second time that day. The baker’s boy blacked his oth­er eye, and, be­ing ig­nor­ant of the first rules of fair play and gen­tle­manly be­ha­viour, he also pulled Robert’s hair, and kicked him on the knee. Robert al­ways used to say he could have licked the butcher if it hadn’t been for the girls. But I am not sure. Any­way, what happened was this, and very pain­ful it was to self-re­spect­ing boys.

			Cyril was just tear­ing off his coat so as to help his broth­er in prop­er style, when Jane threw her arms round his legs and began to cry and ask him not to go and be beaten too. That “too” was very nice for Robert, as you can ima­gine—but it was noth­ing to what he felt when Anthea rushed in between him and the baker’s boy, and caught that un­fair and de­graded fight­er round the waist, im­plor­ing him not to fight any more.

			“Oh, don’t hurt my broth­er any more!” she said in floods of tears. “He didn’t mean it—it’s only play. And I’m sure he’s very sorry.”

			You see how un­fair this was to Robert. Be­cause, if the baker’s boy had had any right and chiv­al­rous in­stincts, and had yiel­ded to Anthea’s plead­ing and ac­cep­ted her despic­able apo­logy, Robert could not, in hon­our, have done any­thing to him at any fu­ture time. But Robert’s fears, if he had any, were soon dis­pelled. Chiv­alry was a stranger to the breast of the baker’s boy. He pushed Anthea away very roughly, and he chased Robert with kicks and un­pleas­ant con­ver­sa­tion right down the road to the sand­pit, and there, with one last kick, he landed him in a heap of sand.

			“I’ll larn you, you young var­mint!” he said, and went off to pick up his loaves and go about his busi­ness. Cyril, im­peded by Jane, could do noth­ing without hurt­ing her, for she clung round his legs with the strength of des­pair. The baker’s boy went off red and damp about the face; ab­us­ive to the last, he called them a pack of silly idi­ots, and dis­ap­peared round the corner. Then Jane’s grasp loosened. Cyril turned away in si­lent dig­nity to fol­low Robert, and the girls fol­lowed him, weep­ing without re­straint.

			It was not a happy party that flung it­self down in the sand be­side the sob­bing Robert. For Robert was sob­bing—mostly with rage. Though of course I know that a really hero­ic boy is al­ways dry-eyed after a fight. But then he al­ways wins, which had not been the case with Robert.

			Cyril was angry with Jane; Robert was furi­ous with Anthea; the girls were miser­able; and not one of the four was pleased with the baker’s boy. There was, as French writers say, “a si­lence full of emo­tion.”

			Then Robert dug his toes and his hands in­to the sand and wriggled in his rage. “He’d bet­ter wait till I’m grown up—the cow­ardly brute! Beast!—I hate him! But I’ll pay him out. Just be­cause he’s big­ger than me.”

			“You began,” said Jane in­cau­tiously.

			“I know I did, silly—but I was only rot­ting—and he kicked me—look here—”

			Robert tore down a stock­ing and showed a purple bruise touched up with red.

			“I only wish I was big­ger than him, that’s all.”

			He dug his fin­gers in the sand, and sprang up, for his hand had touched some­thing furry. It was the Psam­mead, of course—“On the lookout to make sil­lies of them as usu­al,” as Cyril re­marked later. And of course the next mo­ment Robert’s wish was gran­ted, and he was big­ger than the baker’s boy. Oh, but much, much big­ger. He was big­ger than the big po­lice­man who used to be at the cross­ing at the Man­sion House years ago—the one who was so kind in help­ing old ladies over the cross­ing—and he was the biggest man I have ever seen, as well as the kind­est. No one had a foot-rule in its pock­et, so Robert could not be meas­ured—but he was taller than your fath­er would be if he stood on your moth­er’s head, which I am sure he would nev­er be un­kind enough to do. He must have been ten or el­ev­en feet high, and as broad as a boy of that height ought to be. His Nor­folk suit had for­tu­nately grown too, and now he stood up in it—with one of his enorm­ous stock­ings turned down to show the gi­gant­ic bruise on his vast leg. Im­mense tears of fury still stood on his flushed gi­ant face. He looked so sur­prised, and he was so large to be wear­ing an Eton col­lar, that the oth­ers could not help laugh­ing.

			“The Sammy­add’s done us again,” said Cyril.

			“Not us—me,” said Robert. “If you’d got any de­cent feel­ing you’d try to make it make you the same size. You’ve no idea how silly it feels,” he ad­ded thought­lessly.

			“And I don’t want to; I can jolly well see how silly it looks,” Cyril was be­gin­ning; but Anthea said—

			“Oh, don’t! I don’t know what’s the mat­ter with you boys today. Look here, Squir­rel, let’s play fair. It is hate­ful for poor old Bobs, all alone up there. Let’s ask the Sammy­add for an­oth­er wish, and, if it will, I do really think we ought to be made the same size.”

			The oth­ers agreed, but not gaily; but when they found the Psam­mead, it wouldn’t.

			“Not I,” it said crossly, rub­bing its face with its feet. “He’s a rude vi­ol­ent boy, and it’ll do him good to be the wrong size for a bit. What did he want to come dig­ging me out with his nasty wet hands for? He nearly touched me! He’s a per­fect sav­age. A boy of the Stone Age would have had more sense.”

			Robert’s hands had in­deed been wet—with tears.

			“Go away and leave me in peace, do,” the Psam­mead went on. “I can’t think why you don’t wish for some­thing sens­ible—some­thing to eat or drink, or good man­ners, or good tem­pers. Go along with you, do!”

			It al­most snarled as it shook its whiskers, and turned a sulky brown back on them. The most hope­ful felt that fur­ther par­ley was vain.

			They turned again to the co­lossal Robert.

			“What ever shall we do?” they said; and they all said it.

			“First,” said Robert grimly, “I’m go­ing to reas­on with that baker’s boy. I shall catch him at the end of the road.”

			“Don’t hit a chap lit­tler than your­self, old man,” said Cyril.

			“Do I look like hit­ting him?” said Robert scorn­fully. “Why, I should kill him. But I’ll give him some­thing to re­mem­ber. Wait till I pull up my stock­ing.” He pulled up his stock­ing, which was as large as a small bol­ster-case, and strode off. His strides were six or sev­en feet long, so that it was quite easy for him to be at the bot­tom of the hill, ready to meet the baker’s boy when he came down swinging the empty bas­ket to meet his mas­ter’s cart, which had been leav­ing bread at the cot­tages along the road.

			Robert crouched be­hind a hay­stack in the farm­yard, that is at the corner, and when he heard the boy come whist­ling along he jumped out at him and caught him by the col­lar.

			“Now,” he said, and his voice was about four times its usu­al size, just as his body was four times its, “I’m go­ing to teach you to kick boys smal­ler than you.”

			He lif­ted up the baker’s boy and set him on the top of the hay­stack, which was about six­teen feet from the ground, and then he sat down on the roof of the cow­shed and told the baker’s boy ex­actly what he thought of him. I don’t think the boy heard it all—he was in a sort of trance of ter­ror. When Robert had said everything he could think of, and some things twice over, he shook the boy and said—

			“And now get down the best way you can,” and left him.

			I don’t know how the baker’s boy got down, but I do know that he missed the cart, and got in­to the very hot­test of hot wa­ter when he turned up at last at the bake­house. I am sorry for him, but, after all, it was quite right that he should be taught that Eng­lish boys mustn’t use their feet when they fight, but their fists. Of course the wa­ter he got in­to only be­came hot­ter when he tried to tell his mas­ter about the boy he had licked and the gi­ant as high as a church, be­cause no one could pos­sibly be­lieve such a tale as that. Next day the tale was be­lieved—but that was too late to be of any use to the baker’s boy.

			When Robert re­joined the oth­ers he found them in the garden. Anthea had thought­fully asked Martha to let them have din­ner out there—be­cause the din­ing-room was rather small, and it would have been so awk­ward to have a broth­er the size of Robert in there. The Lamb, who had slept peace­fully dur­ing the whole stormy morn­ing, was now found to be sneez­ing, and Martha said he had a cold and would be bet­ter in­doors.

			“And really it’s just as well,” said Cyril, “for I don’t be­lieve he’d ever have stopped scream­ing if he’d once seen you the aw­ful size you are!”

			Robert was in­deed what a draper would call an “out­size” in boys. He found him­self able to step right over the iron gate in the front garden.

			Martha brought out the din­ner—it was cold veal and baked pota­toes, with sago pud­ding and stewed plums to fol­low.

			She of course did not no­tice that Robert was any­thing but the usu­al size, and she gave him as much meat and pota­toes as usu­al and no more. You have no idea how small your usu­al help­ing of din­ner looks when you are many times your prop­er size. Robert groaned, and asked for more bread. But Martha would not go on giv­ing more bread forever. She was in a hurry, be­cause the keep­er in­ten­ded to call on his way to Ben­en­hurst Fair, and she wished to be dressed smartly be­fore he came.

			“I wish we were go­ing to the Fair,” said Robert.

			“You can’t go any­where that size,” said Cyril.

			“Why not?” said Robert. “They have gi­ants at fairs, much big­ger ones than me.”

			“Not much, they don’t,” Cyril was be­gin­ning, when Jane screamed “Oh!” with such loud sud­den­ness that they all thumped her on the back and asked wheth­er she had swal­lowed a plum-stone.

			“No,” she said, breath­less from be­ing thumped, “it’s—it’s not a plum-stone. It’s an idea. Let’s take Robert to the Fair, and get them to give us money for show­ing him! Then we really shall get some­thing out of the old Sammy­add at last!”

			“Take me, in­deed!” said Robert in­dig­nantly. “Much more likely me take you!”

			And so it turned out. The idea ap­pealed ir­res­ist­ibly to every­one but Robert, and even he was brought round by Anthea’s sug­ges­tion that he should have a double share of any money they might make. There was a little old pony-trap in the coach-house—the kind that is called a gov­erness-cart. It seemed de­sir­able to get to the Fair as quickly as pos­sible, so Robert—who could now take enorm­ous steps and so go very fast in­deed—con­sen­ted to wheel the oth­ers in this. It was as easy to him now as wheel­ing the Lamb in the mail-cart had been in the morn­ing. The Lamb’s cold pre­ven­ted his be­ing of the party.

			It was a strange sen­sa­tion be­ing wheeled in a pony-car­riage by a gi­ant. Every­one en­joyed the jour­ney ex­cept Robert and the few people they passed on the way. These mostly went in­to what looked like some kind of stand­ing-up fits by the road­side, as Anthea said. Just out­side Ben­en­hurst, Robert hid in a barn, and the oth­ers went on to the Fair.

			There were some swings, and a hoot­ing-toot­ing blar­ing merry-go-round, and a shoot­ing-gal­lery and coconut shies. Res­ist­ing an im­pulse to win a coconut—or at least to at­tempt the en­ter­prise—Cyril went up to the wo­man who was load­ing little guns be­fore the ar­ray of glass bottles on strings against a sheet of can­vas.

			“Here you are, little gen­tle­man!” she said. “Penny a shot!”

			“No, thank you,” said Cyril, “we are here on busi­ness, not on pleas­ure. Who’s the mas­ter?”

			“The what?”

			“The mas­ter—the head—the boss of the show.”

			“Over there,” she said, point­ing to a stout man in a dirty lin­en jack­et who was sleep­ing in the sun; “but I don’t ad­vise you to wake him sud­den. His tem­per’s con­trairy, es­pe­cially these hot days. Bet­ter have a shot while you’re wait­ing.”

			“It’s rather im­port­ant,” said Cyril. “It’ll be very prof­it­able to him. I think he’ll be sorry if we take it away.”

			“Oh, if it’s money in his pock­et,” said the wo­man. “No kid now? What is it?”

			“It’s a gi­ant.”

			“You are kid­ding?”

			“Come along and see,” said Anthea.

