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Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop
meet Mr. Ebb and Mr. Flood

N the nursery of the big house on the hill there was a

Great, Wide, "Normous Bed with Pincapple osts, And
in this bed slept three hrtle children, called Winkle,
Twinkle, and Lollypop.

OFf course, these were not their real names, but evervone
called them so, because it suited them, especially Lollypop,
who was very sweel.

Winkle and Twinkle were bovs, and [.--}|:.|----,- was their
sister, and all three were exactly the same age, having com
to their Lovely Mother at the very same time, They were
the rredtest chums, and all three ate hll.'m'll'.cl', and dressed
together, and slept in a row in the Great Wide "Normous B
with the Pineapple Posts,

Usually Nanna, the Nurse, had to come in and wake them
up in the morning, when they would all curl up like kittens

in a nest and vawn and stretch, before they got up to have

their bath.

But one day when the Sun fele very happy and rested,
he got up sooner than was his custom, or 50 1t secmed, and he
stared in at the window so hard that Winkle felt the look

I':'.:|IT "l""-"’:—'!I ||.‘~ ~'||th'-1 EY LS. :"-'-.' lI|.1'|"."|'.~:.|-_- -:-'.l-_"..: s &y




and sat up in the Great, Wide "Normous Bed with the Pine
apple Posts, and . woke up Twinkle, who woke up Lollypop.

“Look!” said Winkle,”" The Sunisup. Letusger up, too!”

S0 they all three scrambled to the edie of the bed and slid
down to the floor.

“The house i very quiet,” saud Lollyvpop, “ir must be
].ll:l:_'l :Ir!u| 1'5: 4|:I'.:1|.|.'.'I.] 'u.;l[ t'll_' l.'1-|;|.rh

“Perhaps that's so!” said the others. And they did not
call Nanna, the Nurse, for fear she would scold them for being
such sleepyheads, but dressed as quickly as they could.
Lollypop buttoned Winkle, and Winkle buttoned Twink’e,
and Twinkle buttoned Lollypop, so they managed very well.

And when :]14.-_': were dressed tﬁu:‘ crept out into the hall
and down the stairs very gently, But nobedy was about,
for instead of being late, it was really very, very early, and
not another soul was stirfing,

“Oh dear!" cried Twinkle, when they discovered this,
“What shall we do? We can’t go back to bed again!”

“No, indeed "' agreed the others, “for we are too wide
awake now!”

So they went out into the garden. And there were three
Ducklings, who had also got up early, and were very busy
gobbling the dew from off the grass.  These belonged to the
c]1i|.-.|r1_-]'| ane to 1I.1|."in!a:||_'hur:u (1§} .r'u.'.IlIL;.[I..' and one to ].-IJ];:.'I"lII'nI
whao at once ran afrer them, trying to catch them.

But the Ducklings were o quick, and besides, quacked
g0 loudly thart Winkle was alrmd tlu:j' would wake up the
grown folks, and that would be a pity.

"Come, let us go down to the Beach!” said Winkle. *We
can make as much noise as we like down there!”

“Oh! Yes'™ cried Twinkle and Lollypop. And they ran
down through the Lovely, Flowery Meadow to where the
beach lav, all vellow and smooth, on the edge of the blue
WELTLET.

And there they saw the most surprising thing.

The warer was much further away from the Lovely Flowery




Meadow than it had usually been, and the rocks on the bottom
could be planly scen.  Some even stuck up above the surface,
with sea-weed clinging to them like long hair. The waves
were very little, and gentle.

Indeed, the whole beach looked quite different from the
way it had been before, and this was perhaps to be expected,
for it was the very first time that the children had been there
alone,

Then all of a sudden they heard a voice.

“Well, Little Friends, how do you do?f” it zaid in deep
R [,

Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop caught hold of each other's
hands at I!h::a, :I.:[IHH:H]'l it wis 4 very kind voice, and Ih-.':-'
looked abour to see where it came from.  And there, Iving
on the sand, was a very mll, thin gentleman i a very baggy
bathing-suit!

Now Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop had extremely good
manners, so when they saw the gentleman was speaking to
them, they answered right away.

“We are very well, thank you,” said they. “And how
are you?'"

“I am very pleased to sce you!” replied the tall gentle-
man, gettng wp and coming toward them. *[ have been
hoping to see you for some tme!l”

The children were very much surprised at this.

“Rut we come here every day!” said Winkle, “and we
have never seen you before!”

“Ah! But that is because vou have not come when [ was
here!™ the tall, thin gentleman explained. “You came, I dare
say, when my brother, Mr, Flood, was here.  1am Mr. Ebb!”

“Mr. Ebb?" repeated Winkle, not understanding.

“Mr. Ebb Tide,” expluined the tall, thin gentleman.
“My brother, Mr. Flood Tide, always draws the largest crowd.
You see, the Grown-Ups like him best, and so they come when
he 15 here, and they bring the children. 1 miss meeting a
lot of children that way!"




