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THE FIVE CHILDREN OMNIBUS

FIVE CHILDREN AND IT

TO JOHN BLAND
My Lamb, you are so very small,
You have not learned to read at all.
Y et never a printed book withstands
The urgence of your dimpled hands.
So, though this book isfor yoursalf,
Let mother keep it on the shelf
Till you can read. O daysthat Pass,
That day will cometoo soon, alas!

CHAPTER 1 BEAUTIFUL ASTHE DAY

The house was three miles from the station, but before the dusty hired fly had rattled ong 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 timethey passed a house, which was not very often, they dl said, ‘Oh, isTHISt?
But it never was, till they reached the very top of the hill, just past the chak-quarry and before you come
to the gravel-pit. And then there was awhite house with a green garden and an orchard beyond, and




mother said, ‘Herewe are!’

'How whitethe houseis,’ said Robert.

'And look at the roses,” said Anthea.

'And the plums,” said Jane.

'Itisrather decent,” Cyril admitted.

The Baby said, ‘Wanty go walky'; and the fly stopped with alast rattle and jolt.

Everyone got its legs kicked or itsfeet trodden on in the scramble to get out of the carriage that very
minute, but no one seemed to mind. Mother, curioudy enough, wasin no hurry to get out; and even when
she had come down dowly and by the step, and with no jump at al, she seemed to wish to see the boxes
caried 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 sde of the house. But the children were wiser, for once. It was not redly apretty house a dl; it was
quite ordinary, and mother thought it was rather inconvenient, and was quite annoyed &t 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 degp in the country, with no other house
in sight, and the children had been in London for two years, without o much as once going to the seaside
even for aday 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 islike prison for children, especidly if their relations are not
rich.

Of course there are the shops and the 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 thase nice things that children may play with without hurting the things or
themsalves-such as trees and sand and woods and waters. And nearly everything in London isthe wrong
sort of shape-all sraight lines and flat streets, instead of being al sorts of odd shapes, likethingsarein
the country. Treesare dl different, as you know, and | am sure some tiresome person must have told you
that there are no two blades of grass exactly dike. But in Streets, where the blades of grass don't grow,
everything islike everything ese. Thisiswhy so many children who livein towns are so extremely
naughty. They do not know what isthe matter with them, and no more do their fathers and mothers,
aunts, uncles, cousins, tutors, governesses, and nurses, but | know. And so do you now. Children in the
country are naughty sometimes, too, but that isfor quite different reasons.

The children had explored the gardens and the outhouses thoroughly before they were caught and
cleaned for teg, 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, anin
white flower, and smelling like a bottle of the most expensive scent that is ever given for abirthday
present; and when they had seen the lawn, al green and smooth, and quite different from the brown grass
in the gardens a Camden Town; and when they had found the stable with aloft over it and some old hay
till left, they were amost certain; and when Robert had found the broken swing and tumbled out of it
and got alump on his head the size of an egg, and Cyril had nipped hisfinger in the door of a hutch that
seemed made to keep rabbitsin, if you ever had any, they had no longer any doubts whatever.

The best part of it al wasthat there were no rules about not going to places and not doing things. In
London almost everything islabelled *Y ou musin't touch,” and though the label isinvisible, it'sjust as bad,
because you know it'sthere, or if you don't you jolly soon get told.

The White House was on the edge of a hill, with awood behind it-and the chalk-quarry on one side and



the gravel-pit on the other. Down at the bottom of the hill wasaleve 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 asif it wasfilled 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 | have begun to tell you about the place, | fed that | could go on and make thisinto amost
interesting story about al the ordinary things that the children did-just the kind of things you do yoursdif,
you know-and you would believe every word of it; and when | told about the children's being tiresome,
asyou are sometimes, your auntswould perhaps write in the margin of the story with a pencil, ‘How
true!’” or ‘How likelifel'and you would see it and very likely be annoyed. So | will only tell you theredly
astonishing things that happened, and you may |eave the book about quite safely, for no aunts and uncles
either arelikely to write‘How true!” on the edge of the story. Grown-up people find it very difficult to
believe redly wonderful things, unlessthey have what they cal proof. But children will believe dmost
anything, and grown-ups know this. That iswhy they tell you that the earth isround like an orange, when
you can see perfectly well that it isflat and lumpy; and why they say that the earth goes round the sun,
when you can seefor yourself any day that the sun gets up in the morning and goesto bed at night likea
good sun asit is, and the earth knowsits place, and liesas still asamouse. Yet | daresay you believe dl
that about the earth and the sun, and if so you will find it quite easy to believe that before Antheaand
Cyril and the others had been aweek in the country they had found afairy. At least they cdled it that,
because that waswhat it caled itself; and of courseit knew best, but it was not at dl 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 agreat hurry, and when they were gonethe
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 | eft over from the packing, and not yet cleared up, and
wished they had something to do. It was Cyril who said:

'| say, let'stake our Margate spades and go and dig in the gravel-pits. We can pretend it's seaside.’
'Father said it was once,” Antheasaid; ‘ he saysthere are shells there thousands of yearsold.’

So they went. Of course they had been to the edge of the gravel-pit and looked over, but they had not
gonedown into it for fear father should say they musin't play there, and the same with the chak-quarry.
The gravel-pit isnot really dangerousif you don't try to climb down the edges, but go the dow safe way
round by theroad, asif you were acart.

Each of the children carried its own spade, and took it in turnsto carry the Lamb. He was the baby, and
they called him that because ‘Baal wasthefirst thing he ever said. They caled Anthea‘ Panther’, which
seems slly when you read it, but when you say it it sounds alittle 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 islike agiant's wash-hand basin. And there are mounds of gravel, and
holesin the sides of the basin where gravel has been taken out, and high up in the steep Sdesthere are
thelittle holesthat are the little front doors of thelittle sand-martins’ little houses.

The children built acastle, of course, but castle-building israther 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 thewaist at least.

Cyril wanted to dig out acaveto play smugglersin, but the others thought it might bury them dive, so it



ended in al spades going to work to dig a hole through the castle to Austrdia. These children, you see,
believed that the world was round, and that on the other side the little Australian boys and girlswere
redlly walking wrong way up, likeflies on the celling, 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 adeep in awarm fat
bunch in the middle of the haf-finished castle. Thisleft his brothers and sitersfree to work redly 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
Audrdians, al the sand would get in their eyes!’

'Yes,’ said Robert; ‘and they would hate us, and throw stones at us, and not |et us see the kangaroos, or
opossums, or blue-gums, or Emu Brand birds, or anything.'

Cyril and Anthea knew that Australiawas not quite so near asdl that, but they agreed to stop using the
spades and go on with their hands. Thiswas quite easy, because the sand at the bottom of the hole was
very soft and fine and dry, like sea-sand. And there werelittle shdllsinit.

'Fancy it having been wet sea here once, al doppy and shiny,” said Jane, *with fishes and conger-edls
and cord and mermaids.’

'‘And masts of ships and wrecked Spanish treasure. | wish we could find a gold doubloon, or something,’
Cyril sad.

'How did the sea get carried away? Robert asked.

‘Notinapail, slly,” sad hisbrother. ‘ Father says the earth got too hot underneath, like you do in bed
sometimes, soit just hunched up its shoulders, and the seahad to dip off, like the blankets do off us, and
the shoulder was | eft sticking out, and turned into dry land. Let'sgo and look for shells; | think that little

cavelookslikdy, and | see something sticking out there like abit of wrecked ship's anchor, and it's
beadtly hot inthe Austraian hole’

The others agreed, but Antheawent on digging. She dways liked to finish athing when she had once
begun it. Shefdt it would be adisgrace to leave that hole without getting through to Austraia

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 the
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'saive! It get away! Quick!"
They dl hurried back.

It'sarat, | shouldn't wonder,” said Robert. ‘ Father saysthey infest old places-and this must be pretty old
if the seawas here thousands of years ago.’

'Perhapsitisasnake,” said Jane, shuddering.

‘Let'slook,” said Cyril, jumping into the hole. *I'm not afraid of snakes. | likethem. If itisasnakel'll
tameit, and it will follow me everywhere, and I'll et it deep round my neck a night.'



'No, youwon't,” said Robert firmly. He shared Cyril's bedroom. ‘ But you may if it'sarat.’

'Oh, don't be silly!” said Antheg; ‘it'snot arat, it'sMUCH bigger. And it's not a snake. It's got feet; |
saw them; and fur! No-not the spade. Y ou'll hurt it! Dig with your hands!'

'‘And let IT hurt ME instead! That'sso likdly, 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 redlly and truly did.’
'What?

ltsaid, “Youlet medone".

But Cyril merely observed that his sster 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 seethat there redlly was something moving in the bottom of the
Augrdian hole.

Then Antheacried out, ‘I'M not afraid. Let medig,” and fell on her knees and began to scratch like adog
does when he has suddenly remembered where it was that he buried his bone.

'Oh, | felt fur,” shecried, half laughing and half crying. ‘1 did indeed! | did!" when suddenly adry husky
voice in the sand made them dl jump back, and their hearts jumped nearly asfast asthey did.

‘Let meaone,’ it said. And now everyone heard the voice and looked at the othersto seeif they had
too.

‘But we want to seeyou,” said Robert bravely.
'l 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 camerolling out into the hole and the sand fdll off it, and it sat there yawning and
rubbing the ends of its eyeswith its hands.

'l believe | must have dropped adeep,’ it said, stretching itsdlf.

The children stood round the holein aring, looking at the creature they had found. It was worth looking
a. Itseyeswere on long hornslike asnail's eyes, and it could move them in and out like tel escopes; it
had earslike abat's ears, and its tubby body was shaped like a spider's and covered with thick soft fur;
itslegs and arms were furry too, and it had hands and feet like amonkey's.

'‘What on earthisit? Jane said. ‘ Shall wetake it home?

Thething turned itslong eyesto look at her, and said: ‘ Does she dwaystak nonsensg, or isit only the
rubbish on her head that makes her silly?

It looked scornfully at Jane's hat asit spoke.

'She doesn't mean to be silly,” Antheasaid 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 asif | were nobody in particular.” All
itsfur stood out like acat'swhen it isgoing to fight.



'Well;' said Anthea, till kindly, * perhapsif we knew who you arein particular we could think of
something to say that wouldn't make you cross. Everything weve said so far ssemsto have. Who are
you? And don't get angry! Because really we don't know.'

'Y ou don't know? it said. ‘Wdll, | knew the world had changed-but-well, really-do you mean to tell me
serioudy you don't know a Psammead when you see one?

‘A Sammyadd? That's Greek to me.’

'Soitisto everyone,’ said the creature sharply. ‘Wadll, in plain English, then, aSAND-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 | seeyou are, now. It'squite plain
now one comesto look at you.'

'Y ou cameto look at me, severd sentencesago,’ it said crosdy, beginning to curl up again in the sand.

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

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

Itisnttaking | mind, it said, ‘aslong asyou're reasonably civil. But I'm not going to make polite
conversation for you. If you talk nicely to me, perhapsI'll answer you, and perhaps | 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 hesaid it at once.

'Oh, ages-severd thousand years,” replied the Psammead.
'Tell usdl about it. Do.'
It'sdl in books.'

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

The Sand-fairy smoothed hislong rat-like whiskers and smiled between them.
'Do pleasetel!” said the children all together.

It iswonderful how quickly you get used to things, even the most astonishing. Five minutes before, the
children had had no more ideathan you that there was such athing as a sand-fairy in the world, and now
they weretaking to it asthough they had known it dl their lives. It drew itseyesin and said:

'How very sunny it is-quite like old times. Where do you get your Megatheriums from now?

'What? said the children dl at once. It isvery difficult awaysto remember that ‘what’ isnot polite,
especidly in moments of surprise or agitation.

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

The children were unableto reply.



'What do you have for breskfast? the Fairy said impatiently, ‘and who givesit you?

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

'Why, dmost everyone had Pterodactyl for breskfast in my time! Pterodactyls were something like
crocodiles and something like birds-| believe they were very good grilled. Y ou seeit waslikethis: of
course there were hegps 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 wasasbig asan
elephant, you see, s0 therewas agood deal of mesat onit. And if they wanted fish, the I chthyosaurus 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-partiesit was nearly dways Megatheriums; and | chthyosaurus, because his
finswereagreat delicacy and histail made soup.'

"There must have been hegps and heaps of cold meet |eft over,” said Anthea, who meant to be agood
housekeeper some day.

'Oh no,” said the Psammead, ‘ that would never have done. Why, of course at sunset what was |eft over
turned into stone. Y ou find the stone bones of the Megatherium and things all over the place even now,
they tdl me’

'Who tell you? asked Cyril; but the Sand-fairy frowned and began to dig very fast with itsfurry hands.

'Oh, don't go!’ they dl cried; *tell us more about it when it was Megatheriumsfor breskfast! Wasthe
world likethisthen?

It stopped digging.

'Not ahit,” it said; ‘it was nearly al sand where | lived, and coa grew on trees, and the periwinkles were
as big asteatrays-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 livein. That's thousands of years ago, but | hear that children till build castles on the sand. It's difficult
to break yourself of ahabit.’

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

It'sasad story,” said the Psammead gloomily. * It was because they WOULD build moats to the castles,
and the nasty wet bubbling sea used to comein, 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 afairy and
had awish, 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 fed
the place still in damp wegther. It was only once, but it was quite enough for me. | went away as soon as
the sun had dried my poor dear whisker. | scurried away to the back of the beach, and dug mysdf 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,” sad it; “didn't | give you yours afew minutes ago? Y ou sad, “I wish you'd come out,” and |
did.

'Oh, please, mayn't we have another?
'Y es, but be quick about it. I'm tired of you.'

| daresay you have often thought what you would do if you had three wishes given you, and have
despised the old man and hiswife in the black-pudding story, and felt certain that if you had the chance
you could think of three redlly ussful wishes without amoment'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 crosdy. No one could think of anything, only Antheadid manageto
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 till it was better than nothing.

'l wishwe weredl as beautiful astheday,” shesaidinagreat hurry.

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

I'mredly afrad | can't manageit,’ it said apologeticdly; ‘| must be out of practice.’
The children were horribly disappointed.
'Oh, DO try again!’ they said.

'Wdll,” said the Sand-fairy, ‘thefact is, | was keeping back alittle strength to give the rest of you your
wisheswith. If you'll be contented with one wish aday amongst the ot of you | daresay | can screw
mysdf up to it. Do you agreeto that?

'Yes, ohyes!’ said Jane and Anthea. The boys nodded. They did not believe the Sand-fairy could do it.
Y ou can dways make girls believe things much easier than you can boys.

It stretched out its eyes farther than ever, and swelled and swelled and swelled.
'l do hopeit won't hurt itself,” said Anthea.
'Or crack itsskin,” Robert said anxioudly.

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

That'sdl right, it said, panting heavily. * It'll come easier to-morrow.’
'Did it hurt much? asked Anthea.
'Only my poor whisker, thank you,” said he, ‘but you're akind 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 one with three perfect strangers, al 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 firs—

'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 alittle girl anywhere about?

'l wasjust going to ask you that,” said Jane. And then Cyril cried:

'Why, it's YOU! | know the holein your pinafore! Y ou ARE Jane, aren't you? And you're the Panther; |
can seeyour dirty handkerchief that you forgot to change after you'd cut your thumb! Crikey! The wish
has come off, after all. | say, am | as handsome asyou are?

'If you're Cyril, | liked you much better asyou were before,” said Antheadecidedly. ‘Y ou look like the
picture of the young chorister, with your golden hair; you'l die young, | shouldn't wonder. And if that's
Robert, he'slike an Italian organ-grinder. Hishair'sal black.’

"Y ou two girls are like Christmas cards, then-that's al-silly Christmas cards,” said Robert angrily. ‘And
janéshar issmply carrots!

It wasindeed of that Venetian tint so much admired by artists.

'Wdll, it'sno use finding fault with each other,” said Anthes; ‘let's get the Lamb and lug it home to dinner.
The servantswill admire usmost awfully, you'll see’

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

'l suppose he'stoo young to have wishes naturaly,” said Jane. ‘We shall have to mention him specidly
next time.'

Anthearan forward and held out her arms.
'‘Come to own Panther, ducky,” she said.

The Baby looked at her disapprovingly, and put asandy pink thumb in his mouth, Antheawas his
favourite sster.

‘Comethen,” shesaid.

'‘G'way long!’ said the Baby.

'‘Cometo own Pussy,” said Jane.

'Wants my Panty,” said the Lamb dismdly, and hislip trembled.

'Here, come on, Veteran,” said Robert, ‘ come and have ayidey on Y obby's back.'

'Y ah, narky narky boy,” howled the Baby, giving way atogether. Then the children knew theworst. THE
BABY DID NOT KNOW THEM!

They looked at each other in despair, and it wasterrible to each, in this dire emergency, to meet only the
beautiful eyesof perfect strangers, instead of the merry, friendly, commonplace, twinkling, jolly little eyes



of itsown brothers and sisters.

"Thisismost truly awful,” said Cyril when he had tried to lift up the Lamb, and the Lamb had scratched
like acat and bellowed like abull. *We've got to MAKE FRIENDSwith him! | can't carry him home
screaming like that. Fancy having to make friends with our own baby!-it'stoo silly.

That, however, was exactly what they had to do. It took over an hour, and the task was not rendered
any easer by thefact that the Lamb was by thistime as hungry asalion and asthirsty as adesert.

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

"Thank goodness, werre home!” said Jane, staggering through the iron gate to where Martha, the
nursemaid, stood at the front door shading her eyeswith her hand and looking out anxioudy. ‘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.

'l tell youit'sUS, only we're beautiful astheday,” said Cyril. *I'm Cyril, and these are the others, and
we'rejolly hungry. Let usin, and don't beasdlly idiot.’

Marthamerely dratted Cyril'simpudence and tried to shut the door in hisface.
'l know we LOOK different, but I'm Anthea, and we're so tired, and it'slong past dinner-time.”

"Then go hometo your dinners, whoever you are; and if our children put you up to this playacting you can
tell them from methey'll caich 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 abedroom window and said:

'If you don't take yoursalves off, and that precious sharp, I'll go and fetch the police.” And she dammed
down the window.

'It'sno 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 asthe day, but al the same they followed the others out into the lane.

'We shadl be our proper selves after sunset, | suppose,’ said Jane.

'l don't know,” Cyril said sadly; ‘it mayn't be like that now-things have changed agood dedl 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 usleft 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 aglass of water. They were afraid to go to the village, because they had seen Martha go down
there with a basket, and there was alocal constable. True, they were all as beautiful asthe day, but that
isapoor comfort when you are as hungry as ahunter and asthirsty as a sponge.

Threetimesthey tried in vain to get the servantsin the White House to let them in and listen to their tale.
And then Robert went alone, hoping to be ableto climb in at one of the back windows and so open the
door to the others. But al the windows were out of reach, and Martha emptied atoilet-jug of cold water
over him from atop window, and sad:

'Go dong with you, you nasty little Eyetalian monkey.”

It came at last to their Sitting down in arow under the hedge, with their feet in adry ditch, waiting for
sunset, and wondering whether, when the sun did st, they would turn into stone, or only into their own
old naturd selves; and each of them till felt lonely and among strangers, and tried not to look &t the
others, for, though their voices were their own, their faces were so radiantly beautiful asto be quite
irritating to look .

'l don't believe we SHALL turnto stone,” said Robert, breaking along miserable silence, ‘ because the
Sand-fairy said held give us another wish to-morrow, and he couldn't if we were stone, could he?

The otherssaid ‘No,” but they weren't at al comforted.

Another slence, longer and more miserable, was broken by Cyril's suddenly saying, ‘| don't want to
frighten you girls, but | believeit's beginning with me already. My foot's quite dead. I'm turning to stone, |
know | am, and so will you inaminute.’

‘Never mind,” said Robert kindly, ‘ perhaps you'll be the only stone one, and the rest of uswill be al right,
and welll cherish your statue and hang garlands onit.'

But when it turned out that Cyril'sfoot had only gone to deep through his sitting too long with it under
him, and when it cameto life in an agony of pins and needles, the others were quite cross.

'Giving us such afright for nothing!” said Anthea.

Thethird and miserablest slence of dl was broken by Jane. She said: ‘If we DO come out of thisdl
right, well ask the Sammyadd to make it so that the servants don't notice anything different, no matter
what wisheswe 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-al joined together to bring
one nicething, and that was deep. The children lay adegp in arow, with their beautiful eyes shut and their
beautiful mouths open. Antheawoke 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 ill fed pinching she
decided that she was not stone, and then she pinched the others. They, aso, were soft.

'Wake up, shesaid, dmostin tears of joy; ‘it'sal right, were not stone. And oh, Cyril, how niceand
ugly you do look, with your old freckles and your brown hair and your little eyes. And so do you dl!’” she
added, so that they might not fedl jedous.

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

'A good-looking lot, | must say, but that impudent.’



'l know,” said Robert, who knew by experience how hopeessit would beto try to explain thingsto
Martha.

'And where on earth have you been dl thistime, you naughty little things, you?
'Inthelane’

'Why didn't you come home hours ago?

'We couldn't because of THEM, said Anthea.

'Who?

"The children who were as beautiful asthe day. They kept ustheretill after sunset. We couldn't come
back till they'd gone. Y ou don't know how we hated them! Oh, do, do give us some supper-we are so

hungry.

'Hungry! | should think so,” said Marthaangrily; ‘out dl day likethis. Well, | hopeit'll be alesson to you
not to go picking up with strange children-down here after meades, aslikely asnot! Now mind, if you
see them again, don't you speak to them-not one word nor so much as alook-but come straight away
and tell me. I'll spoil their beauty for them!*

'If ever we DO seethem again well tell you,” Anthea said; and Robert, fixing his eyesfondly on the cold
beef that was being brought in on atray by cook, added in heartfelt undertones—

'And well takejolly good care we never DO seethem again.’

And they never have.

CHAPTER 2 GOLDEN GUINEAS

Antheawoke in the morning from avery red sort of dream, in which she waswalking in the Zoologica
Gardens on a pouring wet day without any umbrella. The animals seemed desperately unhappy because
of therain, and were dl 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 adight cold and was
dtill adeep. Therainfel in dow drops on to Anthed's face from the wet corner of abath-towel which her
brother Robert was gently squeezing the water out of, to wake her up, as he now explained.

'Oh, dropit!” she said rather crosdy; so hedid, for hewas not abruta brother, though very ingeniousin
apple-pie beds, booby-traps, origina methods of awakening deeping relatives, and the other little
accomplishments which make home happy.

'l had such afunny dream,” Anthea began.

'Sodid |, said Jane, wakening suddenly and without warning. ‘1 dreamed we found a Sand-fairy in the
grave-pits, and it said it was a Sammyadd, and we might have anew wish every day, and-'

‘But that'swhat | dreamed,” said Robert. ‘| was just going to tell you-and we had the first wish directly it
said s0. And | dreamed you girls were donkeys enough to ask for us al to be beautiful asthe day, and
wejolly well were, and it was perfectly beadtly.’

‘But CAN different people dl dream the samething? said Anthea, sitting up in bed, ‘ because | dreamed
all that aswell as about the Zoo and the rain; and Baby didn't know usin my dream, and the servants
shut us out of the house because the radiantness of our beauty was such a complete disguise, and-'



Thevoice of the eldest brother sounded from across the landing.

‘Comeon, Robert,” it said, ‘you'll be late for breakfast again-unless you mean to shirk your bath like you
did on Tuesday.'

'I say, comehereasec,” Robert replied. ‘| didn't shirk it; | had it after brekker in father's dressing-room,
because ours was emptied away.'

Cyril appeared in the doorway, partialy clothed.
'Look here,’ said Anthea, ‘weve dl had such an odd dream. We've dl dreamed we found a Sand-fairy.’

Her voice died away before Cyril's contemptuous glance. ‘ Dream? he said, ‘youlittle sillies, its TRUE. |
tell you it al happened. That'swhy I'm so keen on being down early. Well go up there directly after
brekker, and have another wish. Only welll make up our minds, solid, before we go, what it iswe 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 adl that dream about the Sand-fairy wasred, thisred
dressing seemed very like adream, the girlsthought. Jane felt that Cyril wasright, but Antheawas not
aure, till after they had seen Marthaand heard her full and plain reminders about their naughty conduct
the day before. Then Antheawas sure. ‘Because,” said she, * servants never dream anything but the things
in the Dream-book, like snakes and oysters and going to awedding-that means afunera, and snakes are
afdsefemaefriend, and oysters are babies!

"Taking of babies,’ said Cyril, ‘wherésthe Lamb? *Martha's going to take him to Rochester to see her
cousins. Mother said she might. She'sdressing him now,” said Jane, ‘in his very best coat and hat.
Bread-and-butter, please.’

'She seemsto like taking him too,” said Robert in atone of wonder.

‘Servants do like taking babiesto seetheir rdations,” Cyril said. ‘I've noticed it before-especidly in their
best things.'

'| expect they pretend they're their own babies, and that they're not servantsat dl, 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. ‘| expect that'swhat Marthall say to her cousin. Shelll enjoy herself
most frightfully-'

'Shewon't enjoy hersalf most frightfully carrying our infant duke to Rochester,” said Robert, ‘ not if she's
anything like me-shewont.

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

'Shelsgoing by carrier,” said Jane. ‘ Let's see them off, then we shdl have done apolite and kindly act,
and we shall be quite sure we've got rid of them for the day.’

Sothey did.

Marthawore 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 ayellow-lace collar with agreen bow.
And the Lamb had indeed his very best cream-coloured silk coat and hat. It was asmart party that the
carrier's cart picked up at the Cross Roads. When itswhite tilt and red wheels had dowly vanished in a
swirl of chalk-dust—



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

Asthey went they decided on the wish they would ask for. Although they weredl in agreat hurry they
did not try to climb down the sides of the grave-pit, but went round by the safe lower road, asif they
had been carts. They had made aring of stones round the place where the Sand-fairy had disappeared,
s0 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 adream, after al,” Robert said asthe boys uncovered their spades from the
sand-heap where they had buried them and began to dig.

‘Suppose you were asensible chap,” said Cyril; ‘one's quite aslikely asthe other!” * Suppose you kept a
civil tonguein your head,” Robert snapped.

'Suppose we girlstake aturn,” said Jane, laughing. *Y ou boys seem to be getting very warm.’
'Suppose you don't come shoving your silly oar in,” said Robert, who was now warm indeed.

'Wewon't,” said Anthea quickly. ‘ Robert dear, don't be so grumpy-we won't say aword, you shall be
the one to speak to the Fairy and tell him what we've decided to wish for. Y ou'll say it much better than
weshdl.'

'Suppose you drop being alittle humbug,” said Robert, but not crosdy. ‘ 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 adream.

The Psammead sat up and shook the sand out of itsfur.
'How's your left whisker thismorning? said Anthea palitely.
'Nothing to boast of,” said it, ‘it had rather arestless night. But thank you for asking.'

'l say,” said Robert, ‘do you fed up to giving wishes to-day, because we very much want an extra
besidestheregular one? The extrasavery little one,’ he added reassuringly.

'Humph!” said the Sand-fairy. (If you read this story aoud, please pronounce ‘humph’ exactly asit is
spdit, for that ishow he said it.) “Humph! Do you know, until | heard you being disagreeable to each
other just over my head, and so loud too, | redly quite thought | had dreamed you dl. | do have very
odd dreams sometimes.’

'Do you?Jane hurried to say, so asto get away from the subject of disagreeableness. ‘| wish,” she added
politely, ‘you'd tel us about your dreams-they must be avfully interesting.’

'Isthat the day'swish? said the Sand-fairy, yawning.

Cyril muttered something about ‘just likeagirl,” and the rest stood silent. If they said “Yes, then
good-bye to the other wishes they had decided to ask for. If they said ‘No,’ it would be very rude, and
they had dl been taught manners, and had learned alittle too, whichisnot &t al the samething. A sigh of
relief broke from al lipswhen the Sand-fairy said:

'If 1 do | shan't have strength to give you a second wish; not even good tempers, or common sense, or



manners, or littlethingslike that.’

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

'Wdl,” said the Psammead, putting out hislong snail's eyes so suddenly that one of them nearly went into
the round boy's eyes of Robert, ‘let's have thelittle wish first.'

'We don't want the servants to notice the giftsyou give us:’
'Arekind enough to give us,” said Antheain awhisper.
'Arekind enough to give us, | mean,” said Robert.

The Fairy swelled himself out abit, 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?

'Wewant,” said Robert dowly, ‘to berich beyond the dreams of something or other.’
'Avarice, said Jane.

'Soitis,’ sadthe Fairy unexpectedly. ‘But it won't do you much good, that's one comfort,” it muttered to
itsdf. *Come-l can't go beyond dreams, you know! How much do you want, and will you haveit in gold
or notes?

'Gold, please-and millions of it.'

"Thisgrave-pit full be enough? said the Fairy in an off-hand manner.
‘Oh YES!

‘Then get out before | begin, or you'll be buried diveinit.’

It madeits skinny arms so long, and waved them so frighteningly, that the children ran as hard asthey
could towards the road by which carts used to come to the gravel-pits. Only Anthea had presence of
mind enough to shout atimid * Good-morning, | hope your whisker will be better to-morrow,” as sheran.

On theroad they turned and looked back, and they had to shut their eyes, and open them very dowly, a
little bit at atime, because the Sight was too dazzling for their eyesto be able to beer it. It was something
liketrying to look at the sun at high noon on Midsummer Day. For the whole of the sand-pit wasfull,
right up to the very top, with new shining gold pieces, and dl thelittle sand-martins’ little front doors were
covered out of sight. Where the road for the carts wound into the gravel-pit the gold lay in hegpslike
stoneslie by the roadside, and a great bank of shining gold shelved down from whereit lay flat and
smooth between the tal sides of the gravel-pit. And dl the gleaming heap was minted gold. And on the
sdes and edges of these countless coins the midday sun shone and sparkled, and glowed and gleamed till
the quarry looked like the mouth of asmdting furnace, or one of thefairy halsthat you see sometimesin
the sky at sunset.

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

At last Robert stopped 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 alow voice, quite different to hisown, ‘It'snot
sovereigns.'

It'sgold, anyway,” said Cyril. And now they dl 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 asit fell was
wonderful music. At firgt they quite forgot to think of spending the money, it was so niceto play with.
Jane sat down between two hegps of gold and Robert began to bury her, asyou bury your father in sand
when you are at the seaside and he has gone to deep on the beach with his newspaper over hisface. But
Jane was not half buried before she cried out, * Oh, stop, it'stoo heavy! It hurts!

Robert said ‘Bosh!” and went on.
‘Let meout, | tell you,” cried Jane, and was taken out, very white, and trembling alittle.
'You'veno ideawnhat it'slike,’ said she; ‘it'slike stones on you-or like chains!'

'Look here Cyril said, *if thisisto do usany good, it'sno good our staying gasping at it likethis. Let'sfill
our pockets and go and buy things. Don't you forget, it won't last after sunset. | wish we'd asked the
Sammyadd why things don't turn to stone. Perhapsthiswill. I'll tell you what, therésapony and cart in
thevillage'

'Do you want to buy that? asked Jane.

'No, slly-well HIRE it. And then well 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 aman's head on one side
and athing like the ace of spades on the other. Fill your pocketswithiit, | tell you, and come aong. You
can jaw aswe go-if you must jaw.’

Cyril sat down and began to fill his pockets. *Y ou made fun of mefor getting father to have nine pockets
inmy Norfolks,” said he, *but now you see!’

They did. For when Cyril had filled his nine pockets and his handkerchief and the space between himslf
and his shirt front with the gold coins, he had to stand up. But he staggered, and had to sit down againin
ahurry—

"Throw out some of the cargo,” said Robert. Y ou'll sink the ship, old chap. That comes of nine pockets.”
And Cyril had to.

Then they st off to walk to the village. It was more than amile, 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 Janewho said, ‘1 don't see how we'reto spend it al. There must be thousands of pounds among
thelot of us. I'm going to leave some of mine behind this sump in the hedge. And directly we get to the
village well buy some biscuits; | know it'slong past dinner-time.” 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 ssump in the hedge
conceded itslittle hoard of hidden treasure. Y et they reached the village with about twelve hundred
guineasin their pockets. But in spite of thisinsde 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 hedt, 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 isnot wrong for men to go into public houses, only for children. And Cyril isnearer to being aman
than us, because heisthe eldest.” So he went. The others sat in the sun and waited.

'Oh, hats, how hot itisl” said Robert. ‘ Dogs put their tongues out when they're hot; | wonder if it would
cool usat al to put out ours?

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

'l had to pay for it out of my own two-and-sevenpence, though, that | was going to buy rabbitswith,” he
sad. ‘ They wouldn't change the gold. And when | pulled out a handful the man just laughed and said it
was card-counters. And | got some sponge-cakes too, out of aglassjar on the bar-counter. And some
biscuitswith carawaysin.’

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'smy turn now to try to buy something with the money,” Antheasaid, ‘I'm next eldest. Whereisthe
pony-cart kept?

It was at The Chequers, and Antheawent in the back way to the yard, because they al 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'.

'Hell be ready in abrace of shakes, he says,” she remarked, ‘and he's to have one sovereign-or
whatever it isto drive usin to Rochester and back, besides waiting theretill weve got everything we
want. | think | managed very well.'

'Y ou think yoursdlf jolly clever, | daresay,’” said Cyril moodily. ‘How did you do it?

'l wasn't jolly clever enough to go taking handfuls of money out of my pocket, to make it seem cheap,
anyway,” sheretorted. ‘I just found ayoung man doing something to ahorse'sleg with asponge and a
pal. And | held out one sovereign, and | said, “ Do you know what thisis?” He said, “No,” and held cal
hisfather. And the old man came, and he said it was a spade guinea; and he said wasit my ownto do as
| liked with, and | said “Yes'; and | asked about the pony-cart, and | said he could have the guinea if
held drive usin to Rochester. And hisnameis S. Crispin. And he said, “Right oh™.'

It was anew sensation to be driven in a smart pony-trap along pretty country roads, it was very pleasant
too (which isnot aways the case with new sensations), quite apart from the beautiful plans of spending
the money which each child made asthey went dong, silently of course and quiteto itself, for they fdlt it
would never have doneto let the old innkeeper hear them talk in the affluent sort of way they were
thinking. The old man put them down by the bridge a their request.

'If you were going to buy acarriage and horses, where would you go? asked Cyril, asif he were only
asking for the sake of something to say.

‘Billy Peasemarsh, at the Saracen's Head,” said the old man prompitly. ‘ Though al forbid | should
recommend any man whereit's aquestion of horses, no more than I'd take anybody el se's recommending



if I wasabuying one. But if your pasthinking of aturnout of any sort, there aint astraighter manin
Rochegter, nor aciviller spoken, than Billy, though | saysit.’

"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 personswould 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 amost impossible. The
tradespeople of Rochester seemed to shrink, to atrades-person, from the glittering fairy gold (‘furrin
money’ they caled it, for the most part). To begin with, Anthea, who had had the misfortune to sit on her
het earlier in the day, wished to buy another. She chose avery beautiful one, trimmed with pink rosesand
the blue breasts of peacocks. It was marked in the window, ‘ Paris Modd, three guiness.

I'mglad, shesaid, ‘becausg, if it says guiness, it means guineas, and not sovereigns, which we haven't
got.'

But when she took three of the spade guineasin her hand, which was by thistime 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'sgood money,” said Antheg, ‘and it's my own.'

'| daresay,’ said thelady, *but it's not the kind of money that's fashionable now, and we don't care about
taking it

'I bedievethey think weve stolenit,’ said Anthea, rejoining the othersin the street; ‘if we had glovesthey
wouldn't think we were o dishonest. It's my hands being so dirty fillstheir minds with doubts!'

So they chose ahumble shop, and the girls bought cotton gloves, the kind a 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 so0 had the green imitation crocodile-skin purse a ninepence-halfpenny which had been bought at the
sametime. They tried severd 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 aguineathat 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 dipped and fell down ona
part of the road where awater-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 pastrycooksin vain, they became so
hungry, perhaps from the smell of the cake in the shops, as Cyril suggested, that they formed aplan of
campaignin whispersand carried it out in desperation. They marched into athird pastrycook's-Bedle 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 abig bite out of thetriple
sandwich. Then they stood at bay, with the twelve bunsin their hands and their mouths very full indeed.
The shocked pastrycook bounded round the corner.

'Here,’ said Cyril, speaking as digtinctly as he could, and holding out the guinea he got ready before
entering the shop, ‘ pay yourself out of that."

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

'Off you go,” he sad, brief and stern like the man in the song.



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

'Change!l’” said the man. ‘I'll change you! Hout you goes; and you may think yoursalves lucky | 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 acharm 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 ahorse
and carriage. The boyswould have given up the idea, but Jane was aways a hopeful child, and Anthea
generally an obgtinate one, and their earnestness prevailed.

The whole party, by thistime indescribably dirty, therefore betook itself to the Saracen's Head. The
yard-method of attack having been successful a The Chequerswastried again here. Mr Peasemarsh
wasin the yard, and Robert opened the businessin these terms—

"They tell meyou have alot of horsesand carriagesto sdll.” It had been agreed that Robert should be
spokesman, becausein booksit is aways the gentlemen who buy horses, and not ladies, and Cyril had
had hisgo at the Blue Boar.

"They tell you true, young man,” said Mr Peasemarsh. He was along lean man, with very blueeyesand a
tight mouth and narrow lips.

"We should like to buy some, please,’ said Robert politdly.
'l daresay you would.'

'Will you show us afew, please? To choosefrom.” “Who are you a-kiddin of 7 inquired Mr Billy
Peasemarsh. ‘Was you sent here of a message?

'l tell you,” said Robert, ‘we want to buy some horses and carriages, and a man told us you were Straight
and civil spoken, but | shouldn't wonder if he was mistaken.'

'Upon my sacred!” said Mr Peasemarsh. * Shall | trot the whole stable out for your Honour's worship to
see? Or shdl | send round to the Bishop'sto seeif he'sanag or two to dispose of 7

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

Mr Peasemarsh put his handsin 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 tuppencein his pocket to bless hissdf with, I'll go bail!'

Willum's eyesfollowed his magter's pointing thumb with contemptuous interest.
'Do ‘e, for sure? hesad.

But Robert spoke, though both the girlswere now pulling at his jacket and begging himto ‘come dlong'.
He spoke, and he was very angry; he said:

'I'm not ayoung duke, and | never pretended to be. And as for tuppence-what do you cal 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 hisfinger and thumb. He bit it, and



Jane expected him to say, ‘ The best horsein my stablesis at your service” But the others knew better.
Stll it was ablow, 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 |
hopeit'll be alesson to you.” He had seen alittle Side gate open, and was moving towards it as he spoke.
But Billy Peasemarsh put himsdf in theway.

'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:

‘Nicelot you are, aren't you, coming tempting honest men with your guiness!'
‘They ARE our guiness,” said Cyril boldly.

'Oh, of course we don't know al about that, no more we don't-oh no-course not! And dragging little
gdlsintoit, too. ‘Ere-l'll let the gellsgo if you'll come aong to the pleece quiet.’

'Wewon't belet go,” said Jane heroically; ‘ not without the boys. It's our money just as much astheirs,
you wicked old man.'

'Whered you get it, then? said the man, softening dightly, which wasnot at al what the boys expected
when Jane began to cal names.

Jane cast aslent glance of agony at the others.

'Lost your tongue, eh? Got it fast enough whenit'sfor calling names with. Come, speak up! Whered you
getit?

'Out of the gravd-pit,’ said truthful Jane.
‘Next article” said the man.

'l tell youwedid,” Janesaid. ‘ Therésafairy there-al over brown fur-with earslike abat's and eyeslike
asnal's, and he givesyou awish aday, and they al cometrue.’

"Touched in the head, eh? said theman in alow voice, ‘al the more shameto you boys dragging the
poor afflicted child into your anful burglaries.’

'Shel'snot mad; it'strue,’ said Antheg; ‘thereisafairy. If | ever see him again I'll wish for something for
you; & least | 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 aspiteful grin on hisface, and a his back a policeman, with whom Mr
Peasemarsh spoke long in a hoarse earnest whisper.

'| daresay youreright,” said the policeman at last. * Anyway, I'll take’ em up on acharge of unlawful
possession, pending inquiries. And the magistrate will deal with the case. Send the fflicted onesto a
home, aslikely as not, and the boys to areformatory. Now then, come aong, youngsters! No use
meaking afuss. Y ou bring the gdlsaong, Mr Peasemarsh, Sir, and I'll shepherd the boys!'



Speechlesswith rage and horror, the four children were driven aong the streets of Rochester. Tears of
anger and shame blinded them, so that when Robert ran right into a passer-by he did not recognize her till
awell-known voice said, ‘Well, if ever | did! Oh, Master Robert, whatever have you been adoing of
now? And another voice, quite aswel known, said, ‘ Panty; want go own Panty!"

They had run into Martha and the baby!

Martha behaved admirably. She refused to believe aword of the policeman's sory, or of Mr
Peasemarsh's ether, even when they made Robert turn out his pocketsin an archway and show the
guiness.

I don't see nothing,” she said. Y ou've gone out of your senses, you two! Thereain't any gold there-only
the poor child'shands, al over crock and dirt, and like the very chimbley. Oh, that | should ever seethe

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 thefairy 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
extranoble.

It was getting dusk when they reached the police-gtation. The policeman told histaeto an ingpector,
who sat in alarge bare room with athing like aclumsy nursery-fender at one end to put prisonersin.
Robert wondered whether it was a cell or a dock.

'Produce the coins, officer,’” said the ingpector.
"Turn out your pockets,” said the constable.

Cyril desperately plunged his handsin his pockets, stood still amoment, 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 dl 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 hisNorfolk suit. And every pocket
was empty.

'Well!" said the inspector.

'l don't know how they doneit-artful little beggars! They walked in front of me the ‘ ole way, so asfor me
to keep my eye on them and not to attract a crowd and obstruct the traffic.'

'It'svery 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
well drive hometo their papals mansion. Y ou'll hear about this again, young man!-I told you they hadn't
got any gold, when you were pretending to seeit in their poor helplesshands. It'searly inthe day for a
constable on duty not to be able to trust his own eyes. Asto the other one, the less said the better; he
keeps the Saracen’'s Head, and he knows best what hisliquor'slike.’

‘Take them away, for goodness sake,” said the ingpector crosdy. But as they |eft the police-station he
said, ‘Now then!” to the policeman and Mr Pease-marsh, and he said it twenty times as crosdy as he had
spoken to Martha.



Martha was as good as her word. She took them homein avery 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 dlone for ‘trapseing into Rochester by themsalves, 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 wedlth, the children found themsalves 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 al the rest, so they went down to the village next day to gpologize for not mesting himin
Rochester, and to see. They found him very friendly. The guineahad NOT disappeared, and he had
bored aholein it and hung it on hiswatch-chain. Asfor the guineathe 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 Antheals mind, and at last she secretly sent
twelve stamps by post to ‘Mr Beale, Baker, Rochester'. Inside she wrote, ‘ To pay for the buns.” | hope
the guinea did disappesar, for that pastrycook was redlly not at al anice man, and, besides, penny buns
are seven for sixpencein dl redlly respectable shops.

CHAPTER 3 BEING WANTED

The morning after the children had been the possessors of boundless wedlth, 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 aride in a pony-cart, they awoke without any of the enthusiastic

happi ness 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 anew wish every day. For now
they had had two wishes, Beauty and Weslth, and neither had exactly made them happy. But the
happening of strangethings, even if they are not completely pleasant things, is more amusing than those
times when nothing happens but medls, and they are not aways completely pleasant, especialy onthe
dayswhen it is cold mutton or hash.

There was no chance of talking things over before breskfast, because everyone overdept itsdlf, asit
happened, and it needed a vigorous and determined struggle to get dressed so asto be only ten minutes
late for breakfast. During thismeal some efforts were made to dedl with the question of the Psammead in
animpartia oirit, but it isvery difficult to discuss anything thoroughly and at the sametimeto attend
faithfully to your baby brother's breskfast needs. The Baby was particularly lively that morning. He not
only wriggled his body through the bar of hishigh chair, and hung by hishead, choking and purple, but he
collared atablespoon with desperate suddenness, hit Cyril heavily on the head with it, and then cried
because it was taken away from him. He put hisfat fist in his bread-and-milk, and demanded ‘ nam,
which was only alowed for tea. He sang, he put his feet on the table-he clamoured to ‘go walky'. The
conversation was something likethis:

'Look here-about that Sand-fairy-Look out!-hell have the milk over.’

Milk removed to a safe distance.

'Y es-about that Fairy-No, Lamb dear, give Panther the narky poon.’

Then Cyril tried. ‘Nothing weve had yet has turned out-He nearly had the mustard that time!’

'l wonder whether we'd better wish-Hullo! you've doneit now, my boy!” And, in aflash of glassand
pink baby-paws, the bowl of golden carp in the middle of the tablerolled on its side, and poured aflood
of mixed water and goldfish into the Baby'slap and into the laps of the others.



Everyone was amost as much upset as the goldfish: the Lamb only remaining cam. When the pool onthe
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
al day in her best petticoat. It was white and soft and frilly, and trimmed with lace, and very, very pretty,
quite as pretty as afrock, if not more so. Only it was NOT afrock, and Marthas word was law. She
wouldn't let Jane wear her best frock, and she refused to listen for amoment to Robert's suggestion that
Jane should wear her best petticoat and call it adress.

'It's not respectable,” she said. And when people say that, it's no use anyone's saying anything. Y ou 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 awater-cart had passed on its
slvery way. She had grazed her knee, and her stocking was much more than grazed, and her dresswas
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 al sat on the grass-plot round the sundid,
and Jane darned away for dear life. The Lamb was till in the hands of Martha having its clothes changed,
S0 conversation was possible,

Antheaand Robert timidly tried to concedl 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, asin honour bound: * Sneak yoursdlf-Anthea and me weren't so goldfishy asyou
two were, SO we got changed quicker, and we've had timeto think it over, and if you ask me-'

'l didn't ask you,” said Jane, biting off aneedleful of thread as she had dways been gtrictly forbidden to
do.

'l don't care who asks or who doesn't, said Robert, but Antheaand | think the Sammyadd is a spiteful
brute. If it can give us our wishes| supposeit can giveitsalf itsown, and | fed dmost sureit wishesevery
time that our wishes shan't do us any good. Let's et the tiresome beast done, and just go and have ajolly
good game of forts, on our own, in the chak-pit."

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

Cyril and Jane were more hopeful-they generaly were.

'l don't think the Sammyadd doesit on purpose,” Cyril said; ‘and, after dl, it WAS slly to wish for
boundless wedth. Fifty poundsin two-shilling pieces would have been much more sensible. And wishing
to be beautiful asthe day was smply donkeyish. | don't want to be disagreeable, but it was. We must try
tofind aredly useful wish, and wishit.'

Jane dropped her work and said:

'l think so too, it'stoo slly to have a chance like thisand not useit. | never heard of anyone else outsde a
book who had such achance; there must be smply heaps of things we could wish for that wouldn't turn
out Dead Seafigh, like these two things have. Do let'sthink hard, and wish something nice, so that we
can have ared jolly day-what thereisleft 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 earsto spare for listening to what the others said. That isan easy examplein multiplication
of vulgar fractions, but, as| daresay you can't do even that, | won't ask you to tell mewhether 3/4 X 2=
11/2, but I will ask you to believe me that this was the amount of ear each child was ableto lend to the
others. Lending ears was common in Roman times, aswe learn from Shakespeare; but | fear | am getting
too indructive.

When the frock was darned, the sart for the gravel-pit was delayed by Marthasingsting on everybody's
washing its hands-which was nonsense, because nobody had been doing anything at al, except Jane, and
how can you get dirty doing nothing? That isadifficult question, and | cannot answer it on paper. Inred
lifel could very soon show you-or you me, which ismuch morelikely.

During the conversation in which the six ears were lent (there were four children, so THAT sum comes
right), it had been decided thét fifty poundsin 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 ingsted on their
taking the Baby with them.

'Not want him indeed! Why, everybody ‘ ud want him, aduck! with al their hearts they would; and you
know you promised your mato take him out every blessed day,” said Martha.

'I know wedid,” said Robert in gloom, ‘but | wish the Lamb wasn't quite so young and smdll. It would
be much better fun taking him out.'

'Hell mend of hisyoungnesswith time,” said Martha; ‘and asfor hissmallness, | don't think you'd fancy
carrying of him any more, however big he was. Besides he can walk abit, blesshispreciousfat legs, a
ducky! He fedsthe benefit of the new-laid air, so he does, apet!” With thisand akiss, she plumped the
Lamb into Anthea's arms, and went back to make new pinafores on the sewing-machine. Shewasa
rgpid performer on thisingrument.

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 atogether made himself so agreesble that nobody could long
be sorry that he was of the party.

The enthusiastic Jane even suggested that they should devote aweek's wishes to assuring the Baby's
future, by asking such giftsfor him asthe good fairies give to Infant Princesin proper fairy-tales, but
Anthea soberly reminded her that as the Sand-fairy'swishes 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 poundsin
two-shilling pieces, and buy the Lamb a three-pound-fifteen rocking-horse, like those in the Army and
Navy Storesligt, 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 Marthawith them, if they could not get out of taking her. And
they would make alist of the things they redlly wanted before they started. Full of high hopesand
excellent resolutions, they went round the safe dow cart-road to the gravel-pits, and as they went in
between the mounds of gravel asudden thought came to them, and would have turned their ruddy cheeks
paeif they had been children in abook. Being red 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 wedlth, 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 dong outside the quarry for fear they
should be buried dive in the heavy splendid treasure. And they had run. And o it happened that they had
not had time to mark the spot where the Psammead was, with aring of stones, as before. And it wasthis
thought that put such silly expressions on their faces.

‘Never mind,” said the hopeful Jane, ‘well 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 al because they were weary or disheartened, of course, but
because the Lamb ingsted on being put down, and you cannot ook 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 seethat | am right.

The Lamb, as Martha had said, was fedling the benefit of the country air, and he was asfrisky asa
sandhopper. The elder oneslonged 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 himsdif.

He watched his opportunity and threw ahandful of sand into Anthea's face, and then suddenly burrowed
his own head in the sand and waved hisfat legsin the air. Then of course the sand got into hiseyes, asit
had into Antheals, and he howled.

The thoughtful Robert had brought one solid brown bottle of ginger-beer with him, relying on athirst 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 hisanguish of kicking, the bottle was upset and the beautiful
ginger-beer frothed out into the sand and was | ost for ever.

It was then that Robert, usually avery patient brother, so far forgot himself asto say:

'Anybody would want him, indeed! Only they don't; Martha doesn't, not redlly, or shedd jolly well keep
him with her. He's alittle nuisance, that'swhat heis. It'stoo bad. | only wish everybody DID want him
with dl ther hearts, we might get some peaceinour lives!

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

Then there was allittle Slence. Robert was not proud of himself for having been so cross, and the others
were not proud of him either. Y ou often notice that sort of silence when someone has said something it
ought not to-and everyone el se 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 asif there had
been agtring tied to each nose, and someone had pulled all the strings a once.

And everyone saw the Sand-fairy Stting quite close to them, with the expresson which it used asasmile
onitshairy face.

'‘Good-morning,” it said; ‘|1 did that quite easily! Everyone wants him now.’
‘It doesn't matter,” said Robert sulkily, because he knew he had been behaving rather like apig. ‘No



matter who wants him-there's no one here to-anyhow.’
'Ingratitude,” said the Psammead, ‘is adreadful 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 anew one?

'No-I cant,’ the Sand-fairy said shortly; ‘ chopping and changing-it's not business. Y ou ought to be
careful what you do wish. There was alittle boy once, hed wished for aPles osaurusinstead of an

| chthyosaurus, because he was too lazy to remember the easy names of everyday things, and hisfather
had been very vexed with him, and had made him go to bed before tea-time, and wouldn't let him go out
inthe niceflint boat along with the other children-it was the annual school-treat next day-and he came
and flung himsdlf down near me on the morning of the treat, and he kicked hislittle prehistoric legs about
and said he wished he was dead. And of course then he was!’

'How awful!” said the children al together.

‘Only till sunset, of course,’ the Psammead said; “ il it was quite enough for hisfather 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 adeep, and you're bound to wake up
somewhere or other, either where you go to deep or in some better place. Y ou may be sure he caught it,
giving them such aturn. Why, he wasn't allowed to taste Megatherium for amonth after that. Nothing but
oysters and periwinkles, and common thingslike that."

All the children were quite crushed by thisterrible tale. They looked a 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'snot apussy,” Antheawas beginning, when the Sand-fairy leaped back.
'Oh, my left whisker!” it said; ‘don't let him touch me. HEswet.'

Its fur stood on end with horror-and indeed a good dedl 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 awhirl of sand.
The children marked the spot with aring of stones.

'We may aswdl get dong home,” said Robert. ‘I'll say I'm sorry; but anyway if it'sno good it's no harm,
and we know where the sandy thing isfor to-morrow.’

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

The cart-road from the gravel-pitsjoins the road amost directly.

At the gate into the road the party stopped to shift the Lamb from Cyril's back to Robert's. And asthey
paused a very smart open carriage came in sight, with acoachman and agroom on the box, and inside
the carriage alady-very grand indeed, with adress al white lace and red ribbons and a parasol al red
and white-and awhite fluffy dog on her lap with ared 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
al 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 ababy! Oh, | SHOULD so liketo adopt it! Do you think its mother would
mind?

'Sheld mind very much indeed,” said Anthea shortly.

'Oh, but | should bring it up in luxury, you know. | am Lady Chittenden. Y ou must have seen my
photograph in the illustrated papers. They cal me abeauty, 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 shoeswith
slver buckles. ‘Let me hold him aminute,’ she said. And shetook the Lamb and held him very
awkwardly, asif shewas not used to babies.

Then suddenly she jumped into the carriage with the Lamb in her arms and dammed the door and said,
‘Driveon!’

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

'Driveon, | tdl 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, a double-quick time, ran the
twinkling legs of the Lamb's brothers and sgters.

The Lamb howled louder and louder, but presently his howls changed by dow degree to hiccupy gurgles,
and then dl was till and they knew he had gone to deep.

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 agrand park. The children crouched down behind the
carriage, and the lady got out. She looked at the Baby asit lay on the carriage seat, and hesitated.

‘Thedarling-I won't disturb it,” she said, and went into the lodge to talk to the woman there about a
setting of Buff Orpington eggsthat had not turned out well.

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

'Fine boy-wish hewas mine,’ said the coachman.

'He wouldn't favour Y OU much,” said the groom sourly; ‘too *andsome!’

The coachman pretended not to hear. He said:

"Wonder at her now-I do redlly! 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 youwhat,” the coachman went on firmly, ‘blowed if | don't hide the little nipper in the hedge and tell
her hisbrotherstook ‘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'sto have him, it's
me-so there!'



'Stow your gab!” the coachman rejoined. * Y ou don't want no kids, and, if you did, one kid'sthe same as
another to you. But I'm amarried man and ajudge of breed. | knows afirg-rate yearling when | sees
him. I'm a-goin’ to ‘ave him, an’ least said soonest mended.'

'l should ‘a’ thought,” said the footman sneeringly, you'd a@maost enough. What with Alfred, an’ Albert,
an' Louise, an’ Victor Stanley, and Helena Bedtrice, and another-'

The coachman hit the footman in the chin-the foot-man hit the coachman in the wai stcoat-the next minute
the two were fighting here and there, in and out, up and down, and al over everywhere, and thelittle dog
jumped on the box of the carriage and began barking like mad.

Cyril, dill 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
quarrd to notice anything-took the Lamb in hisarms, and, still stooping, carried the deeping baby a
dozen yards along the road to where agtile led into awood. The others followed, and there among the
hazels and young oaks and sweet chestnuts, covered by high strong-scented bracken, they al 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 bresth asthe 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 londly white road, and nothing but lonely white
road on the |ft, they took courage, and the road, Anthea carrying the deeping Lamb.

Adventures dogged their footsteps. A boy with abundle 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 Antheawas not to be
caught that way twice. They al walked on, but the boy followed, and Cyril and Robert couldn't make
him go away till they had more than onceinvited him to smell their fists. Afterwards alittlegirl ina
blue-and-white checked pinafore actudly followed them for a quarter of amile crying for ‘the precious
Baby', and then shewas only got rid of by threats of tying her to atreein the wood with al their
pocket-handkerchiefs. * So that the bears can come and eat you as soon asit getsdark,” said Cyril
severely. Then shewent off crying. It presently seemed wise, to the brothers and ssters of the Baby, who
was wanted by everyone, to hide in the hedge whenever they saw anyone coming, and thusthey
managed to prevent the Lamb from arousing the inconvenient affection of a milkman, a stone-breaker,
and aman who drove a cart with a paraffin barrel at the back of it. They were nearly home when the
worgt thing of al happened. Turning a corner suddenly they came upon two vans, atent, and a company
of gipses encamped by the Sde of the road. The vans were hung al round with wicker chairsand
cradles, and flower-stands and festher brushes. A lot of ragged children were industrioudy making
dust-piesin 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.

Inamoment dl the gipsies, men, women, and children, surrounded Antheaand the Baby.

‘Let me hold him, little lady,” said one of the gipsy women, who had a mahogany-coloured face and
dust-coloured hair; ‘1 won't hurt ahair of hishead, thelittle picture!”

'I'd rather not,” said Anthea.

'Let mehave him,” said the other woman, whose face was dso of the hue of mahogany, and her hair
jet-black, in greasy curls. ‘I've nineteen of my own, so | have.'



'No,” said Anthea bravely, but her heart beat so that it nearly choked her.
Then one of the men pushed forward.

'Swelp meif itant!” hecried, ‘my own long-lost cheild! Have he a strawberry mark on hisleft ear? No?
Then he's my own babby, stolen from mein hinnocent hinfancy. * And ‘im over-and well not *ave the law
onyer thistime

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

The others were standing quite gill; thiswas 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 alittle, but he made asign to the othersto shut up. He was silent aminute, thinking hard. Then
hesad:

"We don't want to keep him if he'syours. But you see heé's used to us. Y ou shdl have him if you want
him.

'No, no!’ cried Anthea-and Cyril glared &t her.

'Of course we want him,” said the women, trying to get the Baby out of the man'sarms. The Lamb
howled loudly.

'Oh, he'shurt!” shrieked Anthea; and Cyril, in asavage undertone, bade her * Stow it!"

"You trust to me,’ hewhispered. ‘Look here” he went on, ‘ he's awfully tiresome with people he doesn't
know very well. Suppose we stay here ahit till he gets used to you, and then when it's bedtime | giveyou
my word of honour welll go away and let you keep him if you want to. And then when we're gone you
can decide which of you isto have him, asyou dl want him so much.'

"That'sfair 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! well 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 cometo us’ said Jane. * See welll St down here and take care of him for you till he gets
used to you.'

'What about dinner? said Robert suddenly. The otherslooked at him with scorn. ‘ Fancy bothering about
your beastly dinner when your br-1 mean when the Baby'-Jane whispered hotly. Robert carefully winked
at her and went on:

"Y ou won't mind my just running hometo get our dinner? hesaid tothegipsy; ‘1 can bring it out hereina
basket.'

Hisbrother and sigtersfelt themsealves very noble, and despised him. They did not know his thoughtful
secret intention. But the gipsiesdid inaminute. ‘Ohyes’ they said; *and then fetch the police with a
pack of liesabout it being your baby instead of ours! D'jever catch aweasdl adeep? they asked.

'If you're hungry you can pick abit dong of us,’ said the light-haired gipsy woman, not unkindly. ‘Here,
Levi, that blessed kid'l how! al hisbuttons off. Give him to the little lady, and let's seeif they can't get him



used to us a hit.'

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. Givethekid achanst.” So the gipsies, very
much againg their will, went off to their work, and the children and the Lamb were left Stting on the
gress.

'Hell bedl right at sunset,'Jane whispered. ‘But, oh, it isawful! Suppose they arefrightfully angry when
they cometo their senses! They might beat us, or leave ustied to trees, or something.'

'No, they won't,” Antheasaid. (‘Oh, my Lamb, don't cry any more, it'sal right, Panty's got 0o, duckie!)
They aren't unkind people, or they wouldn't be going to give usany dinner.’

'Dinner? said Robert. ‘| 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 al glad enough to take what they could get. It was boiled rabbit, with
onions, and some bird rather like achicken, 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 Anthedslap. All that long hot
afternoon Robert and Cyril and Anthea and Jane had to keep the Lamb amused and happy, while the
gipsieslooked eagerly on. By the time the shadows grew long and black across the meadows he had
redly ‘takento’ the woman with thelight 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
wasin rgptures with him, and his brothers and sisters could not hel p 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 | 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 redly set yet.
The people who make the laws about lighting bicycle lamps are the people who decide when the sun
sets, hehasto 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'stime you were laying of your heads on your
pillowses-soitig Thekid'sdl right and friendly with us now-so you just hand him over and ding that
hook 0’ yourslikeyou sad.'

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

It'sno good,” the woman said, ‘ hand the little poppet over, miss. Well soon quiet him.'
And ill the sun would not st.

"Tell her about how to put him to bed,” whispered Cyril;  anything to gain time-and be ready to bolt when
the sun redly does make up itssilly old mind to set.’



'Yes, I'll hand him over injust one minute, Antheabegan, talking very fast-"but do let me just tell you he
has awarm bath every night and cold in the morning, and he has a crockery rabbit to go into thewarm
bath with him, and little Samud saying his prayersin white chinaon ared cushion for the cold bath; and if
you |et the soap get into his eyes, the Lamb-'

‘Lamb kyes,” said he-he had stopped roaring to listen.

The woman laughed.  Asif | hadn't never bath'd ababby!” she said. * Come-give usahold of him. Come
to ‘Mdlia my precious.’

'‘G'way, ugse!’ replied the Lamb at once.

'Yes, but, Antheawent on, ‘about his medls; you redly MUST let metell you he hasan appleor 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-|
can't bear it no longer. | just must give himahug.’

'We ain't settled yet whose he'sto be, Esther,” said one of the men.

It won't be you, Esther, with seven of *em at your tail aready.’

'l ain't so sureof that,” said Esther's husband.

'‘And ain't | nobody, to have asay neither? said the husband of ‘Mdia

Zillah, thegirl, said, ‘An" me?I'm asingle girl-and no one but ‘im to look after-1 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, asif some invisible sponge had wiped away these cross and anxious
expressons, and left only ablank.

The children saw that the sun really HAD set. But they were afraid to move. And the gipsieswerefeding
so muddled, because of the invisible sponge that had washed al the fedlings of the last few hours out of
their hearts, that they could not say aword.

The children hardly dared to breathe. Suppose the gipsies, when they recovered speech, should be
furiousto think how slly they had been dl day.

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

'Hereheid’ shesad.
The man drew back. ‘1 shouldn't like to deprive you, miss,” he said hoarsdly.
'Anyone who likes can have my share of him,” said the other man.

‘After dl, I've got enough of my own,” said Esther.



'He'sanicelittle chap, though,” said Amelia. She was the only one who now looked affectionately at the
whimpering Lamb.

Zillah sad, ‘If | don't think | must have had atouch of the sun. | don't want him.’
"Then shall wetake him away? said Anthea.
'Well, suppose you do,’ said Pharaoh heartily, ‘and welll say no more about it!"

And with grest haste dll the gipsies began to be busy about their tentsfor the night. All but Amelia. She
went with the children asfar asthe bend in the road-and there she said:

'Let me give him akiss, miss-| 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. Weve enough of our own, mostly. But I've lost
al mine’

She leaned towards the Lamb; and he, looking in her eyes, unexpectedly put up agrubby 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-avery nicekiss, asal hiskisses are, and not awet one like some babies give. The
gipsy woman moved her finger about on hisforehead, asif she had been writing something there, and the
same with his chest and hishands and hisfeet; 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 ways come safe hometo hisown.’
Then she said something in a strange language no one could understand, and suddenly added:

'Well, | 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!

'Wdll,” said Cyril, *if you ask me, | think it was rather decent of her-'
'Decent? said Anthes; ‘it was very niceindeed of her. | think shesadear.’
'She'sjust too frightfully nice for anything, said Jane.

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

'l say-it turned out we wanted the Lamb as much asanyone,” said Robert, later.
'Of course!’

‘But do you fed different about it now the sun's set?

'No,’” said dl the otherstogether. ‘ Thenit'slasted over sunset with us.'

'No, it hasn't, Cyril explained. ‘ Thewish didn't do anything to US. We aways wanted him with al our
hearts when we were our proper selves, only we were dl pigsthis morning; especialy you, Robert.’
Robert bore this much with a strange cam.



'l certainly THOUGHT | didn't want him thismorning,” said he. ‘ Perhaps| was apig. But everything
looked so different when we thought we were going to lose him.'

CHAPTER 4 WINGS

The next day was very wet-too wet to go out, and far too wet to think of disturbing a Sand-fairy so
sengtive to water that he dtill, after thousands of years, felt the pain of once having had his left whisker
wetted. It was along day, and it was not till the afternoon that al the children suddenly decided to write
|etters to their mother. It was Robert who had the misfortune to upset the ink-pot-an unusualy deep and
full one-gtraight into that part of Antheals 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'sfault; 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 asharp convenient wire inside the bird, and of coursethe
Lamb ran the wire into Robert'sleg a once; and so, without anyone's meaning to, the secret drawer was
flooded with ink. At the same time astream was poured over Anthea's haf-finished letter. So that her
|etter was something likethis

DARLING MOTHER, | hope you are quite well, and | hope Granny is better. The other day we...
Then came aflood of ink, and at the bottom these words in pencil—

It was not me upset the ink, but it took such atime clearing up, SO N0 more asit is post-time.
-From your loving daughter,

ANTHEA.

Robert's | etter 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 Antheato clean out
her desk, and he promised to make her another secret drawer, better than the other. And she said,
‘Wdl, makeit now.” So it was post-time and his letter wasn't done. And the secret drawer wasn't done
ether.

Cyril wrote along letter, very fast, and then went to set atrap for dugsthat he had read about in the
Home-made Gardener, and when it was post-time the letter could not be found, and it never was found.
Perhapsthedugs ateit.

Jane's | etter was the only one that went. She meant to tell her mother all about the Psammead-in fact-they
had al 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 isuselessto tell astory unlessyou do tell it properly, so she had to be
contented with this—

MY DEAR MOTHER DEAR,

Wearedl asasgood aswe can, like you told usto, and the Lamb has alittle cold, but Martha saysitis
nothing, only he upset the goldfish into himself yesterday morning. When we were up at the sand-pit 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 hadtily finished her letter.

Wefound agtrangething, but it is nearly post-time, so no more a present from your little girl,



JANE.
Ps.-1f you could have awish 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 letter. And that was how it happened that, though al 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 al to Maidstone in awagonette-al except the Lamb.
Uncle Richard was the very best kind of uncle. He bought them toys at Maidstone. He took theminto a
shop and et them choose exactly what they wanted, without any restrictions about price, and no
nonsense about things being indructive. It isvery wiseto let children choose exactly what they like,
because they are very foolish and inexperienced, and sometimesthey will choose aredly indructive thing
without meaning to. This happened to Robert, who chosg, at the last moment, and in agreat hurry, abox
with pictures on it of winged bullswith men's heads and winged men with eagles’ heads. He thought there
would be animasinside, 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 amodd engine, and the
girlshad two dalls, aswell as a chinatea-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 aboat, and then they dl had teaat a beautiful
pastrycook's, and when they reached home it was far too late to have any wishesthat day.

They did not tell Uncle Richard anything about the Psammead. | do not know why. And they do not
know why. But | 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 wesather isto be, and put its orders down for it in the newspapers every morning, said
afterwardsthat 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 & five o'clock on afine summer morning? It isvery beautiful. The sunlight is
pinky and ydlowy, and al the grass and trees are covered with dew-diamonds. And al the shadows go
the opposite way to the way they do in the evening, which isvery interesting and makes you fed as
though you were in anew other world.

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

Y ou get into bed a night, and lie down quite flat on your little back with your hands straight down by
your sides. Then you say ‘| must wake up at five' (or Sx, or seven, or eight, or nine, or whatever thetime
isthat 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 onesin the time you want to wake up at.
(Itisquite 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 redly want to, it'sdl of no use. But if you do-well, try it and see. Of
courseinthis, asin doing Latin proses or getting into mischief, practice makes perfect. Antheawas 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 aways
struck wrong, but it was al right when you knew what it meant. It was like a person talking aforeign



language. If you know the languageit isjust as easy to understand as English. And Antheaknew the
clock language. She was very deepy, but she jumped out of bed and put her face and handsinto abasin
of cold water. Thisisafairy 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 deeves, but folded it by the
seams from the hem, and that will show you the kind of well-brought-up little girl shewas.

Then shetook her shoesin 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 dwaysget up at five, shesaid to hersdlf. ‘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 agood plan, but she was quite sure that it would not be any better if she wereto tell the others
about it. And she had afeding that, right or wrong, she would rather go through with it done. She put on
her shoes under the iron veranda, on the red-and-yellow shining tiles, and then she ran straight to the
sand-pit, and found the Psammead's place, and dug it out; it was very cross indeed.

It'stoo bad, it said, fluffing up itsfur like pigeons do their feathers at Christmastime. ‘ The weather's
arctic, and it'sthe middle of the night."

'I'm so sorry,” said Antheagently, and she took off her white pinafore and covered the Sand-fairy up
with it, al but its head, its bat's ears, and its eyes that were like asnail's eyes.

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

'l don't know,” said she; ‘that'sjust it. Y ou see we've been very unlucky, so far. | wanted to talk to you
about it. But-would you mind not giving me any wishestill after breskfast? It's so hard to talk to anyoneif
they jump out a you with wishes you don't redly want!'

"Y ou shouldn't say you wish for thingsif you don't wish for them. In the old days people dmost dways
knew whether it was Megatherium or Ichthyosaurusthey redlly wanted for dinner.'

I'll try not,” said Anthes, ‘but | do wish-'
'Look out!” said the Psammead in awarning voice, and it began to blow itsalf out.

'Oh, thisisn't amagic wish-it'sjust-1 should be so glad if you'd not swell yoursdlf out and nearly burst to
give me anything just now. Wait till the others are here.’

'Wdl, well, it said indulgently, but it shivered.

"Would you,” asked Anthea kindly-'would you like to come and sit on my lap? Y ou'd be warmer, and |
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 redly are rather thoughtful.” It crept on to her lap and snuggled down, and she
put her amsround it with arather frightened gentleness. * Now then!’ it said.

'Well then,” said Antheg, ‘ everything we have wished has turned out rather horrid. | wish you would
advise us. You are o old, you must be very wise!'

| was dways generousfrom achild,” said the Sand-fairy. ‘I've spent the whole of my waking hoursin



giving. But onething | won't give-that's advice.'

'You see” Antheawent on, it's such awonderful 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 apity it should adl be wasted just because
we aretoo slly 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 deepily, ‘1 can only advise you to think before you speak-'
‘But | thought you never gave advice.'

"That piece doesn't count,’ it said. * Y ou'll never takeit! Besides, it'snot origind. It'sin al the
copy-books.'

‘But won't you just say if you think wingswould be asilly wish?

'Wings? it said. ‘1 should think you might do worse. Only, take care you aren't flying high at sunset.
Therewas alittle Ninevite boy | heard of once. He was one of King Sennacherib's sons, and atraveller
brought him a Psammead. He used to keep it in abox of sand on the palace terrace. It was adreadful
degradation for one of us, of course; fill 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 hefell
dap on to one of thewinged lions a the top of hisfather's great saircase; and what with HIS stone wings
andthelions stonewings-well, it'snot a pretty story! But | believe the boy enjoyed himself very much till
then.’

'Tell me” said Anthea, ‘why don't our wishes turn into sone now? Why do they just vanish?
'Autres temps, autres moeurs,” said the creature.

'Isthat the Ninevite language? asked Anthea, who had learned no foreign language a school except
French.

'What | meanis,’ the Psammead went on, ‘that in the old days people wished for good solid everyday
giftsMammoths 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 asthe
day, or being wanted by everybody, into slone? Y ou seeit can't be done. And it would never do to have
two rules, so they smply vanish. If being beautiful asthe day COULD beturned into stone it would last
an awfully long time, you know-much longer than you would. just ook at the Greek statues. It'sjust as
well asitis. Good-bye. | AM so deepy.’

It jumped off her lap-dug franticaly, and vanished.

Antheawas late for breskfast. 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 avery naughty thing to do; yet it served two purposes-it delighted the Lamb, who loved above dl
things to be completely sticky, and it engaged Martha's attention so that the others could dip away to the
sand-pit without the Lamb.

They did it, and in the lane Anthes, breathless from the scurry of that dipping, panted out—

'l want to propose we take turns to wish. Only, nobody'sto have awish if the othersdon't think it'sa
nicewish. Do you agree?



'Who'sto havefirst wish? asked Robert cautioudly.
'Me, if you don't mind,” said Anthea apologeticdly. * And I've thought about it-and it'swings.'

There was asilence. The othersrather wanted to find fault, but it was hard, because the word ‘wings
raised aflutter of joyous excitement in every breast.

'Not so dusty,” said Cyril generoudy; and Robert added, ‘ Really, Panther, you're not quite such afool as
you look.'

Janesaid, ‘1 think it would be perfectly lovely. It'slike abright dream of ddlirium.” They found the
Sand-fairy easlly. Antheasad:

I wishweadl had beautiful wingsto fly with.'

The Sand-fairy blew himsdlf out, and next moment each child felt afunny fegling, haf heavinessand 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 asyou look.” Robert
amog blushed.

Thewingswere very big, and more beautiful than you can possibly imagine-for they were soft and
smooth, and every feather lay neatly inits 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 al niceto drink.

'Oh-but can we fly?Jane said, standing anxioudy first on one foot and then on the other.
'Look out!” said Cyril; ‘you're treading on my wing.'

'Doesit hurt? asked Antheawith interest; but no one answered, for Robert had spread hiswings and
jumped up, and now hewas dowly rising in the air. He looked very awkward in his knickerbocker
auit-hisbootsin particular hung helplesdy, 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 al know what flying feds like, because
everyone has dreamed about flying, and it seems so beautifully easy-only, you can never remember how
you did it; and asarule you haveto do it without wings, in your dreams, which ismore 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 againgt their faces. Their wingswere
tremendoudly wide when they were spread out, and they had to fly quite along way apart so as not to
get in each other'sway. Bt little things like thisare easily learned.

All thewordsin the English Dictionary, and in the Greek Lexicon aswdll, are, | find, of nouseat dl to
tell you exactly what it fedslike to beflying, so | Will not try. But | will say that to look DOWN on the
fidldsand woods, instead of along at them, is something like looking a a beautiful live map, where,
instead of Silly colours on paper, you have red moving sunny woods and green fildslaid out one after
the other. As Cyril said, and | can't think where he got hold of such a strange expression, ‘It doesyou a
fair treat!” 1t 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 al began to
fed extremdy hungry. Curioudy enough, this happened when they were flying rather low, and just asthey
were crossing an orchard where some early plums shone red and ripe.



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

'Yes, | daresay,” said Cyril, though no one had spoken. ‘ But stedling is stedling even if you've got wings.'

'Do you redly think s0?7 said Jane briskly. ‘If you've got wings you're abird, and no one minds birds
breaking the commandments. At least, they MAY mind, but the birds ways do it, and no one scolds
them or sendsthem to prison.

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

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

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 himsdlf, * The young varmints-at it again!” And he had come out at once, for
the lads of the village had taught him in past seasonsthat 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
thefedling at adl. And when Anthealooked down and saw his mouth go dowly open, and stay so, and his
face become green and mauve in patches, she caled out:

‘Don't befrightened, and felt hagtily in her pocket for athregpenny-bit with aholein it, which she had
meant to hang on aribbon 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 | am not so sure. So
here's some money to pay for them.'

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

Thefarmer sat down on the grass, suddenly and heavily.

'Wel-I'm blessed!” he said. ‘ Thishereiswhat they call delusions, | suppose. But this here thregpenny’-he
had pulled it out and bitten it-"THAT'Sred enough. Wdll, from thisday forth I'll be abetter man. It'sthe
kind of thing to sober achap for life, thisis. 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 somethingsas| could name!’

He got up dowly and heavily, and went indoors, and he was so nice to hiswife that day that she felt quite
happy, and said to hersdlf, ‘ 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 o pretty that he was kinder than
ever. So perhaps the winged children really did do one good thing that day. If S0, it was the only one; for
redlly thereis nothing like wingsfor getting you into trouble. But, on the other hand, if you arc in trouble,
thereis nothing like wingsfor getting you out of it.

Thiswasthe 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 afarm door to ask for acrust of bread and cheese, for
in spite of the plumsthey were soon just ashungry as ever again.

Now thereisno 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 first growl there was aflutter of wings, and the dog was left to strain at his chain and stand on his



hind-legsasif heweretrying tofly 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 acouncil of war.

'We can't possibly fly al theway home without dinner or tea,” said Robert with desperate decision.
'And nobody will give usany dinner, or even lunch, let donetea,” said Cyril.

'Perhaps the clergyman here might,” suggested Anthea. ‘He must know al about angels-

'‘Anybody could see were not that,” said Jane. ‘Look at Robert's boots and Squirrdl's plaid necktie.'

'Well,” sad Cyril firmly, ‘if the country you'rein won't SELL provisions, you TAKE them. Inwars|
mesan. I'm quite certain you do. And even in other stories no good brother would alow hislittle Sstersto
garveinthe midst of plenty.’

'Plenty? repeated Robert hungrily; and the otherslooked vaguely round the bare leads of the
church-tower, and murmured, ‘In the midst of ?

'Yes,” said Cyril impressively. ‘ Thereisalarder window at the Sde of the clergyman's house, and | saw
thingsto eat indde-custard pudding and cold chicken and tongue-and pies-and jam. It'srather ahigh
window-but with wings-

'How clever of you!” said Jane.

‘Not at dl,” said Cyril modestly; ‘ any born general-Napoleon or the Duke of Marlborough-would have
seenit just thesameas| did.

It seems very wrong,” said Anthea.

'‘Nonsense,” said Cyril. “What wasit Sir Philip Sidney said when the soldier wouldn't stand him a
drink?"My necessity isgrester than his'.'

'Well club our money, though, and leave it to pay for the things, won't we? Antheawas persuasive, and
very nearly in tears, becauseit ismogt trying to fed enormoudy hungry and unspeakably sinful & one and
the sametime,

'Some of it,” wasthe 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 penknivesin the soft lead. Therewas
five-and-sevenpence-hafpenny atogether, and even the upright Anthea admitted that that was too much
to pay for four peoples dinners. Robert said he thought eighteen pence.

And half-a-crown was finaly agreed to be ‘ hand-some.

So Antheawrote on the back of her last term's report, which happened to be in her pocket, and from
which shefirgt 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 al day, and wethink it is not stealing when you are
sarving to death. We are afraid to ask you for fear you should say ‘No', because of course you know



about angel's, but you would not think we were angdls. Wewill 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 ddliver. 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 hereis haf-a-crown to show we are Sinseer
and grateful. Thank you for your kind hospitdity.

FROM US FOUR.

The hdf-crown waswrapped in this|etter, and al the children fdt 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 somerisk; 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 ssemto be
anyone about. But you never know. The window looks out into the shrubbery. It isembowered in
foliage, likeawindow inagtory. I'll go in and get the things. Robert and Anthea can take them as | 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 whitle-it'll sound more natura and birdlike. Now then-off we go!’

| cannot pretend that stedling isright. | can only say that on thisoccasion it did not ook like steding to
the hungry four, but appeared in the light of afair and reasonable business transaction. They had never
happened to learn that atongue-hardly cut into-a chicken and ahaf, aloaf 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 othersto that happy spot. He felt that to refrain from jam, apple turnovers, cake, and mixed candied
ped wasaredly heroic act-and | agree with him. He was also proud of not taking the custard
pudding-and there | think he was wrong-because if he had taken it there would have been adifficulty
about returning the dish; no one, however starving, hasaright to sted china pie-disheswith little pink
flowers on them. The soda-water syphon was different. They could not do without something to drink,
and asthe maker's name was on it they felt sureit would be returned to him wherever they might leaveit.
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 thelarder. Ashe unfolded it, Antheasaid, ‘I don't think THAT'Sa
necessity of life!

'Yes, itis’ sad he ‘Wemust put the things down somewhere to cut them up; and | heard father say the
other day people got diseases from germansin rain-water. Now there must be lots of rain-water
here-and when it dries up the germans are left, and they'd get into the things, and we should dl die of
scarlet fever.

'What are germans?

‘Little waggly things you see with microscopes,’ said Cyril, with ascientific 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 mest and
water. Now then! Oh, my eyes, | am hungry!"

| do not wish to describe the picnic party on the top of the tower. Y ou can imagine well enough what it is
liketo carve achicken and atongue with aknife that has only one blade-and that snapped off short



about half-way down. But it was done. Eating with your fingersis 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-especidly aquitefull one. But if imagination will
not help you, experience will, and you can easily try it for yourself if you can get agrown-up to give you
the syphon. If you want to have aredly thorough experience, put the tube in your mouth and pressthe
handle very suddenly and very hard. Y ou had better do it when you are done-and out of doorsis best
for this experiment.

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

Now, | daresay you will have noticed that if you have to wait for your dinner till long after the proper
time, and then eat agresat dedl more dinner than usual, and Sit in the hot sun on thetop of a
church-tower-or even anywhere € se-you become soon and strangely deepy. Now Anthea and Jane and
Cyril and Robert were very like you in many ways, and when they had eaten dl they could, and drunk all
there was, they became deepy, strangely and soon-especialy Anthea, because she had got up so early.

One by onethey left off talking and leaned back, and before it was aquarter of an hour after dinner they
had dl curled round and tucked themsalves up under their large soft warm wings and were fast adeep.
And the sun was sinking dowly in thewest. (I must say it wasin thewest, becauseit isusua in booksto
say S0, 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, | repesat, was sinking dowly in the west, and the children
dept warmly and happily on-for wings are cosier than eiderdown quilts to deep under. The shadow of
the church-tower fell acrossthe churchyard, and acrossthe 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 dept. But not for long. Twilight isvery beautiful, but it is chilly; and you know, however deepy
you are, you wake up soon enough if your brother or sister happensto be up first and pulls your blankets
off you. Thefour 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-hafpence 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 a each other. Cyril spoke firgt, picking up the syphon:

'Wed better get along down and get rid of this beastly thing. It'sdark enough to leaveit on the
clergyman's doorstep, | should think. Come on.’

Therewasalittleturret at the corner of the tower, and the little turret had adoor in it. They had noticed
thiswhen 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 towardsit.
'Of course,” said Cyril, ‘thisisthe 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 wasthe
soda-water syphon.

| shdl not tell you whether anyone cried, nor if o, how many cried, nor who cried. Y ou will be better



employed in making up your minds what you would have doneif you had been in their place.

CHAPTER 5 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
sad:

"It can't be for more than one night. We can signd with our handkerchiefsin 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 shdl be sent to prison for stedling-'
'You sad it wasn't gedling. Y ou said you were sure it wasn't.'
'I'm not sure NOW,’ said Cyril shortly.

‘Let'sthrow the beastly thing dap awvay among thetrees,” said Robert, *then no one can do anything to
llsll

'Oh yes-Cyril'slaugh was not alighthearted one-'and hit some chap on the head, and be murderers as
well as-asthe other thing.'

‘But we can't stay up here dl night,” said Jane; ‘and | want my tea.’
"You CAN'T want your tea,” said Robert; ‘you've only just had your dinner.’

‘But | dowant it, she said; ‘especialy when you begin talking about stopping up here dl night. Oh,
Panther-1 want to go home! | want to go home!"

'Hush, hush,” Antheasaid. ‘Don', dear. Itl bedl right, somehow. Don't, don't-'

'Let her cry,” said Robert desperately; ‘if she howlsloud enough, someone may hear and come and let us
out.'

'And see the soda-water thing,” said Anthea swiftly. * Robert, don't be abrute. Oh, Jane, do try to bea
man! It'sjust the samefor dl of us!

Jane did try to * be aman'-and reduced her howlsto sniffs.

Therewas apause. Then Cyril said dowly, ‘Look here. We must risk that syphon. I'll button it up inside
my jacket-perhaps no onewill noticeit. Y ou others keep well in front of me. Therearelightsinthe
clergyman's house. They've not gone to bed yet. We must just yell asloud as ever we can. Now dl
scream when | say three. Robert, you do the ydll like the railway engine, and I'll do the coo-eelike
father's. The girls can do asthey please. One, two, three!'

A fourfold ydl rent the silent peace of the evening, and amaid 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 starlingsto aflutter of
feathersin the belfry below. The maid fled from the Vicarage window and ran down the Vicarage sairs
and into the Vicarage kitchen, and fainted as soon as she had explained to the man-servant and the cook
and the cook's cousin that she had seen aghogt. It was quite untrue, of course, but | supposethe girl's
nerveswere alittle upset by theyeling.



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

'‘Goodnessme,’ he said to hiswife, ‘ my dear, someone's being murdered in the church! Give me my hat
and athick stick, and tell Andrew to come after me. | expect it's the lunatic who stole the tongue.’

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

When he turned back for hishat, Cyril said hadtily:
'He thinks he only fancied he heard something. Y ou don't haf yell! Now! One, two, three!'

It was certainly awholeydl thistime, and the Vicar'swife flung her arms round her husband and
screamed afeeble 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 adangerous lunatic in the church, and he must go immediately and catchit.’

'l expect he WILL catchit too,” said Jessie to hersdlf as she went through the kitchen door. ‘Here,
Andrew,” she said, there's someone screaming like mad in the church, and the missus saysyou'reto go
aong and catchit.'

'Not aone, | don't,” said Andrew inlow firm tones. To hismaster he merely said, ‘ Yes, sir.'
'Y ou heard those screams?
'l did think | noticed a sort of something,” said Andrew.

'Well, come on, then,” said the Vicar. ‘My dear, | MUST go!” He pushed her gently into the
sitting-room, banged the door, and rushed out, dragging Andrew by thearm.

A volley of ydlsgreeted them. Asit died into slence Andrew shouted, ‘ Hullo, you there! Did you call?
'Yes,” shouted four far-away voices.

‘They seemto beintheair, saidthe Vicar. ‘Very remarkable!

'Where areyou? shouted Andrew: and Cyril replied in his degpest voice, very dow and loud:
'‘CHURCH! TOWER! TOP!'

‘Come down, then!” said Andrew; and the same voice replied:

'‘CANT! DOOR LOCKED!"

'My goodness!’ said the Vicar. ‘ Andrew, fetch the stable lantern. Perhaps it would be aswdll to fetch
another man fromthevillage!

'With the rest of the gang about, very likely. No, gr; if this*ereain't atrap-well, may | never! There's
cook's cousin at the back door now. He's akeeper, sir, and used to dealing with vicious characters. And
he'sgot hisgun, gr.'

'Hullo there!l” shouted Cyril from the church-tower; ‘come up and let usout.’

'We're a-coming,” said Andrew. ‘I'm a-going to get a policeman and agun.’



'‘Andrew, Andrew,” said the Vicar, ‘that's not the truth.’
'It's near enough, gir, for the likes of them.’

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

They went across the churchyard-it was quite dark now-and as they went they talked. The Vicar was
certain alunatic was on the church-tower-the one who had written the mad |etter, and taken the cold
tongue and things. Andrew thought it was a‘*trap’; the cook's cousin donewas calm. ‘ Gregt cry, little
wool,” said he; *dangerous chapsis quieter.” Hewas not at al afraid. But then he had agun. 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 soffly up behind him and
catch hold of hislegsin the dark. They went on and on, and round and round the little corkscrew
gtaircase-then through the bell-ringers’ loft, where the bell-ropes hung with soft furry endslike giant
caterpillars-then up another stair into the belfry, where the big quiet bells are-and then on, up aladder
with broad steps-and then up alittle stone stair. And at the top of that there was alittle 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 spesk, but Cyril managed to reply
huskily:

‘Hullo, you there!"

'How did you get up there?

It was no use saying ‘Weflew 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.

'Areyou armed?

'‘Arewe 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 dl the children together.
‘Blessme,” said the Vicar, ‘ surely that was afemae voice?

'Shall | open the door, Sir? said the keeper. Andrew went down afew 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 cometo
release you. Y ou will keep your promiseto refrain from violence?

'How thisbolt do stick,’ said the keeper; ‘anyone ‘ud think it hadn't been drawed for half ayear.” Asa
matter of fact it hadn't.

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

'l 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| fire. Now!"

'‘We'redl over on the other sde,” said the voices.

The keeper felt pleased with himsdlf, and owned himself abold 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 sde of the tower.

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

'So help me;” hecried, ‘if they ain't apack of kiddies!

The Vicar now advanced.

'How did you come here? he asked severely. ‘ Tell me at once.'

'Oh, take usdown,” said Jane, catching at his coat, ‘and well tell you anything you like. Y ou 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 dipping down under his jacket. It needed both handsto keep it
seady initsplace.

But he said, standing asfar out of the lantern light as possible:
'Please do take us down.'

So they were taken down. It isno joke to go down a strange church-tower in the dark, but the keeper
hel ped them-only, Cyril had to be independent because of the soda-water syphon. It would keep trying
to get away. Haf-way down the ladder it dl but escaped. Cyril just caught it by its spout, and as nearly
aspossible lost hisfooting. 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.
'Y ou bring dong the gdlls, Sr,” said he; ‘you and Andrew can manage them.'
'Let go!’ sad 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 dip again.

So they were dl marched into the Vicarage sudy, and the Vicar's wife came rushing in.

'Oh, William, are you safe? shecried.



Robert hastened to adlay her anxiety.

'Yes, hesaid, ‘he's quite safe. We haven't hurt him at al. And please, we're very late, and they'll be
anxious at home. Could you send ushomein your carriage?

'Or perhaps there's ahotel near where we could get acarriage from,” said Anthea. * Marthawill be very
anxiousasitis'
The Vicar had sunk into achair, overcome by emotion and amazement.

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

'But how did you cometo be locked up in the church-tower? asked the Vicar.

'We went up,” said Robert dowly, ‘and we weretired, and we al went to deep, and when we woke up
we found the door was locked, so we ydled.’

'l should think you did!” said the Vicar'swife. ‘ Frightening everybody out of their witslikethis You
ought to be ashamed of yourselves!

'Weare,” sad Jane gently.
'But who locked the door? asked the Vicar.
'l don't know at al,” said Robert, with perfect truth. * Do please send us home.!'

'Well, redly,” said the Vicar, ‘| suppose we'd better. Andrew, put the horse to, and you can take them
home!'

'Not done, | don't,’ said Andrew to himsdf.

'And,” the Vicar went on, ‘let thisbe alessonto you ... Hewent on talking, and the children listened
miserably. But the keeper was not listening. He was looking at the unfortunate Cyril. He knew al about
poachers of course, S0 he knew how peoplelook when they're hiding something. The Vicar had just got
to the part about trying to grow up to be ablessing to your parents, and not atrouble and a disgrace,
when the kegper suddenly said:

'Arst him what he's got there under his jacket’; and Cyril knew that concedl ment 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:

'Wéll, thereyou are, then.'
Therewasaslence. Cyril went on-there was nothing esefor it:

'Y es, 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 aletter.
And we're very sorry. And my father will pay afine or anything you like, but don't send usto prison.
Mother would be so vexed. Y ou know what you said about not being a disgrace. Well, don't you go and
doit to usthat'sal! We're as sorry aswe can be. There!’

'However did you get up to the larder window? said MrsVicar.



I can'ttdl youthat,” said Cyril firmly.
'Isthisthe whole truth you've been telling me? asked the clergyman.

'No,” answered Jane suddenly; ‘it'sal true, but it's not the whole truth. We can't tdll you that. It'sno
good asking. Oh, do forgive us and take ushome!” Sheran to the Vicar'swife and threw her arms round
her. The Vicar'swife put her arms round Jane, and the keeper whispered behind his hand to the Vicar:

‘They'redl right, Sir-1 expect it'sapa they're sanding by. Someone put 'em up to it, and they won't
peach. Gamelittlekids.'

'Tell me said the Vicar kindly, ‘are you screening someone el se? Had anyone el se anything to do with
this?

'Yes, said Anthes, 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 uswhy you wrote
such an odd |etter.’

'l don't know,” said Cyril. *You see, Antheawroteit in such ahurry, and it redlly didn't seem like stedling
then. But afterwards, when we found we couldn't get down off the church-tower, it seemed just exactly
likeit. We aredl very sorry-'

'Say no more about it, said the Vicar'swife; ‘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'sjokes. Jane was sitting on the Vicar's wife'slap.

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 the trap he was so certain of.

When the wagonette reached their own house, between the chak-quarry and the gravel-pit, the children
were very deepy, but they felt that they and the keeper were friendsfor life.

Andrew dumped the children down &t the iron gate without aword. * Y ou get dong 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 al, 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 swepttobedin a
whirlwind of reproaches, remained to explain to Martha and the cook and the housemaid exactly what
had happened. He explained so well that Marthawas 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 indoorsthe
next day for a punishment. But she wasn't a al 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'swish.

Robert rushed to the gravel-pit, found the Psammead, and presently wished for-But that, too, is another



ory.

CHAPTER 6 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 shewas
doing her duty. Y ou 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 asit hurts you-and thisisredly 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 therewould bein the house all day. And she had other reasons.

'| declare,’ she said to the cook, ‘it seems amost a shame keeping of them indoorsthislovely day; but
they are that audacious, they'll be walking in with their heads knocked off some of these days, if | don't
put my foot down. Y ou make them a cake for teato-morrow, dear. And well have Baby aong of us
soon as weve got abit forrard with our work. Then they can have agood 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 dong'.

So dl the others were kept in, but Robert, as| have said, was allowed to go out for half an hour to get
something they dl wanted. And that, of course, was the day's wish. He had no difficulty in finding the
Sand-fairy, for the day was dready so hot that it had actudly, for thefirst time, come out of itsown
accord, and it was Sitting in asort of pool of soft sand, stretching itsdlf, and trimming its whiskers, and
turning its snail's eyes round and round.

'Ha!’ it said when its | eft eye saw Robert; ‘1've been looking out for you. Where are the rest of you? Not
smashed themselves up with those wings, | hope?

'No,” said Robert; * but the wings got usinto arow, just like al the wishes aways do. So the others are
kept indoors, and | was only let out for half-an-hour-to get the wish. So please let me wish as quickly as
| can.'

'Wish away,” said the Psammead, twisting itsdlf round in the sand. But Robert couldn't wish away. He
forgot al the things he had been thinking about, and nothing would comeinto hishead but little thingsfor
himsdf, like toffee, aforeign stamp abum, or a clagp-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 asafootball, or apair 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. Timeflies!

'l know it does,” said Robert. ‘| can't think what to wish for. | wish you could give one of the otherstheir
wish without their having to come hereto ask for it. Oh, DON'T!'

But it wastoo late. The Psammead had blown itsalf out to about three timesits 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 aweak voice; ‘it was tremendoudy hard-but | did it. Run along home, or they're sureto
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 afine day to-morrow, or even-and that was most likely-someone might have said, ‘1 do
wish to goodness Robert would hurry up.” Well, he WAS hurrying up, and so they would have their
wish, and the day would be wasted. Then hetried to think what they could wish for-something that
would be amusing indoors. That had been his own difficulty from the beginning. So few thingsare
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 iron-work on the top of the house-he opened his
eyes so wide that he had to drop into awalk; for you cannot run with your eyeswide 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 |ooked again. Y es, the others HAD
wished-there was no doubt about that-and they must have wished that they lived in acastle; 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 dowly on, and as he got nearer he saw that these were tents) and menin
armour were walking about among the tents-crowds and crowds of them.

'Oh, crikey!” said Robert fervently. ‘ They HAVE! They've wished for acastle, and it's being besieged!
Itsjust like that Sand-fairy! | wish weld never seen the beastly thing!”

At thelittle window above the great gateway, across the moat that now lay where the garden had been
but haf an hour ago, someone was waving something pa e 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
immediatdly fdt that he had been unwise. For hissigna had been seen by the besieging force, and two
men in stedd-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 hisown legsand did
not run away. He knew it would be usdessto himself, and he feared it might beirritating to thefoe. So he
stood ill, and the two men seemed quite pleased with him.

'By my haidom,” said one, ‘abrave varlet thig!'

Robert felt pleased at being CALLED brave, and somehow it made him FEEL brave. He passed over
the ‘varlet'. It wasthe way peopletalked 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 aways been able quite to follow the conversationsin the historical romances for the young.

'Hisgarbisstrange,’ 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, | want to go home.'

'Go, then!” said the man in the longest boots; * none hindereth, and nought lets usto follow. Zooks!’ he
added in acautious undertone, ‘1 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 * Y onder!’

'Ha-sayest 07 rgjoined the longest boots.  Come hither, boy. Thisisamatter 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 ahelmet, and ahorse, and a crest,
and feathers, and ashield, and alance, and a sword. His armour and his weaponsweredl, | am amost
sure, of quite different periods. The shield was thirteenth-century, while the sword was of the pattern
used in the Peninsular War. The cuirasswas of thetime of Charles|, and the helmet dated from the
Second Crusade. The arms on the shield were very grand-three red running lions on ablue ground. The
tents were of the latest brand and the whol e appearance of camp, army, and leader might have been a
shock to some. But Robert was dumb with admiration, and it al seemed to him perfectly correct,
because he knew no more of heraldry or archaeology than the gifted artistswho usualy drew the pictures
for the historical romances. The scene wasindeed ‘exactly like apicture. He admired it all so much that
hefelt braver than ever.

'‘Come hither, lad,” said the glorious |leader, when the men in Cromwellian stedl-caps had said afew low
eager words. And he took off his helmet, because he could not see properly with it on. He had akind
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 sennateawhich
he had to take sometimes.

'Unfold thy tale without darm,” said the leader kindly. *Whence comest thou, and what isthine 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 €en now, I'll warrant me.’

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

The leader wiped away amanly tear, exactly asaleader in ahistorical romance would have done, and
sad:

'Fear not to speak the truth, my child; thou hast nought to fear from Wulfric de Tabot.'

Robert had awild feding that this glorious leader of the besieging party-being himsalf 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 tde of the wishes and the Psammead. The only difficulty wasthat he
knew he could never remember enough ‘ quothas and * beshrew me's, and things like that, to make his
talk sound like thetalk of aboy in ahistorical 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 ar knight. Thefact is, it'slikethis-and | hope you're not in ahurry,
because the story's rather a breather. Father and mother are away, and when we were down playing in
the sand-pits we found a Psammead.’

'l cry theemercy! A Sammyadd? said the knight.

'Y es, asort of-of fairy, or enchanter-yes, that's it, an enchanter; and he said we could have awish every
day, and we wished firg to be beautiful.

"Thy wish was scarce granted,” muttered one of the men-at-arms, looking at Robert, who went on asiif
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 aripping 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 ajolly-no-we were contented with our lot-that's what | mean; only, after that we got
into anawful fix.

'What isafix? A fray, mayhap?
‘No-not afray. A-a-atight place.’
‘A dungeon? Alasfor thy youthful fettered limbs’ said the knight, with polite sympathy.

It wasn't adungeon. We just-just encountered undeserved misfortunes,” Robert explained, ‘and to-day
we are punished by not being alowed to go out. That'swherel live,-he pointed to the castle. * The
othersarein there, and they're not alowed to go out. It'sdl the Psammead's-| mean the enchanter'sfaullt.
| wish wed never seen him.'

'Heis an enchanter of might?
'Oh yes-of might and main. Rather!"

'And thou deemest that it isthe 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
adto lead hisfollowersto victory.'

'No, I'm sure you don't,” said Robert, with hasty courtesy; * of course not-you wouldn't, you know. But,
al the same, it's partly hisfault, but were most to blame. Y ou 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 methisriddle!’

'Oh,’ said Robert desperately, ‘of course you don't know it, but you're not REAL at dl. You'reonly here
because the others must have been idiots enough to wish for a castle-and when the sun setsyou'll just
vanish away, and it'll bedl right."

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

'I'm no more mad than you are,” said Robert angrily, ‘ perhaps not so much-only, | was anidiot to think
you'd understand anything. Let me go-l haven't done anything to you.'

'Whither? asked the knight, who seemed to have believed dl the enchanter story till it cameto hisown
ghareinit. ‘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 ideg; ‘then let me go somewhere else”’” His mind sought
eagerly among his memories of the historica romance.



'Sr Wulfric de Talbot,” he said dowly, *should think foul scorn to-to keep achap-I mean one who has
done him no hurt-when he wantsto cut off quietly-1 mean to depart without violence!'

"Thisto my face! Beshrew thee for aknave!’ replied Sir Wulfric. But the appeal seemed to have gone
home. “Y et 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 himsdlf, | think. Come on, Jakin. Sir Wulfric, | sdlute thee!'

He saluted after the modern military manner, and set off running to the sand-pit, Jakin's long boots
keeping up eadlly.

Hefound the Fairy. He dug it up, he woke it up,
heimplored it to give him one more wish.
'I've done two to-day aready,” it grumbled, ‘and one was as stiff abit of work asever | 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 isit? snapped the Psammead, with cross deepiness.

'l wish | waswith 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 al come out of awish, but swords
and daggers and pikes and lances seemed much too real to be wished away. Robert |ost consciousness
for an ingtant. When he opened his eyes the others were crowding round him.

'We never heard you comein,” 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.

'Sily? said Robert, very crosdy indeed. ‘ How much sillier could you have been, 1'd like to know? Y ou
nearly settled ME-I cantell you.'

Then hetold 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 hislost temper, and felt braver than ever,
and consented to be captain of the besieged force.

'We haven't done anything yet,” said Antheacomfortably; ‘we waited for you. Were going to shoot a
them through these little |oophol es with the bow and arrows uncle gave you, and you shal havefirst shot.'

'l don't think | would,” said Robert cautioudy; *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 al sorts of sharp
things. They'redl quite, quitered. It'snot just a-a picture, or avison, or anything; they can hurt us-or kill
useven, | shouldn't wonder. | canfed my ear al sore dtill. Look here-have you explored the castle?
Because | think we'd better et them alone aslong asthey let usaone. | 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
soldiersin the castle to defend it?

'We don't know,” said Cyril. ‘Y ou see, directly I'd wished we were in abesieged 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 thisroom jolly? It'sasred as



red!’

It was. It was square, with stone wallsfour feet thick, and great beamsfor ceiling. A low door at the
corner led to aflight of steps, up and down. The children went down; they found themselvesin agreet
arched gatehouse-the enormous doors were shut and barred. There was awindow in alittle 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 alittledoor init. The
children went through this, and found themsdavesin abig paved courtyard, with the great grey walls of the
cadtlerisng dark and heavy on dl four Sdes.