			The wo­man looked doubt­fully at them, then she called to a ragged little girl in striped stock­ings and a dingy white pet­ti­coat that came be­low her brown frock, and leav­ing her in charge of the “shoot­ing-gal­lery” she turned to Anthea and said, “Well, hurry up! But if you are kid­ding, you’d best say so. I’m as mild as milk my­self, but my Bill he’s a fair ter­ror and—”

			Anthea led the way to the barn. “It really is a gi­ant,” she said. “He’s a gi­ant little boy—in Nor­folks like my broth­er’s there. And we didn’t bring him up to the Fair be­cause people do stare so, and they seem to go in­to kind of stand­ing-up fits when they see him. And we thought per­haps you’d like to show him and get pen­nies; and if you like to pay us some­thing, you can—only, it’ll have to be rather a lot, be­cause we prom­ised him he should have a double share of whatever we made.”

			The wo­man mur­mured some­thing in­dis­tinct, of which the chil­dren could only hear the words, “Swelp me!” “balmy,” and “crum­pet,” which con­veyed no def­in­ite idea to their minds.

			She had taken Anthea’s hand, and was hold­ing it very firmly; and Anthea could not help won­der­ing what would hap­pen if Robert should have wandered off or turned his prop­er size dur­ing the in­ter­val. But she knew that the Psam­mead’s gifts really did last till sun­set, how­ever in­con­veni­ent their last­ing might be; and she did not think, some­how, that Robert would care to go out alone while he was that size.

			When they reached the barn and Cyril called “Robert!” there was a stir among the loose hay, and Robert began to come out. His hand and arm came first—then a foot and leg. When the wo­man saw the hand she said “My!” but when she saw the foot she said “Upon my civvy!” and when, by slow and heavy de­grees, the whole of Robert’s enorm­ous bulk was at last com­pletely dis­closed, she drew a long breath and began to say many things, com­pared with which “balmy” and “crum­pet” seemed quite or­din­ary. She dropped in­to un­der­stand­able Eng­lish at last.

			“What’ll you take for him?” she said ex­citedly. “Any­thing in reas­on. We’d have a spe­cial van built—least­ways, I know where there’s a second­hand one would do up hand­some—what a baby ele­phant had, as died. What’ll you take? He’s soft, ain’t he? Them gi­ants mostly is—but I nev­er see—no, nev­er! What’ll you take? Down on the nail. We’ll treat him like a king, and give him first-rate grub and a doss fit for a bloom­in’ dook. He must be dotty or he wouldn’t need you kids to cart him about. What’ll you take for him?”

			“They won’t take any­thing,” said Robert sternly. “I’m no more soft than you are—not so much, I shouldn’t won­der. I’ll come and be a show for today if you’ll give me,”—he hes­it­ated at the enorm­ous price he was about to ask—“if you’ll give me fif­teen shil­lings.”

			“Done,” said the wo­man, so quickly that Robert felt he had been un­fair to him­self, and wished he had asked thirty. “Come on now—and see my Bill—and we’ll fix a price for the sea­son. I des­say you might get as much as two quid a week reg’lar. Come on—and make your­self as small as you can, for gra­cious’ sake!”

			This was not very small, and a crowd gathered quickly, so that it was at the head of an en­thu­si­ast­ic pro­ces­sion that Robert entered the trampled mead­ow where the Fair was held, and passed over the stub­bly yel­low dusty grass to the door of the biggest tent. He crept in, and the wo­man went to call her Bill. He was the big sleep­ing man, and he did not seem at all pleased at be­ing awakened. Cyril, watch­ing through a slit in the tent, saw him scowl and shake a heavy fist and a sleepy head. Then the wo­man went on speak­ing very fast. Cyril heard “Strewth,” and “biggest draw you ever, so help me!” and he began to share Robert’s feel­ing that fif­teen shil­lings was in­deed far too little. Bill slouched up to the tent and entered. When he be­held the mag­ni­fi­cent pro­por­tions of Robert he said but little—“Strike me pink!” were the only words the chil­dren could af­ter­wards re­mem­ber—but he pro­duced fif­teen shil­lings, mainly in six­pences and cop­pers, and handed it to Robert.

			“We’ll fix up about what you’re to draw when the show’s over to­night,” he said with hoarse hearti­ness. “Lor’ love a duck! you’ll be that happy with us you’ll nev­er want to leave us. Can you do a song now—or a bit of a break­down?”

			“Not today,” said Robert, re­ject­ing the idea of try­ing to sing “As Once in May,” a fa­vour­ite of his moth­er’s, and the only song he could think of at the mo­ment.

			“Get Levi and clear them bloom­in’ pho­tos out. Clear the tent. Stick up a cur­tain or su­think,” the man went on. “Lor’, what a pity we ain’t got no tights his size! But we’ll have ’em be­fore the week’s out. Young man, your for­tune’s made. It’s a good thing you came to me, and not to some chaps as I could tell you on. I’ve known blokes as beat their gi­ants, and starved ’em too; so I’ll tell you straight, you’re in luck this day if you nev­er was afore. ’Cos I’m a lamb, I am—and I don’t de­ceive you.”

			“I’m not afraid of any­one’s beat­ing me,” said Robert, look­ing down on the “lamb.” Robert was crouched on his knees, be­cause the tent was not big enough for him to stand up­right in, but even in that po­s­i­tion he could still look down on most people. “But I’m aw­fully hungry—I wish you’d get me some­thing to eat.”

			“Here, ’Becca,” said the hoarse Bill. “Get him some grub—the best you’ve got, mind!” An­oth­er whis­per fol­lowed, of which the chil­dren only heard, “Down in black and white—first thing to­mor­row.”

			Then the wo­man went to get the food—it was only bread and cheese when it came, but it was de­light­ful to the large and empty Robert; and the man went to post sen­tinels round the tent, to give the alarm if Robert should at­tempt to es­cape with his fif­teen shil­lings.

			“As if we wer­en’t hon­est,” said Anthea in­dig­nantly when the mean­ing of the sen­tinels dawned on her.

			Then began a very strange and won­der­ful af­ter­noon.

			Bill was a man who knew his busi­ness. In a very little while, the pho­to­graph­ic views, the spy­glasses you look at them through so that they really seem rather real, and the lights you see them by, were all packed away. A cur­tain—it was an old red-and-black car­pet really—was run across the tent. Robert was con­cealed be­hind, and Bill was stand­ing on a trestle-table out­side the tent mak­ing a speech. It was rather a good speech. It began by say­ing that the gi­ant it was his priv­ilege to in­tro­duce to the pub­lic that day was the eld­est son of the Em­per­or of San Fran­cisco, com­pelled through an un­for­tu­nate love af­fair with the Duch­ess of the Fiji Is­lands to leave his own coun­try and take refuge in Eng­land—the land of liberty—where free­dom was the right of every man, no mat­ter how big he was. It ended by the an­nounce­ment that the first twenty who came to the tent door should see the gi­ant for three­pence apiece. “After that,” said Bill, “the price is riz, and I don’t un­der­take to say what it won’t be riz to. So now’s yer time.”

			A young man squir­ing his sweet­heart on her af­ter­noon out was the first to come for­ward. For that oc­ca­sion his was the princely at­ti­tude—no ex­pense spared—money no ob­ject. His girl wished to see the gi­ant? Well, she should see the gi­ant, even though see­ing the gi­ant cost three­pence each and the oth­er en­ter­tain­ments were all penny ones.

			The flap of the tent was raised—the couple entered. Next mo­ment a wild shriek from the girl thrilled through all present. Bill slapped his leg. “That’s done the trick!” he whispered to ’Becca. It was in­deed a splen­did ad­vert­ise­ment of the charms of Robert. When the girl came out she was pale and trem­bling, and a crowd was round the tent.

			“What was it like?” asked a bailiff.

			“Oh!—hor­rid!—you wouldn’t be­lieve,” she said. “It’s as big as a barn, and that fierce. It froze the blood in my bones. I wouldn’t ha’ missed see­ing it for any­thing.”

			The fierce­ness was only caused by Robert’s try­ing not to laugh. But the de­sire to do that soon left him, and be­fore sun­set he was more in­clined to cry than to laugh, and more in­clined to sleep than either. For, by ones and twos and threes, people kept com­ing in all the af­ter­noon, and Robert had to shake hands with those who wished it, and to al­low him­self to be punched and pulled and pat­ted and thumped, so that people might make sure he was really real.

			The oth­er chil­dren sat on a bench and watched and waited, and were very bored in­deed. It seemed to them that this was the hard­est way of earn­ing money that could have been in­ven­ted. And only fif­teen shil­lings! Bill had taken four times that already, for the news of the gi­ant had spread, and trades­people in carts, and gentlepeople in car­riages, came from far and near. One gen­tle­man with an eye­glass, and a very large yel­low rose in his but­ton­hole, offered Robert, in an ob­li­ging whis­per, ten pounds a week to ap­pear at the Crys­tal Palace. Robert had to say “No.”

			“I can’t,” he said re­gret­fully. “It’s no use prom­ising what you can’t do.”

			“Ah, poor fel­low, bound for a term of years, I sup­pose! Well, here’s my card; when your time’s up come to me.”

			“I will—if I’m the same size then,” said Robert truth­fully.

			“If you grow a bit, so much the bet­ter,” said the gen­tle­man.

			When he had gone, Robert beckoned Cyril and said—

			“Tell them I must and will have an easy. And I want my tea.”

			Tea was provided, and a pa­per hast­ily pinned on the tent. It said—

			
				Closed for half an hour

				while the gi­ant gets his tea

			

			Then there was a hur­ried coun­cil.

			“How am I to get away?” said Robert. “I’ve been think­ing about it all the af­ter­noon.”

			“Why, walk out when the sun sets and you’re your right size. They can’t do any­thing to us.”

			Robert opened his eyes. “Why, they’d nearly kill us,” he said, “when they saw me get my right size. No, we must think of some oth­er way. We must be alone when the sun sets.”

			“I know,” said Cyril briskly, and he went to the door, out­side which Bill was smoking a clay pipe and talk­ing in a low voice to ’Becca. Cyril heard him say—“Good as hav­in’ a for­tune left you.”

			“Look here,” said Cyril, “you can let people come in again in a minute. He’s nearly fin­ished his tea. But he must be left alone when the sun sets. He’s very queer at that time of day, and if he’s wor­ried I won’t an­swer for the con­sequences.”

			“Why—what comes over him?” asked Bill.

			“I don’t know; it’s—it’s a sort of a change,” said Cyril can­didly. “He isn’t at all like him­self—you’d hardly know him. He’s very queer in­deed. Someone’ll get hurt if he’s not alone about sun­set.” This was true.

			“He’ll pull round for the even­ing, I s’pose?”

			“Oh yes—half an hour after sun­set he’ll be quite him­self again.”

			“Best hu­mour him,” said the wo­man.

			And so, at what Cyril judged was about half an hour be­fore sun­set, the tent was again closed “whilst the gi­ant gets his sup­per.”

			The crowd was very merry about the gi­ant’s meals and their com­ing so close to­geth­er.

			“Well, he can pick a bit,” Bill owned. “You see he has to eat hearty, be­ing the size he is.”

			In­side the tent the four chil­dren breath­lessly ar­ranged a plan of re­treat.

			“You go now,” said Cyril to the girls, “and get along home as fast as you can. Oh, nev­er mind the beastly pony-cart; we’ll get that to­mor­row. Robert and I are dressed the same. We’ll man­age some­how, like Sydney Car­ton did. Only, you girls must get out, or it’s all no go. We can run, but you can’t—whatever you may think. No, Jane, it’s no good Robert go­ing out and knock­ing people down. The po­lice would fol­low him till he turned his prop­er size, and then ar­rest him like a shot. Go you must! If you don’t, I’ll nev­er speak to you again. It was you got us in­to this mess really, hanging round people’s legs the way you did this morn­ing. Go, I tell you!”

			And Jane and Anthea went.

			“We’re go­ing home,” they said to Bill. “We’re leav­ing the gi­ant with you. Be kind to him.” And that, as Anthea said af­ter­wards, was very de­ceit­ful, but what were they to do?

			When they had gone, Cyril went to Bill.

			“Look here,” he said, “he wants some ears of corn—there’s some in the next field but one. I’ll just run and get it. Oh, and he says can’t you loop up the tent at the back a bit? He says he’s stifling for a breath of air. I’ll see no one peeps in at him. I’ll cov­er him up, and he can take a nap while I go for the corn. He will have it—there’s no hold­ing him when he gets like this.”

			The gi­ant was made com­fort­able with a heap of sacks and an old tar­paul­in. The cur­tain was looped up, and the broth­ers were left alone. They ma­tured their plan in whis­pers. Out­side, the merry-go-round blared out its com­ic tunes, scream­ing now and then to at­tract pub­lic no­tice.

			Half a minute after the sun had set, a boy in a Nor­folk suit came out past Bill.

			“I’m off for the corn,” he said, and mingled quickly with the crowd.

			At the same in­stant a boy came out of the back of the tent past ’Becca, pos­ted there as sen­tinel.

			“I’m off after the corn,” said this boy also. And he, too, moved away quietly and was lost in the crowd. The front-door boy was Cyril; the back­door was Robert—now, since sun­set, once more his prop­er size. They walked quickly through the field, and along the road, where Robert caught Cyril up. Then they ran. They were home as soon as the girls were, for it was a long way, and they ran most of it. It was in­deed a very long way, as they found when they had to go and drag the pony-trap home next morn­ing, with no enorm­ous Robert to wheel them in it as if it were a mail-cart, and they were ba­bies and he was their gi­gant­ic nurse­maid.

			

			I can­not pos­sibly tell you what Bill and ’Becca said when they found that the gi­ant had gone. For one thing, I do not know.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Grown Up

			
			Cyril had once poin­ted out that or­din­ary life is full of oc­ca­sions on which a wish would be most use­ful. And this thought filled his mind when he happened to wake early on the morn­ing after the morn­ing after Robert had wished to be big­ger than the baker’s boy, and had been it. The day that lay between these two days had been oc­cu­pied en­tirely by get­ting the gov­erness-cart home from Ben­en­hurst.

			Cyril dressed hast­ily; he did not take a bath, be­cause tin baths are so noisy, and he had no wish to rouse Robert, and he slipped off alone, as Anthea had once done, and ran through the dewy morn­ing to the sand­pit. He dug up the Psam­mead very care­fully and kindly, and began the con­ver­sa­tion by ask­ing it wheth­er it still felt any ill ef­fects from the con­tact with the tears of Robert the day be­fore yes­ter­day. The Psam­mead was in a good tem­per. It replied po­litely.

			“And now, what can I do for you?” it said. “I sup­pose you’ve come here so early to ask for some­thing for your­self—some­thing your broth­ers and sis­ters aren’t to know about, eh? Now, do be per­suaded for your own good! Ask for a good fat Mega­theri­um and have done with it.”

			“Thank you—not today, I think,” said Cyril cau­tiously. “What I really wanted to say was—you know how you’re al­ways wish­ing for things when you’re play­ing at any­thing?”

			“I sel­dom play,” said the Psam­mead coldly.

			“Well, you know what I mean,” Cyril went on im­pa­tiently. “What I want to say is: won’t you let us have our wish just when we think of it, and just where we hap­pen to be? So that we don’t have to come and dis­turb you again,” ad­ded the crafty Cyril.

			“It’ll only end in your wish­ing for some­thing you don’t really want, like you did about the castle,” said the Psam­mead, stretch­ing its brown arms and yawn­ing. “It’s al­ways the same since people left off eat­ing really whole­some things. How­ever, have it your own way. Good­bye.”

			“Good­bye,” said Cyril po­litely.

			“I’ll tell you what,” said the Psam­mead sud­denly, shoot­ing out its long snail’s eyes—“I’m get­ting tired of you—all of you. You have no more sense than so many oysters. Go along with you!”

			And Cyril went.

			“What an aw­ful long time ba­bies stay ba­bies,” said Cyril after the Lamb had taken his watch out of his pock­et while he wasn’t no­ti­cing, and with coos and clucks of naughty rap­ture had opened the case and used the whole thing as a garden spade, and when even im­mer­sion in a wash-hand basin had failed to wash the mould from the works and make the watch go again. Cyril had said sev­er­al things in the heat of the mo­ment; but now he was calmer, and had even con­sen­ted to carry the Lamb part of the way to the woods. Cyril had per­suaded the oth­ers to agree to his plan, and not to wish for any­thing more till they really did wish it. Mean­time it seemed good to go to the woods for nuts, and on the mossy grass un­der a sweet chest­nut tree the five were sit­ting. The Lamb was pulling up the moss by fat hand­fuls, and Cyril was gloomily con­tem­plat­ing the ru­ins of his watch.

			“He does grow,” said Anthea. “Doesn’t oo, pre­cious?”

			“Me grow,” said the Lamb cheer­fully—“me grow big boy, have guns an’ mouses—an’—an’—” Ima­gin­a­tion or vocab­u­lary gave out here. But any­way it was the longest speech the Lamb had ever made, and it charmed every­one, even Cyril, who tumbled the Lamb over and rolled him in the moss to the mu­sic of de­lighted squeals.

			“I sup­pose he’ll be grown up some day,” Anthea was say­ing, dream­ily look­ing up at the blue of the sky that showed between the long straight chest­nut-leaves. But at that mo­ment the Lamb, strug­gling gaily with Cyril, thrust a stoutly-shod little foot against his broth­er’s chest; there was a crack!—the in­no­cent Lamb had broken the glass of fath­er’s second-best Wa­ter­bury watch, which Cyril had bor­rowed without leave.

			“Grow up some day!” said Cyril bit­terly, plump­ing the Lamb down on the grass. “I daresay he will—when nobody wants him to. I wish to good­ness he would—”

			“Oh, take care!” cried Anthea in an agony of ap­pre­hen­sion. But it was too late—like mu­sic to a song her words and Cyril’s came out to­geth­er—

			Anthea—“Oh, take care!”

			Cyril—“Grow up now!”

			The faith­ful Psam­mead was true to its prom­ise, and there, be­fore the hor­ri­fied eyes of its broth­ers and sis­ters, the Lamb sud­denly and vi­ol­ently grew up. It was the most ter­rible mo­ment. The change was not so sud­den as the wish-changes usu­ally were. The Baby’s face changed first. It grew thin­ner and lar­ger, lines came in the fore­head, the eyes grew more deep-set and dark­er in col­our, the mouth grew longer and thin­ner; most ter­rible of all, a little dark mous­tache ap­peared on the lip of one who was still—ex­cept as to the face—a two-year-old baby in a lin­en smock and white open­work socks.

			“Oh, I wish it wouldn’t! Oh, I wish it wouldn’t! You boys might wish as well!” They all wished hard, for the sight was enough to dis­may the most heart­less. They all wished so hard, in­deed, that they felt quite giddy and al­most lost con­scious­ness; but the wish­ing was quite vain, for, when the wood ceased to whirl round, their dazzled eyes were riv­eted at once by the spec­tacle of a very prop­er-look­ing young man in flan­nels and a straw hat—a young man who wore the same little black mous­tache which just be­fore they had ac­tu­ally seen grow­ing upon the Baby’s lip. This, then, was the Lamb—grown up! Their own Lamb! It was a ter­rible mo­ment. The grown-up Lamb moved grace­fully across the moss and settled him­self against the trunk of the sweet chest­nut. He tilted the straw hat over his eyes. He was evid­ently weary. He was go­ing to sleep. The Lamb—the ori­gin­al little tire­some be­loved Lamb of­ten went to sleep at odd times and in un­ex­pec­ted places. Was this new Lamb in the grey flan­nel suit and the pale green neck­tie like the oth­er Lamb? or had his mind grown up to­geth­er with his body?

			That was the ques­tion which the oth­ers, in a hur­ried coun­cil held among the yel­low­ing brack­en a few yards from the sleep­er, de­bated eagerly.

			“Whichever it is, it’ll be just as aw­ful,” said Anthea. “If his in­side senses are grown up too, he won’t stand our look­ing after him; and if he’s still a baby in­side of him how on earth are we to get him to do any­thing? And it’ll be get­ting on for din­ner­time in a minute—”

			“And we haven’t got any nuts,” said Jane.

			“Oh, both­er nuts!” said Robert; “but din­ner’s dif­fer­ent—I didn’t have half enough din­ner yes­ter­day. Couldn’t we tie him to the tree and go home to our din­ners and come back af­ter­wards?”

			“A fat lot of din­ner we should get if we went back without the Lamb!” said Cyril in scorn­ful misery. “And it’ll be just the same if we go back with him in the state he is now. Yes, I know it’s my do­ing; don’t rub it in! I know I’m a beast, and not fit to live; you can take that for settled, and say no more about it. The ques­tion is, what are we go­ing to do?”

			“Let’s wake him up, and take him in­to Rochester or Maid­stone and get some grub at a pastry­cook’s,” said Robert hope­fully.

			“Take him?” re­peated Cyril. “Yes—do! It’s all my fault—I don’t deny that—but you’ll find you’ve got your work cut out for you if you try to take that young man any­where. The Lamb al­ways was spoilt, but now he’s grown up he’s a de­mon—simply. I can see it. Look at his mouth.”

			“Well then,” said Robert, “let’s wake him up and see what he’ll do. Per­haps he’ll take us to Maid­stone and stand Sam. He ought to have a lot of money in the pock­ets of those ex­tra-spe­cial bags. We must have din­ner, any­way.”

			They drew lots with little bits of brack­en. It fell to Jane’s lot to waken the grown-up Lamb.

			She did it gently by tick­ling his nose with a twig of wild hon­ey­suckle. He said “Both­er the flies!” twice, and then opened his eyes.

			“Hullo, kid­dies!” he said in a lan­guid tone, “still here? What’s the giddy hour? You’ll be late for your grub!”

			“I know we shall,” said Robert bit­terly.

			“Then cut along home,” said the grown-up Lamb.

			“What about your grub, though?” asked Jane.

			“Oh, how far is it to the sta­tion, do you think? I’ve a sort of no­tion that I’ll run up to town and have some lunch at the club.”

			Blank misery fell like a pall on the four oth­ers. The Lamb—alone—un­at­ten­ded—would go to town and have lunch at a club! Per­haps he would also have tea there. Per­haps sun­set would come upon him amid the dazzling lux­ury of club-land, and a help­less cross sleepy baby would find it­self alone amid un­sym­path­et­ic waiters, and would wail miser­ably for “Panty” from the depths of a club arm­chair! The pic­ture moved Anthea al­most to tears.

			“Oh no, Lamb ducky, you mustn’t do that!” she cried in­cau­tiously.

			The grown-up Lamb frowned. “My dear Anthea,” he said, “how of­ten am I to tell you that my name is Hil­ary or St. Maur or Devereux?—any of my bap­tis­mal names are free to my little broth­ers and sis­ters, but not ‘Lamb’—a rel­ic of fool­ish and far-off child­hood.”

			This was aw­ful. He was their eld­er broth­er now, was he? Well, of course he was, if he was grown up—since they wer­en’t. Thus, in whis­pers, Anthea and Robert.

			But the al­most daily ad­ven­tures res­ult­ing from the Psam­mead wishes were mak­ing the chil­dren wise bey­ond their years.

			“Dear Hil­ary,” said Anthea, and the oth­ers choked at the name, “you know fath­er didn’t wish you to go to Lon­don. He wouldn’t like us to be left alone without you to take care of us. Oh, de­ceit­ful beast that I am!” she ad­ded to her­self.

			“Look here,” said Cyril, “if you’re our eld­er broth­er, why not be­have as such and take us over to Maid­stone and give us a jolly good blo­wout, and we’ll go on the river af­ter­wards?”

			“I’m in­fin­itely ob­liged to you,” said the Lamb cour­teously, “but I should prefer solitude. Go home to your lunch—I mean your din­ner. Per­haps I may look in about teatime—or I may not be home till after you are in your beds.”

			Their beds! Speak­ing glances flashed between the wretched four. Much bed there would be for them if they went home without the Lamb.

			“We prom­ised moth­er not to lose sight of you if we took you out,” Jane said be­fore the oth­ers could stop her.

			“Look here, Jane,” said the grown-up Lamb, put­ting his hands in his pock­ets and look­ing down at her, “little girls should be seen and not heard. You kids must learn not to make yourselves a nuis­ance. Run along home now—and per­haps, if you’re good, I’ll give you each a penny to­mor­row.”