Near the middle of the courtyard stood Martha, moving her right hand backwards and forwardsin the
air. The cook was stooping down and moving her hands, also in avery curious way. But. the oddest and
at the sametime mogt 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 Antheawas reaching out her armsto take him, Martha said
crosdy, ‘Let him done-do, miss, when heisgood.'

'‘But what'she DOING? said Anthea.

'Doing?Why, a-setting in his high chair as good as gold, a precious, watching me doing of theironing.
Get dong 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 invisble oven.

'Run dong with you, do,” she said; ‘I'm behindhand asit is. Y ou won't get no dinner if you come
ahindering of melikethis. Come, off you goes, or I'll pin adishcloth to some of your tails!

'Youresurethe Lamb'sdl right? asked Jane anxioudly.

‘Right as ninepence, if you don't come unsettling of him. | thought you'd like to berid of him for to-day;
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 invisble kitchen than in the guardroom of abesieged cadtle.
They went through the first doorway they cameto, and sat down helplessy on awooden bench that ran
adongtheroominsde.

'How awful!” said Anthea and Jane together; and Jane added, ‘| fed asif | wasin amad asylum.’

'What does it mean? Antheasaid. ‘It'screepy; | don't likeit. | wish we'd wished for something plain-a
rocking-horse, or adonkey, or something.'

'It'sno use wishing NOW, said Robert bitterly; and Cyril said:
'Do dry up asec; | want to think.'

He buried hisfacein his hands, and the others looked about them. They werein along 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 thingslike sticks, and
they did not smell nice.



Cyril sat up suddenly and said:

'Look here-it'sall right. I think it'slike this. Y ou know, we wished that the servants shouldn't notice any
difference when we got wishes. And nothing happens to the Lamb unlesswe specidly 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, | mean-and the servants have to go on being in the house, or € se 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 al swimmy, like being on aroundabout. It doesn't
matter! Only, | hope we shdl be ableto see our dinner, that's dl-becauseif it'sinvigbleit'll be unfedable
aswadll, and then we can't et it! | KNOW it will, because | tried to fed if | could fed the Lamb's chair,
and there was nothing under him at al but air. And we can't eat air, and | fed just asif | hadn't had any
breakfast for years and years.'

'It'sno use thinking about it, said Anthea. ‘ Let's go on exploring. Perhaps we might find something to
edl.'

Thislighted hopein 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-armswere to be found iniit. ‘I only you'd thought of wishing to be
besieged in a castle thoroughly garrisoned and provisoned!” said Jane reproachfully.

'Y ou can't think of everything, you know,” said Anthea. ‘1 should think it must be nearly dinner-time by
now.'

It wasn'; but they hung about watching the strange movements of the servantsin the middle of the
courtyard, because, of course, they couldn't be sure where the dining-room of theinvisible 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 wasinvisble!

They waited in wretched slence while Marthawent 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.

"Thisisworse than anything,” said Robert, who had not till now been particularly keen on hisdinner.
'I'm not so very hungry,” said Anthea, trying to make the best of things, as usual.

Cyril tightened his belt ostentatioudy. Jane burgt into tears.

CHAPTER 7 A SIEGE AND BED

The children were stting in the gloomy banqueting-hdl, 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 wasinvisible, and unfedable
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 ft in his pocket.
‘Right, oh!’ he cried. ‘Look here! Biscuits.'

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



crumbs and fragments.

'l got them this morning-cook-and I'd quite forgotten,” he explained as he divided them with scrupulous
farnessinto four hegps.

They were eaten in ahappy slence, though they tasted alittle oddly, because they had beenin Cyril's
pocket al the morning with ahank of tarred twine, some green fir-cones, and abdl of cobbler'swax.

'Yes, but look here, Squirrel,’ said Robert; ‘you're so clever at explaining about invisblenessand al that.
How isit the biscuits are here, and al the bread and meat and things have disappeared?

'l don't know,” said Cyril after apause, ‘ unlessit's because WE had them. Nothing about us has
changed. Everything'sin my pocket al right.’

"Then if we HAD the mutton it would bereal,’ said Robert. ‘ Oh, don't | wish we could find it!"
‘But we can't find it. | supposeit isn't ourstill weve got it in our mouths:!”

'Or inour pockets,” said Jane, thinking of the biscuits.

"Who puts mutton in their pockets, goose-girl? said Cyril. ‘But | know-at any rate, I'll try it!"

Heleaned over the table with hisface about an inch fromit, and kept opening and shutting his mouth asiif
he were taking bites out of air.

'It'sno good,” said Robert in deep dgection. * Y ou'll only-Hullo!"

Cyril stood up with agrin of triumph, holding a square piece of bread in hismouth. It was quiteredl.
Everyone saw it. It istrue 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 fed it. Hetook another bite from the air
between hisfingers, and it turned into bread as he bit. The next moment al the others were following his
example, and opening and shutting their mouths an inch or so from the bare-looking table. Robert
captured adice of mutton, and-but | think | will draw avell over the rest of this painful scene. Itis
enough to say that they al had enough mutton, and that when Martha came to change the plates she said
she had never seen such amessin al her born days.

The pudding was, fortunatdly, a plain suet roly-poly, and in answer to Marthas 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. Marthasaid, ‘Well, | never-what next, | wonder!” and went away.

Then ensued another scene on which | will not dwell, for nobody 1ooks nice picking up dices of suet
pudding from the table in its mouth, like adog. The great thing, after dl, wasthat 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, ingsted on climbing to the top of one of the towersto reconnoitre, so up they dl
went. And now they could see all round the castle, and could see, too, that beyond the moat, on every
Sde, the tents of the besieging party were pitched. Rather uncomfortable shivers ran down the children's
backs asthey saw that al the men were very busy cleaning or sharpening their arms, re-gtringing their
bows, and polishing their shields. A large party came dong the road, with horses dragging aong the great
trunk of atree; and Cyril felt quite pae, because he knew thiswasfor a battering-ram.

'What agood thing we've got amoat,” he said; ‘and what agood thing the drawbridgeis up-1 should
never have known how to work it.'

'Of courseit would be up in abesieged cadtle.’



'Y ou'd think there ought to have been soldiersinit, wouldn't you? said Robert.

"Y ou see you don't know how long it's been besieged,” said Cyril darkly; ‘ perhaps most of the brave
defenderswere killed quite early in the Sege and all the provisions eaten, and now there are only afew
intrepid survivors-that's us, and we are going to defend it to the death.’

'How do you begin-defending to the death, | 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 a Bodiam Castle. And there are holeslike
itin the gate-tower here’

'l think I'm glad it'sonly agame; it ISonly agame, in't it? said Jane.
But no one answered.

The children found plenty of strange wegponsin the castle, and if they werearmed at dl it was soon plain
that they would be, as Cyril said, ‘armed heavily'-for these swords and lances and crossbhows 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 daggersto be of any use.

‘Never mind, we can hurl them likejavelins,’ said Cyril, *or drop them on peopl€'s heads. | 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 wereto try swimming the moat.

So aheap 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 Antheawas crossing the courtyard for more stones, a sudden and valuable idea cameto her. She
went to Marthaand said, ‘May we have just biscuits for tea? We're going to play at besieged castles,
and weld like the biscuits to provision the garrison. Put minein my pocket, please, my hands are so dirty.
And I'll tell the othersto fetch theirs!

Thiswasindeed ahappy thought, for now with four generous handfuls of air, which turned to biscuit as
Marthacrammed it into their pockets, the garrison waswell provisioned till sundown.

They brought up someiron pots of cold water to pour on the besiegersinstead 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 fed dl thetimethat thiswas real deadly dangerouswork. To the others, who had only seen the
camp and the bes egers from a distance, the whole thing seemed half a game of make-believe, and hdf a
splendidly distinct and perfectly safe dream. But it was only now and then that Robert could fed this.

When it seemed to be tea-time the biscuits were eaten with water from the degp well in the courtyard,
drunk out of horns. Cyril insgsted on putting by eight of the biscuits, in case anyone should fed faintin
stress of battle.

Just as he was putting away the reserve biscuitsin asort of little stone cupboard without adoor, a
sudden sound made him drop three. It was the loud fierce cry of atrumpet.



'You seeit ISreal,” said Robert, ‘and they are going to attack.’
All rushed to the narrow windows.

'Yes,' said Robert, ‘they'redl coming out of their tents and moving about like ants. Theresthat Jakin
dancing about where the bridge joins on. | wish he could see me put my tongue out a him! Y ah!’

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 redly ARE brave, Robert.'

‘Rot!” Cyril's pallor turned to redness now, al in aminute. ‘ He's been getting ready to be brave dl the
afternoon. And | wasn't ready, that'sall. | shall be braver than heisin haf ajiffy.’

'Oh dear!” said Jane, ‘what does it matter which of you isthe bravest? | think Cyril was a perfect slly to
wish for acastle, and | don't want to play.’

It ISN'T'-Robert was beginning sternly, but Anthea interrupted—

'Oh yes, you do, she said coaxingly; ‘it'savery nice game, redly, because they can't possibly get in, and
if they do the women and children are dways spared by civilized armies!’

'But are you quite, quite sure they ARE civilized? asked Jane, panting. ‘ They seem to be such along
timeago.’

'Of coursethey 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 isl Look, that's him-isn't it, Robert?-on the
grey horse!

Jane consented to ook, and the scene was amost too pretty to be darming. 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 asplendid 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, aman
who was with the trumpeter shouted:

'What ho, within there!l’ and his voice came plainly to the garrison in the gate-house.
'Hullo there!” Robert bellowed back at once.

'Inthe name of our Lord the King, and of our good lord and trusty leader Sir Wulfric de Tabot, 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 afierce whisper. ‘ Cheer to show them we aren't afraid, and rattle the daggersto



make more noise. One, two, three! Hip, hip, hooray! Again-Hip, hip, hooray! One more-Hip, hip,
hooray!” The cheerswere 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 fortressfelt that the
attack had indeed begun.

It was getting rather dark in the room above the great gate, and Jane took avery little courage as she
remembered that sunset couldn't be far off now.

"The moat isdreadfully 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 amoment. The stedl and the
feet went on up the turret tairs. 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 wasthere-and it was Jakin, al 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 downgtairs 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. Hewasjust in time.
Another man had svum over, and hisfingers 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 ashard ashe
could with aniron bar that he caught up from the floor. The man fell with aplop-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 cdling to Cyril to lend ahand.

Then they stood in the arched gate-house, 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 acrash told them that the drawbridge had been lowered to its place.

"That'sthat beast Jakin,” said Robert. ‘ Theres till the portcullis; I'm admost 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 girlswere feding dmost brave now. They followed Robert quickly, and under hisdirections
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 stonein afury.

'l should just hopewe HAD!" he said; ‘I'd give something for ajolly 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 dmost quite dark.

'Weveheld it,’ cried Robert, ‘wewon't surrender! The sun MUST set in aminute. Here-they're dl
jawing underneath again. Pity there's no time to get more stones! Here, pour that water down on them.
It'sno good, of course, but they'll hateiit.'

'Oh dear!” said Jane; ‘don't you think we'd better surrender?

‘Never!” said Robert; ‘wéll have aparley if you like, but well never surrender. Oh, I'll be a soldier when
| grow up-you just seeif | don't. | won't go into the Civil Service, whatever anyone says.'

‘Let'swave a handkerchief and ask for aparley,” Jane pleaded. ‘1 don't believe the sun's going to set
to-night at al.’

'Give them the water first-the brutes!” said the bloodthirsty Robert. So Antheatilted the pot over the
nearest lead-hole, and poured. They heard a splash below, but no one below seemed to have fdt 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 coursethe
holes go straight down into the gate-house-that's for when the enemy has got past the door and the
portcullis, and dmogt al islost. Here, hand methe 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-dlit.

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 Tabot for ever!” al suddenly stopped and went out like the snuff of acandle; the
little dark room seemed to whirl round and turn topsy-turvy, and when the children came to themsdlves
there they were safe and sound, in the big front bedroom of their own house-the house with the
ornamenta 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 dl
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'sal right!” said Robert. ‘1 told you so! And, | say, we didn't surrender, did we?
‘Aren't you glad now | wished for acastle? asked Cyril.

'l think | am NOW,” said Antheadowly. ‘But | wouldn't wish for it again, | think, Squirrel dear!"
'Oh, it was smply splendid!’ said Jane unexpectedly. ‘1 wasn't frightened a bit.’

'Oh, | say!” Cyril was beginning, but Anthea stopped him.

'Look here shesad, ‘it'sjust comeinto my head. Thisisthe very first thing weve wished for that hasn't
got usinto arow. And there hasn't been the least little scrap of arow about this. Nobody'sraging
downgtairs, we're safe and sound, we've had an awfully jolly day-at least, not jolly exactly, but you know
what | mean. And we know now how brave Robert is-and Cyril too, of course,’ she added hadtily, ‘and
Jane aswell. And we haven't got into arow with asingle grown-up.’

The door was opened suddenly and fiercely.



"Y ou ought to be ashamed of yourselves,” said the voice of Martha, and they could tell by her voice that
shewas very angry indeed. ‘1 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, thelot of you, and try to get up better children inthe
morning. Now then-don't let me havetotdl you twice. If | find any of you not in bed in ten minutesI'll let
you know it, that'sall! A new cap, and everything!'

She flounced out amid adisregarded chorus of regrets and apologies. The children were very sorry, but
redly it was not their faults. Y ou can't help it if you are pouring water on abesieging foe, and your castle
suddenly changesinto your house-and everything changes with it except the water, and that happensto
fall on somebody el se's clean cap.

'l don't know why the water didn't change into nothing, though,” said Cyril.

'Why should it? asked Robert. ‘Water'swater al theworld over.” ‘| expect the castle well was the same
asoursin the stable-yard,” said Jane. And that wasredlly the case.

'l thought we couldn't get through awish-day without arow,” 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
shélll bong us up some supper. I'mjolly hungry! Good-night, kids!'

'‘Good-night. | hope the castle won't come creeping back in the night,” said Jane.

'Of courseit won't, said Antheabriskly, ‘but Marthawill-not in the night, but in aminute. 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 haf knickerbockers. Y es-frightfully. Do stand till-you're only tightening the knot,” said
Anthea.

CHAPTER 8 BIGGER THAN THE BAKER'SBOY
'Look here,’ said Cyril. ‘I've got an idea.’

'Doesit hurt much? said Robert sympatheticaly.
'Don't beajackape! I'm not humbugging.'

'Shut up, Bobs!” said Anthea.

'Slencefor the Squirrd's oration,” said Robert.

Cyril balanced himsdlf on the edge of the water-buitt in the backyard, where they al happened to be, and
spoke.

'Friends, Romans, countrymen-and women-we found a Sammyadd. We have had wishes. Weve had
wings, and being beautiful asthe day-ugh!-that was pretty jolly beestly if you like-and wealth and castles,
and that rotten gipsy businesswith the Lamb. But were no forrader. We haven't redly got anything worth
having for our wishes!'

'Weve had things happening,” said Robert; *that's aways something.'

'It'snot enough, unlessthey'retheright things,” said Cyril firmly. ‘Now I've been thinking-" *Not redlly?



whispered Robert.

'Inthe sllent what's-its-names of the night. It'slike suddenly being asked something out of history-the date
of the Conquest or something; you know it dl right dl the time, but when you're asked it dl goes out of
your head. Ladies and gentlemen, you know jolly well that when were al rotting about in the usua way
heaps of things keep cropping up, and then real earnest wishes comeinto the heads of the beholder-'

'Hear, hear!” said Robert.

-of the beholder, however stupid heis,” Cyril went on. ‘Why, even Robert might happen to think of a
redlly ussful wish if hedidn'tinjure his poor little brainstrying so hard to think.-Shut up, Bobs, | tdl
you!-Y oull have the whole show over.'

A struggle on the edge of awater-butt is exciting, but damp. When it was over, and the boyswere
partidly dried, Antheasaid:

't redlly was you began it, Bobs. Now honour is satisfied) do let Squirrel go on. We're wasting the whole
morning.’

'Wdl then,” said Cyril, till wringing the water out of thetails of hisjacket, ‘I'll cal it pax if Bobswill.'
'Pax then,” said Robert sulkily. ‘But I've got alump asbig asacricket ball over my eye!

Anthea patiently offered a dust-coloured handkerchief, and Robert bathed hiswoundsin silence. “‘Now,
Squirrdl,” shesad.

'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 wetry not to. Y ou dwaysdo.'

The others consented. Bandits was hastily chosen for the game. * It'sas good as anything else,” said Jane
gloomily. It must be owned that Robert was &t first but a haf-hearted 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'slife the day before, he cheered up wonderfully. All were soon armed. Bows and
arrows dung on the back ook well; and umbrellas and cricket ssumps stuck through the belt give afine
impression of the wearer's being armed to the teeth. The white cotton hats that men wear in the country
nowadays have avery brigandish effect when afew turkey's feathers are stuck in them. The Lamb's
mail-cart was covered with ared-and-blue checked tablecloth, and made an admirable baggage-wagon.
The Lamb adeepinsdeit wasnot at al in the way. So the banditti set out along the road that led to the
sand-pit.

"We ought to be near the Sammyadd,” said Cyril, ‘in case we think of anything suddenly.'

Itisal very well to make up your mindsto play bandits-or chess, or ping-pong, or any other agreesble
game-but it isnot easy to do it with spirit when dl the wonderful wishesyou can think of, or can't think
of, are waiting for you round the corner. The game was dragging alittle, and some of the banditswere
beginning to fed that the others were disagreeable things, and were saying so candidly, when the baker's
boy came dong the road with loaves in a basket. The opportunity was not one to be lost.

'Stand and deliver!” cried Cyril.
"Y our 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



thething a al. He was abaker's boy of an unusualy large sze. 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 upst, the beautiful new loaves went
bumping and bouncing al over the dusty chaky road. Thegirlsran to pick them up, and dl in amoment
Robert and the baker's boy werefighting it out, man to man, with Cyril to seefair 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 dl peace-making. | know thisisthe second fight-or contest-in this chapter, but | can't helpit.
It wasthat sort of day. Y ou know yoursdlf there are days when rows seem to keep on happening, quite
without your meaning them to. If | were awriter of tales of adventure such as those which used to appear
in The Boys of England when | was young, of course | should be able to describe the fight, but | cannot
doit. | never can see what happens during afight, even when it isonly dogs. Also, if | had been one of
these Boys of England writers, Robert would have got the best of it. But | am like George Washington-|
cannot tell alie, even about a cherry-tree, much less about afight, and | 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 thefirst rules of fair play and gentlemanly behaviour, he o pulled Robert'shair, and
kicked him on the knee. Robert dways used to say he could have licked the butcher if it hadn't been for
thegirls. But | am not sure. Anyway, what happened wasthis, and very painful it wasto salf-respecting
boys.

Cyril wasjust tearing off his coat so asto help his brother in proper style, when Jane threw her arms
round hislegs and began to cry and ask him not to go and be beaten too. That ‘too’ was very nicefor
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'sonly play. And
I'm sure he'svery sorry.'

Y ou see how unfair thiswas to Robert. Becausg, if the baker's boy had had any right and chivalrous
ingtincts, and had yielded to Anthea's pleading and accepted her despicable apology, Robert could not,
in honour, have done anything to him at afuture time. But Robert'sfears, if he had any, were soon
dispdled. Chivary was astranger 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
sand-pit, and there, with one last kick, helanded him in a hesp of sand.

'I'd larn you, you young varmint!” he said, and went off to pick up hisloaves and go about his business.
Cyril, impeded by Jane, could do nothing without hurting her, for she clung round hislegs with the
strength of despair. The baker's boy went off red and damp about the face; abusive to thelast, he called
them apack of slly idiots, and disappeared round the corner. Then jane's grasp loosened. Cyril turned
away in slent 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 | know that aredly heroic boy isaways dry-eyed after a
fight. But then he dwayswins, 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, ‘asilence full of emotion'.



Then Robert dug histoes and his hands into the sand and wriggled in hisrage. ‘ Held 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."

'Y ou began,” said Janeincautioudy.
'l know | 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. ‘1 only wish | was bigger
than him, that'sall.’

He dug hisfingersin the sand, and sprang up, for his hand had touched something furry. It wasthe
Psammead, of course-'On the look-out to make sillies of them asusud,” 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 a the Mansion
House years ago-the one who was so kind in helping old ladies over the crossing-and he was the biggest
man | have ever seen, aswell asthe kindest. No one had afoot-rule in its pocket, so Robert could not
be measured-but he was taller than your father would beif he stood on your mother's head, which | am
sure he would never be unkind enough to do. He must have been ten or eleven feet high, and as broad as
aboy of that height ought to be. his Norfolk suit had fortunately grown too, and now hestood up in
it-with one of his enormous stockings turned down to show the gigantic bruise on hisvast leg. Immense
tears of fury gill stood on his flushed giant face. He looked so surprised, and hewas so large to be
wearing an Eton collar, that the others could not help laughing.

"The Sammyadd'sdone us again,” said Cyril.

'Not usME,” said Robert. *If you'd got any decent feding you'd try to make it make you the same Size.
Youveno ideahow glly it feds’ he added thoughtlesdly.

'And | don't want to; | can jolly well see how dilly it looks,” Cyril was beginning; but Anthea said:

'Oh, DON'T! | don't know what's the matter with you boys to-day. Look here, Squirrel, let's play fair. It
is hateful for poor old Bobs, dl done up there. Let's ask the Sammyadd for another wish, and, if it will, |
do redly 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 crosdy, rubbing its face with itsfeet. HE's arude violent boy, and it'll do him good to be
the wrong sizefor abit. What did he want to come digging me out with his nasty wet handsfor? He
nearly touched me! He's aperfect 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 mein peace, do,” the Psammead went on. ‘1 can't think why you don't wish for
something sensible-something to eat or drink, or good manners, or good tempers. Go adong with you,
do!’

It dmogt snarled asit shook itswhiskers, and turned asulky brown back on them. The most hopeful felt
that further parley was vain. They turned again to the colossal Robert.

'Whatever shal we do? they said; and they adl sadit.

'Firgt,’ said Robert grimly, ‘I'm going to reason with that baker's boy. | shal catch him at the end of the
road.



'Don't hit achap littler than yoursdlf, old man,” said Cyril.

‘Dol look like hitting him? said Robert scornfully. *Why, | should KILL him. But I'll give him something
to remember. Wait till | pull up my stocking.” He pulled up his stocking, which was aslarge asasmall
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," hesaid, and his voice was about four timesitsusua size, just as hisbody wasfour timesits, ‘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. | don't think the boy heard it dl-he wasin asort 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.

| 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 a the bakehouse. | am sorry for him, but, after all, it was
quiteright that he should be taught that English boys musin't use their feet when they fight, but their fists.
Of course the water he got into only became hotter when hetried 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 atae asthat. Next
day the tale was believed-but that wastoo late to be of any use to the baker's boy.

When Robert rgjoined the others he found them in the garden. Anthea had thoughtfully asked Marthato
let them have dinner out there-because the dining-room was rather small, and it would have been so
awkward to have abrother the size of Robert in there. The Lamb, who had dept peacefully during the
whole stormy morning, was now found to be sneezing, and Martha said he had acold and would be
better indoors.

'‘Andredly it'sjust aswell,” said Cyril, ‘for | don't believe héld ever have stopped screaming if held once
seen you the awful szeyou are!’

Robert wasindeed what adraper would cdll an ‘out-size’ in boys. He found himself able to step right
over theiron gatein the front garden.

Martha brought out the dinner-it was cold veal and baked potatoes, with sago pudding and stewed
plumsto follow.

She of course did not notice that Robert was anything but the usua size, and she gave him as much mesat
and potatoes as usud and no more. Y ou have no ideahow small your usud helping of dinner looks when
you are many times your proper size. Robert groaned, and asked for more bread. But Marthawould not
go on giving more bread for ever. Shewasin ahurry, because the keeper intended to cal on hisway to
Benenhurst Fair, and she wished to be dressed smartly before he came.

'l wish WE were going to the Fair,” said Robert.
'Y ou can't go anywherethat size,” said Cyril.

'Why not? said Robert. ‘ They have giants at fairs, much bigger onesthan me!'



‘Not much, they don't, Cyril was beginning, when Jane screamed * Oh!” with such loud suddenness that
they al thumped her on the back and asked whether she had swallowed a plum-stone.

'No,” she sad, breathless from being thumped, ‘it's-it's not a plum-stone. it'san idea. Let's take Robert
to the Fair, and get them to give us money for showing him! Then weredly shall get something out of the
old Sammyadd at last!"

‘Takeme, indeed!” said Robert indignantly. ‘ Much more likely me take you!"

And so it turned out. The idea gppeded irresistibly to everyone but Robert, and even he was brought
round by Anthed's suggestion that he should have a double share of any money they might make. There
was alittle 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 whed the othersin this. It was as easy to him now aswhedling 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 whedled 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 |ooked like
somekind of standing-up fits by the roadside, as Anthea said. just outside Benenhurst, Robert hidina
barn, and the others went on to the Fair.

There were some swings, and ahooting tooting blaring merry-go-round, and a shooting-gdlery 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 againgt asheet of
canves.

'Hereyou are, little gentleman!” she said. * Penny ashot!’

'No, thank you,” said Cyril, ‘we are here on business, not on pleasure. Who's the master?
‘Thewhat?

‘The master-the head-the boss of the show.’

'‘Over there,’ she said, pointing to astout man in adirty linen jacket who was deeping in the sun; ‘but |
don't advise you to wake him sudden. His temper's contrary, especially these hot days. Better have a
shot whileyoure waiting.

'It'srather important,” said Cyril. ‘I1t'1l be very profitable to him. | think helll be sorry if wetakeit away.’
'Oh, if it'smoney in his pocket,” said the woman. ‘No kid now? What isit?

It'saGIANT.

'Y ou ARE kidding?

'‘Come along and see,” said Anthea.

The woman looked doubtfully at them, then she called to aragged little girl in striped stockingsand a
dingy white petticoat that came below her brown frock, and leaving her in charge of the
‘shooting-gdlery’ sheturned to Antheaand said, ‘Well, hurry up! But if you ARE kidding, you'd best say
0. I'm as mild as milk mysdlf, but my Bill hesafair terror and-'

Anthealed theway to thebarn. ‘It redly ISagiant,” shesaid. ‘Hesagiant 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 liketo pay us something, you can-only, it'll haveto be rather alot, 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, * Swvelp me!’
‘bamy,” and ‘ crumpet,” which conveyed no definite ideato their minds. She had taken Antheals hand,
and was holding it very firmly; and Anthea could not hel p wondering what would happen if Robert should
have wandered off or turned his proper size during the interva. But she knew that the Psammead's gifts
redly did last till sunset, however inconvenient their lasting might be; and she did not think, somehow, that
Robert would care to go out done while he wasthat 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 afoot and leg. When the woman saw the hand she
said ‘My!" but when she saw thefoot she said * Upon my civvy!” and when, by dow and heavy degrees,
the whole of Robert's enormous bulk was at last completely disclosed, she drew along breath and began
to say many things, compared with which *balmy’ and ‘ crumpet’ seemed quite ordinary. She dropped
into understandable English &t last.

'What'll you take for him? she said excitedly. ‘ Anything in reason. Weld have aspecia van
built-leastways, | know where there's a second-hand 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 | never see-no, never!
What'll you take? Down on the nail. Well treat him like aking, and give him firg-rate grub and a dossfit
for abloomin’ dook. He must be dotty or he wouldn't need you kidsto cart him about. What'll you take
for him?

‘They won't take anything,” said Robert sternly. ‘1'm no more soft than you are-not so much, | shouldn't
wonder. I'll come and be a show for to-day if you'll give me-he hesitated at the enormous price he was
about to ask-'if you'll give mefifteen shillings'

'Done,” said the woman, so quickly that Robert felt he had been unfair to himsalf, and wished he had
asked thirty.  Come on now-and see my Bill-and well fix aprice for the season. | dessay you might get
as much astwo quid aweek reglar. Come on-and make yourself as small asyou can, for gracious
sakel'

Thiswas not very small, and a crowd gathered quickly, so that it was at the head of an enthusiagtic
procession that Robert entered the trampled meadow where the Fair was held, and passed over the
stubbly yellow dusty grassto the door of the biggest tent. He crept in, and the woman went to call her
Bill. He was the big degping man, and he did not seem at al pleased at being awakened. Cyril, watching
through adit in the tent, saw him scowl and shake a heavy fist and a deepy 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'sfedling that fifteen shillingswasindeed far too little. Bill douched 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.

'Well fix up about what you're to draw when the show's over to-night,” he said with hoarse heartiness.
‘Lor’ loveaduck! you'll bethat happy with usyou'll never want to leave us. Can you do a song now-or
abit of abreakdown?

'Not to-day,’” said Robert, rejecting the idea of trying to sing * Asoncein May', afavourite 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 apity weaint got no tights hissize! But well have’em before the week's out. Y oung
man, your fortune's made. It's agood thing you came to me, and not to some chapsas| could tell you
on. I've known blokes as besat their giants, and starved 'em too; so I'll tell you straight, you'rein luck this
day if you never was afore. ‘ CosI'm alamb, | am-and | don't deceive you.'

'I'm not afraid of anyone's beating ME,” said Robert, looking down on the ‘lamb’. Robert was crouched
on hisknees, because the tent was not big enough for him to stand upright in, but even in that position he
could till ook down on most people. ‘But I'm awfully hungry | wish you'd get me something to est.’

'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 to-morrow.’

Then the woman went to get the food-it was only bread and cheese when it came, but it was ddlightful 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 hisfifteen shillings.

'Asif weweren't honest,” said Antheaindignantly when the meaning of the sentinels dawned on her.
Then began avery strange and wonderful afternoon.

Bill was aman who knew hisbusiness. In avery little while, the photographic views, the spyglasses you
look at them through, so that they really seem rather red, and the lights you see them by, were dl 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 atrestle-table outside the tent making a speech. It was rather
agood 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 1dandsto 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 hewas. 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 priceisriz, and | don't undertake to say what it won't beriz to. So now'syer
time'

A young man squiring his sweetheart on her afternoon out was the first to come forward. For that
occasion hiswasthe princely attitude-no expense spared-money no object. His girl wished to seethe
giant? Wdll, she should see the giant, even though seeing the giant cost thregpence each and the other
entertainments were al penny ones.

The flap of the tent was rai sed-the couple entered. Next moment awild shriek from the girl thrilled
through al present. Bill dapped hisleg. ‘ That's donethetrick!” he whispered to ‘Becca It wasindeed a
splendid advertisement of the charms of Robert. When the girl came out she was pale and trembling, and
acrowd was round the tent.

'What wasit like? asked abailiff.

'Ohl-horrid!-you wouldn't believe,” shesaid. ‘It'sas big asabarn, and that fierce. It froze the blood in
my bones. | wouldn't hal missed seeing it for anything.'

The fierceness was only caused by Robert'strying 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 deep than ether. For,
by ones and twos and threes, people kept coming in al the afternoon, and Robert had to shake hands
with those who wished it, and alow himself to be punched and pulled and patted and thumped, so that
people might make sure he wasredly red.



The other children sat on a bench and watched and waited, and were very bored indeed. It seemed to
them that thiswas the hardest way of earning money that could have been invented. And only fifteen
shillingd Bill had taken four timesthat already, for the news of the giant had spread, and tradespeoplein
carts, and gentlepeoplein carriages, came from far and near. One gentleman with an eyeglass, and avery
large ydlow rosein his buttonhole, offered Robert, in an obliging whisper, ten pounds aweek to appear
at the Crystal Palace. Robert had to say ‘No'.

'l can't, hesaid regretfully. *It's no use promising what you can't do.’

'Ah, poor fellow, bound for aterm of years, | suppose! Well, here's my card; when your time's up come
tome!

'l will-if I'm the same sizethen,” said Robert truthfully.

'If you grow abit, so much the better,” said the gentleman. When he had gone, Robert beckoned Cyril
andsad:

Tell them | must and will have an easy. And | want my tea.’

Teawas provided, and a paper hastily pinned on the tent. It said:

CLOSED FOR HALF AN HOUR WHILE THE GIANT GETSHISTEA

Then therewas ahurried council.

'How am | to get away? said Robert. *I've been thinking about it al 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 done when the sun sets'’

'l know,” said Cyril briskly, and he went to the door, outside which Bill was smoking aclay pipe and
talking in alow voiceto ‘Becca Cyril heard him say-'Good as havin' afortune left you.'

'Look here” said Cyril, “you can et people comein again in aminute. He's nearly finished histea But he
must be |eft done when the sun sets. HE'S very queer at that time of day, and if he'sworried | won't
answer for the consegquences!’

'Why-what comes over him? asked Bill.

'l don't know; it's-it'sasort of achange’ said Cyril candidly. ‘Heisn't a al like himself-you'd hardly
know him. He's very queer indeed. Someonell get hurt if he's not alone about sunset.” Thiswastrue.

'Hell pull round for the evening, | Spose?
'Oh yes-hdf an hour after sunset helll be quite himself again.’
'Best humour him,” said the woman.

And 0, a 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.



'Wéll, he can pick abit,” Bill owned. ‘Y ou see he hasto eat hearty, being thesze heis!’

Inside the tent the four children breathlesdy arranged aplan of retreat. ‘Y ou go NOW, said Cyril tothe
girls, *and get dong home asfast as you can. Oh, never mind the beastly pony-cart; well get that
to-morrow. Robert and | are dressed the same. Well manage somehow, like Sydney Carton did. Only,
you girfls MUST get out, or it'sall no go. We can run, but you can't-whatever you may think. No, Jane,
it'sno 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 dont, I'll never spesk to you again. It
was you got usinto this mess redlly, hanging round peopl€e's legsthe way you did thismorning. Go, | tell
you!'

And Jane and Antheawent.

'We'regoing home,” they said to Bill. *We're leaving the giant with you. Bekind to him.” And thet, 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 somein 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 abreath of air.
I'll seeno one peepsinat him. I'll cover him up, and he can take anap while | go for the corn. He WILL
have it-there's no holding him when he getslike this!

The giant was made comfortable with ahegp of sacks and an old tarpaulin. The curtain was looped up,
and the brothers were |eft done. 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 aminute after the sun had s&t, aboy in aNorfolk 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 thisboy aso. And he, too, moved away quietly and waslost in the crowd.
The front-door boy was Cyril; the back-door was Robert-now, since sunset, once more his proper size.
They waked quickly through the field, and along the road, where Robert caught Cyril up. Then they ran.
They were home as soon asthe girlswere, for it was along way, and they ran mogt of it. It wasindeed a
very long way, asthey found when they had to go and drag the pony-trap home next morning, with no
enormous Robert to whed them init asif it were amail-cart, and they were babies and he was their
gigantic nursemaid.

| cannot possibly tell you what Bill and * Becca said when they found that the giant had gone. For one
thing, 1 do not know.

CHAPTER 9 GROWN UP

Cyril had once pointed out that ordinary lifeisfull of occasions on which awish would be most useful.
And thisthought filled his mind when he hgppened 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 hadtily; he did not take a bath, because tin baths are so noisy, and he had no wish to rouse
Robert, and he dipped off done, as Anthea had once done, and ran through the dewy morning to the
sand-pit. He dug up the Psammead very carefully and kindly, and began the conversation by asking it



whether it fill felt any ill effects from the contact with the tears of Robert the day before yesterday. The
Psammead wasin agood temper. It replied politely.

'‘And now, what can | do for you? it said. ‘| suppose you've come here so early to ask for something for
yoursalf, something your brothers and sisters aren't to know about eh? Now, do be persuaded for your
own good! Ask for agood fat Megatherium and have done withit.’

‘Thank you-not to-day, | think,” said Cyril cautioudy. ‘“What | redly wanted to say was-you know how
you're dwayswishing for thingswhen you're playing at anything?

'l seldom play,” said the Psammead coldly.

'Well, you know what | mean,” Cyril went onimpatiently. *What | want to say is. won't you let us have
our wish just when wethink 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.

'It1l only end in your wishing for something you don't reglly want, like you did about the castle,” said the
Psammead, stretching its brown arms and yawning. ‘ It's dways the same since people | eft off eating
redlly wholesome things. However, have it your own way. Good-bye.'

'‘Good-bye’ said Cyril politely.

'l tell you what,” said the Psammead suddenly, shooting out itslong snail's eyes-'I'm getting tired of
you-al of you. Y ou 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 hiswatch 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 awash-hand basin had failed to
wash the mould from the works and make the watch go again. Cyril had said severd thingsin the heet 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 othersto agree to his plan, and not to wish for anything moretill they
redly 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 maoss by fat handfuls, and Cyril
was gloomily contemplating the ruins of hiswatch.

'He does grow,” said Anthea. ‘ Doesn't 0o, precious?

'Megrow,” said the Lamb cheerfully-'me grow big boy, have gunsan’ 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 squedls.

'l suppose hell be grown up someday,” Antheawas saying, dreamily looking up at the blue of the sky
that showed between thelong straight chestnut-leaves. But at that moment the Lamb, struggling gaily with
Cyril, thrust a stoutly-shod little foot againgt 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 someday!” said Cyril bitterly, plumping the Lamb down on the grass. ‘| daresay he will when
nobody wants him to. | wish to goodness he would-'

'OH, take care!’ cried Antheain an agony of gpprehension. But it wastoo late-like music to asong her
words and Cyril's came out together-Anthea-'Oh, take carel” Cyril-'Grow up now!"

The faithful Psammead wastrueto its promise, and there, before the horrified eyes of its brothers and



sgters, the Lamb suddenly and violently grew up. It was the mogt terrible moment. The change was not
S0 sudden as the wish-changes usudly 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 dl, alittle dark moustache appeared on the lip of one who was still-except as
to the face-atwo-year-old baby in alinen smock and white open-work socks.

'Oh, I wish it wouldn't! Oh, | wish it wouldn't! Y ou boys might wish aswel!” They al wished hard, for
the sight was enough to dismay the most heartless. They al wished so hard, indeed, that they felt quite
giddy and amost 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 avery proper-looking young manin
flannels and a straw hat-a young man who wore the samelittle black moustache which just before they
had actualy seen growing upon the Baby'slip. This, then, was the Lamb-grown up! Their own Lamb! It
was aterrible moment. The grown-up Lamb moved gracefully across the moss and settled himsdlf againgt
the trunk of the sweet chestnut. He tilted the straw hat over his eyes. He was evidently weary. He was
going to deep. The Lamb-the origind little tiresome beloved Lamb often went to deep at odd timesand
in unexpected places. Was this new Lamb in the grey flannd 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 ahurried council held among the yellowing bracken afew
yards from the deeper, debated eagerly.

'Whichever itis, itll bejust asawful,” said Anthea. ‘If hisinsde senses are grown up too, hewon't stland
our looking after him; and if he's till ababy insde of him how on earth are we to get him to do anything?
And it'll be getting on for dinner-timein aminute * And we haven't got any nuts,” said Jane.

'Oh, bother nutsl’ said Robert; “but dinner's different-1 didn't have half enough dinner yesterday. Couldn't
wetie 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 bejust the same if we go back with him in the state heisnow. Yes, | know it'smy doing; don't rub it
in! I know I'm abeast, 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'swake 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'sal 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 dways was spailt, but now
he's grown up he'sademon-smply. | can seeit. Look a his mouth.'

'Well then,” said Robert, ‘let's wake him up and seewhat HE'LL do. Perhaps HE'LL take usto
Maidstone and stand Sam. He ought to have alot of money in the pockets of those extra-specia bags.
WeMUST have dinner, anyway.'

They drew lotswith little bits of bracken. It fell to jane's|ot to waken the grown-up Lamb.

Shedid it gently by tickling his nose with atwig of wild honeysuckle. He said * Bother theflies!” twice,
and then opened his eyes.

‘Hullo, kiddies!” hesaid in alanguid tone, ‘ still here? What's the giddy hour? Y ou'll be late for your grub!’

'l know we shdl,” said Robert bitterly.



"Then cut dong home,” said the grown-up Lamb.
'What about your grub, though? asked Jane.

'Oh, how far isit 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 apal on the four others. The Lamb-a one-unattended-would go to town and have
lunch at aclub! Perhaps he would aso have teathere. Perhaps sunset would come upon him amid the
dazzling luxury of club-land, and ahelpless cross deepy baby would find itsdf done amid unsympathetic
waiters, and would wail miserably for ‘ Panty’ from the depths of a club arm-chair! The picture moved
Antheaamost to tears.

'Oh no, Lamb ducky, you mustn't do that!” she cried incautioudly.

The grown-up Lamb frowned. ‘My dear Anthea,’ he said, ‘how often am | to tell you that my nameis
Hilary or St Maur or Devereux?-any of my baptisma names are freeto my little brothers and ssters, but
NOT “Lamb"-ardic of foolish and far-off childhood."

Thiswasawful. 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 dmost 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. Hewouldn't like usto be left one without you to take care of us. Oh, deceitful beast thet |

am!’ she added to hersdf.

'Look here,” said Cyril, ‘if you're our elder brother, why not behave as such and take us over to
Maidstone and give us ajolly good blow-out, and welll go on the river afterwards?

I'minfinitely obliged to you,” said the Lamb courteoudly, ‘but | should prefer solitude. Go hometo your
lunch-1 mean your dinner. Perhaps| may look in about tea-time-or | may not be hometill after you arein
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 handsin his pockets and looking down at her,
‘little girls should be seen and not heard. Y ou kids must learn not to make yoursalves anuisance. Run
along home now-and perhaps, if you're good, I'll give you each a penny to-morrow.'

'Look here’ said Cyril, in the best ‘man to man’ tone at his command, ‘where are you going, old man?
Y ou might let Bobs and me come with you-even if you don't want the girls!

Thiswasredly 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 ababy again.

The ‘man to man’ tone succeeded.



'l shal just run over to Maidstone on my bike,” said the new Lamb airily, fingering the little black
moustache. ‘| can lunch at The Crown-and perhaps I'll have apull on theriver; but | can't takeyou dl on
the machine-now, can I? Run aong home, like good children.’

The position was desperate. Robert exchanged a despairing look with Cyril. Anthea detached apin from
her waistband, a pin whose withdrawal |eft a gaping chasm between skirt and bodice, and handed it
furtively to Robert-with agrimace of the darkest and deepest meaning. Robert dipped away to the road.
There, sure enough, stood a bicycle-a beautiful new free-whesel. Of course Robert understood at once
that if the Lamb was grown up he MUST have abicycle. This had always been one of Robert's own
reasons for wishing to be grown up. He hastily began to use the pin-eleven puncturesin the back tyre,
seven in the front. He would have made the total twenty-two but for the rustling of the yellow
hazdl-leaves, which warned him of the approach of the others. He hastily leaned a hand on each whed,
and was rewarded by the ‘whish’ of what was |&ft of the air escaping from eighteen nest pin-holes.

'Y our bike'srun down,” said Robert, wondering how he could so soon have learned to deceive.
'Soitis,’ sad Cyril.

It'sapuncture,” said Anthea, sooping down, and standing up again with athorn which she had got ready
for the purpose. ‘Look here!'

The grown-up Lamb (or Hilary, as| suppose one must now cal him) fixed his pump and blew up the
tyre. The punctured state of it was soon evident.

'| 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 wasfelt to be aspecia
blessing that the cottage provided ‘teas for cyclists. It provided an odd sort of tea-and-hammy meal for
the Lamb and his brothers. Thiswas paid for out of the fifteen shillings which had been earned by Robert
when hewas a giant-for the Lamb, it appeared, had unfortunately no money about him. Thiswas a great
disappointment for the others; but it isathing that will happen, even to the most grown-up of us.
However, Robert had enough to est, and that was something. Quietly but persistently the miserable four
took it in turnsto try to persuade the Lamb (or St Maur) to spend the rest of the day in the woods. There
was not very much of the day |eft by the time he had mended the eighteenth puncture. He looked up from
the completed work with asigh of relief, and suddenly put histie straight.

‘Therésalady coming,’ he said briskly-'for goodness sake, get out of the way. Go home-hide-vanish
somehow! | can't be seen with apack of dirty kids.” His brothers and sisters were indeed rather dirty,
because, earlier in the day, the Lamb, in hisinfant ate, had sprinkled agood dedl of garden soil over
them. The grown-up Lamb's voice was so tyrant-like, as Jane said afterwards, that they actudly
retreated to the back garden, and left him with hislittle moustache and hisflannel suit to meet donethe
young lady, who now came up the front garden whedling abicycle.

The woman of the house came out, and the young lady spoke to her-the Lamb raised hishat 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 dl their ears. They fdt it to be ‘ perfectly fair, as Robert said, ‘with that
wretched Lamb in that condition.’

When the Lamb spoke in alanguid voice heavy with politeness, they heard well enough.
'A puncture? hewas saying. ‘Can | not be of any assstance? If you could alow me-?

Therewas agtifled explosion of laughter behind the pig-pail-the grown-up Lamb (otherwise Devereux)



turned thetail of an angry eyeinitsdirection.

'You're very kind,” said thelady, 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, ‘1 should have thought held had enough bicycle-mending
for one day-and if she only knew that redlly and truly he's only awhiny-piny, slly little baby!'

'He'snot,” Anthea murmured angrily. ‘He's adear-if people only let him aone. It's our own precious
Lamb gill, whatever slly idiots may turn him into-isn't he, Pussy?

Jane doubtfully supposed so.

Now, the Lamb-whom | must try to remember to call St Maur-was examining the lady's bicycle and
talking to her with avery 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 al the onlookers behind the pig-pail said * Oh!'-because it seemed so
unfair that the Baby, who had only that morning destroyed two chegp but honest watches, should now, in
the grown-upness Cyril'sfolly had raised him to, have areal gold watch-with achain and sedls!

Hilary (as| will now term him) withered his brothers and sisters with aglance, and then said to the
lady-with whom he seemed to be quite friendly:

'If youwill dlow me, | will ride with you asfar asthe Cross Roads; it is getting late, and there are tramps
about.’

No one will ever know what answer the young lady intended to giveto this gallant offer, for, directly
Anthea heard it made, she rushed out, knocking against the pig-pail, which overflowed in aturbid stream,
and caught the Lamb (1 suppose | ought to say Hilary) by the arm. The othersfollowed, and in an instant
the four dirty children were visble, beyond disguise.

'Don't let him,” said Antheato the lady, and she spoke with intense earnestness, ‘ he's not fit to go with
anyone!’

'Go away, little girl!” said St Maur (aswe will now cal him) in aterrible voice. * Go home at once!’

'Y ou'd much better not have anything to do with him,” the now reckless Antheawent on. ‘ He doesn't
know who heis. He's something very different from what you think heis:!

'What do you mean? asked the lady not unnaturaly, while Devereux (as| must term the grown-up
Lamb) tried vainly to push Antheaaway. The others backed her up, and she stood solid as arock.

"Youjust let him go with you,” said Anthea, *you'll soon see what | mean! How would you like to
suddenly see apoor little helpless baby spinning dong downhill beside you with itsfeet up on abicycleit
had lost control Of?

Thelady had turned rather pale.

'Who are these very dirty children? she asked the grown-up Lamb (sometimes cdled St Maur in these
pages).

I don't know,” helied miserably.



'Oh, Lamb! how canyou? cried Jane-'when you know perfectly well you're our own little baby brother
that werre so fond of. Were hisbig brothersand sigters,” 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 | don't know whatever will become of us. Y ou see, he's sort of
under a spell-enchanted-you know what | mean!”

Again and again the Lamb (Devereux, | mean) had tried to stop Jane's eloquence, but Robert and Cyril
held him, one by each leg, and no proper explanation was possble. The lady rode hastily away, and
eectrified her rdaives at dinner by telling them of her escgpe from afamily of dangerouslunétics. ‘ The
little girl's eyes were smply those of amaniac. | can't think how she cameto beat large,’ shesaid.

When her bicycle had whizzed away down theroad, 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 wereto tell you the things you've said when you are yourself again, say
to-morrow morning, you wouldn't even understand them-let lone believe them! Y ou trust to me, old
chap, and come home now, and if you're not yourself in the morning well ask the milkman to ask the
doctor to come.’

The poor grown-up Lamb (St Maur was redlly one of his Christian names) seemed now too bewildered
toress.

‘Since you seem dl to be as mad as the whole worshipful company of hatters,” he said bitterly, ‘|
suppose | HAD better take you home. But you're not to suppose | shall passthisover. | shall have
something to say to you al to-morrow morning.’

'Yes, you will, my Lamb,” said Antheaunder her breath, ‘ but it won't be at dl the sort of thing you think
it'sgoing 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, ‘Melove
Panty-wants to come to own Panty.'

'Oh, let's get home, for goodness' sake,” shesaid. ‘Y ou shdl say whatever you like in the morning-if you
can,” she added in awhisper. It was agloomy party that went home through the soft evening. During
Antheals remarks Robert had again made play with the pin and the bicycle tyre and the Lamb (whom
they had to cdl St Maur or Devereux or Hilary) seemed redly at last to have had hisfill of
bicycle-mending. So the machine was whedled.

The sunwasjust on the point of setting when they arrived at the White House. The four elder children
would haveliked to linger in thelanetill the complete sunsetting turned the grown-up Lamb (whose
Chrigtian names | will not further weary you by repeating) into their own dear tiresome baby brother. But
he, in his grown-upness, inssted on going on, and thus he was met in the front garden by Martha.

Now you remember that, as a pecia favour, the Psammead had arranged that the servantsin the house
should never notice any change brought about by the wishes of the children. Therefore Marthamerely
saw the usud 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, till saw the grown-up
Lamb (never mind what names he was christened by), and Martharushed at him and caught himin her
ams, exdaming:

‘Come to his own Martha, then-a precious poppet!"



The grown-up Lamb (whose names shal now be buried in oblivion) struggled furioudy. An expression of
intense horror and annoyance was seen on hisface. But Marthawas stronger than he. Shelifted him up
and carried him into the house. None of the children will ever forget that picture. The nest
grey-flanne-suited grown-up young man with the green tie and the little black moustache-fortunately, he
was dightly built, and not tall-struggling in the sturdy arms of Martha, who bore him away helpless,
imploring him, as she went, to be agood boy now, and come and have his nice bremmilk! Fortunately,
the sun set asthey reached the doorstep, the bicycle disappeared, and Marthawas seen to carry into the
house the redl live darling deepy two-year-old Lamb. The grown-up Lamb (nameless hence-forth) was
gonefor ever.

'For ever,” 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."

'Y ou shan't bully him,” said Antheastoutly; ‘not if | can stopit.'
'We must tame him by kindness,” said Jane.

'You see,’ said Robert, ‘if he grows up in the usua way, therell be plenty of timeto correct him ashe
goesaong. Theawful thing to-day was his growing up so suddenly. There was no timeto improve him at
al'

'He doesn't want any improving,” said Anthea asthe 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!

CHAPTER 10 SCALPS

Probably the day would have been a greater successif Cyril had not been reading The Last of the
Mohicans. The story was running in his head at breakfast, and as he took histhird cup of teahe said
dreamily, ‘| wish there were Red Indiansin England-not big ones, you know, but little ones, just about
theright szefor usto fight.'

Everyone disagreed with him at the time, and no one attached any importance to the incident. But when
they went down to the sand-pit to ask for ahundred pounds in two-shilling pieces with Queen Victorias
head on, to prevent mistakes-which they had alwaysfet to be aredly reasonable wish that must turn out
well-they found out that they had done it again! For the Psammead, which was very cross and deepy,
sad:

'Oh, don't bother me. Y ou've had your wish.'
'l didn't know it,” said Cyril.

'Don't you remember yesterday? said the Sand-fairy, still more disagreeably. ‘Y ou asked meto let you
have your wishes wherever you happened to be, and you wished this morning, and you've got it.'

'Oh, havewe? said Robert. ‘What isit?

'So you've forgotten? said the Psammead, beginning to burrow. ‘Never mind; you'll know soon enough.
And | wishyoujoy of it! A nicething you've let yoursevesinfor!'

'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 amost 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 usualy undesirable, and they
spent severa hoursin most agonizing uncertainty. It was not till nearly dinner-time 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, ‘1 know!” and sat down flat on the carpet.

'Oh, Pussy, how awful! It was Indians he wished for-Cyril-at breskfast, don't you remember? He said, “I
wish there were Red Indians in England,”-and now there are, and they're going about scal ping people dl
over the country, like as not.’

'Perhaps they're only in Northumberland and Durham,” said Jane soothingly. It was dmost impossible to
believe that it could redlly hurt people much to be scaped so far away asthat.

'Don't you believeit!” said Anthea. ‘ The Sammyadd said wed let oursalvesin for anice thing. That
meansthey'll come HERE. And suppose they scal ped the Lamb!'

'Perhaps the scal ping would come right again at sunset,’ said Jane; but she did not speak so hopefully as
usud.

‘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 et 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. Y ou see what my planis?
Comeon!'

Jane did not see at all. But shefollowed her sister meekly into their mother's bedroom.

Anthealifted 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. Y ou know how ajug dways
breaksif 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 slly-it'samatter of life and death.’

There was not very much in the missionary-box-only seven-and-fourpence-but the girls between them
hed nearly four shillings. Thismade over eeven shillings, asyou will essily see.

Antheatied up the money in acorner 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 thisin 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 haf-a-crown instead of eight shillings.

Then the girlsran home again. Antheawas agitated, but not flurried. When she cameto think it over
afterwards, she could not help seeing that she had acted with the most far-seeing promptitude, just like a
born general. She fetched alittle 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 sdt-cellar with abang.

'Don't be cross, Marthadear,” said Anthea. * I've got enough money to pay for anew one-if only you'l
be adear and go and buy it for us. Y our cousins keep a china-shop, don't they? And | would like you to
get it to-day, in case mother comes home to-morrow. Y ou know she said she might, perhaps.”

‘But you'redl going into town yoursdves,” said Martha.

'We cantt afford to, if we get the new jug,” said Anthea; ‘but well pay for you to go, if you'l take the
Lamb. And | say, Martha, look here-I'll give you my Liberty box, if you'll go. Look; it's most awfully
pretty-al inlaid with real slver and ivory and ebony like King Solomon'stemple!’

'l see,’ said Martha; ‘no, | don't want your box, miss. What you want isto get the precious Lamb off
your handsfor the afternoon. Don't you go for to think | don't see through you!"

Thiswas s0 true that Anthealonged 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 itstrencher.
'l DO want thejug got,” said Anthea softly. * Y ou WILL go, won't you?

'Well, just for thisonce, | don't mind; but mind you don't get into none of your outrageous mischief while
I'm gone-that's dl!'

'He's going earlier than he thought,” said Antheaeagerly. ‘Y ou'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. Janell
finish laying the cloth, and I'll wash the Lamb and get him ready.’

As shewashed the unwilling Lamb, and hurried him into his best clothes, Anthea peeped out of the
window from timeto time; so far dl was well-she could see no Red Indians. When with arush and a
scurry and some degpening of the damask of Martha's complexion she and the Lamb had been got off,
Anthea drew adeep breath.

'HE'S safel” she said, and, to jane's horror, flung hersalf down on the floor and burst into floods of tears.
Jane did not understand at al how a person could be so brave and like ageneral, and then suddenly give
way and go flat like an ar-baloon when you prick it. It is better not to go flat, of course, but you will
observe that Antheadid not give way till her aim was accomplished. She had got the dear Lamb out of
danger-she felt certain 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 alittle. 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 al been helped to minced beef. Then cook |eft the room, and Anthea
told her tle. But itisamistake to tdll athrilling 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 actudly laughed, and called Antheaalittle silly.



'Why,” said Cyril, ‘I'm dmost sureit was before | said that, that Jane said she wished it would be afine
day.

It wasn't,” said Jane briefly.

'Why, if it was Indians,” Cyril went on-'sdlt, please, and mustard-I must have something to makethis
mush go down-if it was Indians, they'd have been infesting the place long before this-you know they
would. | believeit'sthefine day.'

"Then why did the Sammyadd say weld let oursalvesin for anicething? asked Anthea. She wasfedling
very cross. She knew she had acted with nobility and discretion, and after that it was very hard to be
cdled alittle slly, especialy 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 asilence, 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 | don't mean to say,” he admitted, ‘that it wasn't agood thing to get Martha and the Lamb out
of thelight for the afternoon; but asfor Red Indians-why, you know jolly well the wishes dways come
that very minute. If there was going to be Red Indians, they'd be here now.’

'| expect they are,” said Antheg; ‘they're lurking amid the undergrowth, for anything you know. | do think
you're most beastly unkind.'

'Indiansadmost dways DO lurk, redly, 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 | say it was utter rot
breaking the water-jug; and asfor the missonary-box, | believeit's atreason-crime, and | shouldn't
wonder if you could be hanged for it, if any of uswasto split-'

'Shut up, can't you? said Robert; but Cyril couldn't. Y ou see, hefdt in hisheart 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 dmost sure they aretrue, is as bad for the temper as anything |
know.

'It'ssmply idiotic,” he said, ‘talking about Indians, when you can seefor yoursdvesthat it's Jane who's
got her wish. Look what afineday it isOH-'

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 othersfelt at al like breaking it. For there, peering round
the corner of the window, among the red leaves of the Virginia creeper, was aface-abrown face, with a
long nose and atight 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 cautioudy withdrawn, and the spell was broken. | am sorry to say that
Anthedsfirs wordswerevery likeagirl.

"There, now!” shesaid. ‘I told you so!’

Treacle-pudding had now definitely ceased to charm. Hastily wrapping their portionsin a Spectator of
the week before the week before last, they hid them behind the crinkled-paper stove-ornament, and fled



upstairsto reconnoitre and to hold a hurried council.

'Pax,” said Cyril handsomely when they reached their mother's bedroom. ‘ Panther, I'm sorry if | wasa
brute!

'All right,” said Antheg, *but you see now!"
No further trace of Indians, however, could be discerned from the windows.
'Wdll,” said Robert, ‘what areweto do?

‘The only thing | can think of,” said Anthea, who was now generally admitted to be the heroine of the
day, ‘is-if we dressed up aslike Indians as we can, and looked out of the windows, or even went out.
They might think we were the powerful leaders of alarge neighbouring tribe, and-and not do anything to
us, you know, for fear of awful vengeance!'

'‘But Eliza, and the cook? said Jane.

'Y ou 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 adow fire!'

‘But would they come right at sunset?

'Of course. You can't bereally scalped or burned to death without noticing it, and you'd be sure to notice
it next day, even if it escgped your attention at thetime,” said Cyril. ‘1 think Antheasright, but we shdl
want amost awful lot of fegthers!'

'I'll go down to the hen-house,” said Robert. ‘ There's one of the turkeysin there-it's not very well. | could
cut its feathers without it minding much. It's very bad-doesn't seem to care what happensto it. Get me
the cutting-out scissors!’

Earnest reconnoitring convinced them dl that no Indians were in the poultry-yard. Robert went. Infive
minutes he came back-pae, but with many feathers.

'Look here,’ hesaid, ‘thisisjolly serious. | cut off the feathers, and when | turned to come out there was
an Indian squinting at me from under the old hen-coop. | just brandished the feathers and yelled, and got

away before he could get the coop off the top of himsalf. Panther, get the coloured blankets off our beds,
and look dippy, can't you?

It iswonderful how like an Indian you can make yoursel ves with blankets and feathers and coloured
scarves. Of course none of the children happened to have long black hair, but there was alot of black
calico that had been got to cover school-books with. They cut strips of thisinto asort of finefringe, and
fastened it round their heads with the amber-coloured ribbons off the girlsS Sunday dresses. Then they
stuck turkeys festhersin the ribbons. The calico looked very likelong black hair, especialy when the
strips began to curl up abit.

'But our faces,” said Anthea, ‘they're not at dl the right colour. We're all rather pale, and I'm sure | don't
know why, but Cyril isthe colour of puitty.'

I'mnot,” said Cyril.

‘Thered Indians outside seem to be brownish,” said Robert hastily. ‘I think we ought to be redly
RED-it's sort of superior to have ared 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 somein a saucer with milk, asthey had seen cook do for the kitchen floor. Then they
carefully painted each other'sfaces and hands with it, till they were quite asred as any Red Indian need
be-if not redder.

They knew at once that they must ook very terrible when they met Elizaiin the passage, and she
screamed doud. Thisunsolicited testimonid pleased them very much. Hadtily telling her not to bea
goose, and that it was only agame, thefour blanketed, feathered, really and truly Redskins went boldly
out to meet thefoe. | say boldly. That isbecause | wish to be polite. At any rate, they went.

Along the hedge dividing the wilderness from the garden was arow of dark heads, dl highly feathered.

'It'sour 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.
Fuffing they cdl it, | 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 attitudesin face of theline of Red
Indians. These were dl about the same height, and that height was Cyril's.

'l hope to goodnessthey can talk English,” said Cyril through his attitude.

Antheaknew they could, though she never knew how she came to know it. She had awhite towe tied to
awalking-stick. Thiswas aflag 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.

'Y e seek apow-wow? hesaid in excdlent English. ‘| 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-1 don't mean-yes, | do-the tribe-l mean the
Mazawettees-are in ambush below the brow of yonder hill.'

'‘And what mighty warriors be these? asked Golden Eagle, turning to the others.

Cyril said hewasthe great chief Squirrel, of the Moning Congo tribe, and, seeing that Jane was sucking
her thumb and could evidently think of no namefor hersalf, he added, ‘ This great warrior isWild
Cat-Pussy Ferox we cdl it in thisland-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 resstance 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 yoursalvesin the gayest
wigwams, and eet happily of the juicy fresh-caught moccasins.'

"You'vegot it dl 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
pow-wow in state before them, as becomes great chiefs!'

'WEell bring them up right enough,” said Anthea, *with their bows and arrows, and tomahawks, and
sca ping-knives, and everything you can think of, if you don't look sharp and go.’

She spoke bravely enough, but the hearts of dl the children were beating furioudy, and their breasth came



in shorter and shorter gasps. For thelittle 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, crud faces.

'It'sno go,” whispered Robert. ‘| knew it wouldn't be. We must make a bolt for the Psammead. It might
help us. If it doesn't-well, | supposewe shal come aive again at sunset. | wonder if scalping hurts as
much asthey say.'

I'll wavetheflag again,’ said Anthea. * If they stand back, well run for it.'

She waved the towel, and the chief commanded hisfollowersto stand back. Then, charging wildly & 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 legped, and made straight for
the sand-Pit. Thiswas no time for the safe easy way by which carts go down-right over the edge of the
sand-pit they went, among the yellow and pale purple flowers and dried grasses, past the little
sand-marting little front doors, skipping, clinging, bounding, sumbling, sprawling, and findly rolling.

Y ellow Eagle and hisfollowers came up with them just at the very spot where they had seen the
Psammeed 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 hisfollowers.

'Y e havelied to us, O Black Panther of the Mazawattees-and thou, too, Squirrel of the Moning Congos.
These aso, Pussy Ferox of the Phiteezi, and Bobs of the Cape Mounted Police-these al'so havelied to
us, if not with their tongue, yet by their sllence. Y e have lied under the cover of the Truce-flag of the
Pde-face. Yehaveno followers. Your tribes are far away-following the hunting trail. What shal be their
doom? he concluded, turning with abitter smileto the other Red Indians.

‘Build wethefire!” shouted hisfollowers; and a once adozen ready volunteers started to look for fudl.
Thefour 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 usfirst and then roast us? asked Anthea desperately.
'Of course!” Redskin opened hiseyes at her. ‘ It'saways done.’

The Indians had formed aring round the children, and now sat on the ground gazing at their captives.
There was athreatening silence.

Then dowly, 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 asingle stick of wood, for afire! No one ever
can, asamatter of fact, in that part of Kent.

The children drew a deep breath of relief, but it ended in amoan of terror. For bright knives were being
brandished al 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
wererdeased, and fell in atrembling heap. Their heads did not hurt at al. They only felt strangely cool!
Wild war-whoops rang in their ears. When they ventured to open their eyesthey saw four of their foes
dancing round them with wild legps and screams, and each of the four brandished in his hand ascap of
long flowing black hair. They put their handsto their heads-their own scalpswere safel The poor
untutored savages had indeed sca ped the children. But they had only, so to speak, scaped them of the
black cdicoringletd



The children fell into each other'sarms, sobbing and laughing.

‘Their scapsareours,” chanted the chief; ‘ill-rooted were their ill-fated hairsl They came off in the hands
of the victors-without struggle, without resistance, they yielded their scapsto the conquering
Rock-dwellerst Oh, how littleathing isascalp so lightly won!’

"They'll take our rea onesin aminute; you seeif they don't, said Robert, trying to rub some of the red
ochre off hisface and hands on to hishair.

'Cheated of our just and fiery revenge arewe,” the chant went on-"but there are other torments than the
scaping-knife and the flames. Y et isthe dow fire the correct thing. O strange unnatura country, wherein
aman may find no wood to burn his enemy!-Ah, for the boundless forests of my native land, wherethe
great treesfor thousands of miles grow but to furnish firewood wherewitha to burn our foes. Ah, would
we were but in our native forest once more!’

Suddenly, like aflash of lightning, the golden gravel shone al round the four children instead of the dusky
figures. For every sngle Indian had vanished on the ingtant at their leader's word. The Psammead must
have been there dl thetime. And it had given the Indian chief hiswish.

Martha brought home ajug with a pattern of storks and long grasses on it. Also she brought back all
Anthea's money.

'My cousin, she give methe jug for luck; she said it was an odd one what the basin of had got smashed.
'Oh, Martha, you arc adear!” sighed Antheg, throwing her armsround her.

'Yes,' giggled Martha, ‘you'd better make the most of me while you've got me. | shdl 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 to-day | 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 amissonary-box isor isnot ahhanging matter.

CHAPTER 11 THE LAST WISH

Of course you, who see above that thisisthe eeventh (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 themsalves 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 redly niceto wish for, their brainswere now
full of the most beautiful and sensibleideas. ‘ This,” as Jane remarked afterwards, ‘is awaysthe way.’
Everyone was up extraearly that morning, and these plans were hopefully discussed in the garden before
breakfast. The old idea of one hundred poundsin modern florinswas il first favourite, but there were
othersthat ran it close-the chief of these being the ‘ pony each’ idea. Thishad a great advantage. You
could wish for apony each during the morning, rideit al 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.
Fird, there was aletter 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 al the before-breakfast
wish-ideas. For everyone saw quite plainly that the wish for the day must be something to please mother
and not to please themselves.

'l wonder what she WOULD like,” pondered Cyril.
'Sheld like us dl to begood,” said Jane primly.

'Y es-but that's so dull for us,” Cyril rejoined; ‘and, besides, | should hope we could be that without
sand-fairiesto help us. No; it must be something splendid, that we couldn't possibly get without wishing
for.

'Look out,” said Antheaiin awarning voice; ‘ don't forget yesterday. Remember, we get our wishes now
just wherever we happen to bewhen we say “1 wish'". Don't let's et oursavesin for anything silly-to-day
of dl days'

‘All right,” said Cyril. “Y ou needn't jaw.'

Just then Marthacamein with ajug full of hot water for the tegpot-and aface full of importance for the
children,

‘A blessng weredl diveto eat our breskfasses!” 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 aswell. There's been burglars over at Peasmarsh
Place-Bed€'s just told me-and they've took every single one of Lady Chittenden's diamonds and jewels
and things, and shesa-goin’ out of one fainting fit into another, with hardly timeto say “Oh, my
diamonds!” in between. And Lord Chittenden'saway in London.'

‘Lady Chittenden,” said Antheg; ‘we've seen her. She wears ared-and-white dress, and she hasno
children of her own and can't abide other folkses''

"That'sher, said Martha. *“Well, she'sput al 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 anecklace and a
river-whatever that is-and no end of bracelets; and atarrer and ever so many rings. But there, | mustn't
stand talking and all the place to clean down afore your ma comes home.'

'l don't see why she should ever have had such lots of diamonds,” said Antheawhen Martha had
Bounced off. * She was rather anasty lady, | 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 sar, and thelittle pearl brooch with great-grandpapas hair init-that's about al.'

'When I'm grown up I'll buy mother no end of diamonds,” said Robert, ‘if she wantsthem. | shall make
so much money exploring in Africal shan't know what to do withiit.’

'Wouldn't it bejolly,” said Jane dreamily, ‘if mother could find al those lovely things, necklaces and rivers
of diamonds and tarrers?



TI-ARAS, sad Cyril.

Ti-aras, then-and rings and everything in her room when she came home? | wish shewould.” The others
gazed at her in horror.

'Well, sheWILL, said Robert; ‘you've wished, my good Jane-and our only chance now isto find the
Psammead, and if it'sin agood 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! Well stand by
you. Father sayswe need never be afraid if we don't do anything wrong and always speek 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 aday of misfortunes. Of course the Psammead could not be found. Nor the jewels, though every
one Of the children searched their mother's room again and again.

'Of course,” Robert said, “WE couldn't find them. It'll be mother who'll do that. Perhaps shelll think
they've been in the house for years and years, and never know they arethe stolen ones at al.'

'Ohyes!” Cyril was very scornful; ‘then mother will be areceiver of stolen goods, and you know jolly
well what THAT'S worse than.'

Another and exhaustive search of the sand-pit failed to reveal the Psammead, so the children went back
to the house dowly and sadly.

'l don't care,’ said Anthea stoutly, ‘well tell mother the truth, and shelll give back the jewels-and make
everything dl right."

'Do you think s0? said Cyril dowly. * Do you think Shelll believe us? Could anyone believe about a
Sammyadd unlessthey'd seen it? Shell think were pretending. Or else shelll think were 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 likeit, to be shut up in an iron cage with bars and padded walls, and nothing to do but stick
srawsin your hair al day, and listen to the howlings and ravings of the other maniacs? Make up your
mindstoit, dl of you. It'sno usetelling mother.’

‘Butit'strue,’ said Jane.

'Of courseitis, but it's not true enough for grown-up peopleto beieveit, sad Anthea. * Cyril'sright.
Let'sput flowersin dl the vases, and try not to think about diamonds. After dl, everything has comeright
intheend al the other times'!’

Sothey filled al the pots they could find with flowers-asters and zinnias, and loose-leaved late red roses
from the wdll of the stable-yard, till the house was a perfect bower.

And amost 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 al 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. Shewas 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 amost thought they must have dreamed the Psammead.

But, when mother moved towards the stairsto go UP to her bedroom and take off her bonnet, the eight
arms clung round her just asif she only had two children, one the Lamb and the other an octopus.



'Don't go up, mummy darling,” said Anthes; ‘let me take your things up for you.'
'Or | will,” said Cyril.

"We want you to come and look at the rose-tree,” said Robert.

'Oh, don't go up!’ said Jane helplesdly.

'Nonsense, dears,” said mother briskly, ‘1'm not such an old woman yet that | can't take my bonnet off in
the proper place. Besides, | 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 avery pretty hat, redly, with white roses on 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 agreen lesther case. Mother opened it.

'Oh, how lovely!” shecried. It was aring, alarge pearl with shining many-lighted diamonds set round it.
‘“Wherever did thiscome from? mother asked, trying it on her wedding finger, which it fitted beautifully.
‘However did it come here?

'l don't know,” said each of the children truthfully.
'Father must have told Marthato put it here,; mother said. “I'll run down and ask her.’

'Let melook at it, said Anthea, who knew Marthawould not be able to see the ring. But when Martha
was asked, of course she denied putting the ring there, and so did Elizaand 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 along case containing an amost priceless diamond
necklace, she was moreinterested till, though not so pleased. In the wardrobe, when she went to put
away her ‘bonnet’, shefound atiaraand severd brooches, and the rest of the jewd lery turned up in
various parts of the room during the next haf-hour. The children looked more and more uncomfortable,
and now Jane began to sniff.

Mother looked at her gravely.

‘Jane,’ shesad, ‘| am sure you know something about this. Now think before you speak, and tell methe
truth.

'Wefound aFairy, said Jane obediently.
'No nonsense, please,” said her mother sharply.

'Don't besilly, Jane,” Cyril interrupted. Then he went on desperately. ‘ Look here, mother, weve never
seen the things before, but Lady Chittenden at Peasmarsh Placelost dl her jewellery by wicked burglars
last night. Could this possibly beit?

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-nightfal, | mean, before they went off



with it. No one but us knew that you were coming back to-day.'
'l must send for the police at once,” said mother distractedly. * Oh, how | wish daddy were here!’

'Wouldn' it be better to wait till he DOES come? asked Robert, knowing that his father would not be
home before sunset.

'No, no; | can't wait aminute with al thison my mind,” cried mother. * All this' was the hesp of
jewel-cases on the bed. They put them al 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 awvay? Now, answer me
truthfully.’

'No, mum,” answered Martha; ‘ leastways, what | mean to say-'
She stopped.

'‘Come,’ said her mistresskindly; ‘1 see someone has. Y ou must tell me at once. Don't be frightened. I'm
sure you haven't done anything wrong.'

Martha burst into heavy sobs.

'l wasa-goin’ to give you warning thisvery day, mum, to leave a the end of my month, so | was-on
account of me being going to make a respectable young man happy. A gamekeeper heis by trade,
mum-and | wouldn't deceive you-of the name of Bedle. Andit'sastrue as| stand here, it Was your
coming homein 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-"|
can't seeyou atoiling and amoiling and not lend a“eping ‘and; which mineisastrong arm and it's
yours, Martha, my dear,” says he. And so he helped me a-cleanin’ of the windows, but outside, mum,
thewholetime, and mein; if | never say another breathing word it'sthe gospel truth.’

'Were you with him the whole time? asked her mistress.

'Him outsde and mein, | was,” said Martha; ‘except for fetching up afresh pail and the leather that that
dut of aEliza*d hidden away behind the mangle.’

"That will do,” said the children's mother. ‘| 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 Bealesfault, it isn't redly! HEsagreat dear; heis, truly and
honourably, and as honest asthe day. Don't let the police take him, mummy! oh, don't, don't, don't!"

It wastruly awful. Here was an innocent man accused of robbery through that silly wish of Jan€'s, and it
was absolutely uselessto tell the truth. All longed to, but they thought of the strawsin the hair and the
shrieks of the other frantic maniacs, and they could not do it.

'Isthere acart hereabouts? asked mother feverishly. ‘A trap of any sort? | must drive in to Rochester
and tell the police a once.’

All the children sobbed, ‘ Theré's acart 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 athing she dwayswent straight
through with it; she wasrather like Antheaiin this respect.

'Look here, Cyril,” shesaid, sticking on her hat with long sharp violet-headed pins, ‘| leave you in charge.
Stay in the dressing-room. Y ou can pretend to be swvimming boats in the bath, or something. Say | 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 dl of you, and the wicked
thieveswho put them there. Robert, you stay in the garden and watch the windows. If anyone triesto get
inyou 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, | trust you both. But | don't think they'll
try it till after dark, so you're quite safe. Good-bye, 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 thetight placesin which they had
found themsdlves of late in consequence of their ill-timed wishes.

‘Shelsaborn generd,’ said Cyril-"but | don't know what's going to happen to us. Even if the girlswereto
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 e se 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
thistime, 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 downgtairs, where the coconut matting was-with the
holein it that you aways caught your foot in if you were not careful. Marthas voice could be heard in the
kitchen-grumbling loud and long.

'It'ssmply quite too dreadfully awful,” said Anthea. ‘How do you know al the diamonds are there, too?
If they arentt, the police will think mother and father have got them, and that they've only given up some
of them for akind of desperate blind. And they'll be put in prison, and we shal be branded outcasts, the
children of fdons. And it won't be a al nicefor father and mother either,’ she added, by acandid
afterthought.

'But what can WE do? asked Jane.

‘Nothing-at least we might look for the Psammead again. It'savery, very hot day. He may have come
out to warm that whisker of his!'

'Hewon't give us any more beastly wishesto-day,” said Janeflatly. ‘He gets crosser and crosser every
timewe see him. | 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 isit? asked Jane. * Oh, have you thought of something?

'Our one chance,” cried Antheadramatically; ‘the last lone-lorn forlorn hope. Come on.’



At abrisk trot sheled the way to the sand-pit. Oh, joy!-there was the Psammead, basking in agolden
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 Antheawas
too quick for it. She caught it by itsfurry shoulders gently but firmly, and held it.

'Here-none of that!” said the Psammead. ‘L eave go of me, will you?
But Antheaheld him fast.
'Dear kind darling Sammyadd,” she said bregthlessly.

'Ohyesit'sdl very well, it said; ‘you want another wish, | expect. But | can't keep on daving from
morning till night giving people their wishes. | must have SOME time to mysdif.’

'Do you hate giving wishes? asked Anthea gently, and her voice trembled with excitement.

'Of coursel do,’ it said. ‘Leave go of meor I'll bite!-1 redly will-I mean it. Oh, well, if you chooseto risk
it.

Anthearisked it and held on.

'Look here,’ shesaid, ‘don't bite me-listen to reason. If you'll only do what we want to-day, we'll never
ask you for another wish aslong aswelive.

The Psammead was much moved.

'I'd do anything,’ it said in atearful voice. ‘I'd dmost burst mysdlf to give you one wish after another, as
long as| held out, if you'd only never, never ask meto do it after to-day. If you knew how | hate to blow
myself out with other peoples wishes, and how frightened | am dwaysthat | shall strain amuscle or
something. And then to wake up every morning and know you've GOT to doit. Y ou 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’ wasa
sguesk.

Anthea st it down gently on the sand.

It'sdl over now, she said soothingly. ‘We promise faithfully never to ask for another wish after to-day.’
‘Wdll, go ahead,’” said the Psammead; ‘let's get it over.'

'How many can you do?

'l don't know-aslong as| can hold out.’

'Wdll, firg, | wish Lady Chittenden may find she's never lost her jewels!
The Psammead blew itsdlf out, collgpsed, and said, ‘Done!’

'l wish, said Antheamore dowly, ‘ mother mayn't get to the police!
'Done,” said the creature after the proper interval.

'l wish,” said Jane suddenly, ‘mother could forget al about the diamonds!’
'Done,” said the Psammead; but its voice was weaker.

'Wouldn't you liketo rest alittle? asked Antheaconsiderately.



'Yes, please,’ said the Psammead; ‘ and, before we go further, will you wish something for me?
‘Can't you do wishesfor yoursdf?

'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 aword about ME.'

'Why? asked Jane.

'Why, don't you see, if you told grown-ups | should have no peace of my life. They'd get hold of me, and
they wouldn't wish silly thingslike you do, but red earnest things, and the scientific people would hit on
some way of making things last after sunset, aslikely as not; and they'd ask for a graduated income-tax,
and old-age pensions and manhood suffrage, and free secondary education, and dull thingslike that; and
get them, and keep them, and the whole world would be turned topsy-turvy. Do wish it! Quick!'

Anthea repesated the Psammead'swish, and it blew itself out to alarger Size than they had yet seeniit
atain.

'‘And now,’ it said asit collgpsed, ‘can | do anything more for you?

‘Just onething; and | think that clears everything up, doesn't it, Jane? | wish Marthato forget about the
diamond ring, and mother to forget about the keeper cleaning thewindows.” * It'slike the “Brass Bottl€",
sad Jane.

'Yes, I'm glad we read that or | should never have thought of it."
'‘Now," said the Psammead faintly, ‘I'm amost worn out. Isthere anything €l se?

'No; only thank you kindly for dl you've donefor us, and | hope you'll have agood long deep, and |
hope we shall see you again some day.’

Isthat awish? it said in awesk voice,
'Yes, please’ sad the two girlstogether.

Then for the last timein this story they saw the Psammead blow itsaf out and collgpse suddenly. It
nodded to them, blinked itslong snail's eyes, burrowed, and disappeared, scratching fiercely to the last,
and the sand closed over it.

'l hope welve doneright? said Jane.
'I'm surewe have,” said Anthea. ‘ Come on home and tell the boys.'

Antheafound Cyril glooming over his paper boats, and told him. Jane told Robert. The two taleswere
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. Asit was, she was not hurt, but she had
had to walk home. * And oh, my dearest dear chicks,’” shesaid, ‘1 am simply dying for acup of tea! Do
run and seeif the kettle boils!'

'So you seeit'sdl right,'Jane whispered. * She doesn't remember.’

'No more does Martha,” said Anthea, who had been to ask after the state of the kettle.



Asthe 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 al. Lord Chittenden had taken them to be re-set and
cleaned, and the maid who knew about it had gone for aholiday. So that wasdl right.

'l wonder if we ever shdl seethe Psammead again,” said Jane wistfully asthey walked in the garden,
while mother was putting the Lamb to bed.

I'msurewe shdl,” said Cyril, ‘if you redly wished it."
"Welve promised never to ask it for another wish,” said Anthea.

I never want to,” said Robert earnestly.

They did seeit again, of course, but not in this story. And it was not in asand-pit either, but in avery,
very, very different place. It wasin aBut | must say no more.

THE PHOENIX AND THE CARPET

TO
My Dear Godson HUBERT GRIFFTH and hissster MARGARET
TOHUBERT
Dear Hubert, if | ever found A wishing-carpet lying round,
I'd stand upon it, and I'd say:
"Take meto Hubert, right away!'
And then wed travel very far
To where the magic countries are
That you and | will never see,
And choosethe lovdiest giftsfor you,
fromme.
But oh! dlack! and well-a-day!
No wishing-carpets come my way.
| never found a Phoenix yet,
And Psammeads are so hard to get!
So | giveyou nothing fine-
Only thisbook your book and mine,
And hers, whose name by yoursis set; Y our book, my book, the book of Margaret!

E. NESBIT DYMCHURCH September, 1904

CHAPTER 1 THEEGG

It began with the day when it was dmost the Fifth of November, and adoubt arose in some
breast-Robert's, | fancy-asto the qudity of the fireworkslaid in for the Guy Fawkes celebration.

‘They werejolly cheap,” said whoever it was, and | think it was Robert, *and suppose they didn't go off
on the night? Those Prosser kids would have something to snigger about then.'

‘Theones“l” got aredl right,” Jane said; ‘I know they are, because the man at the shop said they were
worth thribble the money-'

'I'm surethribbleisn't grammar,” Antheasaid.
'Of courseitisn't,” said Cyril; ‘oneword can't be grammar al by itsalf, so you needn't be sojolly clever.'

Antheawas rummaging in the corner-drawers of her mind for avery disagreeable answer, when she



remembered what awet day it was, and how the boys had been disappointed of that ride to London and
back on the top of the tram, which their mother had promised them as areward for not having once
forgotten, for six whole days, to wipe their boots on the mat when they came home from schooal.

So Antheaonly said, ‘Don't be so jolly clever yoursdf, Squirrel. And thefireworkslook dl right, and
you'll have the eightpence that your tram fares didn't cost to-day, to buy something more with. Y ou ought
to get aperfectly lovely Catharine whed for eightpence.’

'l daresay,” said Cyril, coldly; ‘but it'snot Y OUR eightpence anyhow-'

'But look here;” said Robert, ‘really now, about the fireworks. We don't want to be disgraced before
those kids next door. They think because they wear red plush on Sundays no one elseisany good.’

'l wouldn't wear plush if it was ever so-unless it was black to be beheaded in, if | was Mary Queen of
Scots,’ said Anthea, with scorn.

Robert stuck steedily to his point. One great point about Robert is the steadiness with which he can stick.
'l think we ought to test them,” he said.

"Y ou young duffer,” said Cyril, ‘fireworks are like postage-stamps. Y ou can only use them once.’

'What do you suppose it means by “ Carter's tested seeds’ in the advertisement?

Therewas ablank silence. Then Cyril touched hisforehead with hisfinger and shook his head.

‘A littlewrong here hesaid. ‘| wasadways afraid of that with poor Robert. All that cleverness, you
know, and being top in agebra so often-it's bound to tell-'

'Dry up,” said Robert, fiercely. *Don't you see? Y ou can't TEST seedsif you dothem ALL. You just
take afew here and there, and if those grow you can fed pretty sure the others will be-what do you cdll
it?-Father told me-"up to sampl€". Don't you think we ought to sample the fire-works? Just shut our eyes
and each draw one out, and then try them.’

‘But it'sraining cats and dogs,” said Jane.

'And Queen Anneisdead,” rejoined Robert. No onewasin avery good temper. ‘We needn't go out to
do them; we can just move back the table, and let them off on the old tea-tray we play toboggans with. |
don't know what Y OU think, but “I” think it's time we did something, and that would be realy useful;
because then we shouldn't just HOPE the fireworks would make those Prossers Sit up-we should
KNOW.'

't WOULD be somethingto do,” Cyril owned with languid approval.

So the table was moved back. And then the holein the carpet, that had been near the window till the
carpet was turned round, showed most awfully. But Anthea stole out on tip-toe, and got the tray when
cook wasn't looking, and brought it in and put it over the hole.

Then dl the fireworks were put on the table, and each of the four children shut its eyes very tight and put
out its hand and grasped something. Robert took a cracker, Cyril and Anthea had Roman candles; but
Jane'sfat paw closed on the gem of the whole collection, the Jack-in-the-box that had cost two shillings,
and one at least of the party-1 will not say which, because it was sorry afterwards-declared that Jane had
doneit on purpose. Nobody was pleased. For the worst of it was that these four children, with avery
proper didike of anything even faintly bordering on the sneskish, had alaw, unaterable as those of the



Medes and Persians, that one had to stand by the results of atoss-up, or adrawing of lots, or any other
apped to chance, however much one might happen to didike the way things were turning out.

' didn't meanto,” said Jane, near tears. ‘| don't care, I'll draw another-'

'Y ou know jolly well you can't,” said Cyril, bitterly. ‘It's settled. It's Medium and Persan. Y ou've doneit,
and you'll haveto stand by it-and us too, worse luck. Never mind. YOU'LL have your pocket-money
before the Fifth. Anyway, well have the Jack-in-the-box LAST, and get the most out of it we can.’

So the cracker and the Roman candles were lighted, and they were dl that could be expected for the
money; but when it came to the Jack-in-the-box it smply sat in the tray and laughed at them, as Cyril
sad. They tried to light it with paper and they tried to light it with matches; they tried to light it with
Vesuvian fusees from the pocket of father's second-best overcoat that was hanging in the hall. And then
Anthea dipped away to the cupboard under the stairs where the brooms and dustpans were kept, and
the rosiny fire-lighters that smell so nice and like the woods where pine-trees grow, and the old
newspapers and the bees-wax and turpentine, and the horrid an stiff dark ragsthat are used for cleaning
brass and furniture, and the paraffin for the lamps. She came back with alittle pot that had once cost
sevenpence-hdfpenny when it was full of red-currant jely; but thejely had been dl eaten long ago, and
now Anthea had filled the jar with paraffin. She camein, and she threw the paraffin over thetray just a
the moment when Cyril wastrying with the twenty-third match to light the Jack-in-the-box. The
Jack-in-the-box did not catch fire any more than usud, but the paraffin acted quite differently, and in an
instant a hot flash of flame legpt up and burnt off Cyril's eyelashes, and scorched the faces of dl four
before they could spring back. They backed, in four instantaneous bounds, as far asthey could, which
wasto thewall, and the pillar of fire reached from floor to celing.

'My hat,” said Cyril, with emotion, ‘Y ou've doneit thistime, Anthea.’

The flame was spreading out under the ceiling like the rose of firein Mr Rider Haggard's exciting story
about Allan Quatermain. Robert and Cyril saw that no timewasto belogt. They turned up the edges of
the carpet, and kicked them over the tray. This cut off the column of fire, and it disappeared and there
was nothing left but smoke and adreadful smell of lampsthat have been turned too low.

All hands now rushed to the rescue, and the paraffin fire was only abundle of trampled carpet, when
suddenly a sharp crack benegath their feet made the amateur firemen start back. Another crack-the carpet
moved asif it had had a cat wrapped in it; the Jack-in-the-box had at last allowed itsdlf to be lighted, and
it was going off with desperate violence insde the carpet.

Robert, with the air of one doing the only possible thing, rushed to the window and opened it. Anthea
screamed, Jane burst into tears, and Cyril turned the table wrong way up on top of the carpet heap. But
the firework went on, banging and burgting and spluttering even undernegth the table.

Next moment mother rushed in, atracted by the howls of Anthea, and in afew moments the firework
desisted and there was a dead silence, and the children stood looking at each other's black faces, and,
out of the corners of their eyes, a mother's white one.

The fact that the nursery carpet was ruined occasioned but little surprise, nor was any onerealy
astonished that bed should prove the immediate end of the adventure. It has been said that al roadslead
to Rome; thismay betrue, but at any rate, in early youth | am quite sure that many roads lead to BED,
and stop there-or Y OU do.

Therest of the fireworks were confiscated, and mother was not pleased when father let them off himself
in the back garden, though he said, *Well, how e se can you get rid of them, my dear?



Y ou see, father had forgotten that the children were in disgrace, and that their bedroom windows looked
out on to the back garden. So that they al saw the fireworks most beautifully, and admired the skill with
which father handled them.

Next day dl was forgotten and forgiven; only the nursery had to be deeply cleaned (like spring-cleaning),
and the ceiling had to be whitewashed.

And mother went out; and just at tea-time next day aman came with arolled-up carpet, and father paid
him, and mother said—

'If the carpet isn't in good condition, you know, | shal expect you to changeit.” And the man replied—

‘Thereain't athread gonein it nowhere, mum. It'sabargain, if ever there was one, and I'm moren ‘ arf
sorry | let it go at the price; but we can't resist the lydies, canwe, sir? and he winked at father and went

avay.
Then the carpet was put down in the nursery, and sure enough there wasn't ahole in it anywhere.

Asthelast fold was unrolled something hard and loud-sounding bumped out of it and trundled along the
nursery floor. All the children scrambled for it, and Cyril got it. Hetook it to the gas. It was shaped like
an egg, very ydlow and shiny, haf-transparent, and it had an odd sort of light in it that changed asyou
held it in different ways. It was as though it was an egg with ayolk of palefirethat just showed through
the stone.

'I MAY keepit, mayn't |, mother? Cyril asked.

And of course mother said no; they must take it back to the man who had brought the carpet, because
she had only paid for acarpet, and not for a stone egg with afiery yolk to it.

So shetold them where the shop was, and it wasin the Kentish Town Road, not far from the hotel that is
caled the Bull and Gate. It was a poky little shop, and the man was arranging furniture outside on the
pavement very cunningly, so that the more broken parts should show aslittle as possible. And directly he
saw the children he knew them again, and he began at once, without giving them a chance to speak.

'No you don't’ hecried loudly; ‘I ain't agoin’ to take back no carpets, so don't you make no bloomin’
erer. A bargain'sabargain, and the carpet's puffik throughout.'

'We don't want you to take it back,” said Cyril; *but we found something iniit."

It must have got into it up a your place, then,” said the man, with indignant promptness, ‘for thereain't
nothing innothing as| sl. It'sdl asclean asawhidle!

I never said it wasn't CLEAN,” said Cyril, * but-'

'Oh, if it'sMOTHS," said the man, ‘that's easy cured with borax. But | expect it was only an odd one. |
tell you the carpet's good through and through. It hadn't got no moths when it left my ‘ands-not so much
asanhegg.

‘But that'sjust it,” interrupted Jane; ‘there WAS so much as an egg.
The man made asort of rush at the children and stamped hisfoot.

'Clear out, | say!” he shouted, ‘or I'll call for the police. A nicething for customersto ‘ear you acoming
‘ere a-charging me with finding thingsin goodswhat | sdlls. * Ere, be off, afore | sendsyou off with aflea



inyour ears. Hi! constable-'

The children fled, and they think, and their father thinks, that they couldn't have done anything else.
Mother has her own opinion.

But father said they might keep the egg.

"The man certainly didn't know the egg was there when he brought the carpet,” said he, ‘any more than
your mother did, and we've as much right to it ashe had.’

So the egg was put on the mantelpiece, where it quite brightened up the dingy nursery. The nursery was
dingy, because it was a basement room, and its windows looked out on astone areawith arockery
made of clinkersfacing the windows. Nothing grew in the rockery except London pride and snails.

The room had been described in the house agent'slist as a‘ convenient breakfast-room in basement,” and
inthe daytime it wasrather dark. Thisdid not matter so much in the evenings when the gaswas alight, but
then it wasin the evening that the blackbeetles got o sociable, and used to come out of the low
cupboards on each side of the fireplace where their homes were, and try to make friends with the
children. At least, | suppose that was what they wanted, but the children never would.

On the Fifth of November father and mother went to the theetre, and the children were not happy,
because the Prossers next door had lots of fireworks and they had none.

They were not even adlowed to have abonfirein the garden.

'No more playing with fire, thank you,” was father's answer, when they asked him.
When the baby had been put to bed the children sat sadly round the fire in the nursery.
'I'm beastly bored,’” said Robert.

‘Let'stalk about the Psammead,” said Anthea, who generdly tried to give the conversation a cheerful
turn.

'What's the good of TALKING? said Cyril. “What | want isfor something to happen. It'sawfully stuffy
for achap not to be alowed out in the evenings. There's smply nothing to do when you've got through
your homers!'

Jane finished the last of her home-lessons and shut the book with a bang.
'Weve got the pleasure of memory,” said she. * Just think of last holidays.'

Lagt holidays, indeed, offered something to think of-for they had been spent in the country a awhite
house between a sand-pit and a gravel-pit, and things had happened. The children had found a
Psammeed, or sand-fairy, and it had let them have anything they wished for-just exactly anything, with no
bother about its not being redly for their good, or anything like that. And if you want to know what kind
of things they wished for, and how their wishesturned out you can read it all in abook caled Five
Children and It (It was the Psammead). If you've not read it, perhaps | ought to tell you that the fifth child
was the baby brother, who was caled the Lamb, because thefirst thing he ever said was‘Baal’ and that
the other children were not particularly handsome, nor were they extra clever, nor extraordinarily good.
But they were not bad sorts on the whole; in fact, they were rather like you.

'l don't want to think about the pleasures of memory,” said Cyril; ‘| want some more things to happen.’



'We're very much luckier than any onedse, asitis,’ said Jane. ‘Why, no one else ever found a
Psammead. We ought to be grateful '

"Why shouldn't we GO ON being, though? Cyril asked-'lucky, | mean, not grateful. Why'sit dl got to
stop?

'Perhaps something will happen,” said Anthea, comfortably. ‘ Do you know, sometimes| think we arethe
sort of people that things DO happen to.'

It'slikethat in history,” said Jane: *somekings arefull of interesting things, and others-nothing ever
happens to them, except their being born and crowned and buried, and sometimes not that.’

'l think Panther'sright,” said Cyril: ‘I think we are the sort of people things do happen to. | have asort of
feding things would happen right enough if we could only givethem ashove. It just wants something to
dartit. That'sal.’

'l wish they taught magic at school,” Janesighed. ‘I believeif we could do alittle magic it might make
something happen.’

'l wonder how you begin? Robert looked round the room, but he got no ideas from the faded green
curtains, or the drab Venetian blinds, or the worn brown oil-cloth on the floor. Even the new carpet
suggested nothing, though its pattern was avery wonderful one, and aways seemed asthough it were
just going to make you think of something.

'l could begin right enough,” said Antheg; ‘I'veread lots about it. But | believeit'swrong in the Bible!

'It'sonly wrong in the Bible because people wanted to hurt other people. | don't see how things can be
wrong unlessthey hurt somebody, and we don't want to hurt anybody; and what's more, wejolly well
couldn't if wetried. Let's get the Ingoldsby Legends. There's athing about Abra-cadabrathere,” said
Cyril, yawning. ‘Wemay aswdll play at magic. Let's be Knights Templars. They were awfully gone on
magic. They used to work spells or something with agoat and agoose. Father says so.’

'Wdll, that'sdl right,’” said Robert, unkindly; ‘you can play the goat right enough, and Jane knows how to
be agoose!

'I'll get Ingoldsby,” said Anthes, hadtily. Y ou turn up the hearthrug.'

So they traced strange figures on the linoleum, where the hearthrug had kept it clean. They traced them
with chalk that Robert had nicked from the top of the mathematical master's desk at school. Y ou know,
of course, that it is stealing to take anew stick of chalk, but it is not wrong to take a broken piece, so
long asyou only take one. (I do not know the reason of thisrule, nor who madeit.) And they chanted all
the gloomiest songsthey could think of. And, of course, nothing happened. So then Antheasaid, ‘I'm
sure amagic fire ought to be made of sweet-smelling wood, and have magic gums and essences and
thingsinit.'

'l don't know any sweet-smelling wood, except cedar,” said Robert; ‘ but I've got some ends of
cedar-wood lead pencil '

So they burned the ends of lead pencil. And still nothing happened.
‘Let's burn some of the eucalyptus oil we have for our colds,” said Anthea.

And they did. It certainly smelt very strong. And they burned lumps of camphor out of the big chest. It
was very bright, and made ahorrid black smoke, which looked very magica. But still nothing happened.



Then they got some clean tea-cloths from the dresser drawer in the kitchen, and waved them over the
magic chalk-tracings, and sang ‘ The Hymn of the Moravian Nuns a Bethlehem', which isvery
impressive. And gtill nothing happened. So they waved more and more wildly, and Robert's tea-cloth
caught the golden egg and whisked it off the mantel piece, and it fell into the fender and rolled under the
grate.

'Oh, crikey!” said more than one voice.

And every oneingantly fell down flat onitsfront to look under the grate, and there lay the egg, glowingin
anest of hot ashes.

'It's not smashed, anyhow,” said Robert, and he put his hand under the grate and picked up the egg. But

the egg was much hotter than any one would have bdieved it could possibly get in such ashort time, and
Robert had to drop it with acry of ‘Bother!” It fell on the top bar of the grate, and bounced right into the
glowing red-hot heart of thefire.

‘Thetongs!’ cried Anthea. But, das, no one could remember where they were. Every one had forgotten
that the tongs had last been used to fish up the doll's tegpot from the bottom of the water-butt, where the
Lamb had dropped it. So the nursery tongs were resting between the water-butt and the dustbin, and
cook refused to lend the kitchen ones.

‘Never mind,” said Robert, ‘well get it out with the poker and the shovd .’
'Oh, stop,” cried Anthea. ‘Look at it! Look! look! 1ook! | do believe something IS going to happen!

For the egg was now red-hot, and insde it something was moving. Next moment there was a soft
cracking sound; the egg burst in two, and out of it came aflame-coloured bird. It rested a moment
among the flames, and asit rested there the four children could see it growing bigger and bigger under
their eyes.

Every mouth was a-gape, every eye a-goggle.

Thebird roseinits nest of fire, sretched itswings, and flew out into the room. It flew round and round,
and round again, and where it passed the air was warm. Then it perched on the fender. The children
looked at each other. Then Cyril put out ahand towards the bird. It put its head on one side and |ooked
up a him, asyou may have seen aparrot do when it isjust going to speak, so that the children were
hardly astonished at dll whenit said, ‘Be careful; | am not nearly cool yet.'

They were not astonished, but they were very, very much interested.

They looked at the bird, and it was certainly worth looking at. Its feathers were like gold. It was about as
large as abantam, only itsbeak was not at all bantam-shaped. ‘| believe | know what itis,’ said Robert.
‘I've seen apicture.’

He hurried away. A hasty dash and scramble among the papers on father's study table yielded, asthe
sum-books say, ‘ the desired result’. But when he came back into the room holding out a paper, and
crying, ‘I say, look here,’ the othersdl said *Hush!” and he hushed obediently and ingtantly, for the bird

was speaking.
'Which of you,’ it was saying, ‘ put the egg into thefire?
'Hedid,” said three voices, and three fingers pointed a Robert.

The bird bowed; at least it was more like that than anything el se.



'l am your grateful debtor,’ it said with ahigh-bred air.

The children were dl choking with wonder and curiosity-al except Robert. He held the paper in hishand,
and he KNEW. He said s0. He said—

1" know who you are.'

And he opened and displayed a printed paper, at the head of which was alittle picture of abird Stting in
anest of flames.

'Y ou are the Phoenix,” said Robert; and the bird was quite pleased.

'My fame has lived then for two thousand years,’ it said. ‘ Allow meto look a my portrait.” It looked at
the page which Robert, knedling down, spread out in the fender, and said—

'It'snot aflattering likeness ... And what are these characters? it asked, pointing to the printed part.

'Oh, that'sall dullish; it's not much about Y OU, you know,” said Cyril, with unconscious politeness; * but
you'rein lots of books.'

'With portraits? asked the Phoenix.

'Well, no,” said Cyril; ‘infact, | don't think | ever saw any portrait of you but that one, but | can read you
something about yoursdlf, if you like!

The Phoenix nodded, and Cyril went off and fetched VVolume X of the old Encyclopedia, and on page
246 he found the following—

'Phoenix-in ornithology, afabulous bird of antiquity.’

'Antiquity isquite correct,” said the Phoenix, ‘but fabulous-well, do | look it?

Every one shook its head. Cyril went on—

"The ancients speak of thishird assingle, or the only one of itskind.'

"That'sright enough,” said the Phoenix.

"They describe it as about the size of an eagle.’

'Eaglesare of different Szes,” said the Phoenix; ‘it'snot at al agood description.’

All the children were knedling on the hearthrug, to be as near the Phoenix as possible.

"Youll boil your brains,’ it said. ‘Look out, I'm nearly cool now;" and with awhirr of golden wingsit
fluttered from the fender to the table. It was so nearly cool that there was only avery faint smell of
burning when it had settled itself on the table-cloth.

It'sonly avery little scorched,” said the Phoenix, gpologeticaly; ‘it will come out in the wash. Please go
onreading.

The children gathered round the table.

‘Thesizeof aneagle” Cyril went on, ‘its head finely crested with abeautiful plumage, its neck covered
with feathers of agold colour, and the rest of itsbody purple; only the tail white, and the eyes sparkling
like stars. They say that it lives about five hundred yearsin the wilderness, and when advanced in ageiit



buildsitself apile of sweet wood and aromatic gums, firesit with the wafting of itswings, and thus burns
itsdlf; and that from its ashes arises aworm, which in time grows up to be a Phoenix. Hence the
Phoenicians gave-'

‘Never mind what they gave,” said the Phoenix, ruffling its golden feathers. ‘ They never gave much,
anyway; they dways were people who gave nothing for nothing. That book ought to be destroyed. It's
most inaccurate. The rest of my body was never purple, and asfor my-tail-well, | smply ask you, ISit
white?

It turned round and gravely presented its golden tail to the children.
'No. it'snot,” said everybody.

'No, and it never was,” said the Phoenix. * And that about theworm isjust avulgar insult. The Phoenix
has an egg, like dl respectable birds. It makes apile-that part'sal right-and it laysitsegg, and it burns
itsdlf; and it goesto deegp and wakes up in its egg, and comes out and goes on living again, and so on for
ever and ever. | can't tell you how weary | got of it-such arestless existence; no repose.’

'But how did your egg get HERE? asked Anthea.

'Ah, that'smy life-secret,” said the Phoenix. ‘1 couldn't tell it to any one who wasn't redlly sympathetic.
I've dways been a misunderstood bird. Y ou can tell that by what they say about the worm. | might tell
YOU,’ it went on, looking at Robert with eyes that were indeed starry. Y ou put me on the fire-” Robert
looked uncomfortable.

"The rest of us made the fire of sweet-scented woods and gums, though,” said Cyril.

'And-and it was an accident my putting you on thefire, said Robert, telling the truth with some difficulty,
for he did not know how the Phoenix might takeit. It took it in the most unexpected manner.

'Y our candid avowa,’ it said, ‘removes my last scruple. | will tell you my story.”
'And you won't vanish, or anything sudden will you?, asked Anthea, anxioudy.
'Why? it asked, puffing out the golden feathers, ‘ do you wish meto stay here?
'Oh YES,’ said every one, with unmistakable sincerity.

'Why? asked the Phoenix again, looking modestly at the table-cloth.

'‘Because,” said every one at once, and then stopped short; only Jane added after a pause, ‘you are the
most beautiful person weve ever seen.” ‘Y ou are asensible child,” said the Phoenix, ‘and | will NOT
vanish or anything sudden. And I will tell you my tae. | had resided, as your book says, for many
thousand yearsin the wilderness, which isalarge, quiet place with very little really good society, and |
was becoming weary of the monotony of my existence. But | acquired the habit of laying my egg and
burning myself every five hundred years-and you know how difficult it isto break yoursdf of ahabit.’

'Yes,' sad Cyril; * Jane used to bite her nails!'
‘But | broke mysdlf of it,” urged Jane, rather hurt, ‘Y ou know | did.'
‘Not till they put bitter doeson them,” said Cyril.

'l doubt,” said the bird, gravely, ‘whether even bitter aloes (the aoe, by the way, has abad habit of its
own, which it might well cure before seeking to cure others; | alude to itsindolent practice of flowering



but once a century), | doubt whether even bitter aloes could have cured ME. But | WAS cured. | avoke
one morning from afeverish dream-it was getting near the timefor meto lay that tiresome fire and lay that
tedious egg upon it-and | saw two people, aman and awoman. They were Sitting on a carpet-and when

| accosted them civilly they narrated to metheir life-story, which, asyou have not yet heard it, | will now
proceed to relate. They were aprince and princess, and the story of their parentswas onewhich | am
sureyou will liketo hear. In early youth the mother of the princess happened to hear the story of acertain
enchanter, and in that story | am sure you will be interested. The enchanter-'

'Oh, please don't,” said Anthea. ‘| can't understand all these beginnings of stories, and you seem to be
getting deeper and deeper in them every minute. Do tell usyour OWN story. That's what we redlly want
to hear.'

'Well,” said the Phoenix, seeming on the whole rather flattered, ‘to cut about seventy long stories short
(though “1” had to listen to them dl-but to be surein the wildernessthere is plenty of time), this prince
and princess were so fond of each other that they did not want any one else, and the enchanter-don't be
aarmed, | won't go into his history-had given them amagic carpet (you've heard of amagic carpet?), and
they had just sat on it and told it to take them right away from every one-and it had brought them to the
wilderness. And asthey meant to stay there they had no further use for the carpet, so they gaveit to me.
That wasindeed the chance of alifetime!’

'I don't see what you wanted with acarpet,’ said Jane, ‘when you've got those lovely wings!'

"They ARE nicewings, aren't they? said the Phoenix, Smpering and spreading them out. “Well, | got the
princeto lay out the carpet, and | laid my egg on it; then | said to the carpet, “Now, my excellent carpet,
prove your worth. Take that egg somewhere where it can't be hatched for two thousand years, and
where, when that time's up, some onewill light afire of sweet wood and aromatic gums, and put the egg
into hatch;” and you seeit'sal come out exactly as| said. The words were no sooner out of my beak
than egg and carpet disappeared. Theroyd lovers assisted to arrange my pile, and soothed my last
moments. | burnt mysalf up and knew no moretill | awoke on yonder dtar.’

It pointed its claw at the grate.

‘But the carpet,” said Robert, ‘ the magic carpet that takes you anywhere you wish. What became of
that?

'Oh, THAT? said the Phoenix, cardesdy-'l should say that that isthe carpet. | remember the pattern
perfectly.’

It pointed asit spoke to the floor, where lay the carpet which mother had bought in the Kentish Town
Road for twenty-two shillings and ninepence.

At that instant father's latch-key was heard in the door.
'OH,” whispered Cyril, ‘now we shall catch it for not being in bed!’
'Wish yoursdlf there,” said the Phoenix, in ahurried whisper, *and then wish the carpet back inits place.

No sooner said than done. It made one alittle giddy, certainly, and alittle breathless; but when things
seemed right way up again, there the children were, in bed, and the lights were out.

They heard the soft voice of the Phoenix through the darkness.

'l shal deep on the cornice above your curtains,” it said. ‘ Please don't mention meto your kinsfolk.'



'Not much good,” said Robert, ‘they'd never believe us. | say,” he called through the half-open door to
the girls; ‘talk about adventures and things happening. We ought to be able to get some fun out of a
magic carpet AND a Phoenix.’

'Rather,’ said the girls, in bed.

'Children,” said father, on the stairs, *go to deep a once. What do you mean by talking at thistime of
night?

No answer was expected to this question, but under the bedcl othes Cyril murmured one.
'Mean? hesad. ‘Don't know what we mean. | don't know what anything means.’

'But we've got amagic carpet AND aPhoenix,” said Robert.

"Youll get something dseif father comesin and catchesyou,” said Cyril. * Shut up, | tell you.'

Robert shut up. But he knew aswell asyou do that the adventures of that carpet and that Phoenix were
only just beginning.

Father and mother had not the least idea of what had happened in their absence. Thisis often the casg,
even when there are no magic carpets or Phoenixesin the house.

The next morning-but | am sure you would rather wait till the next chapter before you hear about THAT.

CHAPTER 2 THE TOPLESS TOWER

The children had seen the Phoenix-egg hatched in the flamesin their own nursery grate, and had heard
from it how the carpet on their own nursery floor was really the wishing carpet, which would take them
anywhere they chose. The carpet had transported them to bed just at the right moment, and the Phoenix
had gone to roost on the cornice supporting the window-curtains of the boys room.

'Excuse me,” said agentle voice, and a courteous beak opened, very kindly and delicately, the right eye
of Cyril. ‘I hear the daves beow preparing food. Awaken! A word of explanation and arrangement ... |
do wish you wouldn't-'

The Phoenix stopped speaking and fluttered away crosdy to the cornice-pole; for Cyril had hit out, as
boys do when they are awakened suddenly, and the Phoenix was not used to boys, and hisfedings, if
not hiswings, were hurt.

‘Sorry,” said Cyril, coming awake dl inaminute. ‘ Do come back! What wasit you were saying?
Something about bacon and rations?

The Phoenix fluttered back to the brassrail at the foot of the bed.
'l say-you ARE redl,” said Cyril. ‘How ripping! And the carpet?

‘The carpet isasred asit ever was,” said the Phoenix, rather contemptuoudly; ‘ but, of course, acarpet's
only acarpet, whereas a Phoenix is superlatively a Phoenix.’

'Yes, indeed,” said Cyril, ‘I seeitis. Oh, what luck! Wake up, Bobs! There'sjolly well something to
wake up for today. And it's Saturday, too.'

'I've been reflecting,’ said the Phoenix, ‘ during the silent watches of the night, and | could not avoid the
conclusion that you were quite insufficiently astonished at my appearance yesterday. The ancients were



awaysVERY surprised. Did you, by chance, EXPECT my egg to hatch?
'Not us,” Cyril said.

'And if we had,” said Anthea, who had comein in her nightie when she heard the slvery voice of the
Phoenix, ‘we could never, never have expected it to hatch anything so splendid asyou.'

The bird smiled. Perhaps you've never seen abird smile?

'You see,’ said Anthea, wrapping hersdlf in the boys counterpane, for the morning was chill, ‘weve had
things happen to us before;” and she told the story of the Psammead, or sand-fairy.

'‘Ahyes, said the Phoenix; ‘ Psammeads were rare, even in my time. | remember | used to be called the
Psammead of the Desert. | was dways having compliments paid me; | can't think why.'

'Can YOU give wishes, then? asked Jane, who had now comein too.

'Oh, dear me, no,” said the Phoenix, contemptuoudly, ‘at least-but | hear footsteps approaching. | hasten
to conced mysdlf.” Andit did.

| think | said that this day was Saturday. It was aso cook's birthday, and mother had alowed her and
Elizato go to the Crystal Palace with a party of friends, so Jane and Anthea of course had to help to
make beds and to wash up the breakfast cups, and little things like that. Robert and Cyril intended to
spend the morning in conversation with the Phoenix, but the bird had its own ideas about this.

'l must have an hour or two'squiet,” it said, ‘| redly must. My nerveswill giveway unless| can get alittle
rest. Y ou must remember it's two thousand years since | had any conversation-1'm out of practice, and |
must take care of mysdf. I've often been told that mineisavauablelife” Soit nestled downinsdean old
hatbox of father's, which had been brought down from the box-room some days before, when ahemet
was suddenly needed for agame of tournaments, with its golden head under its golden wing, and went to
deep. So then Robert and Cyril moved the table back and were going to Sit on the carpet and wish
themselves somewhere else. But before they could decide on the place, Cyril said—

'l don't know. Perhapsit'srather sneakish to begin without the girls.'

‘They'll bedl themorning,” said Robert, impatiently. And then athing inside him, which tiresome books
sometimes cal the ‘inward monitor', said, ‘Why don't you hel p them, then?

Cyril's*inward monitor’ happened to say the same thing at the same moment, so the boys went and

hel ped to wash up the tea-cups, and to dust the drawing-room. Robert was so interested that he
proposed to clean the front doorsteps-a thing he had never been alowed to do. Nor was he dlowed to
do it on this occasion. One reason was that it had aready been done by cook.

When dl the housawork wasfinished, the girls dressed the happy, wriggling baby in his blue highwayman
coat and three-cornered hat, and kept him amused while mother changed her dress and got ready to take
him over to granny's. Mother ways went to granny's every Saturday, and generaly some of the children
went with her; but today they were to keep house. And their hearts were full of joyous and ddlightful
fedings every time they remembered that the house they would have to keep had aPhoenix init, AND a
wishing carpet.

Y ou can always keep the Lamb good and happy for quite along timeif you play the Noah's Ark game
with him. It isquite smple. He just Stson your lgp and tells you what animal heis, and then you say the
little poetry piece about whatever anima he choosesto be.



Of course, some of the animals, like the zebra and the tiger, haven't got any poetry, because they are so
difficult to rhymeto. The Lamb knows quite well which are the poetry animds.

'I'm ababy bear!” said the Lamb, snugging down; and Anthea began:

'l lovemy little baby bear,

| love his nose and toes and hair;

| liketo hold himinmy arm,

And keep him VERY safe and warm.’

And when she said ‘very', of coursetherewas area bear's hug.

Then camethe ed, and the Lamb wastickled till he wriggled exactly likeared one:
'l lovemy little baby ed,

Heisso squidglety to fed;

HeEll be an ed when heisbig—

But now he'sjust-a-tiny SNIG!"

Perhaps you didn't know that asnig was ababy ed? It is, though, and the Lamb knew it.
'Hedgehog now-!" he said; and Antheawent on:

'My baby hedgehog, how | likeye,

Though your back's so prickly-spiky;

Y our front is very soft, I'vefound,

So | must love you front ways round!’

And then sheloved him front ways round, while he squealed with pleasure,

Itisavery baby game, and, of course, the rhymes are only meant for very, very small people-not for
people who are old enough to read books, so | won't tell you any more of them.

By the time the Lamb had been a baby lion and a baby weazel, and a baby rabbit and a baby rat, mother
was ready; and she and the Lamb, having been kissed by everybody and hugged asthoroughly asitis
possible to be when you're dressed for out-of-doors, were seen to the tram by the boys. When the boys
came back, every one looked at every one else and said—

‘Now!"

They locked the front door and they locked the back door, and they fastened al the windows. They
moved the table and chairs off the carpet, and Anthea swept it.

'Wemust show it aLITTLE attention,” she said kindly. ‘WEell giveit tea-leaves next time. Carpetslike
tea-leaves!

Then every one put on its out-door things, because as Cyril said, they didn't know where they might be



going, and it makes people stare if you go out of doorsin November in pinafores and without hats.

Then Robert gently awoke the Phoenix, who yawned and stretched itself, and alowed Robert to lift it on
to the middle of the carpet, whereit ingtantly went to deep again with its crested head tucked under its
golden wing as before. Then every one sat down on the carpet.

'Where shall we go? was of course the question, and it was warmly discussed. Antheawanted to go to
Japan. Robert and Cyril voted for America, and Jane wished to go to the seaside.

'‘Because there are donkeys there,” said she.

'Not in November, Slly,” said Cyril; and the discussion got warmer and warmer, and still nothing was
Seitled.

'l vote we let the Phoenix decide,’ said Robert, at last. So they stroked it till it woke. *We want to go
somewhere abroad,” they said, ‘and we can't make up our minds where.'

'Let the carpet make up ITSmind, if it hasone,” said the Phoenix.
"Just say you wish to go abroad.'

So they did; and the next moment the world seemed to spin upside down, and when it was right way up
again and they were ungiddy enough to look about them, they were out of doors.

Out of doors-thisisafeeble way to express where they were. They were out of-out of the earth, or off it.
Infact, they werefloating steedily, safely, splendidly, in the crisp clear air, with the pale bright blue of the
sky above them, and far down below the pale bright sun-diamonded waves of the sea. The carpet had
diffened itself somehow, so that it was square and firm like araft, and it steered itsalf so beautifully and
kept on itsway o flat and fearlessthat no onewas at dl afraid of tumbling off. In front of them lay land.

"The coast of France,” said the Phoenix, waking up and pointing with itswing. ‘ Where do you wish to
go?| should aways keep one wish, of course-for emergencies-otherwise you may get into an emergency
from which you can't emergeat dl.’

But the children were far too deeply interested to listen.

'l tell youwhat,” said Cyril: ‘let'slet the thing go on and on, and when we see a place we redlly want to
stop at-why, well just stop. Isn't thisripping?

It'sliketrains’ said Anthea, asthey swept over the low-lying coast-line and held a steady course above
orderly fields and straight roads bordered with poplar trees-'like expresstrains, only in trains you never
can see anything because of grown-ups wanting the windows shut; and then they breathe on them, and
it'slike ground glass, and nobody can see anything, and then they go to deep.’

'It's like tobogganing,” said Robert, ‘ so fast and smooth, only there's no door-mat to stop short on-it
goesonandon.’

'Y ou darling Phoenix,” said Jane, ‘it'sal your doing. Oh, look at that ducky little church and the women
with flappy cappy things on their heads:'

'Don't mention it,” said the Phoenix, with deepy politeness.

'OH!" said Cyril, summing up al the rapture that wasin every heart. *Look at it al-look at it-and think of
the Kentish Town Road!"



Every one looked and every one thought. And the glorious, gliding, smooth, steady rush went on, and
they looked down on strange and beautiful things, and held their breath and et it go in degp sighs, and
sad ‘Oh!” and ‘Ah!” till it waslong past dinner-time.

It was Jane who suddenly said, ‘1 wish we'd brought that jam tart and cold mutton with us. It would have
beenjolly to haveapicnicintheair.'

Thejam tart and cold mutton were, however, far away, sitting quietly in the larder of the housein
Camden Town which the children were supposed to be keeping. A mouse was a that moment tasting the
outside of the raspberry jam part of the tart (she had nibbled a sort of gulf, or bay, through the pastry
edge) to see whether it was the sort of dinner she could ask her little mouse-husband to it down to. She
had had avery good dinner hersdlf. It isanill wind that blows nobody any good.

'WEell stop as soon aswe see anice place,” said Anthea. *I've got threepence, and you boys have the
fourpence each that your trams didn't cost the other day, so we can buy thingsto eat. | expect the
Phoenix can speak French.'

The carpet was sailing dong over rocks and rivers and trees and towns and farms and fields. It reminded
everybody of acertain timewhen al of them had had wings, and had flown up to the top of a church
tower, and had had afeast there of chicken and tongue and new bread and soda-water. And this again
reminded them how hungry they were. And just asthey were dl being reminded of thisvery strongly
indeed, they saw ahead of them some ruined walls on a hill, and strong and upright, and redlly, to look at,
as good as new-a great square tower.

"Thetop of that'sjust the exactly same sSize asthe carpet,” said Jane. *"I” think it would be good to go to
the top of that, because then none of the Abby-what's-its-names-| mean natives-would be able to take
the carpet away even if they wanted to. And some of us could go out and get things to eat-buy them
honestly, | mean, not take them out of larder windows."

' think it would be better if we went-" Antheawas beginning; but Jane suddenly clenched her hands.

'l don't seewhy | should never do anything | want, just because I'm the youngest. | wish the carpet
would fit itsdlf in at the top of that tower-so there!’

The carpet made a disconcerting bound, and next moment it was hovering above the square top of the
tower. Then dowly and carefully it began to sink under them. It waslike alift going down with you at the
Army and Navy Stores.

'l don't think we ought to wish thingswithout al agreeing to them first,” said Robert, huffishly. ‘Hullo!
What on earth?

For unexpectedly and greyly something was coming up al round the four sides of the carpet. It was asif
awall were being built by magic quickness. It was afoot high-it was two feet high-three, four, five. It was
shutting out the light-more and more.

Anthealooked up at the sky and the walls that now rose six feet above them.

"We're dropping into the tower,” she screamed. ‘ THERE WASN'T ANY TOP TO IT. So the carpet's
goingtofit itsdf in at the bottom.’

Robert sprang to hisfeet.

'We ought to have-Hullo! an owl's nest.” He put his knee on ajutting smooth piece of grey stone, and
reached his hand into a deep window dit-broad to theinsde of the tower, and narrowing like afunnel to



the outsde.

'Look sharp!” cried every one, but Robert did not look sharp enough. By the time he had drawn his hand
out of the owl's nest-there were no eggs there-the carpet had sunk eight feet below him.

"Jump, you slly cuckoo!’ cried Cyril, with brotherly anxiety.

But Robert couldn't turn round al in aminute into ajumping position. He wriggled and twisted and got on
to the broad ledge, and by the time he was ready to jump the walls of the tower had risen up thirty feet
above the others, who were still snking with the carpet, and Robert found himsdlf in the embrasure of a
window; alone, for even the owlswere not at home that day. The wall was smoothish; there was no
climbing up, and asfor climbing down-Robert hid hisfacein his hands, and squirmed back and back
from the giddy verge, until the back part of him was wedged quite tight in the narrowest part of the
window dit.

He was safe now, of course, but the outside part of hiswindow was like aframeto apicture of part of
the other Sde of the tower. It was very pretty, with moss growing between the stones and little shiny
gems; but between him and it there was the width of the tower, and nothing in it but empty air. The
Stuation wasterrible. Robert saw in aflash that the carpet waslikely to bring them into just the same sort
of tight places that they used to get into with the wishes the Psammead granted them.

And the others-imagine their fedlings as the carpet sank dowly and steedily to the very bottom of the
tower, leaving Robert clinging to thewall. Robert did not even try to imagine their fedings-he had quite
enough to do with his own; but you can.

As soon asthe carpet came to a stop on the ground at the bottom of the inside of the tower it suddenly
lost that raft-like stiffness which had been such a comfort during the journey from Camden Town to the
topless tower, and spread itself limply over the loose stones and little earthy mounds at the bottom of the
tower, just exactly like any ordinary carpet. Also it shrank suddenly, so that it seemed to draw away
from under their feet, and they stepped quickly off the edges and stood on the firm ground, while the
carpet drew itsdf intill it wasits proper size, and no longer fitted exactly into the ingde of the tower, but
left quite abig space dl roundit.

Then across the carpet they looked at each other, and then every chin wastilted up and every eye sought
vainly to see where poor Robert had got to. Of course, they couldn't see him.

'l wishwe hadn't come,” said Jane.

'You awaysdo,” said Cyril, briefly. ‘Look here, we can't leave Robert up there. | wish the carpet would
fetch him down.'

The carpet seemed to awake from adream and pull itself together. It stiffened itself briskly and floated up
between the four walls of the tower. The children below craned their heads back, and nearly broke their
necksin doing it. The carpet rose and rose. It hung poised darkly above them for an anxious moment or
two; then it dropped down again, threw itself on the uneven floor of the tower, and asit did so it tumbled
Robert out on the uneven floor of the tower.

'Oh, glory!” said Robert, ‘that was a squeak. Y ou don't know how | felt. | say, I've had about enough for
ahit. Let'swish ourselves at home again and have ago at that jam tart and mutton. We can go out again
afterwards!'

'Righto!” said every one, for the adventure had shaken the nerves of dl. So they dl got on to the carpet
again, and sad—



'l wish wewere a home!'

And lo and behold, they were no more at home than before. The carpet never moved. The Phoenix had
taken the opportunity to go to deep. Antheawoke it up gently.

'Look here,” shesaid.

'I'mlooking,” said the Phoenix.

'We WISHED to be at home, and we're till here,” complained Jane.
'No,” said the Phoenix, looking about it at the high dark walls of the tower. *No; | quite seethat.’
‘But we wished to be at home,” said Cyril.

‘No doubt,” said the bird, politely.

'And the carpet hasn't moved an inch,” said Robert.

‘No,” said the Phoenix, ‘| seeit hasn't.’

‘But | thought it was awishing carpet?

'Soitis,’ said the Phoenix.

"Then why-? asked the children, atogether.

'l did tell you, you know,” said the Phoenix, ‘only you are so fond of listening to the music of your own
voices. It is, indeed, the most lovely music to each of us, and therefore-'

Youdid tell usWHAT? interrupted an Exasperated.

'Why, that the carpet only gives you three wishesaday and YOU'VE HAD THEM.'
There was a heartfelt sllence.

"Then how arewe going to get home? said Cyril, &t last.

I haven't any idea,” replied the Phoenix, kindly. ‘Can | fly out and get you any little thing?
'How could you carry the money to pay for it?

‘It isn't necessary. Birds aways take what they want. It is not regarded as stealing, except in the case of
magpies.’

The children were glad to find they had been right in supposing thisto be the case, on the day when they
had wings, and had enjoyed somebody e se'sripe plums.

'Y es, |et the Phoenix get us something to eat, anyway,” Robert urged-’ ('If it will be so kind you mean,’
corrected Anthea, in awhisper); ‘if it will be so kind, and we can be thinking whileit's gone.’

So the Phoenix fluttered up through the grey space of the tower and vanished at the top, and it was not
till it had quite gone that Jane saild—

'Suppose it never comes back.'



It was not a pleasant thought, and though Anthea a once said, * Of courseit will come back; I'm certain
it'sabird of itsword,” afurther gloom was cast by theidea. For, curioudy enough, there was no door to
the tower, and al the windowswere far, far too high to be reached by the most adventurous climber. It
was cold, too, and Anthea shivered.

'Yes,' said Cyril, ‘it'slike being a the bottom of awell.’

The children waited in asad and hungry silence, and got little stiff neckswith holding their little heads
back to look up theinside of thetall grey tower, to seeif the Phoenix were coming.

Atlast it came. It looked very big asit fluttered down between the walls, and asit neared them the
children saw that its bigness was caused by abasket of boiled chestnuts which it carried in oneclaw. In
the other it held a piece of bread. And inits beak was avery large pear. The pear wasjuicy, and as good
asavery smdl drink. When the meal was over every onefelt better, and the question of how to get home
was discussed without any disagreeableness. But no one could think of any way out of the difficulty, or
even out of the tower; for the Phoenix, though its beak and claws had fortunately been strong enough to
carry food for them, was plainly not equa to flying through the air with four well-nourished children.

'We must stay here, | suppose,” said Robert at last, ‘ and shout out every now and then, and some one
will hear us and bring ropes and ladders, and rescue uslike out of mines; and they'll get up a subscription
to send us home, like castaways.’

'Y es; but we shan't be home before mother is, and then father'll take away the carpet and say it's
dangerous or something,” said Cyril.

'l DO wish we hadn't come,” said Jane.

And every oneesesaid * Shut up,” except Anthea, who suddenly awoke the Phoenix and said—
'Look here, | believe YOU can help us. Oh, | do wish you would!'

'l will help you asfar asliesin my power,” said the Phoenix, at once. ‘What isit you want now?
'Why, we want to get home,” said every one.

'Oh,” said the Phoenix. ‘ Ah, hum! Y es. Home, you said? Meaning?

'Where we live-where we dept last night-where the dtar isthat your egg was hatched on.'

'Oh, there!” said the Phoenix. ‘“Wdll, I'll do my best.” It fluttered on to the carpet and walked up and
down for afew minutesin deep thought. Then it drew itsalf up proudly.

'l CAN helpyou,’ it sad. ‘| amamogt surel can help you. Unless| am grossly deceived | can help you.
Y ouwon't mind my leaving you for an hour or two? and without waiting for areply it soared up through
the dimness of the tower into the brightness above.

‘Now,” said Cyril, firmly, ‘it said an hour or two. But I've read about captives and people shut up in
dungeons and catacombs and things awaiting release, and | know each moment is an eternity. Those
people aways do something to pass the desperate moments. 1t's no use our trying to tame spiders,
because we shan't havetime.’

'l HOPE not,” said Jane, doubtfully.

‘But we ought to scratch our names on the stones or something.'



'l say, talking of stones,” said Robert, ‘ you see that heap of stones against thewall over in that corner.
Wedl, I'm certain theresaholein thewall there-and | believeit'sadoor. Y es, look here-the stones are
round like an arch in thewdll; and herésthe hole-it'sdl black insde.

He had walked over to the heap as he spoke and climbed up to it-dis odged the top stone of the heap
and uncovered alittle dark space.

Next moment every one was helping to pull down the heap of stones, and very soon every onethrew off
its jacket, for it was warm work.

It 1ISadoor,” said Cyril, wiping hisface, *and not abad thing either, if-'

Hewas going to add ‘if anything happensto the Phoenix,” but he didn't for fear of frightening Jane. He
was not an unkind boy when he had leisure to think of such things.

The arched holein the wall grew larger and larger. It was very, very black, even compared with the sort
of twilight at the bottom of the tower; it grew larger because the children kept pulling off the stones and
throwing them down into another heap. The stones must have been there avery long time, for they were
covered with moss, and some of them were stuck together by it. So it wasfairly hard work, as Robert
pointed out.

When the hole reached to about halfway between the top of the arch and the tower, Robert and Cyril let
themsalves down cautioudy on theinside, and lit matches. How thankful they felt then that they had a
sensible father, who did not forbid them to carry matches, as some boys' fathers do. The father of
Robert and Cyril only insisted on the matches being of the kind that strike only on the box.

'It'snot adoor, it'sasort of tunnel,” Robert cried to the girls, after the first match had flared up, flickered,
and gone out. * Stand off-well push some more stones down!'

They did, amid deep excitement. And now the stone heap was almost gone-and before them the girls
saw the dark archway leading to unknown things. All doubts and fears as to getting home were forgotten
inthisthrilling moment. It waslike Monte Cristo-it was like—

'l say,” cried Anthea, suddenly, ‘come out! There'saways bad air in places that have been shut up. It
makes your torches go out, and then you die. It's caled fire-damp, | believe. Come out, | tell you.'

The urgency of her tone actually brought the boys out-and then every one took up itsjacket and fanned
the dark arch with it, so asto make the air fresh insde. When Antheathought the air ingde ‘ must be
freshened by now,” Cyril led the way into the arch.

The girlsfollowed, and Robert came last, because Jane refused to tail the procession lest * something’
should comein after her, and catch a her from behind. Cyril advanced cautioudy, lighting match after
maich, and peerlng before him.

It'savaulting roof,” hesaid, ‘and it'sall sone-dl right, Panther, don't keep pulling a my jacket! Theair
must be al right because of the matches, silly, and there are-look out-there are steps down.'

'Oh, don't let'sgo any farther,” said Jane, in an agony of reluctance (avery painful thing, by the way, to
bein). ‘I'm sure there are snakes, or dens of lions, or something. Do let's go back, and come some other
time, with candles, and bellows for the fire-damp.’

'Let me getin front of you, then,” said the stern voice of Robert, from behind. ‘ Thisis exactly the place
for buried treasure, and I'm going on, anyway; you can stay behind if you like.’



And then, of course, Jane consented to go on.

So, very dowly and carefully, the children went down the steps-there were seventeen of them-and at the
bottom of the steps were more passages branching four ways, and a sort of low arch on the right-hand
sde made Cyril wonder what it could be, for it wastoo low to be the beginning of another passage.

So he knelt down and lit a match, and stooping very low he peeped in.

"Therds SOMETHING, he said, and reached out his hand. It touched something that felt morelike a
damp bag of marbles than anything el se that Cyril had ever touched.

'l believeit ISaburied treasure,’ hecried.

And it was, for even as Antheacried, *Oh, hurry up, Squirrel-fetchit out!” Cyril pulled out arotting
canvas bag-about as big as the paper ones the greengrocer gives you with Barcelonanutsin for sixpence.

"Therésmore of it, alot more,’ he said.

As he pulled the rotten bag gave way, and the gold coins ran and span and jumped and bumped and
chinked and clinked on the floor of the dark passage.

| wonder what you would say if you suddenly came upon aburied treasure? What Cyril said was, ‘ Oh,
bother-1've burnt my fingers!” and as he spoke he dropped the match. ‘AND IT WASTHE LAST!’ he
added.

There was amoment of desperate silence. Then Jane beganto cry.
'Don't, said Anthea, ‘don't, Pussy-you'll exhaust the air if you cry. We can get out dl right.’

'Yes,' said Jane, through her sobs, *and find the Phoenix has come back and gone away again-because it
thought we'd gone home some other way, and-Oh, | WISH we hadn't come.’

Every one stood quite still-only Anthea cuddied Jane up to her and tried to wipe her eyesin the dark.
'D-DON'T,’ said Jane; ‘that's my EAR-I'm not crying with my ears.’

'‘Come, let's get on out,’” said Robert; but that was not so easy, for no one could remember exactly which
way they had come. It isvery difficult to remember thingsin the dark, unless you have matches with you,
and then of courseit isquite different, even if you don't strike one.

Every one had come to agree with Jane's constant wish-and despair was making the darkness blacker
than ever, when quite suddenly the floor seemed to tip up-and astrong sensation of being inawhirling lift
came upon every one. All eyes were closed-one's eyes always are in the dark, don't you think? When
the whirling feding stopped, Cyril said ‘ Earthquakes!” and they dl opened their eyes.

They werein their own dingy breskfast-room at home, and oh, how light and bright and safe and
pleasant and dtogether ddightful it seemed after that dark underground tunnel! The carpet lay on the
floor, looking as cam as though it had never been for an excurson initslife. On the mantel piece stood
the Phoenix, waiting with an air of modest yet sterling worth for the thanks of the children.

‘But how DID you doit? they asked, when every one had thanked the Phoenix again and again.
'Oh, | just went and got awish from your friend the Psammead.’

‘But how DID you know whereto find it?



'l found that out from the carpet; these wishing creatures aways know al about each other-they're so
clannish; like the Scots, you know-al related.’

‘But, the carpet can't talk, can it?

‘No.'

"Then how-'

'How did | get the Psammead's address?1 tell you | got it from the carpet.’
'DID it speak then?

'No,” said the Phoenix, thoughtfully, ‘it didn't spesk, but | gathered my information from somethinginits
manner. | was dwaysasngularly observant bird.'

it was not till after the cold mutton and the jam tart, as well asthe teaand bread-and-buitter, that any one
found time to regret the golden treasure which had been left scattered on the floor of the underground
passage, and which, indeed, no one had thought of till now, since the moment when Cyril burnt hisfingers
at the flame of the last match.

'What owls and goats we were!” said Robert. ‘Look how we've always wanted treasure-and now-'

‘Never mind,” said Anthea, trying as usua to make the best of it. *Well go back again and get it dl, and
then well give everybody presents.’

More than aquarter of an hour passed most agreeably in arranging what presents should be given to
whom, and, when the claims of generosity had been satisfied, the talk ran for fifty minutes on what they
would buy for themselves.

It was Cyril who broke in on Robert's amost too technica account of the motor-car on which he meant
to go to and from school—

‘There!l” he said. ‘Dry up. It'sno good. We can't ever go back. We don't know whereitis!'
'Don't YOU know? Jane asked the Phoenix, wistfully.

‘Not intheleast,” the Phoenix replied, in atone of amiable regret.

‘Then wevelost thetreasure,” said Cyril. And they had.

‘But we've got the carpet and the Phoenix,” said Anthea.

'Excuseme,’ said the bird, with an air of wounded dignity, ‘| do SO HATE to seem to interfere, but
surely you MUST mean the Phoenix and the carpet?

CHAPTER 3 THE QUEEN COOK

It was on a Saturday that the children made their first glorious journey on the wishing carpet. Unlessyou
aretoo young to read at al, you will know that the next day must have been Sunday.

Sunday at 18, Camden Terrace, Camden Town, was dways a very pretty day. Father dways brought
home flowers on Saturday, so that the breakfast-table was extra beautiful. In November, of course, the
flowers were chrysanthemums, yellow and coppery coloured. Then there were dways sausages on toast
for breskfast, and these are rapture, after Sx days of Kentish Town Road eggs at fourteen a shilling.



Onthis particular Sunday there were fowls for dinner, akind of food that is generally kept for birthdays
and grand occasions, and there was an angel pudding, when rice and milk and oranges and whiteicing do
their best to make you happy.

After dinner father was very deepy indeed, because he had been working hard al the week; but hedid
not yield to the voice that said, * Go and have an hour'srest.” He nursed the Lamb, who had ahorrid
cough that cook said was whooping-cough as sure as eggs, and he said—

'‘Comedong, kiddies; I've got aripping book from the library, caled The Golden Age, and I'll read it to
you.'

Mother settled herself on the drawing-room sofa, and said she could listen quite nicely with her eyes shuit.
The Lamb snugged into the ‘armchair corner’ of daddy's arm, and the others got into a happy heap on
the hearth-rug. At first, of course, there were too many feet and knees and shoulders and elbows, but
real comfort was actualy settling down on them, and the Phoenix and the carpet were put away on the
back top shelf of their minds (beautiful things that could be taken out and played with later), when asurly
solid knock came at the drawing-room door. It opened an angry inch, and the cook'svoice said, ‘ Please,
m’, may | speak to you amoment?

Mother looked at father with a desperate expression. Then she put her pretty sparkly Sunday shoes
down from the sofa, and stood up in them and sighed.

'‘Asgood fishinthesea,’ said father, cheerfully, and it was not till much later that the children understood
what he meant.

Mother went out into the passage, which iscaled ‘the hall’, where the umbrella-stand is, and the picture
of the*Monarch of the Glen’ in ayellow shining frame, with brown spots on the Monarch from the damp
in the house before last, and there was cook, very red and damp in the face, and with a clean apron tied
on al crooked over the dirty one that she had dished up those dear delightful chickensin. She stood
there and she seemed to get redder and damper, and she twisted the corner of her gpron round her
fingers, and she said very shortly and fiercdy—

'If you please maam, | should wish to leave at my day month.” Mother leaned againgt the hatstand. The
children could see her looking pale through the crack of the door, because she had been very kind to the
cook, and had given her aholiday only the day before, and it seemed so very unkind of the cook to want
to go like this, and on a Sunday too.

'Why, what's the matter? mother said.

'It'sthem children,’ the cook replied, and somehow the children all felt that they had known it from the
fird. They did not remember having done anything extrawrong, but it is so frightfully easy to disleasea
cook. ‘ It'sthem children: there's that there new carpet in their room, covered thick with mud, both sides,
beastly yellow mud, and sakes dive knows where they got it. And al that muck to clean up on a Sunday!
It'snot my place, and it's not my intentions, so | don't deceive you, maam, and but for them limbs, which
they isif ever therewas, it'snot abad place, though | saysit, and | wouldn't wish to leave, but-'

I'mvery sorry,” said mother, gently. ‘I will speak to the children. And you had better think it over, and if
you REALLY wishto go, tell meto-morrow.’

Next day mother had aquiet talk with cook, and cook said she didn't mind if she stayed on abit, just to
See.

But meantime the question of the muddy carpet had been goneinto thoroughly by father and mother.



Jane's candid explanation that the mud had come from the bottom of aforeign tower where there was
buried treasure was received with such chilling dishelief that the otherslimited their defenceto an
expression of sorrow, and of adetermination ‘not to do it again’. But father said (and mother agreed with
him, because mothers have to agree with fathers, and not because it was her own idea) that children who
coated a carpet on both sdeswith thick mud, and when they were asked for an explanation could only
talk slly nonsense-that meant Jane's truthful statement-were not fit to have acarpet at dl, and, indeed,
SHOULDN'T have onefor aweek!

So the carpet was brushed (with tea-leaves, too) which was the only comfort Anthea could think of) and
folded up and put away in the cupboard at the top of the stairs, and daddy put the key in histrousers
pocket. ‘ Till Saturday,” said he.

‘Never mind,” said Anthea, ‘weve got the Phoenix.'

But, asit happened, they hadn't. The Phoenix was nowhere to be found, and everything had suddenly
settled down from the rosy wild beauty of magic happenings to the common damp brownness of ordinary
November lifein Camden Town-and there was the nursery floor al bare boards in the middle and brown
oilcloth round the outside, and the bareness and yellowness of the middle floor showed up the
blackbeetles with terrible distinctness, when the poor things came out in the evening, asusud, to try to
meake friendswith the children. But the children never would.

The Sunday ended in gloom, which even junket for supper in the blue Dresden bowl could hardly lighten
at al. Next day the Lamb's cough was worse. It certainly seemed very whoopy, and the doctor camein
his brougham carriage.

Every onetried to bear up under the weight of the sorrow which it wasto know that the wishing carpet
was locked up and the Phoenix midaid. A good ded of time was spent in looking for the Phoenix.

It'sabird of itsword,” said Anthea. ‘I'm sureit's not deserted us. But you know it had amost awfully
long fly from wherever it was to near Rochester and back, and | expect the poor thing's fegling tired out
and wantsrest. | am surewe may trust it.'

The otherstried to fed sure of this, too, but it was hard.

No one could be expected to fed very kindly towards the cook, Since it was entirely through her making
such afuss about alittle foreign mud that the carpet had been taken away.

'She might havetold us,” said Jane, ‘and Panther and | would have cleaned it with tea-leaves:
‘She's a cantankerous cat,” said Robert.

'l shan't say what | think about her,” said Anthea, primly, ‘because it would be evil speaking, lying, and
dandering.

'It'snot lying to say she's adisagreeable pig, and abeastly blue-nosed Bozwoz,” said Cyril, who had
read The Eyes of Light, and intended to talk like Tony as soon as he could teach Robert to talk like Paul.

And dl the children, even Anthea, agreed that even if she wasn't ablue-nosed Bozwoz, they wished
cook had never been born.

But | ask you to believe that they didn't do al the things on purpose which so annoyed the cook during
the following week, though | daresay the things would not have happened if the cook had been a
favourite. Thisisamystery. Explainit if you can. The thingsthat had happened were asfollows:



Sunday .-Discovery of foreign mud on both sides of the carpet.

Monday.-Liquorice put on to boil with aniseed ballsin a saucepan. Anthea did this, because she thought
it would be good for the Lamb's cough. The whole thing forgotten, and bottom of saucepan burned out.
It was the little saucepan lined with white that was kept for the baby's milk.

Tuesday.-A dead mouse found in pantry. Fish-dice taken to dig grave with. By regrettable accident
fish-dice broken. Defence: * The cook oughtn't to keep dead micein pantries.”

Wednesday.-Chopped suet 1eft on kitchen table. Robert added chopped soap, but he says he thought
the suet was soap too.

Thursday.-Broke the kitchen window by falling againgt it during a perfectly fair game of banditsin the
area.

Friday.-Stopped up grating of kitchen sink with putty and filled sink with water to make alake to sail
paper boats in. Went away and |eft the tap running. Kitchen hearthrug and cook's shoes ruined.

On Saturday the carpet was restored. There had been plenty of time during the week to decide where it
should be asked to go when they did get it back.

Mother had gone over to granny's, and had not taken the Lamb because he had a bad cough, which,
cook repeatedly said, was whooping-cough as sure as eggsis eggs.

‘But well take him out, aducky darling,’ said Anthea. *Well take him somewhere where you can't have
whooping-cough. Don't be so silly, Robert. If he DOES talk about it no onell take any notice. He's
aways taking about things he's never seen.’

So they dressed the Lamb and themselves in out-of-doors clothes, and the Lamb chuckled and coughed,
and laughed and coughed again, poor dear, and dl the chairs and tables were moved off the carpet by
the boys, while Jane nursed the Lamb, and Anthea rushed through the house in one last wild hunt for the
missing Phoenix.

It'sno use waiting for it she said, regppearing breathlessin the breakfast-room. ‘But | know it hasn't
deserted us. It'sabird of itsword.’

'Quite s0,” said the gentle voice of the Phoenix from benegth the table.

Every onefell onits knees and looked up, and there was the Phoenix perched on a crossbar of wood
that ran across under the table, and had once supported adrawer, in the happy days before the drawer
had been used as aboat, and its bottom unfortunately trodden out by Raggett's Redlly Reliable School
Boots on the feet of Robert.

I've been here dl thetime,” said the Phoenix, yawning politely behind its claw. ‘ If you wanted meyou
should have recited the ode of invocation; it's seven thousand lines long, and written in very pure and
beautiful Greek.

'Couldn't you tdll it usin English? asked Anthea.

It'srather long, isn't it? said Jane, jumping the Lamb on her knee.

'Couldn't you make a short English version, like Tate and Brady?

'Oh, come dong, do,” said Robert, holding out his hand.  Come aong, good old Phoenix.'



'‘Good old BEAUTIFUL Phoenix,” it corrected shyly.

'‘Good old BEAUTIFUL Phoenix, then. Come dong, come dong,” said Robert, impatiently, with his
hand ill held ouit.

The Phoenix fluttered at once on to hiswrist.

‘Thisamiableyouth, it said to the others, ‘has miraculoudy been able to put the whole meaning of the
seven thousand lines of Greek invocetion into one English hexameter-alittle misplaced some of the
words-but

'Oh, come dong, come aong, good old beautiful Phoenix!'

'Not perfect, | admit-but not bad for aboy of hisage.

'Wéll, now then,” said Robert, stepping back on to the carpet with the golden Phoenix on hiswrist.
'Y ou look likethe king'sfalconer,” said Jane, Sitting down on the carpet with the baby on her 1ap.
Robert tried to go on looking like it. Cyril and Anthea stood on the carpet.

'We shdl haveto get back before dinner,” said Cyril, *or cook will blow the gaff.’

'She hasn't sneaked since Sunday,’ said Anthea.

'She-’ Robert was beginning, when the door burst open and the cook, fierce and furious, cameinlikea
whirlwind and stood on the corner of the carpet, with abroken basin in one hand and athresat in the
other, which was clenched.

'Look ‘erel” shecried, ‘my only basin; and what the powers am | to make the beefsteak and kidney
pudding in that your maordered for your dinners? Y ou don't deserve no dinners, so yer don't.’

'I'm awfully sorry, cook,” said Antheagently; ‘it was my fault, and | forgot to tell you about it. It got
broken when we were telling our fortuneswith melted lead, you know, and | meant to tell you.'

'‘Meant to tell me,” replied the cook; she was red with anger, and realy | don't wonder-'meant to tell!
Widll, “I” meanto tell, too. I've held my tongue thisweek through, because the missus she said to me
quiet like, “We mustn't expect old heads on young shoulders,” but now | shan't hold it no longer. There
was the sogp you put in our pudding, and me and Eliza never so much as breathed it to your ma-though
well we might-and the saucepan, and the fish-dice, and-My gracious cats dive! what *ave you got that
blessed child dressed up in his outdoors for?

'We aren't going to take him out,” said Antheg; ‘at least-" She stopped short, for though they weren't
going to take him out in the Kentish Town Road, they certainly intended to take him € sewhere. But not
at dl where cook meant when she said * out'. This confused the truthful Anthea.

‘Out!” said the cook, ‘that I'll take care you don't;” and she snatched the Lamb from the lap of Jane,
while Anthea and Robert caught her by the skirtsand apron. ‘Look here,’ said Cyril, in stern
desperation, ‘will you go away, and make your pudding in a pie-dish, or aflower-pot, or a hot-water
can, or something?

'‘Not me,” said the cook, briefly; ‘and leave this precious poppet for you to give his deathercold to.'

' warnyou,” said Cyril, solemnly. ‘Beware, ere yet it betoo late.’



‘Late yoursdlf thelittle popsey-wopsey,” said the cook, with angry tenderness. ‘ They shan't takeiit out,
no more they shan't. And-Where did you get that there yellow fowl? She pointed to the Phoenix.

Even Anthea saw that unlessthe cook lost her stuation the losswould be theirs.

'l wish,” she said suddenly, ‘we were on asunny southern shore, where there can't be any
whooping-cough.’

She said it through the frightened howls of the Lamb, and the sturdy scoldings of the cook, and ingtantly
the giddy-go-round-and-falling-lift feging swept over the whole party, and the cook sat down flat on the
carpet, holding the screaming Lamb tight to her stout print-covered saf, and calling on St Bridget to help
her. She was an Irishwoman.

The moment the tipsy-topsy-turvy fedling stopped, the cook opened her eyes, gave one sounding
screech and shut them again, and Anthea took the opportunity to get the desperately howling Lamb into
her own arms.

It'sdl right, shesaid; ‘own Panther's got you. Look at the trees, and the sand, and the shells, and the
great big tortoises. Oh DEAR, how hot itig!'

It certainly was, for the trusty carpet had laid itsalf out on a southern shore that was sunny and no
mistake, as Robert remarked. The greenest of green dopesled up to glorious groves where pam-trees
and dl thetropica flowersand fruitsthat you read of in Westward Ho! and Fair Play were growing in
rich profusion. Between the green, green dope and the blue, blue sealay a stretch of sand that |ooked
like acarpet of jewelled cloth of gold, for it was not greyish as our northern sand is, but yellow and
changing-opa-coloured like sunshine and rainbows. And at the very moment when the wild, whirling,
blinding, deafening, tumbling upsde-downness of the carpet-moving stopped, the children had the
happiness of seeing three large live turtles waddle down to the edge of the sea and disappear in the
water. And it was hotter than you can possibly imagine, unless you think of ovens on abaking-day.

Every onewithout an ingtant's hesitation tore off its London-in-November outdoor clothes, and Anthea
took off the Lamb's highwayman blue coat and his three-cornered hat, and then hisjersey, and then the
Lamb himsdf suddenly dipped out of hislittle blue tight breeches and stood up happy and hot in hislittle
whiteshirt.

'I'm sureit's much warmer than the seaside in the summer,” said Anthea. * Mother dwaysletsusgo
barefoot then.'

So the Lamb's shoes and socks and gaiters came off, and he stood digging his happy naked pink toes
into the golden smooth sand.

'I'm alittle white duck-dickie,” said he-'alittle white duck-dickie what swims,” and splashed quacking
into asandy pool.

‘Let him,” said Antheg; ‘it can't hurt him. Oh, how hot it is!'

The cook suddenly opened her eyes and screamed, shut them, screamed again, opened her eyes once
more and said—

'Why, drat my catsdive, what'sal this? It'sadream, | expect.

Wédll, it'sthe best | ever dreamed. I'll look it up in the dream-book to-morrow. Seaside and treesand a
carpet to st on. | never did!"



'Look here,” said Cyril, ‘itisn't adream; it'sred.’
'Ho yed’ said the cook; ‘they always saysthat in dreams.’

It'sREAL, | tdl you,” Robert said, slamping hisfoot. ‘I'm not going to tell you how it's done, because
that's our secret.” He winked heavily at each of the othersin turn. ‘ But you wouldn't go away and make
that pudding, so we HAD to bring you, and | hopeyou likeit.'

'l do that, and no mistake,” said the cook unexpectedly; ‘and it being adream it don't matter what | say;
and | WILL say, if itsmy last word, thet of al the aggravating little varmints:’ *Cam yoursdf, my good
woman,” said the Phoenix.

'‘Good woman, indeed,” said the cook; ‘good woman yoursdlf’ Then she saw who it was that had
spoken. ‘“Well, if | ever,” said she; ‘thisis something likeadream! Y dlow fowlsatdkingand dl! I've
heard of such, but never did | think to seetheday.'

'Wdll, then,” said Cyril, impatiently, ‘ St here and seethe day now. It'sajolly fine day. Here, you others-a
council!” They walked aong the shoretill they were out of earshot of the cook, who still sat gazing about
her with ahappy, dreamy, vacant smile.

'Look here,” said Cyril, “we must roll the carpet up and hide it, so that we can get at it a any moment.
The Lamb can be getting rid of hiswhooping-cough al the morning, and we can look about; and if the
savages on thisidand are cannibass, welll hook it, and take her back. And if not, well LEAVE HER
HERE.

'Isthat being kind to servants and animals, like the clergyman said? asked Jane.
‘Nor sheisn't kind,” retorted Cyril.

'Wdl-anyway, said Antheg, ‘the safest thing isto leave the carpet there with her Sitting onit. Perhapsit'll
be alesson to her, and anyway, if shethinksit'sadream it won't matter what she says when she gets
home!

So the extra coats and hats and mufflers were piled on the carpet. Cyril shouldered the well and happy
Lamb, the Phoenix perched on Robert'swrist, and ‘ the party of explorers prepared to enter the interior'.

The grassy dope was smooth, but under the trees there were tangled cregpers with bright,
strange-shaped flowers, and it was not easy to walk.

'We ought to have an explorer'saxe,” said Robert. ‘1 shall ask father to give me onefor Christmas.’

There were curtains of cregpers with scented blossoms hanging from the trees, and brilliant birds darted
about quite closeto their faces.

'Now, tell me honestly,” said the Phoenix, ‘ are there any birds here handsomer than | am? Don't be afraid
of hurting my fedlings-I'm amodest bird, | hope.”

‘Not one of them,” said Robert, with conviction, ‘isapatch upon you!"

'l wasnever avain bird,” said the Phoenix, ‘but | own that you confirm my own impression. | will tekea
flight.” It circled in the air for amoment, and, returning to Robert'swrist, went on, ‘ Thereisapath to the
left.

And therewas. So how the children went on through the wood more quickly and comfortably, the girls



picking flowers and the Lamb inviting the * pretty dickies' to observethat he himsdf wasa'little white
real-water-wet duck!'

And al thistime he hadn't whooping-coughed once.

The path turned and twisted, and, dways threading their way amid atangle of flowers, the children
suddenly passed a corner and found themselvesin aforest clearing, where there were alot of pointed
huts-the huts, asthey knew at once, of SAVAGES.

The boldest heart beat more quickly. Suppose they WERE cannibals. It was along way back to the
carpet.

'Hadn't we better go back? said Jane. * Go NOW,’ she said, and her voice trembled alittle. * Suppose
they eat us!

'‘Nonsense, Pussy,” said Cyril, firmly. ‘Look, theré's agoat tied up. That shows they don't eat PEOPLE.
'Let'sgo on and say were missionaries,’ Robert suggested.

'l shouldn't advise THAT, said the Phoenix, very earnestly. ‘Why not?

'Wdll, for onething, it isn't true,” replied the golden bird.

It was while they stood hesitating on the edge of the clearing that atall man suddenly came out of one of
the huts. He had hardly any clothes, and hisbody dl over was adark and beautiful coppery colour-just
like the chrysanthemums father had brought home on Saturday. In his hand he held a spear. The whites of
his eyes and the white of histeeth were the only light things about him, except that where the sun shone
on his shiny brown body it looked white, too. If you will look carefully at the next shiny savage you meset
with next to nothing on, you will see at once-if the sun happensto be shining at the time-that | am right
about this.

The savage looked at the children. Concealment wasimpossible. He uttered a shout that was morelike
‘O0 goggery bag-wag' than anything el se the children had ever heard, and at once brown coppery
people legpt out of every hut, and swarmed like ants about the clearing. There was no time for
discussion, and no one wanted to discuss anything, anyhow. Whether these coppery people were
cannibas or not now seemed to matter very little.

Without an ingtant's hesitation the four children turned and ran back aong the forest path; the only pause
was Anthea's. She stood back to let Cyril pass, because he was carrying the Lamb, who screamed with
delight. (He had not whooping-coughed a single once since the carpet landed him on theidand.)

'Gee-up, Squirrel; gee-gee,” he shouted, and Cyril did gee-up. The path was a shorter cut to the beach
than the cregper-covered way by which they had come, and amost directly they saw through the trees
the shining blue-and-gold-and-opd of sand and sea.

'Stick toit,” cried Cyril, bresthlesdly.

They did stick to it; they tore down the sands-they could hear behind them as they ran the patter of feet
which they knew, too well, were copper-coloured.

The sands were golden and opal-coloured-and BARE. There were wreaths of tropic seaweed, there
wererich tropic shdlls of the kind you would not buy in the Kentish Town Road under at least fifteen
pence apair. There were turtles basking lumpily on the water's edge-but no cook, no clothes, and no

carpet.



'On, on! Into the seal’ gasped Cyril. ‘ They MUST hate water. I've-heard-savages dways-dirty.’

Their feet were splashing in the warm shallows before his breathless words were ended. The calm
baby-waves were easy to go through. It iswarm work running for your lifein the tropics, and the
coolness of the water was ddlicious. They were up to their arm-pits now, and Jane was up to her chin.

'Look!” said the Phoenix. ‘What are they pointing at?

The children turned; and there, alittle to the west was a head-a head they knew, with a crooked cap
upon it. It wasthe head of the cook.

For some reason or other the savages had stopped at the water's edge and were all talking at the top of
their voices, and al were pointing copper-coloured fingers, stiff with interest and excitement, at the head
of the cook.

The children hurried towards her as quickly asthe water would let them.
'What on earth did you come out herefor? Robert shouted; ‘ and where on earth's the carpet?

'It'snot on earth, blessyou,” replied the cook, happily; ‘it's UNDER ME-in thewater. | got abit warm
setting thereinthe sun, and | just says, “I wish | wasin acold bath”-just like that-and next minute here |
wad! It'sdl part of the dream.’

Every one at once saw how extremely fortunate it was that the carpet had had the sense to take the cook
to the nearest and largest bath-the sea, and how terrible it would have been if the carpet had taken itself
and her to the Suffy little bath-room of the house in Camden Town!

'Excuse me,” said the Phoenix's soft voice, breaking in on the genera sigh of relief, “but | think these
brown people want your cook.'

"To-to eat? whispered Jane, aswell as she could through the water which the plunging Lamb was
dashing in her face with happy fat hands and feet.

‘Hardly,” rgjoined the bird. *Who wants cooks to EAT? Cooks are ENGAGED, not eaten. They wish to
engage her.’

'How can you understand what they say? asked Cyril, doubtfully.

It'saseasy askissing your claw,” replied the bird. ‘| speak and understand ALL languages, even that of
your cook, which isdifficult and unpleasing. It's quite easy, when you know how it'sdone. It just comes
to you. | should advise you to beach the carpet and land the cargo-the cook, | mean. Y ou can take my
word for it, the copper-coloured oneswill not harm you now.'

It isimpossible not to take the word of a Phoenix when it tells you to. So the children a once got hold of
the corners of the carpet, and, pulling it from under the cook, towed it dowly in through the shalowing
water, and at last spread it on the sand. The cook, who had followed, instantly sat down onit, and at
once the copper-coloured natives, now strangely humble, formed aring round the carpet, and fell on their
faces on the rainbow-and-gold sand. The tallest savage spoke in this position, which must have been very
awkward for him; and Jane noticed that it took him quite along time to get the sand out of his mouth
afterwards.

'Hesays,” the Phoenix remarked after sometime, ‘that they wish to engage your cook permanently.’
'Without a character? asked Anthea, who had heard her mother spesk of such things.



"They do not wish to engage her as cook, but as queen; and queens need not have characters.”
There was a breathless pause.

'WELL, said Cyril, ‘of dl the choices! But there's no accounting for tastes.”

Every onelaughed at the idea of the cook's being engaged as queen; they could not help it.

'l do not advise laughter,” warned the Phoenix, ruffling out his golden feathers, which were extremely wet.
‘And it'snot their own choice. It seemsthat thereis an ancient prophecy of this copper-coloured tribe
that a great queen should some day arise out of the seawith awhite crown on her head, and-and-well,
you see! There€sthe crown!'

It pointed its claw at cook's cap; and avery dirty cap it was, because it was the end of the week.

"That'sthe white crown,’ it said; ‘at least, it's nearly white-very white indeed compared to the colour
THEY are-and anyway, it's quite white enough.’

Cyril addressed the cook. ‘Look here!” said he, ‘these brown people want you to be their queen.
They're only savages, and they don't know any better. Now would you redly liketo stay? or, if you'l
promise not to be so jolly aggravating at home, and not to tell any one aword about to-day, welll take
you back to Camden Town.'

'No, you don't, said the cook, in firm, undoubting tones. ‘I've adways wanted to be the Queen, God
bless her! and | dways thought what a good one | should make; and now I'm going to. IFit'sonly ina
dream, it'swell worth while. And | don't go back to that nasty underground kitchen, and me blamed for
everything; that | don', not till the dream'sfinished and | wake up with that nasty bell arang-tanging in my
ears-s0 | tell you.'

'‘Areyou SURE, Anthea anxioudy asked the Phoenix, ‘that she will be quite safe here?
'Shewill find the nest of aqueen avery precious and soft thing,” said the bird, solemnly.

"There-you hear,” said Cyril. “You'rein for aprecious soft thing, so mind you're agood queen, cook. It's
more than you'd any right to expect, but long may you reign.’

Some of the cook’s copper-col oured subjects now advanced from the forest with long garlands of
beautiful flowers, white and sweet-scented, and hung them respectfully round the neck of their new
overeign.

'What! dl them lovely bokaysfor me!” exclamed the enraptured cook. ‘Well, thishereis something
LIKE adream, | must say.'

She sat up very straight on the carpet, and the copper-coloured ones, themselves wreathed in garlands of
the gayest flowers, madly stuck parrot festhersin their hair and began to dance. It was a dance such as
you have never seen; it made the children fed dmost sure that the cook was right, and that they were all
inadream. Small, strange-shaped drums were beaten, odd-sounding songs were sung, and the dance
got faster and faster and odder and odder, till at last al the dancersfell on the sand tired ouit.

The new queen, with her white crown-cap al on one side, clapped wildly.

‘Brayvo!’ shecried, ‘brayvo! It's better than the Albert Edward Music-hall in the Kentish Town Road.
Goitagan!'



But the Phoenix would not trand ate this request into the copper-coloured language; and when the
savages had recovered their breath, they implored their queen to leave her white escort and come with
them to their huts.

"Thefinest shall beyours, O queen,” said they.

'Well-so long!” said the cook, getting heavily on to her feet, when the Phoenix had trandated this request.
‘No more kitchens and attics for me, thank you. I'm off to my royd paace, | am; and | only wish this
here dream would keep on for ever and ever.’

She picked up the ends of the garlandsthat trailed round her feet, and the children had one last glimpse
of her striped stockings and worn e astic-sde boots before she disappeared into the shadow of the
forest, surrounded by her dusky retainers, snging songs of rgoicing asthey went.

'WELL!" said Cyril, ‘I suppose she'sdl right, but they don't seem to count us for much, oneway or the
other.’

'Oh,” said the Phoenix, ‘they think you're merely dreams. The prophecy said that the queen would arise
from the waves with awhite crown and surrounded by white dream-children. That's about what they
think YOU are!'

'And what about dinner? said Robert, abruptly.

‘There won't be any dinner, with no cook and no pudding-basin,” Antheareminded him; * but there's
always bread-and-buitter.'

‘Let'sget home,” said Cyril.

The Lamb wasfurioudy unwishful to be dressed in hiswarm clothes again, but Anthea and Jane managed
it, by force disguised as coaxing, and he never once whooping-coughed.

Then every one put on its own warm things and took its place on the carpet.

A sound of uncouth singing still came from beyond the trees where the copper-coloured natives were
crooning songs of admiration and respect to their white-crowned queen. Then Antheasaid ‘Home,” just
as duchesses and other people do to their coachmen, and the intelligent carpet in one whirling moment
laid itself down inits proper place on the nursery floor. And at that very moment Eliza opened the door
and said—

'‘Cook'sgone! | can't find her anywhere, and there's no dinner ready. She hasn't taken her box nor yet
her outdoor things. She just ran out to see the time, | shouldn't wonder-the kitchen clock never did give
her satisfaction-and she'sgot run over or fell down in afit aslikely asnot. Y ou'll have to put up with the
cold bacon for your dinners; and what on earth you've got your outdoor thingson for | don't know. And
then I'll dip out and seeif they know anything about her & the police-gtation.’

But nobody ever knew anything about the cook any more, except the children, and, later, one other
person.

Mother was so upset at losing the cook, and so anxious about her, that Antheafelt most miserable, as
though she had done something very wrong indeed. She woke severd timesin the night, and at last
decided that she would ask the Phoenix to let her tell her mother al about it. But there was no
opportunity to do this next day, because the Phoenix, as usua, had gone to deep in some out-of-the-way
spot, after asking, as a specia favour, not to be disturbed for twenty-four hours.



The Lamb never whooping-coughed once dl that Sunday, and mother and father said what good
medicine it was that the doctor had given him. But the children knew that it was the southern shore where
you can't have whooping-cough that had cured him. The Lamb babbled of coloured sand and water, but
no one took any notice of that. He often talked of things that hadn't happened.

It was on Monday morning, very early indeed, that Antheawoke and suddenly made up her mind. She
crept downgtairsin her night-gown (it was very chilly), sat down on the carpet, and with a beating heart
wished herself on the sunny shore where you can't have whooping-cough, and next moment there she
was.

The sand was splendidly warm. She could fed it a once, even through the carpet. She folded the carpet,
and put it over her shoulders like ashawl, for she was determined not to be parted from it for asingle
instant, no matter how hot it might be to wear.

Then trembling alittle, and trying to keep up her courage by saying over and over, ‘Itismy DUTY, it IS
my duty,” she went up the forest path.

'Well, here you are again,” said the cook, directly she saw Anthea.
"This dream does keep on!’

The cook was dressed in awhite robe; she had no shoes and stockings and no cap and she was Sitting
under ascreen of pam-leaves, for it was afternoon in the idand, and blazing hot. She wore aflower
wreath on her hair, and copper-coloured boys were fanning her with peacock's feathers.

"They've got the cap put away,” she said. ‘ They seem to think alot of it. Never saw one before, |
expect.’

'Are you happy? asked Anthea, panting; the sight of the cook as queen quite took her breath away.

'l believe you, my dear,’” said the cook, heartily. *Nothing to do unless you want to. But I'm getting rested
now. Tomorrow I'm going to start cleaning out my hut, if the dream keeps on, and | shdl teach them
cooking; they burns everything to a cinder now unlessthey eatsit raw.’

'But can you tak to them?

'Lor’ loveaduck, yes!’” the happy cook-queen replied; ‘it's quite easy to pick up. | awaysthought |
should be quick at foreign languages. I've taught them to understand “dinner,” and “1 want adrink,” and
“Youleavemebe” aready.’

"Then you don't want anything? Anthea asked earnestly and anxioudly.

'Not me, miss; except if you'd only go away. I'm afraid of me waking up with that bell a-going if you
keep on stopping here a-talking to me. Long asthis here dream keeps up I'm as happy as a queen.’

'‘Goodbye, then,” said Antheg, gaily, for her conscience was clear now.

She hurried into the wood, threw hersdlf on the ground, and said * Home-and there she was, rolled in the
carpet on the nursery floor.

'SHE'S dl right, anyhow,” said Anthea, and went back to bed. ‘I'm glad somebody's pleased. But
mother will never believe mewhen | tdll her!

The sory isindeed alittle difficult to believe. Still, you might try.



CHAPTER 4 TWO BAZAARS

Mother was redlly agreat dear. She was pretty and she wasloving, and most frightfully good when you
wereill, and awayskind, and dmost dwaysjust. That is, she wasjust when she understood things. But
of course she did not dways understand things. No one understands everything, and mothers are not
angels, though agood many of them come pretty near it. The children knew that mother dways
WANTED to do what was best for them, even if she was not clever enough to know exactly what was
the best. That waswhy al of them, but much more particularly Anthea, felt rather uncomfortable at
keeping the great secret from her of the wishing carpet and the Phoenix. And Anthea, whoseinsde mind
was made so that she was able to be much more uncomfortable than the others, had decided that she
MUST tdl her mother the truth, however little likely it wasthat her mother would bdlieveit.

"Then | shdl have donewhat'sright,’” said sheto the Phoenix; ‘and if she doesn't believe meit won't be
my fault-will it?

'Not intheleast,’” said the golden bird. ‘* And she won't, so you're quite safe.’

Anthea chose atime when she was doing her home-lessons-they were Algebraand Latin, German,
English, and Euclid-and she asked her mother whether she might come and do them in the
drawing-room-'so asto be quiet,” she said to her mother; and to herself she said, * And that's not the resl
reason. | hopel shan't grow upaLIAR!

Mother said, ‘ Of course, dearie,’ and Anthea started swimming through aseaof X'sand y'sand z's.
Mother was Sitting at the mahogany bureau writing letters.

'Mother dear,” said Anthea.

'Yes, love-a-duck,” said mother.

'About cook,” said Anthea. *"1” know where sheis.'

‘Do you, dear? said mother. “Wdll, | wouldn't take her back after the way she has behaved.
'It'snot her fault,” said Anthea. ‘May | tell you about it from the beginning?

Mother laid down her pen, and her nice face had aresigned expression. Asyou know, aresigned
expresson aways makes you want not to tell anybody anything.

Itslikethis’ said Anthea, in ahurry: ‘that egg, you know, that camein the carpet; we put it inthefire
and it hatched into the Phoenix, and the carpet was awishing carpet-and-'

‘A very nice game, darling,” said mother, taking up her pen. ‘Now do be quiet. I've got alot of lettersto
write. I'm going to Bournemouth to-morrow with the Lamb-and there's that bazaar.’

Antheawent back to X y z, and mother's pen scratched busily.

‘But, mother,” said Anthea, when mother put down the pen to lick an envelope, ‘the carpet takes us
wherever we like-and-'

'l wish it would take you where you could get afew nice Eastern thingsfor my bazaar,” said mother. ‘|
promised them, and I've no time to go to Liberty's now.’

It shall,’ said Anthea, ‘ but, mother-'

'Well, dear,’” said mother, alittle impatiently, for she had taken up her pen again.



"The carpet took usto a place where you couldn't have whooping-cough, and the Lamb hasn't whooped
since, and we took cook because she was 0 tiresome, and then she would stay and be queen of the
savages. They thought her cap was a crown, and-'

'Darling one,’ said mother, ‘you know | love to hear the things you make up-but | an most awfully busy.’
‘Butit'strue,” said Anthea, desperately.

'Y ou shouldn't say that, my sweet,” said mother, gently. And then Anthea knew it was hopeless.

'Areyou going away for long? asked Anthea.

'I'vegot acold,” said mother, ‘and daddy's anxious about it, and the Lamb's cough.'

'He hasn't coughed since Saturday,” the Lamb's eldest Sster interrupted.

‘I wish | could think so,” mother replied. * And daddy's got to go to Scotland. | do hope you'll be good
children.’

'Wewill, wewill,;” said Anthea, fervently. ‘When's the bazaar?

'On Saturday,” said mother, ‘ at the schools. Oh, don't talk any more, there€'s atreasure! My head's going
round, and I've forgotten how to spell whooping-cough.’

Mother and the Lamb went away, and father went away, and there was anew cook who looked so like
afrightened rabbit that no one had the heart to do anything to frighten her any more than seemed natural
to her.

The Phoenix begged to be excused. It said it wanted aweek's rest, and asked that it might not be
disturbed. And it hid its golden gleaming slf, and nobody could find it.

So that when Wednesday afternoon brought an unexpected holiday, and every one decided to go
somewhere on the carpet, the journey had to be undertaken without the Phoenix. They were debarred
from any carpet excursonsin the evening by a sudden promise to mother, exacted in the agitation of
parting, that they would not be out after Six at night, except on Saturday, when they wereto go to the
bazaar, and were pledged to put on their best clothes, to wash themsalves to the uttermost, and to clean
their nails-not with scissors, which are scratchy and bad, but with flat-sharpened ends of wooden
matches, which do no harm to any one's nails.

'Let'sgo and seethe Lamb,” said Jane.

But every one was agreed that if they gppeared suddenly in Bournemouth it would frighten mother out of
her wits, if not into afit. So they sat on the carpet, and thought and thought and thought till they amost

began to squint.

'Look here,” said Cyril, ‘I know. Please carpet, take us somewhere where we can see the Lamb and
mother and no one can see us!’

'Except the Lamb,” said Jane, quickly.

And the next moment they found themsaves recovering from the ups de-down movement-and there they
were Stting on the carpet, and the carpet was laid out over another thick soft carpet of brown
pine-needles. There were green pine-trees overhead, and a swift clear little stresm was running asfast as
ever it could between steep banks-and there, sitting on the pine-needle carpet, was mother, without her



hat; and the sun was shining brightly, although it was November-and there was the Lamb, asjolly asjolly
and not whooping at all.

"The carpet's deceived us,” said Robert, gloomily; ‘ mother will see usdirectly she turns her head.’
But the faithful carpet had not deceived them.

Mother turned her dear head and looked straight at them, and DID NOT SEE THEM!
'Werreinvisble, Cyril whispered: ‘what awful larkd!'

But to the girlsit wasnot larks a al. 1t was horrible to have mother looking straight at them, and her face
keeping the same, just as though they weren't there.

'l don'tlikeit,” said Jane. ‘Mother never looked at uslike that before. Just asif she didn't love us-asif we
were somebody else's children, and not very nice ones either-asif she didn't care whether she saw usor
not.'

Itishorrid,’ said Anthea, dmost in tears.

But a this moment the Lamb saw them, and plunged towards the carpet, shrieking, ‘ Panty, own
Panty-an’ Pussy, an’ Squiggle-an’ Babs, oh, oh!

Anthea caught him and kissed him, so did Jane; they could not help it-he looked such adarling, with his
blue three-cornered hat al on one side, and his preciousface dl dirty-quite in the old familiar way.

'l loveyou, Panty; | love you-and you, and you, and you,” cried the Lamb.
It was a ddlicious moment. Even the boys thumped their baby brother joyously on the back.

Then Anthea glanced a mother-and mother's face was a pae sea-green colour, and she was staring at
the Lamb asif she thought he had gone mad. And, indeed, that was exactly what she did think.

'My Lamb, my precious! Cometo mother,” she cried, and jumped up and ran to the baby.

She was s0 quick that theinvisible children had to leap back, or she would have felt them; and to fedl
what you can't seeisthe worst sort of ghost-feding. Mother picked up the Lamb and hurried away from
the pinewood.

‘Let'sgo home,” said Jane, after amiserable silence. ‘It fedsjust exactly asif mother didn't love us!'

But they couldn't bear to go hometill they had seen mother meet another lady, and knew that she was
safe. Y ou cannot leave your mother to go greenin the face in adistant pinewood, far from al human aid,
and then go home on your wishing carpet as though nothing had happened.

When mother seemed safe the children returned to the carpet, and said * Home-and home they went.

'| don't care about being invisble mysdf,” said Cyril, *at least, not with my own family. It would be
different if you were aprince, or abandit, or aburglar.’

And now the thoughts of al four dwelt fondly on the dear greenish face of mother.
'l wish she hadn't gone away,” said Jane; ‘the houseis smply beestly without her.’

'l think we ought to do what she said,” Antheaput in. ‘1 saw something in abook the other day about the



wishes of the departed being sacred.’

"That means when they've departed farther off,” said Cyril. ‘Indias cord or Greenland'sicy, don't you
know; not Bournemouth. Besides, we don't know what her wishes are.’

'She SAID'-Antheawas very much inclined to cry-'she said, “Get Indian things for my bazaar;” but |
know she thought we couldn't, and it was only play.’

‘Let'sget them dl the same,” said Robert. “WEIl go the first thing on Saturday morning.’
And on Saturday morning, thefirst thing, they went.
There was no finding the Phoenix, so they sat on the beautiful wishing carpet, and said—

"We want Indian things for mother's bazaar. Will you please take us where people will give us heaps of
Indian things?

The docile carpet swirled their senses away, and restored them on the outskirts of agleaming white
Indian town. They knew it was Indian at once, by the shape of the domes and roofs; and besides, aman
went by on an eephant, and two English soldiers went along the road, talking likein Mr Kipling's
books-so after that no one could have any doubt asto where they were. They rolled up the carpet and
Robert carried it, and they walked bodily into the town.

It was very warm, and once more they had to take off their London-in-November coats, and carry them
ontheir ams.

The streets were narrow and strange, and the clothes of the people in the streets were stranger and the
talk of the people was strangest of al.

'l can't understand aword,” said Cyril. ‘How on earth are we to ask for things for our bazaar?

'And they're poor people, too,” said Jane; ‘I'm sure they are. What we want isargjah or something.'
Robert was beginning to unroll the carpet, but the others stopped him, imploring him not to waste awish.
'We asked the carpet to take us where we could get Indian things for bazaars,” said Anthea, *and it will.'
Her faith wasjustified.

Just as she finished speaking a very brown gentleman in aturban came up to them and bowed deeply. He
spoke, and they thrilled to the sound of English words.

'My ranee, shethink you very nice childs. She asks do you lose yourselves, and do you desire to sl
carpet? She see you from her palkee. Y ou come see her-yes?

They followed the stranger, who seemed to have agrest many more teeth in his smile than are usud, and
he led them through crooked streets to the ranee's palace. | am not going to describe the ranee's paace,
because | redly have never seen the palace of aranee, and Mr Kipling has. So you can read about it in
hisbooks. But | know exactly what happened there.

The old ranee sat on alow-cushioned seat, and there were alot of other ladieswith her-all in trousers
and veils, and sparkling with tinsel and gold and jewes. And the brown, turbaned gentleman stood
behind a sort of carved screen, and interpreted what the children said and what the queen said. And
when the queen asked to buy the carpet, the children said ‘No.'



'Why? asked the ranee.

And Jane briefly said why, and the interpreter interpreted. The queen spoke, and then the interpreter
sad—

'My mistress saysit isagood story, and you tdll it dl through without thought of time."

And they had to. It made along story, especialy asit had dl to be told twice-once by Cyril and once by
the interpreter. Cyril rather enjoyed himsdlf. He warmed to hiswork, and told the tale of the Phoenix and
the Carpet, and the Lone Tower, and the Queen-Cook, in language that grew insensibly more and more

Arabian Nightsy, and the ranee and her ladies listened to the interpreter, and rolled about on their fat
cushionswith laughter.

When the story was ended she spoke, and the interpreter explained that she had said, ‘ Little one, thou
art aheaven-born teller of taes,” and she threw him a string of turquoises from round her neck.

'OH, how lovely!” cried Jane and Anthea.
Cyril bowed severd times, and then cleared histhroat and said—

"Thank her very, very much; but I would much rather she gave me some of the chegp thingsin the bazaar.
Tel her | want them to sell again, and give the money to buy clothes for poor people who haven't any.'

Tell him he hasmy leaveto sell my gift and clothe the naked withitsprice,’ said the queen, when this
was trandated.

But Cyril said very firmly, ‘No, thank you. The things have got to be sold to-day at our bazaar, and no
one would buy aturquoise necklace at an English bazaar. They'd think it was sham, or e se they'd want
to know wherewe got it."

So then the queen sent out for little pretty things, and her servants piled the carpet with them.
'l must needs lend you an el ephant to carry them away,” she said, laughing.

But Antheasaid, ‘ If the queen will lend usacomb and let us wash our hands and faces, she shall seea
magic thing. We and the carpet and all these brasstrays and pots and carved things and stuffs and things
will just vanish away like smoke.”

The queen clapped her hands at thisidea, and lent the children a sandal-wood comb inlaid with ivory
lotus-flowers. And they washed their faces and handsin slver basins. Then Cyril made avery polite
farewel speech, and quite suddenly he ended with the words—

'‘And | wish wewere at the bazaar at our schoals.'

And of course they were. And the queen and her ladies were |eft with their mouths open, gazing &t the
bare space on theinlaid marble floor where the carpet and the children had been.

"That ismagic, if ever magic wasl’ said the queen, ddighted with the incident; which, indeed, hasgiven
the ladies of that court something to talk about on wet days ever sSince.

Cyril's stories had taken sometime, so had the medl of strange sweet foods that they had had while the
little pretty things were being bought, and the gas in the schoolroom was dready lighted. Outside, the
winter dusk was stedling down among the Camden Town houses.

'I'm glad we got washed in India,” said Cyril. *We should have been awfully late if weld had to go home



and scrub.’
'‘Besides,” Robert said, ‘it's much warmer washing in India. | shouldn't mind it so much if welived there.'

The thoughtful carpet had dumped the children down in a dusky space behind the point where the
corners of two stalls met. The floor was littered with string and brown paper, and baskets and boxes
were hegped dong thewall.

The children crept out under astall covered with al sorts of table-covers and mats and things,
embroidered beautifully by idle ladies with no red work to do. They got out a the end, displacing a
sdeboard-cloth adorned with atasteful pattern of blue geraniums. The girls got out unobserved, so did
Cyril; but Robert, as he cautioudy emerged, was actualy waked on by Mrs Biddle, who kept the Sdll.
Her large, solid foot stood firmly on the small, solid hand of Robert and who can blame Robert if he DID
ydl alittle?

A crowd ingtantly collected. Yéellsare very unusua a bazaars, and every one was intensaly interested. It
was severd seconds before the three free children could make Mrs Biddle understand that what she was
walking on was not a schoolroom floor, or even, as she presently supposed, a dropped pin-cushion, but
the living hand of a suffering child. When she became aware that she redlly had hurt him, she grew very
angry indeed. When people have hurt other people by accident, the one who does the hurting isadways
much the angriest. | wonder why.

I'mvery sorry, I'm sure” said MrsBiddle; but she spoke more in anger than in sorrow. ‘ Come out!
whatever do you mean by creeping about under the s ls, like earwigs?

'We were looking at the thingsin the corner.’

'Such nagty, prying ways,” said MrsBiddle, ‘will never make you successful in life. There's nothing there
but packing and dust.’

'Oh, isn't there!’” said Jane. ‘ That's al you know.'
‘Little girl, don't berude,’ said MrsBiddle, flushing violet.

'She doesn't mean to be; but there ARE some nice thingsthere, dl the same,” said Cyril; who suddenly
felt how impossibleit wasto inform the listening crowd that al the treasures piled on the carpet were
mother's contributions to the bazaar. No one would believeit; and if they did, and wrote to thank mother,
she would think-well, goodness only knew what she would think. The other three children felt the same.

'l should liketo see them,” said avery nice lady, whose friends had disappointed her, and who hoped
that these might be belated contributionsto her poorly furnished stall.

She looked inquiringly at Robert, who said, * With pleasure, don't mention it, and dived back under Mrs
Biddlesgal.

'l wonder you encourage such behaviour,” said MrsBiddle. ‘| dways speak my mind, asyou know,
Miss Peasmarsh; and, | must say, | am surprised.” Sheturned to the crowd. ‘ There is no entertainment
here; shesad gernly. ‘A very naughty little boy has accidentdly hurt himsdlf, but only dightly. Will you
please digperse? It will only encourage him in naughtinessif he finds himsdlf the centre of attraction.’

The crowd dowly dispersed. Anthea, speechlesswith fury, heard anice curate say, ‘ Poor little beggar!’
and loved the curate at once and for ever.

Then Robert wriggled out from under the stall with some Benares brass and some inlaid sasndalwood



boxes.
‘Liberty!” cried Miss Peasmarsh. * Then Charles has not forgotten, after all.’

'Excuseme,” said Mrs Biddle, with fierce politeness, ‘ these objects are deposited behind MY all. Some
unknown donor who does good by stedlth, and would blush if he could hear you claim the things. Of
coursethey arefor me!

'My gtdl touchesyours at the corner,” said poor Miss Peasmarsh, timidly, ‘and my cousin did promise-'

The children sdled away from the unequa contest and mingled with the crowd. Their fedings weretoo
deep for wordstill at last Robert said—

"That stiff-sarched PIG!"

'And after adl our trouble! I'm hoarse with gassing to that trousered lady in India’

"The pig-lady's very, very nasty,” said Jane.

It was Antheawho said, in ahurried undertone, * Sheisn't very nice, and Miss Peasmarsh is pretty and
nice too. Whao's got a pencil ?

it wasalong crawl, under three sdls, but Antheadid it. A large piece of pae blue paper lay among the
rubbish in the corner.

She folded it to asquare and wrote upon it, licking the pencil at every word to make it mark quite
blackly: * All these Indian things are for pretty, nice Miss Peasmarsh'sstdl.” She thought of adding, ‘ There
isnothing for MrsBiddle;” but she saw that this might lead to suspicion, so shewrote hagtily: ‘ From an
unknown donna,” and crept back among the boards and trestlesto join the others.

So that when Mrs Biddle appeded to the bazaar committee, and the corner of the stall waslifted and
shifted, so that stout clergymen and heavy ladies could get to the corner without creeping under stdls, the
blue paper was discovered, and dl the splendid, shining Indian things were given over to Miss
Peasmarsh, and she sold them dl, and got thirty-five pounds for them.

'l don't understand about that blue paper,” said MrsBiddle. ‘It looksto me like the work of alunatic.
And saying you were nice and pretty! It's not the work of a sane person.’

Anthea and Jane begged Miss Peasmarsh to et them help her to sdll the things, because it wastheir
brother who had announced the good news that the things had come. Miss Peasmarsh was very willing,
for now her stall, that had been SO neglected, was surrounded by people who wanted to buy, and she
was glad to be helped. The children noted that Mrs Biddle had not more to do in the way of sdlling than
she could manage quite well. | hope they were not glad-for you should forgive your enemies, even if they
walk on your hands and then say it isall your naughty fault. But | am afraid they were not so sorry asthey
ought to have been.

It took some timeto arrange the things on the stal. The carpet was spread over it, and the dark colours
showed up the brass and silver and ivory things. It was ahappy and busy afternoon, and when Miss
Peasmarsh and the girls had sold every single one of the little pretty things from the Indian bazaar, far, far
away, Antheaand Jane went off with the boysto fish in the fishpond, and dive into the bran-pie, and hear
the cardboard band, and the phonograph, and the chorus of singing birds that was done behind a screen
with glass tubes and glasses of water.

They had abeautiful tea, suddenly presented to them by the nice curate, and Miss Peasmarsh joined



them before they had had more than three cakes each. It was amerry party, and the curate was
extremely pleasant to every one, ‘ even to Miss Peasmarsh,” as Jane said afterwards.

"We ought to get back to the stal,” said Anthea, when no one could possibly eat any more, and the
curate wastalking in alow voice to Miss Peas marsh about * after Easter'.

"Ther€'s nothing to go back for,” said Miss Peasmarsh gaily; ‘thanks to you dear children weve sold
everything.'

"There-there'sthe carpet,” said Cyril.

'Oh,’” said Miss Peasmarsh, radiantly, ‘ don't bother about the carpet. I've sold even that. Mrs Biddle
gave meten shillingsfor it. She said it would do for her servant's bedroom.’

'Why," said Jane, ‘ her servants don't HAVE carpets. We had cook from her, and shetold us so.'

'No scandal about Queen Elizabeth, if YOU please,’ said the curate, cheerfully; and Miss Peasmarsh
laughed, and looked at him as though she had never dreamed that any one COULD be so amusing. But
the others were struck dumb. How could they say, * The carpet isours!’” For who brings carpetsto
bazaars?

The children were now thoroughly wretched. But | am glad to say that their wretchedness did not make
them forget their manners, asit does sometimes, even with grown-up people, who ought to know ever so
much better.

They said, ‘ Thank you very much for thejolly tea,” and ‘ Thanksfor being sojolly,” and * Thanks awfully
for giving ussuch ajolly time;” for the curate had stood fish-ponds, and bran-pies, and phonographs, and
the chorus of singing birds, and had stood them like aman. The girls hugged Miss Peasmarsh, and as
they went away they heard the curate say—

‘Jolly little kids, yes, but what about-you will let it be directly after Easter. Ah, do say you will-'

And Jane ran back and said, before Anthea could drag her away, ‘What are you going to do after
Easter?

Miss Peasmarsh smiled and looked very pretty indeed. And the curate said—
'l hopel am going to take atrip to the Fortunate Idands.’
'l wish we could take you on the wishing carpet,” said Jane.

‘Thank you,” said the curate, ‘but I'm afraid | can't wait for that. | must go to the Fortunate 1dands before
they make me abishop. | should have no time afterwards.’

'I've dwaysthought | should marry abishop,” said Jane: ‘ his gprons would come in so useful. Wouldn't
Y OU like to marry abishop, Miss Peasmarsh?

It was then that they dragged her away.

Asit was Robert's hand that Mrs Biddle had walked on, it was decided that he had better not recall the
incident to her mind, and so make her angry again. Anthea and Jane had helped to sell things at therival
gdl, so they were not likely to be popular.

A hasty council of four decided that Mrs Biddle would hate Cyril less than she would hate the others, so
the others mingled with the crowd, and it was he who said to her—



‘Mrs Biddle, WE meant to have that carpet. Would you sdll it to us? We would give you-'
‘Certainly not,” said MrsBiddle. ‘ Go away, little boy.'

There was that in her tone which showed Cyril, dl too plainly, the hopelessness of persuasion. He found
the othersand said—

'It'sno use; she'slike alioness robbed of its puppies. We must watch where it goes-and-Antheg, | don't
care what you say. It's our own carpet. It wouldn't be burglary. It would be a sort of forlorn hope rescue
party-heroic and daring and dashing, and not wrong &t dl.'

The children still wandered among the gay crowd-but there was no pleasure there for them any more.
The chorus of singing birds sounded just like glass tubes being blown through water, and the phonograph
smply made a horrid noise, so that you could hardly hear yoursalf speak. And the people were buying
thingsthey couldn't possibly want, and it all seemed very stupid. And Mrs Biddle had bought the wishing
carpet for ten shillings. And the whole of lifewas sad and grey and dusty, and smdlt of dight gas escapes,
and hot people, and cake and crumbs, and dl the children were very tired indeed.

They found a corner within Sight of the carpet, and there they waited miserably, till it wasfar beyond their
proper bedtime. And when it was ten the people who had bought things went away, but the people who
had been sdlling stayed to count up their money.

'‘And to jaw about it,” said Robert. *I'll never go to another bazaar aslong asever | live. My hand is
swollen ashig asapudding. | expect the nailsin her horrible boots were poisoned.’

Just then some one who seemed to have aright to interfere said—
'Everything is over now; you had better go home.'

So they went. And then they waited on the pavement under the gas lamp, where ragged children had
been stlanding dl the evening to listen to the band, and their feet dipped about in the greasy mud till Mrs
Biddle came out and was driven away in a cab with the many things she hadn't sold, and the few things
she had bought-among others the carpet. The other stall-holders | eft their things at the schooal till Monday
morning, but Mrs Biddle was afraid some one would steal some of them, so she took them in a.cab.

The children, now too desperate to care for mud or appearances, hung on behind the cab till it reached
Mrs Biddl€'s house. When she and the carpet had gone in and the door was shut Anthea said—

'Don't let's burgle-l mean do daring and dashing rescue acts-ill weve given her achance. Let'sring and
ask to see her!'

The others hated to do this, but at last they agreed, on condition that Antheawould not make any silly
fuss about the burglary afterwards, if it really had to cometo that.

So they knocked and rang, and a scared-looking parlourmaid opened the front door. While they were
asking for Mrs Biddle they saw her. She wasin the dining-room, and she had already pushed back the
table and spread out the carpet to see how it looked on the floor.

' knew she didn't want it for her servants bedroom,” Jane muttered.

Antheawalked straight past the uncomfortable parlourmaid, and the others followed her. Mrs Biddle had
her back to them, and was smoothing down the carpet with the same boot that had trampled on the hand
of Robert. So that they were dl in theroom, and Cyril, with great presence of mind, had shut the room
door before she saw them.



'Whoisit, Jane? she asked in a sour voice; and then turning suddenly, she saw who it was. Once more
her face grew violet-a deep, dark violet. 'Y ou wicked daring little things!” she cried, ‘how dare you
come here? At thistime of night, too. Be off, or I'll send for the police.’

'Don't be angry,” said Anthea, soothingly, ‘we only wanted to ask you to let us have the carpet. We have
quite twelve shillings between us, and-'

'How DARE you? cried MrsBiddle, and her voice shook with angriness.

'Y ou do look horrid,” said Jane suddenly.

MrsBiddle actually stamped that booted foot of hers. “Y ou rude, barefaced child!” she said.
Antheaamost shook Jane; but Jane pushed forward in spite of her.

It redly IS our nursery carpet,’ shesaid, ‘you ask ANY ONEif it isnt.'

'Let'swish ourselveshome,” said Cyril in awhisper.

'No go,” Robert whispered back, ‘ sheld be there too, and raving mad as likely as not. Horrid thing, |
hate her!"

'l wish MrsBiddlewasin an angelic good temper,” cried Anthea, suddenly. ‘It'sworth trying,” shesaid
to hersdif.

Mrs Biddle's face grew from purpleto violet, and from violet to mauve, and from mauveto pink. Then
sheamiled quiteajally smile.

'Why, so| am!” shesaid, ‘what afunny ideal Why shouldn't | bein agood temper, my dears.'

Once more the carpet had done its work, and not on Mrs Biddle alone. The children felt suddenly good
and happy.

'You'reajolly good sort,” said Cyril. ‘1 seethat now. I'm sorry we vexed you at the bazaar to-day.'

‘Not another word,” said the changed Mrs Biddle. * Of course you shal have the carpet, my dears, if
you've taken such afancy toit. No, no; | won't have more than the ten shillings | paid.'

"It does seem hard to ask you for it after you bought it at the bazaar,” said Anthes; *but it redly 1S our
nursery carpet. It got to the bazaar by mistake, with some other things:

'Did it redly, now?How vexing!” said MrsBiddle, kindly. ‘Wel, my dears, | can very well givethe extra
ten shillings; so you take your carpet and welll say no more about it. Have apiece of cake before you go!
I'm so sorry | stepped on your hand, my boy. Isit al right now?

'Y es, thank you,” said Robert. ‘1 say, you ARE good.'

‘Not at dl,” said MrsBiddle, heartily. ‘I'm delighted to be able to give any little pleasure to you dear
children.’

And she helped them to roll up the carpet, and the boys carried it away between them.
'You ARE adear,” said Anthea, and she and Mrs Biddle kissed each other heartily.

'WELL!" said Cyril asthey went dong the street.



'Yes, said Robert, ‘and the odd part isthat you fed just asif it was REAL-her being sojally, |
mean-and not only the carpet making her nice.'

'Perhapsit ISred,” said Anthea, ‘only it was covered up with crossness and tiredness and things, and the
carpet took them away.'

'l hopeit'll keep them away,’ said Jane; ‘sheisn't ugly at dl when she laughs'

The carpet has done many wondersin its day; but the case of MrsBiddleis, | think, the most wonderful.
For from that day she was never anything like so disagreeabl e as she was before, and she sent alovely
slver tea-pot and akind letter to Miss Peasmarsh when the pretty lady married the nice curate; just after
Eadter it was, and they went to Italy for their honeymoon.

CHAPTER5 THE TEMPLE
'l wish we could find the Phoenix,” said Jane. ‘ 1t's much better company than the carpet.’

‘Beadtly ungrateful, little kidsare,” said Cyril.

'No, I'm not; only the carpet never says anything, and it's so helpless. It doesn't seem able to take care of
itself. It gets sold, and taken into the sea, and things like that. Y ou wouldn't catch the Phoenix getting
sold.’

It was two days after the bazaar. Every one was alittle cross-some days are like that, usually Mondays,
by theway. And thiswas aMonday.

'l shouldn't wonder if your precious Phoenix had gone off for good,” said Cyril; *and | don't know that |
blameit. Look at the weather!"

'It's not worth looking at,” said Robert. And indeed it wasn't.
"The Phoenix hasn't gone-I'm sure it hasn't, said Anthea. ‘I'll have another look for it.'

Anthealooked under tables and chairs, and in boxes and baskets, in mother's work-bag and father's
portmantesau, but still the Phoenix showed not so much asthetip of one shining festher.

Then suddenly Robert remembered how the whole of the Greek invocation song of seven thousand lines
had been condensed by him into one English hexameter, so he stood on the carpet and chanted—

'Oh, come dong, come aong, you good old beautiful Phoenix,’

and dmogt at once there was arustle of wings down the kitchen stairs, and the Phoenix sailed in on wide
goldwings

"Where on earth HAVE you been? asked Anthea. ‘I've looked everywhere for you.'

‘Not EVERYWHERE, replied the bird, ‘ because you did not look in the place where | was. Confess
that that hallowed spot was overlooked by you.'

'WHAT hdlowed spot? asked Cyril, alittle impeatiently, for time was hastening on, and the wishing
carpet fill idle.

‘The spot,” said the Phoenix, ‘which | hallowed by my golden presence was the L utron.’
‘The WHAT?



"The bath-the place of washing.’
'I'm sure you weren't,’ said Jane. ‘1 looked there three times and moved al the towels:

'l was concedled,” said the Phoenix, ‘ on the summit of ameta column-enchanted, | should judge, for it
felt warm to my golden toes, as though the glorious sun of the desert shone ever uponit.’

'Oh, you mean the cylinder,” said Cyril: ‘it HAS rather acomforting fed, thiswesther. And now where
shdl we go?

And then, of course, the usua discussion broke out as to where they should go and what they should do.
And naturally, every one wanted to do something that the others did not care about.

'l amtheeldest,; Cyril remarked, ‘let's go to the North Pole.’

‘Thisweather! Likely!” Robert rgjoined. ‘Let's go to the Equator.'

'l think the diamond mines of Golcondawould be nice,” said Antheg; ‘ don't you agree, Jane?
'No, | don't,” retorted Jane, ‘| don't agree with you. | don't agree with anybody.’

The Phoenix raised awarning claw.

'If you cannot agree among yoursalves, | fear | shall haveto leaveyou,’ it said.

'Well, where shdl we go? You decide!” said dll.

'If | wereyou,” said the bird, thoughtfully, ‘1 should give the carpet arest. Besdes, you'll lose the use of
your legsif you go everywhere by carpet. Can't you take me out and explain your ugly city to me?

'Wewill if it clearsup,” said Robert, without enthusiasm. * Just look at the rain. And why should we give
the carpet arest?

'Are you greedy and grasping, and heartless and sdlfish? asked the bird, sharply.
'NO!" said Robert, with indignation.

'Well then!” said the Phoenix. ‘ And asto therain-well, | am not fond of rain mysdif. If the sun knew “1”
was here-he's very fond of shining on me because | look so bright and golden. He dways says| repay a
little attention. Haven't you some form of words suitable for use in wet wegther?

‘Therés*Rain, rain, go away,"” said Antheg; ‘but it never DOES go.'
'Perhaps you don't say the invocation properly,’ said the bird.

'Rain, rain, go away,

Come again another day,

Little baby wantsto play,’

sad Anthea.

That's quite wrong; and if you say it in that sort of dull way, | can quite understand the rain not taking any
notice. Y ou should open the window and shout as loud as you can—



'Rain, rain, go away,

Come again another day;

Now we want the sun, and o,
Pretty rain, bekind and go!

"Y ou should aways speak politely to people when you want them to do things, and especidly wheniit's
going away that you want them to do. And to-day you might add—

'Shine, great sun, the lovely Phoe—

Nix is here, and wantsto be

Shone on, splendid sun, by thee!

‘That's poetry!” said Cyril, decidedly.

'It'slikeit,” said the more cautious Robert.

'l wasobliged to put in “lovely”,” said the Phoenix, modestly, ‘to make the linelong enough.’

"There are plenty of nasty wordsjust that length,’” said Jane; but every one e se said ‘Hush!” And then
they opened the window and shouted the seven lines asloud as they could, and the Phoenix said al the
words with them, except ‘lovely', and when they cameto that it looked down and coughed bashfully.

Therain hestated amoment and then went away.

"Theréstrue politeness,” said the Phoenix, and the next moment it was perched on the window-ledge,
opening and shutting its radiant wings and flapping out its golden feathersin such aflood of glorious
sunshine as you sometimes have a sunset in autumn time. People said afterwards that there had not been
such sunshine in December for years and years and years.

'And now,” said the bird, ‘we will go out into the city, and you shdl take me to see one of my temples:”
"Y our temples?

'| gather from the carpet that | have many templesin thisland.'

'l don't see how you CAN find anything out fromiit,’” said Jane: ‘it never speaks.’

'All the same, you can pick up things from acarpet,’ said the bird; ‘I've seen YOU doit. And | have
picked up severd pieces of information in thisway. That papyrus on which you showed me my picture-|
understand that it bears on it the name of the street of your city in which my finest temple stands, with my
image graved in sone and in metal over againg its portal.

'Y ou mean the fire insurance office,’ said Robert. ‘ It's not really atemple, and they don't-'
'Excuseme,” said the Phoenix, coldly, ‘you are wholly misinformed. It IS atemple, and they do.’
'Don't let'swaste the sunshine,” said Anthes; *we might argue aswe go along, to savetime.’

So the Phoenix consented to make itsalf anest in the breast of Robert's Norfolk jacket, and they all went
out into the splendid sunshine. The best way to the temple of the Phoenix seemed to be to take the tram,
and on the top of it the children talked, while the Phoenix now and then put out awary beak, cocked a



cautious eye, and contradicted what the children were saying.

It was addiciousride, and the children felt how lucky they were to have had the money to pay for it.
They went with the tram asfar asit went, and when it did not go any farther they stopped too, and got
off. Thetram stops at the end of the Gray's Inn Road, and it was Cyril who thought that one might well
find ashort cut to the Phoenix Office through the little streets and courts that lie tightly packed between
Fetter Lane and Ludgate Circus. Of course, he was quite mistaken, as Robert told him at the time, and
afterwards Robert did not forbear to remind his brother how he had said so. The Streets there were small
and stuffy and ugly, and crowded with printers' boys and binders' girls coming out from work; and these
stared so hard at the pretty red coats and caps of the sisters that they wished they had gone some other
way. And the printers and binders made very persona remarks, advising Janeto get her hair cut, and
inquiring where Anthea had bought that hat. Jane and Anthea scorned to reply, and Cyril and Robert
found that they were hardly amatch for the rough crowd. They could think of nothing nasty enough to
say. They turned a corner sharply, and then Anthea pulled Jane into an archway, and then inside adoor;
Cyril and Robert quickly followed, and the jeering crowd passed by without seein them.

Antheadrew along breath.
'How awful!” shesaid. ‘I didn't know there were such people, except in books!'
It was ahit thick; but it's partly you girls fault, coming out in those flashy coats.

"We thought we ought to, when we were going out with the Phoenix,” said Jane; and the bird said, * Quite
right, too-and incautioudy put out his head to give her awink of encouragement.

And a the sameingtant adirty hand reached through the grim baustrade of the Staircase beside them and
clutched the Phoenix, and ahoarse voice said—

'l say, Urb, blowed if thisain't our Poll parrot what we lost. Thank you very much, lidy, for bringin’ ‘im
hometo roost.’

Thefour turned swiftly. Two large and ragged boys were crouched amid the dark shadows of the stairs.
They were much larger than Robert and Cyril, and one of them had snatched the Phoenix away and was
holding it high above their heads.

'Givemethat bird,” said Cyril, gernly: ‘it'sours!

'Good arternoon, and thankin® you,” the boy went on, with maddening mockery. * Sorry | can't give yer
tuppence for yer trouble-but I've *ad to spend my fortune advertising for my valyable bird in al the
newspapers. You can cdl for the reward next year.'

'Look out, ke, said hisfriend, alittleanxioudy; ‘it ‘ave abeak onit.’

'It's other parties asll havethe Beak onto’em presently,” said Ike, darkly, ‘if they come atrying to lay
clamson my Pall parrot. You just shut up, Urb. Now then, you four little gells, get out er this!'

‘Littlegirld’ cried Robert. ‘I'll little girl you!
He sprang up three stairs and hit out.

There was a squawk-the most bird-like noise any one had ever heard from the Phoenix-and a fluttering,
and alaugh in the darkness, and ke said—

"There now, you've been and gone and strook my Poll parrot right in the fevvers-strook ‘im something



croal, you ‘ave.'

Robert samped with fury. Cyril fdt himsdf growing pae with rage, and with the effort of screwing up his
brain to makeit clever enough to think of some way of being even with those boys. Antheaand Jane
were as angry asthe boys, but it made them want to cry. Yet it was Antheawho said—

'Do, PLEASE, let us havethe bird.
'Dew, PLEASE, get dong and leave usan’ our bird alone.’
'If you don't,” said Anthea, ‘| shdl fetch the police.

'Y ou better!” said he who was named Urb. * Say, Ike, you twist the bloomin’ pigeon's neck; he ain't
worth tuppence.’

'Oh, no,’ cried Jane, ‘don't hurt it. Oh, don't; it issuch apet.’

' won't hurt it,” said Ike; ‘I'm “ shamed of you, Urb, for to think of such athing. Arf ashiner, miss, and
thebird isyoursfor life!

'Half aWHAT? asked Anthea.

‘Arf ashiner, quid, thick ‘un-haf asov, then.'

'l haven't got it-and, besides, it's OUR hird,” said Anthea.

'Oh, don't talk to him,” said Cyril and then Jane said suddenly—
'Phoenix-dear Phoenix, we can't do anything. Y OU must manageit.’

'With pleasure,” said the Phoenix-and Ike nearly dropped it in his amazement.
| say, it dotak, suthin’ like,” said he.

'Y ouths,” said the Phoenix, ‘ sons of misfortune, hear my words.'

'My eyes!’ sad Ike.

'Look out, Ike, said Urb, ‘you'l throttle the joker-and | see at wunst ‘e was wuth ‘isweight in
flimses'00

'Hearken, O Eikonoclastes, despiser of sacred images-and thou, Urbanus, dweller in the sordid city.
Forbear this adventure lest aworse thing befal.!

'Luv’ ug’ said Ike, ‘ain't it been taught its schoolin’ just!”
'Restore me to my young acolytes and escape unscathed. Retain me-and-'

"They must ha got dl thisup, casethe Polly got pinched,” said Ike. ‘Lor’ lumme, the artfulness of them
young ung’

'l say, dosh ’em in the geseech and get clear off with the swag'swot | say,” urged Herbert.
‘Right O, said Isaec.
'Forbear,’ repeated the Phoenix, sternly. *Who pinched the click off of the old bloke in Aldermanbury?



it added, in achanged tone.
'Who sneaked the nose-rag out of the young gdll's‘and in Bell Court? Who-'

'Stow it,” said Ike. “You! ugh! yah!-leave go of me. Bash him off, Urb; ‘€Il have my bloomin’ eyes outer
my ed.’