			“Look here,” said Cyril, in the best “man to man” tone at his com­mand, “where are you go­ing, old man? You might let Bobs and me come with you—even if you don’t want the girls.”

			This was really rather noble of Cyril, for he nev­er did care much about be­ing seen in pub­lic with the Lamb, who of course after sun­set would be a baby again.

			The “man to man” tone suc­ceeded.

			“I shall just run over to Maid­stone on my bike,” said the new Lamb air­ily, fin­ger­ing the little black mous­tache. “I can lunch at The Crown—and per­haps I’ll have a pull on the river; but I can’t take you all on the ma­chine—now, can I? Run along home, like good chil­dren.”

			The po­s­i­tion was des­per­ate. Robert ex­changed a des­pair­ing look with Cyril. Anthea de­tached a pin from her waist­band, a pin whose with­draw­al left a gap­ing chasm between skirt and bod­ice, and handed it furt­ively to Robert—with a grim­ace of the darkest and deep­est mean­ing. Robert slipped away to the road. There, sure enough, stood a bi­cycle—a beau­ti­ful new free­wheel. Of course Robert un­der­stood at once that if the Lamb was grown up he must have a bi­cycle. This had al­ways been one of Robert’s own reas­ons for wish­ing to be grown up. He hast­ily began to use the pin—el­ev­en punc­tures in the back tyre, sev­en in the front. He would have made the total twenty-two but for the rust­ling of the yel­low hazel-leaves, which warned him of the ap­proach of the oth­ers. He hast­ily leaned a hand on each wheel, and was re­war­ded by the “whish” of what was left of air es­cap­ing from eight­een neat pin­holes.

			“Your bike’s run down,” said Robert, won­der­ing how he could so soon have learned to de­ceive.

			“So it is,” said Cyril.

			“It’s a punc­ture,” said Anthea, stoop­ing down, and stand­ing up again with a thorn which she had got ready for the pur­pose. “Look here.”

			The grown-up Lamb (or Hil­ary, as I sup­pose one must now call him) fixed his pump and blew up the tyre. The punc­tured state of it was soon evid­ent.

			“I sup­pose there’s a cot­tage some­where near—where one could get a pail of wa­ter?” said the Lamb.

			There was; and when the num­ber of punc­tures had been made mani­fest, it was felt to be a spe­cial bless­ing that the cot­tage provided “teas for cyc­lists.” It provided an odd sort of tea-and-hammy meal for the Lamb and his broth­ers. This was paid for out of the fif­teen shil­lings which had been earned by Robert when he was a gi­ant—for the Lamb, it ap­peared, had un­for­tu­nately no money about him. This was a great dis­ap­point­ment for the oth­ers; but it is a thing that will hap­pen, even to the most grown-up of us. How­ever, Robert had enough to eat, and that was some­thing. Quietly but per­sist­ently the miser­able four took it in turns to try and per­suade the Lamb (or St. Maur) to spend the rest of the day in the woods. There was not very much of the day left by the time he had men­ded the eight­eenth punc­ture. He looked up from the com­pleted work with a sigh of re­lief, and sud­denly put his tie straight.

			“There’s a lady com­ing,” he said briskly—“for good­ness’ sake, get out of the way. Go home—hide—van­ish some­how! I can’t be seen with a pack of dirty kids.” His broth­ers and sis­ters were in­deed rather dirty, be­cause, earli­er in the day, the Lamb, in his in­fant state, had sprinkled a good deal of garden soil over them. The grown-up Lamb’s voice was so tyr­ant-like, as Jane said af­ter­wards, that they ac­tu­ally re­treated to the back garden, and left him with his little mous­tache and his flan­nel suit to meet alone the young lady, who now came up the front garden wheel­ing a bi­cycle.

			The wo­man of the house came out, and the young lady spoke to her—the Lamb raised his hat as she passed him—and the chil­dren could not hear what she said, though they were cran­ing round the corner by the pig-pail and listen­ing with all their ears. They felt it to be “per­fectly fair,” as Robert said, “with that wretched Lamb in that con­di­tion.”

			When the Lamb spoke, in a lan­guid voice heavy with po­lite­ness, they heard well enough.

			“A punc­ture?” he was say­ing. “Can I not be of any as­sist­ance? If you could al­low me—?”

			There was a stifled ex­plo­sion of laughter be­hind the pig-pail—the grown-up Lamb (oth­er­wise Devereux) turned the tail of an angry eye in its dir­ec­tion.

			“You’re very kind,” said the lady, look­ing at the Lamb. She looked rather shy, but, as the boys put it, there didn’t seem to be any non­sense about her.

			“But oh,” whispered Cyril be­hind the pig-pail, “I should have thought he’d had enough bi­cycle-mend­ing for one day—and if she only knew that really and truly he’s only a whiny-piny, silly little baby!”

			“He’s not,” Anthea mur­mured an­grily. “He’s a dear—if people only let him alone. It’s our own pre­cious Lamb still, whatever silly idi­ots may turn him in­to—isn’t he, Pussy?”

			Jane doubt­fully sup­posed so.

			Now, the Lamb—whom I must try to re­mem­ber to call St. Maur—was ex­amin­ing the lady’s bi­cycle and talk­ing to her with a very grown-up man­ner in­deed. No one could pos­sibly have sup­posed, to see and hear him, that only that very morn­ing he had been a chubby child of two years break­ing oth­er people’s Wa­ter­bury watches. Devereux (as he ought to be called for the fu­ture) took out a gold watch when he had men­ded the lady’s bi­cycle, and all the on­look­ers be­hind the pig-pail said “Oh!”—be­cause it seemed so un­fair that the Baby, who had only that morn­ing des­troyed two cheap but hon­est watches, should now, in the grownup­ness Cyril’s folly had raised him to, have a real gold watch—with a chain and seals!

			Hil­ary (as I will now term him) withered his broth­ers and sis­ters with a glance, and then said to the lady—with whom he seemed to be quite friendly—

			“If you will al­low me, I will ride with you as far as the Cross Roads; it is get­ting late, and there are tramps about.”

			No one will ever know what an­swer the young lady in­ten­ded to give to this gal­lant of­fer, for, dir­ectly Anthea heard it made, she rushed out, knock­ing against the pig-pail, which over­flowed in a tur­bid stream, and caught the Lamb (I sup­pose I ought to say Hil­ary) by the arm. The oth­ers fol­lowed, and in an in­stant the four dirty chil­dren were vis­ible, bey­ond dis­guise.

			“Don’t let him,” said Anthea to the lady, and she spoke with in­tense earn­est­ness; “he’s not fit to go with any­one!”

			“Go away, little girl!” said St. Maur (as we will now call him) in a ter­rible voice. “Go home at once!”

			“You’d much bet­ter not have any­thing to do with him,” the now reck­less Anthea went on. “He doesn’t know who he is. He’s some­thing very dif­fer­ent from what you think he is.”

			“What do you mean?” asked the lady not un­nat­ur­ally, while Devereux (as I must term the grown-up Lamb) tried vainly to push Anthea away. The oth­ers backed her up, and she stood sol­id as a rock.

			“You just let him go with you,” said Anthea, “you’ll soon see what I mean! How would you like to sud­denly see a poor little help­less baby spin­ning along down­hill be­side you with its feet up on a bi­cycle it had lost con­trol of?”

			The lady had turned rather pale.

			“Who are these very dirty chil­dren?” she asked the grown-up Lamb (some­times called St. Maur in these pages).

			“I don’t know,” he lied miser­ably.

			“Oh, Lamb! how can you?” cried Jane—“when you know per­fectly well you’re our own little baby broth­er that we’re so fond of. We’re his big broth­ers and sis­ters,” she ex­plained, turn­ing to the lady, who with trem­bling hands was now turn­ing her bi­cycle to­wards the gate, “and we’ve got to take care of him. And we must get him home be­fore sun­set, or I don’t know whatever will be­come of us. You see, he’s sort of un­der a spell—en­chanted—you know what I mean!”

			Again and again the Lamb (Devereux, I mean) had tried to stop Jane’s elo­quence, but Robert and Cyril held him, one by each leg, and no prop­er ex­plan­a­tion was pos­sible. The lady rode hast­ily away, and elec­tri­fied her re­l­at­ives at din­ner by telling them of her es­cape from a fam­ily of dan­ger­ous lun­at­ics. “The little girl’s eyes were simply those of a ma­ni­ac. I can’t think how she came to be at large,” she said.

			When her bi­cycle had whizzed away down the road, Cyril spoke gravely.

			“Hil­ary, old chap,” he said, “you must have had a sun­stroke or some­thing. And the things you’ve been say­ing to that lady! Why, if we were to tell you the things you’ve said when you are your­self again, say to­mor­row morn­ing, you wouldn’t ever un­der­stand them—let alone be­lieve them! You trust to me, old chap, and come home now, and if you’re not your­self in the morn­ing we’ll ask the milk­man to ask the doc­tor to come.”

			The poor grown-up Lamb (St. Maur was really one of his Chris­ti­an names) seemed now too be­wildered to res­ist.

			“Since you seem all to be as mad as the whole wor­ship­ful com­pany of hat­ters,” he said bit­terly, “I sup­pose I had bet­ter take you home. But you’re not to sup­pose I shall pass this over. I shall have some­thing to say to you all to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“Yes, you will, my Lamb,” said Anthea un­der her breath, “but it won’t be at all the sort of thing you think it’s go­ing to be.”

			In her heart she could hear the pretty, soft little lov­ing voice of the baby Lamb—so dif­fer­ent from the af­fected tones of the dread­ful grown-up Lamb (one of whose names was Devereux)—say­ing, “Me love Panty—wants to come to own Panty.”

			“Oh, let’s get home, for good­ness’ sake,” she said. “You shall say whatever you like in the morn­ing—if you can,” she ad­ded in a whis­per.

			It was a gloomy party that went home through the soft even­ing. Dur­ing Anthea’s re­marks Robert had again made play with the pin and the bi­cycle tyre, and the Lamb (whom they had to call St. Maur or Devereux or Hil­ary) seemed really at last to have had his fill of bi­cycle-mend­ing. So the ma­chine was wheeled.

			The sun was just on the point of set­ting when they ar­rived at the White House. The four eld­er chil­dren would have liked to linger in the lane till the com­plete sun­set­ting turned the grown-up Lamb (whose Chris­ti­an names I will not fur­ther weary you by re­peat­ing) in­to their own dear tire­some baby broth­er. But he, in his grownup­ness, in­sisted on go­ing on, and thus he was met in the front garden by Martha.

			Now you re­mem­ber that, as a spe­cial fa­vour, the Psam­mead had ar­ranged that the ser­vants in the house should nev­er no­tice any change brought about by the wishes of the chil­dren. There­fore Martha merely saw the usu­al party, with the baby Lamb, about whom she had been des­per­ately anxious all the af­ter­noon, trot­ting be­side Anthea on fat baby legs, while the chil­dren, of course, still saw the grown-up Lamb (nev­er mind what names he was christened by), and Martha rushed at him and caught him in her arms, ex­claim­ing—

			“Come to his own Martha, then—a pre­cious pop­pet!”

			The grown-up Lamb (whose names shall now be bur­ied in ob­li­vi­on) struggled furi­ously. An ex­pres­sion of in­tense hor­ror and an­noy­ance was seen on his face. But Martha was stronger than he. She lif­ted him up and car­ried him in­to the house. None of the chil­dren will ever for­get that pic­ture. The neat grey-flan­nel-suited grown-up young man with the green tie and the little black mous­tache—for­tu­nately, he was slightly built, and not tall—strug­gling in the sturdy arms of Martha, who bore him away help­less, im­plor­ing him, as she went, to be a good boy now, and come and have his nice brem­mink! For­tu­nately, the sun set as they reached the door­step, the bi­cycle dis­ap­peared, and Martha was seen to carry in­to the house the real live darling sleepy two-year-old Lamb. The grown-up Lamb (name­less hence­forth) was gone forever.

			“Forever,” said Cyril, “be­cause, as soon as ever the Lamb’s old enough to be bul­lied, we must jolly well be­gin to bully him, for his own sake—so that he mayn’t grow up like that.”