There were howls, ascuffle, aflutter; ke and Urb fled up the stairs, and the Phoenix swept out through
the doorway. The children followed and the Phoenix settled on Robert, ‘like abutterfly on arose,” as
Anthea sad afterwards, and wriggled into the breast of hisNorfolk jacket, ‘like an ed into mud,” as Cyril
later said.

'Why ever didn't you burn him?'Y ou could have, couldn't you? asked Robert, when the hurried flight
through the narrow courts had ended in the safe wideness of Farringdon Street.

'l could have, of course,” said the bird, ‘but | didn't think it would be dignified to alow mysdf to get
warm about alittle thing like that. The Fates, after al, have not beenillibera to me. | have agood many
friends among the London sparrows, and | have abeak and claws.’

These happenings had somewhat shaken the adventurous temper of the children, and the Phoenix had to
exert its golden sdlf to hearten them up.

Presently the children came to agreat house in Lombard Street, and there, on each side of the door, was
the image of the Phoenix carved in stone, and set forth on shining brass were the words—

PHOENIX FIRE OFFICE
'One moment,” said the bird. ‘ Fire? For dtars, | suppose?
1" don't know,” said Robert; he was beginning to fed shy, and that always made him rather cross.

'Oh, yes, you do,” Cyril contradicted. * When people's houses are burnt down the Phoenix givesthem
new houses. Father told me; | asked him.'

‘The house, then, like the Phoenix, rises from its ashes? Well have my priests dealt with the sons of men!”
"The sons of men pay, you know,” said Antheg; ‘but it'sonly alittle every year.'

That isto maintain my priests,” said the bird, ‘who, in the hour of affliction, heal sorrows and rebuild
houses. Lead on; inquire for the High Priest. | will not bresk upon them too suddenly inal my glory.
Noble and honour-deserving are they who make as nought the evil deeds of the lame-footed and
unpleasing Hephaestus!'

'l don't know what you're talking about, and | wish you wouldn't muddle us with new names. Fire just
happens. Nobody does it-not as adeed, you know,” Cyril explained. ‘If they did the Phoenix wouldn't
hel p them, because itsacrimeto set fire to things. Arsenic, or something they cdl it, becauseit's as bad
as poisoning people. The Phoenix wouldn't help THEM-father told me it wouldn't.’

'My priestsdo well,” said the Phoenix. ‘Lead on.’
'l don't know what to say,” said Cyril; and the Others said the same.

'Ask for the High Priest,” said the Phoenix. ‘ Say that you have a secret to unfold that concerns my
worship, and hewill lead you to theinnermost sanctuary.'



So the children went in, al four of them, though they didn't likeit, and stood in alarge and beautiful hal
adorned with Doulton tiles, like alarge and beautiful bath with no water init, and sately pillars supporting
the roof. An unpleasing representation of the Phoenix in brown pottery disfigured onewall. There were
counters and desks of mahogany and brass, and clerks bent over the desks and walked behind the
counters. Therewas agreat clock over an inner doorway.

'Inquirefor the High Priest, whispered the Phoenix.

An attentive clerk in decent black, who controlled his mouth but not his eyebrows, now came towards
them. He leaned forward on the counter, and the children thought he was going to say, ‘What can | have
the pleasure of showing you? likein adraper's, instead of which the young man said—

'‘And what do Y OU want?

'We want to seethe High Priest.’

'Get dong with you,” said the young man.

An elder man, also decent in black coat, advanced.

'Perhapsit'sMr Blank’ (not for worldswould | give the name). ‘He'saMasonic High Priest, you know.'

A porter was sent away to look for Mr Agterisk (I cannot give his name), and the children were | eft there
to look on and be looked on by al the gentlemen at the mahogany desks. Anthea and Jane thought that
they looked kind. The boys thought they stared, and that it waslike their cheek.

The porter returned with the newsthat Mr Dot Dash Dot (I dare not reved his name) was out, but that
Mr—

Herearedly ddightful gentleman appeared. He had a beard and akind and merry eye, and each one of
the four knew at once that this was aman who had kiddies of his own and could understand what you
were talking about. Y et it was adifficult thing to explain.

'What isit? he asked. ‘Mr'-he named the name which | will never reved-isout. Can | do anything?
'Inner sanctuary,” murmured the Phoenix.
'l beg your pardon,” said the nice gentleman, who thought it was Robert who had spoken.

'We have something to tell you,” said Cyril, ‘ but'-he glanced at the porter, who was lingering much nearer
than he need have done-'thisisavery public place.’

The nice gentleman laughed.

'‘Come upstairsthen,” he said, and led the way up awide and beautiful staircase. Anthea saysthe sairs
were of white marble, but | am not sure. On the corner-post of the stairs, at the top, was a beautiful
image of the Phoenix in dark metd, and on thewall a each Sde was aflat sort of image of it.

The nice gentleman led them into aroom where the chairs, and even the tables, were covered with
reddish lesther. He looked at the children inquiringly.

'Don't befrightened,” he said; ‘tell me exactly what you want.'
'May | shut the door? asked Cyril.



The gentleman looked surprised, but he shut the door.

‘Now," said Cyril, firmly, ‘1 know you'll be awfully surprised, and you'l think it's not true and we are
lunatics; but we aren't, and it is. Robert's got something inside his Norfolk-that's Robert, he's my young
brother. Now don't be upset and have afit or anything sir. Of course, I know when you called your shop
the “Phoenix” you never thought there was one; but there is-and Robert's got it buttoned up againgt his
chest!'

'If it'san old curio in the form of aPhoenix, | dare say the Board-" said the nice gentleman, as Robert
began to fumble with his buttons.

It'sold enough,” said Anthes, ‘going by what it says, but-'

'My goodness gracious!” said the gentleman, as the Phoenix, with one last wriggle that melted into a
flutter, got out of its nest in the breast of Robert and stood up on the leather-covered table.

'What an extraordinarily fine bird!” hewent on. ‘1 don't think | ever saw onejust likeit.'
'l should think not,” said the Phoenix, with pardonable pride. And the gentleman jumped.
'Oh, it's been taught to speak! Some sort of parrot, perhaps?

'l am,” said the bird, smply, ‘the Head of your House, and | have come to my templeto receive your
homage. | am no parrot’-its beak curved scornfully-'l am the one and only Phoenix, and | demand the
homage of my High Priest.

'In the absence of our manager,” the gentleman began, exactly as though he were addressing avaued
customer-'in the absence of our manager, | might perhaps be able-What am | saying? Heturned pae,
and passed hishand across hisbrow. ‘My dears,’ he said, ‘the weather is unusualy warm for the time of
year, and | don't fed quite mysdf. Do you know, for amoment | really thought that that remarkable bird
of yours had spoken and said it was the Phoenix, and, what's more, that I'd believed it.'

'Soit did, sir,” said Cyril, ‘and so did you.'

It redly-Allow me'

A bell was rung. The porter appeared.

'Mackenzie,’ said the gentleman, ‘you see that golden bird?
'Yes, gr.

The other breathed asigh of relief.

't 1Sred, then?

'Yes, dr, of course, Sir. You takeit in your hand, Sr,” said the porter, sympatheticaly, and reached out
his hand to the Phoenix, who shrank back on toes curved with agitated indignation.

'Forbear!” it cried; ‘how dare you seek to lay hands on me?
The porter saluted.

'‘Beg pardon, sir,” hesaid, ‘I thought you wasabird.'



'l AM abird-THE bird-the Phoenix.’
'Of courseyou are, Sir,” said the porter. ‘| seethat thefirst minute, directly | got my breath, s’
‘That will do,” said the gentleman. * Ask Mr Wilson and Mr Sterry to step up here for amoment, please.’

Mr Sterry and Mr Wilson werein their turn overcome by amazement-quickly followed by conviction. To
the surprise of the children every onein the office took the Phoenix at itsword, and after the first shock
of surpriseit seemed to be perfectly naturd to every one that the Phoenix should be dive, and that,
passing through London, it should call at itstemple.

"We ought to have some sort of ceremony,’” said the nicest gentleman, anxioudy. ‘ Thereisn't timeto
summon the directors and sharehol ders-we might do that tomorrow, perhaps. Y es, the board-room
would be best. | shouldn't likeit to feel we hadn't done everything in our power to show our gppreciation
of itscondescengion inlooking in on usin thisfriendly way.'

The children could hardly believetheir ears, for they had never thought that any one but themselves
would believe in the Phoenix. And yet every onedid; al the men in the office were brought in by twos
and threes, and the moment the Phoenix opened its beak it convinced the cleverest of them, aswell as
those who were not so clever. Cyril wondered how the story would look in the papers next day. He
seemed to see the postersin the Streets:

PHOENIX FIRE OFFICE-THE PHOENIX AT ITSTEMPLE-MEETING TO WELCOME
IT-DELIGHT OF THE MANAGER AND EVERYBODY.

'Excuse our leaving you amoment,” said the nice gentleman, and he went away with the others; and
through the haf-closed door the children could hear the sound of many boots on stairs, the hum of
excited voices explaining, suggesting, arguing, the thumpy drag of heavy furniture being moved about.

The Phoenix strutted up and down the |eather-covered table, looking over its shoulder at its pretty back.
'Y ou see what a convincing manner | have,” it said proudly.
And now anew gentleman camein and said, bowing low—

‘Everything is prepared-we have done our best at so short a notice; the mesting-the ceremony-will bein
the board-room. Will the Honourable Phoenix walk-it isonly afew steps-or would it like to be-would it
like some sort of conveyance?

'My Robert will bear me to the board-room, if that be the unlovely name of my temple'sinmost court,’
replied the bird.

So they dl followed the gentleman. There was abig table in the board-room, but it had been pushed right
up under the long windows at one side, and chairs were arranged in rows across the room-like those you
have at schools when thereisamagic lantern on * Our Eastern Empire, or on ‘ The Way We Do inthe
Navy'. The doors were of carved wood, very beautiful, with acarved Phoenix above. Antheanoticed
that the chairsin the front rows were of the kind that her mother so loved to ask the price of inold
furniture shops, and never could buy, because the price was dways nearly twenty pounds each. On the
mantel piece were some heavy bronze candlesticks and a clock, and on the top of the clock was another
image of the Phoenix.

'Removethat effigy,’” said the Phoenix to the gentlemen who were there, and it was hadtily taken down.
Then the Phoenix fluttered to the middle of the mantel piece and stood there, looking more golden than
ever. Then every onein the house and the office came in-from the cashier to the women who cooked the



clerks dinnersin the beautiful kitchen at the top of the house. And every one bowed to the Phoenix and
then sat downin achair.

'Gentlemen,” said the nicest gentleman, ‘we have met here today-'
The Phoenix was turning its golden beak from sdeto sde.

'l don't notice any incense,’” it said, with an injured sniff. A hurried consultation ended in plates being
fetched from the kitchen. Brown sugar, sealing-wax, and tobacco were placed on these, and something
from a square bottle was poured over it al. Then amatch was gpplied. It was the only incense that was
handy in the Phoenix office, and it certainly burned very briskly and smoked agreet dedl.

'We have met heretoday,” said the gentleman again, * on an occasion unpardleed in the annds of this
office. Our respected Phoenix-'

'Head of the House," said the Phoenix, in ahollow voice.

'l was coming to that. Our respected Phoenix, the Head of this ancient House, has at length done usthe
honour to come among us. | think | may say, gentlemen, that we are not insensible to this honour, and
that we wel come with no uncertain voice one whom we have so long desired to seein our midst.'

Severd of the younger clerksthought of saying ‘Hear, hear,’ but they feared it might seem disrespectful
to the bird.

'l will not take up your time,” the speaker went on, * by recapitulating the advantages to be derived from a
proper use of our system of fire insurance. | know, and you know, gentlemen, that our aim has ever been
to beworthy of that eminent bird whose name we bear, and who now adorns our mantelpiece with his
presence. Three cheers, gentlemen, for the winged Head of the House!

The cheersrose, deafening. When they had died away the Phoenix was asked to say afew words.
It expressed in graceful phrasesthe pleasureit fdt in finding itsdf et last inits own temple.

'And, it went on, ‘Y ou must ot think me wanting in appreciation of your very hearty and cordia
reception when | ask that an ode may be recited or achoric song sung. It iswhat | have always been
accustomed to.'

The four children, dumb witnesses of thiswonderful scene, glanced alittle nervoudy across the foam of
white faces above the sea of black coats. It seemed to them that the Phoenix was really asking alittle too
much.

‘Time presses,” said the Phoenix, ‘and the original ode of invocation islong, aswell asbeing Greek; and,
besides, it's no useinvoking me when here | am; but isthere not asong in your own tongue for agreat
day such asthis?

Absently the manager began to sing, and one by one the rest joined—
'Absol ute security!

No lighility!

All kinds of property

insured againg fire,



Terms most favourable,

Expenses reasonable,

Moderate rates for annual

Insurance.’

"That oneisNOT my favourite,” interrupted the Phoenix, ‘and | think you've forgotten part of it.'
The manager hadtily began another—

'O Golden Phoenix, fairest bird,

Thewhole grest world has often heard

Of dl the splendid things we do,

Gresat Phoenix, just to honour you.'

‘That's better,” said the bird.

And every one sang—

'Class one, for private dwelling-house,

For household goods and shops alows;

Provided these are built of brick

Or stone, and tiled and dated thick.

"Try another verse,” said the Phoenix, ‘further on.’
And again arose the voices of al the clerks and employees and managers and secretaries and cooks—
'In Scotland our insuranceyields

The price of burnt-up stacksin fields.'

'Skip that verse,” said the Phoenix.

‘Thatched dwellings and their whole contents

We ded with-aso with thelr rents;

Oh, glorious Phoenix, look and see

That these are dedlt with in classthree.

‘The glories of your temple throng

Too thick to goin any song;

And we attend, O good and wise,

To “daysof grace’ and merchandise.



"When peopl€'s homes are burned away
They never have a cent to pay

If they have done as dl should do,

O Phoenix, and have honoured you.

'So let usraise our voice and Sing

The praises of the Phoenix King.

In classes one and two and three,

Oh, trust to him, for kind is he!'

'I'm sure Y OU'RE very kind,” said the Phoenix; ‘and now we must be going. An thank you very much
for avery pleasant time. May you al prosper asyou deserveto do, for | am sure anicer,
pleasanter-spoken lot of temple attendants | have never met, and never wish to meet. | wish you al
good-day!"

It fluttered to the wrist of Robert and drew the four children from the room. The whole of the office staff
followed down the wide stairs and filed into their accustomed places, and the two most important officias
stood on the steps bowing till Robert had buttoned the golden bird in his Norfolk bosom, and it and he
and the three other children werelost in the crowd.

The two most important gentlemen looked at each other earnestly and strangely for amoment, and then
retreated to those sacred inner rooms, where they toil without ceasing for the good of the House.

And the moment they were all in their places-managers, secretaries, clerks, and porters-they al started,
and each looked cautioudy round to seeif any one waslooking a him. For each thought that he had
fallen adeep for afew minutes, and had dreamed a very odd dream about the Phoenix and the
board-room. And, of course, no one mentioned it to any one else, because going to deep at your office
isathing you smply MUST NOT do.

The extraordinary confusion of the board-room, with the remains of the incensein the plates, would have
shown them at once that the visit of the Phoenix had been no dream, but aradiant redity, but no one
went into the board-room again that day; and next day, before the office was opened, it was al cleaned
and put nice and tidy by alady whose business asking questions was not part of. That iswhy Cyril read
the papersin vain on the next day and the day after that; because no sensible person thinks his dreams
worth putting in the paper, and no one will ever own that he has been adeep in the daytime.

The Phoenix was very pleased, but it decided to write an ode for itself. It thought the onesit had heard at
its temple had been too hastily composed. Its own ode began—

'For beauty and for modest worth
The Phoenix has not itsequal on earth.’

And when the children went to bed that night it was il trying to cut down the last line to the proper
length without taking out any of what it wanted to say.

That iswhat makes poetry so difficult.
CHAPTER 6 DOING GOOD



'We shan't be able to go anywhere on the carpet for awhole week, though,” said Robert.
'And I'm glad of it said Jane, unexpectedly.
'Glad? said Cyril; ‘GLAD?

It was breskfast-time, and mother's | etter, telling them how they were dl going for Chrismasto their
aunt'sat Lyndhurst, and how father and mother would meet them there, having been read by every one,
lay on thetable, drinking hot bacon-fat with one corner and eating marmal ade with the other.

'Yes, glad,” said Jane. ‘| don't want any more things to happen just now. | fed like you do when you've
been to three partiesin aweek-like we did at granny's once-and extras in between, toys and chocs and
thingslikethat. | want everything to bejust red, and no fancy things happening at al.” ‘1 don't like being
obliged to keep things from mother,” said Anthea. ‘I don't know why, but it makes me fed sdfish and
mean.’

'If we could only get the mater to believeit, we might take her to thejolliest places,” said Cyril,
thoughtfully. ‘Asitis, weve just got to be sdfish and mean-if it isthat-but | don't fed itis!

I KNOW itisn't, but | FEEL itis’ said Anthes, ‘and that's just as bad.'
It'sworse,” sad Robert; ‘if you knew it and didn't fed it, it wouldn't matter so much.’

"That's being ahardened crimind, father says,” put in Cyril, and he picked up mother's letter and wiped
its corners with his handkerchief, to whose colour atrifle of bacon-fat and marmalade made but little
difference.

"We're going to-morrow, anyhow,” said Robert. ‘Don't, he added, with a good-boy expression on his
face-'don't let's be ungrateful for our blessings; don't let's waste the day in saying how horrid it isto keep
secrets from mother, when we dl know Antheatried al she knew to give her the secret, and she wouldn't
takeit. Let'sget on the carpet and have ajolly good wish. Y ou'll have time enough to repent of thingsall
next week.'

'Yes,' sad Cyril, ‘let's. It'snot redly wrong.'

'Well, look here said Anthea. 'Y ou know there's something about Christmas that makes you want to be
good-however little you wish it at other times. Couldn't we wish the carpet to take us somewhere where
we should have the chance to do some good and kind action? It would be an adventure just the same;’
she pleaded.

'l don't mind,” said Cyril. *We shan't know where were going, and that'll be exciting. No one knows
what'll happen. We'd best put on our outersin case-'

'We might rescue atraveller buried in the snow, like St Bernard dogs, with barrels round our necks,” said
Jane, beginning to be interested.

'Or we might arrive just in time to witness awill being signed-moretea, please,’ said Robert, ‘and we
should see the old man hide it away in the secret cupboard; and then, after long years, when the rightful
heir wasin despair, we should lead him to the hidden panel and-'

'Yes, interrupted Anthea; ‘ or we might be taken to some freezing garret in a German town, where a
poor little pale, sick child-

'We haven't any German money,” interrupted Cyril, ‘'so THAT'S no go. What | should like would be



getting into the middle of awar and getting hold of secret intelligence and taking it to the generd, and he
would make me alieutenant or a scout, or a hussar.'

When breakfast was cleared away, Anthea swept the carpet, and the children sat down on it, together
with the Phoenix, who had been especialy invited, as a Chrissmas treat, to come with them and witness
the good and kind action they were about to do.

Four children and one bird were ready, and the wish was wished.

Every one closed itseyes, so asto fed the topsy-turvy swirl of the carpet's movement aslittle as
possible.

When the eyes were opened again the children found themselves on the carpet, and the carpet wasin its
proper place on the floor of their own nursery at Camden Town.

'l say,” said Cyril, ‘herésago!’
'Do you think it'sworn out? Thewishing part of it, | mean? Robert anxioudy asked the Phoenix.
'It'snot that, said the Phoenix; ‘ but-well-what did you wish-?

'Oh! | seewhat it means,” said Robert, with deep disgus; ‘it'slike the end of afairy story in a Sunday
magazine. How perfectly beastly!”

'Y ou mean it means we can do kind and good actionswherewe are? | see. | suppose it wants usto
carry coasfor the cook or make clothes for the bare heathens. Well, | smply won't. And the last day
and everything. Look herel” Cyril spoke loudly and firmly. ‘We want to go somewhereredly interesting,
where we have a chance of doing something good and kind; we don't want to do it here, but somewhere
else. See? Now, then.'

The obedient carpet started ingtantly, and the four children and one bird fell in a heap together, and as
they fell were plunged in perfect darkness.

'‘Areyou dl there? said Anthea, breathlesdy, through the black dark. Every one owned that it wasthere.
'Where are we? Oh! how shivery and wet it is! Ugh!-oh!-I've put my hand in apuddie!’
'Has any one got any matches? said Anthea, hopelessy. Shefelt sure that no one would have any.

It was then that Robert, with aradiant smile of triumph that was quite wasted in the darkness, where, of
course, no one could see anything, drew out of his pocket abox of matches, struck amatch and lighted a
candle-two candles. And every one, with its mouth open, blinked at the sudden light.

'Well done Bobs,’ said hissisters, and even Cyril's naturd brotherly fedlings could not check his
admiration of Robert's foresight.

'I've dways carried them about ever since the lone tower day,” said Robert, with modest pride. ‘1 knew
we should want them some day. | kept the secret well, didn't 17

'Oh, yes,” said Cyril, with fine scorn. ‘1 found them the Sunday after, when | wasfeding in your Norfolks
for the knife you borrowed off me. But | thought you'd only sneaked them for Chinese lanterns, or
reading in bed by.'

'‘Bobs,” said Antheg, suddenly, ‘do you know where we are? Thisis the underground passage, and look
there-theré's the money and the money-bags, and everything.'



By thistime the ten eyes had got used to the light of the candles, and no one could help seeing that
Anthea spoke the truth.

It seems an odd place to do good and kind actsin, though,” said Jane. ‘ There's no one to do them to.'

'Don't you betoo sure,” said Cyril; ‘just round the next turning we might find a prisoner who has
languished here for years and years, and we could take him out on our carpet and restore him to his
sorrowing friends!’

'Of course we could,” said Robert, standing up and holding the candle above his head to see further off;
‘or we might find the bones of a poor prisoner and take them to hisfriendsto be buried properly-that's
aways akind action in books, though | never could see what bones matter.’

'l wish you wouldnt,” said Jane.

'l know exactly where we shdl find the bones, too,” Robert went on. *Y ou see that dark arch just dong
the passage? Wdll, just insde there-'

'If you don't sop going on likethat,” said Jane, firmly, ‘I shal scream, and then I'll faint-so now then!”
'And “1” will, too,” said Anthea.
Robert was not pleased at being checked in hisflight of fancy.

"You girlswill never be great writers,” he said bitterly. ‘ They just love to think of thingsin dungeons, and
chains, and knobbly bare human bones, and-'

Jane had opened her mouth to scream, but before she could decide how you began when you wanted to
faint, the golden voice of the Phoenix spoke through the gloom.

'Peacel’ it said; ‘there are no bones here except the small but useful setsthat you have insde you. And
you did not invite me to come out with you to hear you talk about bones, but to see you do some good
and kind action.’

'We can't doit here,” said Robert, sulkily.

'No,’ rgoined the bird. ‘ The only thing we can do here, it seems, isto try to frighten our little Ssters!’
'Hedidn't, redly, and I'm not s0 VERY little; said Jane, rather ungratefully.

Robert was slent. It was Cyril who suggested that perhaps they had better take the money and go.

"That wouldn't be akind act, except to oursalves; and it wouldn't be good, whatever way you look at it,’
said Anthes, ‘to take money that's not ours.’

'We might take it and spend it al on benefitsto the poor and aged,” said Cyril.
‘That wouldn't makeit right to stedl,’” said Anthea, stoutly.

'l don't know,” said Cyril. They were dl standing up now. ‘ Stedling istaking things that belong to some
onedse, and therésno oneese’

‘It can't be seding if-'

That'sright,” said Robert, with ironica gpprovd; ‘stand here dl day arguing while the candles burn out.



Youll likeit awfully whenit'sdl dark again-and bony.'

‘Let'sget out, then,” said Anthea. ‘We can argue aswe go.” So they rolled up the carpet and went. But
when they had crept dong to the place where the passage led into the topless tower they found the way
blocked by agreat stone, which they could not move.

‘There!” said Robert. ‘1 hope you're satisfied!’
'Everything hastwo ends,” said the Phoenix, softly; ‘even aquarrel or asecret passage.’

So they turned round and went back, and Robert was made to go first with one of the candles, because
he was the one who had begun to talk about bones. And Cyril carried the carpet.

'l wish you hadn't put bonesinto our heads,” said Jane, asthey went along.
'l didn't; you dways had them. More bones than brains,” said Robert.

The passage was long, and there were arches and steps and turnings and dark acovesthat the girlsdid
not much like passing. The passage ended in aflight of steps. Robert went up them.

Suddenly he staggered heavily back on to the following feet of Jane, and everybody screamed, ‘ Oh!
what isit?

'I've only bashed my head in,’” said Robert, when he had groaned for sometime; ‘that's dl. Don't mention
it; | likeit. The gairsjust go right dap into the ceiling, and it'sastone ceiling. Y ou can't do good and kind
actions undernesth a paving-stone!'

'Stairsaren't made to lead just to paving-stones as agenerd rule,” said the Phoenix. * Put your shoulder to
thewhed.'

‘Thereian't any whed,” said the injured Robert, till rubbing his head.

But Cyril had pushed past him to the top stair, and was dready shoving his hardest against the stone
above. Of coursg, it did not givein the lesst.

'If it'satrap-door-" said Cyril. And he stopped shoving and began to fedl about with his hands.
'Yes, thereisabolt. | can't moveit.'

By a happy chance Cyril had in his pocket the oil-can of hisfather'sbicycle; he put the carpet down at
thefoot of the stairs, and he lay on his back, with his head on the top step and hisfeet straggling down
among hisyoung relations, and he oiled the bolt till the drops of rust and oil fell down on hisface. One
even went into his mouth-open, as he panted with the exertion of keeping up this unnaturd position. Then
he tried again, but till the bolt would not move. So now hetied his handkerchief-the one with the
bacon-fat and marmalade on it-to the bolt, and Robert's handkerchief to that, in areef knot, which
cannot come undone however much you pull, and, indeed, getstighter and tighter the more you pull it.
Thismust not be confused with agranny knot, which comes undoneif you look at it. And then he and
Robert pulled, and the girls put their arms round their brothers and pulled too, and suddenly the bolt gave
way with arusty scrunch, and they dl rolled together to the bottom of the stairs-al but the Phoenix,
which had taken to itswings when the pulling began.

Nobody was hurt much, because the rolled-up carpet broke their fal; and now, indeed, the shoulders of
the boys were used to some purpose, for the sone alowed them to heaveit up. They fdt it give; dust fell
fredy on them.



'Now, then,” cried Robert, forgetting his head and histemper, ‘ push al together. One, two, three!"

The stone was heaved up. It swung up on a cresking, unwilling hinge, and showed a growing oblong of
dazzling daylight; and it fell back with abang againgt something that kept it upright. Every one climbed
out, but there was not room for every one to stand comfortably in the little paved house where they found
themselves, so when the Phoenix had fluttered up from the darkness they |et the stone down, and it
closed like atrap-door, asindeed it was.

Y ou can have no idea how dusty and dirty the children were. Fortunately there was no one to seethem
but each other. The place they werein wasalittle shrine, built on the sde of aroad that went winding up
through yedlow-green fields to the topless tower. Below them were fidlds and orchards, al bare boughs
and brown furrows, and little houses and gardens. The shrine was akind of tiny chapel with no front
wall-just aplace for peopleto stop and rest in and wish to be good. So the Phoenix told them. There
was an image that had once been brightly coloured, but the rain and snow had besten in through the open
front of the shrine, and the poor image was dull and weather-stained. Under it was written: * St Jean de
Luz. Priez pour nous.” It was asad little place, very neglected and lonely, and yet it was nice, Anthea
thought, that poor travellers should cometto thislittle rest-house in the hurry and worry of their
journeyings and be quiet for afew minutes, and think about being good. The thought of St Jean de
Luz-who had, no doubt, in histime, been very good and kind-made Anthea want more than ever to do
something kind and good.

‘Tell us” she said to the Phoenix, ‘what is the good and kind action the carpet brought us here to do?
' think it would be kind to find the owners of the treasure and tell them about it,” said Cyril.

'‘And giveitthem ALL? said Jane.

'Yes. But whoseisit?

'l should go to the first house and ask the name of the owner of the castle,’ said the golden bird, and
redlly the idea seemed a good one.

They dusted each other aswell asthey could and went down the road. A little way on they found atiny
spring, bubbling out of the hillsde and faling into arough stone basin surrounded by draggled
hart's-tongue ferns, now hardly green at al. Here the children washed their hands and faces and dried
them on their pocket-handkerchiefs, which aways, on these occasions, seem unnaturaly smal. Cyril's
and Robert's handkerchiefs, indeed, rather undid the effects of the wash. But in spite of thisthe party
certainly looked cleaner than before.

Thefirst house they cameto was alittle white house with green shutters and adate roof. It stcood in a
prim little garden, and down each side of the neat path were large stone vases for flowersto grow in; but
al the flowers were dead now.

Along one side of the house was asort of wide veranda, built of poles and trelliswork, and avine
crawled dl over it. It was wider than our English verandas, and Antheathought it must look lovely when
the green leaves and the grapes were there; but now there were only dry, reddish-brown stalks and
gems, with afew withered leaves caught in them.

The children walked up to the front door. It was green and narrow. A chain with ahandle hung besideit,
and joined itsdlf quite openly to arusty bell that hung under the porch. Cyril had pulled the bell and its
noisy clang was dying away before the terrible thought cameto all. Cyril spokeit.

'My hat!” he bresthed. *We don't know any French!'



At thismoment the door opened. A very tdl, lean lady, with pae ringlets like whitey-brown paper or oak
shavings, stood before them. She had an ugly grey dressand ablack silk gpron. Her eyeswere smdl and
grey and not pretty, and the rims were red, as though she had been crying.

She addressed the party in something that sounded like aforeign language, and ended with something
which they were sure was a question. Of course, no one could answer it.

'What does she say? Robert asked, looking down into the hollow of hisjacket, where the Phoenix was
nestling. But before the Phoenix could answer, the whitey-brown lady's face was lighted up by amost
charming amile.

'Y ou-you ar-r-re fr-r-rom the England!” shecried. ‘| love so much the England. Mais entrez-entrez donc
tous! Enter, then-enter al. One essuyes hisfeet on the carpet.” She pointed to the mat.

'We only wanted to ask-'
'l shdl say you dl that what you wish,” said the ladly. * Enter only!’

So they all went in, wiping their feet on avery clean mat, and putting the carpet in asafe corner of the
veranda.

"The most beautiful days of my life; said the lady, as she shut the door, * did pass themselvesin England.
And sincelong time | have not heard an English voice to reped methe past.’

Thiswarm welcome embarrassed every one, but most the boys, for the floor of the hall was of such very
clean red and whitetiles, and the floor of the Sitting-room so very shiny-like ablack looking-glass-that
each felt asthough he had on far more boots than usud, and far noiser.

Therewasawood fire, very small and very bright, on the hearth-nest little logs laid on brassfire-dogs.
Some portraits of powdered ladies and gentlemen hung in ova frames on the paewalls. There were
slver candlesticks on the mantel piece, and there were chairs and atable, very dim and polite, with
dender legs. Theroom was extremely bare, but with abright foreign barenessthat was very cheerful, in
an odd way of itsown. At the end of the polished table avery un-English little boy sat on afootstool ina
high-backed, uncomfortable-looking chair. He wore black velvet, and the kind of collar-all frillsand
lacey-that Robert would rather have died than wear; but then the little French boy was much younger
than Robert.

'Oh, how pretty!” said every one. But no one meant the little French boy, with the velvety short
knickerbockers and the velvety short hair.

What every one admired was alittle, little Chrissmas-tree, very green, and standing in avery red little
flower-pot, and hung round with very bright little things made of tinsel and coloured paper. There were
tiny candles on the tree, but they were not lighted yet.

‘But yes-isit not that it isgented? said the lady. ‘ Sit down you then, and let us see’

The children sat down in arow on the iff chairs againg the wall, and the lady lighted along, dim red
taper at the wood flame, and then she drew the curtains and lit the little candles, and when they were dl
lighted the little French boy suddenly shouted, ‘ Bravo, matante! Oh, que c'est gentil,” and the English
children shouted ‘ Hooray!'

Then there was astruggle in the breast of Robert, and out fluttered the Phoenix-spread his gold wings,
flew to the top of the Christmas-tree, and perched there.



'Ah! catchit, then,” cried thelady; ‘it will itsalf burn-your gented parrakeet!"
‘It won't, said Robert, ‘thank you.'

And thelittle French boy clapped his clean and tidy hands; but the lady was so anxious that the Phoenix
fluttered down and walked up and down on the shiny wal nut-wood table.

'Isitthat it talks? asked thelady.

And the Phoenix replied in excellent French. It said, * Parfaitement, madame!’

'Oh, the pretty parrakeet,’ said thelady. ‘Can it say il of other things?

And the Phoenix replied, thistimein English, ‘Why are you sad S0 near Chrigmas-time?

The children looked at it with one gasp of horror and surprise, for the youngest of them knew that it isfar
from manners to notice that strangers have been crying, and much worse to ask them the reason of their
tears. And, of course, thelady began to cry again, very much indeed, after calling the Phoenix abird
without a heart; and she could not find her handkerchief, so Anthea offered hers, which was till very
damp and no use at al. She aso hugged the lady, and this seemed to be of more use than the
handkerchief, so that presently the lady stopped crying, and found her own handkerchief and dried her
eyes, and called Anthea a cherished angdl.

'l am sorry we came just when you were so sad,” said Anthes, ‘but we redlly only wanted to ask you
whosethat cagtleisonthehill.

'Oh, my littleangdl,’ said the poor lady, sniffing, ‘to-day and for hundreds of yearsthe castleisto us, to
our family. To-morrow it must that | sell it to some strangers-and my little Henri, who ignores dl, he will
not have never the lands paterna. But what will you? His father, my brother-Mr the Marquis-has spent
much of money, and it the must, despite the sentiments of familia respect, that | admit that my sainted
father he al'so-'

'How would you fed if you found alot of money-hundreds and thousands of gold pieces? asked Cyril.
Thelady smiled sadly.

'Ah! one has dready recounted to you the legend? shesaid. ‘It istrue that one saysthat itislong time;
oh! but long time, one of our ancestors has hid atreasure-of gold, and of gold, and of gold-enough to
enrich my little Henri for thelife. But al that, my children, it isbut the accounts of fays-

'She meansfairy stories,” whigpered the Phoenix to Robert. * Tell her what you have found.'

So Robert told, while Anthea and Jane hugged the lady for fear she should faint for joy, like peoplein
books, and they hugged her with the earnest, joyous hugs of unsdfish delight.

'It'sno use explaining how we got in,” said Robert, when he had told of the finding of the treasure,
‘because you would find it alittle difficult to understand, and much more difficult to believe. But we can
show you where the gold isand help you to fetch it away.

The lady |ooked doubtfully at Robert as she absently returned the hugs of the girls.
'No, he'snot making it up,” said Antheg; ‘it'strue, TRUE, TRUE!-and weare so glad.’

"Y ou would not be capable to torment an old woman? she said; ‘and itisnot possiblethat it bea
dream.’



It redly IStrue,’ said Cyril; ‘and | congratulate you very much.'
Histone of studied politeness seemed to convince more than the raptures of the others.

'If | do not dream,” she said, ‘ Henri come to Manon-and you-you shall come al with meto Mr the
Curate. Isit not?

Manon was awrinkled old woman with ared and yellow handkerchief twisted round her head. She took
Henri, who was dready deepy with the excitement of his Chrissmas-tree and hisvisgitors, and when the
lady had put on a tiff black cape and awonderful black silk bonnet and apair of black wooden clogs
over her black cashmere house-boots, the whole party went down the road to alittle white house-very
like the one they had left-where an old priest, with agood face, welcomed them with a politeness so
great that it hid his astonishment.

Thelady, with her French waving hands and her shrugging French shoulders and her trembling French
gpeech, told the story. And now the priest, who knew no English, shrugged HI'S shoulders and waved
HIS hands and spoke aso in French.

'Hethinks,” whispered the Phoenix, ‘that her troubles have turned her brain. What a pity you know no
French!’

'l do know alot of French,” whispered Robert, indignantly; ‘but it'sal about the pencil of the gardener's
son and the penknife of the baker's niece-nothing that anyone ever wantsto say.'

'If“1” speak,’ the bird whispered, ‘ hell think HE'S mad, too.'
‘Tell mewhat to say.'

'Say “C'est vrai, monsieur. Venez donc voir,"" said the Phoenix; and then Robert earned the undying
respect of everybody by suddenly saying, very loudly and distinctly—

'Say vray, mossoo; venny dong vwaw.'

The priest was disappointed when he found that Robert's French began and ended with these useful
words; but, a any rate, he saw that if the lady was mad she was not the only one, and he put on abig
beavery hat, and got a candle and matches and a spade, and they al went up the hill to the wayside
dhrineof St John of Luz.

‘Now,” said Robert, ‘I will go first and show you whereitis.

So they prised the stone up with acorner of the spade, and Robert did go first, and they &l followed and
found the golden treasure exactly asthey had left it. And every one was flushed with the joy of
performing such awonderfully kind action.

Then the lady and the priest clasped hands and wept for joy, as French people do, and knelt down and
touched the money, and talked very fast and both together, and the lady embraced al the children three
times each, and called them ‘little garden angels,” and then she and the priest shook each other by both

hands again, and talked, and talked, and talked, faster and more Frenchy than you would have believed
possible. And the children were struck dumb with joy and pleasure.

'Get away NOW,’ said the Phoenix softly, breaking in on the radiant dream.

So the children crept away, and out through the little shrine, and the lady and the priest were so tearfully,
talkeatively happy that they never noticed that the guardian angels had gone.



The ‘garden angels ran down the hill to the lady's little house, where they had |eft the carpet on the
veranda, and they spread it out and said ‘Home,” and no one saw them disappear, except little Henri,
who had flattened his nose into awhite button against the window-glass, and when hetried to tell hisaunt
she thought he had been dreaming. So that wasdl right.

"It ismuch the best thing weve done,” said Anthea, when they talked it over at tea-time. ‘In the future
weéll only do kind actions with the carpet.’

'Ahem!’ said the Phoenix.
'l beg your pardon? said Anthea.
'Oh, nothing,” said the bird. ‘1 was only thinking!"

CHAPTER 7 MEWS FROM PERS A

When you hear that the four children found themselves at Waterloo Station quite un-taken-care-of, and
with no one to meet them, it may make you think that their parents were neither kind nor careful. But if
you think thisyou will be wrong. Thefact is, mother arranged with Aunt Emmathat she was to meet the
children at Waterloo, when they went back from their Christmas holiday at Lyndhurst. Thetrain was
fixed, but not the day. Then mother wrote to Aunt Emma, giving her careful ingtructions about the day
and the hour, and about luggage and cabs and things, and gave the letter to Robert to post. But the
hounds happened to meet near Rufus Stone that morning, and what is more, on the way to the meet they
met Robert, and Robert met them, and ingtantly forgot all about posting Aunt Emmals |etter, and never
thought of it again until he and the others had wandered three times up and down the platform at
Waterloo-which makes six in dl-and had bumped againgt old gentlemen, and stared in the faces of ladies,
and been shoved by peoplein ahurry, and * by-your-leaved' by porters with trucks, and were quite,
quite sure that Aunt Emmawas not there. Then suddenly the true truth of what he had forgotten to do
came home to Robert, and he said, ‘ Oh, crikey!” and stood till with his mouth open, and let a porter
with a Gladstone bag in each hand and a bundle of umbrellas under one arm blunder heavily into him, and
never so much as said, ‘ Where are you shoving to now? or, ‘Look out where you're going, can't you?
The heavier bag smote him at the knee, and he staggered, but he said nothing.

When the others understood what was the matter | think they told Robert what they thought of him.
'We must take the train to Croydon,” said Anthes, ‘and find Aunt Emma.’
'Yes,” said Cyril, *and precious pleased those Jevonses would be to see us and our traps.”

Aunt Emma, indeed, was staying with some Jevonses-very prim people. They were middle-aged and
wore very smart blouses, and they were fond of matinees and shopping, and they did not care about
children,

'l know MOTHER would be pleased to see usif we went back,” said Jane.

'Y es, she would, but she'd think it was not right to show she was pleased, becauseit's Bob's fault we're
not met. Don't | know the sort of thing? said Cyril. ‘ Besides, we've no tin. No; we've got enough for a
growler among us, but not enough for tickets to the New Forest. We must just go home. They won't be
s0 savage when they find weveredly got homedl right. Y ou know auntie was only going to teke us
homeinacab.

'l believe we ought to go to Croydon,” Antheaiinssted.

'Aunt Emmawould be out to adead cert,” said Robert. ‘ Those Jevonses go to the theatre every



afternoon, | believe. Besides, there's the Phoenix at home, AND the carpet. | voteswecal a
four-wheeled cabman.’

A four-whedled cabman was called-his cab was one of the old-fashioned kind with straw in the
bottom-and he was asked by Antheato drive them very carefully to their address. Thishe did, and the
price he asked for doing so was exactly the vaue of the gold coin grandpapa had given Cyril for
Christmas. This cast agloom; but Cyril would never have stooped to argue about a cab-fare, for fear the
cabman should think he was not accustomed to take cabs whenever he wanted them. For areason that
was something like this he told the cabman to put the luggage on the steps, and waited till the whedls of
the growler had grittily retired before he rang the bell.

'You see’ he said, with his hand on the handle, *we don't want cook and Eliza asking us before HIM
how it isweve come home dlone, asif wewere babies!'

Here he rang the bell; and the moment its answering clang was heard, every onefdt that it would be
some time before that bell was answered. The sound of abdll is quite different, somehow, when thereis
anyone insde the house who hearsit. | can't tell you why that is-but so it is.

'| expect they're changing their dresses,” said Jane.

‘Too late,” said Anthea, ‘it must be past five. | expect Eliza's gone to post aletter, and cook's goneto see
thetime!'

Cyril rang again. And the bell did its best to inform the listening children that there wasredlly no one
human in the house. They rang again and listened intently. The hearts of al sank low. Itisaterrible thing
to be locked out of your own house, on adark, muggy January evening.

‘Thereisno gas on anywhere,” said Jane, in abroken voice.

'l expect they've left the gas on once too often, and the draught blew it out, and they're suffocated in their
beds. Father dways said they would some day,’” said Robert cheerfully.

'Let'sgo and fetch apoliceman,” said Anthes, trembling.

'And be taken up for trying to be burglars-no, thank you,” said Cyril. ‘I heard father read out of the
paper about a young man who got into his own mother's house, and they got him made aburglar only the
other day.'

'l only hope the gas hasn't hurt the Phoenix,” said Anthea. ‘It said it wanted to stay in the bathroom
cupboard, and | thought it would be dl right, because the servants never clean that out. But if it'sgone
and got out and been choked by gas-And besides, directly we open the door we shal be choked, too. |
KNEW we ought to have gone to Aunt Emma, at Croydon. Oh, Squirrdl, | wish we had. Let'sgo
NOW.'

'Shut up,” said her brother, briefly. ‘ There's some onerattling thelatch insde.” Every onelistened with all
its ears, and every one stood back as far from the door as the steps would allow.

Thelatch rattled, and clicked. Then the flap of the letter-box lifted itself-every one saw it by the flickering
light of the gas-lamp that shone through the legfless lime-tree by the gate-a golden eye seemed to wink at
them through the letter-dit, and a cautious beak whispered—

'‘Areyou done?

'It'sthe Phoenix,” said every one, in avoice so joyous, and so full of relief, asto be a sort of whispered



shout.

'Hush!” said the voice from the letter-box dit. * Y our daves have gone amerry-making. Thelatch of this
porta istoo iff for my beak. But a the sde-the little window above the shelf whereon your bread lies-it
isnot fastened."

'Righto!” said Cyril.
And Anthea added, ‘| wish you'd meet usthere, dear Phoenix.’

The children crept round to the pantry window. It is at the Side of the house, and thereisa green gate
labelled * Tradesmen's Entrance, which is aways kept bolted. But if you get one foot on the fence
between you and next door, and one on the handle of the gate, you are over before you know where you
are. This, at least, was the experience of Cyril and Robert, and even, if the truth must be told, of Anthea
and Jane. Soin amost no time al four werein the narrow gravelled passage that runs between that house
and the next.

Then Robert made aback, and Cyril hoisted himself up and got his knicker-bockered knee on the
concrete window-dll. He dived into the pantry head first, as one divesinto water, and hislegswaved in
the air as he went, just as your legs do when you arefirst beginning to learn to dive. The soles of his
boots-squarish muddy patches-disappeared.

'‘Givemealeg up,” said Robert to hissigters.

'No, you don't, said Janefirmly. ‘I'm not going to be |eft outsde here with just Anthea, and have
something creep up behind us out of the dark. Squirrel can go and open the back door.'

A light had sprung awake in the pantry. Cyril dways said the Phoenix turned the gas on with its begk,

and lighted it with awaft of itswing; but he was excited a thetime, and perhaps heredly did it himsdf
with matches, and then forgot al about it. He let the othersin by the back door. And when it had been
bolted again the children went al over the house and lighted every single gas+jet they could find. For they
couldn't help feding that thiswas just the dark dreary winter's evening when an armed burglar might
eadly be expected to gppear a any moment. Thereisnothing like light when you are afraid of burglars-or
of anything dse, for that matter.

And when dl the gas-jetswere lighted it was quite clear that the Phoenix had made no mistake, and that
Elizaand cook were redly out, and that there was no onein the house except the four children, and the
Phoenix, and the carpet, and the blackbeetles who lived in the cupboards on each side of the nursery
fire-place. Theselast were very pleased that the children had come home again, especidly when Anthea
had lighted the nursery fire. But, as usud, the children trested the loving little blackbeetles with coldness
and disdain.

| wonder whether you know how to light afire? | don't mean how to strike a match and set fireto the
corners of the paper in afire someone haslaid ready, but how to lay and light afiredl by yoursalf. I will
tell you how Antheadid it, and if ever you haveto light one yoursdf you may remember how it isdone.
Firgt, she raked out the ashes of the fire that had burned there aweek ago-for Eliza had actualy never
done this, though she had had plenty of time. In doing this Anthea knocked her knuckle and made it
bleed. Then shelaid the largest and handsomest cindersin the bottom of the grate. Then she took a sheet
of old newspaper (you ought never to light afire with to-day's newspaper-it will not burn well, and there
are other reasons againgt it), and tore it into four quarters, and screwed each of these into aloose ball,
and put them on the cinders; then she got a bundle of wood and broke the string, and stuck the sticksin
S0 that their front ends rested on the bars, and the back ends on the back of the paper balls. In doing this
she cut her finger dightly with the string, and when she brokeit, two of the sticks jumped up and hit her



on the cheek. Then she put more cinders and some bits of coal-no dust. She put most of that on her
hands, but there seemed to be enough |eft for her face. Then she lighted the edges of the paper balls, and
waited till she heard the fizz-crack-crack-fizz of thewood asit began to burn. Then she went and
washed her hands and face under the tap in the back kitchen.

Of course, you heed not bark your knuckles, or cut your finger, or bruise your cheek with wood, or
black yourself dl over; but otherwise, thisisavery good way to light afirein London. Intherea country
firesarelighted in adifferent and prettier way.

But it isaways good to wash your hands and face afterwards, wherever you are.

While Antheawas delighting the poor little blackbeetles with the cheerful blaze, Jane had set thetable
for-1 was going to say tea, but the meal of which | am speaking was not exactly tea. Let uscdl ita
tearish med. Therewastea, certainly, for Anthegls fire blazed and crackled so kindly that it really
seemed to be affectionately inviting the kettle to come and sit upon itslap. So the kettle was brought and
teamade. But no milk could be found-so every one had six lumps of sugar to each cup instead. The
thingsto eat, on the other hand, were nicer than usud. The boys |ooked about very carefully, and found
in the pantry some cold tongue, bread, butter, cheese, and part of a cold pudding-very much nicer than
cook ever made when they were at home. And in the kitchen cupboard was half a Christmassy cake, a
pot of strawberry jam, and about a pound of mixed candied fruit, with soft crumbly dabs of delicious
sugar in each cup of lemon, orange, or citron.

It wasindeed, as Jane said, ‘abanquet fit for an Arabian Knight.'

The Phoenix perched on Robert's chair, and listened kindly and politely to dl they had to tell it about their
vigt to Lyndhurst, and undernesth the table, by just stretching atoe down reather far, the faithful carpet
could befelt by all-even by Jane, whose legs were very short.

"Y our daveswill not return to-night,” said the Phoenix. ‘ They deep under the roof of the cook's
stepmother'saunt, who is, | gather, hostessto alarge party to-night in honour of her husband's cousin's
sgter-in-law's mother's ninetieth birthday.'

'l don't think they ought to have gone without leave,’ said Anthea, ‘ however many relationsthey have, or
however old they are; but | suppose we ought to wash up.’

'It'snot our business about theleave,” said Cyril, firmly, ‘but I smply won't wash up for them. We got it,
and well clear it away; and then welll go somewhere on the carpet. It's not often we get a chance of
being out dl night. We can go right away to the other Side of the equator, to the tropica climes, and see
the sun rise over the great Pacific Ocean.'

'Right you are,’ said Robert. ‘| always did want to see the Southern Cross and the stars asbig as
gaslamps!

'DON'T go,” said Anthea, very earnestly, ‘because| COULDN'T. I'm SURE mother wouldn't like usto
|leave the house and | should hate to be left here done!’

'I'd stay with you,” said Janeloyally.
'l know you would,” said Antheagratefully, ‘ but even with you I'd much rather not.'

'Wdll,” said Cyril, trying to be kind and amiable, ‘| don't want you to do anything you think'swrong,
BUT-

Hewas dlent; this sllence said many things.



'l don't see, Robert was beginning, when Antheaiinterrupted—

'I'm quite sure. Sometimes you just think athing's wrong, and sometimes you KNOW. And thisisa
KNOW time!'

The Phoenix turned kind golden eyes on her and opened afriendly beak to say—

'Whenit is, asyou say, a“know time", thereisno more to be said. And your noble brothers would never
leaveyou.'

'Of course not,” said Cyril rather quickly. And Robert said so too.

'I mysdlf,” the Phoenix went on, ‘am willing to help in any way possible. | will go personally-either by
carpet or on the wing-and fetch you anything you can think of to amuse you during the evening. In order
to waste no time | could go while you wash up.-Why,’ it went on in amusing voice, ‘ does one wash up
teacups and wash down the stairs?

"Y ou couldn't wash stairs up, you know,” said Anthea, * unless you began at the bottom and went up feet
first as you washed. | wish cook would try that way for achange.’

'l don't,” said Cyril, briefly. ‘1 should hate the look of her éastic-side boots sticking up.’

"Thisismeretrifling,” said the Phoenix. ‘ Come, decide what | shdl fetch for you. | can get you anything
you like!

But of course they couldn't decide. Many things were suggested-a rocking-horse, jewelled chessmen, an
elephant, abicycle, amotor-car, bookswith pictures, musica instruments, and many other things. But a
musica insrument is agreeable only to the player, unless he haslearned to play it redly well; books are
not sociable, bicycles cannot be ridden without going out of doors, and the same istrue of motor-cars
and eephants. Only two people can play chess at once with one set of chessmen (and anyway it'svery
much too much like lessons for agame), and only one can ride on arocking-horse. Suddenly, inthe
midst of the discussion, the Phoenix spread its wings and fluttered to the floor, and from there it spoke.

'| gather,’ it said, ‘from the carpet, that it wantsyou to let it go to its old home, where it was born and
brought up, and it will return within the hour laden with anumber of the most beautiful and ddightful
products of its native land.’

'What |Sits native land?

'| didn't gather. But since you can't agree, and time is passing, and the tea-things are not washed down-I
mean washed up-'

'l voteswe do,” said Robert. ‘It'll stop all thisjaw, anyway. And it's not bad to have surprises. Perhaps
itsaTurkey carpet, and it might bring us Turkish delight.’

'Or aTurkish patrol,” said Robert.
'Or aTurkish bath,” said Anthea.
'Or aTurkish towd,’ said Jane.

'‘Nonsense,” Robert urged, ‘it said beautiful and ddightful, and towels and baths aren't THAT, however
good they may befor you. Let it go. | supposeit won't give usthe dip, he added, pushing back his chair
and standing up.



'Hush!” said the Phoenix; *how can you? Don't trample on itsfedings just becauseit'sonly acarpet.’

‘But how can it do it-unless one of usisonit to do the wishing? asked Robert. He spoke with arising
hopethat it MIGHT be necessary for one to go and why not Robert? But the Phoenix quickly threw cold
water on his new-born dream.

'Why, you just write your wish on a paper, and pin it on the carpet.’
So aleaf wastorn from Anthea's arithmetic book, and on it Cyril wrote in large round-hand the following:

We wish you to go to your dear native home, and bring back the most beautiful and delightful
productions of it you can-and not to be gone long, please.

(Sgned) CYRIL.

ROBERT.

ANTHEA.

JANE.

Then the paper waslaid on the carpet.

"Writing down, please,” said the Phoenix; ‘the carpet can't read a paper whose back isturned to it, any
more than you can.’

It was pinned fast, and the table and chairs having been moved, the carpet smply and suddenly vanished,
rather like apatch of water on ahearth under afiercefire. The edges got smdler and smaller, and then it
disgppeared from sght.

It may take it sometimeto collect the beautiful and ddightful things’ said the Phoenix. ‘1 should wash
up-I mean wash down.’

So they did. There was plenty of hot water left in the kettle, and every one hel ped-even the Phoenix, who
took up cups by their handles with its clever claws and dipped them in the hot water, and then stood
them on the table ready for Antheato dry them. But the bird was rather dow, because, asit said, though
it was not above any sort of honest work, messing about with dish-water was not exactly what it had
been brought up to. Everything was nicely washed up, and dried, and put in its proper place, and the
dish-cloth washed and hung on the edge of the copper to dry, and the tea-cloth was hung on the line that
goes acrossthe scullery. (If you are aduchesss child, or aking's, or aperson of high socid postion's
child, you will perhaps not know the difference between a dish-cloth and atea-cloth; but in that case
your nurse has been better instructed than you, and she will tell you al about it.) And just as eight hands
and one pair of clawswere being dried on the roller-towe behind the scullery door there came a strange
sound from the other side of the kitchen wall-the side where the nursery was. It was avery strange
sound, indeed-most odd, and unlike any other sounds the children had ever heard. At least, they had
heard sounds as much likeit asatoy engineswhistleislike asteam sren's,

‘The carpet's come back,” said Robert; and the othersfelt that he wasright.
'But what hasit brought with it? asked Jane. ‘It sounds like Leviathan, that grest beest.’

"It couldn't have been madein India, and have brought e ephants? Even baby oneswould be rather awful
inthat room,” said Cyril. ‘| vote wetakeit in turnsto squint through the keyhole.'



They did-in the order of their ages. The Phoenix, being the eldest by some thousands of years, was
entitled to the first peep. But—

'Excuseme,’ it sad, ruffling its golden feathers and sneezing softly; ‘looking through keyholes dways
givesmeacold in my golden eyes.’

So Cyril looked.
'l see something grey moving,” said he.

'It'sazoologica garden of some sort, | bet,” said Robert, when he had taken histurn. And the soft
rugtling, bustling, ruffling, scuffling, shuffling, fluffling noisewent oningde.

1" can't see anything,” said Anthea, ‘my eyetickles so."

Then Jane's turn came, and she put her eye to the keyhole.

It'sagiant kitty-cat, shesaid; ‘and it'sadeep all over thefloor.'

'Giant cats are tigers-father said 0.

'No, hedidn't. He said tigers were giant cats. It'snot at dl the samething.’

'It's no use sending the carpet to fetch precious things for you if you're afraid to look at them when they
come,” said the Phoenix, sensbly. And Cyril, being the eldest, said—

'‘Comeon,” and turned the handle.

The gas had been left full on after tea, and everything in the room could be plainly seen by theten eyesat
the door. At least, not everything, for though the carpet wasthere it wasinvisible, becauseit was
completely covered by the hundred and ninety-nine beautiful objectswhich it had brought fromits
birthplace.

'My hat!” Cyril remarked. ‘I never thought about its being a PERSIAN carpet.’

Yet it wasnow plain that it was 0, for the beautiful objectswhich it had brought back were cats-Persan
cats, grey Persan cats, and there were, as| have said, 199 of them, and they were sitting on the carpet
as close asthey could get to each other. But the moment the children entered the room the cats rose and
stretched, and spread and overflowed from the carpet to the floor, and in an instant the floor was a sea of
moving, mewing pussishness, and the children with one accord climbed to the table, and gathered up their
legs, and the people next door knocked on the wall-and, indeed, no wonder, for the mews were Persian
and piercing.

‘Thisis pretty poor sport,” said Cyril. ‘What's the matter with the bounders?
'l imaginethat they are hungry,” said the Phoenix. ‘If you were to feed them-'

'We haven't anything to feed them with,” said Antheain despair, and she stroked the nearest Persian
back. ‘ Oh, pussies, do be quiet-we can't hear oursalvesthink.'

She had to shout this entreaty, for the mews were growing deafening, ‘and it would take pounds and
pounds worth of cat's-mest.’

‘Let'sask the carpet to take them away,” said Robert. But the girlssaid ‘No.'



"They are so soft and pussy,” said Jane.
'‘And valuable,’ said Anthea, hadtily. *We can sdll them for lots and lots of money.'

'Why not send the carpet to get food for them? suggested the Phoenix, and its golden voice came harsh
and cracked with the effort it had to be make to be heard above the increasing fierceness of the Persan
mews.

So it was written that the carpet should bring food for 199 Persian cats, and the paper was pinned to the
carpet as before.

The carpet seemed to gather itself together, and the cats dropped off it, as raindrops do from your
mackintosh when you shake it. And the carpet disappeared.

Unless you have had one-hundred and ninety-nine well-grown Persian catsin one small room, al hungry,
and al saying so in unmistakable mews, you can form but apoor idea of the noise that now deafened the
children and the Phoenix. The cats did not seem to have been at al properly brought up. They seemed to
have no idea of its being amistake in mannersto ask for mealsin a strange house-let doneto howl for
them-and they mewed, and they mewed, and they mewed, and they mewed, till the children poked their
fingersinto their ears and waited in silent agony, wondering why the whole of Camden Town did not
come knocking at the door to ask what was the matter, and only hoping that the food for the cats would
come before the neighbours did-and before al the secret of the carpet and the Phoenix had to be given
away beyond recal to an indignant neighbourhood.

The cats mewed and mewed and twisted their Persian formsin and out and unfolded their Persan tails,
and the children and the Phoenix huddled together on the table.

The Phoenix, Robert noticed suddenly, was trembling.

'So many cats,” it said, ‘and they might not know | was the Phoenix. These accidents happen so quickly.
It quite un-mansme.’

Thiswas adanger of which the children had not thought.
'Cregpin,’ cried Robert, opening his jacket.

And the Phoenix crept in-only just in time, for green eyes had glared, pink noses had sniffed, white
whiskers had twitched, and as Robert buttoned his coat he disappeared to thewaist in awave of eager
grey Persan fur. And on the ingtant the good carpet dapped itself down on the floor. And it was covered
with rats-three hundred and ninety-eight of them, | believe, two for each cat.

'How horrible!” cried Anthea. ‘ Oh, take them away!"
‘Take yoursdf away,” said the Phoenix, ‘and me!'
'l wishwed never had acarpet,’ said Antheg, in tears.

They hustled and crowded out of the door, and shut it, and locked it. Cyril, with great presence of mind,
lit acandle and turned off the gas at the main.

"Theratsll have abetter chancein thedark,” he said.

The mewing had ceased. Every onelistened in bresthless silence. We dl know that cats egt rats-it isone
of the first thingswe read in our little brown reading books; but al those cats eating al those rats-it



wouldn't bear thinking of.

Suddenly Robert sniffed, in the silence of the dark kitchen, where the only candle was burning al on one
Side, because of the draught.

'What afunny scent!’ he said.

And as he spoke, alantern flashed itslight through the window of the kitchen, aface peeredin, and a
voicesad—

‘What's al thisrow about? You let mein.'
It was the voice of the policel

Robert tip-toed to the window, and spoke through the pane that had been alittle cracked since Cyril
accidentally knocked it with awalking-stick when he was playing a balancing it on hisnose. (It was after
they had been to acircus.)

'What do you mean? hesaid. ‘ Therésno row. You listen; everything'sas quiet asquiet.” And indeed it
was.

The strange sweset scent grew stronger, and the Phoenix put out its beak.
The policeman hestated.

‘They're MUSK-rats,” said the Phoenix. ‘| suppose some cats eat them-but never Persian ones. What a
mistake for awell-informed carpet to make! Oh, what anight we're having!'

'Do go away,” said Robert, nervoudy. ‘Werejust going to bed-that's our bedroom candle; thereisn't
any row. Everything's as quiet asamouse.’

A wild chorus of mews drowned hiswords, and with the mews were mingled the shrieks of the
musk-rats. What had happened? Had the cats tasted them before deciding that they didiked the flavour?

'I'ma-coming in,” said the policeman. Y ou've got a cat shut up there.’
‘A cat,’ said Cyril. *Oh, my only aunt! A cat!'

'‘Comein, then,” said Robert. ‘It's your own look out. | advise you not. Wait ashake, and I'll undo the
sdegate.’

He undid the Sde gate, and the policeman, very cautioudy, camein. And therein the kitchen, by thelight
of one candle, with the mewing and the screaming going like adozen steam sirens, twenty waiting on
motor-cars, and haf ahundred squeaking pumps, four agitated voices shouted to the policeman four
mixed and wholly different explanations of the very mixed events of the evening.

Did you ever try to explain the smplest thing to a policeman?

CHAPTER 8 THE CATS, THE COW, AND THE BURGLAR

The nursery wasfull of Persian cats and musk-rats that had been brought there by the wishing carpet.
The cats were mewing and the musk-rats were squeaking o that you could hardly hear yourself speak.
In the kitchen were the four children, one candle, a concealed Phoenix, and avery visible policeman.

'Now then, look here,” said the Policeman, very loudly, and he pointed hislantern a each child in turn,
‘what's the meaning of this here yelling and caterwauling. | tell you you've got a cat here, and some one's



aill-treating of it. What do you mean by it, en?

It wasfiveto one, counting the Phoenix; but the policeman, who was one, was of unusudly finesize, and
thefive, including the Phoenix, were smal. The mews and the squesks grew softer, and in the
comparative slence, Cyril said—

'It'strue. There are afew cats here. But we've not hurt them. It's quite the opposite. Weve just fed
them.’

It don't sound likeit, said the policeman grimly.
'| daresay they're not REAL cats,” said Jane madly, perhapsthey're only dream-cats.'
'I'll dream-cat you, my lady,” wasthe brief response of the force.

'If you understood anything except people who do murders and stealings and naughty thingslikethat, I'd
tell you al about it, said Robert; ‘but I'm certain you don't. Y ou're not meant to shove your oar into
peopl€e's private cat-keepings. Y ou're only supposed to interfere when people shout “murder” and “stop
thief” in the street. So there!”

The policeman assured them that he should see about that; and at this point the Phoenix, who had been
making itsdf small on the pot-shelf under the dresser, among the sauicepan lids and the fish-kettle, walked
on tip-toed clawsin anoiseless and modest manner, and |eft the room unnoticed by any one.

'Oh, don't be so horrid,” Antheawas saying, gently and earnestly. ‘We LOVE cats-dear pussy-soft
things. We wouldn't hurt them for worlds. Would we, Pussy?

And Jane answered that of course they wouldn't. And till the policeman seemed unmoved by their
eloquence.

'Now, look here,” he said, ‘I'm a-going to see what'sin that room beyond there, and-'

Hisvoice was drowned in awild burst of mewing and squesking. And as soon asit died down all four
children began to explain a once; and though the squeaking and mewing were not at their very loudest,
yet there was quite enough of both to make it very hard for the policeman to understand asingle word of
any of thefour wholly different explanations now poured out to him.

'Stow it,” hesaid a lagt. ‘I'm a-goin’ into the next room in the execution of my duty. I'm a-goin’ to use
my eyes-my ears have gone off their chumps, what with you and them cats'!’

And he pushed Robert aside, and strode through the door.
'Don't say | didn't warn you,” said Robert.
It'stigersREALLY, said Jane. ‘ Father said so. | wouldn't goin, if | wereyou.'

But the policeman was quite stony; nothing any one said seemed to make any difference to him. Some
policemen arelikethis, | believe. He strode down the passage, and in another moment he would have
been in the room with al the cats and dl the rats (musk), but at that very instant athin, sharp voice
screamed from the street outside—

'Murder-murder! Stop thief!"

The policeman stopped, with one regulation boot heavily poised inthe air.



'Eh? hesad.
And again the shrieks sounded shrilly and piercingly from the dark street outside.

‘Comeon,” said Robert. ‘Come and look after cats while somebody's being killed outside.” For Robert
had an indde feding that told him quite plainly WHO it was that was screaming.

"You young rip, said the policeman, ‘I'll settle up with you bimeby.'

And he rushed out, and the children heard his boots going weightily aong the pavement, and the screams
also going aong, rather ahead of the policeman; and both the murder-screams and the policeman's boots
faded away in the remote distance.

Then Robert smacked his knickerbocker loudly with his pam, and said—
'‘Good old Phoenix! | should know its golden voice anywhere.'

And then every one understood how cleverly the Phoenix had caught at what Robert had said about the
real work of a policeman being to look after murderers and thieves, and not after cats, and dl hearts
werefilled with admiring affection.

‘But hell come back,” said Anthea, mournfully, ‘ as soon asit finds the murderer isonly abright vision of
adream, and thereisnt one at dl redly.’

'No hewon't, said the soft voice of the clever Phoenix, asit flew in. ‘HE DOES NOT KNOW
WHERE YOUR HOUSE IS. | heard him own as much to afellow mercenary. Oh! what anight we are
having! Lock the door, and let usrid ourselves of thisintolerable smell of the perfume peculiar to the
musk-rat and to the house of the trimmers of beards. If you'll excuse me, | will go to bed. | am worn out.’

It was Cyril who wrote the paper that told the carpet to take away the rats and bring milk, because there
seemed to be no doubt in any breast that, however Persian cats may be, they must like milk.

‘Let'shopeit won't be musk-milk,” said Anthea, in gloom, as she pinned the paper face-downwards on
the carpet. ‘Isthere such athing asamusk-cow? she added anxioudly, as the carpet shrivelled and
vanished. ‘1 do hope not. Perhapsreally it WOULD have been wiser to let the carpet take the cats
away. It's getting quite late, and we can't keep them dl night.’

'Oh, can't we? wasthe bitter rejoinder of Robert, who had been fastening the side door. Y ou might
have consulted me,” he went on. ‘I'm not such an idiot as some people.’

'Why, whatever-'

'Don't you see? Welvejolly well GOT to keep the cats al night-oh, get down, you furry beasts!-because
we've had three wishes out of the old carpet now, and we can't get any moretill to-morrow.’

Theliveliness of Persan mews aone prevented the occurrence of adismad slence.
Anthea spokefirg.

‘Never mind,” shesaid. ‘Do you know, | redly do think they're quieting down abit. Perhaps they heard
ussay milk.

‘They can't understand English,” said Jane. * Y ou forget they're Persian cats, Panther.'

'Well,” said Anthea, rather sharply, for she wastired and anxious, ‘who told you “milk” wasn't Persian



for milk. Lots of English words are just the samein French-at least | know “miaw” is, and “ croquet”, and
“fiance". Oh, pussies, do be quiet! Let's stroke them as hard as we can with both hands, and perhaps
they'll stop.'

So every one stroked grey fur till their hands were tired, and as soon as a cat had been stroked enough
to makeit stop mewing it was pushed gently away, and another mewing mouser was gpproached by the
hands of the strokers. And the noise was really more than half purr when the carpet suddenly appeared in
its proper place, and on it, instead of rows of milk-cans, or even of milk-jugs, there wasaCOW. Not a
Pergan cow, either, nor, most fortunately, amusk-cow, if there is such athing, but asmooth, deek,
dun-coloured Jersey cow, who blinked large soft eyes at the gas-light and mooed in an amiagbleif rather
inquiring manner.

Anthea had aways been afraid of cows, but now shetried to be brave.
'Anyway, it can't run after me,’ she said to hersdlf * There isn't room for it even to begin to run.’

The cow was perfectly placid. She behaved like astrayed duchesstill some one brought a saucer for the
milk, and some one e setried to milk the cow intoit. Milking isvery difficult. Y ou may think it is easy, but
itisnot. All the children were by thistime strung up to apitch of heroism that would have been
impossible to them in their ordinary condition. Robert and Cyril held the cow by the horns; and Jane,
when she was quite sure that their end of the cow was quite secure, consented to stand by, ready to hold
the cow by thetail should occasion arise. Anthea, holding the saucer, now advanced towards the cow.
She remembered to have heard that cows, when milked by strangers, are susceptible to the soothing
influence of the human voice. So, clutching her saucer very tight, she sought for words to whose soothing
influence the cow might be susceptible. And her memory, troubled by the events of the night, which
seemed to go on and on for ever and ever, refused to help her with any form of words suitable to
address a Jersey cow in.

'Poor pussy, then. Lie down, then, good dog, lie down!” was dl that she could think of to say, and she
sdit.

And nobody laughed. The situation, full of grey mewing cats, wastoo seriousfor that. Then Anthea, with
abeating heart, tried to milk the cow. Next moment the cow had knocked the saucer out of her hand and
trampled on it with one foot, while with the other three she had walked on afoot each of Robert, Cyril,
and Jane.

Jane burst into tears. * Oh, how much too horrid everything is!” she cried. * Come away. Let'sgo to bed
and leave the horrid cats with the hateful cow. Perhaps somebody will eat somebody else. And serve
themright.

They did not go to bed, but they had a shivering council in the drawing-room, which smelt of soot-and,
indeed, a heap of thislay in the fender. There had been no fire in the room since mother went away, and
all the chairs and tables were in the wrong places, and the chrysanthemums were dead, and the water in
the pot nearly dried up. Anthea wrapped the embroidered woolly sofa blanket round Jane and hersdlf,
while Robert and Cyril had astruggle, silent and brief, but fierce, for thelarger share of the fur hearthrug.

'Itismost truly awful,” said Anthea, ‘and | am sotired. Let'slet the catsloose.’

'And the cow, perhaps? said Cyril. * The police would find us at once. That cow would stand at the gate
and mew-I mean moo-to comein. And so would the cats. No; | see quite well what we've got to do.
We must put them in baskets and |eave them on people's doorsteps, like orphan foundlings.'

'Weve got three baskets, counting mother'swork one,” said Jane brightening.



'And there are nearly two hundred cats,’ said Anthea, * besides the cow-and it would have to bea
different-sized basket for her; and then | don't know how you'd carry it, and you'd never find adoorstep
big enough to put it on. Except the church one-and-'

‘'Oh, well,” sad Cyril, ‘if you smply MAKE difficulties”

I'mwith you,” said Robert. ‘ Don't fuss about the cow, Panther. It'ssmply GOT to stay the night, and
I'm sure I've read that the cow is aremunerating creature, and that meansit will St still and think for
hours. The carpet can take it away in the morning. And asfor the baskets, well do them up in dusters, or
pillow-cases, or bath-towels. Come on, Squirrel. Y ou girls can be out of it if you like.'

Histone wasfull of contempt, but Jane and Anthea were too tired and desperate to care; even being ‘ out
of it', which at other times they could not have borne, now seemed quite acomfort. They snuggled down
in the sofa blanket, and Cyril threw the fur hearthrug over them.

'Ah, he sad, ‘that's al women arefit for-to keep safe and warm, while the men do the work and run
dangers and risks and things''

'I'mnot,” said Anthea, ‘you know I'm not.” But Cyril was gone.

It was warm under the blanket and the hearthrug, and Jane snuggled up closeto her sster; and Anthea
cuddied Jane closely and kindly, and in asort of dream they heard the rise of awave of mewing as
Robert opened the door of the nursery. They heard the booted search for baskets in the back kitchen.
They heard the side door open and close, and they knew that each brother had gone out with at |east one
cat. Anthedslast thought wasthat it would take at least al night to get rid of one hundred and ninety-nine
cats by twos. There would be ninety-nine journeys of two cats each, and one cat over.

'l dmost think we might keep the one cat over,” said Anthea. ‘| don't seem to care for cats just now, but
| daresay | shall again someday.” And shefell adeep. Jane aso was deeping.

It was Jane who awoke with astart, to find Anthea still adeep. As, in the act of awakening, she kicked
her sster, she wondered idly why they should have gone to bed in their boots; but the next moment she
remembered where they were.

There was a sound of muffled, shuffled feet on the stairs. Like the heroine of the classic poem, Jane
‘thought it was the boys, and as she felt quite wide awake, and not nearly so tired as before, she crept
gently from Anthea's side and followed the footsteps. They went down into the basement; the cats, who
seemed to have falen into the deep of exhaustion, awoke at the sound of the approaching footsteps and
mewed piteoudy. Jane was at the foot of the stairs before she saw it was not her brothers whose coming
had roused her and the cats, but a burglar. She knew he was aburglar at once, because he wore afur
cap and ared and black charity-check comforter, and he had no business where he was.

If you had been stood in jane's shoes you would no doubt have run away in them, appeding to the police
and neighbours with horrid screams. But Jane knew better. She had read agreat many nice stories about
burglars, aswell as some affecting pieces of poetry, and she knew that no burglar will ever hurt alittle girl
if he meets her when burgling. Indeed, in al the cases Jane had read of , his burglarishnesswas amost at
once forgotten in the interest hefdt inthelittle girl's artless prattle. So if Jane hesitated for amoment
before addressing the burglar, it was only because she could not at once think of any remark sufficiently
prattling and artless to make a beginning with. In the stories and the affecting poetry the child could never
speak plainly, though it dways looked old enough to in the pictures. And Jane could not make up her
mind to lisp and ‘talk baby', even to aburglar. And while she hesitated he softly opened the nursery door
and went in.



Jane followed-just in time to see him sit down flat on the floor, scattering cats as a stone thrown into a
pool splasheswater.

She closed the door softly and stood there, still wondering whether she COULD bring hersdlf to say,
‘What's ‘ 00 doing here, Mithter Wobber? and whether any other kind of talk would do.

Then she heard the burglar draw along breath, and he spoke.

It'sajudgement,” hesaid, ‘so help mebob if it ain't. Oh, ‘erésathing to ‘ appen to achap! Makesit
come ‘ometo you, don't it neither? Catsan’ catsan’ cats. There couldn't be all them cats. Let donethe
cow. If sheain't themord of the old man's Daisy. She's adream out of when | wasalad-I don't mind ‘er
so much. ‘Ere, Daisy, Daisy?

The cow turned and looked at him.

'SHE'Sdl right,” he went on. * Sort of company, too. Though them above knows how she got into this
downgtairs parlour. But them cats-oh, take ’em away, take’em away! I'll chuck the ‘ ole show-Oh, take
‘em away.'

‘Burglar,’ said Jane, close behind him, and he started convulsively, and turned on her ablank face, whose
palelipstrembled. ‘| can't take those cats away.'

‘Lor’ lumme!’ exclaimed the man; “if *ere ain't another on’ em. Areyou redl, miss, or something I'll wake
up from presently?

'l am quitered,” said Jane, relieved to find that alisp was not needed to make the burglar understand
her. ‘And S0, she added, ‘are the cats.’

"Then send for the police, send for the police, and I'll go quiet. If you ain't no realler than them cats, I'm
done, spunchuck-out of time. Send for the police. I'll go quiet. One thing, there'd not be room for ‘arf
them catsinno cell asever “1” see’

Heran hisfingersthrough his hair, which was short, and his eyeswandered wildly round the roomful of
cats.

‘Burglar,” said Jane, kindly and softly, *if you didn't like cats, what did you come here for?

'Send for the police,” was the unfortunate crimind's only reply. ‘1'd rather you would-honest, I'd rather.’
I daren't,’ said Jane, ‘and besides, I've no oneto send. | hate the police. | wish he'd never been born.'
'Youveafeding ‘at, miss’ sadtheburglar; ‘but them catsisredly alittle bit too thick.'

'Look here;” said Jane, ‘1 won't call the police. And | am quite ared little girl, though | talk older than the
kind you've met before when you've been doing your burglings. And they arered cats-and they want redl
milk-and-Didn't you say the cow was like somebody's Daisy that you used to know?

'Wish | may dieif sheain't the very spit of her,’ replied the man.
'Wdll, then,” said Jane-and arthrill of joyful pride ran through her-'perhaps you know how to milk cows?
'Perhaps | does,” was the burglar's cautious regjoinder.

"Then,” said Jane, “if youwill ONLY milk ours-you don't know how we shdl dwaysloveyou.’



Theburglar replied that loving was al very well.

'If those cats only had agood long, wet, thirsty drink of milk,” Jane went on with eager persuasion,
‘they'd lie down and go to deep aslikely as not, and then the police won't come back. But if they go on
mewing likethishewill, and then | don't know what'll become of us, or you ether.’

This argument seemed to decide the crimind. Jane fetched the wash-bowl from the sink, and he spat on
his hands and prepared to milk the cow. At thisinstant boots were heard on the airs.

It'sdl up,” said the man, desperatdly, ‘this‘eré'saplant. ‘ERE'S the police” He made asif to open the
window and legp from it.

Itsdl right, | tell you,” whispered Jane, in anguish. ‘I'll say you're afriend of mine, or the good
clergyman called in, or my uncle, or ANY THIING-only do, do, do milk the cow. Oh, DON'T go-oh-oh,
thank goodnessit's only the boys!'

It was; and their entrance had awakened Anthea, who, with her brothers, now crowded through the
doorway. The man looked about him like arat looks round atrap.

‘Thisisafriend of mine’ said Jane; ‘he'sjust cdled in, and he's going to milk the cow for us. ISN'T it
good and kind of him?

Shewinked at the others, and though they did not understand they played up loyally.
'How do? said Cyril, *Very glad to meet you. Don't et usinterrupt the milking.'

I shdl ‘avea’ead and a*arf in the morning, and no bloomin’ error,” remarked the burglar; but he began
to milk the cow.

Robert was winked at to stay and see that he did not leave off milking or try to escape, and the others
went to get thingsto put the milk in; for it was now spurting and foaming in the wash-bowl, and the cats
had ceased from mewing and were crowding round the cow, with expressions of hope and anticipation
on their whiskered faces.

'We can't get rid of any more cats,” said Cyril, ashe and hissisters piled atray high with saucers and
soup-plates and platters and pie-dishes, ‘the police nearly got us asit was. Not the same one-amuch
stronger sort. He thought it really was afoundling orphan wed got. If it hadn't been for me throwing the
two bags of cat dap in hiseye and hauling Robert over arailing, and lying like mice under a
laurel-bush-Well, it'sjolly lucky I'm agood shat, that's dl. He pranced off when held got the cat-bags of f
his face-thought we'd bolted. And herewe are.’

The gentle samishness of the milk swishing into the hand-bowl seemed to have soothed the burglar very
much. Hewent on milking in asort of happy dream, while the children got a cap and ladled the warm
milk out into the pie-dishes and plates, and platters and saucers, and set them down to the music of
Persian purrs and lappings.

It makes me think of old times,” said the burglar, smearing his ragged coat-cuff across his eyes-"about
the applesin the orchard a home, and the rats at threshing time, and the rabbits and the ferrets, and how
pretty it was seeing the pigskilled.

Finding him in this softened mood, Jane said—

'l wish youd tell us how you cameto choose our house for your burglaring to-night. I am awfully glad
you did. Y ou have been so kind. | don't know what we should have done without you,” she added



hedtily. ‘“Wedl loveyou ever so. Dotdl us!
The others added their affectionate entreaties, and at last the burglar said—

'Wall, it'smy firgt job, and | didn't expect to be made so welcome, and that's the truth, young gents and
ladies. And | don't know but what it won't be my last. For this‘ ere cow, she reminds me of my father,
and | know ‘ow ‘€d ‘ave‘ided meif I'd laid *ands on a* apenny aswasn't my own.’

'I'm sure hewould,” Jane agreed kindly; ‘ but what made you come here?

'Wdll, miss’ said the burglar, ‘you know best ‘ ow you come by them cats, and why you don't like the
police, so I'll give mysdlf away free, and trust to your noble * earts. (Y ou'd best bale out a bit, the pan's
getting fullish.) | was a-sdlling oranges off of my barrow-for | ain't aburglar by trade, though you ‘ ave
used the name so free-an’ there was alady bought three ‘aporth off me. An’ while shewas a-pickin’ of
them out-very careful indeed, and I'm always glad when them sort gets afew over-ripe ones-there was
two other ladiestakin’ over thefence. An’ one on’em said to the other on’ em just like this—

“'I've told both gells to come, and they can dossinwith M'riaand Jane, ‘ cause their bossand hismissisis
miles away and the kids too. So they can just lock up the ‘ ouse and leave the gas a-burning, so's no one
won't know, and get back bright an’ early by ‘leven o'clock. And well make anight of it, Mrs Prosser,
sowewill. I'm just agoing to run out to pop the letter in the post.” And then the lady what had chosen
the three halporth so careful, she said: “Lor, Mrs Wigson, | wonder at you, and your hands al over suds.
Thisgood gentleman'll dip it into the post for yer, I'll be bound, seeing I'm acustomer of his.” So they
give metheletter, and of course| read the direction what was written on it afore | shoved it into the post.
And then when I'd sold my barrowful, | wasa-goin’ ‘ ome with the chink in my pocket, and I'm blowed if
somebloomin’ thievin' beggar didn't nick the lot whilst | wasjust awettin’ of my whistle, for calin’ of
orangesisdry work. Nicked the bloomin’ lot ‘e did-and me with not afarden to take ‘ ometo my
brother and hismissus!’

'How awful!” said Anthea, with much sympathy.

'Horful indeed, miss, | believe yer,” the burglar rgjoined, with deep fedling. Y ou don't know her temper
when she'sroused. An’ I'm surel *ope you never may, neither. And I'd ‘ad al my oranges off of em. So
it came back to me what was wrote on the ongverlope, and | saysto mysdlf, “Why not, seein’ asl've
been done mysdf, and if they keepstwo daveysthere must be some pickings?” An’ so‘erel am. But
them cats, they've brought me back to the ways of honestness. Never no more.’

'Look here” said Cyril, ‘these cats are very vauable-very indeed. And wewill givethem dl to you, if
only you will tekethem away.’

'| seethey'reabreedy lot,” replied the burglar. ‘ But | don't want no bother with the coppers. Did you
come by them honest now? Straight?

‘They ared| our very own,” said Anthea, *we wanted them, but the confidement-'
‘Consgnment,” whispered Cyril.

‘was larger than we wanted, and they're an awful bother. If you got your barrow, and some sacks or
baskets, your brother's missus would be awfully pleased. My father says Persian cats are worth pounds
and pounds each.’

'Well," said the burglar-and he was certainly moved by her remarks-'| seeyou'rein ahole-and | don't
mind lending ahelping ‘and. | don't ask ‘ ow you come by them. But I've got apal-'€samark on cats. I'll



fetch him dong, and if he thinks they'd fetch anything above their skins| don't mind doin’ you akindness!
'Y ou won't go away and never come back,” said Jane, ‘because | don't think | COULD bear that.'
The burglar, quite touched by her emaotion, swore sentimentaly that, dive or dead, he would come back.

Then hewent, and Cyril and Robert sent the girlsto bed and sat up to wait for hisreturn. 1t soon seemed
absurd to await him in astate of wakefulness, but his stealthy tap on the window awoke them readily
enough. For he did return, with the pal and the barrow and the sacks. The pa approved of the cats, now
dormant in Pergan repletion, and they were bundled into the sacks, and taken away on the
barrow-mewing, indeed, but with mewstoo deepy to attract public attention.

I'mafence-that'swhat | am,” said the burglar gloomily. ‘1 never thought I'd come down to this, and al
acause er my kind ‘eart.’

Cyril knew that afenceisarecever of stolen goods, and he replied briskly—
'l giveyou my sacred the cats aren't stolen. What do you make the time?

'l an't got thetime on me,” said the pal-'but it was just about chucking-out time as| come by the “Bull
and Gate". | shouldn't wonder if it was nigh upon one now.’

When the cats had been removed, and the boys and the burglar had parted with warm expressions of
friendship, there remained only the cow.

'Shemust stay dl night,” said Robert. * Cook'll have afit when she seesher.'
‘All night? said Cyril. *Why-it'stomorrow morning if it's one. We can have another wish!"

So the carpet was urged, in a hastily written note, to remove the cow to wherever she belonged, and to
return to its proper place on the nursery floor. But the cow could not be got to move on to the carpet. So
Robert got the clothesline out of the back kitchen, and tied one end very firmly to the cow's horns, and
the other end to a bunched-up corner of the carpet, and said ‘ Fire away.'

And the carpet and cow vanished together, and the boys went to bed, tired out and only too thankful that
the evening at last was over.

Next morning the carpet lay calmly in its place, but one corner was very badly torn. It was the corner that
the cow had been tied on to.

CHAPTER 9 THE BURGLAR'SBRIDE

The morning after the adventure of the Persian cats, the musk-rats, the common cow, and the uncommon
burglar, dl the children dept till it wasten o'clock; and then it was only Cyril who woke; but he attended
to the others, so that by half past ten every one was ready to help to get breakfast. It was shivery cold,
and there was but little in the house that was redly worth eating.

Robert had arranged a thoughtful little surprise for the absent servants. He had made a neat and delightful
booby trap over the kitchen door, and as soon as they heard the front door click open and knew the
servants had come back, al four children hid in the cupboard under the stairs and listened with delight to
the entrance-the tumbl e, the splash, the scuffle, and the remarks of the servants. They heard the cook say
it was ajudgement on them for leaving the place to itsalf; she seemed to think that abooby trap wasa
kind of plant that was quite likely to grow, dl by itsdf, in adwelling that wasleft shut up. But the
housemaid, more acute, judged that someone must have been in the house-a view confirmed by the sight
of the breskfast things on the nursery table.



The cupboard under the stairs was very tight and paraffiny, however, and aslent struggle for aplace on
top ended in the door bursting open and discharging Jane, who rolled like afootball to the feet of the
servants.

‘Now,” said Cyril, firmly, when the cook's hysterics had become quieter, and the housemaid had timeto
say what she thought of them, *don't you begin jawing us. We aren't going to stand it. We know too
much. Y ou'll please make an extraspecid treacleroley for dinner, and welll have atinned tongue.'

'| daresay,’” said the housemaid, indignant, till in her outdoor things and with her hat very much on one
sde. ‘Don't you come athreatening me, Master Cyril, because | won't stand it, so | tell you. You tell
your maabout us being out? Much | care! Shelll be sorry for me when she hears about my dear
great-aunt by marriage as brought me up from achild and was a mother to me. She sent for me, she did,
she wasn't expected to last the night, from the spasms going to her legs-and cook was that kind and
careful she couldn't let me go done, so-'

'Don't,; said Anthes, inred distress. ‘Y ou know where liars go to, Eliza-at least if you don't-'
‘Liarsindeed!” said Eliza, ‘| won't demean mysdlf talking to you.'

'How's Mrs Wigson? said Robert, ‘and DID you keep it up last night?

The mouth of the housemaid fell open.

'Did you dosswith Mariaor Emily? asked Cyril.

'How did Mrs Prosser enjoy hersdlf? asked Jane.

'Forbear,” said Cyril, ‘they've had enough. Whether wetdll or not depends on your later life, he went
on, addressing the servants. *If you are decent to us we'll be decent to you. Y ou'd better make that
treacleroley-and if | wereyou, Eliza, I'd do alittle housework and cleaning, just for achange.’

The servants gavein once and for dl.

"Theresnothing like firmness,” Cyril went on, when the breakfast things were cleared away and the
children were donein the nursery. * People are aways talking of difficultieswith servants. It's quite
smple, when you know the way. We can do what we like now and they won't peach. | think we've
broken THEIR proud spirit. Let's go somewhere by carpet.’

'l wouldn't if | wereyou,” said the Phoenix, yawning, asit swooped down from itsroost on the curtain
pole. ‘I've given you one or two hints, but now concealment isat an end, and | see | must speak out.’

It perched on the back of a chair and swayed to and fro, like a parrot on aswing.

'What's the matter now? said Anthea. She was not quite so gentle as usual, because she was gill weary
from the excitement of last night's cats. ‘I'm tired of things happening. | shan't go anywhere on the carpet.
I'm going to darn my stockings.’

'Darn!’” said the Phoenix, ‘ darn! From those young lips these strange expressions-
‘Mend, then,” said Anthes, ‘with aneedle and wool .
The Phoenix opened and shut itswings thoughtfully.

'Y our stockings,’ it said, ‘are much lessimportant than they now appear to you. But the carpet-look at
the bare worn patches, look at the great rent at yonder corner. The carpet has been your faithful



friend-your willing servant. How have you requited its devoted service?

'Dear Phoenix,” Antheaurged, ‘don't talk in that horrid lecturing tone. Y ou make mefed asif 1'd done
something wrong. And redlly it isawishing carpet, and we haven't done anything e se to it-only wishes!'

'Only wishes,” repested the Phoenix, ruffling its neck feathers angrily, ‘and what sort of wishes? Wishing
peopleto be in agood temper, for instance. What carpet did you ever hear of that had such awish
asked of it? But this noble fabric, on which you trample so recklessy’ (every one removed its boots from
the carpet and stood on the linoleum), ‘this carpet never flinched. It did what you asked, but the wear
and tear must have been awful. And then last night-I don't blame you about the cats and the rats, for
those were its own choice; but what carpet could stand a heavy cow hanging onto it a one corner?

'| should think the cats and ratswereworse,” said Robert, ‘look at al their claws.'

'Yes,' sadthe bird, *eleven thousand nine hundred and forty of them-1 daresay you noticed? | should be
surprised if these had not |eft their mark.’

‘Good gracious,” said Jane, sitting down suddenly on the floor, and patting the edge of the carpet softly;
‘do you mean it'sWEARING OUT?

'Itslifewith you has not been aluxuriousone,” said the Phoenix.

'French mud twice. Sand of sunny shorestwice. Soaking in southern seas once. India once. Goodness
knowswherein Persia once. musk-rat-land once. And once, wherever the cow came from. Hold your
carpet up to the light, and with cautious tenderness, if YOU please’

With cautious tenderness the boys held the carpet up to the light; the girls looked, and ashiver of regret
ran through them as they saw how those e even thoousand nine hundred and forty claws had run through
the carpet. It wasfull of little holes: there were some large ones, and more than onethin place. At one
corner agtrip of it wastorn, and hung forlornly.

'Wemust mend it,” said Anthes; ‘ never mind about my stockings. | can sew them up in lumpswith
sewing cotton if there's no time to do them properly. | know it's awful and no girl would who respected
hersdf, and dl that; but the poor dear carpet’'s more important than my slly stockings. Let's go out now
thisvery minute’

So out they al went, and bought wool to mend the carpet; but there is no shop in Camden Town where
you can buy wishing-wool, no, nor in Kentish Town elther. However, ordinary Scotch heather-mixture
fingering seemed good enough, and thisthey bought, and al that-day Jane and Antheadarned and
darned and darned. The boys went out for awalk in the afternoon, and the gentle Phoenix paced up and
down the table-for exercise, asit said-and talked to the industrious girls about their carpet.

It isnot an ordinary, ignorant, innocent carpet from Kiddermingter,” it said, ‘it isa carpet with a past-a
Pergan past. Do you know that in happier years, when that carpet was the property of caliphs, viziers,
kings, and sultans, it never lay on afloor?

'l thought the floor was the proper home of acarpet,” Janeinterrupted.

'Not of aMAGIC carpet,” said the Phoenix; ‘why, if it had been alowed to lie aout on floors there
wouldn't be much of it left now. No, indeed! It haslived in chests of cedarwood, inlaid with pearl and
ivory, wrapped in pricelesstissues of cloth of gold, embroidered with gems of fabulousvalue. It has
reposed in the sandal-wood caskets of princesses, and in the rose-attar-scented treasure-houses of
kings. Never, never, had any one degraded it by walking on it-except in the way of business, when



wishes were required, and then they aways took their shoes off. And Y OU-'

'Oh, DON'T!" said Jane, very near tears. ‘Y ou know you'd never have been hatched at al if it hadn't
been for mother wanting a carpet for usto walk on.'

'Y ou needn't have walked so much or so hard!” said the bird, ‘ but come, dry that crystal tear, and | will
relate to you the story of the Princess Zulieka, the Prince of Asia, and the magic carpet.

'‘Relate away,” said Anthea-'l mean, please do.’

"The Princess Zulieka, fairest of royd ladies,” began the bird, ‘had in her cradle been the subject of
severd enchantments. Her grandmother had been in her day-'

But what in her day Zuliekas grandmother had been was destined never to be reveded, for Cyril and
Robert suddenly burst into the room, and on each brow were the traces of degp emotion. On Cyril's pae
brow stood beads of agitation and perspiration, and on the scarlet brow of Robert was alarge black
Smear.

'What ailsye both? asked the Phoenix, and it added tartly that story-telling was quite impossible if
people would come interrupting like that.

'Oh, do shut up, for any sake!’ said Cyril, snking into achair.
Robert smoothed the ruffled golden feathers, adding kindly—

'Squirrel doesn't mean to be abeast. It's only that the MOST AWFUL thing has happened, and stories
don't seem to matter so much. Don't be cross. Y ou won't be when you've heard what's happened.’

'Well, what HAS happened? said the bird, il rather crosdy; and Anthea and Jane paused with long
needles poised in air, and long needlefuls of Scotch heather-mixture fingering wool drooping from them.

"The most awful thing you can possibly think of,” said Cyril. * That nice chap-our own burglar-the police
have got him, on suspicion of stolen cats. That'swhat his brother's missistold me!’

'Oh, begin a the beginning!’ cried Antheaimpatiently.

'Wéll, then, we went out, and down by where the undertaker'sis, with the chinaflowersin the
window-you know. There was a crowd, and of course we went to have asquint. And it was two
bobbies and our burglar between them, and he was being dragged adong; and he said, “1 tell you them
catswas GIVE me. | got’em in exchange for me milking acow in abasement parlour up Camden Town

way."

'And the people laughed. Beasts! And then one of the policemen said perhaps he could give the name
and address of the cow, and he said, no, he couldn't; but he could take them there if they'd only leave go
of hiscoat collar, and give him achanceto get his breath. And the policeman said he could tell dl that to
the magistrate in the morning. He didn't see us, and so we came away.'

‘Oh, Cyril, how COULD you? said Anthea.

'Don't be apudding-head,” Cyril advised. ‘A fat lot of good it would have doneif wed let him see us.
No onewould have believed aword we said. They'd have thought we were kidding. We did better than
let him see us. We asked a boy where he lived and he told us, and we went there, and it'salittle
greengrocer's shop, and we bought some Brazil nuts. Herethey are.” The girlswaved away the Brazil
nuts with loathing and contempt.



'Well, we had to buy SOMETHING, and while we were making up our minds what to buy we heard his
brother's missstalking. She said when he came home with al them miaoulers she thought there was more
in it than met the eye. But he WOULD go out thismorning with the two likeliest of them, one under each
arm. She said he sent her out to buy blue ribbon to put round their beastly necks, and she said if he got
three months hard it was her dying word that he/d got the blue ribbon to thank for it; that, and hisown
glly thieving ways, taking cats that anybody would know he couldn't have come by in theway of
business, instead of things that wouldn't have been missed, which Lord knows there are plenty such,

and-'

'Oh, STOP!’ cried Jane. And indeed it wastime, for Cyril seemed like a clock that had been wound up,
and could not help going on. ‘Whereishe now?

'At the police-gtation,” said Robert, for Cyril was out of breath. * The boy told usthey'd put himin the
cdls, and would bring him up before the Beak in the morning. | thought it wasajolly lark last
night-getting him to take the cats-but now-'

‘Theend of alark,” said the Phoenix, ‘isthe Beak.'
‘Let'sgoto him,” cried both the girls jumping up. ‘ Let's go and tell the truth. They MUST believe us!'

‘They CAN'T,” said Cyril. * Just think! If any one cameto you with such atale, you couldn't believeit,
however much you tried. We should only mix things up worsefor him.'

"There must be something we could do,” said Jane, sniffing very much-"my own dear pet burglar! | can't
bear it. And he was s0 nice, the way he talked about his father, and how he was going to be so extra
honest. Dear Phoenix, you MUST be able to help us. Y ou're so good and kind and pretty and clever.
Do, do tdl uswhat to do.'

The Phoenix rubbed its beak thoughtfully with its claw.
"Y ou might rescue him,” it said, ‘and conced him here, till the law-supporters had forgotten about him.'

"That would be ages and ages,” said Cyril, ‘and we couldn't conceal him here. Father might come home
at any moment, and if he found the burglar here HE wouldn't believe the true truth any more than the
policewould. That's the worst of the truth. Nobody ever believesit. Couldn't we take him somewhere
ese?

Jane clapped her hands.

"The sunny southern shore!’ she cried, ‘where the cook is being queen. He and she would be company
for each other!"

And redly the idea did not seem bad, if only he would consent to go.

So, dl talking at once, the children arranged to wait till evening, and then to seek the dear burglar in his
londy cdl.

Meantime Jane and Anthea darned away as hard as they could, to make the carpet as strong as possible.
For al felt how terribleit would beif the precious burglar, while being carried to the sunny southern
shore, were to tumble through aholein the carpet, and be lost for ever in the sunny southern sea.

The servants were tired after Mrs Wigson's party, so every one went to bed early, and when the Phoenix
reported that both servants were snoring in a heartfelt and candid manner, the children got up-they had
never undressed; just putting their nightgowns on over their things had been enough to deceive Elizawhen



she cameto turn out the gas. So they were ready for anything, and they stood on the carpet and said—
'l wishwewerein our burglar'slonely cdll.” and ingtantly they were.

| think every one had expected the cell to be the * degpest dungeon below the castle moat'. | am sure no
one had doubted that the burglar, chained by heavy fettersto aring in the damp stone wall, would be
tossing uneasily on abed of straw, with a pitcher of water and amouldering crust, untasted, beside him.
Robert, remembering the underground passage and the treasure, had brought a candle and matches, but
these were not needed.

The cdll wasalittle white-washed room about twelve feet long and six feet wide. Ononeside of it wasa
sort of shelf doping alittle towardsthewall. On thiswere two rugs, striped blue and yellow, and a
water-proof pillow. Rolled in the rugs, and with his head on the pillow, lay the burglar, fast adeep. (He
had had his tea, though this the children did not know-it had come from the coffee-shop round the
corner, in very thick crockery.) The scenewas plainly revealed by the light of agas-lamp in the passage
outsde, which shoneinto the cell through a pane of thick glass over the door.

'l shall gag him,” said Cyril, ‘and Robert will hold him down. Anthea and Jane and the Phoenix can
whisper soft nothingsto him while he gradualy awakes:

Thisplan did not have the successit deserved, because the burglar, curioudly enough, was much
stronger, even in his deep, than Robert and Cyril, and at the first touch of their hands he legpt up and
shouted out something very loud indeed.

Instantly steps were heard outside. Antheathrew her arms round the burglar and whispered—

'It's us-the ones that gave you the cats. We've come to save you, only don't let on were here. Can't we
hide somewhere?

Heavy boots sounded on the flagged passage outside, and afirm voice shouted—
'Here-you-stop that row, will you?

"All right, governor,’ replied the burglar, till with Anthea'sarmsround him; ‘| was only a-talking in my
deep. No offence.’

It was an awful moment. Would the boots and the voice comein. Yes! No! The voice said—
'Wdll, stow it, will you?

And the boots went heavily away, along the passage and up some sounding stone stairs.

'Now then,” whispered Anthea.

'How the blue Moses did you get in? asked the burglar, in ahoarse whisper of amazement.
'On the carpet,” said Jane, truly.

'Stow that,” said the burglar. ‘Oneonyou | could ‘a swallowed, but four-AND ayellow fowl.'

'Look here said Cyril, sternly, ‘you wouldn't have believed any oneif they'd told you beforehand about
your finding acow and al those catsin our nursery.’

"That | wouldn't,” said the burglar, with whispered fervour, *so help me Bob, | wouldn't.'



'Wdll, then,” Cyril went on, ignoring this appeal to hisbrother, ‘just try to believe what we tell you and act
accordingly. It can't do you any HARM, you know,” he went on in hoarse whispered earnestness. ‘ Y ou
can't be very much worse off than you are now, you know. But if you'l just trust to uswelll get you out of
thisright enough. No one saw us comein. The question is, where would you like to go?

'I'd liketo go to Boolong,” wasthe instant reply of the burglar. * I've dways wanted to go on that there
trip, but I've never *ad the ready at the right time of the year.'

‘Boolong isatown like London,” said Cyril, well meaning, but inaccurate, ‘how could you get aliving
there?

The burglar scratched his head in deep doubt.
It's‘ard to get a‘ onest living anywheres nowadays,’ he said, and his voice was sad.

'Yes, isntit? sad Jane, sympathetically; ‘ but how about a sunny southern shore, where there's nothing to
do at dl unlessyou want to."

‘That'smy billet, miss,” replied the burglar. ‘| never did care about work-not like some people, always
fussing about.

'Did you never like any sort of work? asked Anthea, severdly.

‘Lor', lumme, yes,’ he answered, ‘ gardening was my ‘obby, so it was. But father died afore ‘e could bind
me to a nurseryman, an'—'

'WEell take you to the sunny southern shore,” said Jane; ‘you've no ideawhat the flowers arelike.'
'Our old cook'sthere,” said Anthea. * She's queen-'

'Oh, chuck it,” the burglar whispered, clutching at his head with both hands. ‘| knowed the first minute
see them cats and that cow asit was ajudgement on me. | don't know now whether I'm a-standing on
my hat or my boots, so help me| don't. If you CAN get me out, get me, and if you can't, get dong with
you for goodness sake, and give me a changt to think about what'll be most likely to go down with the
Besk inthemorning.’

'‘Come on to the carpet, then,” said Anthea, gently shoving. The others quietly pulled, and the moment the
feet of the burglar were planted on the carpet Antheawished:

'l wish wewere dl on the sunny southern shore where cook is.'

And ingtantly they were. There were the rainbow sands, the tropic glories of leaf and flower, and there,
of course, was the cook, crowned with white flowers, and with dl the wrinkles of crossnessand
tiredness and hard work wiped out of her face.

"Why, cook, you're quite pretty!” Antheasaid, as soon as she had got her bregth after the
tumble-rush-whirl of the carpet. The burglar sood rubbing his eyesin the brilliant tropic sunlight, and
gazing wildly round him on the vivid hues of thetropic land.

'Penny plain and tuppence coloured!” he exclaimed pensively, ‘and wel worth any tuppence, however
hard-earned.’

The cook was seated on a grassy mound with her court of copper-coloured savages around her. The
burglar pointed agrimy finger at these.



'Arethey tame? he asked anxioudy. ‘ Do they bite or scratch, or do anything to yer with poisoned
arrows or oyster shells or that?

'Don't you be so timid,” said the cook. ‘ Look'e ‘ere, this* ere's only adream what you've come into, an’
asit'sonly adream there's no nonsense about what ayoung lady like me ought to say or not, so I'll say
you're the best-looking fellow I've seen this many aday. And the dream goes on and on, seemingly, as
long as you behaves. The things what you has to eat and drink tastes just as good as real ones, and-'

'Look ‘ere,’ said the burglar, ‘I've come *ere straight outer the pleece station. These ‘ere kidsl| tell you it
an't no blameer mine!

'Wdl, you WERE aburglar, you know,” said the truthful Antheagently.

'Only because | wasdruv toit by dishonest blokes, aswell you knows, miss,” rejoined the crimind.
‘Blowed if thisain't the ‘ ottest January as I've known for years!'

'Wouldn't you like abath? asked the queen, ‘and some white clothes like me?

'l should only look ajugginsin’em, miss, thanking you al the same,” wasthereply; ‘but abath | wouldn't
resst, and my shirt was only clean on week before last.'

Cyril and Robert led him to arocky pool, where he bathed luxurioudly. Then, in shirt and trousers he sat
on the sand and spoke.

"That cook, or queen, or whatever you cal her-her with the white bokay on her ‘ ed-she's my sort.
Wonder if she'd keep company!”

'l should ask her.'
'l wasawaysaaquick hitter,” the man went on; ‘it'saword and ablow with me. | will.'

In shirt and trousers, and crowned with a scented flowery wresath which Cyril hastily wove asthey
returned to the court of the queen, the burglar stood before the cook and spoke.

'Look ‘ere, miss,” hesaid. *Youan' mebeing’ al forlorn-like, both on us, in this‘ ere dream, or whatever
you cdlsit, I'd liketo tel you straight as | likes yer looks.'

The cook smiled and looked down bashfully.

'I'm asingle man-what you might cal abatcheldore. I'm mild in my ‘ abits, which these kidsl| tell you the
same, and I'd like to * ave the pleasure of walkin’ out with you next Sunday.

‘Lor!" said the queen cook, “ow sudden you are, mister.'

'Walking out means you're going to be married,” said Anthea. *Why not get married and have done with
it?2“I” would.

'l dont mindif | do,” said the burglar. But the cook said—

'No, miss. Not me, not evenin adream. | don't say anythink agiin the young chap'slooks, but | dways
swore I'd be married in church, if a dl-and, anyway, | don't believe these here savages would know how
to keep aregistering office, even if | wasto show them. No, mister, thanking you kindly, if you can't bring
aclergyman into thedream I'll liveand die likewhat | am.’

'Will you marry her if we get aclergyman? asked the match-making Anthea.



'I'm agreeable, miss, | msure,” said he, pulling hiswregath straight. “Ow this* ere bokay do tiddle achap's
earsto be sure!’

So, very hurriedly, the carpet was spread out, and ingtructed to fetch aclergyman. The ingtructions were
written on theingde of Cyril's cap with apiece of hilliard chalk Robert had got from the marker at the
hotel a Lyndhurst. The carpet disappeared, and more quickly than you would have thought possible it
came back, bearing on its bosom the Reverend Septimus Blenkinsop.

The Reverend Septimus was rather anice young man, but very much mazed and muddled, because when
he saw a strange carpet laid out at hisfeet, in hisown study, he naturally walked on it to examine it more
closely. And he happened to stand on one of the thin places that Jane and Anthea had darned, so that he
was haf on wishing carpet and haf on plain Scotch heather-mixture fingering, which has no magic
propertiesat al.

The effect of thiswasthat he was only haf there-so that the children could just see through him, as
though he had been aghost. And asfor him, he saw the sunny southern shore, the cook and the burglar
and the children quite plainly; but through them al he saw, quite plainly aso, hisstudy at home, with the
books and the pictures and the marble clock that had been presented to him when heleft hislast
gtugtion.

He seemed to himself to be in a sort of insanefit, so that it did not matter what he did-and he married the
burglar to the cook. The cook said that she would rather have had a solider kind of a clergyman, one that
you couldn't see through so plain, but perhapsthiswas red enough for adream.

And of course the clergyman, though misty, wasredlly redl, and able to marry people, and he did. When
the ceremony was over the clergyman wandered about the idand collecting botanica specimens, for he
was agreat botanist, and the ruling passion was strong even in an insanefit.

There was a plendid wedding feast. Can you fancy Jane and Anthea, and Robert and Cyril, dancing
merrily in aring, hand-in-hand with copper-coloured savages, round the happy couple, the queen cook
and the burglar consort? There were more flowers gathered and thrown than you have ever even
dreamed of, and before the children took carpet for home the now married-and-settled burglar made a

speech.

‘Ladiesand gentlemen,” he said, ‘ and savages of both kinds, only | know you can't understand what I'm
asaying of, but welll let that pass. If thisisadream, I'm on. If it ain't, I'm onner than ever. If it's betwixt
and between-well, I'm honest, and | can't say more. | don't want no more ‘igh London society-I've got
some oneto put my arm around of; and I've got the wholelot of this‘ereidand for my dlotment, and if |
don't grow some broccoli asll open the judge's eye at the cottage flower shows, well, strike me pink! All
| ask is, asthese young gents and ladiesl|| bring some pardey seed into the dream, and a penn‘orth of
radish seed, and threepenn‘orth of onion, and | wouldn't mind goin’ to fourpence or fippence for mixed
kale, only | ain't got abrown, so | don't deceive you. And there's one thing more, you might take away
the parson. | don't like thingswhat | can see *df through, so hereéshow!” He drained a coconut-shell of
pamwine,

It was now past midnight-though it was tea-time on theidand.

With al good wishes the children took their leave. They aso collected the clergyman and took him back
to his study and his presentation clock.

The Phoenix kindly carried the seeds next day to the burglar and his bride, and returned with the most
satisfactory news of the happy pair.



'He's made awooden spade and started on hisalotment,” it said, ‘and sheisweaving him ashirt and
trousers of the most radiant whiteness.'

The police never knew how the burglar got away. In Kentish Town Police Station his escapeis ill
spoken of with bated breath as the Persan mystery.

Asfor the Reverend Septimus Blenkinsop, hefdt that he had had avery insanefit indeed, and he was
sureit was due to over-study. So he planned alittle dissipation, and took histwo maiden auntsto Paris,
where they enjoyed a dazzling round of museums and picture galeries, and came back fegling that they
had indeed seen life. He never told his aunts or any one el se about the marriage on the idand-because no
onelikesit to be generdly known if he has had insanefits, however interesting and unusud.

CHAPTER 10 THEHOLE IN THE CARPET

Hooray! hooray! hooray!
Mother comes home to-day;
Mother comes home to-day,
Hooray! hooray! hooray!"

Jane sang this smple song directly after breskfast, and the Phoenix shed crystal tears of affectionate
sympethy.

'How beautiful,’ it sad, ‘isfilia devotion!'
'She won't be hometill past bedtime, though,” said Robert. ‘We might have one more carpet-day.'

He was glad that mother was coming home-quite glad, very glad; but at the sametimethat gladnesswas
rudely contradicted by a quite strong fegling of sorrow, because now they could not go out al day on the

carpet.

'l do wish we could go and get something nice for mother, only she'd want to know wherewe got it,’
said Anthea. ‘ And sheld never, never believeit, the truth. People never do, somehow, if it'sat all
interegting.’

'l tell youwhat,” said Robert. * Suppose we wished the carpet to take us somewhere where we could
find a purse with money in it-then we could buy her something.’

'Suppose it took us somewhere foreign, and the purse was covered with strange Eastern devices,
embroidered in rich slks, and full of money that wasn't money &t al here, only foreign curiogties, then we
couldn't spend it, and people would bother about where we got it, and we shouldn't know how on earth
togetout of itat dl.’

Cyril moved the table off the carpet as he spoke, and itsleg caught in one of Antheals darns and ripped
away mogt of it, aswell asalarge dit in the carpet.

'Wdll, now you HAVE doneit,” said Robert.

But Antheawas aredly first-class sster. She did not say aword till she had got out the Scotch
heather-mixture fingering wool and the darning-needle and the thimble and the scissors, and by that time
she had been able to get the better of her natural wish to be thoroughly disagreesble, and was able to say
quite kindly—



‘Never mind, Squirrd, I'll soon mend it.'

Cyril thumped her on the back. He understood exactly how she had felt, and he was not an ungrateful
brother.

'Respecting the purse containing coins,” the Phoenix said, scratching itsinvigble ear thoughtfully withits
shining claw, ‘it might be aswédll, perhaps, to sate clearly the amount which you wish to find, aswell as
the country where you wish to find it, and the nature of the coinswhich you prefer. It would be indeed a
cold moment when you should find a purse containing but three oboloi.’

'How much is an oboloi?
'An obol isabout twopence hafpenny,” the Phoenix replied.

'Yes, sad Jane, ‘and if you find apurse| supposeit isonly because some one haslogt it, and you ought
to take it to the policeman.’

"Thestuation,” remarked the Phoenix, ‘ doesindeed bristle with difficulties.'
'What about aburied treasure,” said Cyril, *and every one was dead that it belonged to?
'Mother wouldn't believe THAT,” said more than onevoice.

'Suppose,” said Robert-"suppose we asked to be taken where we could find a purse and give it back to
the person it belonged to, and they would give us something for finding it?

'We aren't dlowed to take money from strangers. Y ou know we aren't, Bobs,” said Anthea, making a
knot at the end of aneedleful of Scotch heather-mixture fingering wool (which isvery wrong, and you
must never do it when you are darning).

'No, THAT wouldn't do,” said Cyril. ‘ Let's chuck it and go to the North Pole, or somewhere really
interesting.

'No,” said the girlstogether, ‘there must be SOME way.'
'Wait asec,” Antheaadded. ‘I've got an idea coming. Don't speak.’
There was a silence as she paused with the darning-needle in the air! Suddenly she spoke:

'| see. Let'stell the carpet to take us somewhere where we can get the money for mother's present,
and-and-and get it some way that shell beievein and not think wrong.'

'Well, | must say you are learning the way to get the most out of the carpet,’” said Cyril. He spoke more
heartily and kindly than usua, because he remembered how Anthea had refrained from snarking him
about tearing the carpet.

'Yes,’ said the Phoenix, ‘you certainly are. And you have to remember that if you take athing out it
doesnt dtay in.'

No one paid any attention to this remark at the time, but afterwards every one thought of it.

‘Do hurry up, Panther,” said Robert; and that was why Anthea did hurry up, and why the big darn inthe

middle of the carpet was al open and webby like afishing net, not tight and close like woven cloth, which
iswhat a good, well-behaved darn should be.



Then every one put on its outdoor things, the Phoenix fluttered on to the mantel piece and arranged its
golden feathersin the glass, and al was ready. Every one got on to the carpet.

'Please go dowly, dear carpet,” Anthea began; we like to see where we're going.” And then she added
the difficult wish that had been decided on.

Next moment the carpet, stiff and raftlike, was sailing over the roofs of Kentish Town.

'l wish-No, | don't mean that. | meanit'saPITY wearen't higher up,” said Anthea, asthe edge of the
carpet grazed achimney-pot.

That'sright. Be careful,” said the Phoenix, in warning tones. ‘ If you wish when you're on awishing
carpet, you DO wish, and theresan end of it.’

So for ashort time no one spoke, and the carpet sailed on in calm magnificence over St Pancras and
King's Cross stations and over the crowded streets of Clerkenwell.

"We're going out Greenwich way,” said Cyril, asthey crossed the streak of rough, tumbled water that
was the Thames. ‘We might go and have alook at the Palace.” On and on the carpet swept, still keeping
much nearer to the chimney-pots than the children found a al comfortable. And then, just over New
Cross, aterrible thing happened.

Jane and Robert werein the middle of the carpet. Part of them was on the carpet, and part of them-the
heaviest part-was on the great central darn.

Itsdl very misty,” said Jane; ‘it looks partly like out of doors and partly like in the nursery at home. |
fed asif | was going to have meades; everything looked awfully rum then, remember.’

'l fed just exactly the same,” Robert said.
It'sthe hole,” said the Phoenix; ‘it's not meadles whatever that possession may be.’

And at that both Robert and Jane suddenly, and at once, made abound to try and get on to the safer
part of the carpet, and the darn gave way and their boots went up, and the heavy heads and bodies of
them went down through the hole, and they landed in a position something between Sitting and sprawling
on theflat leads on the top of ahigh, grey, gloomy, respectable house whose address was 705,
Amersham Road, New Cross.

The carpet seemed to awaken to new energy as soon asit had got rid of their weight, and it rose highin
theair. The otherslay down flat and peeped over the edge of the rising carpet.

‘Areyou hurt? cried Cyril, and Robert shouted ‘No,” and next moment the carpet had sped away, and
Jane and Robert were hidden from the sight of the others by a stack of smoky chimneys.

'Oh, how awful!” said Anthea

It might have been worse,” said the Phoenix. *What would have been the sentiments of the survivorsif
that darn had given way when we were crossing theriver?

'Yes, theresthat, said Cyril, recovering himself.  They'll be dl right. They'll howl till some one getsthem
down, or drop tilesinto the front garden to attract attention of passersby. Bobs has got my
one-and-fivepence-lucky you forgot to mend that hole in my pocket, Panther, or he wouldn't have had it.
They cantram it home.’



But Antheawould not be comforted.

Itsdl my fault, shesaid. ‘| KNEW the proper way to darn, and | didn't do it. It'sall my fault. Let'sgo
home and patch the carpet with your Etons-something really strong-and send it to fetch them.'

‘All right,” said Cyril; “but your Sunday jacket is stronger than my Etons. We must just chuck mother's
present, that'sall. | wish-'

'Stop!” cried the Phoenix; ‘the carpet is dropping to earth.’
And indeed it was.

It sank swiftly, yet steadily, and landed on the pavement of the Deptford Road. It tipped alittle asit
landed, so that Cyril and Anthea naturaly walked off it, and in an instant it had rolled itself up and hidden
behind a gate-post. It did this so quickly that not a single person in the Deptford Road noticed it. The
Phoenix rustled itsway into the breast of Cyril's coat, and dmogt a the same moment awell-known
voice remarked—

'Wéll, | never! What on earth are you doing here?
They were face to face with their pet uncle-their Uncle Reginald.

'We DID think of going to Greenwich Palace and talking about Nelson,” said Cyril, telling as much of the
truth as he thought his uncle could believe.

'And where are the others? asked Uncle Reginald.
'| don't exactly know,” Cyril replied, thistime quite truthfully.

'Wdll,” said Uncle Regindd, ‘1 must fly. I've acasein the County Court. That'sthe worst of being a
beastly solicitor. One can't take the chances of life when one getsthem. If only | could come with you to
the Painted Hall and give you lunch at the* Ship” afterwards! But, dadl it may not be.’

Theundlefdt in his pocket.

1" musin't enjoy mysdlf,’ he said, * but that's no reason why you shouldn't. Here, divide this by four, and
the product ought to give you some desired result. Take care of yoursaves. Adieu.'

And waving acheery farewell with his neat umbrella, the good and high-hatted uncle passed away,
leaving Cyril and Anthea to exchange e oquent glances over the shining golden sovereign that lay in Cyril's
hand.

'Well!" said Anthea,

'Well!" said Cyril.

'Well!" said the Phoenix.

'‘Good old carpet!” said Cyril, joyoudy.

'It WAS clever of it-s0 adequate and yet so smple,” said the Phoenix, with calm approval.

'Oh, come on home and let's mend the carpet. | am abeast. I'd forgotten the othersjust for aminute,’
said the conscience-stricken Anthea.



They unrolled the carpet quickly and dyly-they did not want to attract public attention-and the moment
their feet were on the carpet Anthea wished to be at home, and instantly they were.

The kindness of their excdllent uncle had made it unnecessary for them to go to such extremes as Cyril's
Etons or Anthea's Sunday jacket for the patching of the carpet.

Anthea set to work at once to draw the edges of the broken darn together, and Cyril hastily went out and
bought alarge piece of the marble-patterned American oil-cloth which careful house-wives useto cover
dressers and kitchen tables. It was the strongest thing he could think of .

Then they set to work to line the carpet throughout with the oil-cloth. The nursery felt very odd and
empty without the others, and Cyril did not fed so sure as he had done about their being ableto ‘tramiit’
home. So hetried to help Anthea, which was very good of him, but not much useto her.

The Phoenix watched them for atime, but it was plainly growing more and more restless. It fluffed up its
splendid feathers, and stood first on one gilded claw and then on the other, and at last it said—

'l can bear it no longer. This suspense! My Robert-who set my egg to hatch-in the bosom of whose
Norfolk raiment | have nestled so often and so pleasantly! | think, if you'll excuse me-'

'Yes-DO,’ cried Anthea, ‘1 wish wed thought of asking you before.’
Cyril opened the window. The Phoenix flapped its sunbright wings and vanished.
'So THAT'S Al right,” said Cyril, taking up his needle and instantly pricking his hand in anew place.

Of course | know that what you have redlly wanted to know about dl thistimeis not what Antheaand
Cyril did, but what happened to Jane and Robert after they fell through the carpet on to the leads of the
house which was called number 705, Amersham Road.

But | had to tell you the other first. That is one of the most annoying things about stories, you cannot tell
al the different parts of them at the sametime.

Robert'sfirst remark when he found himsalf seated on the damp, cold, sooty leads was—
'Here'sago!’

Jane'sfirst act wastears.

'Dry up, Pussy; don't be alittle duffer,” said her brother, kindly, ‘itll bedl right.’

And then he looked about, just as Cyril had known he would, for something to throw down, so asto
attract the attention of the wayfarers far below in the street. He could not find anything. Curioudly enough,
there were no stones on the leads, not even aloosetile. The roof was of date, and every single date
knew its place and kept it. But, as so often happens, in looking for one thing he found another. There was
atrap-door leading down into the house.

And that trap-door was not fastened.

'Stop snivelling and come here, Jane,” he cried, encouragingly. ‘ Lend ahand to heave thisup. If we can
get into the house, we might sneak down without meeting any one, with luck. Come on.’

They heaved up the door till it stood straight up, and, asthey bent to look into the hole below, the door
fel back with ahollow clang on the leads behind, and with its noise was mingled a blood-curdling scream
from undernegth.



'Discovered!’ hissed Robert. * Oh, my catsdive!'
They were indeed discovered.

They found themselves looking down into an attic, which was dso alumber-room. It had boxes and
broken chairs, old fenders and picture-frames, and rag-bags hanging from nalils.

In the middle of the floor was abox, open, half full of clothes. Other clotheslay on thefloor in negt piles.
Inthe middle of the piles of clothes sat alady, very fat indeed, with her feet sicking out straight in front of
her. And it was she who had screamed, and who, in fact, was still screaming.

'Don't!” cried Jane, ‘ please don't! We won't hurt you.'

'Where are the rest of your gang? asked the lady, stopping short in the middle of a scream.
"The others have gone on, on the wishing carpet,’ said Jane truthfully.

"Thewishing carpet? said thelady.

'Yes,' said Jane, before Robert could say “Y ou shut up!” Y ou must have read about it. The Phoenix is
with them.'

Then the lady got up, and picking her way carefully between the piles of clothes she got to the door and
through it. She shut it behind her, and the two children could hear her calling * Septimus! Septimud’ ina
loud yet frightened way.

'‘Now,” said Robert quickly; ‘I'll drop firgt.'

He hung by his hands and dropped through the trap-door.

'Now you. Hang by your hands. I'll catch you. Oh, theré's no time for jaw. Drop, | say.'
Jane dropped.

Robert tried to catch her, and even before they had finished the breathless roll among the piles of clothes,
which waswhat his catching ended in, he whispered—

'WEell hide-behind those fenders and things; they'll think we've gone along theroofs. Then, when dl is
cam, well creegp down the stairs and take our chance.’

They hastily hid. A corner of aniron bedstead stuck into Robert's side, and Jane had only standing room
for one foot-but they bore it-and when the lady came back, not with Septimus, but with another lady,
they held their bregth and their hearts best thickly.

'Gonel’ said thefirst lady; * poor little things-quite mad, my dear-and at large! We must lock thisroom
and send for the police.’

'Let melook out,” said the second lady, who was, if possible, older and thinner and primmer than the
first. So the two ladies dragged a box under the trap-door and put another box on the top of it, and then

they both climbed up very carefully and put their two trim, tidy heads out of the trap-door to look for the
‘mad children'.

'Now,” whispered Robert, getting the bedstead leg out of hisside.

They managed to creep out from their hiding-place and out through the door before the two ladies had



done looking out of the trap-door on to the empty leads.

Robert and Jane tiptoed down the stairs-one flight, two flights. Then they looked over the banisters.
Horror! a servant was coming up with aloaded scuttle.

The children with one consent crept swiftly through the first open door.

The room was astudy, calm and gentlemanly, with rows of books, awriting table, and apair of
embroidered dippers warming themsalvesin the fender. The children hid behind the window-curtains. As
they passed the table they saw on it amissionary-box with its bottom label torn off, open and empty.

'Oh, how awful!” whispered Jane. ‘We shall never get avay dive!

'Hush!” said Robert, not amoment too soon, for there were steps on the stairs, and next instant the two
ladies came into the room. They did not see the children, but they saw the empty missionary box.

I knew it, said one. ‘ Sdlina, it WAS agang. | was certain of it from the first. The children were not mad.
They were sent to distract our attention while their confederates robbed the house.'

'l am afraid you areright,” said Sdlina; ‘and WHERE ARE THEY NOW?

'Downgtairs, no doubt, collecting the silver milk-jug and sugar-basin and the punch-ladle that was Uncle
Joe's, and Aunt Jerusha's teaspoons. | shall go down.’

'Oh, don't be so rash and heroic,” said Sdlina. ‘ Amelia, we must cdll the police from the window. Lock
thedoor. | WILL-I will-'

Thewords ended in aydl as Sdina, rushing to the window, came face to face with the hidden children.

'Oh, don't!” said Jane; “how can you be so unkind? We AREN'T burglars, and we haven't any gang, and
we didn't open your missionary-box. We opened our own once, but we didn't have to use the money, so
our consciences made us put it back and-DON'T! Oh, | wish you wouldn't-"

Miss Sdlina had seized Jane and Miss Amelia captured Robert. The children found themsalves held fast
by strong, dim hands, pink at the wrists and white at the knuckles.

'Wevegot YOU, at any rate,” said MissAmdlia. ‘ Seling, your captive is smaller than mine. Y ou open the
window at once and call “Murder!” asloud asyou can.

Selina obeyed; but when she had opened the window, instead of calling ‘Murder!” she caled ‘ Septimus!”
because at that very moment she saw her nephew coming in at the gate.

In another minute he had let himself in with hislatch-key and had mounted the Sairs. As he cameinto the
room Jane and Robert each uttered a shriek of joy so loud and so sudden that the ladies |egped with
surprise, and nearly let them go.

'It'sour own clergyman,’ cried Jane.
‘Don't you remember us? asked Robert. Y ou married our burglar for us-don't you remember?

I KNEW itwasagang, said Amdlia. ‘ Septimus, these abandoned children are members of a desperate
burgling gang who are robbing the house. They have dready forced the missonary-box and purloined its
contents.’

The Reverend Septimus passed his hand wearily over his brow.



'| fed alittlefaint, hesad, ‘running upstairs so quickly.’
'We never touched the beastly box,” said Robert.
"Then your confederates did,” said Miss Sdlina.

'No, no,” said the curate, hadtily. *"'I” opened the box mysdf. Thismorning | found | had not enough small
change for the Mothers' Independent Unity Meades and Croup Insurance payments. | supposethisis
NOT adream, isit?

'Dream? No, indeed. Search the house. | ingst uponiit.'

The curate, ill pale and trembling, searched the house, which, of course, was blamelesdy free of
burglars.

When he came back he sank wearily into his chair.

‘Aren't you going to let usgo? asked Robert, with furiousindignation, for thereis something in being held
by astrong lady that setsthe blood of aboy boiling in his veins with anger and despair. ‘Weve never
done anything to you. It'sal the carpet. It dropped us on the leads. WE couldn't help it. Y ou know how
it carried you over to the idand, and you had to marry the burglar to the cook.’

'Oh, my head!’” said the curate.

‘Never mind your head just now,” said Robert; ‘try to be honest and honourable, and do your duty in that
dateof life!'

"Thisisajudgement on me for something, | suppose,” said the Reverend Septimus, weerily, ‘but | redly
cannot at the moment remember what.'

'Send for the police,” said Miss Sdlina.

‘Send for adoctor,” said the curate.

'Do you think they ARE mad, then,” said MissAmelia
'l think | am,’ said the curate.

Jane had been crying ever since her capture. Now she said-"Y ou aren't now, but perhaps you will be,
if-And it would serve you jolly well right, too.’

‘Aunt Sdlina,’ said the curate, ‘and Aunt Amelia, believe me, thisis only an insane dream. Y ou will redize
it soon. It has happened to me before. But do not let us be unjust, even in adream. Do not hold the
children; they have done no harm. As| said before, it was | who opened the box.'

The strong, bony hands unwillingly loosened their grasp. Robert shook himself and stood in sulky
resentment. But Jane ran to the curate and embraced him so suddenly that he had not time to defend
himsdf.

'Youreadear, shesad. ‘It ISlikeadream just at first, but you get used to it. Now DO let us go.
Theré'sagood, kind, honourable clergyman.’

'l don't know,” said the Reverend Septimus, ‘it'sadifficult problem. It is such avery unusua dream.
Perhapsit'sonly asort of other life-quite real enough for you to be mad in. And if you're mad, there
might be a dream-asylum where you'd be kindly treated, and in time restored, cured, to your sorrowing



relaives. It isvery hard to see your duty plainly, evenin ordinary life, and these dream-circumstances are
so complicated-'

If itsadream,” said Robert, ‘you will wake up directly, and then you'd be sorry if you'd sent usinto a
dream-asylum, because you might never get into the same dream again and let us out, and so we might
stay there for ever, and then what about our sorrowing relaiveswho aren't in the dreams at al?

But al the curate could now say was, * Oh, my head!'

And Jane and Robert fet quiteill with helplessness and hopel essness. A redlly conscientious curateisa
very difficult thing to manage.

And then, just as the hopel essness and the hel plessness were getting to be amaost more than they could
bear, the two children suddenly fdlt that extraordinary shrinking fedling that you aways have when you
arejust going to vanish. And the next moment they had vanished, and the Reverend Septimus was | eft
donewith hisaunts.

'l knew it wasadream,’” he cried, wildly. ‘I've had something like it before. Did you dream it too, Aunt
Sdina, and you, Aunt Amelia? | dreamed that you did, you know.'

Aunt Sdlinalooked a him and then at Aunt Amelia. Then she said boldly—

'What do you mean? WE haven't been dreaming anything. Y ou must have dropped off in your chair.’
The curate heaved asigh of relief.

'Oh, if itsonly “1", hesaid; ‘if wed dl dreamed it | could never have believed it, never!'

Afterwards Aunt Sdlina said to the other aunt—

'Yes, | know it was an untruth, and | shall doubtless be punished for it in due course. But | could seethe
poor dear fellow's brain giving way before my very eyes. He couldn't have stood the strain of three
dreams. It WAS odd, wasn't it? All three of us dreaming the same thing at the same moment. We must
never tell dear Seppy. But | shall send an account of it to the Psychical Society, with starsinstead of
names, you know.'

And shedid. And you can read all about it in one of the society's fat Blue-books.

Of course, you understand what had happened? The intelligent Phoenix had smply gone straight off to
the Psammead, and had wished Robert and Jane at home. And, of course, they were at home at once.
Cyril and Antheahad not haf finished mending the carpet.

When thejoyful emations of reunion had calmed down alittle, they dl went out and spent what was |eft
of Uncle Reginad's sovereign in presents for mother. They bought her apink silk handkerchief, apair of
blue and white vases, a bottle of scent, a packet of Christmas candles, and a cake of soap shaped and
coloured like atomato, and one that was 0 like an orange that amost any one you had given it to would
havetried to ped it-if they liked oranges, of course. Also they bought a cake with icing on, and the rest
of the money they spent on flowersto put in the vases.

When they had arranged dl the things on atable, with the candles stuck up on aplate ready to light the
moment mother's cab was heard, they washed themselves thoroughly and put on tidier clothes.

Then Robert said, * Good old Psasmmead,” and the others said so too.



‘But, redlly, it'sjust as much good old Phoenix,” said Robert. * Suppose it hadn't thought of getting the
wigh!'

'‘Ahl’ said the Phoenix, ‘it is perhaps fortunate for you that | am such a competent bird.'

"Thereés mother's cab,” cried Anthea, and the Phoenix hid and they lighted the candles, and next moment
mother was home again.

She liked her presents very much, and found their story of Uncle Reginad and the sovereign easy and
even pleasant to beieve.

'‘Good old carpet,” were Cyril'slast deepy words.

'What thereisof it, said the Phoenix, from the cornice-pole.

CHAPTER 11 THE BEGINNING OF THE END

'Wdll, | MUST say,” mother said, looking at the wishing carpet asit lay, al darned and mended and
backed with shiny American cloth, on thefloor of the nursery-' MUST say I've never in my life bought
such abad bargain asthat carpet.’

A soft *Oh!’ of contradiction sprang to the lips of Cyril, Robert, Jane, and Anthea. Mother |ooked at
them quickly, and said—

'Well, of course, | see you've mended it very nicely, and that was sweet of you, dears.’
"The boys helped too,” said the dears, honourably.

‘But, still-twenty-two and ninepence! It ought to have lasted for years. It's Smply dreadful now. Well,
never mind, darlings, you've done your best. | think well have coconut matting next time. A carpet
doesn't have an easy life of it in thisroom, doesit?

'It'snot our fault, mother, isit, that our boots are the redlly reliable kind? Robert asked the question
more in sorrow than in anger.

'No, dear, we can't help our boots,” said mother, cheerfully, ‘ but we might change them when we come
in, perhaps. It'sjust an idea of mine. | wouldn't dream of scolding on the very first morning after I've
come home. Oh, my Lamb, how could you?

This conversation was at breskfast, and the Lamb had been beautifully good until every onewaslooking
at the carpet, and then it was for him but the work of amoment to turn aglass dish of syrupy blackberry
jam upside down on his young head. It was the work of agood many minutes and severd personsto get
the jam off him again, and thisinteresting work took peopl€'s minds off the carpet, and nothing more was
said just then about its badness as abargain and about what mother hoped for from coconut matting.

When the Lamb was clean again he had to be taken care of while mother rumpled her hair and inked her
fingers and made her head ache over the difficult and twisted house-keeping accounts which cook gave
her on dirty bits of paper, and which were supposed to explain how it was that cook had only
fivepence-haf-penny and alot of unpaid billsleft out of al the money mother had sent her for
house-keeping. Mother was very clever, but even she could not quite understand the cook's accounts.

The Lamb was very glad to have his brothers and sstersto play with him. He had not forgotten them a
bit, and he made them play dl the old exhausting games. ‘Whirling Worlds, where you swing the baby
round and round by hishands; and ‘ Leg and Wing', where you swing him from sde to sde by one ankle
and onewrist. Therewas aso climbing Vesuvius. In this game the baby walks up you, and when heis



standing on your shoulders, you shout asloud as you can, which isthe rumbling of the burning mountain,
and then tumble him gently on to the floor, and roll him there, which isthe destruction of Pompeii.

'All the same, | wish we could decide what we'd better say next time mother says anything about the
carpet,’ said Cyril, bresthlesdy ceasing to be a burning mountain.

'Well, you talk and decide,” said Antheg; ‘ here, you lovely ducky Lamb. Come to Panther and play
Noah's Ark.'

The Lamb camewith his pretty hair dl tumbled and hisface dl dusty from the destruction of Pompeli,
and ingtantly became a baby snake, hissing and wriggling and creeping in Antheasarms, as she saild—

'l love my little baby snake,

He hisseswhen heisawake,

He creeps with such awriggly creep,

Hewrigglesevenin hisdeep.’

'Crocky,” said the Lamb, and showed dl hislittle teeth. So Antheawent on—
'l lovemy little crocodile,

| love histruthful toothful smile

Itis sowonderful and wide,

| liketo seeit-FROM OUTSIDE.

'Well, you see,” Cyril was saying; ‘it'sjust the old bother. Mother can't believe thered true truth about
the carpet, and-'

'Y ou speak sooth, O Cyril,” remarked the Phoenix, coming out from the cupboard where the
blackbestles lived, and the torn books, and the broken dates, and odd pieces of toysthat had lost the
rest of themsalves. ‘Now hear the wisdom of Phoenix, the son of the Phoenix-'

‘Thereisasociety cdled that,” said Cyril.
'Whereisit? And what isasociety? asked the bird.

'It'sasort of joined-together lot of people-a sort of brotherhood-a kind of-well, something very like your
temple, you know, only quite different.’

'l take your meaning,’” said the Phoenix. ‘1 would fain see these calling themsel ves Sons of the Phoenix'
‘But what about your words of wisdom?

'Wisdom isawayswelcome,” said the Phoenix.

'Pretty Polly!” remarked the Lamb, reaching his hands towards the golden speaker.

The Phoenix modestly retreated behind Robert, and Anthea hastened to distract the attention of the
Lamb by murmuring—

“I love my little baby rabbit;



But oh! he hasadreadful habit
Of paddling out among the rocks
And soaking both his bunny socks!'

'l don't think you'd care about the sons of the Phoenix, redlly,” said Robert. ‘| have heard that they don't
do anything fiery. They only drink agreat deal. Much more than other people, because they drink
lemonade and fizzy things, and the more you drink of those the more good you get.'

'In your mind, perhaps,” said Jane; ‘ but it wouldn't be good in your body. Y ou'd get too balloony.’
The Phoenix yawned.

'Look here said Antheg; ‘| really have anidea. Thisisn't like acommon carpet. It's very magic indeed.
Don't you think, if we put Tatcho onit, and then gaveit ares, the magic part of it might grow, like hair is
Supposed to do?

‘It might,” said Robert; ‘but | should think paraffin would do aswell-at any rate asfar asthe smell goes,
and that seemsto be the great thing about Tatcho.'

But with dl itsfaults Anthea'sideawas something to do, and they did it.

It was Cyril who fetched the Tatcho bottle from father's washhand-stand. But the bottle had not muchin
it.

'We musin't tekeit dl,” Jane said, ‘in case father's hair began to come off suddenly. If he hadn't anything
to put oniit, it might al drop off before Eliza had time to get round to the chemist's for another bottle. It
would be dreadful to have abad father, and it would al be our fault.’

'And wigsare very expensive, | believe,’ said Anthea. ‘' Look here, leave enough in the bottle to wet
father's head al over with in case any emergency emerges-and let's make up with paraffin. | expect it's
the smdll that does the good redly-and the smell's exactly the same.’

So asmal teaspoonful of the Tatcho was put on the edges of the worst darn in the carpet and rubbed
carefully into the roots of the hairs of it, and dl the parts that there was not enough Tatcho for had
paraffin rubbed into them with a piece of flannd. Then the flannd was burned. It made agay flame, which
delighted the Phoenix and the Lamb.

'How often,” said mother, opening the door-'how often am | to tell you that you are NOT to play with
paraffin? What have you been doing?

'We have burnt aparaffiny rag,” Anthea answered.

It was no use telling mother what they had done to the carpet. She did not know it was amagic carpet,
and no one wantsto be laughed at for trying to mend an ordinary carpet with lamp-oail.

'Well, don't doit again,” said mother. * And now, away with melancholy! Father has sent atelegram.
Look!” She hdd it out, and the children, holding it by itsyielding corners, read—

'Box for kiddies at Garrick. Stallsfor us, Haymarket. Meet Charing Cross, 6.30.'

‘That means,” said mother, ‘that you're going to see “ The Water Babies’ al by your happy selves, and
father and | will take you and fetch you. Give me the Lamb, dear, and you and Jane put clean lacein
your red evening frocks, and | shouldn't wonder if you found they wanted ironing. This paraffin smell is



ghastly. Run and get out your frocks.'

The frocks did want ironing-wanted it rather badly, asit happened; for, being of tomato-Coloured
Liberty sk, they had been found very useful for tableaux vivants when ared dresswas required for
Cardina Richdieu. They were very nicetableaux, these, and | wish | could tell you about them; but one
cannot tell everything in astory. Y ou would have been specidly interested in hearing about the tableau of
the Princesin the Tower, when one of the pillows burst, and the youthful Princes were so covered with
feathersthat the picture might very well have been called ‘ Michaelmas Eve; or, Plucking the Geese'.

Ironing the dresses and sewing the lace in occupied some time, and no one was dull, because there was
the theatre to look forward to, and aso the possible growth of hairs on the carpet, for which every one
kept looking anxioudy. By four o'clock Jane was almost sure that severa hairs were beginning to grow.

The Phoenix perched on the fender, and its conversation, as usua, was entertaining and ingtructive-like
school prizes are said to be. But it seemed alittle absent-minded, and even alittle sad.

'Don't you fed well, Phoenix, dear? asked Anthea, stooping to take an iron off thefire.
'l am not sck,’ replied the golden bird, with agloomy shake of the head; *but | am getting old.’
'Why, you've hardly been hatched any time at dl.’

"Time,” remarked the Phoenix, ‘is measured by heartbeats. I'm sure the pa pitations I've had since I've
known you are enough to blanch the feathers of any bird.'

‘But | thought you lived 500 years,” said Robert, and you've hardly begun this set of years. Think of dl
the time that's before you.'

‘Time,” said the Phoenix, ‘is, asyou are probably aware, merely a convenient fiction. Thereisno such
thing astime. | havelived in these two months at a pace which generoudy counterba ances 500 years of
lifeinthedesart. | amold, | anweary. | fed asif | ought to lay my egg, and lay me down to my fiery
deep. But unlessI'm careful 1 shal be hatched again ingtantly, and that isamisfortune which | redlly do
not think I COULD endure. But do not let me intrude these desperate persona reflections on your
youthful happiness. What isthe show at the theatre to-night? Wrestlers? Gladiators? A combat of
cameleopards and unicorns?

'l don't think so,” said Cyril; “it'scalled “The Water Babies', and if it'slike the book there isn't any
gladiating in it. There are chimney-sweeps and professors, and alobster and an otter and asalmon, and
childrenlivingin thewater.’

"It sounds chilly.” The Phoenix shivered, and went to St on thetongs.

'| don't suppose there will be REAL water,” said Jane. * And theatres are very warm and pretty, with alot
of gold and lamps. Wouldn't you like to come with us?

1" was just going to say that,” said Robert, ininjured tones, ‘only | know how rudeit isto interrupt. Do
come, Phoenix, old chap; it will cheer you up. It1l make you laugh like any thing. Mr Bourchier dways
makesripping plays. Y ou ought to have seen “ Shock-headed Peter” last year.'

'Y our words are strange,” said the Phoenix, ‘but | will come with you. The revels of this Bourchier, of
whom you spesk, may help meto forget theweight of my years.” So that evening the Phoenix snugged
insde the waistcoat of Robert's Etons-a very tight fit it seemed both to Robert and to the Phoenix-and
was taken to the play.



Robert had to pretend to be cold at the glittering, many-mirrored restaurant where they ate dinner, with
father in evening dress, with avery shiny white shirt-front, and mother looking lovely in her grey evening
dress, that changes into pink and green when she moves. Robert pretended that he was too cold to take
off hisgreat-coat, and so0 sat sweltering through what would otherwise have been amost thrilling medl.
Hefdt that he was ablot on the smart beauty of the family, and he hoped the Phoenix knew what he was
suffering for its sake. Of course, we are dl pleased to suffer for the sake of others, but we likethem to
know it unless we are the very best and noblest kind of people, and Robert wasjust ordinary.

Father wasfull of jokes and fun, and every onelaughed dl the time, even with their mouthsfull, which is
not manners. Robert thought father would not have been quite so funny about his keeping his over-coat
on if father had known dl the truth. And there Robert was probably right.

When dinner wasfinished to the last grape and the last paddle in the finger glasses-for it wasaredly truly
grown-up dinner-the children were taken to the thestre, guided to abox close to the stage, and I ft.

Father's parting words were: ‘Now, don't you stir out of this box, whatever you do. | shall be back
before the end of the play. Be good and you will be happy. Isthis zone torrid enough for the
abandonment of great-coats, Bobs? No? Well, then, | should say you were sickening for
something-mumps or meades or thrush or teething. Goodbye.'

Hewent, and Robert was at |last able to remove his coat, mop his perspiring brow, and release the
crushed and dishevelled Phoenix. Robert had to arrange his damp hair at the looking-glass at the back of
the box, and the Phoenix had to preen its disordered feathers for some time before either of them wasfit
to be seen.

They were very, very early. When the lights went up fully, the Phoenix, balancing itsalf on the gilded back
of achair, swayed in ecdtasy.

'How fair asceneisthis!’” it murmured; ‘ how far fairer than my temple! Or have | guessed aright? Have
you brought me hither to lift up my heart with emotions of joyous surprise? Tell me, my Robert, isit not
that this, THIS ismy true temple, and the other was but a humble shrine frequented by outcasts?

'l don't know about outcasts,” said Robert, ‘ but you can cdl thisyour templeif you like. Hush! the music
isbeginning.

| am not going to tell you about the play. As | said before, one can't tell everything, and no doubt you
saw ‘ The Water Babies' yourselves. If you did not it was ashame, or, rather, apity.

What | must tell you isthat, though Cyril and Jane and Robert and Antheaenjoyed it as much as any
children possibly could, the pleasure of the Phoenix wasfar, far greater than theirs.

‘Thisisindeed my temple,’ it said again and again. ‘What radiant rites! And al to do honour to me!’

The songsin the play it took to be hymnsin its honour. The choruses were choric songsinits praise. The
eectriclights, it said, were magic torches lighted for its sake, and it was so charmed with the footlights
that the children could hardly persuadeit to St still. But when the limelight was shown it could contain its
approva no longer. It flapped its golden wings, and cried in avoice that could be heard al over the
theatre:

'Wéll done, my servantsl Y e have my favour and my countenance!’

Little Tom on the stage stopped short in what he was saying. A deep breath was drawn by hundreds of
lungs, every eyein the house turned to the box where the luckless children cringed, and most people



hissed, or said * Shish!” or * Turn them out!’

Then the play went on, and an attendant presently came to the box and spoke wrathfully.

It wasn't us, indeed it wasn't,” said Anthea, earnestly; ‘it wasthe bird.'

The man said well, then, they must keep their bird very quiet. ‘ Disturbing every onelikethis,’ hesaid.
Itwon't doit again,” said Robert, glancing imploringly at the golden bird; ‘I'm sureit won't.'

'Y ou have my leave to depart,’ said the Phoenix gently.

'Wéll, heisabeauty, and no mistake,” said the attendant, ‘only I'd cover him up during the acts. It upsets
the performance.’

And hewent.

'Don't gpeak again, thereésadear,” said Antheg; ‘you wouldn't like to interfere with your own temple,
would you?

So now the Phoenix was quiet, but it kept whispering to the children. It wanted to know why there was
no dtar, no fire, no incense, and became so excited and fretful and tiresome that four at least of the party
of fivewished deeply that it had been l€ft a home.

What happened next was entirely the fault of the Phoenix. It was not in the least the fault of the theatre
people, and no one could ever understand afterwards how it did happen. No one, that is, except the
guilty bird itsdf and the four children. The Phoenix was baancing itsdf on the gilt back of the chair,
swaying backwards and forwards and up and down, as you may see your own domestic parrot do. |
mean the grey one with thered tail. All eyeswere on the stage, where the lobster was delighting the
audience with that gem of asong, ‘ If you can't walk straight, walk sideways!” when the Phoenix
murmured warmly—

'No dtar, nofire, noincense!” and then, before any of the children could even begin to think of stopping
it, it spread its bright wings and swept round the theatre, brushing its gleaming feathers againgt ddlicate
hangings and gilded woodwork.

It seemed to have made but one circular wing-sweep, such as you may see agull make over grey water
on astormy day. Next moment it was perched again on the chair-back-and all round the theatre, where it
had passed, little sparks shonelike tinsal seeds, then little smoke wresths curled up like growing
plants-little flames opened like flower-buds. People whispered-then people shrieked.

'Fre! Firel” The curtain went down-the lights went up.
'Firel” cried every one, and made for the doors.

‘A magnificent ideal’ said the Phoenix, complacently. ‘ An enormous dtar-fire supplied free of charge.
Doesn't theincense smell delicious?

Theonly smdl wasthe sifling smell of smoke, of burning silk, or scorching varnish.

The little flames had opened now into greet flame-flowers. The people in the theatre were shouting and
pressing towards the doors.

'Oh, how COULD you!’ cried Jane. ‘Let's get out.'



'Father said stay here,’ said Anthea, very pale, and trying to speak in her ordinary voice.

'He didn't mean stay and be roasted,” said Robert. ‘No boys on burning decks for me, thank you.'
‘Not much,” said Cyril, and he opened the door of the box.

But afierce waft of smoke and hot air made him shut it again. It was not possible to get out that way.
They looked over the front of the box. Could they climb down?

It would be possible, certainly; but would they be much better off?

'Look at the people,” moaned Antheg; ‘ we couldn't get through.'

And, indeed, the crowd round the doorslooked asthick asfliesin the jam-making season.

'l wish we'd never seen the Phoenix,” cried Jane.

Even at that awful moment Robert looked round to seeiif the bird had overheard a speech which,
however natura, was hardly polite or grateful.

The Phoenix was gone.

'Look here,” said Cyril, *I've read about firesin papers; I'm sureit'sal right. Let'swait here, asfather
sad.!

'We can't do anything ese” said Anthea bitterly.

'Look here,’ said Robert, ‘I'm NOT frightened-no, I'm not. The Phoenix has never been a skunk yet,
and I'm certainit'll see usthrough somehow. | believe in the Phoenix!'

"The Phoenix thanks you, O Robert,” said agolden voice a hisfeet, and there was the Phoenix itsdlf, on
the Wishing Carpet.

'Quick!’ it said. * Stand on those portions of the carpet which are truly antique and authentic-and-'

A sudden jet of flame stopped itswords. Alas! the Phoenix had unconsciousy warmed to its subject, and
inthe unintentional heat of the moment had st fire to the paraffin with which that morning the children had
anointed the carpet. It burned merrily. The children tried in vain to stamp it out. They had to stand back
and let it burn itsaf out. When the paraffin had burned away it was found that it had taken with it al the
darns of Scotch heather-mixture fingering. Only the fabric of the old carpet was | eft-and that was full of
holes.

'Come,’ said the Phoenix, ‘1'm cool now.'

Thefour children got on to what was | eft of the carpet. Very careful they werenot to leave aleg or a
hand hanging over one of the holes. It was very hot-the theatre was a pit of fire. Every one else had got
out.

Jane had to sit on Antheas lap.

'Home!” said Cyril, and ingtantly the cool draught from under the nursery door played upon their legs as
they sat. They were dl on the carpet till, and the carpet waslying in its proper place on the nursery floor,
as cam and unmoved as though it had never been to the theetre or taken part in afireinitslife.



Four long breaths of deep relief were ingtantly breathed. The draught which they had never liked before
was for the moment quite pleasant. And they were safe. And every one else was safe. The theatre had
been quite empty when they left. Every one was sure of that.

They presently found themsalves dl talking a once. Somehow none of their adventures had given them
so much to talk about. None other had seemed so redl.

'Did you notice-? they said, and ‘ Do you remember-?
When suddenly Antheels face turned pale under the dirt which it had collected on it during thefire.

'Oh,’” she cried, ‘mother and father! Oh, how awful! They'll think we're burned to cinders. Oh, let'sgo
thisminute and tell them we arent.’

'We should only missthem,” said the sengible Cyril.

'Well-YOU go then,” said Anthea, ‘or | will. Only do wash your face first. Mother will be sureto think
you are burnt to acinder if she seesyou as black asthat, and shell faint or beill or something. Oh, | wish
we'd never got to know that Phoenix.’

'Hush!” said Robert; ‘it's no use being rude to the bird. | supposeit can't help its nature. Perhaps wed
better wash too. Now | cometo think of it my hands are rather-'

No one had noticed the Phoenix since it had bidden them to step on the carpet. And no one noticed that
no one had noticed.

All were partidly clean, and Cyril wasjust plunging into his great-coat to go and look for his parents-he,
and not unjustly, called it looking for aneedlein abundle of hay-when the sound of father'slatchkey in
the front door sent every one bounding up the stairs.

'Areyou dl safe? cried mother'svoice, ‘are you al safe? and the next moment she was knedling on the
linoleum of the hall, trying to kiss four damp children at once, and laughing and crying by turns, while
father stood looking on and saying he was blessed or something.

'But how did you guesswe'd come home,” said Cyril, later, when every one was cam enough for talking.

'Wdll, it was rather arum thing. We heard the Garrick was on fire, and of course we went straight there,’
sad father, briskly. *We couldn't find you, of course-and we couldn't get in-but the firemen told us every
onewas safely out. And then | heard avoice a my ear say, “ Cyril, Anthea, Robert, and Jane"-and
something touched me on the shoulder. It was agreat yellow pigeon, and it got in the way of my seeing
who'd spoken. It fluttered off, and then some one said in the other ear, “They're safe at home"; and when
| turned again, to see who it was speaking, hanged if there wasn't that confounded pigeon on my other
shoulder. Dazed by thefire, | suppose. Y our mother said it was the voice of -

'| said it wasthe bird that spoke,” said mother, ‘and so it was. Or at least | thought so then. It wasn't a
pigeon. It was an orange-coloured cockatoo. | don't care who it was that spoke. It was true and you're
safe!

Mother began to cry again, and father said bed was a good place after the pleasures of the stage.
So every one went there.

Robert had atalk to the Phoenix that night.



'Oh, very well,” said the bird, when Robert had said what he fdlt, ‘didn't you know that | had power over
fire? Do not distress yoursdlf. I, like my high priestsin Lombard Street, can undo the work of flames.
Kindly open the casement.’

It flew out.

That was why the papers said next day that thefire at the thestre had done |ess damage than had been
anticipated. Asamatter of fact it had done none, for the Phoenix spent the night in putting things straight.
How the management accounted for this, and how many of the theatre officids il believe that they were
mad on that night will never be known.

Next day mother saw the burnt holesin the carpet.
"It caught where it was paraffiny,” said Anthea.
'l must get rid of that carpet at once,” said mother.

But what the children said in sad whispersto each other, asthey pondered over last night's events,
was—

'We must get rid of that Phoenix.'

CHAPTER 12 THE END OF THE END

'Egg, toast, tea, milk, tea-cup and saucer, egg-spoon, knife, butter-that's all, | think,” remarked Anthea,
as she put the last touches to mother's breakfast-tray, and went, very carefully up the sairs, feding for
every step with her toes, and holding on to the tray with al her fingers. She crept into mother's room and
st thetray on achair. Then she pulled one of the blinds up very softly.

'Isyour head better, mammy dear? she asked, in the soft little voice that she kept expresdy for mother's
headaches. ‘ I've brought your brekkie, and I've put thelittle cloth with clover-leaves on it, the onel
made you.'

‘That'svery nice,’ said mother deepily.

Anthea knew exactly what to do for mothers with headaches who had breakfast in bed. She fetched
warm water and put just enough eau de Colognein it, and bathed mother's face and hands with the
sweet-scented water. Then mother was able to think about breakfast.

‘But what's the matter with my girl? she asked, when her eyes got used to the light.

'Oh, I'm so sorry you'reill,” Antheasaid. ‘It'sthat horrible fire and you being so frightened. Father said
0. Andwedl fed asif it was our faults. | can't explain, but-'

It wasn't your fault abit, you darling goosie,” mother said. ‘How could it be?

‘That'sjust what | can't tdll you,” said Anthea. ‘I haven't got afutile brain like you and father, to think of
ways of explaining everything.'

Mother laughed.

'My futile brain-or did you mean fertile?-anyway, it fed s very stiff and sorethismorning-but | shal be
quitedl right by and by. And don't beasdlly little pet girl. The fire wasn't your faults. No; | don't want the

egg, dear. I'll goto deep again, | think. Don't you worry. And tell cook not to bother me about medls.
Y ou can order what you like for lunch.'



Anthea closed the door very mousily, and instantly went downstairs and ordered what she liked for
lunch. She ordered apair of turkeys, alarge plum-pudding, cheese-cakes, and admonds and raisins.

Cook told her to go dong, do. And she might aswell not have ordered anything, for when lunch cameit
was just hashed mutton and semolina pudding, and cook had forgotten the Sippets for the mutton hash
and the semoalina pudding was burnt.

When Anthea rgjoined the others she found them al plunged in the gloom where she was hersdlf. For
every one knew that the days of the carpet were now numbered. Indeed, so worn wasit that you could
amost have numbered itsthreads.

So that now, after nearly amonth of magic happenings, the time was at hand when life would have to go
oninthedull, ordinary way and Jane, Robert, Anthea, and Cyril would be just in the same position asthe
other children who live in Camden Town, the children whom these four had so often pitied, and perhaps
alittle despised.

'We shdll bejust likethem,” Cyril said.
'Except,” said Robert, ‘that we shal have more things to remember and be sorry we haven't got.'

'Mother's going to send away the carpet as soon as she'swell enough to see about that coconut matting.
Fancy us with coconut-matting-us! And we've walked under live coconut-trees on the idand where you
can't have whooping-cough.'

'Pretty idand,” said the Lamb; * paint-box sands and seaal shiny sparkly.'

His brothers and sisters had often wondered whether he remembered that idand. Now they knew that he
did.

'Yes,” said Cyril; ‘no more cheap return trips by carpet for us-that's adead cert.’
They were dl talking about the carpet, but what they were dl thinking about was the Phoenix.

The golden bird had been so kind, so friendly, so polite, o ingtructive-and now it had set fireto athestre
and made mother ill.

Nobody blamed the bird. It had acted in a perfectly natura manner. But every one saw that it must not
be asked to prolong its visit. Indeed, in plain English it must be asked to go!

Thefour children felt like base spies and treacherous friends; and each in its mind was saying who ought
not to be the oneto tell the Phoenix that there could no longer be aplacefor it in that happy homein
Camden Town. Each child was quite sure that one of them ought to speak out in afair and manly way,
but nobody wanted to be the one.

They could not talk the whole thing over asthey would have liked to do, because the Phoenix itsdf was
in the cupboard, among the blackbeetles and the odd shoes and the broken chessmen.

But Antheatried.

It'svery horrid. | do hate thinking things about people, and not being able to say the things you're
thinking because of the way they would fed when they thought what things you were thinking, and
wondered what they'd done to make you think things like that, and why you were thinking them.”’

Antheawas so anxious that the Phoenix should not understand what she said that she made a speech



completely baffling to al. It was not till she pointed to the cupboard in which al believed the Phoenix to
be that Cyril understood.

'Yes,’ hesad, while Jane and Robert were trying to tell each other how deeply they didn't understand
what Antheawere saying; ‘but after recent eventfulnesses anew leaf hasto be turned over, and, after dl,
mother is more important than the fedings of any of the lower forms of creation, however unnaturd .’

'How beautifully you do doit,” said Anthea, absently beginning to build a card-house for the
Lamb-'mixing up what you're saying, | mean. We ought to practise doing it S0 asto be ready for
mysterious occasions. We're talking about THAT,” she said to Jane and Robert, frowning, and nodding
towards the cupboard where the Phoenix was. Then Robert and Jane understood, and each opened its

mouth to spesk.

'Wait aminute,” said Antheaquickly; ‘the gameisto twist up what you want to say so that no one can
understand what you're saying except the people you want to understand it, and sometimes not them.'

"The ancient philosophers,” said agolden voice, *Well understood the art of which you speak.’

Of course it was the Phoenix, who had not been in the cupboard at dl, but had been cocking agolden
eye a them from the cornice during the whole conversation.

'Pretty dickie!” remarked the Lamb. ‘CANARY dickie!'
'Poor misguided infant,” said the Phoenix.

Therewas apainful pause; the four could not but think it likely that the Phoenix had understood their very
veiled dlusions, accompanied as they had been by gesturesindicating the cupboard. For the Phoenix was
not wanting inintelligence.

'Wewere just saying-" Cyril began, and | hope he was not going to say anything but the truth. Whatever
it was he did not say it, for the Phoenix interrupted him, and al breathed more fredy asit spoke.

'l gather,’ it said, *that you have sometidings of afata nature to communicate to our degraded black
brothers who run to and fro for ever yonder.” It pointed aclaw at the cupboard, where the blackbeetles
lived.

'‘Canary TALK, said the Lamb joyoudy; ‘go and show mammy.'
Hewriggled off Anthegls|ap.
'Mammy's adeep, said Jane, hastily. * Come and be wild beastsin acage under the table!’

But the Lamb caught hisfeet and hands, and even his head, so often and so deeply in the holes of the
carpet that the cage, or table, had to be moved on to the linoleum, and the carpet lay bare to sight with dl
itshorrid holes.

'Ah,” saidthebird, *itisn't long for thisworld.'
'No,” said Robert; ‘everything comesto an end. It'sawful.’

'‘Sometimesthe end is peace,” remarked the Phoenix. ‘1 imagine that unless it comes soon the end of your
carpet will be pieces!

'Yes,' sad Cyril, respectfully kicking what was left of the carpet. The movement of its bright colours
caught the eye of the Lamb, who went down on al foursingtantly and began to pull at the red and blue



threads.

"Aggedydaggedygaggedy,” murmured the Lamb; ‘ daggedy ag ag ag!"

And before any one could have winked (even if they had wanted to, and it would not have been of the
dightest use) the middle of the floor showed bare, an idand of boards surrounded by a sea of linoleum.
The magic carpet was gone, AND SO WAS THE LAMB!

There was a horrible silence. The Lamb-the baby, al done-had been wafted away on that untrustworthy
carpet, so full of holes and magic. And no one could know where he was. And no one could follow him
because there was now no carpet to follow on.

Jane burst into tears, but Anthes, though pale and frantic, was dry-eyed.

't MUST beadream,” shesaid.

‘That'swhat the clergyman said,’” remarked Robert forlornly; *but it wasn't, and it isn't.’
‘But the Lamb never wished,” said Cyril; ‘hewas only talking Bosh.'

"The carpet understands dl speech,” said the Phoenix, ‘even Bosh. | know not this Boshland, but be
assured that its tongue is not unknown to the carpet.’

'Do you mean, then,” said Anthea, in whiteterror, ‘that when he was saying “ Agglety dag,” or whatever it
was, that he meant something by it?

'All speech has meaning,” said the Phoenix.

"There| think you'rewrong,” said Cyril; ‘ even people who talk English sometimes say thingsthat don't
mean anything in particular.”

'Oh, never mind that now,” moaned Anthea; ‘you think “ Aggety dag” meant something to him and the
carpet?

'‘Beyond doubt it held the same meaning to the carpet asto the lucklessinfant,” the Phoenix said calmly.
'And WHAT did it mean? Oh WHAT?
‘Unfortunately,” the bird rejoined, ‘| never sudied Bosh.'

Jane sobbed noisily, but the others were calm with what is sometimes called the calmness of despair. The
Lamb was gone-the Lamb, their own precious baby brother-who had never in his happy little life been
for amoment out of the sight of eyesthat loved him-he was gone. He had gone aone into the great world
with no other companion and protector than a carpet with holesin it. The children had never redly
understood before what an enormoudy big place theworld is. And the Lamb might be anywhereinit!

'And it'sno use going to look for him.” Cyril, in flat and wretched tones, only said what the otherswere
thinking.

'Do you wish himto return? the Phoenix asked; it seemed to speak with some surprise.
'Of coursewe do!” cried everybody.

'lsn't he more trouble than he'sworth? asked the bird doubtfully.



'No, no. Oh, we do want him back! We do!"
"Then,” said the wearer of gold plumage, ‘if you'll excuse me, I'll just pop out and seewhat | can do.’
Cyril flung open the window, and the Phoenix popped ouit.

'Oh, if only mother goes on deeping! Oh, suppose she wakes up and wants the Lamb! Oh, suppose the
servants come! Stop crying, Jane. It's no earthly good. No, I'm not crying myself-at least | wasn't till you
said so, and | shouldn't anyway if-if there was any mortd thing we could do. Oh, oh, oh!"

Cyril and Robert were boys, and boys never cry, of course. Still, the position was aterrible one, and |
do not wonder that they made facesin their effortsto behavein aredly manly way.

And at thisawful moment mother's bell rang.

A bresthless tiliness held the children. Then Antheadried her eyes. She looked round her and caught up
the poker. She held it out to Cyril.

'Hit my hand hard,” she said; ‘| must show mother some reason for my eyesbeing like they are. Harder,
she cried as Cyril gently tapped her with the iron handle. And Cyril, agitated and trembling, nerved
himsdlf to hit harder, and hit very much harder than he intended.

Anthea screamed.
'Oh, Panther, | didn't mean to hurt, redly,” cried Cyril, clattering the poker back into the fender.

It's-dl-right, said Antheabreathlesdy, clasping the hurt hand with the one that wasn't hurt;
‘it's-getting-red.’

It was-around red and blue bump was rising on the back of it. ‘Now, Robert, she said, trying to
breathe more evenly, ‘you go out-oh, | don't know where-on to the dustbin-anywhere-and | shal tell
mother you and the Lamb are out.'

Antheawas now ready to deceive her mother for aslong as ever she could. Deceit is very wrong, we
know, but it seemed to Antheathat it was her plain duty to keep her mother from being frightened about
the Lamb aslong as possible. And the Phoenix might help.

It always has helped,” Robert said; ‘it got us out of the tower, and even when it made thefirein the
theatreit got usout dl right. I'm certain it will manage somehow.’

Mother's bell rang again.
'Oh, Eliza's never answered it,” cried Antheg; ‘ she never does. Oh, | must go.'
And she went.

Her heart beat bumpingly as she climbed the stairs. Mother would be certain to notice her eyes-well, her
hand would account for that. But the Lamb—

'No, | must NOT think of the Lamb, she said to herself, and bit her tonguetill her eyes watered again, o
asto give herself something elseto think of. Her arms and legs and back, and even her tear-reddened
face, felt Siff with her resolution not to let mother beworried if she could help it.

She opened the door softly.



'Y es, mother? shesaid.
'‘Dearest,’ said mother, ‘the Lamb-'

Antheatried to be brave. Shetried to say that the Lamb and Robert were out. Perhaps she tried too
hard. Anyway, when she opened her mouth no words came. So she stood with it open. It seemed easier
to keep from crying with onegs mouth in that unusua position.

"The Lamb,” mother went on;  he was very good at firgt, but he's pulled the toilet-cover off the
dressing-table with al the brushes and pots and things, and now he's so quiet I'm sure he'sin some
dreadful mischief. And | can't see him from here, and if 1'd got out of bed to see I'm sure | should have
fainted.

'Do you mean hesHERE? said Anthea.

'Of course he'shere,” said mother, alittle impatiently. ‘Where did you think he was?
Antheawent round the foot of the big mahogany bed. There was a pause.

'He's not here NOW,’ she said.

That he had been there was plain, from the toilet-cover on the floor, the scattered pots and bottles, the
wandering brushes and combs, al involved in the tangle of ribbons and laces which an open drawer had
yielded to the baby'sinquisitive fingers.

'He must have crept out, then,” said mother; * do keep him with you, therésadarling. If | don't get some
deep | shdl be awreck when father comes home.!'

Anthea closed the door softly. Then she tore downgtairs and burst into the nursery, crying—
'He must have wished he was with mother. He's been there dl thetime. “ Aggety dag-"'
The unusua word was frozen on her lip, as people say in books.

For there, on the floor, lay the carpet, and on the carpet, surrounded by his brothers and by Jane, sat the
Lamb. He had covered hisface and clothes with vasdline and violet powder, but he was easily
recognizablein spite of thisdisguise.

'You areright,” said the Phoenix, who was aso present; ‘it isevident that, asyou say, “Aggety dag” is
Bosh for “1 want to be where my mother is,” and so the faithful carpet understood it.’

'But how,” said Anthea, catching up the Lamb and hugging him-"how did he get back here?

'Oh,’ said the Phoenix, ‘1 flew to the Psammead and wished that your infant brother were restored to
your midst, and immediately it was 0.

'Oh,  anglad, | anglad!’ cried Anthea, fill hugging the baby. * Oh, you darling! Shut up, Jane! | don't
care HOW much he comes off on me! Cyril! Y ou and Robert roll that carpet up and put it in the
beetle-cupboard. He might say “ Aggety dag” again, and it might mean something quite different next time.
Now, my Lamb, Panther'll clean you alittle. Come on.'

'l hope the beetles won't go wishing,” said Cyril, asthey rolled up the carpet.

Two days later mother was well enough to go out, and that evening the coconut matting came home. The
children had talked and talked, and thought and thought, but they had not found any polite way of telling



the Phoenix that they did not want it to stay any longer.

The days had been days spent by the children in embarrassment, and by the Phoenix in deep.
And, now the matting was laid down, the Phoenix awoke and fluttered down on toit.

It shook its crested head.

'l likenot thiscarpet,’ it sad; ‘it isharsh and unyielding, and it hurts my golden feet.’
'Wevejolly wdl got to get used to its hurting OUR golden feet,” said Cyril.

"This, then,” said the bird, * supersedes the Wishing Carpet.’

'Yes,' said Robert, ‘if you mean that it'sinstead of it.'

'And the magic web? inquired the Phoenix, with sudden eagerness.

'It'sthe rag-and-bottle man's day to-morrow,” said Anthea, in alow voice; ‘he will take it away.'
The Phoenix fluttered up to its favourite perch on the chair-back.

'Hear me!’ it cried, ‘oh youthful children of men, and restrain your tears of misery and despair, for what
must be must be, and | would not remember you, thousands of years hence, as base ingrates and
crawling worms compact of low sdlfishness!’

'l should hope not, indeed,” said Cyril.
"Weep not,” the bird went on; ‘| realy do beg that you won't weep.

| will not seek to break the newsto you gently. Let the blow fal a once. The time has come when | must
leaveyou.'

All four children bresthed forth along sigh of relief.
"We needn't have bothered so about how to break the newsto it,” whispered Cyril.

'Ah, sgh not s0,” said the bird, gently. * All meetings end in partings. | must leave you. | have sought to
prepare you for this. Ah, do not give way!'

'Must you redlly go-so soon? murmured Anthea. It was what she had often heard her mother say to
cdling ladiesin the afternoon.

I mugt, redly; thank you so much, dear,’ replied the bird, just as though it had been one of the ladies.

' amweary,’ it went on. ‘| desireto rest-after al the happenings of thislast moon | do desireredly to
rest, and | ask of you one last boon.’

'Any little thing we can do,” said Robert.

Now that it had really come to parting with the Phoenix, whaose favourite he had always been, Robert did
fed dmogt as miserable as the Phoenix thought they dl did.

'I 'ask but the relic designed for the rag-and-bottle man. Give me what is|eft of the carpet and let me go.'

'‘Darewe? said Anthea. ‘Would mother mind?



'l have dared grestly for your sakes,” remarked the bird.
'Well, then, wewill,” said Robert.
The Phoenix fluffed out its feethersjoyoudy.

'Nor shdl you regret it, children of golden hearts,” it said. * Quick-spread the carpet and leave me done;
but firgt pile high the fire. Then, whilel am immersed in the sacred preliminary rites, do ye prepare
sweet-smelling woods and spices for the last act of parting.’

The children spread out what was | eft of the carpet. And, after al, though this was just what they would
have wished to have happened, al hearts were sad. Then they put half a scuttle of cod on the fire and
went out, closing the door on the Phoenix-left, at |ast, a one with the carpet.

'One of us must keep watch,” said Robert, excitedly, as soon asthey were dl out of the room, ‘and the
others can go and buy sweet woods and spices. Get the very best that money can buy, and plenty of
them. Don't |et's stand to athreepence or so. | warnt it to have ajolly good send-off. It'sthe only thing
that'll make usfed lesshorrid insde:’

It wasfelt that Robert, asthe pet of the Phoenix, ought to have the last melancholy pleasure of choosing
the materidsfor itsfunera pyre.

'I'll keep watch if you like,” said Cyril. ‘1 don't mind. And, besides, it'sraining hard, and my boots et in
thewet. Y ou might call and seeif my other onesare“redly reiable’ again yet.'

So they left Cyril, ganding like a Roman sentind outside the door inside which the Phoenix was getting
ready for the great change, and they dl went out to buy the precious things for the last sad rites.

'Robert isright, Antheasaid; ‘thisisno time for being careful about our money. Let's go to the Sationer's
firgt, and buy awhole packet of lead-pencils. They're cheaper if you buy them by the packet.'

Thiswas athing that they had aways wanted to do, but it needed the great excitement of afuneral pyre
and a parting from abeloved Phoenix to screw them up to the extravagance.

The people at the stationer's said that the pencils were rea cedar-wood, so | hope they were, for
stationers should aways speak the truth. At any rate they cost one-and-fourpence. Also they spent
sevenpence three-farthings on alittle sanda-wood box inlaid with ivory.

'Because,’ said Anthes, ‘| know sandalwood smells sweet, and when it's burned it smells very sweet
indeed.’

'lvory doesn't samdll at dl,” said Robert, ‘but | expect when you burnit it smells most awful vile, like
bones!’

At the grocer's they bought al the spicesthey could remember the names of-shell-like mace, cloveslike
blunt nails, peppercorns, the long and the round kind; ginger, the dry sort, of course; and the beautiful
bloom-covered shdlls of fragrant cinnamon. Allspice too, and caraway seeds (caraway seedsthat smelt
most deadly when the time camefor burning them).

Camphor and ail of lavender were bought at the chemist's, and aso alittle scent sachet |abelled
‘Violettes de Parme.

They took the things home and found Cyril <till on guard. When they had knocked and the golden voice
of the Phoenix had said ‘Comein,” they went in.



There lay the carpet-or what was|eft of it-and on it lay an egg, exactly like the one out of which the
Phoenix had been hatched.

The Phoenix was walking round and round the egg, clucking with joy and pride.
I'veladit, you see,’ it said, ‘and asfinean egg asever | lad in al my born days!'
Every one said yes, it wasindeed a beauity.

The things which the children had bought were now taken out of their papers and arranged on the table,
and when the Phoenix had been persuaded to leave its egg for amoment and look at the materiasfor its
last fire it was quite overcome.

‘Never, never have | had afiner pyrethan thiswill be. Y ou shal not regret it, it said, wiping avay a
golden tear. ‘Write quickly: “Go and tell the Psammead to fulfil the last wish of the Phoenix, and return
ingtantly".'

But Robert wished to be polite and he wrote—

'Please go and ask the Psammead to be so kind asto fulfil the Phoenix'slast wish, and come straight
back, if you please.’” The paper was pinned to the carpet, which vanished and returned in the flash of an

eye.

Then another paper was written ordering the carpet to take the egg somewhere where it wouldn't be
hatched for another two thousand years. The Phoenix toreitsaf away from its cherished egg, which it
watched with yearning tendernesstill, the paper being pinned on, the carpet hatily rolled itsalf up round
the egg, and both vanished for ever from the nursery of the house in Camden Town.

'Oh, dear! oh, dear! oh, dear!” said everybody.

'Bear up,” said the bird; *do you think “1” don't suffer, being parted from my precious new-laid egg like
this? Come, conquer your emotions and build my fire!'

'OH!’" cried Robert, suddenly, and wholly breaking down, ‘I can't BEAR you to go!'
The Phoenix perched on his shoulder and rubbed its besk softly against his ear.

"The sorrows of youth soon appear but asdreams;” it said. * Farewell, Robert of my heart. | have loved
youwdl.

Thefire had burnt to ared glow. One by one the spices and sweet woods were laid on it. Some smelt
nice and some-the caraway seeds and the Viol ettes de Parme sachet among them-smelt worse than you
would think possible.

'Farewell, farewell, farewell, farewel!” said the Phoenix, in afar-away voice.
'Oh, GOOD-BYE, said every one, and now all werein tears.

The bright bird fluttered seven times round the room and settled in the hot heart of thefire. The sweet
gums and spices and woods flared and flickered around it, but its golden festhers did not burn. It seemed
to grow red-hot to the very insde heart of it-and then before the eight eyes of itsfriendsit fell together, a
heap of white ashes, and the flames of the cedar pencils and the sandd-wood box met and joined above
it.

'Whatever have you done with the carpet? asked mother next day.



'We gaveit to some one who wanted it very much. The name began with aP,” said Jane.

The othersingantly hushed her.

'Oh, well, it wasn't worth twopence,” said mother.

"The person who began with P said we shouldn't lose by it,’” Jane went on before she could be stopped.
'| daresay!” said mother, laughing.

But that very night agreat box came, addressed to the children by dl their names. Elizanever could
remember the name of the carrier who brought it. It wasn't Carter Paterson or the Parcels Delivery.

It was instantly opened. It was a big wooden box, and it had to be opened with a hammer and the
kitchen poker; the long nails came squeaking out, and boards scrunched as they were wrenched off.
Inside the box was soft paper, with beautiful Chinese patterns on it-blue and green and red and violet.
And under the paper-well, dmost everything lovely that you can think of. Everything of reasonable size, |
mean; for, of course, there were no motors or flying machines or thoroughbred chargers. But therereally
was amogt everything else. Everything that the children had aways wanted-toys and games and books,
and chocolate and candied cherries and paint-boxes and photographic cameras, and al the presentsthey
had aways wanted to give to father and mother and the Lamb, only they had never had the money for
them. At the very bottom of the box was atiny golden feather. No one saw it but Robert, and he picked
itupand hiditin the breast of hisjacket, which had been so often the nesting-place of the golden bird.
When he went to bed the feather was gone. It was the last he ever saw of the Phoenix.

Pinned to the lovely fur cloak that mother had always wanted was a paper, and it said—
'In return for the carpet. With gratitude.-P.’

Y ou may guess how father and mother talked it over. They decided at |ast the person who had had the
carpet, and whom, curioudy enough, the children were quite unable to describe, must be an insane
millionaire who amused himsdf by playing at being arag-and-bone man. But the children knew better.

They knew that thiswas the fulfilment, by the powerful Psammeed, of the last wish of the Phoenix, and
that this glorious and ddlightful boxful of treasureswasredly the very, very, very end of the Phoenix and
the Carpet.

THE STORY OF THE AMULET

TO
Dr WadlisBudge
of the British Museum
asasmdl token of gratitude for hisunfaling kindnessand help in the making of it

CHAPTER 1: THE PSAMMEAD

There were once four children who spent their summer holidays in awhite house, happily situated
between asandpit and a chalkpit. One day they had the good fortune to find in the sandpit a strange
cregture. Its eyeswere on long hornslike snail's eyes, and it could move them in and out like telescopes.
It had earslike abat's ears, and its tubby body was shaped like a spider's and covered with thick soft
fur-and it had hands and feet like amonkey's. It told the children-whose names were Cyril, Robert,
Anthea, and Jane-that it was a Psammead or sand-fairy. (Psammead is pronounced Sammy-ad.) It was
old, old, old, and its birthday was dmogt &t the very beginning of everything. And it had been buried in
the sand for thousands of years. But it gtill kept itsfairylikeness, and part of thisfairylikenesswasits
power to give people whatever they wished for. Y ou know fairies have always been able to do this.



Cyril, Robert, Anthea, and Jane now found their wishes come true; but, somehow, they never could think
of just theright thingsto wish for, and their wishes sometimes turned out very oddly indeed. Intheend
their unwise wishings landed them in what Robert caled ‘avery tight place indeed’, and the Psammeed
consented to help them out of it in return for their promise never never to ask it to grant them any more
wishes, and never to tell anyone about it, because it did not want to be bothered to give wishesto anyone
ever any more. At the moment of parting Jane said politely—

'l wish we were going to see you again some day.’

And the Psammeed, touched by thisfriendly thought, granted the wish. The book about al thisiscaled
Five Children and It, and it ends up in amost tiresome way by saying—

"The children DID see the Psammead again, but it was not in the sandpit; it was-but | must say no more-'

The reason that nothing more could be said wasthat | had not then been able to find out exactly when
and where the children met the Psammead again. Of course | knew they would meet it, becauseit wasa
beast of itsword, and when it said athing would happen, that thing happened without fail. How different
from the people who tell us about what wegther it is going to be on Thursday next, in London, the South
Coast, and Channdl!

The summer holidays during which the Psammead had been found and the wishes given had been
wonderful holidaysin the country, and the children had the highest hopes of just such another holiday for
the next summer. The winter holidays were beguiled by the wonderful happenings of The Phoenix and the
Carpet, and the loss of these two treasures would have |eft the children in despair, but for the splendid
hope of their next holiday in the country. The world, they felt, and indeed had some reason to fed, was
full of wonderful things-and they were redlly the sort of people that wonderful things happen to. So they
looked forward to the summer holiday; but when it came everything was different, and very, very horrid.
Father had to go out to Manchuriato telegraph news about the war to the tiresome paper he wrote
for-the Daily Bellower, or something like that, was its name. And Mother, poor dear Mother, was awvay
in Madeira, because she had been very ill. And The Lamb-1 mean the baby-was with her. And Aunt
Emma, who was Mother's sister, had suddenly married Uncle Reginad, who was Father's brother, and
they had gone to China, which is much too far off for you to expect to be asked to spend the holidaysin,
however fond your aunt and uncle may be of you. So the children were left in the care of old Nurse, who
lived in Fitzroy Street, near the British Museum, and though she was dways very kind to them, and
indeed spoiled them far more than would be good for the most grown-up of us, the four children felt
perfectly wretched, and when the cab had driven off with Father and dl his boxes and guns and the
sheepskin, with blankets and the aluminium mess-kit ingdeit, the Soutest heart quailed, and the girls
broke down atogether, and sobbed in each other's arms, while the boys each looked out of one of the
long gloomy windows of the parlour, and tried to pretend that no boy would be such amuff asto cry.

| hope you natice that they were not cowardly enough to cry till their Father had gone; they knew he had
quite enough to upset him without that. But when he was gone everyone fdt asif it had been trying not to
cry dl itslife, and that it must cry now, if it died for it. So they cried.

Tearwith shrimps and watercress-cheered them allittle. The watercresswas arranged in ahedge round a
fat glass sdt-cellar, atasteful device they had never seen before. But it was not a cheerful medl.

After tea Anthea went up to the room that had been Father's, and when she saw how dreadfully he
wasn't there, and remembered how every minute was taking him further and further from her, and nearer
and nearer to the guns of the Russians, she cried alittle more. Then she thought of Mother, ill and aone,
and perhaps at that very moment wanting alittle girl to put eau-de-cologne on her head, and make her
sudden cups of tea, and she cried more than ever. And then she remembered what Mother had said, the



night before she went away, about Anthea being the eldest girl, and about trying to make the others
happy, and things like that. So she stopped crying, and thought instead. And when she had thought as
long as she could bear she washed her face and combed her hair, and went down to the others, trying
her best to look as though crying were an exercise she had never even heard of.

She found the parlour in degpest gloom, hardly relieved at dl by the efforts of Robert, who, to make the
time pass, was pulling Jane's hair-not hard, but just enough to tease.

'Look here,’ said Anthea. ‘Let's have apaaver.” Thisword dated from the awful day when Cyril had
carelessy wished that there were Red Indians in England-and there had been. The word brought back
memories of last summer holidays and everyone groaned; they thought of the white house with the
beautiful tangled garden-late roses, asters, marigold, sweet mignonette, and festhery asparagus-of the
wilderness which someone had once meant to make into an orchard, but which was now, as Father said,
‘five acres of thistles haunted by the ghosts of baby cherry-trees. They thought of the view acrossthe
valey, wherethe lime-kilnslooked like Aladdin's pa aces in the sunshine, and they thought of their own
sandpit, with itsfringe of yellowy grasses and pa e-stringy-stalked wild flowers, and thelittle holesin the
cliff that werethelittle ssnd-martins little front doors. And they thought of the free fresh air smelling of
thyme and sweetbriar, and the scent of the wood-smoke from the cottagesin the lane-and they looked
round old Nurse's stuffy parlour, and Jane said—

'Oh, how different it al idl'

It was. Old Nurse had been in the habit of letting lodgings, till Father gave her the children to take care
of. And her roomswere furnished ‘for letting'. Now it isavery odd thing that no one ever seemsto
furnish aroom ‘for letting’ in abit the same way as onewould furnishiit for living in. Thisroom had heavy
dark red stuff curtains-the colour that blood would not make astain on-with coarse lace curtainsinside.
The carpet was yelow, and violet, with bits of grey and brown oilcloth in odd places. Thefireplace had
shavingsand tinsdl init. There was a very varnished mahogany chiffonier, or sdeboard, with alock that
wouldn't act. There were hard chairs-far too many of them-with crochet antimacassars dipping off their
seats, dl of which doped the wrong way. The table wore acloth of acruel green colour with ayellow
chain-gtitch pattern round it. Over the fireplace was alooking-glass that made you look much uglier than
you really were, however plain you might be to begin with. Then there was a mantelboard with maroon
plush and woal fringe that did not match the plush; adreary clock like ablack marble tomb-it was silent
asthe gravetoo, for it had long since forgotten how to tick. And there were painted glass vases that
never had any flowersin, and a painted tambourine that no one ever played, and painted brackets with
nothing on them.

'And maple-framed engravings of the Queen, the Houses of Parliament, the Plains of Heaven, and of a
blunt-nosed woodman'sflat return.’

There were two books-last December's Bradshaw, and an odd volume of Plumridge's Commentary on
Thessdlonians. There were-but | cannot dwell longer on this painful picture. It wasindeed, as Jane said,
very different.

‘Let'shaveapdaver, said Antheaagain.

'What about? said Cyril, yawning.

‘There's nothing to have ANY THING about,” said Robert kicking the leg of the table miserably.
'l don't want to play,” said Jane, and her tone was grumpy.

Antheatried very hard not to be cross. She succeeded.



'Look here,” shesaid, ‘don't think | want to be preachy or a beast in any way, but | want to what Father
cdls define the situation. Do you agree?

'Freahead, sad Cyril without enthusiasm.

'Well then. We dl know the reason we're staying here is because Nurse couldn't leave her house on
account of the poor learned gentleman on the top-floor. And there was no one else Father could entrust
to take care of us-and you know it's taken alot of money, Mother's going to Madeirato be made well.'

Jane sniffed miserably.

'Yes, | know,” said Antheain ahurry, ‘but don't let's think about how horrid it all is. | mean we can't go
to thingsthat cost alot, but we must do SOMETHING. And | know there are heaps of things you can
seein London without paying for them, and | thought we'd go and see them. We are dl quite old now,
and we haven't got The Lamb-'

Jane sniffed harder than before.

'l mean no one can say “No” because of him, dear pet. And | thought we MUST get Nurse to see how
quite old we are, and let us go out by ourselves, or else we shall never have any sort of atimeat dl. And
| vote we see everything thereis, and let's begin by asking Nurse to give us some bits of bread and welll
go to St Jamess Park. There are ducksthere, | know, we can feed them. Only we must make Nurse let
usgo by oursalves!

'Hurrah for liberty!” said Robert, ‘ but shewon't.’

'Yesshewill,” said Jane unexpectedly. *"I” thought about that thismorning, and | asked Father, and he
said yes, and what's more he told old Nurse we might, only he said we must dways say where we
wanted to go, and if it wasright shewould let us.'

"Three cheersfor thoughtful Jane,” cried Cyril, now roused a last from hisyawning despair. ‘| say, let's
go now.'

So they went, old Nurse only begging them to be careful of crossings, and to ask apolicemanto assist in
the more difficult cases. But they were used to crossings, for they had lived in Camden Town and knew
the Kentish Town Road where the trams rush up and down like mad at dl hours of the day and night,
and seem asthough, if anything, they would rather run over you than not.

They had promised to be home by dark, but it was July, so dark would be very late indeed, and long
past bedtime.

They started to walk to St Jamess Park, and all their pockets were stuffed with bits of bread and the
crusts of toadt, to feed the ducks with. They started, | repeat, but they never got there.

Between Fitzroy Street and St James's Park there are agreat many streets, and, if you go the right way
you will passagreat many shops that you cannot possibly help stopping to look at. The children stopped
to look at severa with gold-lace and beads and pictures and jewellery and dresses, and hats, and oysters
and lobstersin their windows, and their sorrow did not seem nearly so impossible to bear asit had done
in the best parlour at No. 300, Fitzroy Street.

Presently, by some wonderful chance turn of Robert's (who had been voted Captain because the girls
thought it would be good for him-and indeed he thought so himself-and of course Cyril couldn't vote
againgt him because it would have looked like amean jedlousy), they cameinto the little interesting
criss-crossy dreetsthat held the most interesting shops of al-the shops where live things were sold.



There was one shop window entirely filled with cages, and al sorts of beautiful birdsin them. The
children were delighted till they remembered how they had once wished for wings themselves, and had
had them-and then they felt how desperately unhappy anything with wings must beif itisshut upinacage
and not dlowed tofly.

It must befairly beastly to beabirdin acage,’ said Cyril. ‘Come on!'

They went on, and Cyril tried to think out a scheme for making his fortune as agold-digger at Klondyke,
and then buying all the caged birdsin the world and setting them free. Then they came to a shop that sold
cats, but the cats were in cages, and the children could not help wishing someone would buy dl the cats
and put them on hearthrugs, which are the proper placesfor cats. And there was the dog-shop, and that
was not a happy thing to look at either, because al the dogs were chained or caged, and dl the dogs, big
and little, looked at the four children with sad wistful eyes and wagged beseeching tails asif they were
trying to say, ‘Buy me! buy me! buy me! and let me go for awak with you; oh, do buy me, and buy my
poor brotherstoo! Do! do! do!” They dmost said, ‘Do! do! do!’ plain to the ear, asthey whined; al but
onebig Irish terrier, and he growled when Jane patted him.

'Grrrrr,’ he seemed to say, as helooked at them from the back corner of his eye-"Y OU won't buy me.
Nobody will-ever-1 shdl die chained up-and | don't know that | care how soon it is, either!”

| don't know that the children would have understood dl this, only once they had been in abesieged
castle, so they knew how hateful it isto be kept in when you want to get out.

Of coursethey could not buy any of the dogs. They did, indeed, ask the price of the very, very smallest,
and it was sixty-five pounds-but that was because it was a Japanese toy spaniel like the Queen once had
her portrait painted with, when she was only Princess of Wales. But the children thought, if the smallest
wasal that money, the biggest would run into thousands-so they went on.

And they did not stop at any more cat or dog or bird shops, but passed them by, and at last they cameto
ashop that seemed asthough it only sold creatures that did not much mind where they were-such as
goldfish and white mice, and sea-anemones and other aguarium beasts, and lizards and toads, and
hedgehogs and tortoises, and tame rabbits and guinea-pigs. And there they stopped for along time, and
fed the guinea-pigs with bits of bread through the cage-bars, and wondered whether it would be possible
to keep a sandy-coloured double-lop in the basement of the house in Fitzroy Street.

'l don't suppose old Nurse would mind VERY much,” said Jane. * Rabbits are most awfully tame
sometimes. | expect it would know her voice and follow her al about.’

'Sheld tumble over it twenty timesaday,” said Cyril; ‘ now a snake-'

‘There aren't any snakes, said Robert hagtily, ‘and besides, | never could cotton to snakes somehow-|
wonder why.'

'Worms are asbad,” said Anthes, ‘and eels and dugs-| think it's because we don't like things that haven't
got legs'

'Father says snakes have got legs hidden away inside of them,” said Robert.

'Y es-and he says WE'VE got tails hidden away insde us-but it doesn't either of it come to anything
REALLY, sad Anthea ‘I hate thingsthat haven't any legs!

'It'sworse when they have too many,” said Jane with a shudder, ‘think of centipedes!’

They stood there on the pavement, a cause of some inconvenience to the passersby, and thus beguiled



the time with conversation. Cyril wasleaning his elbow on the top of a hutch that had seemed empty
when they had inspected the whole edifice of hutches one by one, and he was trying to reawaken the
interest of ahedgehog that had curled itself into aball earlier in the interview, when asmall, soft voice just
below hisebow said, quietly, plainly and quite unmistakably-not in any squesak or whinethat had to be
trandated-but in downright common English—

'‘Buy me-do-please buy me!'
Cyril started as though he had been pinched, and jumped ayard away from the hutch.

'‘Come back-oh, come back!” said the voice, rather louder but still softly; * stoop down and pretend to be
tying up your bootlace-l seeit's undone, asusud.’

Cyril mechanically obeyed. He knelt on one knee on the dry, hot dusty pavement, peered into the
darkness of the hutch and found himsdlf face to face with-the Psammeed!

It seemed much thinner than when he had last seenit. It was dusty and dirty, and its fur was untidy and
ragged. It had hunched itself up into amiserable lump, and itslong snail's eyes were drawn in quite tight
S0 that they hardly showed at dll.

'Listen,” said the Psammead, in avoice that sounded as though it would begin to cry inaminute, ‘| don't
think the creature who keepsthis shop will ask avery high price for me. I've bitten him more than once,
and I've made mysdlf look ascommon as| can. He's never had a glance from my beautiful, beautiful

eyes. Tell the others I'm here-but tell them to look at some of those low, common beasts while I'm talking
to you. The creature insde mustn't think you care much about me, or helll put a price upon mefar, far
beyond your means. | remember in the dear old dayslast summer you never had much money. Oh-
never thought | should be so glad to see you-1 never did.” It sniffed, and shot out itslong snail's eyes
expressy to drop atear well away fromitsfur. ‘ Tel the others I'm here, and then I'll tell you exactly what
to do about buying me.” Cyril tied his bootlace into a hard knot, stood up and addressed the othersin
firm tones—

'Look here’ he said, ‘I'm not kidding-and | appeal to your honour,” an appeal which in thisfamily was
never madein vain. ‘Don't look at that hutch-look at the white rat. Now you are not to look at that hutch
whatever | say.’

He stood in front of it to prevent mistakes.

'Now get yourselves ready for agreat surprise. In that hutch theré's an old friend of ourssDON'T
look!-Yes; it'sthe Psammead, the good old Psammead! it wants usto buy it. It saysyou're not to ook at
it. Look at thewhite rat and count your money! On your honour don't look!"

The others responded nobly. They looked at the whiterat till they quite stared him out of countenance, so
that he went and sat up on hishind legsin afar corner and hid his eyeswith hisfront paws, and
pretended he was washing hisface.

Cyril stooped again, busying himself with the other bootlace and listened for the Psammead's further
indructions.

'‘Goin,’” said the Psammead, ‘ and ask the price of lots of other things. Then say, “What do you want for
that monkey that's|ogt itstail-the mangy old thing in the third hutch from theend.” Oh-dont mind MY
fedings-cal me amangy monkey-I'vetried hard enough to look like one! | don't think hell put ahigh
price on me-I've bitten him eleven timessince | came here the day before yesterday. If he namesabigger
price than you can afford, say you wish you had the money.'



‘But you can't give uswishes. I've promised never to have another wish from you,” said the bewildered

Cyril.

'Don't beaglly littleidiot, said the Sand-fairy in trembling but affectionate tones, * but find out how much
money you've got between you, and do exactly what | tell you.'

Cyril, pointing a tiff and unmeaning finger at the whiterat, so asto pretend that its charms aone
employed histongue, explained matters to the others, while the Psammead hunched itsalf, and bunched
itsdlf, and did its very best to makeitsdlf look uninteresting. Then thefour children filed into the shop.

'How much do you want for that whiterat? asked Cyril.
'Eightpence,’ wasthe answer.

'And the guinea-pigs?

'Eighteenpence to five bob, according to the breed.’
'And thelizards?

‘Ninepence each.’

'And toads?

'Fourpence. Now look here,’ said the greasy owner of dl this caged life with asudden ferocity which
made the whole party back hurriedly on to the wainscoting of hutches with which the shop waslined.
‘Lookee here. | ain't agoin’ to have you acomin’ in hereaturnin’ the whole place outer winder, an’
prizing every animilein the stock just for your larks, so don't think it! If you're abuyer, BE abuyer-buit |
never had acustomer yet as wanted to buy mice, and lizards, and toads, and guineas al a once. So hout
you goes.’

'Oh! wait aminute,” said the wretched Cyril, feding how foolishly yet well-meaningly he had carried out
the Psammead'singructions. * Just tell me onething. What do you want for the mangy old monkey in the
third hutch from the end?

The shopman only saw inthisanew insult.
'Mangy young monkey yourself,” said he; * get along with your blooming cheek. Hout you goes!’

'Oh! don't be so cross,” said Jane, losing her head dtogether, ‘ don't you see he really DOES want to
know THAT!

'Ho! does‘eindeed,” sneered the merchant. Then he scratched his ear suspicioudy, for he was a sharp
business man, and he knew thering of truth when he heard it. His hand was bandaged, and three minutes
before he would have been glad to sdll the *mangy old monkey’ for ten shillings. Now-"Ho! ‘e does, does
‘e’ hesad, ‘then two pun ten'smy price. He's not got hisfellow that monkey ain't, nor yet his match, not
thissde of the equator, which he comes from. And the only one ever seen in London. Ought to bein the
Zoo. Two pun ten, down on the nail, or hout you goes!'

The children looked at each other-twenty-three shillings and fivepence was dl they had in theworld, and
it would have been merdly three and fivepence, but for the sovereign which Father had given to them
‘between them’ at parting. ‘Weve only twenty-three shillings and fivepence,” said Cyril, rattling the
money in his pocket.



"Twenty-three farthings and somebody's own cheek,” said the dedler, for he did not believe that Cyril had
S0 much money.

There was amiserable pause. Then Anthearemembered, and said—
'Oh! | WISH | had two pounds ten.'
'Sodo |, Miss, I'm sure,” said the man with bitter politeness; ‘1 wish you ‘ad, I'm sure!’

Anthea's hand was on the counter, something seemed to dide under it. Shelifted it. Therelay five bright
haf sovereigns.

'Why, | HAVE got it after adl,” she said; ‘ heré'sthe money, now let's have the Sammy ... the monkey |
mean.’

The dealer looked hard at the money, but he made haste to put it in his pocket.
'l only hope you come by it honest,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. He scratched his ear again.
'Wdl!” hesaid, ‘| suppose| must let you haveit, but it'sworth thribble the money, soitis

He dowly led the way out to the hutch-opened the door gingerly, and made a sudden fierce grab at the
Psammeed, which the Psammead acknowledged in one last long lingering bite.

'Here, take the brute,” said the shopman, squeezing the Psammead so tight that he nearly choked it. *It's
bit me to the marrow, it have!'

The man's eyes opened as Anthea held out her arms.

'Don't blame meif it tears your face off itsbones,” he said, and the Psammead made aleap from his dirty
horny hands, and Anthea caught it in hers, which were not very clean, certainly, but a any rate were soft
and pink, and held it kindly and closdly.

‘But you can't take it homelikethat,” Cyril said, ‘we shall have acrowd after us,” and indeed two errand
boys and a policeman had aready collected.

'l can't give you nothink only a paper-bag, like what we put thetortoisesin,” said the man grudgingly.

So the whole party went into the shop, and the shopman's eyes nearly came out of his head when, having
given Antheathe largest paper-bag he could find, he saw her hold it open, and the Psammead carefully
creepintoit. ‘Well!” hesaid, ‘if that there don't beat cockfighting! But p'raps you've met the brute afore.’

'Yes,” said Cyril affably, ‘he'san old friend of ours!'

'If I'd aknown that,” the man regjoined, ‘you shouldn't a had him under twice the money. ‘ Owever,” he
added, as the children disappeared, ‘| ain't done so bad, seeing as| only givefive bob for the beast. But
then there's the bites to take into account!'

The children trembling in agitation and excitement, carried home the Psammead, trembling iniits
paper-bag.

When they got it home, Antheanursed it, and stroked it, and would have cried over it, if she hadn't
remembered how it hated to be wet.

When it recovered enough to spesk, it said—



'Get me sand; silver sand from the oil and colour shop. And get me plenty.’

They got the sand, and they put it and the Psammead in the round bath together, and it rubbed itsdlf, and
rolled itself, and shook itself and scraped itsdlf, and scratched itsalf, and preened itsdlf, till it felt clean and
comfy, and then it scrabbled a hasty holein the sand, and went to deepinit.

The children hid the bath under the girls' bed, and had supper. Old Nurse had got them alovely supper
of bread and butter and fried onions. Shewasfull of kind and ddlicate thoughts.

When Antheawoke the next morning, the Psammead was snuggling down between her shoulder and
Jane's.

'Y ou have saved my life;” it said. ‘| know that man would have thrown cold water on me sooner or later,
and then | should have died. | saw him wash out a guinea-pig's hutch yesterday morning. I'm till
frightfully deepy, | think I'll go back to sand for another nap. Wake the boys and this dormouse of a
Jane, and when you've had your breakfastswell have atalk.’

‘Don't YOU want any breakfast? asked Anthea.

'| daresay | shdl pick abit presently,’ it said; ‘but sand isdl | care about-it's meat and drink to me, and
coasand fire and wife and children.” With these words it clambered down by the bedclothes and
scrambled back into the bath, where they heard it scratching itsalf out of sight.

'Wel!"” said Antheg, ‘anyhow our holidayswon't be dull NOW. We've found the Psammead again.’

'No,” said Jane, beginning to put on her stockings. ‘We shan't be dull-but it'll be only like having a pet
dog now it can't give uswishes.'

'Oh, don't be so discontented,” said Anthea. * If it can't do anything else it can tell us about Megatheriums
and things!

CHAPTER 2. THEHALF AMULET

Long ago-that isto say last summer-the children, finding themselves embarrassed by somewish which
the Psammead had granted them, and which the servants had not received in a proper spirit, had wished
that the servants might not notice the gifts which the Psasmmead gave. And when they parted from the
Psammead their last wish had been that they should meet it again. Thereforethey HAD met it (and it was
jolly lucky for the Psammead, as Robert pointed out). Now, of course, you see that the Psammead's
being where it was, was the consegquence of one of their wishes, and therefore was a Psammead-wish,
and as such could not be noticed by the servants. And it was soon plain that in the Psammead's opinion
old Nurse was still a servant, athough she had now ahouse of her own, for she never noticed the
Psammead at dl. And that was aswell, for she would never have consented to alow the girlsto keep an
animal and a bath of sand under their bed.

When breakfast had been cleared away-it was avery nice breskfast with hot rollsto it, aluxury quite out
of the common way-Antheawent and dragged out the bath, and woke the Psammead.

It stretched and shook itsalf.

'Y ou must have bolted your breakfast most unwholesomely,’ it said, ‘ you can't have been five minutes
over it

'Weve been nearly an hour,” said Anthea. * Come-you know you promised.’

'Now look here,” said the Psammead, sitting back on the sand and shooting out its long eyes suddenly,



‘wed better begin aswe mean to go on. It won't do to have any misunderstanding, so | tell you plainly
that-'

'Oh, PLEASE,” Anthea pleaded, ‘do wait till we get to the others. They'll think it most awfully sneakish
of meto talk to you without them; do come down, theré'sadear.’

She knelt before the sand-bath and held out her arms. The Psammead must have remembered how glad
it had been to jump into those same little arms only the day before, for it gave alittle grudging grunt, and
jumped once more.

Antheawrapped it in her pinafore and carried it downgtairs. It waswelcomed in athrilling silence. At last
Antheasaid, ‘Now then!"

'What placeisthis? asked the Psammead, shooting its eyes out and turning them sowly round.
'It'sadtting-room, of course,” said Robert.
‘Then| don't likeit,” said the Psammead.

‘Never mind,” said Antheakindly; ‘weéll take you anywhere you like if you want usto. What wasit you
were going to say upstairswhen | said the otherswouldn't likeit if | stayed talking to you without them?

It looked keenly at her, and she blushed.

'Don't bedlly, it said sharply. ‘ Of coursg, it's quite natural that you should like your brothers and ssters
to know exactly how good and unsdlfish you were.’

'l wish you wouldn't,” said Jane. * Antheawas quite right. What wasit you were going to say when she
stopped you?

I'll tell you,” said the Psammead, ‘ Since you're So anxious to know. | was going to say this. Y ou've saved
my life-and I'm not ungrateful -but it doesn't change your nature or mine. Y ou're till very ignorant, and
rather slly, and I am worth athousand of you any day of the week.'

'Of courseyou are!” Antheawas beginning but it interrupted her.

It'svery rudeto interrupt,’ it said; ‘what | mean isthat I'm not going to stand any nonsense, and if you
think what you've done isto give you theright to pet me or make me demean mysdlf by playing with you,
you'l find out that what you think doesn't matter asingle penny. See? It'swhat “1” think that matters.'

'l know,” said Cyril, ‘it dwayswas, if you remember.’

'Well,” said the Psammead, ‘then that's settled. We're to be treated as we deserve. | with respect, and all
of you with-but I don't wish to be offensive. Do you want meto tell you how | got into that horrible den
you bought me out of ? Oh, I'm not ungrateful! | haven't forgotten it and | shan't forget it."

'Dotdl us’ said Anthea. ‘| know you're awfully clever, but even with al your cleverness, | don't believe
you can possibly know how-how respectfully we do respect you. Don't we?

The others all said yes-and fidgeted in their chairs. Robert spoke the wishes of dl when he said—
'l dowishyou'd goon.” Soit sat up on the green-covered table and went on.

'When you'd gone away,’ it said, ‘1 went to sand for abit, and dept. | wastired out with al your silly
wishes, and | felt asthough | hadn't really been to sand for ayear.'



"To sand? Jane repeated.
'Where | deep. You go to bed. | go to sand.'
Jane yawned; the mention of bed made her fed deepy.

‘All right,” said the Psammead, in offended tones. ‘I'm sure“I” don't want to tell you along tale. A man
caught me, and | bit him. And he put mein abag with adead hare and a dead rabbit. And he took meto
his house and put me out of the bag into a basket with holesthat | could see through. And | bit him again.
And then he brought meto this city, which | an told is called the Modern Babylon-though it's not a bit
like the old Babylon-and he sold me to the man you bought me from, and then | bit them both. Now,
what's your news?

"There's not quite so much biting in our story,” said Cyril regretfully; ‘in fact, thereisn't any. Father's gone
to Manchuria, and Mother and The Lamb have gone to Madeira because Mother wasill, and don't | just
wish that they were both safe home again.’

Merely from habit, the Sand-fairy began to blow itself out, but it stopped short suddenly.
'I forgot,” it said; ‘| can't give you any more wishes.'

'No-but look here,” said Cyril, ‘couldn't we call in old Nurse and get her to say SHE wishesthey were
safe home. I'm sure she does!’