			“You shan’t bully him,” said Anthea stoutly—“not if I can stop it.”

			“We must tame him by kind­ness,” said Jane.

			“You see,” said Robert, “if he grows up in the usu­al way, there’ll be plenty of time to cor­rect him as he goes along. The aw­ful thing today was his grow­ing up so sud­denly. There was no time to im­prove him at all.”

			“He doesn’t want any im­prov­ing,” said Anthea as the voice of the Lamb came coo­ing through the open door, just as she had heard it in her heart that af­ter­noon—

			“Me loves Panty—wants to come to own Panty!”
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				Scalps

			
			Prob­ably the day would have been a great­er suc­cess if Cyril had not been read­ing The Last of the Mo­hi­cans. The story was run­ning in his head at break­fast, and as he took his third cup of tea he said dream­ily, “I wish there were Red In­di­ans in Eng­land—not big ones, you know, but little ones, just about the right size for us to fight.”

			Every­one dis­agreed with him at the time, and no one at­tached any im­port­ance to the in­cid­ent. But when they went down to the sand­pit to ask for a hun­dred pounds in two-shil­ling pieces with Queen Vic­tor­ia’s head on, to pre­vent mis­takes—which they had al­ways felt to be a really reas­on­able wish that must turn out well—they found out that they had done it again! For the Psam­mead, which was very cross and sleepy, said—

			“Oh, don’t both­er me. You’ve had your wish.”

			“I didn’t know it,” said Cyril.

			“Don’t you re­mem­ber yes­ter­day?” said the Sand-fairy, still more dis­agree­ably. “You asked me to let you have your wishes wherever you happened to be, and you wished this morn­ing, and you’ve got it.”

			“Oh, have we?” said Robert. “What is it?”

			“So you’ve for­got­ten?” said the Psam­mead, be­gin­ning to bur­row. “Nev­er mind; you’ll know soon enough. And I wish you joy of it! A nice thing you’ve let yourselves in for!”

			“We al­ways do, some­how,” said Jane sadly.

			And now the odd thing was that no one could re­mem­ber any­one’s hav­ing wished for any­thing that morn­ing. The wish about the Red In­di­ans had not stuck in any­one’s head. It was a most anxious morn­ing. Every­one was try­ing to re­mem­ber what had been wished for, and no one could, and every­one kept ex­pect­ing some­thing aw­ful to hap­pen every minute. It was most agit­at­ing; they knew, from what the Psam­mead had said, that they must have wished for some­thing more than usu­ally un­desir­able, and they spent sev­er­al hours in most ag­on­iz­ing un­cer­tainty. It was not till nearly din­ner­time that Jane tumbled over The Last of the Mo­hi­cans—which had, of course, been left face down­wards on the floor—and when Anthea had picked her and the book up she sud­denly said, “I know!” and sat down flat on the car­pet.

			“Oh, Pussy, how aw­ful! It was In­di­ans he wished for—Cyril—at break­fast, don’t you re­mem­ber? He said, ‘I wish there were Red In­di­ans in Eng­land,’—and now there are, and they’re go­ing about scalping people all over the coun­try, as likely as not.”

			“Per­haps they’re only in Northum­ber­land and Durham,” said Jane sooth­ingly. It was al­most im­possible to be­lieve that it could really hurt people much to be scalped so far away as that.

			“Don’t you be­lieve it!” said Anthea. “The Sammy­add said we’d let ourselves in for a nice thing. That means they’ll come here. And sup­pose they scalped the Lamb!”

			“Per­haps the scalping would come right again at sun­set,” said Jane; but she did not speak so hope­fully as usu­al.

			“Not it!” said Anthea. “The things that grow out of the wishes don’t go. Look at the fif­teen shil­lings! Pussy, I’m go­ing to break some­thing, and you must let me have every penny of money you’ve got. The In­di­ans will come here, don’t you see? That spite­ful Psam­mead as good as said so. You see what my plan is? Come on!”

			Jane did not see at all. But she fol­lowed her sis­ter meekly in­to their moth­er’s bed­room.

			Anthea lif­ted down the heavy wa­ter-jug—it had a pat­tern of storks and long grasses on it, which Anthea nev­er for­got. She car­ried it in­to the dress­ing-room, and care­fully emp­tied the wa­ter out of it in­to the bath. Then she took the jug back in­to the bed­room and dropped it on the floor. You know how a jug al­ways breaks if you hap­pen to drop it by ac­ci­dent. If you hap­pen to drop it on pur­pose, it is quite dif­fer­ent. Anthea dropped that jug three times, and it was as un­broken as ever. So at last she had to take her fath­er’s boot-tree and break the jug with that in cold blood. It was heart­less work.

			Next she broke open the mis­sion­ary-box with the poker. Jane told her that it was wrong, of course, but Anthea shut her lips very tight and then said—

			“Don’t be silly—it’s a mat­ter of life and death.”

			There was not very much in the mis­sion­ary-box—only sev­en-and-four­pence—but the girls between them had nearly four shil­lings. This made over el­ev­en shil­lings, as you will eas­ily see.

			Anthea tied up the money in a corner of her pock­et-handker­chief. “Come on, Jane!” she said, and ran down to the farm. She knew that the farm­er was go­ing in­to Rochester that af­ter­noon. In fact it had been ar­ranged that he was to take the four chil­dren with him. They had planned this in the happy hour when they be­lieved that they were go­ing to get that hun­dred pounds, in two-shil­ling pieces, out of the Psam­mead. They had ar­ranged to pay the farm­er two shil­lings each for the ride. Now Anthea hast­ily ex­plained to him that they could not go, but would he take Martha and the Baby in­stead? He agreed, but he was not pleased to get only half-a-crown in­stead of eight shil­lings.

			Then the girls ran home again. Anthea was agit­ated, but not flur­ried. When she came to think it over af­ter­wards, she could not help see­ing that she had ac­ted with the most farsee­ing promptitude, just like a born gen­er­al. She fetched a little box from her corner draw­er, and went to find Martha, who was lay­ing the cloth and not in the best of tem­pers.

			“Look here,” said Anthea. “I’ve broken the toi­let-jug in moth­er’s room.”

			“Just like you—al­ways up to some mis­chief,” said Martha, dump­ing down a salt­cel­lar with a bang.

			“Don’t be cross, Martha dear,” said Anthea. “I’ve got enough money to pay for a new one—if only you’ll be a dear and go and buy it for us. Your cous­ins keep a china-shop, don’t they? And I would like you to get it today, in case moth­er comes home to­mor­row. You know she said she might, per­haps.”

			“But you’re all go­ing in­to town yourselves,” said Martha.

			“We can’t af­ford to, if we get the new jug,” said Anthea; “but we’ll pay for you to go, if you’ll take the Lamb. And I say, Martha, look here—I’ll give you my Liberty box, if you’ll go. Look, it’s most aw­fully pretty—all in­laid with real sil­ver and ivory and ebony like King So­lomon’s temple.”

			“I see,” said Martha—“no, I don’t want your box, miss. What you want is to get the pre­cious Lamb off your hands for the af­ter­noon. Don’t you go for to think I don’t see through you!”

			This was so true that Anthea longed to deny it at once. Martha had no busi­ness to know so much. But she held her tongue.

			Martha set down the bread with a bang that made it jump off its trench­er.

			“I do want the jug got,” said Anthea softly. “You will go, won’t you?”

			“Well, just for this once, I don’t mind; but mind you don’t get in­to none of your out­rageous mis­chief while I’m gone—that’s all!”

			“He’s go­ing earli­er than he thought,” said Anthea eagerly. “You’d bet­ter hurry and get dressed. Do put on that lovely purple frock, Martha, and the hat with the pink corn­flowers, and the yel­low-lace col­lar. Jane’ll fin­ish lay­ing the cloth, and I’ll wash the Lamb and get him ready.”

			As she washed the un­will­ing Lamb and hur­ried him in­to his best clothes, Anthea peeped out of the win­dow from time to time; so far all was well—she could see no Red In­di­ans. When with a rush and a scurry and some deep­en­ing of the dam­ask of Martha’s com­plex­ion she and the Lamb had been got off, Anthea drew a deep breath.

			“He’s safe!” she said, and, to Jane’s hor­ror, flung her­self down on the floor and burst in­to floods of tears. Jane did not un­der­stand at all how a per­son could be so brave and like a gen­er­al, and then sud­denly give way and go flat like an air-bal­loon when you prick it. It is bet­ter not to go flat, of course, but you will ob­serve that Anthea did not give way till her aim was ac­com­plished. She had got the dear Lamb out of danger—she felt cer­tain that the Red In­di­ans would be round the White House or nowhere—the farm­er’s cart would not come back till after sun­set, so she could af­ford to cry a little. It was partly with joy that she cried, be­cause she had done what she meant to do. She cried for about three minutes, while Jane hugged her miser­ably and said at five-second in­ter­vals, “Don’t cry, Pan­ther dear!”

			Then she jumped up, rubbed her eyes hard with the corner of her pin­a­fore, so that they kept red for the rest of the day, and star­ted to tell the boys. But just at that mo­ment cook rang the din­ner-bell, and noth­ing could be said till they had all been helped to minced beef. Then cook left the room, and Anthea told her tale. But it is a mis­take to tell a thrill­ing tale when people are eat­ing minced beef and boiled pota­toes. There seemed some­how to be some­thing about the food that made the idea of Red In­di­ans seem flat and un­be­liev­able. The boys ac­tu­ally laughed, and called Anthea a little silly.

			“Why,” said Cyril, “I’m al­most sure it was be­fore I said that, that Jane said she wished it would be a fine day.”

			“It wasn’t,” said Jane briefly.

			“Why, if it was In­di­ans,” Cyril went on—“salt, please, and mus­tard—I must have some­thing to make this mush go down—if it was In­di­ans, they’d have been in­fest­ing the place long be­fore this—you know they would. I be­lieve it’s the fine day.”

			“Then why did the Sammy­add say we’d let ourselves in for a nice thing?” asked Anthea. She was feel­ing very cross. She knew she had ac­ted with no­bil­ity and dis­cre­tion, and after that it was very hard to be called a little silly, es­pe­cially when she had the weight of a burglared mis­sion­ary-box and about sev­en-and-four­pence, mostly in cop­pers, ly­ing like lead upon her con­science.

			There was a si­lence, dur­ing which cook took away the mincy plates and brought in the treacle-pud­ding. As soon as she had re­tired, Cyril began again.

			“Of course I don’t mean to say,” he ad­mit­ted, “that it wasn’t a good thing to get Martha and the Lamb out of the light for the af­ter­noon; but as for Red In­di­ans—why, you know jolly well the wishes al­ways come that very minute. If there was go­ing to be Red In­di­ans, they’d be here now.”

			“I ex­pect they are,” said Anthea; “they’re lurk­ing amid the un­der­growth, for any­thing you know. I do think you’re most beastly un­kind.”

			“In­di­ans al­most al­ways do lurk, really, though, don’t they?” put in Jane, anxious for peace.

			“No, they don’t,” said Cyril tartly. “And I’m not un­kind, I’m only truth­ful. And I say it was ut­ter rot break­ing the wa­ter-jug; and as for the mis­sion­ary-box, I be­lieve it’s a treas­on-crime, and I shouldn’t won­der if you could be hanged for it, if any of us was to split—”

			“Shut up, can’t you?” said Robert; but Cyril couldn’t. You see, he felt in his heart that if there should be In­di­ans they would be en­tirely his own fault, so he did not wish to be­lieve in them. And try­ing not to be­lieve things when in your heart you are al­most sure they are true, is as bad for the tem­per as any­thing I know.

			“It’s simply idi­ot­ic,” he said, “talk­ing about In­di­ans, when you can see for yourselves that it’s Jane who’s got her wish. Look what a fine day it is—Oh!—”

			He had turned to­wards the win­dow to point out the fine­ness of the day—the oth­ers turned too—and a frozen si­lence caught at Cyril, and none of the oth­ers felt at all like break­ing it. For there, peer­ing round the corner of the win­dow, among the red leaves of the Vir­gin­ia creep­er, was a face—a brown face, with a long nose and a tight mouth and very bright eyes. And the face was painted in col­oured patches. It had long black hair, and in the hair were feath­ers!