'No go,” said the Psammead. ‘It'sjust the same as your wishing yourself if you get some one elseto wish
for you. It won't act.’

‘But it did yesterday-with the man in the shop,” said Robert.

'‘Ahvyes,’ said the creature, ‘but you didn't ASK him to wish, and you didn't know what would happen if
he did. That can't be done again. It's played out.’

"Thenyou cant hep usat dl,” said Jane; ‘oh-I did think you could do something; I've been thinking about
it ever since we saved your life yesterday. | thought you'd be certain to be able to fetch back Father,
even if you couldn't manage Mother.’

And Jane began to cry.

‘Now DON'T,” said the Psammead hastily; ‘you know how it dways upsets meif you cry. | can't fedl
safe amoment. Look here; you must have some new kind of charm.’

"That's easier said than done.'

‘Not abit of it, said the creature; ‘ there's one of the strongest charms in the world not a stone's throw
from where you bought me yesterday. The man that | bit so-the first one, | mean-went into a shop to ask
how much something cogt-I think he said it was a concertina-and while he was telling the man in the shop
how much too much hewanted for it, | saw the charm in asort of tray, with alot of other things. If you
can only buy THAT, you will be able to have your heart'sdesire.’

The children looked at each other and then at the Psammead. Then Cyril coughed awkwardly and took
sudden courage to say what everyone was thinking.

'l do hope you won't bewaxy,” he said; ‘but it's like this: when you used to give us our wishesthey
amost dways got usinto some row or other, and we used to think you wouldn't have been pleased if



they hadn't. Now, about this charm-we haven't got over and above too much tin, and if we blueit al on
this charm and it turns out to be not up to much-well-you see what I'm driving at, don't you?

I seethat Y OU don't see more than the length of your nose, and THAT'S not far,” said the Psammead
crosdy. ‘Look here, | HAD to give you the wishes, and of course they turned out badly, in a sort of way,
because you hadn't the sense to wish for what was good for you. But this charm's quite different. |
haven't GOT to do thisfor you, it'sjust my own generous kindness that makes metell you about it. So
it'sbound to be dl right. See?

'Don't be cross,” said Anthes, ‘ Please, PLEASE don't. You seg, it'sdl we've got; we shan't have any
more pocket-money till Daddy comes home-unless he sends us somein aletter. But we DO trust you.
And | say dl of you,” shewent on, ‘don't you think it'sworth spending ALL the money, if theréseven
the chanciest chance of getting Father and Mother back safe NOW? Just think of it! Oh, do let's!’

1" don't care what you do,’” said the Psammead; ‘I'll go back to sand again till you've made up your
minds’

'No, don't!”” said everybody; and Jane added, ‘We are quite mind made-up-don't you see we are? Let's
get our hats. Will you come with us?

'Of course,’ said the Psammead; ‘ how ese would you find the shop?

So everybody got its hat. The Psammead was put into aflat bass-bag that had come from Farringdon
Market with two pounds of filleted plaicein it. Now it contained about three pounds and a quarter of
solid Psammeed, and the children took it in turnsto carry it.

'It'snot half the weight of The Lamb,” Robert said, and the girls Sighed.

The Psammead poked awary eye out of the top of the basket every now and then, and told the children
which turningsto take.

'How on earth do you know? asked Robert. ‘1 can't think how you doit.’
And the Psammead said sharply, ‘No-I don't suppose you can.’

At last they cameto THE shop. It had dl sorts and kinds of thingsin the window-concertinas, and silk
handkerchiefs, china vases and tea-cups, blue Japanese jars, pipes, swords, pistols, lace collars, silver
spoonstied up in half-dozens, and wedding-ringsin ared lacquered basin. There were officers’ epaulets
and doctors' lancets. There were tea-caddiesinlaid with red turtle-shell and brass curly-wurlies, plates of
different kinds of money, and stacks of different kinds of plates. There was a beautiful picture of alittle
girl washing adog, which Janeliked very much. And in the middle of the window therewas adirty slver
tray full of mother-of-pearl card counters, old sedls, paste buckles, snuff-boxes, and al sorts of little
dingy odds and ends.

The Psammead put its head quite out of the fish-basket to look in the window, when Cyril said—
‘Thereésatray therewith rubbishinit.’

And then itslong snail's eyes saw something that made them stretch out so much that they were aslong
and thin as new date-pencils. Itsfur bristled thickly, and its voice was quite hoarse with excitement asit
whispered—

‘That'sit! That'sit! There, under that blue and yellow buckle, you can see abit sticking out. It'sred. Do
you see?



'Isit that thing something like ahorse-shoe? asked Cyril. * And red, like the common sedling-wax you do
up parcelswith? ‘Yes, that'sit,” said the Psammead. ‘Now, you do just asyou did before. Ask the
price of other things. That blue buckle would do. Then the man will get the tray out of the window. | think
you'd better bethe one,” it said to Anthea. *Well wait out here.'

So the othersflattened their noses against the shop window, and presently alarge, dirty, short-fingered
hand with avery big diamond ring came stretching through the green haf-curtains at the back of the shop
window and took away thetray.

They could not see what was hagppening in the interview between Anthea and the Diamond Ring, and it
seemed to them that she had had time-if she had had money-to buy everything in the shop before the
moment came when she stood before them, her face wreathed in grins, as Cyril said later, and in her
hand the charm.

It was something like this: [Drawing omitted.] and it was made of ared, smooth, softly shiny stone.

I'vegot it, Antheawhispered, just opening her hand to give the othersaglimpse of it. ‘Do let's get
home. We can't stand here like stuck-pigs looking at it in the Street.’

So home they went. The parlour in Fitzroy Street was avery flat background to magic happenings.
Down in the country among the flowers and green fields anything had seemed-and indeed had
been-possible. But it was hard to believe that anything really wonderful could happen so near the
Tottenham Court Road. But the Psammead was there-and it in itsalf waswonderful. And it could
talk-and it had shown them where a charm could be bought that would make the owner of it perfectly
happy. So the four children hurried home, taking very long steps, with their chins stuck out, and their
mouths shut very tight indeed. They went so fast that the Psammead was quite shaken about inits
fish-bag, but it did not say anything-perhapsfor fear of attracting public notice.

They got home at last, very hot indeed, and set the Psammead on the green tablecloth.
‘Now then!” said Cyril.

But the Psammead had to have aplate of sand fetched for it, for it was quite faint. When it had refreshed
itsdf alittleit said—

'Now then! Let me seethe charm,” and Anthealaid it on the green table-cover. The Psammead shot out
hislong eyesto look at it, then it turned them reproachfully on Antheaand said—

‘But theré's only hdf of it herel’
Thiswasindeed ablow.

It was dll therewas,” said Anthea, with timid firmness. She knew it was not her fault. ‘ There should be
another piece,” said the Psammead, ‘and a sort of pin to fasten the two together.'

'lsn't half any good?-"Won't it work without the other bit?-'It cost seven-and-six.'-'Oh, bother, bother,
bother!-'Don't be dilly littleidiots’ said everyone and the Psammead dtogether.

Then there was awretched silence. Cyril broke it—
'What shall we do?

'Go back to the shop and seeif they haven't got the other hdf,” said the Psammead. ‘I'll go to sand till
you come back. Cheer up! Even the bit you've got is SOME good, but it'll be no end of abother if you



can't find the other.'

So Cyril went to the shop. And the Psammead to sand. And the other three went to dinner, which was
now ready. And old Nurse was very cross that Cyril was not ready too.

The three were watching at the windows when Cyril returned, and even before he was near enough for
them to see hisface there was something about the douch of his shoulders and set of his knickerbockers
and the way he dragged his boots dong that showed but too plainly that his errand had beeninvain.

'Wel? they all said, hoping against hope on the front-door step.

'No go,” Cyril answered; ‘the man said the thing was perfect. He said it was a Roman lady's locket, and
people shouldn't buy curiosif they didn't know anything about arky-something or other, and that he never
went back on abargain, because it wasn't business, and he expected his customers to act the same. He
was smply nasty-that's what he was, and | want my dinner.'

It was plain that Cyril was not pleased.

Theunlikeliness of anything redlly interesting happening in that parlour lay like aweight of lead on
everyones spirits. Cyril had hisdinner, and just as he was swallowing the last mouthful of apple-pudding
there was a scratch at the door. Anthea opened it and in walked the Psammead.

'Wdll,’ it said, when it had heard the news, ‘ things might be worse. Only you won't be surprised if you
have afew adventures before you get the other half. Y ou want to get it, of course!’

'Rather,’” wasthe genera reply. ‘ And we don't mind adventures.’

'No,” said the Psammead, ‘| seem to remember that about you. Well, st down and listen with al your
ears. Eight, are there? Right-1 am glad you know arithmetic. Now pay attention, because | don't intend to
tell you everything twice over.'

Asthe children settled themselves on the floor-it was far more comfortable than the chairs, aswell as
more polite to the Psammead, who was stroking its whiskers on the hearth-rug-a sudden cold pain
caught at Anthea's heart. Father-Mother-the darling Lamb-dll far away. Then awarm, comfortable
feding flowed through her. The Psammead was here, and at least half acharm, and there wereto be
adventures. (If you don't know what acold painis, | am glad for your sakes, and | hope you never may.)

‘Now, said the Psammead cheerily, ‘you are not particularly nice, nor particularly clever, and you're not
at adl good-looking. Still, you've saved my life-oh, when | think of that man and his pail of water!-so I'll
tell you al | know. At least, of course | can't do that, because | know far too much. But I'll tell you dl |
know about thisred thing.'

'Do! Do! Do! Do!’ said everyone.

'Wdll, then,” said the Psammead. ‘ Thisthing is half of an Amulet that can do al sorts of things; it can
make the corn grow, and the waters flow, and the trees bear fruit, and the little new beautiful babies
come. (Not that babies ARE beautiful, of course,’ it broke off to say, ‘ but their mothersthink they
are-and aslong asyou think athing'strueit IStrue asfar asyou're concerned.)’

Robert yawned.
The Psammead went on.

"The complete Amulet can keep off dl the things that make people unhappy-jea ousy, bad temper, pride,



disagreeableness, greediness, selfishness, laziness. Evil spirits, people caled them when the Amulet was
made. Don't you think it would be nice to haveit?

'Very,” sad the children, quite without enthusiasM.

'And it can give you strength and courage.'

"That's better,” said Cyril.

'And virtue!'

'l supposeit'sniceto havethat, said Jane, but not with much interest.

'And it can give you your heart'sdesire.’

‘Now you'retalking,” said Robert.

'Of course | am,’ retorted the Psammead tartly, ‘ so there's no need for you to.’
'Heart'sdesireis good enough for me,” said Cyril.

'Yes, but, Antheaventured, ‘al that's what the WHOLE charm can do. There's something that the half
we've got can win off its own bat-isn't there? She appedled to the Psammead. It nodded.

'Yes, it sad; ‘the half hasthe power to take you anywhere you like to look for the other half.'
This seemed a brilliant prospect till Robert asked—

'Doesit know where to look?

The Psammead shook its head and answered, ‘1 don't think it'slikely.'

'‘Doyou?

‘No.'

"Then,” said Robert, ‘we might aswell look for aneedlein abottle of hay. Y es-it IS bottle, and not
bundle, Father said s0.'

‘Not a all,’” said the Psammead briskly-, ‘ you think you know everything, but you are quite mistaken.
Thefirg thingisto get thething to talk.

'Canit? Jane questioned. Jan€e's question did not mean that she thought it couldn't, for in spite of the
parlour furniture the feding of magic was growing deeper and thicker, and seemed tofill theroom likea
dream of a scented fog.

'Of courseit can. | suppose you can read.’
'Oh yes’ Everyone wasrather hurt at the question.

'Wll, then-al you've got to do isto read the name that's written on the part of the charm that you've got.
And as soon as you say the name out loud the thing will have power to do-well, severd things.'

Therewas asilence. The red charm was passed from hand to hand.

‘Therésno nameonit,” said Cyril a last.



‘Nonsense,” said the Psammesad; ‘what'sthat?
'Oh, THAT"" said Cyril, ‘it'snot reading. It looks like pictures of chickens and snakes and things.’
Thiswas what was on the charm: [Hieroglyphics omitted.]

'I've no patience with you,” said the Psammead; ‘if you can't read you must find some onewho can. A
priest now?

'We don't know any priests,” said Antheg; ‘we know aclergyman-he's called a priest in the prayer-book,
you know-but he only knows Greek and L atin and Hebrew, and thisisn't any of those-| know.'

The Psammead stamped a furry foot angrily.

'l wish I'd never seenyou,’ it said; ‘you aren't any more good than so many stone images. Not so much,
if I'mtotell thetruth. Isthere no wise man in your Babylon who can pronounce the names of the Grest
Ones?

"There's apoor learned gentleman upgtairs,” said Anthea, ‘we might try him. He hasalot of stoneimages
in hisroom, and iron-looking ones too-we peeped in once when he was out. Old Nurse says he doesn't
eat enough to keep acanary dive. He spendsit al on stones and things.

"Try him,” said the Psammead, ‘ only be careful. If he knows a greater name than thisand usesit againgt
you, your charm will be of no use. Bind him first with the chains of honour and upright dealing. And then
ask hisaid-oh, yes, you'd better al go; you can put meto sand as you go upstairs. | must have afew
minutes peace and quietness.’

So thefour children hastily washed their hands and brushed their hair-this was Anthed's idea-and went up
to knock at the door of the * poor learned gentleman', and to * bind him with the chains of honour and
upright dedling’.

CHAPTER 3: THE PAST

The learned gentleman had let his dinner get quite cold. It was mutton chop, and asit lay on the plateiit
looked like abrown idand in the middle of afrozen pond, because the grease of the gravy had become
cold, and consequently white. It looked very nasty, and it wasthe first thing the children saw when, after
knocking three times and receiving no reply, one of them ventured to turn the handle and softly to open
the door. The chop was on the end of along table that ran down one side of the room. The table had
images on it and queer-shaped stones, and books. And there were glass cases fixed against the wall
behind, with little strange things in them. The cases were rather like the onesyou seein jewellers shops.

The *poor learned gentleman’ was Sitting at atable in the window, looking at something very smal which
he held in apair of fine pincers. He had around spy-glass sort of thing in one eye-which reminded the
children of watchmakers, and also of the long snail's eyes of the Psammead. The gentleman wasvery
long and thin, and his long, thin boots stuck out under the other side of histable. He did not hear the door
open, and the children stood hesitating. At last Robert gave the door apush, and they all started back,
for inthe middle of the wal that the door had hidden was amummy-case-very, very, very big-painted in
red and yellow and green and black, and the face of it seemed to look at them quite angrily.

Y ou know what amummy-caseislike, of course? If you don't you had better go to the British Museum
at once and find out. Anyway, itisnot at al the sort of thing that you expect to meet in atop-floor front in
Bloomsbury, looking asthough it would like to know what business Y OU hed there.

So everyone said, ‘ Oh!” rather loud, and their boots clattered as they stumbled back.



The learned gentleman took the glass out of hiseye and said-'l beg your pardon,’ in avery soft, quiet
pleasant voice-the voice of a gentleman who has been to Oxford.

'It'susthat beg yours,’ said Cyril politely. ‘We are sorry to disturb you.'

'‘Comein,” said the gentleman, risng-with the most distinguished courtesy, Antheatold hersdf. ‘| am
dedlighted to see you. Won't you st down? No, not there; alow me to move that papyrus.'

He cleared achair, and stood smiling and looking kindly through his large, round spectacles.

'Hetreats us like grown-ups,” whispered Robert, ‘ and he doesn't seem to know how many of usthere
are!

'Hush,” said Anthes, ‘it isn't mannersto whisper. Y ou say, Cyril-go ahead.’

'We're very sorry to disturb you,” said Cyril politely, ‘but we did knock three times, and you didn't say
“Comein", or “Run away now", or that you couldn't be bothered just now, or to come when you weren't
S0 busy, or any of the things people do say when you knock at doors, so we opened it. We knew you
werein because we heard you sneeze while we were waiting.'

'Not at dl,” said the gentleman; ‘ do sit down.'

'He hasfound out there are four of us,” said Robert, as the gentleman cleared three more chairs. He put
the things off them carefully on the floor. Thefirst chair had things like bricksthat tiny, tiny birds' feet
have walked over when the bricks were soft, only the marks werein regular lines. The second chair had
round thingson it like very large, fat, long, pae beads. And the last chair had apile of dusty papersoniit.
The children sat down.

'We know you are very, very learned,” said Cyril, *and we have got a charm, and we want you to read
thenameonit, becauseit isn't in Latin or Greek, or Hebrew, or any of the languages WE know-'

‘A thorough knowledge of even those languagesisavery fair foundation on which to build an education,’
sad the gentleman politely.

'Oh!” said Cyril blushing, ‘but we only know them to look at, except Latin-and I'm only in Caesar with
that.” The gentleman took off his spectacles and laughed. His laugh sounded rusty, Cyril thought, as
though it wasn't often used.

'Of course!” hesaid. ‘I'm sure | beg your pardon. | think | must have been in adream. Y ou arethe
children who live downdtairs, are you not? Y es. | have seen you as| have passed in and out. And you
have found something that you think to be an antiquity, and you've brought it to show me? That was very
kind. | should liketo inspect it."

'I'm afraid we didn't think about your liking to inspect it,” said the truthful Anthea. ‘1t wasjust for US
because we wanted to know the name on it-'

'Oh, yes-and, | say,” Robert interjected, ‘you won't think it rude of usif we ask you first, before we
show it, to be bound in the what-do-you-call-it of-'

'In the bonds of honour and upright dedling,” said Anthea.
'I'm afraid | don't quitefollow you,” said the gentleman, with gentle nervousness.

'Wadll, it'sthisway,” said Cyril. “Weve got part of acharm. And the Sammy-I mean, something told usit



would work, though it'sonly half aone; but it won't work unless we can say the name that'son it. But, of
coursg, if you've got another name that can lick ours, our charm will be no go; so we want you to give us
your word of honour as agentleman-though I'm sure, now |'ve seen you, that it's not necessary; but still
I've promised to ask you, so we must. Will you please give us your honourable word not to say any
name stronger than the name on our charm?

The gentleman had put on his spectacles again and was|ooking at Cyril through them. He now said:
‘Blessme!” more than once, adding, ‘Who told you dl this?

I can'ttell you,” said Cyril. ‘I'mvery sorry, but | cant.’

Some faint memory of afar-off childhood must have come to the learned gentleman just then, for he
gmiled. ‘| see;” hesaid. ‘It is some sort of game that you are engaged in? Of course! Yes! Well, | will
certainly promise. Y et | wonder how you heard of the names of power?

'We cant tdll you that either,’ said Cyril; and Antheasaid, ‘Hereisour charm,” and held it out.

With politeness, but without interest, the gentleman took it. But after thefirst glance dl hisbody suddenly
stiffened, as a pointer's does when he sees a partridge.

'Excuseme,’ he said in quite achanged voice, and carried the charm to the window. He looked at it; he
turned it over. Hefixed his spy-glassin his eye and |ooked again. No one said anything. Only Robert
made a shuffling noise with hisfeet till Antheanudged him to shut up. At last the learned gentleman drew
along bresth.

'Where did you find this? he asked.

'Wedidn't find it. We bought it at a shop. Jacob Absalom the name is-not far from Charing Cross,” said
Cyril.

"We gave seven-and-sixpencefor it, added Jane.

'Itisnot for sale, | suppose? Y ou do not wish to part with it?

| ought to tell you that it is extremely valuable-extraordinarily vauable, | may say.'
'Yes, said Cyril, ‘we know that, so of course we want to keep it.'

'Keepit carefully, then,” said the gentleman impressively; ‘and if ever you should wish to part with it, may
| ask you to give metherefusa of it?

Therefusad?
'l mean, do not sl it to anyone ese until you have given me the opportunity of buying it.
‘All right,” said Cyril, ‘wewon't. But we don't want to sdll it. We want to make it do things.'

'l suppose you can play at that aswell asat anything else,’ said the gentleman; ‘but I'm afraid the days of
magic are over.'

"They aren't REALLY, said Antheaearnestly. ‘ You'd seethey aren't if | could tell you about our last
summer holidays. Only I musin't. Thank you very much. And can you read the name?

Yes, | canreadit.’



'Will youtdl it us? ‘The name,’ said the gentleman, ‘is Ur Hekau Setcheh.’

'Ur Hekau Setcheh,” repeated Cyril. * Thanks awfully. | do hope we haven't taken up too much of your
time!

'Not a dl,” said the gentleman. * And do let me entreet you to be very, very careful of that most vauable
specimen.’

They said ‘ Thank you' in dl the different polite waysthey could think of, and filed out of the door and
down the stairs. Antheawas last. Half-way down to the first landing she turned and ran up again.

The door was still open, and the learned gentleman and the mummy-case were standing opposite to each
other, and both looked as though they had stood like that for years.

The gentleman started when Anthea put her hand on hisarm.

'l hope you won't be cross and say it's not my business,” she said, ‘but do ook at your chop! Don't you
think you ought to eet it? Father forgets his dinner sometimes when he'swriting, and Mother ways says
| ought to remind him if she'snot at hometo do it hersdlf, becauseit's so bad to missyour regular medls.

So | thought perhaps you wouldn't mind my reminding you, because you don't seem to have anyone else
todoit.

She glanced at the mummy-case; IT certainly did not look asthough it would ever think of reminding
people of their medls.

The learned gentleman looked at her for amoment before he said—

"Thank you, my dear. It was akindly thought. No, | haven't anyone to remind me about things like that.'
He sighed, and looked at the chop.

It looksvery nasty,” said Anthea.

'Yes’ hesad, ‘it does. I'll eat it immediately, before | forget.'

Asheate it he sghed more than once. Perhaps because the chop was nasty, perhaps because he longed
for the charm which the children did not want to sell, perhaps because it was so long since anyone cared
whether he ate his chops or forgot them.

Anthea caught the others at the stair-foot. They woke the Psammead, and it taught them exactly how to
use the word of power, and to make the charm speak. | am not going to tell you how thisis done,
because you might try to do it. And for you any such trying would be amost sureto end in
disappointment. Becausein thefirg placeit isathousand million to one againgt your ever getting hold of
theright sort of charm, and if you did, there would be hardly any chance at al of your finding alearned
gentleman clever enough and kind enough to read the word for you.

The children and the Psammead crouched in acircle on the floor-in the girls' bedroom, becausein the
parlour they might have been interrupted by old Nurse's coming in to lay the cloth for tea-and the charm
was put in the middle of thecircle.

The sun shone splendidly outside, and the room was very light. Through the open window came the hum
and rattle of London, and in the Street bel ow they could hear the voice of the milkman.

When dl was ready, the Psammead signed to Antheato say theword. And she said it. Instantly the



whole light of al the world seemed to go out. The room was dark. The world outside was dark-darker
than the darkest night that ever was. And dl the sounds went out too, so that there was a silence degper
than any dlence you have ever even dreamed of imagining. It waslike being suddenly deaf and blind, only
darker and quieter even than that.

But before the children had got over the sudden shock of it enough to be frightened, afaint, beautiful light
began to show in the middle of the circle, and a the same moment afaint, beautiful voice began to speak.
The light was too smal for one to see anything by, and the voice wastoo small for you to hear what it
said. You could just seethelight and just hear the voice.

But the light grew stronger. It was greeny, like glow-worms' lamps, and it grew and grew till it was as
though thousands and thousands of glow-worms were signalling to their winged sweethearts from the
middle of the circle. And the voice grew, not so much in loudness as in sweetness (though it grew louder,
too), till it was so sweet that you wanted to cry with pleasurejust at the sound of it. It waslike
nightingaes, and the seq, and the fiddle, and the voice of your mother when you have been along time
away, and she meets you at the door when you get home,

And thevoicesad—
'Speak. What isit that you would hear?

| cannot tell you what [anguage the voice used. | only know that everyone present understood it perfectly.
If you cometo think of it, there must be some language that everyone could understand, if we only knew
what it was. Nor can | tell you how the charm spoke, nor whether it was the charm that spoke, or some
presence in the charm. The children could not have told you either. Indeed, they could not look at the
charm while it was speaking, because the light was too bright. They looked instead at the green radiance
on the faded Kiddermingster carpet at the edge of the circle. They al felt very quiet, and not inclined to
ask questions or fidget with their feet. For thiswas not like the things that had happened in the country
when the Psammead had given them their wishes. That had been funny somehow, and thiswas not. It
was something like Arabian Nights magic, and something like being in church. No one cared to speak.

It was Cyril who said at last—
'Please we want to know where the other haf of thecharmiis!'

"The part of the Amulet whichislogt,” said the beautiful voice, ‘was broken and ground into the dust of
the shrinethat held it. It and the pin that joined the two haves are themsaves dust, and thedust is
scattered over many lands and sunk in many sees.’

'Oh, | say!” murmured Robert, and ablank silencefdl. ‘Thenit'sal up? said Cyril at last; *it'sno use our
looking for athing that's smashed into dust, and the dust scattered al over the place.

'If youwould findit,” said thevoice, ‘Y ou must seek it whereit fill is, perfect asever.'
'l don't understand,” said Cyril.

'In the Past you may findit,’ said the voice.

1 wishweMAY findit, said Cyril.

The Psammead whispered crosdly, ‘ Don't you understand? The thing existed in the Past. If you werein
the Pagt, too, you could find it. It's very difficult to make you understand things. Time and space are only
formsof thought.'



' see; said Cyril.

'No, you dont,” said the Psammead, ‘ and it doesn't matter if you don't, either. What | mean isthat if you
were only made the right way, you could see everything happening in the same place a the sametime.
Now do you see?

I'mafraid“l” don't, said Antheg; ‘I'm sorry I'm so stupid.’

'Wdll, a any rate, you seethis. That lost haf of the Amulet isin the Past. Thereforeit'sin the Past we
must look for it. | mustn't speak to the charm mysdf. Ask it things! Find out!'

'Where can we find the other part of you? asked Cyril obediently.
'Inthe Past,’ said the voice.
'What part of the Past?

'l may not tell you. If you will choose atime, | will take you to the place that then held it. Y ou yoursaves
mugt find it

'When did you seeit last? asked Anthea-'l mean, when wasiit taken away from you?
The beautiful voice answvered—

"That was thousands of years ago. The Amulet was perfect then, and lay in ashrine, thelast of many
ghrines, and | worked wonders. Then came strange men with strange weapons and destroyed my shrine,
and the Amulet they bore away with many captives. But of these, one, my priest, knew the word of
power, and spoke it for me, so that the Amulet becameinvisible, and thus returned to my shrine, but the
shrine was broken down, and ere any magic could rebuild it one spoke aword before which my power
bowed down and was ill. And the Amulet lay there, still perfect, but endaved. Then one coming with
stones to rebuild the shrine, dropped a hewn stone on the Amulet asit lay, and one half was sundered
from the other. | had no power to seek for that which waslost. And there being none to speak the word
of power, | could not rgoin it. So the Amulet lay in the dust of the desert many thousand years, and at
last came asmall man, aconqueror with an army, and after him a crowd of men who sought to seem
wise, and one of these found haf the Amulet and brought it to this land. But none could read the name.
So | lay till. And this man dying and his son after him, the Amulet was sold by those who came after to a
merchant, and from him you bought it, and it is here, and now, the name of power having been spoken, |
asoam here!’

Thisiswhat the voice said. | think it must have meant Napoleon by the smal man, the conqueror.
Because | know | have been told that he took an army to Egypt, and that afterwards alot of wise people
went grubbing in the sand, and fished up al sorts of wonderful things, older than you would think
possible. And of these | believe this charm to have been one, and the most wonderful one of dl.

Everyonelistened: and everyonetried to think. It isnot easy to do this clearly when you have been
listening to the kind of talk | have told you about.

At last Robert said—

'Can you take usinto the Past-to the shrine where you and the other thing were together. If you could
take usthere, we might find the other part till there after al these thousands of years.

'Still there? slly!” said Cyril. *Don't you see, if we go back into the Past it won't be thousands of years
ago. It will be NOW for uswon't it? He appeaed to the Psammead, who said—



'You're not so far off theideaasyou usudly are!’
'Well,” said Antheg, ‘will you take us back to when there was a shrine and you were safein it-al of you?

'Yes,' said thevoice. *Y ou must hold me up, and speak the word of power, and one by one, beginning
with the firgt-born, you shdl pass through meinto the Past. But let the last that passes be the one that
holds me, and let him not lose hishold, lest you lose me, and so remain in the Past for ever.'

‘That'sanasty idea,” said Robert.

'When you desireto return,” the beautiful voice went on, “ hold me up towards the East, and spesk the
word. Then, passing through me, you shall return to thistime and it shall be the present to you.’

'But how-" A bell rang loudly.

'Oh crikey!” exclaimed Robert, ‘that'steal Will you please make it proper daylight again so that we can
go down. And thank you so much for al your kindness:!

'Weve enjoyed oursalves very much indeed, thank you!” added Anthea politely.

The beautiful light faded dowly. The great darkness and silence came and these suddenly changed to the
dazzlement of day and the great soft, rustling sound of London, that islike some vast beast turning over in

itsdeep.

The children rubbed their eyes, the Psammead ran quickly to its sandy bath, and the others went down to
tea. And until the cupswere actudly filled tea seemed lessred than the beautiful voice and the greeny

light.
After tea Anthea persuaded the othersto alow her to hang the charm round her neck with a piece of
gring.

It would be so awful if it got logt,” shesaid: ‘it might get lost anywhere, you know, and it would be rather
beastly for usto haveto stay in the Past for ever and ever, wouldn't it?

CHAPTER 4: EIGHT THOUSAND YEARSAGO

Next morning Anthea got old Nurseto allow her to take up the * poor learned gentleman's’ breskfast. He
did not recognize her a firgt, but when he did he was vaguely pleased to see her.

'Y ou see I'm wearing the charm round my neck,” she said; ‘I'm taking care of it-like you told usto.’
That'sright,” said he; *did you have agood game last night?

"Y ou will eat your bregkfast beforeit's cold, won't you? said Anthea. 'Y es, we had asplendid time. The
charm madeit al dark, and then greeny light, and then it spoke. Oh! | wish you could have heard it-it
was such adarling voice-and it told us the other haf of it waslost in the Past, so of course we shdl have
to look for it there!”

The learned gentleman rubbed his hair with both hands and looked anxioudy at Anthea.

'| supposeit's natural-youthful imagination and so forth,” he said. 'Y et someone must have ... Who told
you that some part of the charm was missng?

'l can'ttell you,” shesaid. ‘I know it seems most awfully rude, especialy after being so kind abouit telling
usthe name of power, and al that, but redlly, I'm not alowed to tell anybody anything about the-the-the



person who told me. Y ou won't forget your breakfast, will you?
The learned gentleman smiled feebly and then frowned-not a cross-frown, but a puzzle-frown.

‘Thank you,” hesaid, ‘| shdl aways be pleased if you'll look in-any time you're passing you know-at
least ...

I will; shesad; ‘goodbye. I'll dwaystell you anything | MAY tell.

He had not had many adventures with children in them, and he wondered whether dl children were like
these. He spent quite five minutes in wondering before he settled down to the fifty-second chapter of his
great book on ‘ The Secret Rites of the Priests of Amen Ral.

Itisno useto pretend that the children did not fedl agood deal of agitation &t the thought of going
through the charm into the Past. That ideg, that perhaps they might stay in the Past and never get back
again, was anything but pleasing. Y et no one would have dared to suggest that the charm should not be
used; and though each wasin its heart very frightened indeed, they would al havejoined in jeering at the
cowardice of any one of them who should have uttered the timid but natural suggestion, ‘Don't let's!’

It seemed necessary to make arrangements for being out al day, for there was no reason to suppose that
the sound of the dinner-bell would be able to reach back into the Past, and it seemed unwise to excite
old Nursg's curiogity when nothing they could say-not even the truth-could in any way satisfy it. They
weredl very proud to think how well they had understood what the charm and the Psammead had said
about Time and Space and things like that, and they were perfectly certain that it would be quite
impossible to make old Nurse understand asingle word of it. So they merely asked her to let them take
their dinner out into Regent's Park-and this, with the implied cold mutton and tomatoes, was readily
granted.

"Y ou can get yoursalves some buns or sponge-cakes, or whatever you fancy-like,” said old Nurse, giving
Cyril ashilling. ‘Don't go getting jam-tarts, now-so messy at the best of times, and without forks and
plates ruination to your clothes, besides your not being able to wash your hands and faces afterwards.”

So Cyril took the shilling, and they dl started off. They went round by the Tottenham Court Road to buy
apiece of waterproof sheeting to put over the Psammead in case it should be raining in the Past when
they got there. For it isamost certain death to a Psammead to get wet.

The sun was shining very brightly, and even London looked pretty. WWomen were sdlling roses from big
baskets-full, and Anthea bought four roses, one each, for herself and the others. They were red roses
and smdt of summer-the kind of roses you aways want so desperately at about Christmas-time when
you can only get mistletoe, which is pae right through to its very scent, and holly which pricks your nose
if youtry to smdl it. So now everyone had arose in its buttonhole, and soon everyone was sitting on the
grassin Regent's Park under trees whose leaves would have been clean, clear green in the country, but
here were dusty and yellowish, and brown at the edges.

'Weve got to go onwithit,” said Anthes, ‘and asthe eldest hasto go firgt, you'll haveto be lagt, Jane.
Y ou quite understand about holding on to the charm as you go through, don't you, Pussy?

'l wish | hadn't got to belast,” said Jane.

'Y ou shall carry the Psammead if you like,’ said Anthea. ‘ That is,” she added, remembering the beast's
queer temper, ‘if itll let you.'

The Psammead, however, was unexpectedly amiable.



1" don't mind,’ it said, ‘who carriesme, so long asit doesn't drop me. | can't bear being dropped.’

Jane with trembling hands took the Psammead and its fish-basket under one arm. The charm'slong string
was hung round her neck. Then they dl stood up. Jane held out the charm at arm's length, and Cyril
solemnly pronounced the word of power.

As he spoke it the charm grew tall and broad, and he saw that Jane was just holding on to the edge of a
great red arch of very curious shape. The opening of the arch was small, but Cyril saw that he could go
through it. All round and beyond the arch were the faded trees and trampled grass of Regent's Park,
wherethe little ragged children were playing Ring-0-Roses. But through the opening of it shone ablaze
of blueand ydlow and red. Cyril drew along breeth and stiffened hislegs so that the others should not
seethat his knees were trembling and amost knocking together. ‘Here goes!’ he said, and, stepping up
through the arch, disappeared. Then followed Anthea. Robert, coming next, held fast, at Anthea's
suggestion, to the deeve of Jane, who was thus dragged safely through the arch. And as soon asthey
were on the other side of the arch there was no more arch at all and no more Regent's Park ether, only
the charm in Jane's hand, and it was its proper size again. They were now in alight so bright that they
winked and blinked and rubbed their eyes. During this dazzling interval Antheafelt for the charm and
pushed it ingde Jane's frock, so that it might be quite safe. When their eyes got used to the new
wonderful light the children looked around them. The sky wasvery, very blue, and it sparkled and
glittered and dazzled like the sea a home when the sun shinesoniit.

They were standing on alittle clearing in athick, low forest; there were trees and shrubsand aclose,
thorny, tangly undergrowth. In front of them stretched abank of strange black mud, then camethe
browny-yelowy shining ribbon of ariver. Then more dry, caked mud and more greeny-browny jungle.
The only thingsthat told that human people had been there were the clearing, apath that led to it, and an
odd arrangement of cut reedsin theriver.

They looked at each other.

'Well!" said Robert, ‘this|S achange of ar!’

It was. Theair was hotter than they could have imagined, even in London in August.
'l wish | knew wherewe were,” said Cyril.

'Here'sariver, now-l wonder whether it's the Amazon or the Tiber, or what.’
It'sthe Nile,” said the Psammead, looking out of the fish-bag.

‘Then thisis Egypt,” said Robert, who had once taken a geography prize.

'I don't see any crocodiles,” Cyril objected. His prize had been for natura history.

The Psammead reached out a hairy arm from its basket and pointed to a heap of mud at the edge of the
weter.

'What do you call that? it said; and asit spoke the heap of mud did into theriver just asadab of damp
mixed mortar will dip from abricklayer'strowe!.

'Oh!’ said everybody.
There was a crashing among the reeds on the other side of the water.

'And therésariver-horse!” said the Psammead, as agreat beast like an enormous daty-blue dug showed



itself againgt the black bank on the far sde of the stream.
'It'sahippopotamus,” said Cyril; ‘it seems much more real somehow than the one at the Zoo, doesn't it?

I'mgladit'sbeing rea on the other side of theriver,” said Jane. And now there was a crackling of reeds
and twigs behind them. Thiswas horrible. Of course it might be another hippopotamus, or acrocodile, or
alion-or, infact, amogt anything.

'Keep your hand on the charm, Jane,” said Robert hagtily. *We ought to have a means of escape handy.
I'm dead certain thisis the sort of place where smply anything might happento us'!’

'l believe ahippopotamus is going to happen to us,’ said Jane-'avery, very big one.’
They had dl turned to face the danger.

'Don't bedlly little duffers,” said the Psammead initsfriendly, informa way; ‘it'snot ariver-horse. It'sa
humen.

It was. It was agirl-of about Anthea's age. Her hair was short and fair, and though her skin was tanned
by the sun, you could see that it would have been fair too if it had had a chance. She had every chance of
being tanned, for she had no clothesto spesk of, and the four English children, carefully dressed in
frocks, hats, shoes, stockings, coats, collars, and dl the rest of it, envied her more than any words of
theirs or of mine could possibly say. There was no doubt that here was the right costume for that climate.

She carried apot on her head, of red and black earthenware. She did not see the children, who shrank
back againgt the edge of the jungle, and she went forward to the brink of the river to fill her pitcher. As
she went she made a strange sort of droning, humming, melancholy noise al on two notes. Anthea could
not help thinking that perhapsthe girl thought this noise was singing.

The girl filled the pitcher and st it down by the river bank. Then she waded into the water and stooped
over thecircle of cut reeds. She pulled half adozen fine fish out of the water within the reeds, killing each
as shetook it out, and threading it on along osier that she carried. Then she knotted the osier, hung it on
her arm, picked up the pitcher, and turned to come back. And as she turned she saw the four children.
The white dresses of Jane and Anthea stood out like snow against the dark forest background. She
screamed and the pitcher fell, and the water was spilled out over the hard mud surface and over thefish,
which had falen too. Then the water dowly trickled away into the deep cracks.

'Don't befrightened,” Anthea cried, ‘we won't hurt you.'
'Who areyou? said thegirl.

Now, oncefor al, | am not going to be bothered to tell you how it wasthat the girl could understand
Anthea and Anthea could understand the girl. YOU, at any rate, would not understand ME, if | tried to
explain it, any more than you can understand about time and space being only forms of thought. Y ou may
think what you like. Perhaps the children had found out the universal language which everyone can
understand, and which wise men so far have not found. Y ou will have noticed long ago that they were
sngularly lucky children, and they may have had this piece of luck aswell as others. Or it may have been
that ... but why pursue the question further? The fact remainsthat in dl their adventuresthe
muddle-headed inventions which we cal foreign languages never bothered them in the least. They could
always understand and be understood. If you can explain this, please do. | daresay | could understand
your explanation, though you could never understand mine.

So when the girl said, ‘“Who areyou? everyone understood at once, and Anthea replied—



'We are children-just like you. Don't be frightened. Won't you show us where you live?

Jane put her face right into the Psammead's basket, and burrowed her mouth into its fur to whisper—
'Isit safe? Won't they eat us? Are they cannibals?

The Psammead shrugged itsfur.

'Don't make your voice buzz likethat, it ticklesmy ears,’ it said rather crosdy. *Y ou can dways get back
to Regent's Park intime if you keep fast hold of the charm,” it said.

Thegtrange girl wastrembling with fright.

Anthea had abangle on her arm. It was a sevenpenny-halfpenny trumpery thing that pretended to be
slver; it had aglass heart of turquoise blue hanging from it, and it was the gift of the maid-of-al-work at
the Fitzroy Street house. ‘Here,” said Anthes, ‘thisisfor you. That isto show we will not hurt you. And if
you takeit | shal know that you won't hurt us:!

Thegirl held out her hand. Antheadid the bangle over it, and the girl's face lighted up with the joy of
possession.

'‘Come,” shesad, looking lovingly at the bangle; ‘it is peace between your house and mine!'

She picked up her fish and pitcher and led the way up the narrow path by which she had come and the
othersfollowed.

Thisissomething like!” said Cyril, trying to be brave.

'Yes’ said Robert, aso assuming a boldness he was far from fedling, ‘thisredly and truly ISan
adventure! Itsbeing in the Past makesit quite different from the Phoenix and Carpet happenings:

The belt of thick-growing acaciatrees and shrubs-mostly prickly and unpleasant-looking-seemed about
half amile across. The path was narrow and the wood dark. At last, ahead, daylight shone through the
boughs and leaves.

Thewhole party suddenly came out of the wood's shadow into the glare of the sunlight that shoneon a
great stretch of yellow sand, dotted with heaps of grey rocks where spiky cactus plants showed gaudy
crimson and pink flowers among their shabby, sand-peppered leaves. Away to the right was something
that looked like a grey-brown hedge, and from beyond it blue smoke went up to the bluer sky. And over
al the sun shonetill you could hardly bear your clothes.

‘That iswherel live; said thegirl pointing.
'l won't go,” whispered Jane into the basket, ‘unlessyou say it'sdl right.’

The Psammead ought to have been touched by this proof of confidence. Perhaps, however, it looked
upon it asaproof of doubt, for it merely snarled—

'If you don't go now I'll never help you again.'

'OH,” whispered Anthes, ‘ dear Jane, don't! Think of Father and Mother and al of us getting our heart's
desire. And we can go back any minute. Come on!’

'Besides,” said Cyril, inalow voice, ‘the Psammead must know there's no danger or it wouldn't go. It's
not so over and above brave itsalf. Come on!'



This Jane at last consented to do.

Asthey got nearer to the browny fence they saw that it was a great hedge about eight feet high, made of
piled-up thorn bushes.

'What'sthat for? asked Cyril.
"To keep out foes and wild beasts,” said the girl.
'l should think it ought to, too,” said he. “Why, some of the thorns are aslong as my foot."

There was an opening in the hedge, and they followed the girl through it. A little way further on was
another hedge, not so high, also of dry thorn bushes, very prickly and spiteful-looking, and within this
wasasort of village of huts.

There were no gardens and no roads. Just huts built of wood and twigs and clay, and roofed with greeat
palm-leaves, dumped down anywhere. The doors of these houses were very low, like the doors of
dog-kennels. The ground between them was not paths or streets, but just yellow sand trampled very hard
and smooth.

In the middle of the village there was a hedge that enclosed what seemed to be a piece of ground about
as big astheir own garden in Camden Town.

No sooner were the children well within the inner thorn hedge than dozens of men and women and
children came crowding round from behind and ingde the huts.

The girl stood protectingly in front of the four children, and said—

"They are wonder-children from beyond the desert. They bring marvellous gifts, and | have said that itis
peace between us and them.'

She held out her arm with the Lowther Arcade bangleon it.

The children from London, where nothing now surprises anyone, had never before seen so many people
look so astonished.

They crowded round the children, touching their clothes, their shoes, the buttons on the boys' jackets,
and the cord of thegirls necklaces.

'Do say something,” whispered Anthea.

'We come,” said Cyril, with some dim remembrance of adreadful day when he had had to wait in an
outer office while hisfather interviewed a solicitor, and there had been nothing to read but the Daily
Telegraph-'we come from the world where the sun never sets. And peace with honour is what we want.
We are the great Anglo-Saxon or conquering race. Not that we want to conquer YOU,” he added
hagtily. *We only want to look at your houses and your-well, a al you've got here, and then we shdll
return to our own place, and tell of all that we have seen so that your name may be famed.’

Cyril's speech didn't keep the crowd from pressing round and |ooking as eagerly as ever at the clothing
of the children. Anthea had an idea that these people had never seen woven stuff before, and she saw
how wonderful and strange it must seem to people who had never had any clothes but the skins of
beasts. The sewing, too, of modern clothes seemed to astonish them very much. They must have been
able to sew themselves, by the way, for men who seemed to be the chiefs wore knickerbockers of
goat-skin or deer-skin, fastened round the waist with twisted strips of hide. And the women wore long



skimpy skirtsof animals skins. The people were not very tdl, their hair wasfair, and men and women
both had it short. Their eyeswere blue, and that seemed odd in Egypt. Mogt of them were tattooed like
slors, only moreroughly.

'What isthis? What isthis? they kept asking touching the children's clothes curioudy.
Anthea hadtily took off Janes frilly lace collar and handed it to the woman who seemed most friendly.
"Takethis,’ shesaid, ‘and look at it. And leave us alone. We want to talk among ourselves.'

She spoke in the tone of authority which she had aways found successful when she had not time to coax
her baby brother to do as he wastold. The tone was just as successful now. The children were | eft
together and the crowd retreated. It paused a dozen yards away to look at the lace collar and to go on
talking ashard asit could.

The children will never know what those people said, though they knew well enough that they, the four
drangers, were the subject of thetalk. They tried to comfort themselves by remembering the girl's
promise of friendliness, but of course the thought of the charm was more comfortable than anything el se.
They sat down on the sand in the shadow of the hedged-round place in the middle of the village, and now
for thefirst time they were able to ook about them and to see something more than acrowd of eager,
curious faces.

They here noticed that the women wore necklaces made of beads of different coloured stone, and from
these hung pendants of odd, strange shapes, and some of them had bracelets of ivory and flint.

'l say,” said Robert, ‘what alot we could teach them if we stayed here!”

'l expect they could teach us something too,” said Cyril. ‘ Did you notice that flint bracelet the woman had
that Anthea gave the collar to? That must have taken some making. Look here, they'll get suspiciousif we
talk among oursalves, and | do want to know about how they do things. Let's get the girl to show us
round, and we can be thinking about how to get the Amulet at the same time. Only mind, we must keep
together.’

Anthea beckoned to the girl, who was standing allittle way off looking wistfully at them, and she came
gadly.

‘Tell us how you make the bracelets, the sone ones,” said Cyril.

'With other stones,” said the girl; ‘ the men make them; we have men of specid skill in such work.'
'Haven't you any iron tools?

'Iron,” said thegirl, ‘I don't know what you mean.” It was the first word she had not understood.
'Ared| your tools of flint? asked Cyril. *Of course,’ said the girl, opening her eyeswide.

| wish | had timeto tell you of that talk. The English children wanted to hear al about this new place, but
they also wanted to tell of their own country. It was like when you come back from your holidays and
you want to hear and to tell everything at the sametime. Asthetalk went on there were more and more
words that the girl could not understand, and the children soon gave up the attempt to explain to her what
their own country was like, when they began to see how very few of the things they had aways thought
they could not do without werereally not at al necessary to life.

The girl showed them how the huts were made-indeed, as one was being made that very day she took



themtolook at it. Theway of building was very different from ours. The men stuck long pieces of wood
into a piece of ground the size of the hut they wanted to make. These were about eight inches apart; then
they put in another row about eight inches avay from the first, and then athird row il further out. Then
all the space between wasfilled up with smal branches and twigs, and then daubed over with black mud
worked with the feet till it was soft and sticky like putty.

The girl told them how the men went hunting with flint spears and arrows, and how they made boats with
reeds and clay. Then she explained the reed thing in the river that she had taken the fish out of. It wasa
fish-trap-just aring of reeds st up in the water with only onelittle opening init, and in thisopening, just
bel ow the water, were stuck reeds danting the way of the river'sflow, so that the fish, when they had
svum sillily in, sillily couldn't get out again. She showed them the clay pots and jars and platters, some of
them ornamented with black and red patterns, and the most wonderful things made of flint and different
sorts of stone, beads, and ornaments, and tools and weapons of al sorts and kinds.

Itisredly wonderful, said Cyril patronizingly, ‘when you consider that it'sdl eight thousand years ago-'
'l don't understand you,” said the girl.

It ISN'T eight thousand years ago,” whispered Jane. ‘ I1t's NOW-and that'sjust what | don't like about it.
| say, DO let's get home again before anything more happens. Y ou can seefor yourselves the charm isn't
here!

'What'sin that placein the middle? asked Anthea, struck by a sudden thought, and pointing to the fence.

‘That's the secret sacred place,’ said the girl in awhisper. ‘ No one knows what isthere. There are many
walls, and insdetheinsdest one I T is, but no one knowswhat I T is except the headsmen.'

'l believe YOU know,” said Cyril, looking at her very hard.

TI'll giveyou thisif you'l tell me,’ said Antheaitaking off a bead-ring which had aready been much
admired.

'Yes,' said thegirl, catching eagerly at thering. ‘My father is one of the heads, and | know awater charm
to make him talk in his deep. And he has spoken. | will tdll you. But if they know | havetold you they will
kill me. Intheinsgdest ingde thereisastone box, and in it there isthe Amulet. None knows whence it
came. It came from very far avay.'

'Have you seen it? asked Anthea

Thegirl nodded.

'Isit anything likethis? asked Jane, rashly producing the charm.
The girl'sface turned asickly greenish-white.

‘Hideit, hideit,” shewhispered. ‘Y ou must put it back. If they seeit they will kill usall. You for takingit,
and me for knowing that there was such athing. Oh, woe-woe! why did you ever come here?

'Don't befrightened,” said Cyril. ‘ They shan't know. Jane, don't you be such alittle jack-ape again-that's
al. You see what will happen if you do. Now, tell me-’ Heturned to the girl, but before he had timeto
speak the question there was aloud shout, and a man bounded in through the opening in the thorn-hedge.

'Many foesare upon us!’ he cried. ‘Make ready the defences!’



His breath only served for that, and he lay panting on the ground. ‘ Oh, DO let'sgo home!’ said Jane.
‘Look here-l don't care-l WILL!

She held up the charm. Fortunately al the strange, fair people were too busy to notice HER. She held up
the charm. And nothing happened.

'Y ou haven't said the word of power,” said Anthea.

Jane hadtily said it-and il nothing happened.

‘Hold it up towardsthe East, you silly!” said Robert.

'Which ISthe East? said Jane, dancing about in her agony of terror.

Nobody knew. So they opened the fish-bag to ask the Psammead.

And the bag had only awaterproof sheet init.

The Psammead was gone.

'Hide the sacred thing! Hideit! Hideit!” whispered the girl.

Cyril shrugged his shoulders, and tried to look as brave as he knew he ought to fedl.

'Hideit up, Pussy,” hesaid. ‘Wearein for it now. Weve just got to stay and seeiit out.’

CHAPTER5: THEFHGHT IN THE VILLAGE

Herewas a horrible position! Four English children, whose proper date was A.D. 1905, and whose
proper address was London, set down in Egypt in the year 6000 B.C. with no means whatever of getting
back into their own time and place. They could not find the East, and the sun was of no use a the
moment, because some officious person had once explained to Cyril that the sun did not redly set inthe
West at dl-nor risein the East ether, for the matter of that.

The Psammead had crept out of the bass-bag when they were not looking and had basaly deserted them.

An enemy was approaching. There would be afight. People get killed in fights, and the idea of taking
part in afight was one that did not apped to the children.

The man who had brought the news of the enemy il lay panting on the sand. His tongue was hanging
out, long and red, like adog's. The people of the village were hurriedly filling the gapsin the fence with
thorn-bushes from the heap that seemed to have been piled there ready for just such aneed. They lifted
the clugter-thorns with long poles-much as men a home, nowadays, lift hay with afork.

Jane bit her lip and tried to decide not to cry.
Robert felt in his pocket for atoy pistol and loaded it with a pink paper cap. It was his only weapon.
Cyril tightened hisbelt two holes.

And Anthea absently took the drooping red roses from the buttonholes of the others, bit the ends of the
stalks, and set them in apot of water that stood in the shadow by ahut door. She was always rather silly
about flowers.

'Look here!” shesaid. ‘| think perhaps the Psammead isredly arranging something for us. | don't believe
it would go away and leave usdl donein the Past. I'm certain it wouldn't.'



Jane succeeded in deciding not to cry-at any rate yet.
'But what can we do? Robert asked.

‘Nothing,” Cyril answered promptly, ‘ except keep our eyes and ears open. Look! That runner chap's
getting hiswind. Let's go and hear what he'sgot to say.'

The runner had risen to his knees and was sitting back on his heels. Now he stood up and spoke. He
began by some respectful remarks addressed to the heads of the village. His speech got more interesting
when hesaid—

'l went out in my raft to snare ibises, and | had gone up the stream an hour'sjourney. Then | set my
snares and waited. And | heard the sound of many wings, and looking up, saw many heronscirclingin
theair. And | saw that they were afraid; so | took thought. A beast may scare one heron, coming upon it
suddenly, but no beast will scare awholeflock of herons. And il they flew and circled, and would not
light. So then | knew that what scared the herons must be men, and men who knew not our ways of
going softly so asto take the birds and beasts unawares. By this| knew they were not of our race or of
our place. So, leaving my raft, | crept long the river bank, and at last came upon the strangers. They are
many as the sands of the desert, and their spear-heads shinered like the sun. They are aterrible people,
and their march istowards US. Having seen this, | ran, and did not stay till | was before you.'

Theseare YOUR folk,” said the headman, turning suddenly and angrily on Cyril, *you came as spiesfor
them.’

'Wedid NOT,’ said Cyril indignantly. ‘We wouldn't be spies for anything. I'm certain these people aren't
abit likeus. Arethey now? he asked the runner.

'No,” wasthe answer. * These men's faces were darkened, and their hair black asnight. Y et these strange
children, maybe, are their gods, who have come before to make ready the way for them.’

A murmur ran through the crowd.
'No, NO,’” said Cyril again. ‘“We are on your side. We will help you to guard your sacred things.'

The headman seemed impressed by the fact that Cyril knew that there WERE sacred things to be
guarded. He stood amoment gazing at the children. Then he said—

Itiswdl. And now let al make offering, that we may be strong in battle.’

The crowd dispersed, and nine men, wearing antel ope-skins, grouped themselvesin front of the opening
in the hedgein the middle of the village. And presently, one by one, the men brought al sorts of
things-hippopotamus flesh, ostrich-feathers, the fruit of the date pams, red chalk, green chalk, fish from
the river, and ibex from the mountains; and the headman received these gifts. There was another hedge
insgdethefirst, about ayard fromiit, so that there was alane insde between the hedges. And every now
and then one of the headmen would disappear aong thislane with full hands and come back with hands

empty.
"They're making offeringsto their Amulet,” said Anthea. “Wed better give something too.'

The pockets of the party, hastily explored, yielded apiece of pink tape, abit of sealing-wax, and part of
the Waterbury watch that Robert had not been able to help taking to pieces at Christmas and had never
had time to rearrange. Most boys have awatch in this condition. They presented their offerings, and
Anthea added the red roses.



The headman who took the thingslooked at them with awe, especialy at the red roses and the
Waterbury-watch fragment.

‘Thisisaday of very wondrous happenings,’” he said. ‘1 have no more room in meto be astonished. Our
maiden said there was peace between you and us. Buit for this coming of afoe we should have made
sure.’

The children shuddered.
'Now speak. Are you upon our Side?

'YES. Don't | keep telling you we are? Robert said. ‘Look here. | will giveyou asign. You seethis’ He
held out thetoy pistal. ‘I shall speak toit, and if it answers meyou will know that | and the othersare
come to guard your sacred thing-that we've just made the offeringsto.’

'Will that god whose image you hold in your hand spesk to you aone, or shal | dso hear it? asked the
mean cautioudy.

'Y ou'll be surprised when you DO hesr it,” said Robert. ‘ Now, then.” Helooked at the pistol and said—

'If we areto guard the sacred treasure within'-he pointed to the hedged-in space-'speak with thy loud
voice, and we shdl obey.'

He pulled the trigger, and the cap went off. The noise was loud, for it was atwo-shilling pistol, and the
capswere excellent.

Every man, woman, and child in the village fdll on itsface on the sand. The headman who had accepted
the test rosefirg.

"The voice has spoken,” he said. ‘ Lead them into the ante-room of the sacred thing.'

So now the four children were led in through the opening of the hedge and round the lanetill they cameto
an opening in theinner hedge, and they went through an opening in that, and so passed into another lane.

The thing was built something like this, and al the hedges were of brushwood and thorns: [ Drawing of
maze omitted.]

'It'slike the maze at Hampton Court,” whispered Anthea.

Thelaneswere dl open to the sky, but thelittle hut in the middle of the maze was round-roofed, and a
curtain of skinshung over the doorway.

'Here you may wait,” said their guide, ‘ but do not dare to passthe curtain.” He himself passed it and
disappeared.

‘But look here,” whispered Cyril, ‘ some of us ought to be outside in case the Psammead turns up.'

'Don't let's get separated from each other, whatever we do,” said Anthea. *It's quite bad enough to be
separated from the Psammead. We can't do anything whilethat man isin there. Let'sal go out into the
village again. We can come back |ater now we know the way in. That man'll haveto fight liketherest,
mogt likely, if it comesto fighting. If we find the Psammead well go straight home.

It must be getting late, and | don't much like this mazy place!’

They went out and told the headman that they would protect the treasure when the fighting began. And



now they looked about them and were able to see exactly how afirst-classworker in flint flakes and
notches an arrow-head or the edge of an axe-an advantage which no other person now aive has ever
enjoyed. The boys found the weapons most interesting. The arrow-heads were not on arrows such as
you shoot from abow, but on javelins, for throwing from the hand. The chief wegpon was a stone
fastened to arather short stick something like the things gentlemen used to carry about and cal
life-preserversin the days of the garrotters.

Then there were long things like spears or lances, with flint knives-horribly sharp-and flint battle-axes.

Everyonein the village was so busy that the place was like an ant-hegp when you have walked into it by
accident. The women were busy and even the children.

Quite suddenly al the air ssemed to glow and grow red-it was like the sudden opening of a furnace door,
such asyou may see a Woolwich Arsend if you ever have the luck to be taken there-and then dmost as
suddenly it was as though the furnace doors had been shut. For the sun had set, and it was night.

The sun had that abrupt way of setting in Egypt eight thousand years ago, and | believe it has never been
ableto break itsdlf of the habit, and setsin exactly the same manner to the present day. The girl brought
the skins of wild deer and led the children to aheap of dry sedge.

'My father saysthey will not attack yet. Sleep!” she said, and it really seemed agood idea. Y ou may
think that in the midst of al these dangers the children would not have been able to deep-but somehow,
though they were rather frightened now and then, the fegling was growing in them-deep down and dmost
hidden away, but still growing-that the Psammead was to be trusted, and that they wereredlly and truly
safe. Thisdid not prevent their being quite as much frightened as they could bear to be without being
perfectly miserable,

'| suppose wed better go to deep,’” said Robert. ‘1 don't know what on earth poor old Nurse will do
with usout al night; set the police on our tracks, | expect. | only wish they could find us! A dozen
policemen would be rather welcome just now. But it's no use getting into a stew over it he added
soothingly. ‘ Good night.'

Andthey dl fell adeep.

They were avakened by long, loud, terrible sounds that seemed to come from everywhere at
once-horrible threatening shouts and shrieks and howls that sounded, as Cyril said later, like the voices of
men thirgting for their enemies’ blood.

It isthe voice of the strange men,” said the girl, coming to them trembling through the dark. ‘ They have
attacked the walls, and the thorns have driven them back. My father saysthey will not try againttill
daylight. But they are shouting to frighten us. Asthough we were savages! Dwellersin the svamps!’” she
cried indignantly.

All night the terrible noise went on, but when the sun rose, as abruptly as he had set, the sound suddenly
ceased.

The children had hardly timeto be glad of this before a shower of javelins came hurtling over the greet
thorn-hedge, and everyone sheltered behind the huts. But next moment another shower of weapons came
from the opposite Side, and the crowd rushed to other shelter. Cyril pulled out ajavelin that had stuck in
theroof of the hut beside him. Its head was of brightly burnished copper.

Then the sound of shouting arose again and the crackle of dried thorns. The enemy was breaking down
the hedge. All the villagers swarmed to the point whence the crackling and the shouting came; they hurled



stones over the hedges, and short arrows with flint heads. The children had never before seen men with
the fighting light in their eyes. It was very strange and terrible, and gave you a queer thick feding in your
throat; it was quite different from the pictures of fightsin theillustrated papers at home.

It seemed that the shower of stones had driven back the besiegers. The besieged drew breath, but at that
moment the shouting and the crackling arose on the opposite side of the village and the crowd hastened
to defend that point, and so the fight swayed to and fro across the village, for the besieged had not the
senseto divide their forces astheir enemies had done.

Cyril noticed that every now and then certain of the fighting-men would enter the maze, and come out
with brighter faces, abraver aspect, and amore upright carriage.

'l believe they go and touch the Amulet,” he said. “Y ou know the Psammead said it could make people
brave!

They crept through the maze, and watching they saw that Cyril wasright. A headman was standing in
front of the skin curtain, and asthe warriors came before him he murmured aword they could not hear,
and touched their foreheads with something that they could not see. And this something he held in his
hands. And through his fingersthey saw the gleam of ared stone that they knew.

The fight raged across the thorn-hedge outside. Suddenly there was aloud and bitter cry.
They'rein! They'rein! The hedgeisdown!’

The headman disappeared behind the deer-skin curtain.

'He'sgoneto hideit,” said Anthea. * Oh, Psammead dear, how could you leave us!’

Suddenly there was ashriek from inside the hut, and the headman staggered out white with fear and fled
out through the maze. The children were aswhite ashe.

'Oh! What isit? What isit? moaned Anthea. ‘ Oh, Psammead, how could you! How could you!'

And the sound of thefight sank breathlessy, and swelled fiercdly dl around. It waslike the risng and
faling of thewaves of the sea

Anthea shuddered and said again, * Oh, Psammead, Psammead!'

'Well? said abrisk voice, and the curtain of skinswas lifted at one corner by afurry hand, and out
peeped the bat's ears and snail's eyes of the Psammead.

Antheacaught it in her arms and asigh of desperate relief was breathed by each of the four.

'Oh! which ISthe East!” Antheasaid, and she spoke hurriedly, for the noise of wild fighting drew nearer
and nearer.

'Don't choke me,” said the Psammead, ‘comeinsde!
Theingde of the hut was pitch dark.
'I'vegot amatch,” said Cyril, and struck it. The floor of the hut was of soft, loose sand.

'I've been adeep here,” said the Psammead; * most comfortableit's been, the best sand I've had for a
month. It'sdl right. Everything'sal right. | knew your only chance would be while the fight was going on.
That man won't come back. | bit him, and he thinks I'm an Evil Spirit. Now you've only got to take the



thing and go.’

The hut was hung with skins. Hegped in the middle were the offerings that had been given the night
before, Antheda's roses fading on the top of the hegp. At one side of the hut stood alarge square stone
block, and on it an oblong box of earthenware with strange figures of men and beastson it.

'Isthething in there? asked Cyril, asthe Psammead pointed askinny finger at it.

"Y ou must judge of that,” said the Psammead. * The man was just going to bury the box in the sand when
| jumped out a him and bit him.'

‘Light another match, Robert,” said Anthea. *Now, then quick! whichisthe East?
'Why, where the sun rises, of course!’
'But someonetold us-'

'Oh! they'll tell you anything!” said the Psammead impatiently, getting into its bass-bag and wrapping itsalf
inits waterproof sheet.

‘But we can't seethesunin here, and it isn't rising anyhow,” said Jane.
'How you do wastetime!’ the Psammead said. ‘Why, the East'swhere the shrineis, of course. THERE!
It pointed to the great stone.

And still the shouting and the clash of stone on metal sounded nearer and nearer. The children could hear
that the headmen had surrounded the hut to protect their treasure aslong as might be from the enemy.
But none dare to comein after the Psammead's sudden fierce biting of the headman.

‘Now, Jane,” said Cyril, very quickly. ‘I'll take the Amulet, you stand ready to hold up the charm, and be
sureyou dont let it go as you come through.’

He made a step forward, but at that instant a great crackling overhead ended in ablaze of sunlight. The
roof had been broken in a one side, and great dabs of it were being lifted off by two spears. Asthe
children trembled and winked in the new light, large dark hands tore down thewall, and adark face, with
ablobby fat nose, looked over the gap. Even at that awful moment Anthea had timeto think that it was
very like the face of Mr Jacob Absalom, who had sold them the charm in the shop near Charing Cross.

'Hereistheir Amulet,’ cried aharsh, Strange voice; ‘it isthis that makes them strong to fight and brave to
die. And what else have we here-gods or demons?

Heglared fiercely at the children, and the whites of his eyes were very white indeed. He had awet, red
copper knifein histeeth. There was not amoment to lose.

‘Jane, JANE, QUICKY!" cried everyone passionately.

Jane with trembling hands held up the charm towards the East, and Cyril spoke the word of power. The
Amulet grew to agreat arch. Out beyond it was the glaring Egyptian sky, the broken wall, the crud,
dark, big-nosed face with the red, wet knife in its gleaming teeth. Within the arch wasthe dull, faint,
greeny-brown of London grass and trees.

‘Hold tight, Jane!” Cyril cried, and he dashed through the arch, dragging Anthea and the Psammead after
him. Robert followed, clutching Jane. And in the ears of each, asthey passed through the arch of the
charm, the sound and fury of battle died out suddenly and utterly, and they heard only the low, dull,



discontented hum of vast London, and the peeking and patting of the sparrows on the gravel and the
voices of the ragged baby children playing Ring-0'-Roses on the yellow trampled grass. And the charm
was alittle charm again in Jane's hand, and there was the basket with their dinner and the bathbunslying
just wherethey had left it.

'My hat!” said Cyril, drawing along breath; ‘ that was something like an adventure.’
It wasrather like one, certainly,” said the Psammead.
They dl lay Hill, breathing in the safe, quiet air of Regent's Park.

'Wed better go home at once,” said Anthea presently. * Old Nurse will be mogt frightfully anxious. The
sun looks about the same asit did when we started yesterday. We've been away twenty-four hours.’
‘The buns are quite soft ill,” said Cyril, feding one; ‘| suppose the dew kept them fresh.’

They were not hungry, curioudy enough.

They picked up the dinner-basket and the Psammead-basket, and went straight home.
Old Nurse met them with amazement.

'Well, if ever | did!” she said. *What's gone wrong? Y ou've soon tired of your picnic.’

The children took thisto be bitter irony, which means saying the exact opposite of what you meanin
order to make yourself disagreeable; as when you happen to have adirty face, and someone says, ‘How
nice and clean you look!"

'We're very sorry,” began Anthea, but old Nurse said—

'Oh, bless me, child, | don't care! Please yourselves and you'll please me. Comein and get your dinners
comf'table. I've got a potato on a-bailing."

When she had gone to attend to the potatoes the children looked at each other. Could it be that old
Nurse had so changed that she no longer cared that they should have been away from home for
twenty-four hours-al night in fact-without any explanation whatever?

But the Psammead put its head out of its basket and said—

'What's the matter? Don't you understand? Y ou come back through the charm-arch at the sametime as
you go through it. Thisisn't tomorrow!” “Isit ill yesterday? asked Jane.

'No, it'stoday. The same asit's dways been. It wouldn't do to go mixing up the present and the Past,
and cutting bits out of oneto fit into the other.’

"Then all that adventuretook notimeat al?
"You can call it that if you like,” said the Psammead. ‘It took none of the modern time, anyhow.'

That evening Anthea carried up a stesk for the learned gentleman's dinner. She persuaded Bestrice, the
maid-of-al-work, who had given her the bangle with the blue stone, to let her doit. And she stayed and
talked to him, by specid invitation, while he ate the dinner.

Shetold him the whole adventure, beginning with—

"This afternoon we found ourselves on the bank of the River Nile,” and ending up with, * And then we



remembered how to get back, and there we were in Regent's Park, and it hadn't taken any timeat al.'

She did not tell anything about the charm or the Psammead, because that was forbidden, but the story
was quite wonderful enough even asit wasto entrance the learned gentleman.

"You areamost unusud little girl,” hesaid. ‘Whotelsyou dl thesethings?

'No one,” said Anthea, ‘they just happen.'

‘Make-believe, he said dowly, as one who recals and pronounces along-forgotten word.
He sat long after she had |eft him. At last he roused himself with a dtart.

'l really must take aholiday,’” he said; ‘ my nervesmust be dl out of order. | actudly have a perfectly
digtinct impression that the little girl from the rooms below camein and gave me a coherent and graphic
picture of lifeas| concelveit to have been in pre-dynastic Egypt. Strange what tricks the mind will play! |
shdl haveto be more careful.’

Hefinished his bread conscientioudy, and actualy went for amile walk before he went back to hiswork.
CHAPTER 6: THE WAY TO BABYLON

'How many milesto Babylon?
Three score and ten!

Can| get there by candle light?
Y es, and back again!'

Jane was singing to her dall, rocking it to and fro in the house which she had made for hersdf and it. The
roof of the house was the dining-table, and the walls were tabl ecl oths and antimacassars hanging al
round, and kept in their places by bookslaid on their top ends at the table edge.

The others were tasting the fearful joys of domestic tobogganing. Y ou know how it is done-with the
largest and best tea-tray and the surface of the tair carpet. It isbest to do it on the days when the tair
rods are being cleaned, and the carpet isonly held by the nails at the top. Of course, it isone of thefive
or sx thoroughly tip-top games that grown-up people are so unjust to-and old Nurse, though abrick in
many respects, was quite enough of astandard grown-up to put her foot down on the tobogganing long
before any of the performers had had haf enough of it. The teartray was taken away, and the baffled
party entered the Sitting-room, in exactly the mood not to be pleased if they could helpiit.

So Cyril said, *What a beastly mess!'
And Robert added, ‘ Do shut up, Jane!'

Even Anthea, who was dmost dways kind, advised Jane to try another song. ‘I'm sick to death of that,’
sad she.

It was awet day, so none of the plansfor seeing dl the sights of London that can be seen for nothing
could be carried out. Everyone had been thinking al the morning about the wonderful adventures of the
day before, when Jane had held up the charm and it had turned into an arch, through which they had
walked straight out of the present time and the Regent's Park into the land of Egypt eight thousand years
ago. The memory of yesterday's happenings was gtill extremely fresh and frightening, so that everyone
hoped that no one would suggest another excursion into the pagt, for it seemed to dl that yesterday's



adventures were quite enough to last for a least aweek. Y et each felt alittle anxiousthat the others
should not think it was afraid, and presently Cyril, who redlly was not a coward, began to seethat it
would not be at dl niceif he should haveto think himself one. So he saild—

'l say-about that charm-Jane-come out. We ought to talk about it, anyhow.’
'Oh, if that'sdl,’ said Robert.

Jane obediently wriggled to the front of her house and sat there.

Shefdt for the charm, to make sure that it was still round her neck.

1t ISN'T dl,” said Cyril, saying much more than he meant because he thought Robert's tone had been
rude-asindeed it had. ‘We ought to go and look for that Amulet. What's the good of having afirst-class
charm and keeping it idle, just eating its head off in the stable!’

'I'M gamefor anything, of course,’ said Robert; but he added, with afineair of chivary, ‘only | don't
think the girls are keen today somehow.'

'Oh, yes, | am,” said Antheahurriedly. ‘If you think I'm afraid, I'm not.’

'l am though,” said Jane heavily; ‘1 didn't likeit, and | won't go there again-not for anything | won't.

'We shouldn't go THERE again, silly,” said Cyril; *it would be some other place!

'| daresay; aplacewithlionsand tigersinit aslikely asnot.’

Seeing Jane so frightened, made the othersfed quite brave. They said they were certain they ought to go.
'It's so ungrateful to the Psammead not to,” Antheaadded, alittle primly.

Jane stood up. She was desperate.

' won't!” shecried; ‘I wont, | won't, | won't! If you make meI'll scream and I'll scream, and I'll tell old
Nurse, and I'll get her to burn the charm in the kitchen fire. So now, then!”

Y ou can imagine how furious everyone was with Jane for feding what each of them had felt dl the
morning. In each breast the same thought arose, * No one can say it's OUR fault.” And they at once
began to show Jane how angry they dl felt that adl the fault was hers. This made them fed quite brave.

Tell-tdetit, itstongue shal be split,
And dl the dogsin our town shdl have alittle bit,” sang Robert.

It'sdwaystheway if you have girlsin anything.” Cyril spokein acold displeasure that was worse than
Robert's cruel quotation, and even Antheasaid, ‘“Wdll, I'M not afraid if | AM agirl,” which of course,
wasthe most cuiting thing of l.

Jane picked up her doll and faced the others with what is sometimes called the courage of despair.

| don't care” shesaid; ‘1 won't, so there! It'sjust silly going to places when you don't want to, and when
you don't know what they're going to belike! Y ou can laugh a me asmuch asyou like. You're
beasts-and | hate you al!

With these awful words she went out and banged the door.



Then the others would not look at each other, and they did not feel so brave asthey had done.

Cyril took up abook, but it was not interesting to read. Robert kicked a chair-leg absently. His feet were
aways e oguent in moments of emotion. Anthea stood plegting the end of the tablecloth into folds-she
seemed earnestly anxiousto get al the pleats the same size. The sound of Jane's sobs had died away.

Suddenly Antheasaid, ‘ Oh! let it be* pax"-poor little Pussy-you know she's the youngest.'
'She called us beasts,” said Robert, kicking the chair suddenly.

'Wéll, said Cyril, who was subject to passing fits of justice, ‘we began, you know. At least you did.’
Cyril'sjustice was dways uncompromising.

'I'm not going to say I'm sorry if you mean that,” said Robert, and the chair-leg cracked to the kick he
gaveashesadit.

'Oh, do let's,” said Anthea, ‘we're three to one, and Mother does so hate it if we row. Comeon. I'll say
I'm sorry first, though | didn't say anything, hardly.'

‘All right, let's get it over,” said Cyril, opening the door.'Hi-you-Pussy!'

Far away up the stairs avoice could be heard singing brokenly, but still defiantly—
"How many miles (sniff) to Babylon?

Three score and ten! (sniff)

Can | get there by candle light?

Y es (sniff), and back again!’

It wastrying, for thiswas plainly meant to annoy. But Antheawould not give hersdlf timeto think this.
Sheled theway up the stairs, taking three at atime, and bounded to the level of Jane, who sat on the top
sep of dl, thumping her doll to the tune of the song she wastrying to Sing.

'| say, Pussy, let it be pax! Were sorry if you are-'

It was enough. Thekiss of peace was given by dl. Jane being the youngest was entitled to this
ceremonid. Antheaadded a specid gpology of her own.

I'msorry if | wasapig, Pussy dear,’ she said-"especialy becausein my redly and truly insde mind I've
been feding alittle asif I'd rather not go into the Past again either. But then, do think. If we don't go we
shan't get the Amulet, and oh, Pussy, think if we could only get Father and Mother and The Lamb safe
back! We MUST go, but well wait aday or two if you like and then perhaps you'll fed braver.’

'Raw meat makes you brave, however cowardly you are,” said Robert, to show that there was now no
ill-fedling, ‘and cranberries-that's what Tartars eat, and they're so braveit's smply awful. | suppose
cranberries are only for Chrisgsmastime, but I'll ask old Nurseto let you have your chop very raw if you
like'

'l think | could be brave without that,” said Jane hatily; she hated underdone mest. ‘I'll try.'
At this moment the door of the learned gentleman's room opened, and he looked out.

'Excuseme,’ hesaid, inthat gentle, polite weary voice of his, ‘but was | mistaken in thinking that | caught



afamiliar word just now? Were you not Snging some old ballad of Babylon?

'No,” said Robert, ‘ at least Jane was singing “How many miles,” but | shouldn't have thought you could
have heard the words for-'

Hewould have said, ‘for the sniffing,” but Antheapinched him justintime.

'l did not hear ALL thewords,” said the learned gentleman. ‘1 wonder would you recite them to me?
So they dl said together—

'How many milesto Babylon?

Three score and ten!

Can | get there by candle light?

Y es, and back again!'

'l wish one could,” the learned gentleman said with asigh.

'‘Can't you? asked Jane.

‘Babylon hasfallen, he answered with asigh. “ Y ou know it was once a great and beautiful city, and the
centre of learning and Art, and now it isonly ruins, and so covered up with earth that people are not even
agreed asto where it once stood.'

He was leaning on the banisters, and his eyes had afar-away look in them, asthough he could see
through the staircase window the splendour and glory of ancient Babylon.

'l say,” Cyril remarked abruptly. * Y ou know that charm we showed you, and you told us how to say the
namethat'sonit?

sl
'Well, do you think that charm was ever in Babylon?

It'squite possible,” the learned gentleman replied. * Such charms have been found in very early Egyptian
tombs, yet their origin has not been accurately determined as Egyptian. They may have been brought
from Asa Or, supposing the charm to have been fashioned in Egypt, it might very well have been carried
to Babylon by some friendly embassy, or brought back by the Babylonish army from some Egyptian
campaign as part of the spoils of war. The inscription may be much later than the charm. Ohyedl itisa
pleasant fancy, that that splendid specimen of yours was once used amid Babylonish surroundings.” The
otherslooked at each other, but it was Jane who spoke.

'Were the Babylon people savages, were they always fighting and throwing things about? For she had
read the thoughts of the others by the unerring light of her own fears.

"The Babylonians were certainly more gentle than the Assyrians,” said thelearned gentleman. * And they
were not savages by any means. A very highleve of culture, helooked doubtfully at his audience and
went on, ‘| mean that they made beautiful statues and jewellery, and built splendid palaces. And they
were very learned-they had glorious libraries and high towersfor the purpose of astrological and
astronomica observation.'

'Er? said Robert.



'l mean for-star-gazing and fortune-telling,” said the learned gentleman, * and there were temples and
beautiful hanging gardens”'

I'll go to Babylon if you like,” said Jane abruptly, and the others hastened to say ‘Done!l’ before she
should havetimeto change her mind.

'Ah,” said the learned gentleman, smiling rather sadly, ‘ one can go so far in dreams, when oneisyoung.’
He sighed again, and then adding with alaboured briskness, ‘| hope you'll have a-a-jolly game,’ he went
into hisroom and shut the door.

'Hesad“jolly” asif it wasaforeign language,’ said Cyril. ‘Come on, let's get the Psammead and go
now. | think Babylon seemsamost frightfully jolly placeto goto.’

So they woke the Psammead and put it in its bass-bag with the waterproof sheet, in case of inclement
wegther in Babylon. It was very cross, but it said it would as soon go to Babylon asanywheredse. * The
sand is good thereabouts,” it added.

Then Jane held up the charm, and Cyril said—

'We want to go to Babylon to look for the part of you that was lost. Will you please et us go there
through you?

'Please put us down just outside,” said Jane hadtily; ‘and then if we don't likeit we needn't goinsde.’
'Don't bedl day,” said the Psammead.
So Anthea hadtily uttered the word of power, without which the charm could do nothing.

‘Ur-Hekau-Setcheh!” she said softly, and as she spoke the charm grew into an arch so tall that the top of
it was close againgt the bedroom celling. Outside the arch was the bedroom painted chest-of-drawers
and the Kidderminster carpet, and the washhand-stand with the riveted willow-pattern jug, and the faded
curtains, and the dull light of indoors on awet day. Through the arch showed the gleam of soft green
leaves and white blossoms. They stepped forward quite happily. Even Jane felt that thisdid not look like
lions, and her hand hardly trembled at dl as she held the charm for the others to go through, and lat,
dipped through hersdlf, and hung the charm, now grown small again, round her neck.

The children found themsalves under awhite-blossomed, green-leafed fruit-tree, in what seemed to be an
orchard of such trees, al white-flowered and green-foliaged. Among the long green grass under their feet
grew crocuses and lilies, and strange blue flowers. In the branches overhead thrushes and blackbirds
were singing, and the coo of a pigeon came softly to them in the green quietness of the orchard.

'Oh, how perfectly lovely!” cried Anthea.

'Why, it'slike home exactly-I mean England-only everything's bluer, and whiter, and greener, and the
flowersare bigger.'

The boys owned that it certainly wasfairly decent, and even Jane admitted that it was dl very pretty.
'I'm certain there's nothing to be frightened of here,” said Anthea

'l don't know,” said Jane. ‘1 suppose the fruit-trees go on just the same even when people are killing each
other. | didn't haf like what the learned gentleman said about the hanging gardens. | suppose they have
gardens on purpose to hang peoplein. | do hopethisisn't one!'



'Of courseitisn't, said Cyril. ' The hanging gardens are just gardens hung up-"1" think on chains between
houses, don't you know, like trays. Come on; |et's get somewhere!

They began to walk through the cool grass. Asfar asthey could see was nothing but trees, and treesand
more trees. At the end of their orchard was another one, only separated from theirs by alittle stream of
clear water. They jumped this, and went on. Cyril, who was fond of gardening-which meant that he liked
to watch the gardener at work-was able to command the respect of the others by telling them the names
of agood many trees. There were nut-trees and almond-trees, and apricots, and fig-trees with their big
five-fingered leaves. And every now and then the children had to cross another brook.

'It'slike between the squares in Through the Looking-glass,” said Anthea.

At last they came to an orchard which was quite different from the other orchards. It had alow building
in one corner.

"Thesearevines,” said Cyril superiorly, ‘and | know thisisavineyard. | shouldn't wonder if therewasa
wine-pressinsde that place over there.'

At last they got out of the orchards and on to a sort of road, very rough, and not at al like the roads you
are used to. It had cypresstrees and acaciatrees along it, and asort of hedge of tamarisks, like those
you see on the road between Nice and Cannes, or near Littlehampton, if you've only been asfar asthat.

And now in front of them they could see agreat mass of buildings. There were scattered houses of wood
and stone here and there among green orchards, and beyond these agreat wall that shonered in the early
morning sun. Thewall was enormoudy high-more than half the height of S Paul's-and in thewall were set
enormous gates that shone like gold as the risng sun beat on them. Each gate had a solid square tower
on each sde of it that stood out from the wall and rose above it. Beyond the wall were more towers and
houses, gleaming with gold and bright colours. Away to the | eft ran the stedl-blue swirl of agreet river.
And the children could see, through agap in the trees, that the river flowed out from the town under a
great archinthewall.

"Those feathery things along by thewater are pams,” said Cyril ingtructively.

'Oh, yes, you know everything,” Robert replied. ‘What'sdl that grey-green stuff you see away over
there, whereit'sall flat and sandy?

‘All right,” said Cyril [oftily, “"I” don't want to tell you anything. | only thought you'd liketo know a
pa m-tree when you saw it again.’

‘Look!” cried Anthea; ‘they're opening the gates.'

And indeed the great gates siwung back with abrazen clang, and instantly alittle crowd of adozen or
more people came out and along the road towards them.

The children, with one accord, crouched behind the tamarisk hedge.

'l don't like the sound of those gates,” said Jane. ‘ Fancy being insde when they shut. Y ou'd never get
out.

"Y ou've got an arch of your own to go out by,” the Psammead put its head out of the basket to remind
her. ‘Don't behave so likeagirl. If | wereyou | should just march right into the town and ask to seethe

king.
There was something a once smple and grand about thisidea, and it pleased everyone.



So when the work-people had passed (they WERE work-people, the children felt sure, because they
were dressed S0 plainly-just one long blue shirt thing-of blue or yellow) the four children marched boldly
up to the brazen gate between the towers. The arch above the gate was quite atunnel, the wallswere so
thick.

‘Courage,” said Cyril. * Step out. It's no use trying to snesk past. Be bold!'

Robert answered this appea by unexpectedly burgting into ‘ The British Grenadiers, and to its quick-step
they approached the gates of Babylon.

‘Some talk of Alexander,

And some of Hercules,

Of Hector and Lysander,

And such great names asthese.
But of dl the galant heroes ...

This brought them to the threshold of the gate, and two men in bright armour suddenly barred their way
with crossed spears.

'Who goesthere? they said.

(I think I must have explained to you before how it was that the children were dways able to understand
the language of any place they might happen to bein, and to be themsealves understood. If not, | have no
timeto explanit now.)

'We comefrom very far,” said Cyril mechanicaly. * From the Empire where the sun never sets, and we
want to see your King.'

'If it'squite convenient,” amended Anthea. ‘ The King (may helivefor ever!),” said the gatekeeper, ‘is
goneto fetch home his fourteenth wife. Where on earth have you come from not to know that?

"The Queen then,” said Anthea hurriedly, and not taking any notice of the question asto where they had
comefrom.

"The Queen,” said the gatekeeper, ‘ (may shelive for ever!) gives audience today three hours after
unrisng.

‘But what are weto do'till the end of the three hours? asked Cyril.

The gatekeeper seemed neither to know nor to care. He appeared lessinterested in them than they could
have thought possible. But the man who had crossed spears with him to bar the children's way was more
humen.

'Let them goin and look about them,” he said. ‘I'll wager my best sword they've never seen anything to
come near our little-village.” He said it in the tone people use for when they call the Atlantic Ocean the
‘herring pond'.

The gatekeeper hesitated.

"They're only children, after al,” said the other, who had children of hisown. ‘Let me off for afew
minutes, Captain, and I'll take them to my place and seeif my good woman can't fit them up in something



alittleless outlandish than their present rig. Then they can have alook round without being mobbed. May
| go?

'Ohyes, if you like, said the Captain, ‘but don't be dl day.'

The man led them through the dark arch into the town. And it was very different from London. For one
thing, everything in London seemsto be patched up out of odds and ends, but these houses seemed to
have been built by people who liked the same sort of things. Not that they were dl aike, for though al
were squarish, they were of different Szes, and decorated in al sorts of different ways, somewith
paintingsin bright colours, some with black and silver designs. There were terraces, and gardens, and
bal conies, and open spaces with trees. Their guide took them to alittle house in aback street, where a
kind-faced woman sat spinning at the door of avery dark room.

'Here,’ hesaid, ‘just lend these children amantle each, so that they can go about and see the placetill the
Queen's audience begins. Y ou leave that wool for abit, and show them round if you like. | must be off
now.'

Thewoman did as shewastold, and the four children, wrapped in fringed mantles, went with her dl
about the town, and oh! how | wish | had timeto tell you dl that they saw. It was al so wonderfully
different from anything you have ever seen. For onething, al the houses were dazzlingly bright, and many
of them covered with pictures. Some had gresat creatures carved in stone at each Side of the door. Then
the people-there were no black frock-coats and tal hats; no dingy coats and skirts of good, useful, ugly
suffswarranted to wear. Everyone's clothes were bright and beautiful with blue and scarlet and green
and gold.

The market was brighter than you would think anything could be. There were stdlsfor everything you
could possibly want-and for agreat many thingsthat if you wanted here and now, want would be your
master. There were pineapples and peachesin hegps-and stalls of crockery and glass things, beautiful
shapes and glorious colours, there were stalls for necklaces, and clasps, and bracelets, and brooches, for
woven suffs, and furs, and embroidered linen. The children had never seen half so many beautiful things
together, even at Liberty's. It seemed no time at al before the woman said—

'It's nearly time now. We ought to be getting on towards the paace. It'saswell to be early.” So they
went to the palace, and when they got there it was more splendid than anything they had seen yet.

For it was glowing with colours, and with gold and silver and black and white-like some magnificent
embroidery. Flight after flight of broad marble stepsled up toit, and at the edges of the Stairs stood great
images, twenty times as big as a man-images of men with wings like chain armour, and hawks' heads,
and winged men with the heads of dogs. And there were the statues of great kings.

Between the flights of stepswere terraces where fountains played, and the Queen's Guard in white and
scarlet, and armour that shone like gold, stood by twos lining the way up the sairs; and a great body of
them was massed by the vast door of the palace itsdlf, whereit stood glittering like an impossibly radiant
peacock in the noon-day sun.

All sorts of people were passing up the steps to seek audience of the Queen. Ladiesin
richly-embroidered dresses with fringy flounces, poor folksin plain and smple clothes, dandieswith
beards oiled and curled.

And Cyril, Robert, Anthea and Jane, went with the crowd.
At the gate of the palace the Psammead put one eye cautioudy out of the basket and whispered—



'l can't be bothered with queens. I'll go home with thislady. I'm sure shelll get me some sand if you ask
her to."

'Oh! don't leave us,” said Jane. The woman was giving some last ingtructionsin Court etiquette to
Anthes, and did not hear Jane.

'Don't bealittle muff,” said the Psammeed quite fiercely. ‘It's not abit of good your having acharm. You
never useit. If you want me you've only got to say the name of power and ask the charm to bring meto
you.'

'I'd rather go with you,” said Jane. And it was the most surprising thing she had ever said in her life.

Everyone opened its mouth without thinking of manners, and Anthea, who was peeping into the
Psammead's basket, saw that its mouth opened wider than anybody's.

'Y ou needn't gawp like that,” Jane went on. ‘I'm not going to be bothered with queensany morethan IT
is. And | know, wherever itis, it'll take jolly good care that it's safe.”

'She'sright there,” said everyone, for they had observed that the Psammead had away of knowing which
side its bread was buttered.

She turned to the woman and said, * Y ou'll take me home with you, won't you? And let me play with your
little girlstill the others have done with the Queen.'

'Surely | will, little heart!” said the woman.

And then Anthea hurriedly stroked the Psammead and embraced Jane, who took the woman's hand, and
trotted contentedly away with the Psammead's bag under the other arm.

The others stood looking after her till she, the woman, and the basket were lost in the many-coloured
crowd. Then Antheaturned once more to the palace's magnificent doorway and said—

‘Let's ask the porter to take care of our Babylonian overcoats.'

So they took off the garments that the woman had lent them and stood amid the jostling petitioners of the
Queen in their own English frocks and coats and hats and boots.

'We want to see the Queen,” said Cyril; ‘we come from the far Empire where the sun never sets!’

A murmur of surprise and athrill of excitement ran through the crowd. The door-porter spoke to ablack
man, he spoke to someone else. There was awhispering, waiting pause. Then abig man, with a
cleanly-shaven face, beckoned them from the top of aflight of red marble steps.

They went up; the boots of Robert clattering more than usua because he was o nervous. A door swung
open, acurtain was drawn back. A double line of bowing formsin gorgeous raiment formed alane that
led to the steps of the throne, and as the children advanced hurriedly there came from the throne avoice
very sweet and kind.

"Three children from the land where the sun never setsl Let them draw hither without fear.'

In another minute they were knedling at the throne's foot, saying, ‘O Queen, livefor ever!” exactly asthe
woman had taught them. And asplendid dream-lady, dl gold and slver and jewels and snowy drift of
vells wasraisng Anthea, and saying—

'Don't befrightened, | really am SO glad you came! The land where the sun never setsl | am ddlighted to



seeyou! | was getting quite too dreadfully bored for anything!'
And behind Antheathe knedling Cyril whispered in the ears of the respectful Robert—

'Bobs, don't say anything to Panther. It's no use upsetting her, but we didn't ask for Jane's address, and
the Psammead's with her.'

'Well,” whispered Robert, ‘the charm can bring them to us at any moment. IT said s0.'

'Oh, yes,” whispered Cyril, in miserable derison, “WERE al right, of course. Sowe are! Oh, yed! If
we'd only GOT the charm.’

Then Robert saw, and he murmured, ‘ Crikey!” at the foot of the throne of Babylon; while Cyril hoarsdy
whispered the plain English fact—

‘Jane's got the charm round her neck, you silly cuckoo.’

'Crikey!” Robert repeated in heart-broken undertones.

CHAPTER 7: ‘THE DEEPEST DUNGEON BELOW THE CASTLE MOAT'

The Queen threw three of the red and gold embroidered cushions off the throne on to the marble steps
that led up toiit.

‘Just make yourselves comfortable there,’ she said. ‘I'm simply dying to talk to you, and to hear al about
your wonderful country and how you got here, and everything, but | have to do justice every morning.
Such abore, isn't it? Do you do justice in your own country?

'No, said Cyril; ‘at least of course wetry to, but not in this public sort of way, only in private” ‘Ah, yes;’
said the Queen, ‘I should much prefer a private audience mysdlf-much easier to manage. But public
opinion hasto be consdered. Doing justiceis very hard work, even when you're brought up to it.'

'We don't do justice, but we have to do scales, Jane and me,” said Anthea, ‘twenty minutesaday. It's
amply horrid.

'What are scales? asked the Queen, ‘and what is Jane?

‘Janeismy little sister. One of the guards-at-the-gate's wife istaking care of her. And scesaremusic.'
'l never heard of theingtrument,” said the Queen. * Do you sing?

'Oh, yes. Wecan sing in parts,” said Anthea.

‘That ISmagic,” said the Queen. ‘How many parts are you each cut into before you do it?

'Wearen't cut a al,’ said Robert hagtily. ‘“We couldn't sing if we were. Well show you afterwards.’

'So you shdl, and now st quiet like dear children and hear me do justice. Theway | do it has dways
been admired. | oughtn't to say that ought I? Sounds so conceited. But | don't mind with you, dears.
Somehow | fed asthough I'd known you quite along time aready.’

The Queen settled herself on her throne and made asignd to her attendants. The children, whispering
together among the cushions on the steps of the throne, decided that she was very beautiful and very
kind, but perhaps just the least hit flighty.

The firg person who cameto ask for justice was awoman whose brother had taken the money the father



had |eft for her. The brother said it was the uncle who had the money. There was agood ded of talk and
the children were growing rather bored, when the Queen suddenly clapped her hands, and said—

'Put both the men in prison till one of them owns up that the other isinnocent.’
'But suppose they both did it? Cyril could not help interrupting.

"Then prison'sthe best place for them,” said the Queen.

'But suppose neither did it

"That'simpossible,” said the Queen; ‘athing's not done unless someone doesit. And you mustn't
interrupt.’

Then came awoman, in tears, with atorn vell and rea ashes on her head-at least Antheathought so, but
it may have been only road-dust. She complained that her husband wasin prison.

'What for? said the Queen.

"They SAID it wasfor speaking evil of your Mgesty,” said the woman, *but it wasn't. Someone had a
pite againg him. That waswhat it was!'

'How do you know he hadn't spoken evil of me? said the Queen.
'No one could,” said the woman smply, ‘when they'd once seen your beautiful face.
‘Let theman out,” said the Queen, smiling. ‘Next case.’

The next case was that of aboy who had stolen afox. ‘ Like the Spartan boy,” whispered Robert. But
the Queen ruled that nobody could have any possible reason for owning afox, and till lessfor stealing
one. And she did not believe that there were any foxesin Babylon; she, at any rate, had never seen one.
So the boy was released.

The people came to the Queen about al sorts of family quarrels and neighbourly misunderstandings-from
afight between brothers over the division of an inheritance, to the dishonest and unfriendly conduct of a
woman who had borrowed a cooking-pot at the last New Y ear'sfestival, and not returned it yet.

And the Queen decided everything, very, very decidedly indeed. At last she clapped her hands quite
suddenly and with extreme loudness, and said—

"The audienceisover for today.'
Everyone said, ‘May the Queen livefor ever!” and went out.
And the children wereleft donein the justice-hall with the Queen of Babylon and her ladies.

‘Therel’ said the Queen, with along sigh of relief. *THAT'S over! | couldn't have done another stitch of
judticeif you'd offered me the crown of Egypt! Now come into the garden, and well have anice, long,

cosy talk.'

She led them through long, narrow corridors whose walls they somehow felt, were very, very thick, into
asort of garden courtyard. There were thick shrubs closdly planted, and roses were trained over trellises,
and made a pleasant shade-needed, indeed, for dready the sunwasashot asitisin England in August at
the seaside.



Saves spread cushions on alow, marble terrace, and abig man with a smooth face served cool drink in
cups of gold studded with beryls. He drank alittle from the Queen's cup before handing it to her.

‘That's rather anasty trick,” whispered Robert, who had been carefully taught never to drink out of one
of thenice, shiny, metal cupsthat are chained to the London drinking fountains without first ringng it out
thoroughly.

The Queen overheard him.

‘Not at dl,” sad she. ‘Ritti-Marduk isavery clean man. And one hasto have SOME ONE astaster, you
know, because of poison.’

The word made the children fedl rather creepy; but Ritti-Marduk had tasted al the cups, so they felt
pretty safe. The drink was delicious-very cold, and tasting like lemonade and partly like penny ices.

'Leaveus,’ saidthe Queen. And dl the Court ladies, in their beautiful, many-folded, many-coloured,
fringed dresses, filed out dowly, and the children were | eft a one with the Queen.

‘Now,” shesad, ‘tell medl about yoursalves.
They looked at each other.

'You, Bobs,” said Cyril.

'No-Anthea,” said Robert.

'No-you-Cyril,” said Anthea. ‘ Don't you remember how pleased the Queen of Indiawas when you told
her al about us?

Cyril muttered thet it was all very well, and so it was. For when he had told the tale of the Phoenix and
the Carpet to the Raneg, it had been only the truth-and dl the truth that he had to tell. But now it was not
easy to tell aconvincing story without mentioning the Amulet-which, of course, it wouldn't have doneto
mention-and without owning that they wereredly living in London, about 2,500 years|later than thetime
they weretakingin.

Cyril took refuge in the tale of the Psammead and its wonderful power of making wishes cometrue. The
children had never been ableto tell anyone before, and Cyril was surprised to find that the spell which
kept them silent in London did not work here. * Something to do with our being in the Past, | suppose,’
he said to himsdf.

"ThisisMOST interesting,” said the Queen. *We must have this Psammead for the banquet tonight. Its
performance will be one of the most popular turnsin the whole programme. Whereisit?

Anthea explained that they did not know; also why it was that they did not know.
'Oh, THAT'S quite smple,” said the Queen, and everyone breathed adeep sigh of rdief asshe saidit.
‘Ritti-Marduk shall run down to the gates and find out which guard your sster went home with.'

'Might he-Antheds voice was tremulous-"'might he-would it interfere with his med-times, or anything like
that, if he went NOW?

'Of course he shdl go now. He may think himsdlf lucky if he getshismedsat any time,” said the Queen
heartily, and clapped her hands.



'May | send aletter? asked Cyril, pulling out ared-backed penny account-book, and feding in his
pockets for astump of pencil that he knew wasin one of them.

‘By dl means. I'll cal my scribe!

'Oh, | can scribe right enough, thanks,” said Cyril, finding the pencil and licking its point. He even had to
bite the wood alittle, for it was very blunt.

'Oh, you clever, clever boy!” said the Queen. ‘DO let me watch you do it!"

Cyril wrote on aleaf of the book-it was of rough, woolly paper, with hairsthat stuck out and would have
got in hispen if he had been using one, and ruled for accounts.

'Hide IT most carefully before you come here,;” he wrote, *and don't mention it-and destroy this | etter.
Everything isgoing AL1. The Queenisafair treat. There's nothing to be afraid of .

'What curious characters, and what a strange flat surface!’” said the Queen. *What have you inscribed?

'I've ‘scribed,” replied Cyril cautioudy, ‘that you are fair, and a-and like alike afegtival; and that she
need not be afraid, and that sheisto come at once.'

Ritti-Marduk, who had come in and had stood waiting while Cyril wrote, his Babylonish eyes nearly
gtarting out of his Babylonish head, now took the letter, with some reluctance.

'O Queen, livefor ever! Isit acharm? hetimidly asked. ‘A strong charm, most great lady?

'YES, said Robert, unexpectedly, ‘it ISacharm, but it won't hurt anyone until you've givenit to Jane.
And then shélll destroy it, so that it CAN'T hurt anyone. 1t's most awful strong!-as strong
as-Peppermint!” he ended abruptly.

'l know not the god,” said Ritti-Marduk, bending timoroudy.

'Shelll tear it up directly she getsit,” said Robert, ‘ That'll end the charm. Y ou needn't be afraid if you go
now.'

Ritti-Marduk went, seeming only partly satisfied; and then the Queen began to admire the penny
account-book and the bit of pencil in so marked and significant away that Cyril felt he could not do less
than pressthem upon her asa gift. Sheruffled the leaves ddightedly.

'What awonderful substance!” she said. * And with this style you make charms? Make a charm for me!
Do you know,” her voice sank to awhisper, ‘the names of the great ones of your own far country?

'Rather!” said Cyril, and hastily wrote the names of Alfred the Great, Shakespeare, Nelson, Gordon,
Lord Beaconsfield, Mr Rudyard Kipling, and Mr Sherlock Holmes, while the Queen watched him with
‘unbaited bresth', as Anthea said afterwards.

Shetook the book and hid it reverently among the bright folds of her gown.

'Y ou shall teach me later to say the great names,” she said. * And the names of their Ministers-perhapsthe
great Nisroch isone of them?

'l don't think s0,” said Cyril. *Mr Campbell Bannerman's Prime Minister and Mr BurnsaMinister, and so
isthe Archbishop of Canterbury, | think, but I'm not sure-and Dr Parker was one, | know, and-'

'No more,” said the Queen, putting her handsto her ears. ‘ My head's going round with all those great



names. Y ou shdl teach them to me later-because of course you'll make usanicelong visit now you have
come, won't you? Now tell me-but no, | am quite tired out with your being so clever. Besides, I'm sure
youd like ME to tell Y OU something, wouldn't you?

'Yes, said Anthea. ‘1 want to know how it isthat the King has gone-'
'Excuse me, but you should say “the King may-he-live-for-ever”,” said the Queen gently.

'l beg your pardon,” Anthea hastened to say-'the King may-he-live-for-ever has gone to fetch home his
fourteenth wife? | don't think even Bluebeard had as many asthat. And, besides, he hasn't killed YOU at
any rate.’

The Queen looked bewildered.

'Shemeans,’ explained Robert, ‘that English kings only have one wife-at least, Henry the Eighth had
seven or eight, but not al at once!'

'In our country,” said the Queen scornfully, ‘aking would not reign aday who had only one wife. No one
would respect him, and quite right too."

Then are dl the other thirteen dlive? asked Anthea.

'Of course they are-poor mean-spirited things! | don't associate with them, of course, | am the Queen:
they're only the wives!'

'l see,’ said Anthea, gasping.

'But oh, my dears,” the Queen went on, ‘ such ato-do as there's been about thislast wifel Y ou never did!
It redly was TOO funny. We wanted an Egyptian princess. The King may-he-live-for-ever hasgot a
wifefrom most of the important nations, and he had set his heart on an Egyptian one to complete his
collection. Well, of course, to begin with, we sent ahandsome present of gold. The Egyptian king sent
back some horses-quite afew; he'sfearfully stingy!-and he said he liked the gold very much, but what
they wereredlly short of was lapislazuli, so of course we sent him some. But by that time held begun to
use the gold to cover the beams of the roof of the Temple of the Sun-God, and he hadn't nearly enough
to finish the job, so we sent some more. And so it went on, oh, for years. Y ou see each journey takes at
least sx months. And at last we asked the hand of his daughter in marriage.’

'Yes, and then? said Anthea, who wanted to get to the princess part of the story.

'Wdll, then,” said the Queen, ‘when held got everything out of usthat he could, and only given the
meanest presentsin return, he sent to say he would esteem the honour of an dliance very highly, only
unfortunately he hadn't any daughter, but he hoped one would be born soon, and if so, she should
certainly be reserved for the King of Babylon!'