			Every child’s mouth in the room opened, and stayed open. The treacle-pud­ding was grow­ing white and cold on their plates. No one could move.

			Sud­denly the feathered head was cau­tiously with­drawn, and the spell was broken. I am sorry to say that Anthea’s first words were very like a girl.

			“There, now!” she said. “I told you so!”

			Treacle-pud­ding had now def­in­itely ceased to charm. Hast­ily wrap­ping their por­tions in a Spec­tat­or of the week be­fore the week be­fore last, they hid them be­hind the crinkled-pa­per stove-or­na­ment, and fled up­stairs to re­con­noitre and to hold a hur­ried coun­cil.

			“Pax,” said Cyril hand­somely when they reached their moth­er’s bed­room. “Pan­ther, I’m sorry if I was a brute.”

			“All right,” said Anthea; “but you see now!”

			No fur­ther trace of In­di­ans, how­ever, could be dis­cerned from the win­dows.

			“Well,” said Robert, “what are we to do?”

			“The only thing I can think of,” said Anthea, who was now gen­er­ally ad­mit­ted to be the heroine of the day, “is—if we dressed up as like In­di­ans as we can, and looked out of the win­dows, or even went out. They might think we were the power­ful lead­ers of a large neigh­bour­ing tribe, and—and not do any­thing to us, you know, for fear of aw­ful ven­geance.”

			“But Eliza, and the cook?” said Jane.

			“You for­get—they can’t no­tice any­thing,” said Robert. “They wouldn’t no­tice any­thing out of the way, even if they were scalped or roas­ted at a slow fire.”

			“But would they come right at sun­set?”

			“Of course. You can’t be really scalped or burned to death without no­ti­cing it, and you’d be sure to no­tice it next day, even if it es­caped your at­ten­tion at the time,” said Cyril. “I think Anthea’s right, but we shall want a most aw­ful lot of feath­ers.”

			“I’ll go down to the hen­house,” said Robert. “There’s one of the tur­keys in there—it’s not very well. I could cut its feath­ers without it mind­ing much. It’s very bad—doesn’t seem to care what hap­pens to it. Get me the cut­ting-out scis­sors.”

			Earn­est re­con­noitring con­vinced them all that no In­di­ans were in the poultry-yard. Robert went. In five minutes he came back—pale, but with many feath­ers.

			“Look here,” he said, “this is jolly ser­i­ous. I cut off the feath­ers, and when I turned to come out there was an In­di­an squint­ing at me from un­der the old hen-coop. I just bran­dished the feath­ers and yelled, and got away be­fore he could get the coop off top of him­self. Pan­ther, get the col­oured blankets off our beds, and look slippy, can’t you?”

			It is won­der­ful how like an In­di­an you can make yourselves with blankets and feath­ers and col­oured scarves. Of course none of the chil­dren happened to have long black hair, but there was a lot of black calico that had been got to cov­er school­books with. They cut strips of this in­to a sort of fine fringe, and fastened it round their heads with the am­ber-col­oured rib­bons off the girls’ Sunday dresses. Then they stuck tur­keys’ feath­ers in the rib­bons. The calico looked very like long black hair, es­pe­cially when the strips began to curl up a bit.

			“But our faces,” said Anthea, “they’re not at all the right col­our. We’re all rather pale, and I’m sure I don’t know why, but Cyril is the col­our of putty.”

			“I’m not,” said Cyril.

			“The real In­di­ans out­side seem to be brown­ish,” said Robert hast­ily. “I think we ought to be really red—it’s sort of su­per­i­or to have a red skin, if you are one.”

			The red ochre cook used for the kit­chen bricks seemed to be about the red­dest thing in the house. The chil­dren mixed some in a sau­cer with milk, as they had seen cook do for the kit­chen floor. Then they care­fully painted each oth­er’s faces and hands with it, till they were quite as red as any Red In­di­an need be—if not red­der.

			They knew at once that they must look very ter­rible when they met Eliza in the pas­sage, and she screamed aloud. This un­so­li­cited testi­mo­ni­al pleased them very much. Hast­ily telling her not to be a goose, and that it was only a game, the four blanketed, feathered, really and truly Red­skins went boldly out to meet the foe. I say boldly. That is be­cause I wish to be po­lite. At any rate, they went.

			Along the hedge di­vid­ing the wil­der­ness from the garden was a row of dark heads, all highly feathered.

			“It’s our only chance,” whispered Anthea. “Much bet­ter than to wait for their blood-freez­ing at­tack. We must pre­tend like mad. Like that game of cards where you pre­tend you’ve got aces when you haven’t. Fluff­ing they call it, I think. Now then. Whoop!”

			With four wild war-whoops—or as near them as Eng­lish chil­dren could be ex­pec­ted to go without any pre­vi­ous prac­tice—they rushed through the gate and struck four war­like at­ti­tudes in face of the line of Red In­di­ans. These were all about the same height, and that height was Cyril’s.

			“I hope to good­ness they can talk Eng­lish,” said Cyril through his at­ti­tude.

			Anthea knew they could, though she nev­er knew how she came to know it. She had a white tow­el tied to a walk­ing-stick. This was a flag of truce, and she waved it, in the hope that the In­di­ans would know what it was. Ap­par­ently they did—for one who was brown­er than the oth­ers stepped for­ward.

			“Ye seek a pow­wow?” he said in ex­cel­lent Eng­lish. “I am Golden Eagle, of the mighty tribe of Rock-dwell­ers.”

			“And I,” said Anthea, with a sud­den in­spir­a­tion, “am the Black Pan­ther—chief of the—the—the—Maza­wat­tee tribe. My broth­ers—I don’t mean—yes, I do—the tribe—I mean the Maza­wat­tees—are in am­bush be­low the brow of yon­der hill.”

			“And what mighty war­ri­ors be these?” asked Golden Eagle, turn­ing to the oth­ers.

			Cyril said he was the great chief Squir­rel, of the Mon­ing Congo tribe, and, see­ing that Jane was suck­ing her thumb and could evid­ently think of no name for her­self, he ad­ded, “This great war­ri­or is Wild Cat—Pussy Fer­ox we call it in this land—lead­er of the vast Phit­eezi tribe.”

			“And thou, val­or­ous Red­skin?” Golden Eagle in­quired sud­denly of Robert, who, taken un­awares, could only reply that he was Bobs—lead­er of the Cape Moun­ted Po­lice.

			“And now,” said Black Pan­ther, “our tribes, if we just whistle them up, will far out­num­ber your puny forces; so res­ist­ance is use­less. Re­turn, there­fore, to your own land, O broth­er, and smoke pipes of peace in your wam­pums with your squaws and your medi­cine-men, and dress yourselves in the gay­est wig­wams, and eat hap­pily of the juicy fresh-caught moc­cas­ins.”

			“You’ve got it all wrong,” mur­mured Cyril an­grily. But Golden Eagle only looked in­quir­ingly at her.

			“Thy cus­toms are oth­er than ours, O Black Pan­ther,” he said. “Bring up thy tribe, that we may hold pow­wow in state be­fore them, as be­comes great chiefs.”

			“We’ll bring them up right enough,” said Anthea, “with their bows and ar­rows, and toma­hawks and scalping-knives, and everything you can think of, if you don’t look sharp and go.”

			She spoke bravely enough, but the hearts of all the chil­dren were beat­ing furi­ously, and their breath came in short­er and short­er gasps. For the little real Red In­di­ans were clos­ing up round them—com­ing near­er and near­er with angry mur­murs—so that they were the centre of a crowd of dark cruel faces.

			“It’s no go,” whispered Robert. “I knew it wouldn’t be. We must make a bolt for the Psam­mead. It might help us. If it doesn’t—well, I sup­pose we shall come alive again at sun­set. I won­der if scalping hurts as much as they say.”

			“I’ll wave the flag again,” said Anthea. “If they stand back, we’ll run for it.”

			She waved the tow­el, and the chief com­manded his fol­low­ers to stand back. Then, char­ging wildly at the place where the line of In­di­ans was thin­nest, the four chil­dren star­ted to run. Their first rush knocked down some half-dozen In­di­ans, over whose blanketed bod­ies the chil­dren leaped, and made straight for the sand­pit. This was no time for the safe easy way by which carts go down—right over the edge of the sand­pit they went, among the yel­low and pale purple flowers and dried grasses, past the little sand-mar­tins’ little front doors, skip­ping, cling­ing, bound­ing, stum­bling, sprawl­ing, and fi­nally rolling.

			Yel­low Eagle and his fol­low­ers came up with them just at the very spot where they had seen the Psam­mead that morn­ing.

			Breath­less and beaten, the wretched chil­dren now awaited their fate. Sharp knives and axes gleamed round them, but worse than these was the cruel light in the eyes of Golden Eagle and his fol­low­ers.

			“Ye have lied to us, O Black Pan­ther of the Maza­wat­tees—and thou, too, Squir­rel of the Mon­ing Con­gos. These also, Pussy Fer­ox of the Phit­eezi, and Bobs of the Cape Moun­ted Po­lice—these also have lied to us, if not with their tongues, yet by their si­lence. Ye have lied un­der the cov­er of the Truce-flag of the Pale­face. Ye have no fol­low­ers. Your tribes are far away—fol­low­ing the hunt­ing trail. What shall be their doom?” he con­cluded, turn­ing with a bit­ter smile to the oth­er Red In­di­ans.

			“Build we the fire!” shouted his fol­low­ers; and at once a dozen ready vo­lun­teers star­ted to look for fuel. The four chil­dren, each held between two strong little In­di­ans, cast des­pair­ing glances round them. Oh, if they could only see the Psam­mead!

			“Do you mean to scalp us first and then roast us?” asked Anthea des­per­ately.

			“Of course!” Red­skin opened his eyes at her. “It’s al­ways done.”

			The In­di­ans had formed a ring round the chil­dren, and now sat on the ground gaz­ing at their cap­tives. There was a threat­en­ing si­lence.

			Then slowly, by twos and threes, the In­di­ans who had gone to look for fire­wood came back, and they came back empty-handed. They had not been able to find a single stick of wood for a fire! No one ever can, as a mat­ter of fact, in that part of Kent.

			The chil­dren drew a deep breath of re­lief, but it ended in a moan of ter­ror. For bright knives were be­ing bran­dished all about them. Next mo­ment each child was seized by an In­di­an; each closed its eyes and tried not to scream. They waited for the sharp agony of the knife. It did not come. Next mo­ment they were re­leased, and fell in a trem­bling heap. Their heads did not hurt at all. They only felt strangely cool! Wild war-whoops rang in their ears. When they ven­tured to open their eyes they saw four of their foes dan­cing round them with wild leaps and screams, and each of the four bran­dished in his hand a scalp of long flow­ing black hair. They put their hands to their heads—their own scalps were safe! The poor un­tutored sav­ages had in­deed scalped the chil­dren. But they had only, so to speak, scalped them of the black calico ring­lets!

			The chil­dren fell in­to each oth­er’s arms, sob­bing and laugh­ing.

			“Their scalps are ours,” chanted the chief; “ill-rooted were their ill-fated hairs! They came off in the hands of the vic­tors—without struggle, without res­ist­ance, they yiel­ded their scalps to the con­quer­ing Rock-dwell­ers! Oh, how little a thing is a scalp so lightly won!”

			“They’ll take our real ones in a minute; you see if they don’t,” said Robert, try­ing to rub some of the red ochre off his face and hands on to his hair.

			“Cheated of our just and fiery re­venge are we,” the chant went on—“but there are oth­er tor­ments than the scalping-knife and the flames. Yet is the slow fire the cor­rect thing. O strange un­nat­ur­al coun­try, wherein a man may find no wood to burn his en­emy!—Ah for the bound­less forests of my nat­ive land, where the great trees for thou­sands of miles grow but to fur­nish fire­wood where­with­al to burn our foes. Ah, would we were but in our nat­ive forest once more!”

			Sud­denly, like a flash of light­ning, the golden gravel shone all round the four chil­dren in­stead of the dusky fig­ures. For every single In­di­an had van­ished on the in­stant at their lead­er’s word. The Psam­mead must have been there all the time. And it had giv­en the In­di­an chief his wish.