'What atrick!” said Cyril.

'Y es, wasn't it? So then we said his sster would do, and then there were more gifts and more journeys,
and now at last the tiresome, black-haired thing is coming, and the King may-he-live-for-ever has gone
seven days journey to meet her at Carchemish. And hé'sgonein hisbest chariot, the oneinlaid with lapis
lazuli and gold, with the gold-plated whedl s and onyx-studded hubs-much too great an honour in my
opinion. Shell be here tonight; therell be a grand banquet to celebrate her arrival. SHE won't be present,
of course. Shelll be having her baths and her anointings, and al that sort of thing. We aways clean our
foreign brides very carefully. It takes two or three weeks. Now it's dinnertime, and you shall eat with me,
for | can seethat you are of high rank.” Sheled them into adark, cool hall, with many cushionson the



floor. On these they sat and low tables were brought-beautiful tables of smooth, blue stone mounted in
gold. On these, golden trays were placed; but there were no knives, or forks, or spoons. The children
expected the Queen to cal for them; but no. Shejust ate with her fingers, and asthefirst dish was agreat
tray of boiled corn, and meat and raisins al mixed up together, and melted fat poured al over thetray, it
was found difficult to follow her example with anything like what we are used to think of as good table
manners. There were stewed quinces afterwards, and datesin syrup, and thick yellowy cream. It wasthe
kind of dinner you hardly ever get in Fitzroy Stredt.

After dinner everybody went to deep, even the children.
The Queen awoke with agart.

'‘Good gracious!’ she cried, ‘what atime we've dept! | must rush off and dressfor the banquet. | shan't
have much more than time!'

'Hasn't Ritti-Marduk got back with our sister and the Psammead yet? Anthea asked.

'l QUITE forgot to ask. I'm sorry,” said the Queen. * And of course they wouldn't announce her unless|
told them to, except during justice hours. | expect she'swaiting outside. I'll see!’

Ritti-Marduk came in amoment later.

'l regret,” hesaid, ‘that | have been unable to find your sister. The beast she bearswith her in a basket
has bitten the child of the guard, and your sister and the beast set out to come to you. The police say they
have a clue. No doubt we shall have news of her in afew weeks.” He bowed and withdrew.

The horror of thisthregfold loss-Jane, the Psammead, and the Amulet-gave the children something to talk
about while the Queen was dressing. | shdl not report their conversation; it was very gloomy. Everyone
repeated himsdf severd times, and the discussion ended in each of them blaming the other two for having
let Jane go. Y ou know the sort of talk it was, don't you? At last Cyril said—

‘After dl, she'swith the Psammead, so SHE'S dl right. The Psammead isjolly careful of itsdf too. And it
isn't asif wewerein any danger. Let'stry to buck up and enjoy the banquet.’

They did enjoy the banquet. They had abeautiful bath, which was delicious, were heavily oiled dl over,
including their hair, and that was most unpleasant. Then, they dressed again and were presented to the
King, who was mogt affable. The banquet was long; there were dl sorts of nice thingsto eat, and
everybody seemed to eat and drink agood ded. Everyone lay on cushions and couches, ladies on one
sde and gentlemen on the other; and after the eating was done each lady went and sat by some
gentleman, who seemed to be her sweetheart or her husband, for they were very affectionate to each
other. The Court dresses had gold threads woven in them, very bright and beautiful.

The middle of the room was left clear, and different people came and did amusing things. There were
conjurers and jugglers and snake-charmers, which last Antheadid not like at al.

When it got dark torches were lighted. Cedar splinters dipped in oil blazed in copper dishes set high on
poles.

Then there was adancer, who hardly danced at al, only just struck attitudes. She had hardly any clothes,
and was not at al pretty. The children were rather bored by her, but everyone else was delighted,
induding theKing.

'By the beard of Nimrod!” he cried, ‘ ask what you like girl, and you shdl haveit!'



'l want nothing,” said the dancer; *the honour of having pleased the King may-he-live-for-ever isreward
enough for me.'

And the King was s0 pleased with thismodest and sensible reply that he gave her the gold collar off his
own neck.

'l say!” said Cyril, awed by the magnificence of the gift.

It'sdl right, whispered the Queen, ‘it'snot hisbest collar by any means. We dways keep astock of
cheap jewellery for these occasions. And now-you promised to sing us something. Would you like my
minstrels to accompany you?

'No, thank you,” said Anthea quickly. The minstrels had been playing off and on al the time, and their
music reminded Anthea of the band she and the others had once had on the fifth of November-with
penny horns, atin whistle, atea-tray, the tongs, a policeman'srattle, and atoy drum. They had enjoyed
thisband very much at the time. But it was quite different when someone e se was making the same kind
of music. Anthea understood now that Father had not been redly heartless and unreasonable when he
hed told them to stop that infuriating din.

'What shdl wesing? Cyril wasasking.
‘Sweet and low? suggested Anthea.
"Too soft-1 vote for “Who will o'er the downs'. Now then-one, two, three.
'Oh, who will o'er the downs so free,
Oh, who will with meride,

Oh, who will up and follow me,
Towin ablooming bride?

Her father he haslocked the door,

Her mother keepsthe key;

But neither bolt nor bar shdl keep

My own true love from me.’

Jane, the dto, was missing, and Robert, unlike the mother of the lady in the song, never could ‘keep the
key', but the song, even so, was sufficiently unlike anything any of them had ever heard to rouse the
Babylonian Court to the wildest enthusiasm.

‘More, more,” cried the King; by my beard, this savage music isanew thing. Sing again!'
So they sang:

'l saw her bower at twilight gray,

"Twas guarded safe and sure.

| saw her bower at break of day,

‘Twas guarded then no more.



Thevarletsthey were dl adeep,
And there was noneto see

The greeting fair that passed there
Between my love and me.'

Shouts of gpplause greeted the ending of the verse, and the King would not be satisfied till they had sung
al their part-songs (they only knew three) twice over, and ended up with ‘Men of Harlech’ in unison.
Then the King stood up in hisroyal robeswith his high, narrow crown on his head and shouted—

‘By the beak of Nisroch, ask what you will, strangers from the land where the sun never setsl’
"We ought to say it's enough honour, like the dancer did,” whispered Anthea
'No, let'sask for IT,” said Robert.

'No, no, I'm sure the other's manners,” said Anthea. But Robert, who was excited by the music, and the
flaring torches, and the applause and the opportunity, spoke up before the others could stop him.

'Give usthe hdf of the Amulet that has on it the name UR HEKAU SETCHEH,” he said, adding asan
afterthought, ‘O King, live-for-ever.'

As he spoke the great name those in the pillared hall fell on their faces, and lay till. All but the Queen
who crouched amid her cushionswith her head in her hands, and the King, who stood upright, perfectly
dill, like the statue of aking in stone. It was only for amoment though. Then his great voi ce thundered
out—

'Guard, seize them!"

Instantly, from nowhere asit seemed, sprang eight soldiersin bright armour inlaid with gold, and tunics of
red and white. Very splendid they were, and very darming.

'Impious and sacrilegious wretches!” shouted the King. * To the dungeons with them! Wewill find away,
tomorrow, to make them speak. For without doubt they can tell uswhereto find the lost half of It.'

A wall of scarlet and white and steel and gold closed up round the children and hurried them away
among the many pillars of the great hall. Asthey went they heard the voices of the courtiersloud in
horror.

"Youvedoneit thistime,’ said Cyril with extreme bitterness.
'Oh, it will comeright. It MUST. It dwaysdoes,’ said Anthea desperately.

They could not see where they were going, because the guard surrounded them so closely, but the
ground under their feet, smooth marble at first, grew rougher like stone, then it was loose earth and sand,
and they felt the night air. Then there was more stone, and steps down.

It'smy belief weredly ARE going to the degpest dungeon below the castle moat thistime,” said Cyril.

And they were. At least it was not below amoat, but below the river Euphrates, which was just as bad if
not worse. In amost unpleasant place it was. Dark, very, very damp, and with an odd, musty smell
rather like the shells of oysters. There was atorch-that isto say, acopper basket on ahigh stick with
oiled wood burning init. By itslight the children saw that the walls were green, and that trickles of water



ran down them and dripped from the roof. There were things on the floor that looked like newts, and in
the dark corners cregpy, shiny things moved duggishly, uneasily, horribly.

Robert's heart sank right into those redlly reliable boots of his. Antheaand Cyril each had aprivate
struggle with that inside disagreeablenesswhich ispart of al of us, and which is sometimes called the Old
Adam-and both were victors. Neither of them said to Robert (and both tried hard not even to think it),
‘ThisisYOUR doing.” Anthea had the additional temptation to add, ‘1 told you s0.” And sheresisted it
successtully.

‘Sacrilege, and impious cheek,” said the captain of the guard to the gaoler. * To be kept during the King's
pleasure. | expect he meansto get some pleasure out of them tomorrow! Hel tickle them up!”

'Poor littlekids,” said the gaoler.

'Oh, yes,” said the captain. *I've got kids of my own too. But it doesn't do to let domestic sentiment
interfere with one's public duties. Good night.’

The soldierstramped heavily off in their white and red and stedl and gold. The gaoler, with abunch of big
keysin hishand, stood looking pityingly at the children. He shook his head twice and went ouit.

'Couragel’ said Anthea. ‘I know it will bedll right. It'sonly adream REALLY , you know. It MUST bel
| don't believe about time being only a something or other of thought. It 1S adream, and we're bound to
wake up dl right and safe!

'Humph,” said Cyril bitterly. And Robert suddenly said—

It'sal my doing. If it redly IS dl up do please not keep a down on me abouit it, and tell Father-Oh, |
forgot.'

What he had forgotten was that his father was 3,000 miles and 5,000 or more years away from him.
‘All right, Bobs, old man,” said Cyril; and Antheagot hold of Robert's hand and squeezed it.

Then the gaoler came back with a platter of hard, flat cakes made of coarse grain, very different from the
cream-and-juicy-date feasts of the palace; also apitcher of water.

‘There hesad.

'Oh, thank you so very much. You ARE kind,” said Antheafeverishly.

'‘Go to deep,” said the gaoler, pointing to a heap of straw in acorner; ‘tomorrow comes soon enough.'
'Oh, dear Mr Gaoler,” said Anthea, ‘whatever will they do to ustomorrow?

They'll try to make you tell things,” said the gaoler grimly, ‘and my adviceisif you've nothing to tell,
gc;al;g l;\?gf]?,r'nethi ng. Then perhapsthey'll sall you to the Northern nations. Regular savages THEY are.

'Good night,” said three trembling voices, which their owners strove in vain to render firm. Then he went
out, and the three were left done in the damp, dim vaullt.

'I know thelight won't last long,” said Cyril, looking at the flickering brazier.

'Isit any good, do you think, caling on the name when we haven't got the charm? suggested Anthea.



'l shouldn't think so. But we might try.'
So they tried. But the blank silence of the damp dungeon remained unchanged.

'What was the name the Queen said? asked Cyril suddenly. ‘ Nisbeth-Neshit-something? Y ou know, the
dave of the great names?

'Wait asec,’ said Robert, ‘though | don't know why you want it. Nusroch-Nisrock-Nisroch-that's it.'

Then Anthea pulled hersdf together. All her musclestightened, and the muscles of her mind and soul, if
you can call them that, tightened too.

'URHEKAU SETCHEH,” shecried in afervent voice. ‘ Oh, Nisroch, servant of the Great Ones, come
and hdp ug!'

Therewas awaiting silence. Then acold, blue light avoke in the corner where the straw was-and in the
light they saw coming towards them astrange and terrible figure. | won't try to describeit, because the
drawing showsit, exactly asit was, and exactly asthe old Babylonians carved it on their stones, so that
you can seeit in our own British Museum at thisday. | will just say thet it had eagleéswingsand an
eagl€e's head and the body of aman.

It came towards them, strong and unspeakably horrible.
'Oh, go away,’ cried Anthea; but Cyril cried, ‘No; stay!'
The creature hesitated, then bowed low before them on the damp floor of the dungeon.

'Speak,’ it said, inaharsh, grating voice like large rusty keys being turned in locks. ‘ The servant of the
Great Onesis Y OUR servant. What is your need that you call on the name of Nisroch?

'We want to go home,” said Robert.
'No, no,’ cried Anthea; ‘we want to be where Janeis.'

Nisroch raised hisgreat arm and pointed at thewall of the dungeon. And, as he pointed, the wall
disappeared, and instead of the damp, green, rocky surface, there shone and glowed aroom with rich
hangings of red silk embroidered with golden water-lilies, with cushioned couches and great mirrors of
polished stedl; and in it was the Queen, and before her, on ared pillow, sat the Psammead, itsfur
hunched up in an irritated, discontented way. On a blue-covered couch lay Jane fast adeep.

'Walk forward without fear,’” said Nisroch. ‘s there aught else that the Servant of the great Name can do
for those who spesk that name?

‘No-oh, no,” said Cyril. *It'sal right now. Thanks ever so.'

'You areadear,” cried Anthea, not in the least knowing what she was saying.  Oh, thank you thank you.
But DO go NOW!'

She caught the hand of the creature, and it was cold and hard in hers, like ahand of stone.
'‘Go forward,” said Nisroch. And they went.

'Oh, my good gracious,” said the Queen asthey stood before her. ‘How did you get here? | KNEW you
were magic. | meant to let you out the first thing in the morning, if | could dip away-but thanks beto
Dagon, you've managed it for yoursaves. Y ou must get away. I'll wake my chief lady and she shdl call



Ritti-Marduk, and helll 1et you out the back way, and-'
'Don't rouse anybody for goodness' sake,” said Anthesa, ‘except Jane, and I'll rouse her.'
She shook Jane with energy, and Jane dowly awoke.

‘Ritti-Marduk brought them in hours ago, redlly,” said the Queen, ‘ but | wanted to have the Psammead dl
to mysdlf for abit. You'll excusethelittle natura deceptionit's part of the Babylonish character, don't
you know? But | don't want anything to happen to you. Do let me rouse someone.’

'No, no, no,” said Antheawith desperate earnestness. She thought she knew enough of what the
Babylonians were like when they were roused. ‘We can go by our own magic. And you will tell the King
it wasn't the gaoler'sfaullt. It was Nisroch.'

'Nisroch!” echoed the Queen. ‘ Y ou are indeed magicians.'
Jane sat up, blinking stupidly.

'Hold It up, and say theword,” cried Cyril, catching up the Psammead, which mechanically bit him, but
only very dightly.

'Whichisthe East? asked Jane.

‘Behind me,” said the Queen. ‘Why?

'Ur Hekau Setcheh,” said Jane deepily, and held up the charm.

And therethey dl werein the dining-room a 300, Fitzroy Street.

‘Jane,’ cried Cyril with great presence of mind, ‘go and get the plate of sand down for the Psammead.’
Jane went.

'Look here!’ he said quickly, asthe sound of her boots grew lessloud on the stairs, ‘don't let'stell her
about the dungeon and al that. Itl only frighten her so that shelll never want to go anywhere else!’

‘Righto!” said Cyril; but Antheafdt that she could not have said aword to save her life.

'Why did you want to come back in such ahurry? asked Jane, returning with the plate of sand. ‘It was
awfully jolly in Babylon, | think! | liked it noend.’

'Oh, yes,’ said Cyril carelesdy. ‘It wasjolly enough, of course, but | thought we'd been therelong
enough. Mother always says you oughtn't to wear out your welcome!'

CHAPTER 8; THE QUEEN IN LONDON

‘Now tell uswhat happened to you,” said Cyril to Jane, when he and the others had told her all about the
Queen'stak and the banquet, and the variety entertainment, carefully stopping short before the beginning
of the dungeon part of the story.

"It wasn't much good going,” said Jane, ‘if you didn't even try to get the Amulet.’

'We found out it wasno go,” said Cyril; “it'snot to be got in Babylon. It was lost before that. Well go to
some other jolly friendly place, where everyoneiskind and pleasant, and look for it there. Now tell us
about your part.'



'Oh,” said Jane, ‘the Queen's man with the smooth face-what was his name?
'Ritti-Marduk,’ said Cyril.

'Yes, said Jane, ‘ Ritti-Marduk, he came for me just after the Psammead had bitten the
guard-of-the-gate'swifeslittle boy, and he took me to the Palace. And we had supper with the new little
Queen from Egypt. Sheisadear-not much older than you. She told me heaps about Egypt. And we
played ball after supper. And then the Babylon Queen sent for me. | like her too. And she talked to the
Psammead and | went to deep. And then you woke me up. That'sal.'

The Psammeead, roused from its sound deep, told the same story.

‘But,” it added, ‘what possessed you to tell that Queen that | could give wishes? | sometimes think you
were born without even the most rudimentary imitation of brains.'

The children did not know the meaning of rudimentary, but it sounded arude, insulting word.
'l don't seethat we did any harm,” said Cyril sulkily.

'Oh, no,” said the Psammead with withering irony, ‘not a al! Of course not! Quite the contrary! Exactly
so! Only she happened to wish that she might soon find herself in your country. And soon may mean any
moment.'

Thenit'syour fault,” said Robert, ‘ because you might just aswell have made “ soon” mean some moment
next year or next century.'

"That's where you, as so often happens, make the mistake,” rejoined the Sand-fairy. *"1” couldn't mean
anything but what SHE meant by “soon”. It wasn't my wish. And what SHE meant was the next timethe
King happensto go out lion hunting. So shelll have awhole day, and perhaps two, to do as she wishes
with. SHE doesn't know about time only being amode of thought.’

'Wdl,” said Cyril, with asigh of resignation, ‘we must do what we can to give her agood time. She was
jolly decent to us. | say, suppose we wereto go to St James's Park after dinner and feed those ducks
that we never did feed. After dl that Babylon and al those years ago, | fed asif | should liketo see
something REAL, and NOW. You'll come, Psammead?

"Where's my pricel ess woven basket of sacred rushes? asked the Psammead morosaly. ‘| can't go out
with nothing on. And | won't, what's more.’

And then everybody remembered with pain that the bass bag had, in the hurry of departure from
Babylon, not been remembered.

‘But it'snot so extra precious,” said Robert hastily. Y ou can get them given to you for nothing if you buy
fishin Farringdon Market.'

'Oh,” said the Psammead very crosdy indeed, ‘ so you presume on my sublime indifference to the things
of thisdisgusting modern world, to fob me off with atravelling equipage that costs you nothing. Very
well, | shal go to sand. Please don't wake me!’

And it went then and there to sand, which, as you know, meant to bed. The boyswent to St James's
Park to feed the ducks, but they went aone.

Antheaand Jane sat sewing al the afternoon. They cut off haf ayard from each of their best green
Liberty sashes. A towd cut in two formed alining; and they sat and sewed and sewed and sewed. What



they were making was abag for the Psammead. Each worked at a half of the bag. jane's half had
four-leaved shamrocks embroidered on it. They were the only things she could do (because she had
been taught how at school, and, fortunately, some of the silk she had been taught with was | eft over).
And even so, Anthea had to draw the pattern for her. Anthea's side of the bag had letters on it-worked
hadtily but affectionately in chain gitch. They were something likethis

PSAMSTRAVEL CAR

She would have put ‘travelling carriage, but she made the | etters too big, so there was no room. The bag
was made INTO abag with old Nurse's sawing machine, and the strings of it were Anthea's and Jane's
best red hair ribbons. At tea-time, when the boys had come home with a most unfavourable report of the
St james's Park ducks, Anthea ventured to awaken the Psammead, and to show it its new travelling bag.

"Humph,” it said, sniffing alittle contemptuoudly, yet at the same time affectionately, ‘it'snot so dusty.’

The Psammead seemed to pick up very easily the kind of things that people said nowadays. For a
creature that had in itstime associated with M egatheriums and Pterodactyls, its quickness was really
wonderful.

'It'smoreworthy of me, it said, ‘than the kind of bag that's given away with apound of plaice. When do
you propose to take me out in it?

'l should like arest from taking you or usanywhere,’” said Cyril. But Jane saild—

'l want to go to Egypt. | did like that Egyptian Princess that came to marry the King in Babylon. Shetold
me about the larks they havein Egypt. And the cats. Do let's go there. And | told her what the bird things
on the Amulet were like. And she said it was Egyptian writing.'

The others exchanged looks of slent rgoicing at the thought of their clevernessin having concealed from
Jane theterrorsthey had suffered in the dungeon below the Euphrates.

'Egypt's so nicetoo,” Jane went on, ‘ because of Doctor Brewer's Scripture History. | would liketo go
there when Joseph was dreaming those curious dreams, or when Moses was doing wonderful thingswith
snakes and sticks!'

'l don't care about snakes,” said Anthea shuddering.

'Well, we needn't bein at that part, but Babylon was lovely! We had cream and swest, sticky stuff. And
| expect Egypt'sthe same.’

Therewas agood deal of discussion, but it al ended in everybody's agreeing to Jane'sidea. And next
morning directly after breskfast (which was kippers and very nice) the Psammead was invited to get into
histraveling carriage.

The moment after it had done so, with giff, furry reluctance, like that of acat when you want to nurseit,
and itsideas are not the same as yours, old Nurse camein.

'Wdll, chickies,’ shesaid, ‘areyou feding very dull?

'Oh, no, Nurse dear,” said Antheg; ‘we're having alovely time. Were just going off to see someold
ancient rdlics!

'‘Ah, said old Nursg, ‘the Roya Academy, | suppose? Don't go wasting your money too reckless, that's
al.



She cleared away the kipper bones and the tea-things, and when she had swept up the crumbs and
removed the cloth, the Amulet was held up and the order given-just as Duchesses (and other people)
giveit to their coachmen.

"To Egypt, please!’ said Anthea, when Cyril had uttered the wonderful Name of Power.
"When Moses was there,” added Jane.

And there, in the dingy Fitzroy Street dining-room, the Amulet grew big, and it was an arch, and through
it they saw ablue, blue Sky and arunning river.

'No, sop!” said Cyril, and pulled down jane's hand with the Amulet iniit.

'What silly cuckooswe dl are; he sad. ‘ Of course we can't go. We daren't leave homefor asingle
minute now, for fear that minute should be THE minute.’

'What minute be WHAT minute? asked Janeimpatiently, trying to get her hand away from Cyril.
"The minute when the Queen of Babylon comes,” said Cyril. And then everyone saw it.
For some dayslifeflowed in avery dow, dusty, uneventful stream.

The children could never go out dl at once, because they never knew when the King of Babylon would
go out lion hunting and leave his Queen free to pay them that surprise visit to which she was, without
doubt, eagerly looking forward.

So they took it in turns, two and two, to go out and to stay in.

The stay-at-homes would have been much duller than they were but for the new interest taken in them by
the learned gentleman.

He called Antheain one day to show her abeautiful necklace of purple and gold beads.
'| saw onelikethat,” shesad, ‘in-'

'In the British Museum, perhaps?

'l liketo cdl the placewhere | saw it Babylon,” said Anthea cautioudly.

‘A pretty fancy,” said the learned gentleman, ‘ and quite correct too, because, as a matter of fact, these
beads did come from Babylon.” The other three were dl out that day. The boys had been going to the
Z00, and Jane had said so plaintively, ‘I'm sure | am fonder of rhinoceroses than either of you are,’ that
Anthea had told her to run dong then. And she had run, catching the boys before that part of the road
where Fitzroy Street suddenly becomes Fitzroy Square.

'| think Babylonismost frightfully interesting,” said Anthea. ‘1 do have such interesting dreams about it-at
least, not dreams exactly, but quite aswonderful.’

'Do st down and tell me,;” said he. So she sat down and told. And he asked her alot of questions, and
she answered them aswell as she could.

"Wonderful-wonderful!” he said at last. * One's heard of thought-transference, but | never thought “1” had
any power of that sort. Y et it must be that, and very bad for Y OU, | should think. Doesn't your head
ache very much?



He suddenly put a cold, thin hand on her forehead.
'No thank you, not at dl,” said she.

'l assureyouitisnot doneintentionaly,” he went on. * Of course | know agood deal about Babylon, and
| unconsciously communicate it to you; you've heard of thought-reading, but some of the thingsyou say, |
don't understand; they never enter my head, and yet they're so astoundingly probable.’

Itsdl right, said Antheareassuringly. ‘"I’ understand. And don't worry. It'sal quitesmpleredly.’

It was not quite so Ssmple when Anthea, having heard the others come in, went down, and before she
had had time to ask how they had liked the Zoo, heard a noise outside, compared to which thewild
beasts noises were gentle as singing birds.

'‘Good gracious!” cried Antheg, ‘what'sthat?

The loud hum of many voices came through the open window. Words could be distinguished.
“Erésaguy!

Thisain't November. That ain't no guy. It'sabalet lady, that'swhat itis!

‘Not it-it'sabloomin’ looney, | tdl you.'

Then came aclear voice that they knew.

'Retire, daves!’ it said.

'What's sheasaying of 7 cried adozen voices.  Some blamed foreign lingo,” one voice replied.
The children rushed to the door. A crowd was on the road and pavement.

In the middle of the crowd, plainly to be seen from the top of the steps, were the beautiful face and bright
vell of the Babylonian Queen.

‘Jmminy!” cried Robert, and ran down the steps, *here sheig!’
'Here!’ he cried, ‘look out-let the lady pass. She'safriend of ours, coming to see us!'
‘Nicefriend for arespectable house,” snorted afat woman with marrows on a handcart.

All the same the crowd made way alittle. The Queen met Robert on the pavement, and Cyril joined
them, the Psammead bag till on hisarm.

'Here,” he whispered; ‘ here's the Psammead; you can get wishes!'

1" wish you'd comein adifferent dress, if you HAD to come,” said Robert; ‘but it's no use my wishing
anything.’

'No,” said the Queen. ‘| wish | was dressed-no, | don't-I wish THEY were dressed properly, then they
wouldnt beso dlly.’

The Psammeed blew itself out till the bag was avery tight fit for it; and suddenly every man, woman, and
child in that crowd felt that it had not enough clothes on. For, of course, the Queen'sidea of proper dress
was the dress that had been proper for the working-classes 3,000 years ago in Babylon-and there was
not much of it.



‘Lawky me!’ said the marrow-selling woman, ‘ whatever could a-took me to come out thisfigure? and
shewhedled her cart away very quickly indeed.

'‘Someone's made a pretty guy of you-talk of guys,” said aman who sold bootlaces.
'Well, don't you talk,” said the man next to him. ‘Look at your own slly legs; and where's your boots?

'l never come out likethis, I'll take my sacred,’” said the bootlace-sdller. | wasn't quite mysdlf last night,
I'll own, but not to dressup likeacircus.'

The crowd was dl talking at once, and getting rather angry. But no one seemed to think of blaming the
Queen.

Anthea bounded down the steps and pulled her up; the others followed, and the door was shut. * Blowed
if I canmakeit out!’ they heard. ‘I'm off home, | am.’

And the crowd, coming dowly to the same mind, dispersed, followed by another crowd of personswho
were not dressed in what the Queen thought was the proper way.

'We shdl have the police heredirectly,” said Antheain the tones of despair. * Oh, why did you come
dressed like that?

The Queen leaned againgt the arm of the horse-hair sofa.
'How else can aqueen dress | should like to know? she questioned.
'Our Queen wearsthingslike other people,” said Cyril.

'Well, | don't. And | must say,” sheremarked in an injured tone, ‘that you don't seem very glad to see me
now | HAVE come. But perhapsit's the surprise that makes you behave like this. Y et you ought to be
used to surprises. Theway you vanished! | shal never forget it. The best magic I've ever seen. How did
youdoit?

'Oh, never mind about that now,” said Robert. *Y ou see you've gone and upset all those people, and |
expect they'll fetch the police. And we don't want to see you collared and put in prison.’

'Y ou can't put queensin prison,” she said loftily. ‘Oh, can't you? said Cyril. ‘We cut off aking's head
here once!’

'In thismiserable room? How frightfully interesting.’

'No, no, not in thisroom; in history.'

'Oh, in THAT,” said the Queen disparagingly. ‘1 thought you'd done it with your own hands.’
The girls shuddered.

'What ahideous city yoursis,” the Queen went on pleasantly, ‘and what horrid, ignorant people. Do you
know they actualy can't understand asingleword | say.'

'Can you understand them? asked Jane.
'Of course not; they speak some vulgar, Northern dialect. | can understand Y OU quite well.'

| redly am not going to explain AGAIN how it was that the children could understand other languages



than their own so thoroughly, and talk them, too, so that it felt and sounded (to them) just asthough they
weretaking English.

'Well,” sad Cyril bluntly, ‘now you've seen just how horrid it is, don't you think you might aswel go
home again? ‘Why, I've seen smply nothing yet,” said the Queen, arranging her starry vell. ‘| wished to
be at your door, and | was. Now | must go and see your King and Queen.’

‘Nobody's alowed to,” said Antheain haste; ‘but look here, well take you and show you anything you'd
like to see-anything you CAN see;” she added kindly, because she remembered how nice the Queen had
been to them in Babylon, even if she had been alittle deceitful in the matter of Jane and Psammead.

‘Theresthe Museum,” said Cyril hopefully; ‘there arelots of things from your country there. If only we
could disguiseyou alittle’

'l know,” said Anthea suddenly. ‘Mother's old theatre cloak, and there are alot of her old hatsin the big
box."

The blue silk, lace-trimmed cloak did indeed hide some of the Queen's startling splendours, but the hat
fitted very badly. It had pink rosesin it; and there was something about the coat or the hat or the Queen,
that made her look somehow not very respectable.

'Oh, never mind,” said Anthea, when Cyril whispered this. ‘ The thing isto get her out before Nurse has
finished her forty winks. | should think she's about got to the thirty-ninth wink by now.’

'‘Come on then,” said Robert. ‘Y ou know how dangerousit is. Let's make haste into the Museum. If any
of those people you made guys of do fetch the police, they won't think of looking for you there.'

The blue silk coat and the pink-rosed hat attracted almost as much attention as the royal costume had
done; and the children were uncommonly glad to get out of the noisy Streetsinto the grey quiet of the
Musaum.

'Parcdsand umbrdlasto beleft here, said aman at the counter.

The party had no umbrellas, and the only parcel was the bag containing the Psammead, which the Queen
had indsted should be brought.

'I'm not going to beleft,” said the Psammead softly, ‘ so don't you think it.’
I'll wait outsde with you,” said Anthea hagtily, and went to St on the seat near the drinking fountain.
'Don't St so near that nasty fountain,” said the creature crosdy; ‘| might get splashed.’

Anthea obediently moved to another seat and waited. Indeed she waited, and waited, and waited, and
waited, and waited. The Psammead dropped into an uneasy dumber. Anthea had long ceased to watch
the swing-door that always et out the wrong person, and she was hersalf dmost adeep, and till the
others did not come back.

It was quite a start when Anthea suddenly redized that they HAD come back, and that they were not
aone. Behind them was quite acrowd of men in uniform, and severa gentlemen were there. Everyone
seemed very angry.

‘Now go,” said the nicest of the angry gentlemen. ‘ Take the poor, demented thing home and tell your
parents she ought to be properly looked after.’



'If you can't get her to go we must send for the police,’ said the nastiest gentleman.

‘But we don't wish to use harsh measures,” added the nice one, who wasredly very niceindeed, and
seemed to be over dl the others.

'May | speak to my sister amoment first? asked Robert.

The nicest gentleman nodded, and the officids stood round the Queen, the others forming a sort of guard
while Robert crossed over to Anthea.

'Everything you can think of,’ he replied to Antheals glance of inquiry. ‘ Kicked up the most frightful shine
in there. Said those necklaces and earrings and thingsin the glass cases were dl hers-would have them
out of the cases. Tried to break the glass-she did break one hit! Everybody in the place has been at her.
No good. | only got her out by telling her that was the place where they cut queens’ heads off.’

'Oh, Bobs, what awhacker!"

'Y ou'd have told awhackinger oneto get her out. Besides, it wasn't. | meant MUMMY queens. How do
you know they don't cut off mummies heads to see how the embaming isdone? What | want to say is,
can't you get her to go with you quietly?

I'll try,” said Anthea, and went up to the Queen.

'Do come home,” she said; ‘the learned gentleman in our house has amuch nicer necklace than anything
they've got here. Come and seeit.’

The Queen nodded.
'You see,’ said the nagtiest gentleman, * she does understand English.’
'l wastaking Babylonian, | think,” said Anthea bashfully.

'My good child,” said the nice gentleman, ‘what you're talking is not Babylonian, but nonsense. Y ou just
go home at once, and tell your parents exactly what has happened.’

Antheatook the Queen's hand and gently pulled her away. The other children followed, and the black
crowd of angry gentlemen stood on the steps watching them. It was when thelittle party of disgraced
children, with the Queen who had disgraced them, had reached the middle of the courtyard that her eyes
fell on the bag where the Psammead was. She stopped short.

I wish,” shesaid, very loud and clear, ‘that al those Babylonian things would come out to me
here-dowly, so that those dogs and daves can see the working of the great Queen's magic.'

'Oh, you ARE atiresome woman,” said the Psammead initsbag, but it puffed itself out.

Next moment there was a crash. The glass swing doors and dl their framework were smashed suddenly
and completely. The crowd of angry gentlemen sprang aside when they saw what had donethis.

But the nagtiest of them was not quick enough, and he was roughly pushed out of the way by an
enormous stone bull that was floating steadily through the door. It came and stood beside the Queeniin
the middle of the courtyard.

It was followed by more stone images, by great dabs of carved stone, bricks, helmets, tools, weapons,
fetters, wine-jars, bowls, bottles, vases, jugs, saucers, sedls, and the round long things, something like
rolling pinswith marks on them like the print of little bird-feet, necklaces, collars, rings, amlets,



earrings-heaps and heaps and heaps of things, far more than anyone had time to count, or even to see
digtinctly.

All the angry gentlemen had abruptly sat down on the Museum steps except the nice one. He stood with
his handsin his pockets just as though he was quite used to seeing great stone bullsand al sorts of small
Babylonish objectsfloat out into the Museum yard.

But he sent aman to close the big iron gates.

A journdist, who was just leaving the museum, spoke to Robert as he passed.
"Theosophy, | suppose? hesad. ‘Is she Mrs Besant?

'YES,’ said Robert recklessly.

Thejourndist passed through the gates just before they were shut.

He rushed off to Fleet Street, and his paper got out anew edition within half an hour.
MRS BESANT AND THEOSOPHY

IMPERTINENT MIRACLE AT THE BRITISH MUSEUM.

People saw it in fat, black letters on the boards carried by the sdllers of newspapers. Some few people
who had nothing better to do went down to the Museum on the tops of omnibuses. But by the time they
got there there was nothing to be seen. For the Babylonian Queen had suddenly seen the closed gates,
had fdlt the threat of them, and had said—

'l wish wewerein your house'
And, of course, ingtantly they were.
The Psammead was furious.

'Look here,’ it said, ‘they'll come after you, and they'll find ME. Therelll be aNational Cage built for me
at Westmingter, and | shdl haveto work at politics. Why wouldn't you leave the thingsin their places?

'What atemper you have, haven't you? said the Queen serenely. ‘1 wish dl the things were back in their
places. Will THAT do for you?

The Psammead swelled and shrank and spoke very angrily.
'l can't refuseto give your wishes,” it said, ‘but | can Bite. And | will if this goes on. Now then.’

'Ah, don't,” whispered Anthea closeto itsbristling ear; ‘it's dreadful for ustoo. Don't Y OU desert us.
Perhaps shelll wish herself at home again soon.

'Not she,” said the Psammead alittleless crosdly.
"Take meto seeyour City,” said the Queen.
The children looked at each other.

'If we had some money we could take her about in a cab. People wouldn't notice her so much then. But
we haven't.'



'Sl this” said the Queen, taking aring from her finger.

"They'd only think wed stolen it,” said Cyril bitterly, ‘and put usin prison.’

'All roads lead to prison with you, it seems,” said the Queen.

‘The learned gentleman!” said Anthea, and ran up to him with the ring in her hand.
'Look here shesaid, ‘will you buy thisfor apound?

'Ohl’ he said in tones of joy and amazement, and took the ring into his hand. ‘It'smy very own,” said
Antheg; ‘it wasgivento meto sl

'l lend you apound,” said the learned gentleman, ‘with pleasure; and I'll take care of the ring for you.
Who did you say gaveit to you?

'Wecdl her,” said Anthea carefully, ‘the Queen of Babylon.'

'Isitagame? he asked hopefully.

'It'll be apretty gameif | don't get the money to pay for cabsfor her,” said Anthea.
'l sometimesthink,” he said dowly, ‘that | am becoming insane, or that-'

'Or that | am; but I'm not, and you're not, and she'snot.’

'‘Doesshe SAY that she's the Queen of Babylon? he uneasily asked.

'Yes,' sad Anthearecklesdy.

"Thisthought-transference is more far-reaching than | imagined,” he said. ‘1 suppose | have unconscioudy
influenced HER, too. | never thought my Babylonish studieswould bear fruit like this. Horrible! Thereare
more thingsin heaven and earth-'

'Yes,' said Anthea, ‘ hegps more. And the pound isthe thing “1” want more than anything on earth.’
Heran hisfingersthrough histhin hair.

"Thisthought-transference!’ he said. ‘It's undoubtedly a Babylonian ring-or it seems so to me. But
perhaps | have hypnotized mysdlf. | will see adoctor the moment | have corrected the last proofs of my
book.'

'Yes, do!’ said Anthes, *and thank you so very much.'
She took the sovereign and ran down to the others.

And now from the window of afour-wheeled cab the Queen of Babylon beheld the wonders of London.
Buckingham Pd ace she thought uninteresting; Westminster Abbey and the Houses of Parliament little
better. But she liked the Tower, and the River, and the shipsfilled her with wonder and ddlight.

'But how badly you keep your daves. How wretched and poor and neglected they seem,” she said, as
the cab rattled dong the Mile End Road.

"They aren't daves; they're working-people,’ said Jane.

'Of course they'reworking. That'swhat daves are. Don't you tell me. Do you suppose | don't know a



davesfacewhen| seeit?
Why don't their masters see that they're better fed and better clothed? Tell mein three words.’

No one answered. The wage-system of modern England is alittle difficult to explain in three words even
if you understand it-which the children didn't.

"You'll have arevolt of your davesif you're not careful,” said the Queen.

'Oh, no,” said Cyril; ‘you see they have votes-that makes them safe not to revolt. It makes al the
difference. Father told me so.'

'What isthisvote? asked the Queen. ‘Isit acharm?What do they do with it?

'l don't know,” said the harassed Cyril; ‘it'sjust avote, that'sdl! They don't do anything particular with
it

'l see,’ said the Queen; *asort of plaything. Well, | wish that all these daves may havein their handsthis
moment their fill of their favourite meet and drink.’

Instantly all the peoplein the Mile End Road, and in dl the other streets where poor people live, found
their hands full of thingsto eat and drink. From the cab window could be seen persons carrying every
kind of food, and bottles and cans aswell. Roast meat, fowls, red lobsters, great yellowy crabs, fried
fish, bailed pork, beef-steak puddings, baked onions, mutton pies; most of the young people had oranges
and sweets and cake. It made an enormous change in the look of the Mile End Road-brightened it up, so
to speak, and brightened up, more than you can possibly imagine, the faces of the people.

'Makes adifference, doesn't it? said the Queen.

"That's the best wish you've had yet,” said Jane with cordid approva.
Just by the Bank the cabman stopped.

'l @n'tagoin’ to drive you no further,” he said. * Out you gets.'

They got out rather unwillingly.

'l wants my tea,” he said; and they saw that on the box of the cab was amound of cabbage, with pork
chops and apple sauce, aduck, and a spotted currant pudding. Also alarge can.

"You pay memy fare,” he said threateningly, and looked down &t the mound, muttering again about his
tea

'Well take another cab,” said Cyril with dignity. * Give me change for asovereign, if you please!

But the cabman, asit turned out, was not at al anice character. He took the sovereign, whipped up his
horse, and disappeared in the stream of cabs and omnibuses and wagons, without giving them any
changeat dl.

Already alittle crowd was collecting round the party.
‘Comeon,” said Robert, leading the wrong way.

The crowd round them thickened. They werein anarrow street where many gentlemen in black coats
and without hats were standing about on the pavement talking very loudly.



'How ugly their clothesare,” said the Queen of Babylon. ‘ They'd be rather fine men, some of them, if
they were dressed decently, especidly the ones with the beautiful long, curved noses. | wish they were
dressed like the Babylonians of my court.’

And of coursg, it was 0.

The moment the amost fainting Psammead had blown itsdlf out every man in Throgmorton Street
gppeared abruptly in Babylonian full dress.

All were carefully powdered, their hair and beards were scented and curled, their garmentsrichly
embroidered. They worerings and armlets, flat gold collars and swords, and impossible-looking
head-dresses.

A supefied slencefdl onthem.

'l say,” ayouth who had dways been fair-haired broke that silence, ‘it's only fancy of course-something
wrong with my eyes-but you chaps do look so rum.'

'Rum,” said hisfriend. ‘Look a YOU. Youinasash! My hat! And your hair's gone black and you've got
abeard. It'smy belief we've been poisoned. Y ou do look ajackape.’

'Old Levingtein don't look so bad. But how was it DONE-that's what | want to know. How was it done?
Isit conjuring, or what?

'l think it ischust aver’ bad tream,” said old Levingteinto hisclerk; *al aong Bishopsgate | haf seen the
gommon people have their hants full of food-GOOT food. Oh yes, without doubt avery bad tream!'

"Then I'm dreaming too, Sir,” said the clerk, looking down at his legs with an expression of loathing. ‘I
seemy feet in besstly sanddsasplain asplain.'

'All that goot food wasted,” said old Mr Levingtein. A bad tream-a bad tream.’

The Members of the Stock Exchange are said to be at al timesanoisy lot. But the noise they made now
to expressther disgust at the costumes of ancient Babylon was far louder than their ordinary row. One
had to shout before one could hear onesalf speak.

'l only wish,” said the clerk who thought it was conjuring-he was quite close to the children and they
trembled, because they knew that whatever he wished would cometrue. ‘1 only wish we knew who'd
doneit.

And, of course, instantly they did know, and they pressed round the Queen.

‘Scandalous! Shameful! Ought to be put down by law. Give her in charge. Fetch the police,” two or three
voices shouted at once.

The Queen recoiled.
'What isit? she asked. ‘ They sound like caged lions-lions by the thousand. What isit that they say?

"They say “Policel";” said Cyril briefly. ‘1 knew they would sooner or later. And | don't blame them, mind
you.'

'l wish my guardswere here!’ cried the Queen. The exhausted Psammead was panting and trembling, but
the Queen's guardsin red and green garments, and brass and iron gear, choked Throgmorton Street, and
bared weapons flashed round the Queen.



I'mmad,” said aMr Rosenbaum;, ‘ dat's what it issmad!'

'It'sajudgement on you, Rosy,” said his partner. ‘1 dways said you were too hard in that matter of
Howerdew. It'sajudgement, and I'minit too.'

The members of the Stock Exchange had edged carefully away from the gleaming blades, the mailed
figures, the hard, cruel Eastern faces.

But Throgmorton Street is narrow, and the crowd was too thick for them to get away as quickly asthey
wished.

‘Kill them,” cried the Queen. ‘Kill the dogd!’
The guards obeyed.
'lt1Sal adream, cried Mr Levingtein, cowering in adoorway behind his clerk.

Itisnt,” saidtheclerk. ‘It isn't. Oh, my good gracious! those foreign brutes are killing everybody. Henry
Hirsh isdown now, and Prenticeis cut in two-oh, Lord! and Huth, and there goes Liond Cohen with his
head off, and Guy Nickalls has lost his head now. A dream?1 wish to goodnessit was all adream.’

And, of course, ingtantly it was! The entire Stock Exchange rubbed its eyes and went back to close, to
over, and either sde of seven-eights, and Trunks, and Kaffirs, and Steel Common, and Contangoes, and
Backwardations, Double Options, and dl the interesting subjects concerning which they talk in the Street
without ceasing.

No one said aword about it to anyone dse. | think | have explained before that business men do not like
it to be known that they have been dreaming in business hours. Especidly mad dreamsincluding such
dreadful things as hungry people getting dinners, and the destruction of the Stock Exchange.

The children were in the dining-room at 300, Fitzroy Street, pale and trembling. The Psammead crawled
out of the embroidered bag, and lay flat on the table, itsleg stretched out, looking more like adead hare
than anything dse.

‘Thank Goodnessthat's over,” said Anthea, drawing a deep breath.
'She won't come back, will she? asked Jane tremuloudly.

'No,” said Cyril. * She's thousands of years ago. But we spent awhole precious pound on her. It'll take al
our pocket-money for ages to pay that back.'

‘Not if itwas ALL adream,” said Robert.
"Thewish said ALL adream, you know, Panther; you cut up and ask if he lent you anything.'

'l beg your pardon,” said Anthea politdly, following the sound of her knock into the presence of the
learned gentleman, ‘1'm 0 sorry to trouble you, but DID you lend me a pound today?

'No,” said he, looking kindly at her through his spectacles. ‘ But it's extraordinary that you should ask me,
for | dozed for afew momentsthis afternoon, athing | very rarely do, and | dreamed quite distinctly that
you brought me aring that you said bel onged to the Queen of Babylon, and that | lent you a sovereign
and that you left one of the Queen'srings here. The ring was amagnificent specimen.” Hesighed. ‘I wish
it hadn't been adream,” he said smiling. Hewasredlly learning to smile quite nicdly.

Anthea could not be too thankful that the Psasmmead was not there to grant hiswish.



CHAPTER 9: ATLANTIS

Y ou will understand that the adventure of the Babylonian queen in London was the only one that had
occupied any timeat al. But the children'stime was very fully taken up by talking over al the wonderful
things seen and done in the Past, where, by the power of the Amulet, they seemed to spend hours and
hours, only to find when they got back to London that the whole thing had been briefer than alightning
flash.

They talked of the Past at their medls, in their walks, in the dining-room, in the firs-floor drawing-room,
but most of al on the stairs. It was an old house; it had once been afashionable one, and was afine one
gill. The banigter rails of the stairs were excellent for diding down, and in the corners of the landings were
big dcovesthat had once held graceful statues, and now quite often held the graceful forms of Cyril,
Robert, Anthea, and Jane.

Oneday Cyril and Robert in tight white underclothing had spent a pleasant hour in reproducing the
atitudes of statues seen either in the British Museum, or in Father's big photograph book. But the show
ended abruptly because Robert wanted to be the Venus of Milo, and for this purpose pulled at the sheet
which served for drapery a the very moment when Cyril, looking redly quite like the Discobolos-with a
gold and white saucer for the disc-was standing on one foot, and under that one foot was the sheet.

Of course the Discobolos and his disc and the would-be V enus came down together, and everyone was
agood dedl hurt, especialy the saucer, which would never be the same again, however negtly one might
joinits uneven bits with Seccotine or the white of an egg.

'l hopeyouresatisfied,” said Cyril, holding his head where alarge lump wasrising.

'Quite, thanks,” said Robert bitterly. His thumb had caught in the banisters and bent itsalf back amost to
breaking point.

'l AM so sorry, poor, dear Squirrel,” said Anthea; ‘ and you were looking so lovely. I'll get awet rag.
Bobs, go and hold your hand under the hot-water tap. It'swhat ballet girls do with their legs when they
hurt them. | saw it in abook.’

'What book? said Robert disagreeably. But he went.

When he came back Cyril's head had been bandaged by his sisters, and he had been brought to the state
of mind where he was able reluctantly to admit that he supposed Robert hadn't doneit on purpose.

Robert replying with equa suavity, Anthea hastened to lead the talk away from the accident.
'| suppose you don't fed like going anywhere through the Amulet,” she said.
'Egypt!” said Jane promptly. ‘1 want to see the pussy cats.

‘Not me-too hot,” said Cyril. ‘It's about as much as | can stand here-let alone Egypt.’ It wasindeed, hot,
even on the second landing, which was the coolest place in the house. *Let's go to the North Pole!’

'I don't suppose the Amulet was ever there-and we might get our fingers frost-bitten so that we could
never hold it up to get home again. No thanks,” said Robert.

'l say,” said Jane, ‘let's get the Psammead and ask its advice. It will like us asking, even if we don't take
it.

The Psammead was brought up in its green silk embroidered bag, but beforeit could be asked anything
the door of the learned gentleman’s room opened and the voice of the visitor who had been lunching with



him was heard on the stairs. He seemed to be speaking with the door handle in his hand.

'Y ou see adoctor, old boy,” hesaid; *al that about thought-transferenceisjust smply twaddle. Y ou've
been over-working. Take aholiday. Go to Dieppe.'

'I'd rather go to Babylon,” said the learned gentleman.

'l wish you'd go to Atlantis some time, while we're about it, so asto give me sometipsfor my Nineteenth
Century article when you come home.’

' wish | could,” said the voice of the learned gentleman. * Goodbye. Take care of yoursdlf.'

The door was banged, and the visitor came smiling down the stairs-a stout, prosperous, big man. The
children had to get up to let him pass.

"Hullo, Kiddies,” he said, glancing at the bandages on the head of Cyril and the hand of Robert, ‘beenin
thewars?

Itsdl right, said Cyril. ‘I say, what wasthat Atlantic place you wanted him to go to? We couldn't help
hearing you talk.'

'You talk so VERY loud, you see,’ said Jane soothingly.

‘Atlantis’ said thevistor, ‘thelost Atlantis, garden of the Hesperides. Great continent-disappeared in the
sea. You can read about it in Plato.’

Thank you,” said Cyril doubtfully.

'Werethere any Amuletsthere? asked Anthea, made anxious by a sudden thought.
'Hundreds, | should think. So HE'S been talking to you?

'Y es, often. He's very kind to us. We like him awfully.’

'Wdll, what he wantsis a holiday; you persuade him to take one. What he wantsis a change of scene,

Y ou see, hishead is crusted so thickly inside with knowledge about Egypt and Assyriaand things that
you can't hammer anything into it unlessyou keep hard &t it al day long for daysand days. And | haven't
time. But you livein the house. Y ou can hammer amost incessantly. Just try your hands, will you? Right.
Solong!'

He went down the stairsthree at atime, and Jane remarked that he was a nice man, and she thought he
hed little girls of hisown.

'l should like to have them to play with,” she added pensively.
The three elder ones exchanged glances. Cyril nodded.
‘All right. LET'Sgoto Atlantis,” hesaid.

‘Let'sgo to Atlantis and take the learned gentleman with us,” said Antheg; *helll think it'sadream,
afterwards, but it'll certainly be achange of scene!’

'Why not take him to nice Egypt? asked Jane.
"Too hot,” said Cyril shortly.



'Or Babylon, where he wantsto go?

'I've had enough of Babylon,” said Robert, *at least for the present. And so have the others. | don't know
why," he added, forestaling the question on Jane'slips, ‘ but somehow we have. Squirrdl, let's take of f
these beastly bandages and get into flanndls. We can't go in our unders:!”

'He WISHED to go to Atlantis, so he'sgot to go sometime; and he might aswell gowith us” said
Anthea.

Thiswas how it was that the learned gentleman, permitting himsdlf afew moments of rdaxationin his
chair, after the fatigue of listening to opinions (about Atlantis and many other things) with which he did not
at dl agree, opened hiseyesto find hisfour young friends standing in front of himin arow.

'Will you come,” said Anthea, ‘to Atlantiswith us?

"To know that you are dreaming shows that the dream isnearly a an end,” hetold himsdf; ‘or perhaps
itsonly agame, like“How many milesto Babylon?'.” So he said doud: ‘ Thank you very much, but |
have only aquarter of an hour to spare.’

‘It doesn't take any time,” said Cyril; ‘timeis only amode of thought, you know, and you've got to go
sometime, so why not with us?

'Very well,” said the learned gentleman, now quite certain that he was dreaming.

Antheaheld out her soft, pink hand. He took it. She pulled him gently to hisfeet. Jane held up the
Amulet.

"Tojust outside Atlantis,” said Cyril, and Jane said the Name of Power.
'You owl!" said Robert, ‘it'sanidand. Outsde anidand'sall water.'
'l won't go. | WON'T," said the Psammeed, kicking and struggling in its bag.

But aready the Amulet had grown to agreat arch. Cyril pushed the learned gentleman, as undoubtedly
thefirst-born, through the arch-not into water, but on to awooden floor, out of doors. The others
followed. The Amulet grew smdler again, and there they dl were, standing on the deck of a ship whose
sallorswere busy making her fast with chainsto rings on awhite quay-sde. The rings and the chains
were of ametd that shone red-ydlow like gold.

Everyone on the ship seemed too busy at first to notice the group of newcomers from Fitzroy Strest.
Those who seemed to be officers were shouting orders to the men.

They stood and looked across the wide quay to the town that rose beyond it. What they saw wasthe
most beautiful sight any of them had ever seen-or ever dreamed of .

The blue sea sparkled in soft sunlight; little white-capped waves broke softly againgt the marble
breskwaters that guarded the shipping of agrest city from the wilderness of winter windsand sees. The
quay was of marble, white and sparkling with aveining bright as gold. The city was of marble, red and
white. The greater buildings that seemed to be temples and pal aces were roofed with what looked like
gold and silver, but most of the roofs were of copper that glowed golden-red on the houses on the hills
among which the city stood, and shaded into marvellous tints of green and blue and purple where they
had been touched by the salt sea pray and the fumes of the dyeing and smelting works of the lower
town.



Broad and magnificent flights of marble stairsled up from the quay to asort of terrace that seemed to run
aong for miles, and beyond rose the town built on ahill.

The learned gentleman drew along breeth. *Wonderful!” he said, ‘wonderful!’

'l say, Mr-what's your name,” said Robert. ‘He means,” said Anthea, with gentle politeness, ‘that we
never can remember your name. | know it'sMr De Something.'

'When | wasyour age | was cadled Immy,” hesaid timidly. ‘Would you mind?1 should fed more at
homein adream likethisif I-Anything that made me seem more like one of you.'

"Thank you-Jmmy,” said Antheawith an effort. It seemed such acheek to be saying Jmmy to a
grown-up man. *Jmmy, DEAR," she added, with no effort a al. Jmmy smiled and looked pleased.

But now the ship was made fast, and the Captain had time to notice other things. He came towards them,
and he was dressed in the best of al possible dressesfor the seefaring life.

'What are you doing here? he asked rather fiercely. * Do you cometo bless or to curse?

"To bless, of course,” said Cyril. ‘I'm sorry if it annoys you, but we're here by magic. We come from the
land of the sun-rising,” he went on explanatorily.

'l see;” said the Captain; no one had expected that he would. ‘| didn't notice at first, but of course | hope
you're agood omen. It's needed. And this,” he pointed to the learned gentleman, ‘your dave, | presume?

'Not at dl,” said Anthes; ‘hesavery great man. A sage, don't they call it? And we want to see al your
beautiful city, and your temples and things, and then we shdl go back, and hewill tel hisfriend, and his
friend will write abook about it."

'What,” asked the Captain, fingering arope, ‘isabook?

'A record-something written, or,” she added hastily, remembering the Babylonian writing, ‘ or engraved.’
Some sudden impulse of confidence made Jane pluck the Amulet from the neck of her frock.

'Likethis’ shesad.

The Captain looked at it curioudy, but, the other three were relieved to notice, without any of that
overwheming interest which the mere name of it had roused in Egypt and Babylon.

"The stoneisof our country,” he said; *and that which isengraved onit, it islike our writing, but | cannot
read it. What isthe name of your sage?

‘J-jimmy,” said Anthea hesitatingly.
The Captain repeated, ‘ Ji-jimmy. Will you land? he added. * And shall | lead you to the Kings?
'Look here,” said Robert, ‘does your King hate strangers?

'‘Our Kingsareten,” said the Captain, ‘and the Royd line, unbroken from Posaidon, the father of usall,
has the noble tradition to do honour to strangersif they comein peace.’

"Then lead on, please,” said Robert, ‘though | SHOULD liketo see all over your beautiful ship, and sall
about in her.’



"That shall be later,” said the Captain; ‘just now were afraid of astorm-do you notice that odd rumbling?
"That's nothing, master,” said an old sailor who stood near; ‘it'sthe pilchards coming in, that's all .’

"Too loud,” said the Captain.

There was arather anxious pause; then the Captain stepped on to the quay, and the others followed him.

'Dotdk to him-dJmmy,” said Antheaasthey went; ‘you can find out al sorts of thingsfor your friend's
book.’

'Please excuse me,” he said earnestly. ‘If | talk | shall wake up; and besides, | can't understand what he
says.

No one ese could think of anything to say, so that it wasin complete silence that they followed the
Captain up the marble steps and through the Streets of the town. There were streets and shops and
houses and markets.

It'sjust like Babylon,” whispered Jane, ‘ only everything's perfectly different.’

'It'sagreat comfort the ten Kings have been properly brought up-to be kind to strangers,” Anthea
whispered to Cyril.

'Yes,’ hesaid, ‘no deepest dungeons here.’

There were no horses or chariotsin the street, but there were handcarts and low trolleys running on thick
log-whedls, and porters carrying packets on their heads, and a good many of the people wereriding on
what |ooked like eephants, only the gresat beasts were hairy, and they had not that mild expression we
are accustomed to meet on the faces of the elephants at the Zoo.

‘Mammoths!” murmured the learned gentleman, and stumbled over aloose stone.

The peoplein the streets kept crowding round them as they went aong, but the Captain dways
dispersed the crowd beforeit grew uncomfortably thick by saying—

‘Children of the Sun God and their High Priest-come to bless the City.'
And then the people would draw back with alow murmur that sounded like a suppressed cheer.

Many of the buildings were covered with gold, but the gold on the bigger buildings was of adifferent
colour, and they had sorts of steeples of burnished slver risng above them.

'Are dl these housesreal gold? asked Jane.

"The temples are covered with gold, of course,” answered the Captain, ‘ but the houses are only
oricalchum. It's not quite so expensive.’

The learned gentleman, now very pale, sumbled along in adazed way, repeating:
‘Oricachum-oricachum.’

'Don't befrightened,” said Antheg; ‘we can get homein aminute, just by holding up the charm. Would
you rather go back now? We could easily come some other day without you.'

'Oh, no, no,” he pleaded fervently; ‘let the dream go on. Please, please do.’



"The High J-jimmy is perhaps weary with hismagic journey,” said the Captain, noticing the blundering
walk of the learned gentleman; ‘and we are yet very far from the Great Temple, where today the Kings
make sacrifice.!’

He stopped at the gate of agreat enclosure. It seemed to be a sort of park, for trees showed high above
itsbrazenwall.

The party waited, and dmost a once the Captain came back with one of the hairy € ephants and begged
them to mount.

Thisthey did.

It was agloriousride. The eephant at the Zoo-to ride on himisaso glorious, but he goes such avery
little way, and then he goes back again, which isaways dull. But thisgreat hairy beast went on and on
and on along streets and through squares and gardens. It was aglorious city; dmost everything was built
of marble, red, or white, or black. Every now and then the party crossed a bridge.

It was not till they had climbed to the hill which isthe centre of the town that they saw that the whole city
was divided into twenty circles, dternately land and water, and over each of the water circleswerethe
bridges by which they had come.

And now they werein agreat square. A vast building filled up one sde of it; it was overlaid with gold,
and had adome of slver. Therest of the buildings round the square were of oricalchum. And it looked
more splendid than you can possibly imagine, stlanding up bold and shining in the sunlight.

'Y ou would like abath,” said the Captain, asthe hairy el ephant went clumsily down on hisknees. ‘It's
customary, you know, before entering the Presence. We have baths for men, women, horses, and cattle.
The High Class Baths are here. Our Father Poseidon gave us a spring of hot water and one of cold.’

The children had never before bathed in baths of gold.
‘It fedsvery solendid,” said Cyril, splashing.
‘At leadt, of courseg, it's not gold; it'sor-what'sits name,” said Robert. ‘Hand over that towe.’

The bathing hall had severa great pools sunk below the level of the floor; one went down to them by
steps.

‘dmmy,” said Antheatimidly, when, very clean and boiled-looking, they al met in the flowery courtyard
of the Public, ‘don't you think al this seems much more like NOW than Babylon or Egypt-? Oh, | forgot,
you've never been there!

'l know alittle of those nations, however,” said he, ‘and | quite agree with you. A most discerning
remark-my dear,” he added awvkwardly; ‘this city certainly seemsto indicate afar higher level of
civilization than the Egyptian or Babylonish, and-'

'Follow me,” said the Captain. ‘Now, boys, get out of theway.” He pushed through alittle crowd of
boyswho were playing with dried chestnuts fastened to astring.

'Ginger!” remarked Robert, ‘they're playing conkers, just like the kidsin Kentish Town Road!”

They could see now that three walls surrounded the idand on which they were. The outermost wall was
of brass, the Captain told them; the next, which looked like silver, was covered with tin; and the
innermost one was of oricalchum.



Andright in the middlewasawadl of gold, with golden towers and gates.

'Behold the Temples of Poseidon,” said the Captain. ‘It isnot lawful for meto enter. | will await your
return here!'

Hetold them what they ought to say, and the five people from Fitzroy Street took hands and went
forward. The golden gates dowly opened.

'We are the children of the Sun,” said Cyril, as he had been told, *and our High Priest, at least that's what
the Captain calshim. We have adifferent namefor him at home.” *What ishisname? asked a
white-robed man who stood in the doorway with his arms extended.

‘J-jimmy,’ replied Cyril, and he hesitated as Anthea had done. It redly did seem to betaking a grest
liberty with so learned a gentleman. * And we have come to speak with your Kingsin the Temple of
Posaidon-does that word sound right? he whispered anxioudly.

'Quite,” said the learned gentleman. *It's very odd | can understand what you say to them, but not what
they say toyou.'

"The Queen of Babylon found that too,” said Cyril; ‘it's part of the magic.’
'Oh, what adream!” said the learned gentleman.

The white-robed priest had been joined by others, and al were bowing low.
'Enter,” he sad, ‘enter, Children of the Sun, with your High J-jimmy.’

In an inner courtyard stood the Temple-dl of silver, with gold pinnacles and doors, and twenty enormous
gatuesin bright gold of men and women. Also animmense pillar of the other preciousyellow metal.

They went through the doors, and the priest led them up astair into agalery from which they could ook
down on to the glorious place.

"The ten Kings are even now choosing the bull. It is not lawful for meto behold,” said the priest, and fell
face downward on the floor outside the gdlery. The children looked down.

The roof was of ivory adorned with the three precious metals, and the walls were lined with the favourite
oricalchum.

At thefar end of the Temple was a statue group, the like of which no oneliving has ever seen.

It was of gold, and the head of the chief figure reached to the roof. That figure was Poseidon, the Father
of the City. He stood in agresat chariot drawn by six enormous horses, and round about it were a
hundred mermaids riding on dolphins.

Ten men, splendidly dressed and armed only with sticks and ropes, were trying to capture one of some
fifteen bullswho ran thisway and that about the floor of the Temple. The children held their breath, for
the bullslooked dangerous, and the great horned heads were swinging more and more wildly.

Antheadid not likelooking at the bulls. Shelooked about the gallery, and noticed that another staircase
led up from it to atill higher storey; also that adoor led out into the open air, where there seemed to be
abdcony.

So that when a shout went up and Robert whispered, * Got him,” and she looked down and saw the herd
of bulls being driven out of the Temple by whips, and the ten Kings following, one of them spurring with



his stick ablack bull that writhed and fought in the grip of alasso, she answered the boy's agitated, ‘ Now
we shan't see anything more,” with—

'Y eswe can, theré's an outside balcony.'
So they crowded out.
But very soon the girls crept back.

'l don't like sacrifices,” Jane said. So she and Anthea went and talked to the priest, who was no longer
lying on hisface, but sitting on the top step mopping his forehead with hisrobe, for it wasahot day.

'It'saspecid sacrifice, he said; ‘usualy it's only done on the justice days every five yearsand Six years
aternately. And then they drink the cup of wine with some of the bull'sblood in it, and swear to judge
truly. And they wear the sacred blue robe, and put out al the Templefires. But thistoday is because the
City's so upset by the odd noises from the sea, and the god inside the big mountain speaking with his
thunder-voice. But all that's happened so often before. If anything could make ME uneasy it wouldn't be
THAT.

'What would it be? asked Jane kindly.
It would be the Lemmings'’
"Who are they-enemies?

‘They'reasort of rat; and every year they come svimming over from the country that no man knows, and
stay here awhile, and then swim away. This year they haven't come. Y ou know ratswon't stay on aship
that's going to be wrecked. If anything horrible were going to happen to us, it's my belief those Lemmings
would know; and that may be why they've fought shy of us!’

'What do you cal this country? asked the Psammead, suddenly puitting its head out of its bag.
‘Atlantis’ said the priest.

"Then | advise you to get on to the highest ground you can find. | remember hearing something about a
flood here. Look here, you'-it turned to Anthes; ‘let's get home. The prospect's too wet for my
whiskers.” The girls obediently went to find their brothers, who were leaning on the balcony railings.

'Where'sthe learned gentleman? asked Anthea.
‘There heis-below,” said the priest, who had come with them. Y our High J-jimmy iswith the Kings:!

The ten Kings were no longer alone. The learned gentleman-no one had noticed how he got there-stood
with them on the steps of an dtar, on which lay the dead body of the black bull. All the rest of the
courtyard was thick with people, ssemingly of al classes, and al were shouting, ‘ The sea-the seal’

‘Becam,” said the mogt kingly of the Kings, he who had lassoed the bull. * Our town is strong againgt the
thunders of the seaand of the sky!'

'l want to go home,” whined the Psammeed.
'We can't go without HIM,” said Antheafirmly.

'Jmmy,” shecaled, ‘Jmmy!" and waved to him. He heard her, and began to come towards her through
the crowd. They could see from the bal cony the sea-captain edging hisway out from among the people.



And hisface was dead white, like paper.

"Tothehills!” hecried in aloud and terrible voice. And above his voice came another voice, louder, more
terrible-the voice of the sea.

The girlslooked seaward.

Across the smooth distance of the sea something huge and black rolled towards the town. It was awave,
but awave a hundred feet in height, awave that looked like amountain-awave risng higher and higher
till suddenly it seemed to break in two-one haf of it rushed out to seaagain; the other—

'Oh!’ cried Anthea, ‘the town-the poor people!’

It'sdl thousands of years ago, redly,” said Robert but his voice trembled. They hid their eyesfor a
moment. They could not bear to look down, for the wave had broken on the face of the town, sweeping
over the quays and docks, overwhelming the great storehouses and factories, tearing gigantic sonesfrom
fortsand bridges, and using them as battering rams against the temples. Greet ships were swept over the
roofs of the houses and dashed down hafway up the hill among ruined gardens and broken buildings.
Thewater ground brown fishing-boats to powder on the golden roofs of Palaces.

Then the wave swept back towards the sea.

'l want to go home,’ cried the Psammead fiercely.

'Oh, yes, yes!” said Jane, and the boys were ready-but the learned gentleman had not come.
Then suddenly they heard him dash up to the inner gdlery, crying—

'I MUST seetheend of the dream.” He rushed up the higher flight.

The othersfollowed him. They found themsalvesin asort of turret-roofed, but opento the air at the
Sdes

The learned gentleman was leaning on the parapet, and asthey rgoined him the vast wave rushed back
on thetown. Thistimeit rose higher-destroyed more.

'‘Come home, cried the Psasmmead; ‘ THAT'Sthe LAST, | know it is! That'sthe |last-over there.” It
pointed with a claw that trembled.

'Oh, come!’ cried Jane, holding up the Amulet.
'l WILL SEE the end of the dream,” cried the learned gentleman.

'Y ou'll never see anything eseif you do,” said Cyril. ‘Oh, IMMY'!" appeded Anthea. ‘I'll NEVER bring
you out again!’

'Y ou'll never have the chance if you don't go soon,” said the Psammead.
'l WILL seetheend of the dream,” said the learned gentleman obstinately.

The hills around were black with people fleeing from the villages to the mountains. And even asthey fled
thin smoke broke from the great white peak, and then afaint flash of flame. Then the volcano began to
throw up its mysteriousfiery ingde parts. The earth trembled; ashes and sulphur showered down; arain
of fine pumice-stonefdl like snow on dl the dry land. The eephants from the forest rushed up towards
the peaks, great lizards thirty yards long broke from the mountain pools and rushed down towards the



sea. The snows melted and rushed down, first in avalanches, then in roaring torrents. Gresat rocks cast up
by the volcano fdl splashing in the seamiles away.

'Oh, thisishorriblel’ cried Anthea. * Come home, come home!'
"The end of the dream,” gasped the learned gentleman.

'Hold up the Amulet,” cried the Psammead suddenly. The place where they stood was now crowded
with men and women, and the children were strained tight against the parapet. The turret rocked and
swayed; the wave had reached the golden wall.

Jane held up the Amulet.

‘Now," cried the Psammead, ‘ say the word!

And as Jane said it the Psammead |egped from its bag and bit the hand of the learned gentleman.
At the same moment the boys pushed him through the arch and dl followed him.

Heturned to look back, and through the arch he saw nothing but awaste of waters, with aboveiit the
peek of theterrible mountain with fireraging fromit.

He staggered back to his chair.

'What aghastly dream!” he gasped. ‘ Oh, you're here, my-er-dears. Can | do anything for you?
'Y ou've hurt your hand,” said Antheagently; ‘let mebind it up.'

The hand was indeed bleeding rather badly.

The Psammead had crept back to its bag. All the children were very white.

‘Never again,” said the Psammead later on, ‘will | go into the Past with agrown-up person! | will say for
you four, you do do asyou'retold.'

'Wedidn't even find the Amulet, said Anthealater ill.

'Of courseyou didn't; it wasn't there. Only the stone it was made of wasthere. It fell onto aship miles
away that managed to escape and got to Egypt. “I” could havetold you that.'

'l wishyou had,” said Anthea, and her voice was till rather shaky. ‘Why didn't you?

'Y ou never asked me,” said the Psammead very sulkily. ‘1'm not the sort of chap to go shoving my oar in
whereit's not wanted.'

'Mr J-jimmy'sfriend will have something worth having to put in hisarticle now,” said Cyril very much
later indeed.

‘Not he, said Robert deepily. ‘ Thelearned Ji-jimmy will think it'sadream, and it'sten to one he never
tellsthe other chap aword about it at dl.’

Robert was quite right on both points. The learned gentleman did. And he never did.

CHAPTER 10: THELITTLE BLACK GIRL AND JULIUSCAESAR
A grest city swept away by the sea, abeautiful country devastated by an active volcano-these are not the



sort of things you see every day of the week. And when you do see them, no matter how many other
wonders you may have seen in your time, such sights are rather apt to take your breath away. Atlantis
had certainly this effect on the breaths of Cyril, Robert, Anthea, and Jane.

They remained in a breathless state for some days. The learned gentleman seemed as breathless as
anyone, he spent agood dedl of what little breath he had in telling Anthea about awonderful dream he
had. ‘Y ou would hardly believe,’ he said, ‘that anyone COULD have such adetailed vision.'

But Antheacould believeit, shesad, quite easlly.
He had ceased to talk about thought-transference. He had now seen too many wondersto believe that.

In consequence of their breathless condition none of the children suggested any new excursions through
the Amulet. Robert voiced the mood of the others when he said that they were ‘fed up’ with Amulet for a
bit. They undoubtedly were.

Asfor the Psammead, it went to sand and stayed there, worn out by the terror of the flood and the
violent exercise it had had to take in obedience to the incons derate wishes of the learned gentleman and
the Babylonian queen.

The childrenlet it deep. The danger of taking it about among strange people who might at any moment
utter undesirable wishes was becoming more and more plain.

And there are pleasant things to be done in London without any aid from Amulets or Psammeads. Y ou
can, for instance visit the Tower of London, the Houses of Parliament, the Nationd Gallery, the
Zoologica Gardens, the various Parks, the Museums at South Kensington, Madame Tussaud's
Exhibition of Waxworks, or the Botanical Gardens at Kew. Y ou can go to Kew by river steamer-and
thisisthe way that the children would have goneif they had gone at dl. Only they never did, becauseit
was when they were discussing the arrangements for the journey, and what they should take with them to
eat and how much of it, and what the whole thing would cogt, that the adventure of the Little Black Girl

began to happen.

The children were sitting on aseat in St James's Park. They had been watching the pelican repulsng with
careful dignity the advances of the seagulls who are dways so anxiousto play gameswith it. The pdican
thinks, very properly, that it hasn't the figure for games, so it spends most of itstime pretending that that is
not the reason why it won't play.

The breathlessness caused by Atlantis was wearing off alittle. Cyril, who aways wanted to understand
al about everything, was turning things over in hismind.

'I'm not; I'm only thinking,” he answered when Robert asked him what he was so grumpy about. ‘I'll tell
you when I'vethought it al out.’

If it's about the Amulet | don't want to hear it,” said Jane.

'Nobody asked you to,” retorted Cyril mildly, ‘and | haven't finished my insde thinking about it yet. Let's
go to Kew in the meantime.’

'I'd rather go in asteamer,” said Robert; and the girlslaughed.
That'sright,’” said Cyril, ‘BE funny. | would.'

‘Wdl, hewas, rather,’” said Anthea.



'l wouldn't think, Squirrdl, if it hurtsyou so,” said Robert kindly.
'Oh, shut up,” said Cyril, ‘or elsetalk about Kew.'

'l want to seethe pdmsthere,’ said Antheahadtily, ‘to seeif they're anything like the ones on theidand
where we united the Cook and the Burglar by the Reverend Half-Curate.’

All disagreesbleness was swept away in a pleasant tide of recollections, and * Do you remember ...7 they
said. ‘Haveyou forgotten ...?7

'My hat!” remarked Cyril pensively, asthe flood of reminiscence ebbed alittle; ‘we have had some
times'

'We have that,” said Robert.
'Don't let'shave any more,” said Jane anxioudly.

"That'swhat | wasthinking about,” Cyril replied; and just then they heard the Little Black Girl sniff. She
was quite close to them.

Shewas not redly alittle black girl. She was shabby and not very clean, and she had been crying so
much that you could hardly see, through the narrow chink between her swollen lids, how very blue her
eyeswere. It was her dressthat was black, and it was too big and too long for her, and shewore a
speckled black-ribboned sailor hat that would have fitted amuch bigger head than her little flaxen one.
And she stood looking at the children and sniffing.

'Oh, dear!” said Anthea, jumping up. ‘Whatever isthe matter?

She put her hand on thelittle girl'sarm. It was rudely shaken off.

'You leave mebe,’ said thelittlegirl. ‘1 ain't doing nothing to you.'

‘But what isit? Antheaasked. ‘ Has someone been hurting you?

'What'sthat to you? said thelittle girl fiercely. ' YOU'RE dl right.’

'‘Come away, said Robert, pulling at Anthead'sdeeve. * She'sanadty, rude littlekid.'

'Oh, no,’ said Anthea. * She's only dreadfully unhappy. What isit? she asked again.

'Oh, YOU'RE dl right,” the child repeated; ‘ Y OU ain't agoin’ to the Union.’

‘Can't we take you home? said Anthea; and Jane added, * Where does your mother live?

'She don't live nowheres-she's dead-so now!” said thelittle girl fiercely, in tones of miserable triumph.
Then she opened her swollen eyeswidely, stamped her foot in fury, and ran away. She ran no further
than to the next bench, flung herself down there and began to cry without even trying not to.

Anthea, quite at once, went to the little girl and put her arms astight as she could round the hunched-up
black figure.

'Oh, don't cry 0, dear, don't, don't!” she whispered under the brim of the large sailor hat, now very
crooked indeed. ‘ Tell Antheaal about it; Antheall help you. There, there, dear, don't cry.’

The others stood at a distance. One or two passers-by stared curioudly.



The child was now only crying part of thetime; the rest of the time she seemed to be talking to Anthea.
Presently Anthea beckoned Cyril.

It'shorrible!” she said in afurious whisper, ‘ her father was a carpenter and he was a steady man, and
never touched a drop except on a Saturday, and he came up to London for work, and there wasn't any,
and then he died; and her nameisImogen, and she's nine come next November. And now her mother's
dead, and she'sto stay tonight with Mrs Shrobsall-that's alandlady that's been kind-and tomorrow the
Rdlieving Officer iscoming for her, and she's going into the Union; that means the Workhouse. 1t'stoo
terrible. What can we do?

‘Let'sask thelearned gentleman,” said Jane brightly.

And as no one el se could think of anything better the whole party walked back to Fitzroy Street asfast
asit could, thelittle girl holding tight to Antheals hand and now not crying any more, only sniffing gently.

Thelearned gentleman looked up from hiswriting with the smile that had grown much easier to him than it
used to be. They were quite at home in hisroom now; it really seemed to welcome them. Even the
mummy-case gppeared to smile asif in its distant superior ancient Egyptian way it were rather pleased to
see them than not.

Anthea sat on the gairs with Imogen, who was nine come next November, while the otherswent in and
explaned thedifficulty.

The learned gentleman listened with grave attention.

'It really does seem rather rough luck,” Cyril concluded, * because I've often heard abouit rich people who
wanted children most awfully-though I know “I” never should-but they do. There must be somebody
who'd be glad to have her.'

'Gipsesare awfully fond of children,” Robert hopefully said. ‘ They're dways stedling them. Perhaps
they'd have her.’

‘She'squiteanicelittlegirl redly,” Jane added; * she was only rude at first because we looked jolly and
happy, and she wasn't. Y ou understand that, don't you?

'Yes, sad he, absently fingering alittle blue image from Egypt. ‘| understand that very well. Asyou say,
there must be some home where she would be welcome.” He scowled thoughtfully at the little blueimage.

Anthea outs de thought the explanation wastaking avery long time.

She was s0 busy trying to cheer and comfort the little black girl that she never noticed the Psammead
who, roused from deep by her voice, had shaken itsdlf free of sand, and was coming crookedly up the
dairs. It was close to her before she saw it. She picked it up and settled it in her lap.

'What isit? asked the black child. ‘Isit acat or aorgan-monkey, or what?
And then Anthea heard the learned gentleman say—

'Yes, | wish we could find ahome where they would be glad to have her,” and ingtantly she felt the
Psammead begin to blow itself out asit sat on her lap.

She jumped up lifting the Psammead in her skirt, and holding Imogen by the hand, rushed into the learned
gentleman'sroom.



‘At least |et's keep together,” she cried. * All hold hands-quick!”

The circlewas like that formed for the Mulberry Bush or Ring-0'-Roses. And Antheawas only ableto
take part init by holding in her teeth the hem of her frock which, thus supported, formed abag to hold
the Psammead.

'Isitagame? asked the learned gentleman feebly. No one answered.

There was a moment of suspense; then came that curious upside-down, inside-out sensation which one
amost dways fedl s when trangported from one place to another by magic. Also there was that dizzy
dimness of sight which comes on these occasions.

The mist cleared, the upside-down, inside-out sensation subsided, and there stood the Six in aring, as
before, only their twelve feet, instead of standing on the carpet of the learned gentleman's room, stood on
green grass. Above them, instead of the dusky ceiling of the Fitzroy Street floor, was a pae blue sky.
And where the walls had been and the painted mummy-case, weretall dark green trees, oaks and ashes,
and in between the trees and under them tangled bushes and creeping ivy. There were beech-treestoo,
but there was nothing under them but their own dead red drifted leaves, and here and there adelicate
green fern-frond.

And there they stood in acircle till holding hands, as though they were playing Ring-0'-Roses or the
Mulberry Bush. just Sx people hand in hand in awood. That sounds smple, but then you must remember
that they did not know WHERE the wood was, and what's more, they didn't know WHEN then wood
was. Therewas a curious sort of feding that made the learned gentleman say—

'Another dream, dear me!” and made the children dmost certain that they werein atimeavery long
while ago. Asfor little Imogen, she said, *Oh, my!" and kept her mouth very much open indeed.

'Where arewe? Cyril asked the Psammead.
'InBritain,” said the Psammead.
‘But when? asked Antheaanxioudy.

'About the year fifty-five before the year you reckon time from,” said the Psammead crosdly. ‘Isthere
anything else you want to know? it added, sticking its head out of the bag formed by Antheas blue linen
frock, and turning its snail's eyesto right and I eft. * I've been here before-it's very little changed.” *Y es, but
why here? asked Anthea.

"Y our inconsiderate friend,” the Psammead replied, ‘ wished to find some home where they would be glad
to have that unattractive and immature femal e human being whom you have picked up-gracious knows
how. In Megatherium days properly brought-up children didn't talk to shabby strangersin parks. Y our
thoughtless friend wanted a place where someone would be glad to have this undesirable stranger. And
now hereyou arel'

'l sseweare, said Anthea patiently, looking round on the tal gloom of theforest. * But why HERE? Why
NOW?

'Y ou don't suppose anyone would want achild like that in Y OUR times-in Y OUR towns? said the
Psammead in irritated tones. * Y ou've got your country into such amess that there's no room for haf your
children-and no one to want them.'

"That's not our doing, you know,” said Anthea gently.



'And bringing me here without any waterproof or anything,” said the Psammeed still more crosdy, ‘when
everyone knows how damp and foggy Ancient Britain was:

'Here, take my coat,” said Robert, taking it off. Anthea spread the coat on the ground and, putting the
Psammead on it, folded it round so that only the eyes and furry ears showed.

‘There she said comfortingly. ‘Now if it doesbegintolook likerain, | can cover you up in aminute.
Now what are weto do?

The otherswho had stopped holding hands crowded round to hear the answer to this question. Imogen
whispered in an awed tone—

'Can't the organ monkey talk neither! | thought it was only parrots!’

'Do? replied the Psammead. ‘| don't care what you do!” And it drew head and earsinto the tweed
covering of Robert's coat.

The otherslooked at each other.

It'sonly adream,” said the learned gentleman hopefully; ‘ something is sure to happen if we can prevent
oursavesfrom waking up.’

And sure enough, something did.
The brooding silence of the dark forest was broken by the laughter of children and the sound of voices.
‘Let'sgo and see,” said Cyril.

It'sonly adream,” said the learned gentleman to Jane, who hung back; ‘if you don't go with thetide of a
dream-if you resist-you wake up, you know.'

There was asort of break in the undergrowth that was like asilly person'sidea of apath. They went
dong thisin Indian file, the learned gentleman leading.

Quite soon they cameto alarge clearing in the forest. There were anumber of houses-huts perhaps you
would have cdled them-with a sort of mud and wood fence.

'It'slike the old Egyptian town,” whispered Anthea.
And it was, rather.

Some children, with no clothes on at all, were playing what looked like Ring-0-Roses or Mulberry Bush.
That isto say, they were dancing round in aring, holding hands. On agrassy bank severa women,
dressed in blue and white robes and tunics of beast-skins sat watching the playing children.

The children from Fitzroy Street stood on the fringe of the forest looking at the games. One woman with
long, fair braided hair sat alittle apart from the others, and there was alook in her eyes as she followed
the play of the children that made Antheafed sad and sorry.

‘None of thoselittle girlsisher own little girl,” thought Anthea.
Thelittle black-clad London child pulled at Antheals deeve.

'Look,” she said, ‘that one there-she's precious like mother; mother's *air was somethink lovely, when
she*ad time to comb it out. Mother wouldn't never a-beat meif she'd lived ‘ ere-I don't suppose there's



€er apublic nearer than Epping, do you, Miss?

In her eagerness the child had stepped out of the shelter of the forest. The sad-eyed woman saw her. She
stood up, her thin face lighted up with aradiance like sunrise, her long, lean arms stretched towards the
London child.

'Imogen!” she cried-at least the word was more like that than any other word-'Imogen!”

There was amoment of great silence; the naked children paused in their play, the women on the bank
dared anxioudly.

'Oh, it ISmother-it IS’ cried Imogen-from-London, and rushed across the cleared space. She and her
mother clung together-so closdly, so strongly that they stood an instant like a statue carved in stone.

Then the women crowded round. ‘It ISmy Imogen!’ cried the woman.

'Ohitisl And she wasn't eaten by wolves. She's come back to me. Tell me, my darling, how did you
escape? Where have you been? Who has fed and clothed you?

'l don't know nothink,” said Imogen.

'Poor child!” whispered the women who crowded round, ‘ the terror of the wolves hasturned her brain.’
‘But you know ME? said the fair-haired woman.

And Imogen, clinging with black-clothed armsto the bare neck, answered—

'Oh, yes, mother, | know Y OU right ‘nough.’

'What isit? What do they say? thelearned gentleman asked anxioudy.

"Y ou wished to come where someone wanted the child,” said the Psammeed. ‘ The child saysthisisher
mother.’

'And the mother?

'Y ou can see,” said the Psammead.

‘Butissheredly?Her child, | mean?

'Who knows? said the Psammead; ‘ but each onefillsthe empty place in the other's heart. It is enough.’
'Oh,’ said the learned gentleman, ‘thisisagood dream. | wish the child might stay in the dream.’

The Psammead blew itself out and granted the wish. So Imogen's future was assured. She had found
someone to want her.

'If only all the children that no onewants,” began the learned gentleman-but the woman interrupted. She
came towards them.

'Welcome, al!” shecried. ‘| am the Queen, and my child tells me that you have befriended her; and this|
well believe, looking on your faces. Y our garb is strange, but faces | can read. The child is bewitched, |
seethat well, but in this she speakstruth. Isit not so?

The children said it wasn't worth mentioning.



| wish you could have seen al the honours and kindnesses lavished on the children and the learned
gentleman by those ancient Britons.

Y ou would have thought, to see them, that a child was something to make a fuss about, not abit of
rubbish to be hustled about the streets and hidden away in the Workhouse. It wasn't as grand as the
entertainment at Babylon, but somehow it was more satisfying.

'l think you children have some wonderful influence on me,” said the learned gentleman. ‘1 never dreamed
such dreams before | knew you.'

It was when they were done that night under the stars where the Britons had spread a hegp Of dried fern
for them to deep on, that Cyril spoke.

'Wdl,” hesaid, ‘weve madeit al right for Imogen, and had ajolly good time. | vote we get home again
before the fighting begins'

'Wheat fighting? asked Jane deepily.

'Why, Julius Caesar, you little goat,” replied her kind brother. ‘ Don't you seethat if thisisthe year
fifty-five, dulius Caesar may happen a any moment.'

'l thought you liked Caesar,’” said Robert.

'So | do-inthe history. But that's different from being killed by hissoldiers.
'If we saw Caesar we might persuade him not to,” said Anthea.

'Y OU persuade CAESAR,” Robert laughed.

The learned gentleman, before anyone could stop him, said, ‘I only wish we could see Caesar some
time!

And, of course, in just the little time the Psammead took to blow itself out for wish-giving, thefive, or Sx
counting the Psammead, found themsalvesin Caesar's camp, just outside Caesar's tent. And they saw
Caesar. The Psammead must have taken advantage of the loose wording of the learned gentleman'swish,
for it was not the same time of day as that on which the wish had been uttered among the dried ferns. It
was sunset, and the great man sat on achair outside histent gazing over the seatowards
Britain-everyone knew without being told that it was towards Britain. Two golden eagles on the top of
posts stood on each side of the tent, and on the flaps of the tent which was very gorgeousto look at
weretheletters SP.Q.R.

The great man turned unchanged on the newcomers the august glance that he had turned on the violet
waters of the Channel. Though they had suddenly appeared out of nothing, Caesar never showed by the
faintest movement of an eydid, by theleast tightening of that firm mouth, that they were not somelong
expected embassy. He waved a calm hand towards the sentinels, who sprang weaponsin hand towards
the newcomers.

'‘Back!” hesaid in avoicethat thrilled like music. * Since when has Caesar feared children and students?

To the children he seemed to speak in the only language they knew; but the learned gentleman heard-in
rather astrange accent, but quite intelligibly-the lips of Caesar speaking in the Latin tongue, and in that
tongue, alittle siffly, he answered—

'Itisadream, O Caesar.'



'A dream? repeated Caesar. ‘What isadream?
'This’ said the learned gentleman.
‘Not it,” said Cyril, ‘it'sasort of magic. We come out of another time and another place.’

'And we want to ask you not to trouble about conquering Britain,” said Antheg; ‘it'sapoor little place,
not worth bothering about."

'Areyou from Britain? the Genera asked. * Y our clothes are uncouth, but well woven, and your hair is
short asthe hair of Roman citizens, not long like the hair of barbarians, yet such | deem you to be’
‘Werenot,” said Jane with angry eagerness, ‘we're not barbarians at al. We come from the country
where the sun never sets, and we've read about you in books; and our country'sfull of finethings-St
Paul's, and the Tower of London, and Madame Tussaud's Exhibition, and-" Then the others stopped her.

'‘Don't talk nonsense,’ said Robert in abitter undertone.

Caesar looked at the children amoment in slence. Then he called asoldier and spoke with him apart.
Then hesaid doud—

"Y ou three elder children may go where you will within the camp. Few children are privileged to see the
camp of Caesar. The student and the smdler girl-child will remain here with me!'

Nobody liked this; but when Caesar said athing that thing was so, and therewas an end to it. So the
three went.

L eft done with Jane and the learned gentleman, the great Roman found it easy enough to turn them inside
out. But it was not easy, even for him, to make head or tal of theinsdes of their minds when he had got
at them.

The learned gentleman insisted that the whole thing was adream, and refused to talk much, on the ground
that if he did he would wake up.

Jane, closaly questioned, wasfull of information about raillways, dectric lights, baloons, men-of-war,
cannons, and dynamite.

'And do they fight with swords? asked the Generdl.

'Y es, swords and guns and cannons.’

Caesar wanted to know what guns were.

'Y ou firethem,” said Jane, ‘and they go bang, and peoplefall down dead.'
'But what are gunslike?

Jane found them hard to describe.

'But Robert hasatoy onein hispocket, she said. So the others were recalled.

The boys explained the pistol to Caesar very fully, and he looked at it with the grestest interest. It wasa
two-shilling pigtol, the one that had done such good servicein the old Egyptian village.

'| shdl cause gunsto be made,” said Caesar, ‘and you will be detained till | know whether you have
gpoken the truth. | had just decided that Britain was not worth the bother of invading. But what you tell



me decides methat it is very much worth while!

‘Butit'sal nonsense” said Anthea. ‘Britain isjust asavage sort of idand-al fogs and treesand big rivers.
But the people are kind. We know alittle girl there named Imogen. And it's no use your making guns
because you can't fire them without gunpowder, and that won't be invented for hundreds of years, and
we don't know how to make it, and we can't tell you. Do go straight home, dear Caesar, and let poor
little Britain done.’

'But this other girl-child says’ said Caesar.

'All Jane's been telling you iswhat it'sgoing to be, Antheainterrupted, ‘ hundreds and hundreds of years
from now.’

‘Thelittle oneisa prophetess, en? said Caesar, with awhimsical look. ‘ Rather young for the business,
in't she?

"You can cdll her aprophetessif you like,” said Cyril, ‘but what Antheasaysistrue!
'Anthea? said Caesar. ‘ That's a Greek name!’

'Very likely,” said Cyril, worriedly. ‘I say, | do wish you'd give up thisidea of conquering Britain. It's not
worthwhile, redly it isnt!'

'On the contrary,” said Caesar, ‘what you've told me has decided meto go, if it'sonly to find out what
Britainisredly like. Guards, detain these children.’

'Quick, said Robert, ‘ before the guards begin detaining. We had enough of that in Babylon.'

Jane held up the Amulet away from the sunset, and said the word. The learned gentleman was pushed
through and the others more quickly than ever before passed through the arch back into their own times
and the quiet dusty sitting-room of the learned gentleman.

It isacuriousfact that when Caesar was encamped on the coast of Gaul-somewhere near Boulogne it
was, | believe-he was Stting before histent in the glow of the sunset, looking out over the violet waters of
the English Channd. Suddenly he started, rubbed his eyes, and called his secretary. The young man came
quickly from within the tent.

'Marcus,” said Caesar. ‘| have dreamed a very wonderful dream. Some of it | forget, but | remember
enough to decide what was not before determined. Tomorrow the ships that have been brought round
from the Ligeris shdl be provisoned. We shdl sail for thisthree-cornered idand. First, we will take but
two legions.

This, if what we have heard be true, should suffice. But if my dream be true, then ahundred legions will
not suffice. For the dream | dreamed was the most wonderful that ever tormented the brain even of
Caesar. And Caesar has dreamed some strange thingsin histime!'

'‘And if you hadn't told Caesar dl that about how things are now, hed never have invaded Britain,’ said
Robert to Jane asthey sat down to tea.

'Oh, nonsense,” said Anthea, pouring out; ‘it was al settled hundreds of yearsago.’

'l don't know,” said Cyril. * Jam, please. This about time being only athingummy of thought isvery
confusing. If everything happens a the sametime-'



'It CAN'T!” said Anthea stoutly, ‘the present's the present and the past's the past.’

‘Not dways,” said Cyril.

"When we were in the Past the present was the future. Now then!” he added triumphantly.
And Antheacould not deny it.

'l should have liked to see more of the camp,” said Robert.

'Y es, we didn't get much for our money-but Imogen is happy, that'sonething,” said Anthea. ‘Weleft her
happy in the Past. I've often seen about people being happy in the Pagt, in poetry books. | see what it
means now.'

'It'snot abad idea,” said the Psammead deepily, putting its head out of its bag and taking itin again
suddenly, ‘being left in the Pagt.’

Everyone remembered this afterwards, when—

CHAPTER 11: BEFORE PHARACOH

It wasthe day after the adventure of Julius Caesar and the Little Black Girl that Cyril, bursting into the
bathroom to wash his hands for dinner (you have no idea how dirty they were, for he had been playing
shipwrecked mariners al the morning on the leads at the back of the house, where the water-cisterniis),
found Anthealeaning her elbows on the edge of the bath, and crying steedily into it.

‘Hullo!’ he said, with brotherly concern, ‘what's up now? Dinner'll be cold before you've got enough
sat-water for abath.’

'Go away,” said Antheafiercely. ‘| hateyou! | hate everybody!
There was a stricken pause.

1" didn't know,” said Cyril tamely.

'Nobody ever does know anything,” sobbed Anthea.

'l didn't know you were waxy. | thought you'd just hurt your fingers with the tap again like you did last
week,” Cyril carefully explained.

'Oh-fingerd” sneered Antheaithrough her sniffs.

'Here, drop it, Panther,” he said uncomfortably. *Y ou haven't been having arow or anything?

'No,” she said. “Wash your horrid hands, for goodness' sake, if that's what you camefor, or go.'
Antheawas so seldom cross that when she was cross the others were always more surprised than angry.
Cyril edged dong the side of the bath and stood beside her. He put his hand on her arm.

'Dry up, do,” he said, rather tenderly for him. And, finding that though she did not at once take his advice
she did not seem to resent it, he put hisarm awkwardly across her shoulders and rubbed his head against
her ear.

‘There!l’ he said, in the tone of one administering a priceless curefor al possible sorrows. ‘ Now, what's
up?



'Promise you won't laugh?
'l don't fed laughish mysdlf,’ said Cyril, dismaly.
'Wdll, then,” said Anthes, leaning her ear againgt his head, ‘it'sMother.'

'What's the matter with Mother? asked Cyril, with apparent want of sympathy. ‘ Shewasal right in her
letter thismorning.'

'Yes, but | want her 0.’
'Y ou're not the only one,” said Cyril briefly, and the brevity of histone admitted agood dedl.

'Oh, yes,’ said Anthea, ‘| know. We dl want her al thetime. But | want her now most dreadfully, awfully
much. | never wanted anything so much. That Imogen child-the way the ancient British Queen cuddled
her up! And Imogen wasn't me, and the Queen was Mother. And then her letter thismorning! And about
The Lamb liking the salt bathing! And she bathed him in this very bath the night before she went

away-oh, oh, oh!'

Cyril thumped her on the back.

'Cheer up,” hesaid. * Y ou know my inside thinking that | was doing? Well, that was partly about Mother.
Well soon get her back. If you'll chuck it, like asensible kid, and wash your face, I'll tell you about it.
That'sright. You let me get to the tap. Can't you stop crying? Shall | put the door-key down your back?

"That'sfor noses,” said Anthes, ‘and I'm not akid any more than you are,” but she laughed alittle, and
her mouth began to get back into its proper shape. Y ou know what an odd shape your mouth getsinto
when you cry in earnest.

'Look here” said Cyril, working the sogp round and round between his handsin athick dime of grey
sogpsuds. * I've been thinking. We've only just PLAY ED with the Amulet so far. Weve got to work it
now-WORK it for dl it'sworth. And it isn't only Mother either. There's Father out there all among the
fighting. | don't howl! about it, but I THINK-Oh, bother the soap!” The grey-lined soap had squirted out
under the pressure of hisfingers, and had hit Anthea's chin with as much force as though it had been shot
from a catapullt.

"Therenow, she said regretfully, ‘now | shdl have to wash my face.'

'Y ou'd have had to do that anyway,” said Cyril with conviction. ‘Now, my ideg'sthis. Y ou know
missonaries?

'Yes,' said Anthea, who did not know asingle one.

'Well, they always take the savages beads and brandy, and stays, and hats, and braces, and really useful
things-things the savages haven't got, and never heard about. And the savages love them for their kind
generousness, and give them pearls, and shells, and ivory, and cassowaries. And that's the way-'

'Wait asec,” said Anthea, splashing. ‘I can't hear what you're saying. Shellsand-'

'Shdlls, and things like that. The great thing isto get peopleto love you by being generous. And thet's
what we've got to do. Next time we go into the Past welll regularly fit out the expedition. Y ou remember
how the Babylonian Queen froze on to that pocket-book? Well, well take things like that. And offer
them in exchange for agght of the Amulet.'



‘A sght of it isnot much good.’

'No, slly. But, don't you see, when we've seen it we shal know whereit is, and we can go and takeit in
the night when everybody isadeep.’

[t wouldn't be stedling, would it? said Antheathoughtfully, ‘becauseit will be such an awfully long time
ago when we do it. Oh, therésthat bell again.’

As soon as dinner was eaten (it was tinned salmon and |ettuce, and ajam tart), and the cloth cleared
away, the ideawas explained to the others, and the Psammead was aroused from sand, and asked what
it thought would be good merchandise with which to buy the affection of say, the Ancient Egyptians, and
whether it thought the Amulet was likely to be found in the Court of Pharaoh.

But it shook its head, and shot out its snail's eyes hopelesdly.

'I'm not allowed to play inthisgame,’ it said. * Of course | COULD find out in aminute where the thing
was, only | mayn't. But | may go so far asto own that your idea of taking things with you isn't abad one.
And | shouldn't show them dl at once. Take small things and concea them craftily about your persons.'

This advice seemed good. Soon the table was littered over with things which the children thought likely to
interest the Ancient Egyptians. Anthea brought dolls, puzzle blocks, awooden tea-service, agreen
leather case with Necessaire written on it in gold letters. Aunt Emmahad once given it to Anthea, and it
had then contained scissors, penknife, bodkin, stiletto, thimble, corkscrew, and glove-buttoner. The
scissors, knife, and thimble, and penknife were, of course, logt, but the other things were there and as
good as new. Cyril contributed lead soldiers, a cannon, a catapult, atin-opener, atie-clip, and atennis
ball, and a padlock-no key. Robert collected acandle ('l don't suppose they ever saw a self-fitting
paraffin one,’ he said), a penny Japanese pin-tray, arubber stamp with hisfather's name and address on
it, and apiece of putty.

Jane added a key-ring, the brass handle of a poker, apot that had held cold-cream, a smoked pearl
button off her winter coat, and a key-no lock.

'We can't take dl thisrubbish,” said Robert, with some scorn. ‘We must just each choose onething.'

The afternoon passed very agreeably in the attempt to choose from the table the four most suitable
objects. But the four children could not agree what was suitable, and at last Cyril said—

'Look here, let's each be blindfolded and reach out, and thefirst thing you touch you stick to.'
Thiswas done.

Cyril touched the padlock.

Anthea got the Necessaire.

Robert clutched the candle.

Jane picked up thetie-clip.

It'snot much,” shesaid. ‘| don't believe Ancient Egyptiansworeties:!

‘Never mind,” said Anthea. ‘| believeit'sluckier not to realy choose. In the storiesit's dways the thing
the wood-cutter's son picks up in the forest, and almost throws away because he thinksit's no good, that
turns out to be the magic thing in the end; or else someone'slost it, and heisrewarded with the hand of



the King's daughter in marriage.’

'l don't want any handsin marriage, thank you.” said Cyril firmly.

'Nor yet me,” said Robert. ‘It'sawaysthe end of the adventures when it comes to the marriage hands.'
'ARE we ready? said Anthea.

It ISEgypt we're going to, isn't it?-nice Egypt? said Jane. ‘| won't go anywhere | don't know about-like
that dreadful big-wavy burning-mountain city,” sheinssted.

Then the Psammead was coaxed into itsbag. ‘| say,” said Cyril suddenly, ‘I'm rather sick of kings. And
people notice you so in paaces. Besidesthe Amulet's sureto bein aTemple. Let'sjust go among the
common people, and try to work ourselves up by degrees. We might get taken on as Temple assistants.’

'Like beadles,’ said Anthes, ‘ or vergers. They must have splendid chances of stedling the Temple
treasures.’

‘Righto!” was the general rgoinder. The charm was held up. It grew big once again, and once again the
warm golden Eagtern light glowed softly beyond it.

Asthe children stepped through it loud and furious voicesrang in their ears. They went suddenly from the
quiet of Fitzroy Street dining-room into a very angry Eastern crowd, a crowd much too angry to notice
them. They edged through it to the wall of ahouse and stood there. The crowd was of men, women, and
children. They were of al sorts of complexions, and pictures of them might have been coloured by any
child with ashilling paint-box. The coloursthat child would have used for complexionswould have been
yellow ochre, red ochre, light red, sepia, and indian ink. But their faces were painted aready-black
eyebrows and lashes, and some red lips. The women wore asort of pinafore with shoulder straps, and
loose things wound round their heads and shoulders. The men wore very little clothing-for they were the
working people-and the Egyptian boys and girlswore nothing at al, unless you count thelittle ornaments
hung on chains round their necks and waists. The children saw al this before they could hear anything
diginctly.

Everyone was shouting 0.
But avoice sounded above the other voices, and presently it was speaking in asilence.

‘Comrades and fellow workers;’ it said, and it was the voice of atall, coppery-coloured man who had
climbed into a chariot that had been stopped by the crowd. Its owner had bolted, muttering something
about calling the Guards, and now the man spoke fromit.  Comrades and fellow workers, how long are
weto endure the tyranny of our masters, who live in idleness and luxury on the fruit of our toil? They only
give us abare subs stence wage, and they live on the fat of the land. We labour all our livesto keep them
inwanton luxury. Let usmake an end of it!"'

A roar of gpplause answered him.

'How areyou going to doit? cried avoice.

"You look out,” cried another, ‘or you'll get yoursdlf into trouble.’