			

			Martha brought home a jug with a pat­tern of storks and long grasses on it. Also she brought back all Anthea’s money.

			“My cous­in, she give me the jug for luck; she said it was an odd one what the basin of had got smashed.”

			“Oh, Martha, you are a dear!” sighed Anthea, throw­ing her arms round her.

			“Yes,” giggled Martha, “you’d bet­ter make the most of me while you’ve got me. I shall give your ma no­tice dir­ectly minute she comes back.”

			“Oh, Martha, we haven’t been so very hor­rid to you, have we?” asked Anthea, aghast.

			“Oh, it ain’t that, miss.” Martha giggled more than ever. “I’m a-goin’ to be mar­ried. It’s Beale the game­keep­er. He’s been a-pro­pos­in’ to me off and on ever since you come home from the cler­gy­man’s where you got locked up on the church-tower. And today I said the word an’ made him a happy man.”

			

			Anthea put the sev­en-and-four­pence back in the mis­sion­ary-box, and pas­ted pa­per over the place where the poker had broken it. She was very glad to be able to do this, and she does not know to this day wheth­er break­ing open a mis­sion­ary-box is or is not a hanging mat­ter.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Last Wish

			
			Of course you, who see above that this is the el­ev­enth (and last) chapter, know very well that the day of which this chapter tells must be the last on which Cyril, Anthea, Robert, and Jane will have a chance of get­ting any­thing out of the Psam­mead, or Sand-fairy.

			But the chil­dren them­selves did not know this. They were full of rosy vis­ions, and, where­as on oth­er days they had of­ten found it ex­tremely dif­fi­cult to think of any­thing really nice to wish for, their brains were now full of the most beau­ti­ful and sens­ible ideas. “This,” as Jane re­marked af­ter­wards, “is al­ways the way.” Every­one was up ex­tra early that morn­ing, and these plans were hope­fully dis­cussed in the garden be­fore break­fast. The old idea of one hun­dred pounds in mod­ern flor­ins was still first fa­vour­ite, but there were oth­ers that ran it close—the chief of these be­ing the “pony each” idea. This had a great ad­vant­age. You could wish for a pony each dur­ing the morn­ing, ride it all day, have it van­ish at sun­set, and wish it back again next day. Which would be an eco­nomy of lit­ter and stabling. But at break­fast two things happened. First, there was a let­ter from moth­er. Granny was bet­ter, and moth­er and fath­er hoped to be home that very af­ter­noon. A cheer arose. And of course this news at once scattered all the be­fore-break­fast wish-ideas. For every­one saw quite plainly that the wish of the day must be some­thing to please moth­er and not to please them­selves.

			“I won­der what she would like,” pondered Cyril.

			“She’d like us all to be good,” said Jane primly.

			“Yes—but that’s so dull for us,” Cyril re­joined; “and, be­sides, I should hope we could be that without sand-fair­ies to help us. No; it must be some­thing splen­did, that we couldn’t pos­sibly get without wish­ing for.”

			“Look out,” said Anthea in a warn­ing voice; “don’t for­get yes­ter­day. Re­mem­ber, we get our wishes now just wherever we hap­pen to be when we say ‘I wish.’ Don’t let’s let ourselves in for any­thing silly—today of all days.”

			“All right,” said Cyril. “You needn’t jaw.”

			Just then Martha came in with a jug full of hot wa­ter for the teapot—and a face full of im­port­ance for the chil­dren.

			“A bless­ing we’re all alive to eat our break­fasses!” she said darkly.

			“Why, whatever’s happened?” every­body asked.

			“Oh, noth­ing,” said Martha, “only it seems nobody’s safe from be­ing murdered in their beds nowadays.”

			“Why,” said Jane as an agree­able thrill of hor­ror ran down her back and legs and out at her toes, “has any­one been murdered in their beds?”

			“Well—not ex­actly,” said Martha; “but they might just as well. There’s been burg­lars over at Pease­marsh Place—Beale’s just told me—and they’ve took every single one of Lady Chit­tenden’s dia­monds and jew­els and things, and she’s a-goin’ out of one faint­ing fit in­to an­oth­er, with hardly time to say ‘Oh, my dia­monds!’ in between. And Lord Chit­tenden’s away in Lon­don.”

			“Lady Chit­tenden,” said Anthea; “we’ve seen her. She wears a red-and-white dress, and she has no chil­dren of her own and can’t abide oth­er folkses’.”

			“That’s her,” said Martha. “Well, she’s put all her trust in riches, and you see how she’s served. They say the dia­monds and things was worth thou­sands of thou­sands of pounds. There was a neck­lace and a river—whatever that is—and no end of brace­lets; and a tar­rer and ever so many rings. But there, I mustn’t stand talk­ing and all the place to clean down afore your ma comes home.”

			“I don’t see why she should ever have had such lots of dia­monds,” said Anthea when Martha had flounced off. “She was rather a nasty lady, I thought. And moth­er hasn’t any dia­monds, and hardly any jew­els—the to­paz neck­lace, and the sap­phire ring daddy gave her when they were en­gaged, and the gar­net star, and the little pearl brooch with great-grand­papa’s hair in it—that’s about all.”

			“When I’m grown up I’ll buy moth­er no end of dia­monds,” said Robert, “if she wants them. I shall make so much money ex­plor­ing in Africa I shan’t know what to do with it.”

			“Wouldn’t it be jolly,” said Jane dream­ily, “if moth­er could find all those lovely things, neck­laces and rivers of dia­monds and tar­rers?”

			“Ti—aras,” said Cyril.

			“Ti—aras, then—and rings and everything in her room when she came home. I wish she would—”

			The oth­ers gazed at her in hor­ror.

			“Well, she will,” said Robert; “you’ve wished, my good Jane—and our only chance now is to find the Psam­mead, and if it’s in a good tem­per it may take back the wish and give us an­oth­er. If not—well—good­ness knows what we’re in for!—the po­lice, of course, and—Don’t cry, silly! We’ll stand by you. Fath­er says we need nev­er be afraid if we don’t do any­thing wrong and al­ways speak the truth.”

			But Cyril and Anthea ex­changed gloomy glances. They re­membered how con­vin­cing the truth about the Psam­mead had been once be­fore when told to the po­lice.

			It was a day of mis­for­tunes. Of course the Psam­mead could not be found. Nor the jew­els, though every one of the chil­dren searched the moth­er’s room again and again.

			“Of course,” Robert said, “we couldn’t find them. It’ll be moth­er who’ll do that. Per­haps she’ll think they’ve been in the house for years and years, and nev­er know they are the stolen ones at all.”

			“Oh yes!” Cyril was very scorn­ful; “then moth­er will be a re­ceiv­er of stolen goods, and you know jolly well what that’s worse than.”

			An­oth­er and ex­haust­ive search of the sand­pit failed to re­veal the Psam­mead, so the chil­dren went back to the house slowly and sadly.

			“I don’t care,” said Anthea stoutly, “we’ll tell moth­er the truth, and she’ll give back the jew­els—and make everything all right.”

			“Do you think so?” said Cyril slowly. “Do you think she’ll be­lieve us? Could any­one be­lieve about a Sammy­add un­less they’d seen it? She’ll think we’re pre­tend­ing. Or else she’ll think we’re rav­ing mad, and then we shall be sent to Bed­lam. How would you like it?”—he turned sud­denly on the miser­able Jane—“how would you like it, to be shut up in an iron cage with bars and pad­ded walls, and noth­ing to do but stick straws in your hair all day, and listen to the howl­ings and rav­ings of the oth­er ma­ni­acs? Make up your minds to it, all of you. It’s no use telling moth­er.”

			“But it’s true,” said Jane.

			“Of course it is, but it’s not true enough for grown-up people to be­lieve it,” said Anthea. “Cyril’s right. Let’s put flowers in all the vases, and try not to think about dia­monds. After all, everything has come right in the end all the oth­er times.”

			So they filled all the pots they could find with flowers—as­ters and zin­ni­as, and loose-leaved late red roses from the wall of the stable-yard, till the house was a per­fect bower.

			And al­most as soon as din­ner was cleared away moth­er ar­rived, and was clasped in eight lov­ing arms. It was very dif­fi­cult in­deed not to tell her all about the Psam­mead at once, be­cause they had got in­to the habit of telling her everything. But they did suc­ceed in not telling her.

			Moth­er, on her side, had plenty to tell them—about Granny, and Granny’s pi­geons, and Auntie Emma’s lame tame don­key. She was very de­lighted with the flowery-bowery­ness of the house; and everything seemed so nat­ur­al and pleas­ant, now that she was home again, that the chil­dren al­most thought they must have dreamed the Psam­mead.

			But, when moth­er moved to­wards the stairs to go up to her bed­room and take off her bon­net, the eight arms clung round her just as if she only had two chil­dren, one the Lamb and the oth­er an oc­topus.

			“Don’t go up, mummy darling,” said Anthea; “let me take your things up for you.”

			“Or I will,” said Cyril.

			“We want you to come and look at the rose-tree,” said Robert.

			“Oh, don’t go up!” said Jane help­lessly.

			“Non­sense, dears,” said moth­er briskly, “I’m not such an old wo­man yet that I can’t take my bon­net off in the prop­er place. Be­sides, I must wash these black hands of mine.”

			So up she went, and the chil­dren, fol­low­ing her, ex­changed glances of gloomy fore­bod­ing.

			Moth­er took off her bon­net—it was a very pretty hat, really, with white roses in it—and when she had taken it off she went to the dress­ing-table to do her pretty hair.

			On the table between the ring-stand and the pin­cush­ion lay a green leath­er case. Moth­er opened it.

			“Oh, how lovely!” she cried. It was a ring, a large pearl with shin­ing many-lighted dia­monds set round it. “Wherever did this come from?” moth­er asked, try­ing it on her wed­ding fin­ger, which it fit­ted beau­ti­fully. “How­ever did it come here?”

			“I don’t know,” said each of the chil­dren truth­fully.

			“Fath­er must have told Martha to put it here,” moth­er said. “I’ll run down and ask her.”

			“Let me look at it,” said Anthea, who knew Martha would not be able to see the ring. But when Martha was asked, of course she denied put­ting the ring there, and so did Eliza and cook.

			Moth­er came back to her bed­room, very much in­ter­ested and pleased about the ring. But, when she opened the dress­ing-table draw­er and found a long case con­tain­ing an al­most price­less dia­mond neck­lace, she was more in­ter­ested still, though not so pleased. In the ward­robe, when she went to put away her “bon­net,” she found a tiara and sev­er­al brooches, and the rest of the jew­ellery turned up in vari­ous parts of the room dur­ing the next half-hour. The chil­dren looked more and more un­com­fort­able, and now Jane began to sniff.

			Moth­er looked at her gravely.

			“Jane,” she said, “I am sure you know some­thing about this. Now think be­fore you speak, and tell me the truth.”

			“We found a Fairy,” said Jane obed­i­ently.

			“No non­sense, please,” said her moth­er sharply.

			“Don’t be silly, Jane,” Cyril in­ter­rup­ted. Then he went on des­per­ately. “Look here, moth­er, we’ve nev­er seen the things be­fore, but Lady Chit­tenden at Peas­marsh Place lost all her jew­ellery by wicked burg­lars last night. Could this pos­sibly be it?”

			All drew a deep breath. They were saved.

			“But how could they have put it here? And why should they?” asked moth­er, not un­reas­on­ably. “Surely it would have been easi­er and safer to make off with it?”

			“Sup­pose,” said Cyril, “they thought it bet­ter to wait for—for sun­set—night­fall, I mean, be­fore they went off with it. No one but us knew that you were com­ing back today.”

			“I must send for the po­lice at once,” said moth­er dis­trac­tedly. “Oh, how I wish daddy were here!”

			“Wouldn’t it be bet­ter to wait till he does come?” asked Robert, know­ing that his fath­er would not be home be­fore sun­set.

			“No, no; I can’t wait a minute with all this on my mind,” cried moth­er. “All this” was the heap of jew­el-cases on the bed. They put them all in the ward­robe, and moth­er locked it. Then moth­er called Martha.

			“Martha,” she said, “has any stranger been in­to my room since I’ve been away? Now, an­swer me truth­fully.”

			“No, mum,” answered Martha; “least­ways, what I mean to say—”

			She stopped.

			“Come,” said her mis­tress kindly, “I see someone has. You must tell me at once. Don’t be frightened. I’m sure you haven’t done any­thing wrong.”

			Martha burst in­to heavy sobs.

			“I was a-goin’ to give you warn­ing this very day, mum, to leave at the end of my month, so I was—on ac­count of me be­ing go­ing to make a re­spect­able young man happy. A game­keep­er he is by trade, mum—and I wouldn’t de­ceive you—of the name of Beale. And it’s as true as I stand here, it was your com­ing home in such a hurry, and no warn­ing giv­en, out of the kind­ness of his heart it was, as he says, ‘Martha, my beauty,’ he says—which I ain’t and nev­er was, but you know how them men will go on—‘I can’t see you a-toil­ing and a-moil­ing and not lend a ’elp­ing ’and; which mine is a strong arm and it’s yours, Martha, my dear,’ says he. And so he helped me a-clean­in’ of the win­dows—but out­side, mum, the whole time, and me in; if I nev­er say an­oth­er breath­ing word it’s the gos­pel truth.”

			“Were you with him the whole time?” asked her mis­tress.

			“Him out­side and me in, I was,” said Martha; “ex­cept for fetch­ing up a fresh pail and the leath­er that that slut of a Eliza ’d hid­den away be­hind the mangle.”

			“That will do,” said the chil­dren’s moth­er. “I am not pleased with you, Martha, but you have spoken the truth, and that counts for some­thing.”

			When Martha had gone, the chil­dren clung round their moth­er.

			“Oh, mummy darling,” cried Anthea, “it isn’t Beale’s fault, it isn’t really! He’s a great dear; he is, truly and hon­our­ably, and as hon­est as the day. Don’t let the po­lice take him, mummy! oh, don’t, don’t, don’t!”

			It was truly aw­ful. Here was an in­no­cent man ac­cused of rob­bery through that silly wish of Jane’s, and it was ab­so­lutely use­less to tell the truth. All longed to, but they thought of the straws in the hair and the shrieks of the oth­er frantic ma­ni­acs, and they could not do it.

			“Is there a cart here­abouts?” asked moth­er fe­ver­ishly. “A trap of any sort? I must drive in to Rochester and tell the po­lice at once.”

			All the chil­dren sobbed, “There’s a cart at the farm, but, oh, don’t go!—don’t go!—oh, don’t go!—wait till daddy comes home!”

			Moth­er took not the faintest no­tice. When she had set her mind on a thing she al­ways went straight through with it; she was rather like Anthea in this re­spect.

			“Look here, Cyril,” she said, stick­ing on her hat with long sharp vi­ol­et-headed pins, “I leave you in charge. Stay in the dress­ing-room. You can pre­tend to be swim­ming boats in the bath, or some­thing. Say I gave you leave. But stay there, with the land­ing door open; I’ve locked the oth­er. And don’t let any­one go in­to my room. Re­mem­ber, no one knows the jew­els are there ex­cept me, and all of you, and the wicked thieves who put them there. Robert, you stay in the garden and watch the win­dows. If any­one tries to get in you must run and tell the two farm men that I’ll send up to wait in the kit­chen. I’ll tell them there are dan­ger­ous char­ac­ters about—that’s true enough. Now re­mem­ber, I trust you both. But I don’t think they’ll try it till after dark, so you’re quite safe. Good­bye, darlings.”

			And she locked her bed­room door and went off with the key in her pock­et.

			The chil­dren could not help ad­mir­ing the dash­ing and de­cided way in which she had ac­ted. They thought how use­ful she would have been in or­gan­iz­ing es­cape from some of the tight places in which they had found them­selves of late in con­sequence of their ill-timed wishes.

			“She’s a born gen­er­al,” said Cyril—“but I don’t know what’s go­ing to hap­pen to us. Even if the girls were to hunt for that beastly Sammy­add and find it, and get it to take the jew­els away again, moth­er would only think we hadn’t looked out prop­erly and let the burg­lars sneak in and nick them—or else the po­lice will think we’ve got them—or else that she’s been fool­ing them. Oh, it’s a pretty de­cent av­er­age ghastly mess this time, and no mis­take!”

			He sav­agely made a pa­per boat and began to float it in the bath, as he had been told to do.

			Robert went in­to the garden and sat down on the worn yel­low grass, with his miser­able head between his help­less hands.

			Anthea and Jane whispered to­geth­er in the pas­sage down­stairs, where the coconut mat­ting was—with the hole in it that you al­ways caught your foot in if you were not care­ful. Martha’s voice could be heard in the kit­chen—grumbling loud and long.

			“It’s simply quite too dread­fully aw­ful,” said Anthea. “How do you know all the dia­monds are there, too? If they aren’t, the po­lice will think moth­er and fath­er have got them, and that they’ve only giv­en up some of them for a kind of des­per­ate blind. And they’ll be put in pris­on, and we shall be branded out­casts, the chil­dren of felons. And it won’t be at all nice for fath­er and moth­er either,” she ad­ded, by a can­did af­ter­thought.

			“But what can we do?” asked Jane.

			“Noth­ing—at least we might look for the Psam­mead again. It’s a very, very hot day. He may have come out to warm that whisker of his.”

			“He won’t give us any more beastly wishes today,” said Jane flatly. “He gets cross­er and cross­er every time we see him. I be­lieve he hates hav­ing to give wishes.”

			Anthea had been shak­ing her head gloomily—now she stopped shak­ing it so sud­denly that it really looked as though she were prick­ing up her ears.

			“What is it?” asked Jane. “Oh, have you thought of some­thing?”

			“Our one chance,” cried Anthea dra­mat­ic­ally; “the last lone-lorn for­lorn hope. Come on.”

			At a brisk trot she led the way to the sand­pit. Oh, joy!—there was the Psam­mead, bask­ing in a golden sandy hol­low and preen­ing its whiskers hap­pily in the glow­ing af­ter­noon sun. The mo­ment it saw them it whisked round and began to bur­row—it evid­ently pre­ferred its own com­pany to theirs. But Anthea was too quick for it. She caught it by its furry shoulders gently but firmly, and held it.

			“Here—none of that!” said the Psam­mead. “Leave go of me, will you?”

			But Anthea held him fast.

			“Dear kind darling Sammy­add,” she said breath­lessly.

			“Oh yes—it’s all very well,” it said; “you want an­oth­er wish, I ex­pect. But I can’t keep on slav­ing from morn­ing till night giv­ing people their wishes. I must have some time to my­self.”

			“Do you hate giv­ing wishes?” asked Anthea gently, and her voice trembled with ex­cite­ment.

			“Of course I do,” it said. “Leave go of me or I’ll bite!—I really will—I mean it. Oh, well, if you choose to risk it.”

			Anthea risked it and held on.

			“Look here,” she said, “don’t bite me—listen to reas­on. If you’ll only do what we want today, we’ll nev­er ask you for an­oth­er wish as long as we live.”

			The Psam­mead was much moved.

			“I’d do any­thing,” it said in a tear­ful voice. “I’d al­most burst my­self to give you one wish after an­oth­er, as long as I held out, if you’d only nev­er, nev­er ask me to do it after today. If you knew how I hate to blow my­self out with oth­er people’s wishes, and how frightened I am al­ways that I shall strain a muscle or some­thing. And then to wake up every morn­ing and know you’ve got to do it. You don’t know what it is—you don’t know what it is, you don’t!” Its voice cracked with emo­tion, and the last “don’t” was a squeak.

			Anthea set it down gently on the sand.

			“It’s all over now,” she said sooth­ingly. “We prom­ise faith­fully nev­er to ask for an­oth­er wish after today.”

			“Well, go ahead,” said the Psam­mead; “let’s get it over.”

			“How many can you do?”

			“I don’t know—as long as I can hold out.”

			“Well, first, I wish Lady Chit­tenden may find she’s nev­er lost her jew­els.”

			The Psam­mead blew it­self out, col­lapsed, and said, “Done.”

			“I wish,” said Anthea more slowly, “moth­er mayn’t get to the po­lice.”

			“Done,” said the creature after the prop­er in­ter­val.

			“I wish,” said Jane sud­denly, “moth­er could for­get all about the dia­monds.”

			“Done,” said the Psam­mead; but its voice was weak­er.

			“Would you like to rest a little?” asked Anthea con­sid­er­ately.

			“Yes, please,” said the Psam­mead; “and, be­fore we go any fur­ther, will you wish some­thing for me?”

			“Can’t you do wishes for your­self?”

			“Of course not,” it said; “we were al­ways ex­pec­ted to give each oth­er our wishes—not that we had any to speak of in the good old Mega­theri­um days. Just wish, will you, that you may nev­er be able, any of you, to tell any­one a word about Me.”

			“Why?” asked Jane.

			“Why, don’t you see, if you told grownups I should have no peace of my life. They’d get hold of me, and they wouldn’t wish silly things like you do, but real earn­est things; and the sci­entif­ic people would hit on some way of mak­ing things last after sun­set, as likely as not; and they’d ask for a gradu­ated in­come-tax, and old-age pen­sions, and man­hood suf­frage, and free sec­ond­ary edu­ca­tion, and dull things like that; and get them, and keep them, and the whole world would be turned topsy-turvy. Do wish it! Quick!”

			Anthea re­peated the Psam­mead’s wish, and it blew it­self out to a lar­ger size than they had yet seen it at­tain.

			“And now,” it said as it col­lapsed, “can I do any­thing more for you?”

			“Just one thing; and I think that clears everything up, doesn’t it, Jane? I wish Martha to for­get about the dia­mond ring, and moth­er to for­get about the keep­er clean­ing the win­dows.”

			“It’s like the Brass Bottle,” said Jane.

			“Yes, I’m glad we read that or I should nev­er have thought of it.”

			“Now,” said the Psam­mead faintly, “I’m al­most worn out. Is there any­thing else?”

			“No; only thank you kindly for all you’ve done for us, and I hope you’ll have a good long sleep, and I hope we shall see you again some day.”

			“Is that a wish?” it said in a weak voice.

			“Yes, please,” said the two girls to­geth­er.

			Then for the last time in this story they saw the Psam­mead blow it­self out and col­lapse sud­denly. It nod­ded to them, blinked its long snail’s eyes, bur­rowed, and dis­ap­peared, scratch­ing fiercely to the last, and the sand closed over it.

			“I hope we’ve done right?” said Jane.

			“I’m sure we have,” said Anthea. “Come on home and tell the boys.”

			Anthea found Cyril gloom­ing over his pa­per boats, and told him. Jane told Robert. The two tales were only just ended when moth­er walked in, hot and dusty. She ex­plained that as she was be­ing driv­en in­to Rochester to buy the girls’ au­tumn school-dresses the axle had broken, and but for the nar­row­ness of the lane and the high soft hedges she would have been thrown out. As it was, she was not hurt, but she had had to walk home. “And oh, my dearest dear chicks,” she said, “I am simply dy­ing for a cup of tea! Do run and see if the kettle boils!”

			“So you see it’s all right,” Jane whispered. “She doesn’t re­mem­ber.”

			“No more does Martha,” said Anthea, who had been to ask after the state of the kettle.

			As the ser­vants sat at their tea, Beale the game­keep­er dropped in. He brought the wel­come news that Lady Chit­tenden’s dia­monds had not been lost at all. Lord Chit­tenden had taken them to be re­set and cleaned, and the maid who knew about it had gone for a hol­i­day. So that was all right.

			“I won­der if we ever shall see the Psam­mead again,” said Jane wist­fully as they walked in the garden, while moth­er was put­ting the Lamb to bed.

			“I’m sure we shall,” said Cyril, “if you really wished it.”

			“We’ve prom­ised nev­er to ask it for an­oth­er wish,” said Anthea.

			“I nev­er want to,” said Robert earn­estly.

			They did see it again, of course, but not in this story. And it was not in a sand­pit either, but in a very, very, very dif­fer­ent place. It was in a—But I must say no more.
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