'I've heard dmost every single word of that,” whispered Robert, ‘in Hyde Park last Sunday!'

'Let us strike for more bread and onions and beer, and alonger mid-day rest,” the speaker went on.
‘You aretired, you are hungry, you are thirsty. Y ou are poor, your wives and children are pining for



food. The barns of therich arefull to bursting with the corn we want, the corn our labour has grown. To
the granaried’

"Tothegranaries!” cried hdf the crowd; but another voice shouted clear above the tumult, * To Pharaoh!
TotheKing! Let's present a petition to the King! He will listen to the voice of the oppressed!’

For amoment the crowd swayed one way and another-first towards the granaries and then towards the
palace. Then, with arush like that of an imprisoned torrent suddenly set free, it surged along the street
towards the palace, and the children were carried with it. Antheafound it difficult to keep the Psammead
from being squeezed very uncomfortably.

The crowd swept through the streets of dull-looking houses with few windows, very high up, acrossthe
market where people were not buying but exchanging goods. In amomentary pause Robert saw a
basket of onions exchanged for ahair comb and fivefish for astring of beads. The peoplein the market
seemed better off than thosein the crowd; they had finer clothes, and more of them. They were the kind
of people who, nowadays, would have lived at Brixton or Brockley.

'What's the trouble now? alanguid, large-eyed lady in acrimped, haf-transparent linen dress, with her
black hair very much braided and puffed out, asked of a date-seller.

'Oh, the working-men-discontented as usua,’” the man answered. ‘ Listen to them. Anyone would think it
mattered whether they had alittle more or lessto est. Dregs of society!” said the date-seller.

'Scum!’ said the lady.
'‘And I've heard THAT before, too,” said Robert.

At that moment the voice of the crowd changed, from anger to doubt, from doubt to fear. There were
other voices shouting; they shouted defiance and menace, and they came nearer very quickly. Therewas
the rattle of wheels and the pounding of hoofs. A voice shouted, * Guards!'

"The Guards! The Guards!” shouted another voice, and the crowd of workmen took up the cry. ‘The
Guards! Pharaoh's Guards!’” And swaying alittle once more, the crowd hung for amoment asit were
balanced. Then as the trampling hoofs came nearer the workmen fled dispersed, up aleys and into the
courts of houses, and the Guards in their embossed |eather chariots swept down the street at the gallop,
their wheels clattering over the stones, and their dark-coloured, blue tunics blown open and back with
thewind of thair going.

'So THAT riot'sover,” said the crimped-linen-dressed lady; ‘that'sablessing! And did you notice the
Captain of the Guard? What a very handsome man he was, to be sure!’

Thefour children had taken advantage of the moment's pause before the crowd turned to fly, to edge
themsalves and drag each other into an arched doorway.

Now they each drew along bresth and |ooked at the others.
'Werewdl out of THAT,” said Cyril.

'Yes,’ said Anthea, ‘but | do wish the poor men hadn't been driven back before they could get to the
King. He might have done something for them.’

‘Not if hewasthe onein the Bible hewouldn't, said Jane. ‘He had ahard heart.” * Ah, that wasthe
Mosesone,” Antheaexplained. ‘ The Joseph one was quite different. | should like to see Pharaoh's
house. | wonder whether it'slike the Egyptian Court in the Crystal Palace.’



'l thought we decided to try to get taken oninaTemple,’ said Cyril ininjured tones.

'Y es, but we've got to know someonefirst. Couldn't we make friends with a Temple doorkeeper-we
might give him the padlock or something. | wonder which are temples and which are palaces,’ Robert
added, glancing across the market-place to where an enormous gateway with huge side buildings
towered towards the sky. To right and |eft of it were other buildings only alittle less magnificent.

'Did you wish to seek out the Temple of Amen Ra? asked a soft voice behind them, ‘ or the Temple of
Mut, or the Temple of Khonsu?

They turned to find beside them ayoung man. He was shaved clean from head to foot, and on hisfeet
were light papyrus sandals. He was clothed in alinen tunic of white, embroidered heavily in colours. He
was gay with anklets, bracelets, and armlets of gold, richly inlaid. He wore aring on hisfinger, and he
had a short jacket of gold embroidery something like the Zouave soldiers wear, and on his neck was a
gold collar with many amulets hanging from it. But among the amulets the children could see nonelike
theirs

'[t doesn't matter which Temple,” said Cyril frankly.

"Tel meyour misson,” said theyoung man. ‘1 am adivinefather of the Temple of Amen Raand perhaps
| can help you.'

'Well,” said Cyril, ‘we've come from the great Empire on which the sun never sets'!’
'l thought somehow that you'd come from some odd, out-of-the-way spot,’” said the priest with courtesy.

'And we've seen agood many paaces. We thought we should like to see a Temple, for achange,’ said
Robert.

The Psammead gtirred uneasily in its embroidered bag.
'Have you brought giftsto the Temple? asked the priest cautioudly.

'We HAVE got some gifts’ said Cyril with equa caution. ‘Y ou seetherésmagic mixed up init. Sowe
cant tell you everything. But we don't want to give our giftsfor nothing."

'‘Beware how you insult the god,” said the priest sternly. ‘| also can do magic. | can make awaxen image
of you, and | can say wordswhich, asthe wax image melts before the fire, will make you dwindle avay
and at last perish miserably.’

'Pooh!” said Cyril soutly, ‘that's nothing. “I” can make FIRE itsdlf!’

'l should jolly well liketo seeyou doit,” said the priest unbelievingly.

'Wdll, you shdl,” said Cyril, ‘nothing easier. Just stland close round me!’

'Do you need no preparation-no fasting, no incantations? The priest's tone was incredul ous.

‘The incantation's quite short,’” said Cyril, taking the hint; ‘and asfor fagting, it'snot needed in MY sort of
magic. Union Jack, Printing Press, Gunpowder, Rule Britannial Come, Fire, at the end of thislittle stick!"

He had pulled amatch from his pocket, and as he ended the incantation which contained no words that it
seemed likely the Egyptian had ever heard he stooped in the little crowd of hisrelations and the priest
and struck the match on hisboot. He stood up, shielding the flame with one hand.



'See? he said, with modest pride. ‘Here, takeit into your hand.’
'No, thank you,” said the priest, swiftly backing. ‘ Can you do that again?
IY%I

"Then come with me to the great double house of Pharaoh. He loves good magic, and he will raise you to
honour and glory. Theré's no need of secrets between initiates,” he went on confidentidly. ‘ Thefactis, |
am out of favour at present owing to alittle matter of failure of prophecy. | told him abeautiful princess
would be sent to him from Syria, and, [o! awoman thirty years old arrived. But she WAS a beautiful
woman not o long ago. Timeisonly amode of thought, you know.'

The children thrilled to the familiar words.
'So you know that too, do you? said Cyril.

‘It ispart of the mystery of all magic, isit not? said the priest. ‘Now if | bring you to Pharaoh thelittle
unpleasantness | spoke of will be forgotten. And | will ask Pharaoh, the Great House, Son of the Sun,
and Lord of the South and North, to decree that you shal lodge in the Temple. Then you can havea
good look round, and teach me your magic. And | will teach you mine.’

Thisidea seemed good-at least it was better than any other which at that moment occurred to anybody,
S0 they followed the priest through the city.

The streets were very narrow and dirty. The best houses, the priest explained, were built withinwalls
twenty to twenty-five feet high, and such windows as showed in the walls were very high up. The tops of
palm-trees showed above the walls. The poor people's houses were little square huts with a door and
two windows, and smoke coming out of aholein the back.

"The poor Egyptians haven't improved so very much in their building sincethefirgt timewe cameto
Egypt,” whispered Cyril to Anthea.

The huts were roofed with palm branches, and everywhere there were chickens, and goats, and little
naked children kicking about in the yellow dust. On one roof was agoat, who had climbed up and was
eating the dry palm-leaves with snorts and head-tossings of delight. Over every house door was some
sort of figure or shape.

'‘Amulets,’ the priest explained, ‘to keep off the evil eye!
'l don't think much of your “nice Egypt”,” Robert whispered to Jane; ‘it's smply not a patch on Babylon.'
'Ah, youwait till you seethe palace,’ Jane whispered back.

The paace was indeed much more magnificent than anything they had yet seen that day, though it would
have made but a poor show beside that of the Babylonian King. They cameto it through agreat square
pillared doorway of sandstone that stood in ahigh brick wall. The shut doors were of massive cedar,
with bronze hinges, and were studded with bronze nails. At the sde was alittle door and awicket gate,
and through this the priest led the children. He seemed to know aword that made the sentries make way
for him.

Inside was a garden, planted with hundreds of different kinds of trees and flowering shrubs, alake full of
fish, with bluelotus flowers a the margin, and ducks swimming about cheerfully, and looking, as Jane
sad, quite modern.



"The guard-chamber, the store-houses, the queen'shouse,” said the priest, pointing them out.

They passed through open courtyards, paved with flat stones, and the priest whispered to aguard at a
gredt inner gate.

'We arefortunate,” he said to the children, ‘ Pharaoh is even now in the Court of Honour. Now, don't
forget to be overcome with respect and admiration. It won't do any harm if you fdl flat on your faces.
And whatever you do, don't speak until you're spoken to.'

"There used to be that rulein our country,” said Robert, ‘when my father was alittle boy.'

At the outer end of the great hall acrowd of people were arguing with and even shoving the Guards, who
seemed to make it arule not to let anyone through unless they were bribed to do it. The children heard
severa promises of the utmost richness, and wondered whether they would ever be kept.

All round the hal were pillars of painted wood. The roof was of cedar, gorgeoudy inlaid. About haf-way
up the hal was awide, shallow step that went right across the hall; then allittle farther on another; and
then a steep flight of narrower steps, leading right up to the throne on which Pharaoh sat. He sat there
very splendid, his red and white double crown on his head, and his sceptre in his hand. The throne had a
canopy of wood and wooden pillars painted in bright colours. On alow, broad bench that ran al round
the hall sat the friends, relatives, and courtiers of the King, leaning on richly-covered cushions.

The priest led the children up the stepstill they dl stood before the throne; and then, suddenly, hefel on
his face with hands outstretched. The others did the same, Antheafalling very carefully because of the
Psammead.

'‘Raisethem,” said the voice of Pharaoh, ‘that they may speak to me.’
The officers of the King's household raised them.

'Who are these strangers? Pharaoh asked, and added very crosdy, ‘ And what do you mean,
Rekh-mara, by daring to come into my presence while your innocence is not established?

'Oh, great King,” said the young priest, ‘you are the very image of Ra, and the likeness of his son Horus
in every respect. Y ou know the thoughts of the hearts of the gods and of men, and you have divined that
these strangers are the children of the children of the vile and conquered Kings of the Empire where the
sun never sets. They know amagic not known to the Egyptians. And they comewith giftsin their hands
astribute to Pharaoh, in whose heart is the wisdom of the gods, and on hislipsther truth.’

‘That isall very well,” said Pharaoh, ‘ but where are the gifts?

The children, bowing aswdll asthey could in their embarrassment at finding themselves the centre of
interest in acircle more grand, more golden and more highly coloured than they could have imagined
possible, pulled out the padlock, the Necessaire, and thetie-clip. ‘But it's not tribute al the same,” Cyril
muttered. * England doesn't pay tribute!’

Pharaoh examined dl the thingswith great interest when the chief of the household had taken them up to
him. ‘ Deliver them to the Keeper of the Treasury,” he said to one near him. And to the children he said—

‘A smdl tribute, truly, but strange, and not without worth. And the magic, O Rekh-mara?
"These unworthy sons of aconquered nation ..." began Rekh-mara.

‘Nothing of thekind!” Cyril whispered angrily.



"...of avile and conquered nation, can make fire to spring from dry wood-in the sight of al.’
'l should jolly well liketo seethem doit,’ said Pharaoh, just asthe priest had done.

So Cyril, without more ado, did it.

'Do moremagic,’ said the King, with smple appreciation.

'He cannot do any more magic,” said Anthea suddenly, and al eyeswere turned on her, ‘ because of the
voice of the free people who are shouting for bread and onions and beer and along mid-day rest. If the
people had what they wanted, he could do more.'

‘A rude-spoken girl,” said Pharaoh. ‘ But give the dogs what they want,’” he said, without turning his head.
‘Let them havethelr rest and their extrarations. There are plenty of davesto work.'

A richly-dressed officid hurried out.

"You will betheidal of the people,” Rekh-marawhispered joyoudy; ‘ the Temple of Amen will not
contain their offerings!

Cyril struck another match, and dl the court was overwhel med with delight and wonder. And when Cyril
took the candle from his pocket and lighted it with the match, and then held the burning candle up before
the King the enthusiasm knew no bounds.

'Oh, greatest of al, before whom sun and moon and stars bow down,” said Rekh-marainsinuatingly, ‘am
| pardoned? Is my innocence made plain?

'‘Asplain asit ever will be, | daresay,” said Pharaoh shortly. * Get along with you. Y ou are pardoned. Go
inpeace.” The priest went with lightning swiftness.

'‘And what, said the King suddenly, ‘isit that movesin that sack?
Show me, oh strangers!’
There was nothing for it but to show the Psammead.

'Saizeit,” said Pharaoh carelesdy. * A very curious monkey. It will beanicelittle novelty for my wild
beast collection.’

And ingtantly, the entreeties of the children availing aslittle as the bites of the Psammead, though both
bites and entreaties were fervent, it was carried away from before their eyes.

'Oh, DO be careful!’ cried Anthea. ‘At least keep it dry! Keepiit in its sacred house!'
She held up the embroidered bag.
'It'samagic creature,” cried Robert; ‘it'ssmply priceless!'

"You've no right to takeit away, cried Jane incautioudy. ‘ It's a shame, a barefaced robbery, that's what
itig'

There was an awful silence. Then Pharaoh spoke.

"Take the sacred house of the beast from them,” he said, ‘and imprison al. Tonight after supper it may be
our pleasure to see more magic. Guard them well, and do not torture them-yet!"



'Oh, dear!” sobbed Jane, asthey wereled away. ‘| knew exactly what it would be! Oh, | wish you
hadn't!'

'Shut up, slly,” said Cyril. *Y ou know you WOULD cometo Egypt. It was your own idea entirely. Shut
up. It1l bedl right.

'l thought we should play ball with queens,” sobbed Jane, *and have no end of larksl And now
everything's going to be perfectly horrid!’

The room they were shut up in WAS aroom, and not a dungeon, asthe elder ones had feared. That, as
Antheasaid, was one comfort. There were paintings on the wall that at any other time would have been
most interesting. And asort of low couch, and chairs. When they were aone Jane breathed a sigh of
relief. ‘Now we can get homeadl right,” she said.

'And leave the Psammead? said Antheareproachfully.

'Wait asec. I'vegot anidea,” said Cyril. He pondered for afew moments. Then he began hammering on
the heavy cedar door. It opened, and aguard put in his head.

'Stop that row,” he said sternly, ‘or-'

'Look here,” Cyril interrupted, ‘it's very dull for you isn't it4ust doing nothing but guard us. Wouldn't you
like to see some magic? We're not too proud to do it for you. Wouldn't you like to seeit?

'l dontmindif | do,” said the guard.
'Well then, you get us that monkey of oursthat was taken away, and well show you.'

'How do | know you're not making game of me? asked the soldier. * Shouldn't wonder if you only
wanted to get the creature so asto set it on me. | daresay its teeth and claws are poisonous.” ‘Well, look
here,” said Robert. 'Y ou see we've got nothing with us? Y ou just shut the door, and openit againin five
minutes, and well have got amagic-oh, | don't know-a magic flower in apot for you.'

'If you can do that you can do anything,” said the soldier, and he went out and barred the door.

Then, of course, they held up the Amulet. They found the East by holding it up, and turning dowly till the
Amulet began to grow big, waked home through it, and came back with ageraniuminfull scarlet flower
from the Staircase window of the Fitzroy Street house.

'Wel!" said the soldier when hecamein. ‘I redly am-!"

'We can do much more wonderful things than that-oh, ever so much,” said Anthea persuasively, ‘if we
only have our monkey. And here's twopence for yourself.'

The soldier |looked at the twopence.
'What'sthis? hesaid.

Robert explained how much smpler it wasto pay money for things than to exchange them as the people
were doing in the market. Later on the soldier gave the coinsto his captain, who, later ill, showed them
to Pharaoh, who of course kept them and was much struck with the idea. That wasredlly how coinsfirst
cameto be used in Egypt. You will not believethis, | daresay, but redly, if you believe the rest of the
gtory, | don't see why you shouldn't believe thisas well.

'l say,” said Anthea, struck by a sudden thought, ‘1 supposeit'll be al right about those workmen? The



King won't go back on what he said about them just because he's angry with us?

'Oh, no,” said the soldier, ‘you see, he'srather afraid of magic. Hell keep to hisword right enough.’
‘Then THAT'Sdl right,” said Robert; and Anthea said softly and coaxingly—

'Ah, DO get usthe monkey, and then you'll see some lovely magic. Do-theresanice, kind soldier.’

'l don't know where they've put your precious monkey, but if | can get another chap to take on my duty
hereI'll ssewhat | can do,” he said grudgingly, and went out.

'Do you mean,” said Robert, ‘that we're going off without even TRY ING for the other half of the
Amule?

'l redly think we'd better,” said Antheatremuloudy. ‘ Of course the other haf of the Amulet's here
somewhere or our half wouldn't have brought us here. | do wish we could find it. It isa pity we don't
know any REAL magic. Then we could find out. | do wonder whereit is-exactly.’

If they had only known it, something very like the other haf of the Amulet was very near them. It hung
round the neck of someone, and that someone was watching them through a chink, high up in thewall,
specidly devised for watching people who were imprisoned. But they did not know.

There was nearly an hour of anxiouswaiting. They tried to take an interest in the picture on thewall, a
picture of harpers playing very odd harps and women dancing at afeast. They examined the painted
plaster floor, and the chairs were of white painted wood with coloured stripes at intervals.

But the time went dowly, and everyone had timeto think of how Pharaoh had said, ‘ Don't torture
them-YET.'

'If theworst comesto theworst,” said Cyril, ‘we must just bunk, and leave the Psammead. | believe it
can take care of itsaf well enough. They won't kill it or hurt it when they find it can spesk and give
wishes. They'll build it atemple, | shouldn't wonder.'

'l couldn't bear to go without it said Anthea, ‘and Pharaoh said “ After supper”, that won't be just yet.
And the soldier WAS curious. I'm surewere dl right for the present.’

All the same, the sounds of the door being unbarred seemed one of the prettiest sounds possible.
'Suppose he hasn't got the Psammead? whispered Jane.

But that doubt was set at rest by the Psammead itself; for dmost before the door was open it sprang
through the chink of it into Anthea's arms, shivering and hunching up itsfur.

'Heré'sitsfancy overcoat,” said the soldier, holding out the bag, into which the Psammead immediately
crept.

‘Now," said Cyril, ‘what would you like usto do? Anything you'd like usto get for you?

'Any littletrick you like, said the soldier. * If you can get astrange flower blooming in an earthenware
vase you can get anything, | suppose,’ hesaid. ‘I just wish I'd got two men's loads of jewelsfrom the
King'streasury. That'swhat |'ve dwayswished for.’

At theword ‘“WISH’ the children knew that the Psammead would attend to THAT bit of magic. It did,
and the floor was littered with a spreading heap of gold and precious stones.



'Any other littletrick? asked Cyril Ioftily. * Shall we becomeinvisble?Vanish?
'Yes, if youlike, said the soldier; ‘but not through the door, you dont.’
He closad it carefully and set his broad Egyptian back againgt it.

‘No! no!” cried avoice high up among the tops of the tall wooden pillars that stood againgt the wall.
There was a sound of someone moving above.

The soldier was as much surprised as anybody.
That'smagic, if you like, hesaid.

And then Jane held up the Amulet, uttering the word of Power. At the sound of it and at the Sight of the
Amulet growing into the great arch the soldier fell flat on hisface among the jewelswith acry of awe and
terror.

The children went through the arch with a quickness born of long practice. But Jane stayed in the middle
of the arch and looked back.

The others, slanding on the dining-room carpet in Fitzroy Street, turned and saw her il inthe arch.
‘Someone's holding her,” cried Cyril. *We must go back.'

But they pulled a Jane's hands just to see if shewould come, and, of course, she did come.
Then, asusud, the arch waslittle again and there they all were.

'Oh, | do wish you hadn't!” Jane said crosdy. “ It WAS so interesting. The priest had comein and he was
kicking the soldier, and tdling him held done it now, and they must teke the jewels and flee for their lives!

'And did they?
'l don't know. Y ou interfered,” said Jane ungratefully. ‘1 SHOULD have liked to seethelast of it.’

Asamatter of fact, none of them had seen thelast of it-if by ‘it" Jane meant the adventure of the Priest
and the Soldier.

CHAPTER 12: THE SORRY-PRESENT AND THE EXPELLED LITTLE BOY
'Look here, said Cyril, Stting on the dining-table and swinging hislegs; ‘| redly have got it.'

'‘Got what? was the not unnatural rejoinder of the others.

Cyril was making aboat with a penknife and a piece of wood, and the girls were making warm frocks for
their dolls, for the weather was growing chilly.

'Why, don't you see? It'sredlly not any good our going into the Past looking for that Amulet. The Past's
asfull of different times as-asthe seais of sand. Were smply bound to hit upon the wrong time. We
might spend our liveslooking for the Amulet and never seeasight of it. Why, it'sthe end of September
dready. It'slike looking for aneediein-'

‘A bottle of hay-1 know,” interrupted Robert; ‘ but if we don't go on doing that, what ARE weto do?
That'sjust it,; said Cyril in mysterious accents. ‘Oh, BOTHER!'

Old Nurse had comein with the tray of knives, forks, and glasses, and was getting the tablecloth and



table-napkins out of the chiffonier drawer.
'It'sdways med-timesjust when you come to anything interesting.'

'‘And anice interesting handful Y OU'D be, Master Cyril,” said old Nursg, ‘if | wasn't to bring your meals
up to time. Don't you begin grumbling now, fear you get something to grumble AT

'l wasn't grumbling,” said Cyril quite untruly; ‘but it does always happen like that.

'Y ou deserve to HAV E something happen,” said old Nurse. * Save, dave, dave for you day and night,
and never aword of thanks...'

'Why, you do everything beautifully,” said Anthea.
It'sthefirst time any of you'stroubled to say so, anyhow,” said Nurse shortly.

'What'sthe use of SAYING? inquired Robert. ‘“We EAT our medsfast enough, and dmost always two
helps. THAT ought to show you!

'Ah!” said old Nurse, going round the table and putting the knives and forksin their places; ‘ you're aman
al over, Master Robert. Therewas my poor Green, al the years he lived with me | never could get more
out of him than “It'sal right!” when | asked him if héd fancied hisdinner. And yet, when helay a-dying,
hislast wordsto me was, “Maria, you was aways agood cook!"” She ended with atrembling voice.

'And soyou are,’ cried Anthea, and she and Jane ingtantly hugged her.
When she had gone out of the room Anthea said—

'l know exactly how shefedls. Now, look here! Let's do a penance to show we're sorry we didn't think
about telling her before what nice cooking she does, and what adear sheis!’

'Penances are silly,” said Robert.

‘Not if the penance is something to please someone ese. | didn't mean old peas and hair shirtsand
deeping on the stones. | mean we'll make her a sorry-present,” explained Anthea. ‘Look here! | vote
Cyril doesn't tdll us hisideauntil we've done something for old Nurse. It'sworse for usthan him,” she
added hastily, ‘ because he knowswheat it is and we don't. Do you all agree?

The otherswould have been ashamed not to agree, so they did. It was not till quite near the end of
dinner-mutton fritters and blackberry and apple pie-that out of the earnest talk of the four came an idea
that pleased everybody and would, they hoped, please Nurse.

Cyril and Robert went out with the taste of apple still in their mouths and the purple of blackberries on
their lips-and, in the case of Robert, on the wristband as well-and bought a big sheet of cardboard at the
gtationers. Then at the plumber's shop, that has tubes and pipes and taps and gas-fittings in the window,
they bought a pane of glassthe same size asthe cardboard. The man cut it with avery interesting tool
that had abit of diamond &t the end, and he gave them, out of his own free generousness, alarge piece of
putty and asmall piece of glue.

While they were out the girls had floated four photographs of the four children off their cardsin hot
water. These were now stuck in arow aong the top of the cardboard. Cyril put the glueto meltina
jampot, and put the jampot in a saucepan and saucepan on the fire, while Robert painted awreath of
poppies round the photographs. He painted rather well and very quickly, and poppies are easy to do if
you've once been shown how. Then Anthea drew some printed |etters and Jane coloured them. The



wordswere:
'With dl our lovesto shew
Welikethethigsto eat.'

And when the painting was dry they al signed their names at the bottom and put the glass on, and glued
brown paper round the edge and over the back, and put two loops of tape to hang it up by.

Of course everyone saw when too late that there were not enough lettersin *things, so themissng ‘n’
was put in. It wasimpossible, of course, to do the whole thing over again for just one letter.

‘There!l” said Anthea, placing it carefully, face up, under the sofa. ‘It'll be hours before the glue's dry.
Now, Squirrdl, fire ahead!'

'Wdll, then,” said Cyril in agreat hurry, rubbing a his gluey handswith his pocket handkerchief. *What |
mean to say isthis!’

There wasalong pause.

'Well, said Robert at last, “WHAT isit that you mean to say?
It'slikethis’ said Cyril, and again stopped short.

'Like WHAT? asked Jane.

'How can | tell you if you will al keep oninterrupting? said Cyril sharply.
So no one said any more, and with wrinkled frowns he arranged hisidess.

'Look here; hesaid, ‘what | really mean is-we can remember now what we did when we went to look
for the Amulet. And if we'd found it we should remember that too.'

'Rather!” said Robert. * Only, you see we havent.
‘But in the future we shdl have.’
'Shdl we, though? said Jane.

'Y es-unless we've been made fools of by the Psammead. So then, where we want to go to iswhere we
shall remember about wherewe did find it.'

'l see,” said Robert, but he didn't.

1" don't, said Anthea, who did, very nearly. * Say it again, Squirrel, and very dowly.’
'If, said Cyril, very dowly indeed, ‘we go into the future-after we've found the Amulet-'
‘But weve got to find it first, said Jane.

'Hush!” said Anthea.

‘Therewill beafuture,’ said Cyril, driven to greater clearness by the blank faces of the other three, ‘there
will beatime AFTER wevefoundit. Let'sgo into THAT time-and then we shdl remember HOW we
found it. And then we can go back and do thefinding redlly.’



'l see,” said Robert, and thistime he did, and | hope Y OU do.

'Yes,' said Anthea. ‘ Oh, Squirrel, how clever of you!'

‘But will the Amulet work both ways? inquired Robert.

‘It ought to,” said Cyril, ‘if times only athingummy of whatstsname. Anyway we might try.'

‘Let's put on our best things, then,” urged Jane. Y ou know what people say about progress and the
world growing better and brighter. | expect people will be awfully smart in thefuture.’

‘All right,” said Anthes, ‘we should have to wash anyway, I'm al thick with glue!’
When everyone was clean and dressed, the charm was held up.

'We want to go into the future and see the Amul et after we've found it,” said Cyril, and Jane said the
word of Power. They walked through the big arch of the charm straight into the British Museum.

They knew it a once, and there, right in front of them, under aglass case, was the Amulet-their own half
of it, aswell asthe other haf they had never been able to find-and the two were joined by a pin of red
stonethat formed ahinge.

'Oh, glorious!” cried Robert. ‘Hereit igl'
'Yes, said Cyril, very gloomily, ‘hereit is. But we can't get it out.’

'No,” said Robert, remembering how impossible the Queen of Babylon had found it to get anything out of
the glass casesin the Museum-except by Psammead magic, and then she hadn't been able to take
anything away with her; ‘no-but we remember where we got it, and we can-'

'Oh, DO we? interrupted Cyril bitterly, ‘do Y OU remember where we got it?
'No,” said Robert, ‘I don't exactly, now | cometo think of it.’

Nor did any of the others!

‘But WHY can't we? said Jane.

'Oh, “1” don't know,” Cyril'stone was impatient, ‘ some silly old enchanted rule | suppose. | wish people
would teach you magic at school like they do sums-or ingtead of . It would be some use having an Amulet
then.’

'l wonder how far we arein the future,’ said Anthea; the Museum looksjust the same, only lighter and
brighter, somehow.'

'Let's go back and try the Past again,” said Robert.

'Perhaps the Museum people could tell us how we got it, said Antheawith sudden hope. There wasno
onein theroom, but in the next gallery, where the Assyrian things are and till were, they found akind,
stout man in aloose, blue gown, and stockinged legs.

'Oh, they've got anew uniform, how pretty!” said Jane.

When they asked him their question he showed them alabel on the case. It said, ‘ From the collection
of-” A name followed, and it was the name of the learned gentleman who, among themselves, and to his



face when he had been with them at the other side of the Amulet, they had called Immy.
"THAT'S not much good,” said Cyril, *thank you.'

'How isit you're not at school? asked the kind man in blue. * Not expelled for long | hope?
'Werenot expdled a al,’ said Cyril rather warmly.

'Well, | shouldn't doiit again, if | wereyou,” said the man, and they could see he did not bdieve them.
Thereisno company <o little pleasing asthat of people who do not believe you.

"Thank you for showing usthelabel,” said Cyril. And they came away.

Asthey came through the doors of the Museum they blinked at the sudden glory of sunlight and blue sky.
The houses opposite the Museum were gone. Instead there was a big garden, with trees and flowers and
smooth green lawns, and not asingle notice to tell you not to walk on the grass and not to destroy the
trees and shrubs and not to pick the flowers. There were comfortable seats al about, and arbours
covered with roses, and long, trellised walks, aso rose-covered. Whispering, splashing fountainsfell into
full white marble basins, white statues gleamed among the leaves, and the pigeons that swept about
among the branches or pecked on the smooth, soft gravel were not black and tumbled like the Museum
pigeons are now, but bright and clean and deek asbirds of new silver. A good many people were sitting
on the seats, and on the grass babies were rolling and kicking and playing-with very little on indeed. Men,
aswell aswomen, seemed to be in charge of the babies and were playing with them.

It'slikealovely picture, said Anthea, and it was. For the peopl€e's clothes were of bright, soft colours
and dl beautifully and very smply made. No one seemed to have any hats or bonnets, but there were a
great many Japanese-looking sunshades. And among the trees were hung lamps of coloured glass.

'I expect they light thosein the evening,” said Jane. ‘1 do wish welived in the future!”

They waked down the path, and as they went the people on the benches looked at the four children very
curioudy, but not rudely or unkindly. The children, in their turn, looked-1 hope they did not stare-at the
faces of these people in the beautiful soft clothes. Those faces were worth looking at. Not that they were
al handsome, though even in the matter of handsomeness they had the advantage of any set of peoplethe
children had ever seen. But it was the expression of their faces that made them worth looking at. The
children could not tell at first what it was.

'l know,” said Anthea suddenly. ‘ They're not worried; that'swhat it is!'

And it was. Everybody |ooked calm, no one seemed to bein ahurry, no one seemed to be anxious, or
fretted, and though some did seem to be sad, not a single one looked worried.

But though the people looked kind everyone looked so interested in the children that they beganto fed a
little shy and turned out of the big main path into anarrow little one that wound among trees and shrubs

and maossy, dripping springs.

It was here, in adeep, shadowed cleft between tal cypresses, that they found the expelled little boy. He
was lying face downward on the mossy turf, and the peculiar shaking of his shoulders was athing they
had seen, more than once, in each other. So Anthea kneeled down by him and said—

'What's the matter?

'I'm expelled from school,” said the boy between his sobs.



Thiswas serious. People are not expdled for light offences.
'Do you mind tdling uswhat you'd done?

'I-I tore up a sheet of paper and threw it about in the playground,” said the child, in the tone of one
confessing an unutterable baseness. * Y ou won't talk to me any more now you know that,” he added
without looking up.

'Wasthat al? asked Anthea

‘It'sabout enough,’” said the child; ‘and I'm expelled for the whole day!"

'I don't quite understand,” said Anthea, gently. The boy lifted hisface, rolled over, and sat up .
"Why, whoever on earth areyou? he said.

'We're strangers from afar country,” said Anthea. ‘In our country it's not acrimeto leave abit of paper
about.’

'Itishere said the child. ‘If grown-ups do it they're fined. When we do it we're expelled for the whole
day.’

'Well, but,” said Robert, ‘that just meansaday’ sholiday.'

"You MUST come from along way off,” said thelittle boy. ‘A holiday's when you al have play and treats
and jolliness, al of you together. On your expelled days no onell spesk to you. Everyone seesyou're an
Expelleder or you'd bein schoal.’

‘Suppose you wereill?

'Nobody is-hardly. If they are, of course they wear the badge, and everyoneiskind to you. | know a
boy that stole his sster'sillness badge and wore it when he was expelled for aday. HE got expelled for a
week for that. It must be awful not to go to school for aweek.'

'Do you LIKE school, then? asked Robert increduloudly.

'Of course | do. It'stheloveliest placethereis. | choserailwaysfor my specia subject thisyesr, there are
such splendid models and things, and now | shall be dl behind because of that torn-up paper.’

"Y ou choose your own subject? asked Cyril.
'Y es, of course. Where DID you come from? Don't you know ANY THING?
'No,” said Jane definitely; ‘ so you'd better tell us''

'Well, on Midsummer Day school breaks up and everything's decorated with flowers, and you choose
your special subject for next year. Of course you haveto stick to it for ayear at least. Then there are dl
your other subjects, of course, reading, and painting, and the rules of Citizenship.’

'‘Good gracious!” said Anthea.

'Look here,’ said the child, jJumping up, ‘it's nearly four. The expelledness only lagtstill then. Come home
with me. Mother will tell you al about everything.

'Will your mother like you taking home strange children? asked Anthea. ‘| don't understand,” said the



child, settling hisleather belt over his honey-coloured smock and stepping out with hard little bare feet.
‘Comeon.’

So they went.

The streets were wide and hard and very clean. There were no horses, but a sort of motor carriage that
made no noise. The Thames flowed between green banks, and there were trees at the edge, and people
sat under them, fishing, for the stream was clear as crystd. Everywhere there were green trees and there
was no smoke. The houses were set in what seemed like one green garden.

Thelittle boy brought them to a house, and at the window was a good, bright mother-face. The little boy
rushed in, and through the window they could see him hugging his mother, then his eager lips moving and
hisquick hands pointing.

A lady in soft green clothes came out, spoke kindly to them, and took them into the oddest house they
had ever seen. It was very bare, there were no ornaments, and yet every single thing was beautiful, from
the dresser with itsrows of bright china, to the thick squares of Eastern-looking carpet on thefloors. |
can't describe that house; | haven't thetime. And | haven't heart either, when | think how different it was
from our houses. The lady took them all over it. The oddest thing of al wasthe big room inthe middie. It
had padded walls and a soft, thick carpet, and al the chairs and tables were padded. Therewasn't a
singlethinginit that anyone could hurt itsdlf with.

'What ever'sthisfor?-lunatics? asked Cyril.
The lady looked very shocked.

'No! It'sfor the children, of course,’ shesaid. ‘Don't tell methat in your country there are no children's
rooms.'

‘There are nurseries, said Antheadoubtfully, ‘ but the furnitures all cornery and hard, like other rooms.”

'How shocking!” said the lady;'you must be VERY much behind the timesin your country! Why, the
children are more than half of the people; it's not much to have one room where they can have agood
time and not hurt themselves!’

‘But theré'sno fireplace,’ said Anthea.

"Hot-air pipes, of course’ said thelady. ‘Why, how could you have afirein anursery? A child might get
burned.’

'In our country,” said Robert suddenly, * more than 3,000 children are burned to death every year. Father
told me,’ he added, asif gpologizing for this piece of information, ‘ once when I'd been playing with fire!'

The lady turned quite pae.

'What afrightful place you must livein!” shesaid. ‘“What'sdl the furniture padded for? Anthea asked,
hadtily turning the subject.

'Why, you couldn't have little tots of two or three running about in rooms where the things were hard and
sharp! They might hurt themselves!’

Robert fingered the scar on his forehead where he had hit it againgt the nursery fender when he waslittle.

‘But does everyone have rooms like this, poor people and dl? asked Anthea.



‘Therésaroom like thiswherever therésachild, of course,” said the lady. ‘How refreshingly ignorant
you are!-no, | don't mean ignorant, my dear. Of course, you're awfully well up in ancient History. But |
seeyou haven't done your Duties of Citizenship Course yet.'

'But beggars, and people likethat? persisted Anthea‘ and tramps and people who haven't any homes?

'People who haven't any homes? repeated thelady. ‘| redlly DON'T understand what you're talking
about.'

It'sdl different in our country,” said Cyril carefully; and | have read it used to be different in London.
Usedn't people to have no homes and beg because they were hungry? And wasn't London very black
and dirty once upon atime? And the Thames al muddy and filthy? And narrow streets, and-'

'Y ou must have been reading very old-fashioned books,” said thelady. ‘Why, dl that wasin the dark
ages! My husband can tell you more about it than | can. Hetook Ancient History as one of his specid
subjects.

I haven't seen any working people,’ said Anthea.
'Why, werredl working people,” said the lady; ‘ at least my husband's a carpenter.’
'‘Good gracious!” said Antheg; ‘ but you're alady!

'Ah,’ said thelady, ‘that quaint old word! Wdll, my husband WILL enjoy atak with you. In the dark
ages everyone was alowed to have a smoky chimney, and those nasty horses al over the streets, and dl
sorts of rubbish thrown into the Thames. And, of course, the sufferings of the people will hardly bear
thinking of. It's very learned of you to know it al. Did you make Ancient History your specia subject?

'Not exactly,” said Cyril, rather uneasily. ‘What isthe Duties of Citizenship Course about?

'Don't you REALLY know? Aren't you pretending-just for fun? Redlly not? Well, that course teaches
you how to be agood citizen, what you must do and what you mayn't do, so asto do your full share of
the work of making your town abeautiful and happy placefor peopleto livein. Therésaquite smple
little thing they teach thetiny children. How doesit go ...?

'l must not steal and | must learn,
Nothing isminethat | do not earn.

| must try inwork and play

To make things beautiful every day.
| must be kind to everyone,

And never let crue things be done.

| must be brave, and | must try
When | am hurt never to cry,

And dwayslaugh asmuch as| can,

And be glad that I'm going to be aman



Towork for my living and help the rest
And never do lessthan my very best.'
‘That'svery easy,” said Jane. *"'I” could remember that."

"That's only the very beginning, of course’ said thelady; ‘there are hegps more rhymes. Theresthe one
beginning—

I must not litter the beautiful street

With bits of paper or thingsto est;

| must not pick the public flowers,

They are not MINE, but they are OURS!'

'And “thingsto eat” reminds me-are you hungry? Wells, run and get atray of nicethings!'

'Why do you cal him “Wells'? asked Robert, as the boy ran off.

'It's after the great reformer-surely you've heard of HIM? Helived in the dark ages, and he saw that what
you ought to do isto find out what you want and then try to get it. Up to then people had alwaystried to
tinker up what they'd got. Weve got agreat many of the things he thought of. Then “Wells’ means
springs of clear water. It'sanice name, don't you think?

Here Wdlls returned with strawberries and cakes and lemonade on atray, and everybody ate and
enjoyed.

'‘Now, Wells,” said thelady, ‘ run off or you'll be late and not meet your Daddy.'
Wedlskissed her, waved to the others, and went.

'Look here,” said Anthea suddenly, ‘would you like to cometo OUR country, and see what it'slike? It
wouldn't take you aminute.’

The lady laughed. But Jane held up the charm and said the word.
'What a splendid conjuring trick!” cried the lady, enchanted with the beautiful, growing arch.
'Go through,” said Anthea.

The lady went, laughing. But she did not laugh when she found herself, suddenly, in the dining-room a
Fitzroy Street.

'Oh, what aHORRIBLE trick!” she cried. *What a hateful, dark, ugly place!’

She ran to the window and looked out. The sky was grey, the street was foggy, adisma organ-grinder
was standing opposite the door, a beggar and a man who sold matches were quarrelling at the edge of

the pavement on whose greasy black surface people hurried along, hastening to get to the shelter of their
houses.

'Oh, look at their faces, their horriblefaces!’” she cried. ‘What's the matter with them all?

"They're poor people, that'sal,” said Robert.



‘ButitsNOT dl! They'reill, they're unhappy, they'rewicked! Oh, do stop it, there's dear children. It's
very, very clever. Some sort of magic-lantern trick, | suppose, like I'veread of. But DO stop it. Oh! their
poor, tired, miserable, wicked faces!

Thetearswerein her eyes. Anthea signed to Jane. The arch grew, they spoke the words, and pushed the
lady through it into her own time and place, where London is clean and beautiful, and the Thamesruns
clear and bright, and the green trees grow, and no oneisafraid, or anxious, or in ahurry. Therewasa
dlence. Then—

'I'm glad wewent,” said Anthea, with adeep breath.
I'll never throw paper about again aslong as| live,’ said Robert.
‘Mother dwaystold usnot to,” said Jane.

'l would like to take up the Duties of Citizenship for aspecid subject,’” said Cyril. ‘| wonder if Father
could put methroughit. I shdl ask him when he comes home!'

'If we'd found the Amulet, Father could be home NOW,’ said Anthea, ‘ and Mother and The Lamb.’

‘Let'sgointo the future AGAIN,” suggested Jane brightly. * Perhaps we could remember if it wasn't such
an awful way off.’

So they did. Thistimethey sad, ‘ The future, where the Amulet is, not so far away.'

And they went through the familiar arch into alarge, light room with three windows. Facing them wasthe
familiar mummy-case. And at atable by the window sat the learned gentleman. They knew him at once,
though his hair was white. He was one of the faces that do not change with age. In his hand wasthe
Amulet-complete and perfect.

He rubbed his other hand across his forehead in the way they were so used to.
'Dreams, dreamd!’ he said; ‘old ageisfull of them!"
'Y ou've been in dreams with us before now,” said Robert, ‘ don't you remember?

'l do, indeed,” said he. The room had many more books than the Fitzroy Street room, and far more
curious and wonderful Assyrian and Egyptian objects. ‘ The most wonderful dreams| ever had had you in
them.

'Where,” asked Cyril, ‘did you get that thing in your hand?
'If you weren't just adream,” he answered, smiling, you'd remember that you gaveit to me.'
‘But wheredid we get it? Cyril asked eagerly.

'Ah, you never would tel methat, he said, ‘Y ou dways had your little mysteries. Y ou dear children!
What a difference you made to that old Bloomsbury house! | wish | could dream you oftener. Now
you're grown up you're not like you used to be.'

'‘Grown up? said Anthea.
The learned gentleman pointed to aframe with four photographsiniit.

‘Thereyou are,’ hesaid.



The children saw four grown-up peopl€'s portraits-two ladies, two gentlemen-and looked on them with
loathing.

'Shall we grow up like THAT? whispered Jane. ‘How perfectly horrid!’

'If were ever likethat, we shan't know it's horrid, | expect,” Antheawith some insght whispered back.
Y ou see, you get used to yourself while you're changing. It's-it's being so sudden makesit seem so
frightful now.’

The learned gentleman was looking at them with wistful kindness. ‘ Don't let me undream you just yet,” he
said. There was a pause,

'Do you remember WHEN we gave you that Amulet? Cyril asked suddenly.

"Y ou know, or you would if you weren't adream, that it was on the 3rd December, 1905. | shal never
forget THAT day.'

"Thank you,” said Cyril, earnestly; * oh, thank you very much.'
'Y ou've got anew room,” said Anthes, looking out of the window, ‘and what alovely garden!’

'Yes,' said he, ‘I'm too old now to care even about being near the Museum. Thisisabeautiful place. Do
you know-1 can hardly believe you're just adream, you do look so exactly real. Do you know ..." his
voice dropped, ‘I can say it to YOU, though, of course, if | said it to anyone that wasn't a dream they'd
cal me mad; there was something about that Amulet you gave me-something very mysterious!’

"Therewasthat,” said Robert.

'Ah, | don't mean your pretty little childish mysteries about where you got it. But about the thing itself.
Firgt, thewonderful dreams| used to have, after you'd shown methefirgt haf of it! Why, my book on
Atlantis, that | did, wasthe beginning of my fame and my fortune, too. And | got it al out of adream!
And then, “Britain at the Time of the Roman Invasion”-that was only a pamphlet, but it explained alot of
things people hadn't understood.’

'Yes,' sad Antheg, ‘it would.'

"That was the beginning. But after you'd given me the whole of the Amulet-ah, it was generous of
you!-then, somehow, | didn't need to theorize, | seemed to KNOW about the old Egyptian civilization.
And they can't upset my theories-he rubbed his thin hands and laughed triumphantly-they can't, though
they'vetried. Theories, they call them, but they're more like-I don't know-more like memories. | KNOW
I'm right about the secret rites of the Temple of Amen.’

'I'm so glad you'rerich, said Anthea. *Y ou weren't, you know, at Fitzroy Street.’

'Indeed | wasn't, said he, *but | am now. Thisbeautiful house and thislovely garden-I diginiit
sometimes; you remember, you used to tell meto take more exercise? Wdll, | fed | oweit dl to you-and
the Amulet.

'I'msoglad,” said Anthea, and kissed him. He started.
"THAT didn't fed likeadream, he said, and hisvoice trembled.

Itisn't exactly adream,” said Anthea softly, ‘it'sall part of the Amulet-it'sasort of extra specid, red
dream, dear Jmmy.’



'Ah,” said he, ‘when you cdl methat, | know I'm dreaming. My little Siter-I dream of her sometimes.
But it'snot red like this. Do you remember the day | dreamed you brought me the Babylonish ring?

'Weremember it dl,” said Robert. ‘Did you leave Fitzroy Street because you were too rich for it?

'Oh, no!’ he said reproachfully. *Y ou know I should never have done such athing asthat. Of course, |
left when your old Nurse died and-what's the matter!’

'Old Nurse DEAD? said Anthea. ‘Oh, NO!'
'Yes, yes, it'sthe common lot. It'salong time ago now.'
Jane held up the Amulet in ahand that twittered.

'‘Comel” she cried, ‘oh, come home! She may be dead before we get there, and then we can't giveit to
her. Oh, come!'

'Ah, don't et the dream end now!” pleaded the learned gentleman.
It mugt,” said Antheafirmly, and kissed him again.

'When it comes to people dying,” said Robert, ‘ good-bye! 1'm so glad you're rich and famous and
happy.

'DO come!’ cried Jane, stamping in her agony of impatience. And they went. Old Nurse brought in tea
amost as soon asthey were back in Fitzroy Street. As she camein with thetray, the girlsrushed at her
and nearly upset her andiit.

'‘Don't die!” cried Jane, ‘oh, don't”” and Antheacried, ‘ Dear, ducky, darling old Nurse, don't die!'

‘Lord, loveyou!’ said Nurse, ‘I'm not agoin’ to die yet awhile, please Heaven! Whatever on earth'sthe
matter with the chicks?

‘Nothing. Only don't!"

She put the tray down and hugged the girlsin turn. The boys thumped her on the back with heartfelt
affection.

I'maswel asever | wasinmy life; shesaid. ‘What nonsense about dying! Y ou've been astting too
long in the dusk, that'swhat it is. Regular blind man's holiday. Leave go of me, whilel light the gas”

Theyelow light illuminated four pale faces. ‘“We do love you so,” Antheawent on, ‘ and we've made you
apicture to show you how we love you. Get it out, Squirrel.'

The glazed testimonia was dragged out from under the sofaand displayed.
"The glug's not dry yet,” said Cyril, ‘look out!"

'What abeauty!’ cried old Nurse. ‘Well, | never! And your pictures and the beautiful writing and al.
Widll, | dwaysdid say your heartswasin theright place, if abit cardessat times. Wdl! | never did! |
don't know as| was ever pleased better in my life!

She hugged them dl, one after the other. And the boys did not mind it, somehow, that day.
'How isit we can remember al about the future, NOW? Antheawoke the Psammead with laborious



gentlenessto put the question. *How isit we can remember what we saw in the future, and yet, when we
WERE in the future, we could not remember the bit of the future that was past then, the time of finding
the Amulet?

'Why, what asilly question!” said the Psammeed, ‘ of course you cannot remember what hasn't happened
yet.!

‘But the FUTURE hasn't happened yet,” Anthea persisted, ‘and we remember that al right.’

'Oh, that isn't what's happened, my good child,” said the Psammead, rather crosdly, ‘that's prophetic
vision. And you remember dreams, don't you? So why not visions? Y ou never do seem to understand
thesmplest thing.'

It went to sand again at once.

Anthea crept down in her nightgown to give one last kissto old Nurse, and onelast 1ook at the beautiful
testimonia hanging, by itstapes, itsglue now firmly set, in glazed glory onthewall of the kitchen.

‘Good-night, blessyour loving heart,” said old Nurse, “if only you don't catch your deather-cold!”

CHAPTER 13: THE SHIPWRECK ON THE TIN ISLANDS
‘Blueand red,” said Jane softly, ‘ make purple!’

‘Not dwaysthey don't, said Cyril, ‘it hasto be crimson lake and Prussian blue. If you mix Vermilion and
Indigo you get the most loathsome date colour.'

'Sepidsthe nastiest colour in the box, | think,” said Jane, sucking her brush.

They wered| painting. Nurse in the flush of grateful emotion, excited by Robert's border of poppies, had
presented each of the four with a shilling paint-box, and had supplemented the gift with apile of old
copies of the lllustrated London News.

'Sepia,’ sad Cyril ingtructively, ‘ismade out of beastly cuttlefish.’
'Purple's made out of afish, aswell asout of red and blue,’ said Robert. * Tyrian purple was, | know.'

'Out of lobsters? said Jane dreamily. ‘ They're red when they're boiled, and blue when they arent. If you
mixed live and dead |obsters you'd get Tyrian purple.’

""" shouldn't like to mix anything with alive lobgter,” said Anthea, shuddering.
'Well, there aren't any other red and blue fish,” said Jane; ‘you'd haveto.'
'I'd rather not have the purple,’ said Anthea.

"The Tyrian purple wasn't that colour when it came out of thefish, nor yet afterwards, it wasn't,’ said
Robert; ‘it was scarlet redly, and Roman Emperorsworeit. And it wasn't any nice colour while thefish
had it. It was ayelowish-white liquid of acreamy consstency.’

'How do you know? asked Cyril.
'l read it,” said Robert, with the meek pride of superior knowledge.
'Where? asked Cyril.



'In print, said Robert, still more proudly meek.

'Y ou think everything'strueif it'sprinted,” said Cyril, naturally annoyed, ‘but it isn't. Father said so. Quite
alot of liesget printed, especidly in newspapers!

"You seg, asit happens,” said Robert, in what wasredlly arather annoying tone, ‘it wasn't a newspaper,
it wasin abook.'

'How sweet Chinesewhiteid’ said Jane, dreamily sucking her brush again.

'l don't believeit,” said Cyril to Robert.

'Have asuck yoursdlf,” suggested Robert.

'l don't mean about the Chinese white. | mean about the cream fish turning purple and—"

'Oh!” cried Anthea, jumping up very quickly, ‘I'mtired of painting. Let's go somewhere by Amulet. | say
let'slet IT choose'

Cyril and Robert agreed that this was an idea. Jane consented to stop painting because, as she said,
Chinese white, though certainly sweet, gives you aqueer feding in the back of thethroat if you paint with
it too long.

The Amulet was held up. ‘ Take us somewhere,” said Jane, ‘ anywhere you like in the Past-but
somewhere where you are.’” Then she said the word.

Next moment everyone felt aqueer rocking and swaying-something like what you fed when you go out
in afishing boat. And that was not wonderful, when you cometo think of it, for it wasin aboat that they
found themsalves. A queer boat, with high bulwarks pierced with holesfor oarsto go through. Therewas
ahigh seat for the steersman, and the prow was shaped like the head of some great anima with big,
staring eyes. The boat rode at anchor in abay, and the bay was very smooth. The crew were dark, wiry
fellows with black beards and hair. They had no clothes except atunic from waist to knee, and round
caps with knobs on the top. They were very busy, and what they were doing was so interesting to the
children that at first they did not even wonder where the Amulet had brought them. And the crew seemed
too busy to notice the children. They were fastening rush baskets to along rope with agreet piece of
cork at the end, and in each basket they put mussels or little frogs. Then they cast out the rope, the
baskets sank, but the cork floated. And all about on the blue water were other boats and al the crews of
all the boats were busy with ropes and baskets and frogs and mussdls.

'Whatever are you doing? Jane suddenly asked aman who had rather more clothes than the others, and
seemed to be a sort of captain or overseer. He started and stared at her, but he had seen too many
strange lands to be very much surprised at these queerly-dressed ssowaways.

'Setting linesfor the dye shedll-fish,” he said shortly. “How did you get here?

'A sort of magic,” said Robert carelesdy. The Captain fingered an Amulet that hung round his neck.
'What isthis place? asked Cyril.

"Tyre, of course,” said the man. Then he drew back and spoke in alow voice to one of the sailors.
'Now we shall know about your precious cream-jug fish,” said Cyril.

‘But we never SAID cometo Tyre,” said Jane.



"The Amulet heard ustaking, | expect. | think it'sMOST obliging of it, said Anthea

'‘And the Amulet's heretoo,” said Robert. ‘We ought to be ableto find it in alittle ship like this. | wonder
which of them'sgot it.'

'Oh-look, look!” cried Anthea suddenly. On the bare breast of one of the sailors gleamed something red.
It was the exact counterpart of their precious half-Amulet.

A slence, full of emotion, was broken by Jane.

‘Thenwevefound it!” she said. ‘Oh do let'stake it and go home!’

'Easy to say “takeit",” said Cyril; ‘helooks very strong.'

He did-yet not so strong as the other sailors.

It'sodd,” said Antheamusingly, ‘I do believe I've seen that man somewhere before.

'He'srather like our learned gentleman,” said Robert, ‘but I'll tell you who he's much morelike-” At that
moment that sailor looked up. His eyes met Robert's-and Robert and the others had no longer any doulbt
asto where they had seen him before. It was Rekh-mara, the priest who had led them to the palace of
Pharaoh-and whom Jane had looked back at through the arch, when he was counselling Pharaoh's guard
to take the jewelsand fly for hislife.

Nobody was quite pleased, and nobody quite knew why.

Jane voiced the fedings of dl when she sad, fingering THEIR Amulet through the folds of her frock, ‘We
can go back in aminuteif anything nasty happens!’

For the moment nothing worse happened than an offer of food-figs and cucumbersit was, and very
pleasant.

'| see,’ said the Captain, ‘that you are from afar country. Since you have honoured my boat by
gppearing on it, you must stay heretill morning. Then | will lead you to one of our great ones. Heloves
grangersfrom far lands.’

‘Let'sgo home,” Jane whispered, ‘al the frogs are drowning NOW. | think the people here are crud.’
But the boys wanted to stay and see the lines taken up in the morning.

'It'sjust like edl-pots and lobster-pots,” said Cyril, ‘ the baskets only open from outside-l vote we stay.'
So they stayed.

‘That's Tyre over there,” said the Captain, who was evidently trying to be civil. He pointed to agreeat
idand rock, that rose steeply from the sea, crowned with huge walls and towers. There was another city
on themainland.

‘That's part of Tyre, too, said the Captain; ‘it's where the great merchants have their pleasure-houses
and gardensand farms!’

'Look, look!” Cyril cried suddenly; ‘what alovdly little ship!”

A shipinfull sail was passing swiftly through the fishing fleet. The Captain's face changed. He frowned,
and hiseyesblazed with fury.



'Insolent young barbarian!” he cried. ‘Do you call the shipsof Tyre LITTLE? None greater sail the sees.
That ship has been on athree years' voyage. Sheisknown in dl the great trading ports from here to the
Tin Idands. She comes back rich and glorious. Her very anchor isof slver.’

'I'm sure we beg your pardon,” said Anthea hadtily. ‘In our country we say “littl€’ for a pet name. Y our
wife might cal you her dear little husband, you know.'

'| should liketo catch her at it, growled the Captain, but he stopped scowling.

It'sarichtrade,’ hewent on. ‘ For cloth ONCE dipped, second-best glass, and the rough images our
young artists carve for practice, the barbarian King in Tessos lets uswork the silver mines. We get so
much silver there that we leave them our iron anchors and come back with silver ones!’

'How splendid!” said Robert. Do go on. What's cloth once dipped?

'Y ou MUST be barbarians from the outer darkness,” said the Captain scornfully. * All wedlthy nations
know that our finest stuffs are twice dyed-dibaptha. They're only for the robes of kings and priests and
princes.

'What do the rich merchants wear,” asked Jane, with interest, ‘in the pleasure-houses?
"They wear the dibaptha. OUR merchants ARE princes,” scowled the skipper.

'Oh, don't be cross, we do so like hearing about things. We want to know ALL about the dyeing,” said
Antheacordidly.

'Oh, you do, do you? growled the man. * So that'swhat you're here for? Well, you won't get the secrets
of the dyetrade out of ME.'

He went away, and everyone felt snubbed and uncomfortable. And dl the time the long, narrow eyes of
the Egyptian were watching, watching. They fdt asthough he was watching them through the darkness,
when they lay down to deep on apile of cloaks.

Next morning the baskets were drawn up full of what looked like whelk shells.

The children were rather in the way, but they made themsdlves as small asthey could. While the Skipper
was at the other end of the boat they did ask one question of a sailor, whose face was alittle lessunkind
than the others.

'Yes,' heanswered, ‘thisisthe dye-fish. It'sa sort of murex-and there's another kind that they catch at
Sidon and then, of course, there'sthe kind that's used for the dibaptha. But that's quite different. It's'

'Hold your tongue!’ shouted the skipper. And the man held it.

The laden boat was rowed dowly round the end of the idand, and was made fast in one of the two great
harboursthat lay insde along breskwater. The harbour was full of al sorts of ships, so that Cyril and
Robert enjoyed themselves much more than their sisters. The breakwater and the quays were hegped
with bales and baskets, and crowded with daves and sailors. Farther along some men were practising
diving.

‘That'sjolly good,” said Robert, as a naked brown body cleft the water.

'l should think s0,” said the skipper. ‘ The pearl-divers of Persiaare not more skilful. Why, we've got a
fresh-water spring that comes out at the bottom of the sea. Our divers dive down and bring up the fresh



water in skin bottles! Can your barbarian divers do as much?

'l suppose not,” said Robert, and put away awild desire to explain to the Captain the English system of
waterworks, pipes, taps, and the intricacies of the plumbers’ trade.

Asthey neared the quay the skipper made ahasty toilet. He did hishair, combed hisbeard, put on a
garment like ajersey with short deeves, an embroidered belt, a necklace of beads, and abig Signet ring.

'‘Now,” said he, ‘I'm fit to be seen. Come dong?

'Whereto? said Jane cautioudly.

‘To Pheles, the great sea-captain, said the skipper, ‘the man | told you of, who loves barbarians.'
Then Rekh-mara came forward, and, for the first time, spoke.

'l have known these children in another land,” he said. *Y ou know my powers of magic. It was my magic
that brought these barbarians to your boat. And you know how they will profit you. | read your thoughts.
Let me come with you and see the end of them, and then | will work the spell | promised you in return for
the little experience you have so kindly given me on your boet."

The skipper looked at the Egyptian with some disfavour.
'Soitwas YOUR doing,” he said. ‘1 might have guessed it. Well, come on.’
So he came, and the girlswished he hadn't. But Robert whispered—

'Nonsense-aslong as he'swith us weve got some chance of the Amulet. We can dwaysfly if anything
goeswrong.'

The morning was so fresh and bright; their breskfast had been so good and so unusud; they had actualy
seen the Amulet round the Egyptian’'s neck. One or two, or dl these things, suddenly raised the children's
spirits. They went off quite cheerfully through the city gate-it was not arched, but roofed over with agreat
flat stone-and so through the street, which smdt horribly of fish and garlic and athousand other things
even less agreeable. But far worse than the street scents was the scent of the factory, where the skipper
cdledinto sdl hisnight'scatch. | wish | could tell you dl about that factory, but | haven't time, and
perhaps after dl you aren't interested in dyeing works. I will only mention that Robert was triumphantly
proved to beright. The dye WAS aydlowish-white liquid of a creamy consistency, and it smelt more
grongly of garlic than garlic itsdf does.

While the skipper was bargaining with the master of the dye works the Egyptian came closeto the
children, and said, suddenly and softly—

Trust me.'

'l wish we could,” said Anthea.

'You fed, saidthe Egyptian, ‘that | want your Amulet. That makesyou distrust me.’
'Yes,' said Cyril bluntly.

'But you dso, you want my Amulet, and | am trusting you.'

"There's something in that,” said Robert.



'We have the two halves of the Amulet,” said the Priegt, * but not yet the pin that joined them. Our only
chance of getting that isto remain together. Once part these two haves and they may never befound in
the same time and place. Bewise. Our interests are the same’

Before anyone could say more the skipper came back, and with him the dye-master. His hair and beard
were curled like the men'sin Babylon, and he was dressed like the skipper, but with added grandeur of
gold and embroidery. He had necklaces of beads and silver, and a glass amulet with aman'sface, very
like his own, set between two bull's heads, aswell as gold and silver bracelets and armlets. He looked
keenly a the children. Then he said—

'My brother Pheles hasjust come back from Tarshish. He's at his garden house-unless he's hunting wild
boar in the marshes. He gets frightfully bored on shore.’

'Ah,’ said the skipper, ‘ he'satrue-born Phoenician. “Tyre, Tyrefor ever! Oh, Tyrerulesthe waves!” as
the old song says. I'll go at once, and show him my young barbarians.’

'l should,” said the dye-magter. ‘ They are very rum, aren't they? What frightful clothes, and what alot of
them! Observe the covering of their feet. Hideousindeed.'

Robert could not help thinking how easy, and at the same time pleasant, it would be to catch hold of the
dye-master'sfeet and tip him backward into the great sunken vat just near him. But if he had, flight would
have had to be the next move, so he restrained hisimpulse.

There was something about this Tyrian adventure that was different from all the others. It was, somehow,
camer. And there was the undoubted fact that the charm was there on the neck of the Egyptian.

So they enjoyed everything to the full, the row from the Idand City to the shore, the ride on the donkeys
that the skipper hired at the gate of the mainland city, and the pleasant country-palms and figs and cedars
al about. It was like a garden-clematis, honeysuckle, and jasmine clung about the olive and mulberry
trees, and there were tulips and gladiolus, and clumps of mandrake, which has bdll-flowersthat ook as
though they were cut out of dark blue jewds. In the distance were the mountains of Lebanon. The house
they cameto at last wasrather like abungaow-long and low, with pillarsdl aong the front. Cedars and
sycamores grew near it and sheltered it pleasantly.

Everyone dismounted, and the donkeys were led avay.

'Why isthislike Rosherville? whispered Robert, and instantly supplied the answer.
'Becauseit's the place to spend a happy day.’

'It'sjolly decent of the skipper to have brought usto such aripping place,’” said Cyril.

‘Do you know,” said Anthes, ‘thisfedsmore real than anything e se weve seen? It'slike aholiday in the
country a home.’

The children wereleft donein alarge hal. Thefloor was mosaic, done with wonderful pictures of ships
and sea-beasts and fishes. Through an open doorway they could see a pleasant courtyard with flowers.

'l should like to spend aweek here,’ said Jane, ‘and donkey ride every day.’

Everyonewasfeding very jolly. Even the Egyptian looked pleasanter than usud. And then, quite
suddenly, the skipper came back with ajoyous smile. With him came the master of the house. He looked
steadily at the children and nodded twice.



'Yes,’ hesad, ‘my steward will pay you the price. But | shall not pay at that high rate for the Egyptian
dog.'

The two passed on.

'This’ said the Egyptian, ‘isapretty kettle of fish.'

'What is? asked dl the children at once.

'Our present position,” said Rekh-mara. * Our seafaring friend,” he added, ‘ has sold us al for daves!’

A hasty council succeeded the shock of this announcement. The Priest was allowed to take part in it. His
advicewas ‘ stay', because they were in no danger, and the Amulet in its completeness must be
somewhere near, or, of course, they could not have cometo that place at all. And after some discussion
they agreed to this.

The children were treated more as guests than as daves, but the Egyptian was sent to the kitchen and
made to work.

Pheles, the master of the house, went off that very evening, by the King's orders, to start on another
voyage. And when he was gone hiswife found the children amusing company, and kept them talking and
snging and dancing till quitelate. ‘ To distract my mind from my sorrows,” shesaid.

'l dolikebeingadave,’ remarked Jane chearfully, asthey curled up on the big, soft cushionsthat wereto
be their beds.

It was black night when they were awakened, each by a hand passed softly over itsface, and alow
voice that whispered—

‘Bequigt, or dl islogt.’
So they were quiet.

'It'sme, Rekh-mara, the Priest of Amen,” said the whisperer. * The man who brought us has gone to sea
again, and he has taken my Amulet from me by force, and | know no magic to get it back. Isthere magic
for that in the Amulet you bear?

Everyone wasingtantly awake by now.

'We can go after him,” said Cyril, legping up; ‘ but he might take OURS aswdll; or he might be angry with
usfor following him.'

I'll seeto THAT, said the Egyptian in the dark. ‘ Hide your Amulet well.'

Therein the deep blackness of that room in the Tyrian country house the Amulet was once more held up
and the word spoken.

All passed through on to aship that tossed and tumbled on awind-blown sea. They crouched together
theretill morning, and Jane and Cyril were not at al well. When the dawn showed, dove-coloured,
across the steely waves, they stood up aswell asthey could for the tumbling of the ship. Pheles, that
hardy sailor and adventurer, turned quite pale when he turned round suddenly and saw them.

‘Wdl!” hesad, ‘wdl, | never did!"

‘Magter,” said the Egyptian, bowing low, and that was even more difficult than standing up, ‘we are here



by the magic of the sacred Amulet that hangs round your neck.’

'l never did!” repeated Pheles. ‘Well, well!’

'What port isthe ship bound for? asked Robert, with anauticd air.

But Phelessaid, ‘ Areyou anavigator? Robert had to own that he was not.

"Then,” said Pheles, ‘I don't mind telling you that were bound for the Tin Ides. Tyre done knowswhere
theTinldesare. It isasplendid secret we keep from al theworld. It isas great athing to us asyour

magic to you.'

He spoke in quite anew voice, and seemed to respect both the children and the Amulet agood deal
more than he had done before.

"The King sent you, didn't he? said Jane.

'Yes, answered Phdles, ‘ he bade me set sail with half a score brave gentlemen and this crew. You shall
go with us, and see many wonders.” He bowed and |eft them.

'What are we going to do now? said Robert, when Pheles had caused them to be left Along with a
breakfast of dried fruits and a sort of hard biscuit.

'Wait till helandsinthe Tin Ides,” said Rekh-mara, ‘then we can get the barbariansto help us. Wewill
attack him by night and tear the sacred Amulet from his accursed heathen neck,” he added, grinding his
teeth.

'When shall we get tothe Tin Ides? asked Jane.
'Oh-six months, perhaps, or ayear,” said the Egyptian cheerfully.

‘A year of THIS? cried Jane, and Cyril, who was il fedling far too unwell to care about breakfast,
hugged himsdlf miserably and shuddered. It was Robert who said—

'Look here, we can shorten that year. Jane, out with the Amulet! Wish that we were where the Amulet
will bewhen the ship istwenty milesfrom the Tin Idand. Thet'll give ustimeto mature our plans.’

It was done-the work of amoment-and there they were on the same ship, between grey northern sky
and grey northern sea. The sun was setting in apale yellow line. It was the same ship, but it was changed,
and so were the crew. Wesather-worn and dirty were the sailors, and their clothes torn and ragged. And
the children saw that, of course, though they had skipped the nine months, the ship had had to live
through them. Pheles|ooked thinner, and hisface was rugged and anxious.

'Hal’ he cried, ‘the charm has brought you back! | have prayed to it daily these nine months-and now
you are here? Have you no magic that can help?

'What isyour need? asked the Egyptian quietly.

'| need agreat wave that shal whelm away the foreign ship that follows us. A month ago it lay in wait for
us, by the pillars of the gods, and it follows, follows, to find out the secret of Tyre-the place of the Tin
Idands. If | could steer by night | could escape them yet, but tonight there will be no gars.’

'My magic will not serveyou here,’ said the Egyptian.

But Robert said, ‘My magic will not bring up great waves, but | can show you how to steer without



sars.

Hetook out the shilling compass, Hill, fortunately, in working order, that he had bought off another boy at
schoal for fivepence, apiece of indiarubber, astrip of whalebone, and haf astick of red sealing-wax.

And he showed Pheles how it worked. And Pheles wondered at the compasss magic truth.
'l will giveittoyou,” Robert said, ‘in return for that charm about your neck.'

Pheles made no answer. He first laughed, snatched the compass from Robert's hand, and turned away
dill laughing.

'Be comforted,” the Priest whispered, ‘ our time will come.’

The dusk deepened, and Pheles, crouched beside adim lantern, steered by the shilling compass from the
Crystal Palace.

No one ever knew how the other ship sailed, but suddenly, in the deep night, the look-out man at the
gtern cried out in aterrible voice—

'Sheis close upon us!'

'Andwe,’ said Pheles, ‘are closeto the harbour.” He was silent a moment, then suddenly he dtered the
ship's course, and then he stood up and spoke.

'Good friends and gentlemen,” he said, *who are bound with me in this brave venture by our King's
command, the false, foreign ship isclose on our hedls. If we land, they land, and only the gods know
whether they might not best usin fight, and themsalves surviveto carry back thetale of Tyre's secret
idand to enrich their own miserable land. Shall this be?

‘Never!’ cried the haf-dozen men near him. The daves were rowing hard below and could not hear his
words.

The Egyptian leaped upon him; suddenly, fiercely, asawild beast legps. ‘ Give me back my Amulet,” he
cried, and caught at the charm. The chain that held it snapped, and it lay in the Priest's hand.

Pheles laughed, standing balanced to the leap of the ship that answered the oarstroke.

Thisisno time for charms and mummeries,’ hesad. ‘Weve lived like men, and well dielike gentlemen
for the honour and glory of Tyre, our splendid city. “Tyre, Tyrefor ever! It's Tyrethat rulesthe waves.” |
steer her straight for the Dragon rocks, and we go down for our city, as brave men should. The creeping
cowardswho follow shall go down as daves-and davesthey shdl beto uswhen welive agan. Tyre,
Tyrefor ever!’

A great shout went up, and the davesbelow joined iniit.

'Quick, the Amulet,” cried Anthea, and held it up. Rekh-mara held up the one he had snatched from
Pheles. The word was spoken, and the two greet arches grew on the plunging ship in the shrieking wind
under the dark sky. From each Amulet agreat and beautiful green light streamed and shone far out over
the waves. It illuminated, too, the black faces and jagged teeth of the great rocksthat lay not two ships
lengths from the boat's peaked nose.

‘Tyre, Tyrefor ever! It's Tyrethat rulesthe waves!’” the voices of the doomed rose in atriumphant shout.
The children scrambled through the arch, and stood trembling and blinking in the Fitzroy Street parlour,



and inther ears fill sounded the whistle of the wind, and the rattle of the oars, the crash of the ships bow
on the rocks, and the last shout of the brave gentlemen-adventurers who went to their deaths singing, for
the sake of the city they loved.

'And so welve lost the other half of the Amulet again,” said Anthea, when they had told the Psammead dl
about it.

'Nonsense, pooh!” said the Psammead. ‘ That wasn't the other half. It was the same hdf that you've
got-the one that wasn't crushed and lost.'

‘But how could it be the same? said Antheagently.

'Well, not exactly, of course. The one you've got isagood many years older, but a any rateit's not the
other one. What did you say when you wished?

'| forget,” said Jane.

'l don't,” said the Psammead. ‘Y ou said, “ Take uswhere YOU are'-and it did, S0 you seeit wasthe
same hdf.

'l see,’ said Anthea.

‘But you mark my words,’ the Psammead went on, ‘you'll have trouble with that Priest yet.'
'Why, hewas quite friendly,” said Anthea.

'All the same you'd better beware of the Reverend Rekh-mara.’

'Oh, I'm sick of the Amulet,” said Cyril, ‘we shdl never get it.'

'Oh yeswe shdl,” said Robert. ‘ Don't you remember December 3rd?

‘Jnks!” said Cyril, *I'd forgotten that.'

'l don't believeit,’ said Jane, ‘and | don't fed at al well.'

'If | wereyou,” said the Psammead, ‘1 should not go out into the Past again till that date. Y ou'l find it
safer not to go where you're likely to meet that Egyptian any more just at present.’

'Of course well do asyou say,” said Anthea soothingly, ‘though there's something about hisface that |
redly dolike!

'Still, you don't want to run after him, | suppose,” snapped the Psammead. * Y ou wait till the 3rd, and then
see what happens.’

Cyril and Jane werefeding far from well, Antheawas always obliging, so Robert was overruled. And
they promised. And none of them, not even the Psammeed, at al foresaw, asyou no doubt do quite
plainly, exactly what it was that WOUL D happen on that memorable date.

CHAPTER 14: THEHEART'SDESRE

If I only had time| could tell you lots of things. For instance, how, in spite of the advice of the
Psammead, the four children did, one very wet day, go through their Amulet Arch into the golden desert,
and there find the great Temple of Baalbec and meet with the Phoenix whom they never thought to see
again. And how the Phoenix did not remember them at al until it went into asort of prophetic trance-if
that can be called remembering. But, dasl | HAVEN'T time, so | must leave dl that out though it wasa



wonderfully thrilling adventure. | must leave out, too, al about the visit of the children to the Hippodrome
with the Psammead in itstravel ling bag, and about how the wishes of the people round about them were
granted so suddenly and surprisingly that at last the Psammead had to be taken hurriedly home by
Anthea, who consequently missed haf the performance. Then there was the time when, Nurse having
goneto teawith afriend out Ivaunk way, they were playing ‘devil in the dark’-and in the midst of that
most creepy pastime the postman's knock frightened Jane nearly out of her life. Shetook in the letters,
however, and put them in the back of the hat-stand drawer, so that they should be safe. And safe they
were, for she never thought of them again for weeks and weeks.

Onereally good thing happened when they took the Psammead to amagic-lantern show and lecture at
the boys school a Camden Town. The lecturewas al about our soldiersin South Africa. And the
lecturer ended up by saying, ‘And | hope every boy in thisroom hasin his heart the seeds of courage and
heroism and salf-sacrifice, and | wish that every one of you may grow up to be noble and brave and
unsdfish, worthy citizens of this great Empire for whom our soldiers have fredly given therr lives!

And, of course, this came true-which was adistinct score for Camden Town.

AsAntheasaid, it was unlucky that the lecturer said boys, because now she and Jane would have to be
noble and unsdlfish, if at dl, without any outside help. But Jane said, ‘| daresay we are dready because
of our beautiful natures. 1t's only boysthat have to be made brave by magic-which nearly ledto a
first-classrow.

And | daresay you would like to know al about the affair of the fishing rod, and the fish-hooks, and the
cook next door-which was amusing from some points of view, though not perhaps the cook's-but there
redly isno time even for that.

The only thing that therestimeto tell about isthe Adventure of Maskelyne and Cooke's, and the
Unexpected Apparition-which is aso the beginning of the end.

It was Nurse who broke into the gloomy music of the autumn rain on the window panes by suggesting a
vigt to the Egyptian Hall, England's Home of Mystery. Though they had good, but private reasonsto
know that their own particular persona mystery was of avery different brand, the four al brightened at
theidea. All children, aswell asagood many grown-ups, love conjuring.

It'sin Piccadilly, said old Nurse, carefully counting out the proper number of shillingsinto Cyril's hand,
‘not so very far down on the left from the Circus. There'sbig pillars outside, something like Carter's seed
placein Holborn, as used to be Day and Martin's blacking when | was agell. And something like Euston
Station, only not so big.'

'Yes, | know,” said everybody.
So they started.

But though they waked aong the left-hand side of Piccadilly they saw no pillared building that was at all
like Carter's seed warehouse or Euston Station or England's Home of Mystery asthey remembered it.

At last they stopped ahurried lady, and asked her the way to Maskelyne and Cooke's.

'l don't know, I'm sure,” she said, pushing past them. ‘| dways shop at the Stores.” Which just shows, as
Jane said, how ignorant grown-up people are.

It was a policeman who at last explained to them that England's Mysteries are now appropriately enough
enacted at St George's Hall.



So they tramped to Langham Place, and missed thefirst two itemsin the programme. But they werein
time for the most wonderful magic appearances and disappearances, which they could hardly
believe-even with dl their knowledge of alarger magic-was not really magic after all.

'If only the Babylonians could have seen THIS conjuring,” whispered Cyril. It takes the shine out of their
old conjurer, doesn't it?

'Hush!’” said Anthea and severd other members of the audience.

Now there was avacant seat next to Robert. And it was when al eyes were fixed on the stage where Mr
Devant was pouring out glasses of al sorts of different thingsto drink, out of one kettle with one spot,
and the audience were ddlightedly tasting them, that Robert felt someonein that vacant seat. He did not
fed someone gt down init. It was just that one moment there was no one sitting there, and the next
moment, suddenly, there was someone.

Robert turned. The someone who had suddenly filled that empty place was Rekh-mara, the Priest of
Amen!

Though the eyes of the audience were fixed on Mr David Devant, Mr David Devant's eyes were fixed on
the audience. And it happened that his eyes were more particularly fixed on that empty chair. So that he
saw quite plainly the sudden appearance, from nowhere, of the Egyptian Priest.

‘A jolly good trick,” he said to himsdlf, ‘ and worked under my own eyes, in my own hal. I'll find out how
that'sdone.” He had never seen atrick that he could not do himsdlf if hetried.

By thistime agood many eyesin the audience had turned on the clean-shaven, curioudy-dressed figure
of the Egyptian Priest.

'Ladiesand gentlemen,” said Mr Devant, rising to the occasion, ‘thisisatrick | have never before
performed. The empty seet, third from the end, second row, galery-you will now find occupied by an
Ancient Egyptian, warranted genuine.”

Helittle knew how true hiswordswere.

And now al eyeswere turned on the Priest and the children, and the whole audience, after amoment's
breathless surprise, shouted applause. Only the lady on the other side of Rekh-mara drew back alittle.
She KNEW no one had passed her, and, as she said later, over teaand cold tongue, ‘it was that sudden
it made her flesh creep.’

Rekh-mara seemed very much annoyed &t the notice he was exciting.

'‘Come out of thiscrowd,” he whispered to Robert. ‘| must talk with you apart.’

'Oh, no,” Jane whispered. ‘| did so want to see the Mascot Moth, and the Ventriloquist.'

'How did you get here? was Robert's return whisper.

'How did you get to Egypt and to Tyre? retorted Rekh-mara. ‘ Come, let us leave this crowd.'
‘Theré'sno hdpfor it, | suppose,’ Robert shrugged angrily. But they dl got up.

'‘Confederates!’ said aman in the row behind. *Now they go round to the back and take part in the next
scene!’

'l wishwedid,” said Robert.



'Confederate yourself!” said Cyril. And so they got away, the audience applauding to the last.

In the vestibule of St George's Hall they disguised Rekh-maraas well asthey could, but even with
Robert's hat and Cyril's Inverness cape he was too striking afigure for foot-exercise in the London
streets. It had to be acab, and it took the last, least money of all of them. They stopped the cab afew
doorsfrom home, and then the girlswent in and engaged old Nurse's attention by an account of the
conjuring and afervent entreaty for dripping-toast with their teg, leaving the front door open so that while
Nurse was taking to them the boys could creep quietly in with Rekh-mara and smuggle him, unseen, up
the sairsinto their bedroom.

When the girls came up they found the Egyptian Priest sitting on the Side of Cyril'sbed, hishandson his
knees, looking like astatue of aking.

'‘Comeon,” said Cyril impatiently. ‘He won't begin till wereal here. And shut the door, can't you?
When the door was shut the Egyptian said—
'My interests and yours are one.’

'Very interesting,” said Cyril, ‘and it'll beajolly sght moreinteresting if you keep following usabout ina
decent country with no more clothes on than THAT!'

'Peace,’ said the Priest. “What isthis country? and what isthistime?
"The country's England,” said Anthea, *and the time's about 6,000 yearslater than YOUR time.'

"The Amulet, then,” said the Priest, deeply thoughtful, ‘ gives the power to moveto and fro in time aswell
asin space?

That'sabout it,” said Cyril gruffly. ‘Look here, it'll be tea-time directly. What are we to do with you?

'Y ou have one-half of the Amulet, | the other,” said Rekh-mara. ‘ All that is now needed isthe pintojoin
them.

'Don't you think it,” said Robert. * The haf you've got isthe same half asthe one weve got.'

‘But the same thing cannot be in the same place and the same time, and yet be not one, but twain,” said
the Priest. * See, hereismy half.” Helaid it on the Marcella counterpane. *Whereisyours?

Jane watching the eyes of the others, unfastened the string of the Amulet and laid it on the bed, but too
far off for the Priest to seizeit, even if he had been so dishonourable. Cyril and Robert stood beside him,
ready to spring on him if one of his hands had moved but ever so little towards the magic treasure that
wastheirs. But his hands did not move, only his eyes opened very wide, and so did everyone elsesfor
the Amulet the Priest had now quivered and shook; and then, as stedl is drawn to the magnet, it was
drawn across the white counterpane, nearer and nearer to the Amulet, warm from the neck of Jane. And
then, as one drop of water mingles with another on arain-wrinkled window-pane, as one bead of
quick-silver isdrawn into another bead, Rekh-marals Amulet dipped into the other one, and, behold!
there was no more but the one Amulet!

‘Black magic!” cried Rekh-mara, and sprang forward to snatch the Amulet that had swallowed his. But
Anthea caught it up, and at the same moment the Priest was jerked back by arope thrown over his head.
It drew, tightened with the pull of hisforward legp, and bound hisebowsto his sides. Before he had time
to use his strength to free himsalf, Robert had knotted the cord behind him and tied it to the bedpost.
Then the four children, overcoming the priest's wrigglings and kickings, tied hislegs with more rope.



'l thought,” said Robert, breathing hard, and drawing the last knot tight, * hed have atry for OURS, so |
got the ropes out of the box-room, so asto be ready.'

Thegirls, with rather white faces, gpplauded hisforesight.

'Loosen these bonds!’ cried Rekh-marain fury, ‘before | blast you with the seven secret curses of
Amen-Ral'

'We shouldn't be likely to loose them AFTER,” Robert retorted.

'Oh, don't quarrdl!” said Anthea desperately. ‘Look here, he hasjust as much right to the thing aswe
have. This, shetook up the Amulet that had swallowed the other one, ‘thishasgot hisinit aswell as
being ours. Let'sgo shares!'

‘Let mego!’ cried the Priest, writhing.

‘Now, look here,” said Robert, ‘if you make arow we can just open that window and call the police-the
guards, you know-and tell them you've been trying to rob us. NOW will you shut up and listen to
reason?

'l suppose so,” said Rekh-mara sulkily.

But reason could not be spoken to him till awhispered counsel had been held in the far corner by the
washhand-stand and the towel-horse, a counsel rather long and very earnest.

At last Anthea detached herself from the group, and went back to the Priest.

'Look here,’ shesaid in her kind little voice, ‘we want to be friends. We want to help you. Let'smake a
treaty. Let'sjoin together to get the Amulet-the whole one, | mean. And then it shall belong to you as
much asto us, and we shdl dl get our hearts' desire.’

'Fair words,” said the Priest, *grow no onions.’

'WE say, “Butter no parsnips',” Jane put in. ‘ But don't you see we WANT to be fair? Only we want to
bind you in the chains of honour and upright dedling.’

'Will you ded fairly by us? said Robert.

I will,” said the Priest. ‘ By the sacred, secret name that iswritten under the Altar of Amen-Ra, | will dedl
farly by you. Will you, too, take the oath of honourable partnership?

'No,” said Anthea, on the instant, and added rather rashly. ‘We don't swear in England, except in police
courts, where the guards are, you know, and you don't want to go there. But when we SAY well do a
thing-it'sthe same as an oath to uswe do it. Y ou trust us, and welll trust you.” She began to unbind his
legs, and the boys hastened to untie hisarms.

When he was free he stood up, stretched hisarms, and laughed.

‘Now,” hesaid, ‘| am stronger than you and my oath isvoid. | have sworn by nothing, and my oathis
nothing likewise. For there IS no secret, sacred name under the altar of Amen-Ra’

'Oh, yesthereis!’ said avoice from under the bed. Everyone started-Rekh-maramost of all.

Cyril stooped and pulled out the bath of sand where the Psammead dept. ‘Y ou don't know everything,
though you ARE aDivine Father of the Temple of Amen,’” said the Psammead shaking itsdlf till the sand



fdl tinkling on the bath edge. * There | S a secret, sacred name beneath the dtar of Amen-Ra. Shdll | call
on that name?

'‘No, no!’ cried the Priest in terror.
'No,” said Jane, too. ‘Don't let's have any calling names.'

'Besides,’ said Rekh-mara, who had turned very white indeed under his natural brownness, ‘| was only
going to say that though there isn't any name under-'

‘TherelS,;” said the Psammead threateningly.

'Wdll, even if there WASN'T, | will be bound by the wordless oath of your strangely upright land, and
having said that | will be your friend-1 will beit.’

Thenthat'sal right,” said the Psammeed; ‘and theré's the tea-bell. What are you going to do with your
distinguished partner? He can't go down to tea like that, you know.’

'Y ou see we can't do anything till the 3rd of December,’ said Anthes, ‘that's when we areto find the
whole charm. What can we do with Rekh-maratill then?

'‘Box-room,” said Cyril briefly, ‘and smuggle up hismeds. It will berather fun.’
'Like afleeing Cavdier concedled from exasperated Roundheads,” said Robert. *Yes!

So Rekh-mara was taken up to the box-room and made as comfortable as possible in a snug nook
between an old nursery fender and the wreck of abig four-poster. They gave him abig rag-bag to it on,
and an old, moth-esten fur coat off the nail on the door to keep him warm. And when they had had their
own teathey took him some. He did not like the teaat al, but he liked the bread and butter, and cake
that went with it. They took it in turnsto St with him during the evening, and left him fairly happy and
quite settled for the night.

But when they went up in the morning with akipper, aquarter of which each of them had gone without at
breskfast, Rekh-marawas gone! There was the cosy corner with the rag-bag, and the moth-eaten fur
coat-but the cosy corner was empty.

'Good riddance!” was naturdly the first delightful thought in each mind. The second wasless pleasing,
because everyone a once remembered that since his Amulet had been swallowed up by theirswhich
hung once more round the neck of Jane-he could have no possible means of returning to his Egyptian
past. Therefore he must be ill in England, and probably somewhere quite near them, plotting mischief.

The attic was searched, to prevent mistakes, but quite vainly.

"The best thing we can do,” said Cyril, ‘isto go through the half Amulet straight away, get thewhole
Amulet, and come back.'

'l don't know,” Anthea hesitated. ‘Would that be quite fair? Perhaps he isn't redlly a base deceiver.
Perhaps something's happened to him.’

'Happened? said Cyril, ‘not it! Besides, what COULD happen?

'l don't know,” said Anthea. ‘ Perhaps burglars camein the night, and accidentally killed him, and took
away the-all that was mortal of him, you know-to avoid discovery.'

'Or perhaps,” said Cyril, ‘they hid the-all that was mortal, in one of those big trunksin the box-room.



SHALL WE GO BACK AND LOOK? he added grimly.
'No, no!” Jane shuddered. ‘ Let's go and tell the Psammead and see what it says.’

'No,” said Anthea, ‘let's ask the learned gentleman. If anything has happened to Rekh-maraa gentleman's
advice would be more useful than aPsammead's. And the learned gentleman'll only think it'sadream,
like he dways does!'

They tapped at the door, and on the‘ Comein’ entered. The learned gentleman was sitting in front of his
untasted breakfast.

Opposite him, inthe easy chair, sat Rekh-maral

'Hush!” said the learned gentleman very earnestly, ‘please, hush! or the dream will go. | am learning ...
Oh, what have | not learned in the last hour!”

'Inthe grey dawn,” said the Priest, ‘1 left my hiding-place, and finding myself among these treasures from
my own country, | remained. | fed more at home here somehow.’

'Of course | know it'sadream,” said the learned gentleman feverishly, ‘but, oh, ye gods! what adream!
By jove! ...

'Cdll not upon the gods,” said the Priedt, ‘lest ye raise greater ones than ye can control. Already,” he
explained to the children, ‘heand | are as brothers, and hiswelfareis dear to me asmy own.'

'Hehastold me;” the learned gentleman began, but Robert interrupted. Thiswas no moment for manners.
'Haveyou told him,” he asked the Priest, *dl about the Amulet?

'No,” said Rekh-mara.

"Then tell him now. Heisvery learned. Perhaps he can tell uswhat to do.’

Rekh-mara hesitated, then told-and, oddly enough, none of the children ever could remember afterwards
what it wasthat he did tell. Perhaps he used some magic to prevent their remembering.

When he had done the learned gentleman was silent, leaning his elbow on the table and his head on his
hand.

'Dear Immy,” said Anthea gently, ‘don't worry about it. We are sureto find it today, somehow.’
'Yes,’ said Rekh-mara, ‘ and perhaps, with it, Death.'
'It'sto bring us our hearts' desire,” said Robert.

'Who knows,” said the Priest, ‘what things undreamed-of and infinitely desirable lie beyond the dark
gates?

'Oh, DON'T,” said Jane, dmost whimpering.
The learned gentleman raised his head suddenly.

'Why not,” he suggested, ‘ go back into the Past? At amoment when the Amulet is unwatched. Wish to
bewith it, and that it shall be under your hand.’

It was the smplest thing in the world! And yet none of them had ever thought of it.



'‘Come,” cried Rekh-mara, leaping up. * Come NOW!"
'May-may | come? the learned gentleman timidly asked. ‘ It's only adream, you know.'

‘Come, and welcome, oh brother,” Rekh-marawas beginning, but Cyril and Robert with one voice cried,
‘NO.

'Y ou weren't with usin Atlantis, Robert added, ‘ or you'd know better than to let him come.’

'Dear Jmmy,” said Anthes, ‘ please don't ask to come. Well go and be back again before you havetime
to know that were gone.'

'‘And he, too?

'We must keep together,” said Rekh-mara, ‘ since thereis but one perfect Amulet to which | and these
children have equa cdlams'’

Jane held up the Amulet-Rekh-marawent first-and they al passed through the great arch into which the
Amulet grew at the Name of Power.

The learned gentleman saw through the arch a darknesslighted by smoky gleams. He rubbed his eyes.
And he only rubbed them for ten seconds.

The children and the Priest werein asmal, dark chamber. A square doorway of massve stoneletin
gleams of shifting light, and the sound of many voices chanting adow, strange hymn. They stood listening.
Now and then the chant quickened and the light grew brighter, as though fuel had been thrown on afire.

'Where are we? whispered Anthea.
'‘And when? whispered Robert.

"Thisis some shrine near the beginnings of belief,” said the Egyptian shivering. * Take the Amulet and
come away. Itiscold herein the morning of theworld.'

And then Jane felt that her hand was on adab or table of stone, and, under her hand, something that felt
like the charm that had so long hung round her neck, only it wasthicker. Twice asthick.

It'sHERE!" shesad, ‘I'vegot it"” And she hardly knew the sound of her own voice.
'‘Come away,’ repeated Rekh-mara.

'l wish we could see more of thisTemple,” said Robert resgtingly.

'‘Come away,’ the Priest urged, ‘thereis death all about, and strong magic. Listen.'
The chanting voices seemed to have grown louder and fiercer, and light stronger.
"They arecoming!’ cried Rekh-mara. * Quick, quick, the Amulet!’

Janehdd it up.

'What along time you've been rubbing your eyes!” said Antheg; * don't you see we've got back? The
learned gentleman merely stared & her.

'Miss Anthea-Miss Jane!” It was Nurse's voice, very much higher and squeaky and more exalted than
usud.



'Oh, bother!” said everyone. Cyril adding, Y ou just go on with the dream for asec, Mr Jmmy, well be
back directly. Nursell come up if we don't. SHE wouldn't think Rekh-marawas a dream.’

Then they went down. Nurse wasin the hall, an orange envelope in one hand, and a pink paper inthe
other.

'Y our Paand Mas come home. “Reach London 11.15. Prepare rooms as directed in letter”, and signed
intheir two names.’

'Oh, hooray! hooray! hooray!” shouted the boys and Jane. But Anthea could not shout, she was nearer
arying.

'Oh,” she said dmost in awhigper, ‘then it WAStrue. And we HAVE got our hearts desire!’
‘But | don't understand about the letter,” Nursewas saying. ‘| haven't HAD no letter.’

'OH!" said Jane in aqueer voice, ‘| wonder whether it was one of those ... they came that night-you
know, when we were playing “ devil in the dark”-and | put them in the hat-stand drawer, behind the
clothes-brushes and'-she pulled out the drawer as she spoke-'and here they are!’

There was aletter for Nurse and one for the children. Theletterstold how Father had done being a
war-correspondent and was coming home; and how Mother and The Lamb were going to meet himin
Italy and al come home together; and how The Lamb and Mother were quite well; and how atelegram
would be sent to tell the day and the hour of their home-coming.

'Mercy me!” said old Nurse. ‘1 declareif it's not too bad of Y ou, Miss Jane. | shdl have aniceto-do
getting things straight for your Paand Ma.'

'Oh, never mind, Nurse,” said Jane, hugging her; ‘isnt it just too lovely for anything!'

'Well come and help you,” said Cyril. ‘ There'sjust something upstairs we've got to settle up, and then
well al comeand help you.'

'Get dong with you,” said old Nurse, but she laughed jallily. ‘Nice help YOU'D be. | know you. And it's
ten o'clock now.’

Therewas, in fact, something upstairsthat they had to settle. Quite a considerable something, too. And it
took much longer than they expected.

A hasty rush into the boys room secured the Psammead, very sandy and very cross.

'It doesn't matter how cross and sandy it isthough,” said Antheg, ‘it ought to be there at the find council.’
'It'l givethelearned gentleman fits, | expect,” said Robert, ‘when he seesit.’

But it didn't.

"The dream is growing more and more wonderful,” he exclaimed, when the Psammead had been
explained to him by Rekh-mara. ‘| have dreamed this beast before.'

'Now,” said Robert, * Jane has got the half Amulet and I've got the whole. Show up, Jane.'

Jane untied the string and laid her half Amulet on the table, littered with dusty papers, and the clay
cylinders marked al over with little markslikethelittle prints of birds little feet. Robert laid down the
whole Amulet, and Anthea gently restrained the eager hand of the learned gentleman asit reached out



yearningly towards the ‘ perfect specimen’.

And then, just as before on the Marcella quilt, so now on the dusty litter of papers and curiosities, the half
Amulet quivered and shook, and then, as stedl is drawn to amagnet, it was drawn across the dusty
manuscripts, nearer and nearer to the perfect Amulet, warm from the pocket of Robert. And then, asone
drop of water mingles with another when the panes of the window are wrinkled with rain, as one bead of
mercury isdrawn into another bead, the half Amulet, that was the children'sand was also
Rekh-mara's—dipped into the whole Amulet, and, behold! there was only one-the perfect and ultimate
Charm.

'‘And THAT'Sdl right,” said the Psammead, breaking a breathless sllence.

'Yes,' said Anthea, ‘and we've got our hearts desire. Father and Mother and The Lamb are coming
home today.’

‘But what about me? said Rekh-mara.
'What 1S your heart's desire? Anthea asked.

'Great and deep learning,” said the Priest, without amoment's hesitation. * A learning greater and deeper
than that of any man of my land and my time. But learning too grest isusdless. If | go back to my own
land and my own age, who will believe my taes of what | have seen in the future? L et me stay here, be
the great knower of al that has been, in that our time, so living to me, so old to you, about which your
learned men speculate unceasingly, and often, HE tellsme, vainly.’

'If | wereyou,” said the Psammead, ‘1 should ask the Amulet about that. It's adangerous thing, trying to
livein atimethat's not your own. Y ou can't breathe an air that's thousands of centuries ahead of your
lungs without feding the effects of it, sooner or later. Prepare the mystic circle and consult the Amulet.”

'Oh, WHAT adream!’ cried the learned gentleman. ‘ Dear children, if you love me-and | think you do, in
dreams and out of them-prepare the mystic circle and consult the Amulet!”

They did. As once before, when the sun had shone in August splendour, they crouched inacircleon the
floor. Now the air outside wasthick and yellow with the fog that by some strange decree aways attends
the Cattle Show week. And in the street costers were shouting. * Ur Hekau Setcheh,” Jane said the Name
of Power. And ingtantly the light went out, and al the sounds went out too, so that there was asilence
and adarkness, both deeper than any darkness or slence that you have ever even dreamed of imagining.
It waslike being deaf or blind, only darker and quieter even than that.

Then out of that vast darkness and silence came alight and avoice. Thelight wastoo faint to see
anything by, and the voice was too smal for you to hear what it said. But the light and the voice grew.
And the light was the light that no man may look on and live, and the voice was the sweetest and most
terrible voicein theworld. The children cast down their eyes. And so did everyone.

'l speak,” said thevoice. ‘“What isit that you would hear?
There was a pause. Everyone was afraid to speak.

'What are we to do about Rekh-mara? said Robert suddenly and abruptly. ‘ Shal he go back through
the Amulet to hisown time, or-'

'No one can pass through the Amulet now,” said the beautiful, terrible voice, ‘to any land or any time.
Only when it was imperfect could such things be. But men may pass through the perfect charmto the
perfect union, which is not of time or space.’



"Would you be so very kind,” said Antheatremuloudly, ‘asto speak so that we can understand you? The
Psammead said something about Rekh-maranot being ableto live here, and if he can't get back-" She
stopped, her heart was beating desperately in her throat, asit seemed.

'Nobody can continueto livein aland and in atime not gppointed,” said the voice of glorious sweetness.
‘But asoul may live, if in that other time and land there be found asoul so akinto it asto offer it refuge, in
the body of that land and time, that thus they two may be one soul in one body.'

The children exchanged discouraged glances. But the eyes of Rekh-maraand the learned gentleman met,
and were kind to each other, and promised each other many things, secret and sacred and very beautiful.

Anthea saw the look. ‘ Oh, but,” she said, without at al meaning to say it, ‘dear Immy'ssoul isn't at al
like Rekh-mards. I'm certain it isn't. | don't want to be rude, but it ISN'T, you know. Dear Jmmy's soul
isasgood asgold, and-'

'Nothing that is not good can pass beneath the double arch of my perfect Amulet,” said thevoice. ‘If both
arewilling, say the word of Power, and et the two souls become one for ever and ever more.’

'Shall |7 asked Jane.
IYS-I
IY$-I

The voices were those of the Egyptian Priest and the learned gentleman, and the voices were eager, dive,
thrilled with hope and the desire of great things.

So Jane took the Amulet from Robert and held it up between the two men, and said, for the last time, the
word of Power.

'Ur Hekau Setcheh.'

The perfect Amulet grew into adouble arch; the two arches |eaned to each other making agreat A.
‘A standsfor Amen,” whispered Jane; ‘what he was apriest of .

'Hush!” breathed Anthea,

The great double arch glowed in and through the green light that had been there since the Name of
Power had first been spoken-it glowed with alight more bright yet more soft than the other light-aglory
and splendour and sweetness ungpeakable. ‘Come!” cried Rekh-mara, holding out his hands.

'‘Come!” cried the learned gentleman, and he al'so held out his hands.
Each moved forward under the glowing, glorious arch of the perfect Amulet.

Then Rekh-mara quavered and shook, and as stedl is drawn to amagnet he was drawn, under the arch
of magic, nearer and nearer to the learned gentleman. And, as one drop of water mingles with another,
when the window-glassis rain-wrinkled, as one quick-silver bead is drawn to another quick-silver bead,
Rekh-mara, Divine Father of the Temple of Amen-Ra, was drawn into, dipped into, disappeared into,
and was one with Jmmy, the good, the beloved, the learned gentleman.

And suddenly it was good daylight and the December sun shone. The fog has passed away like adream.

The Amulet was there-little and complete in jan€e's hand, and there were the other children and the



Psammead, and the learned gentleman. But Rekh-mara-or the body of Rekh-mara-was not there any
more. Asfor hissoul...

'Oh, the horrid thing!” cried Robert, and put hisfoot on a centipede as long as your finger, that crawled
and wriggled and squirmed at the learned gentleman's feet.

"THAT,” said the Psammead, *WAS the evil in the soul of Rekh-mara.’

There was adeep silence.

‘Then Rekh-maras HIM now? said Jane at last.

'All that was good in Rekh-mara,” said the Psammead.

'HE ought to have his heart's desire, too,” said Anthea, in asort of stubborn gentleness.

'HIS heart'sdesire,’ said the Psammead, ‘isthe perfect Amulet you hold in your hand. Y es-and has been
ever snce hefirst saw the broken haf of it.'

'Weve got ours,” said Anthea softly.

'Yes,' said the Psammead-its voice was crosser than they had ever heard it-'your parents are coming
home. And what's to become of ME? | shdl be found out, and made a show of, and degraded in every
possibleway. | KNOW they'll make me go into Parliament-hateful place-all mud and no sand. That
beautiful Baalbec templein the desert! Plenty of good sand there, and no politics! | wish | were there,
safein the Past-that | do.’

'l wishyou were,” said the learned gentleman absently, yet polite asever.

The Psammead swelled itself up, turned itslong snail's eyesin onelast lingering look a Anthea-aloving
look, she always said, and thought-and-vanished.

'Well; said Antheg, after aslence, ‘| supposeit'shappy. The only thing it ever did redly carefor was
SAND.

'My dear children,” said the learned gentleman, ‘1 must have falen adeep. I've had the most extraordinary
dream.’

'l hopeitwasaniceone,’ said Cyril with courtesy.

'Yes.... | fed anew man after it. Absolutely anew man.'

Therewas aring &t the front-door bell. The opening of adoor. VVoices.
'It's THEM!" cried Robert, and athrill ran through four hearts.

'Herel’” cried Anthea, snatching the Amulet from Jane and pressing it into the hand of the learned
gentleman. ‘ Here-it's yours-your very own-a present from us, because you're Rekh-maraaswell as... |
mean, because you're such adear.’

She hugged him briefly but fervently, and the four swept down the stairsto the hall, where a cabman was
bringing in boxes, and where, heavily disguised in travelling cloaks and wraps, wastheir hearts
desire-three-fold-Mother, Father, and The Lamb.

'Blessme!’ said thelearned gentleman, Ieft alone, ‘blessme! What atreasure! The dear children! It must



be their affection that has given me these luminous apercus. | seem to see so many things now-things|
never saw before! The dear children! The dear, dear children!'
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