Here Mre. Ebb lét our a lomng ;:.:gh_, tor he was very fond
of children, and Winkle, Twinkle and Lollvpop felt quite
gorry for him.

“But it's safer to [ in with I'I'u: e rown I_:.!I:i!,”_h\_l_l_ﬂ'sq_'_ﬂ[‘l_'-.[
Lollypop, to comfore him. "Perhaps that is the reason!”

“Sufer!” exclaimed Mr, Ebb indignandy. *1 should say
not. Why, when I'm here, there isn’t enough water for
sharks to come in, and vou can wade, and never ger wet above
vour knees! Safer, indeed!”

“Oh, excuse ug, sirl” said Winkle hastily, *'1 can see that
1% truc, now that you mention 1t.  And how lovely the water
looks! T wish we could go right in!"”

“Well, why not?#" asked Mr. Ebb,

*But we've been told never to go in alore!” said Lollvpop,
sadly.  And Winkle and Twinkle nodded their heads in agree-
ment.

“Bur if vou go i with me vou will be ru:rl-:::,'t:g.' safe,”
said Mr. Ebh,

“Why, thut's so!" cried Winkle, and the others said,* That's
so!"" in chorus, and in a minute they all began to get ready.

Then when they were properly fixed for bathing, Mr. Ebl
taok them in charge, and they ventured in among the gentle
|itt|f R Y i.'l."l-'fl'.'l'.‘r-

Oh what fus it was!  MNever before had Th:}' had such z
splendicl bath, for Mr. Ebb wok pleasure in showing them all
sores of wonderful things ar the bottom of the ocean.

There were little Green-Crabs that danced among the
rocks, skipping sideways in the funniest manner, and Fiddler-
Crabs, who had one large claw each, that they held like a
fiddle; and hundreds of Hermit-Crabs thar lived in rented
houses, so Mr. Ebb said, for they had ne shells of their own,
but had had to take those which other ¢reatures had discarded.
So that some lived in Periwinkle shells, and some in Cockle
shells, and some tiny ones lived in little Snail-shells.

“When they grow ton big for one shell,” Mr. Ebh explained,

“they move out, and find another thar will hold them. The
very higgest live in the great, long curly Periwinkle Castles.”

Then Mr. Ebh shows=d the Children the Barnacles which
live on the rocks under the water, And a very prickly com
pany they were and fond of their own sore, for they lived in
groups of hundreds — thousands, even — very close together,

“They seldom move,” said Mr. Ebb, " Very set in their
ways, they are! But come and meet the Shiners.  They are
lively enough, the silly, reckless things!"

Then he led the way to a smooth strand where the water
was very shallow and warm; and here were hundreds of little
'L'-'_']""H fish that darted in and out between the children's
hngers, and made them squeal with delight,

These were only a few of the wonders waich Mr. Ebb
showed them. There were pools full of lacelike sea-weed and
little caves with lakelets in them, and many other things.



Bur ar last Lollvpop, who was alwavs rhe firse o remember
hoer Mother, sail that they had beteer be going, for Breakfase
was surely ready,

Sa they put on their clothes amd sand *“good-bye™ mosr
politely, and ehanked Me, Ebb for the mosd eome they had had.

“Uood-bye!” eriad Mre. Ebb, waving lus hand afrer chem,
“Come back tomerrow — a little lier in the momng!™

“Temorrow ! the children sang out.  And then they all
went back to Breakiast,

At the Garden Gare they met the three Duckhings, who
seemed ro be waiting for them.

“Wouldn't it be mice if they all had bathing-soirs andd
could go in with us romorrow ! gaid Winkle.

“Yes, saud Twinkle.  Bur Tollvpop was more eautious.

“I think the Ocean is rather large for such voung Puck-
lings,"" said she.  “They ought to have a little pond of rheir
W H iLovery gafe vne!™

Just then MNanma, the Nurse, came down the padh.

“Why where have vou Children been? she  caid.
“Mother is down and Father too, and the Oarmeal will all he
cold 1f YL don’t |]|r1'rf|.' I'i[!."l[ m!”

Nexe morning the children were up with the Sun agam,
and helped cach orher dress =0 queckly that they were ready
pigch 1od seom for the cime Meo Fhb had sold dhem o come,
So they waited around the ganden and playved with the Duck-
lings unnil it was time o start for the Beach, where they
fonnd Mre. Ehb watching for them,

U ome -.L|u|1|::!" he called as they :I|1]1r~cr:u'|:ud. "Hurr:..'

There s a whole school of Baby Bluctish goimg by

And the Children hurried, and sure enough, the shallow
water was full of tiny fish th:!t:l:lrmi_:lim;lr and snapped their
t:li]'igﬂi]!l' as they plaved with the uh!|1irs:ll+

When it was time to go home again, Winkle, Twinkle andl
Lollypoep could scarcely hear ro say good-bye,

“Come tomorrow!” said Mr. Ebb heartily, as he saw them
off. “Come ;|g;|'|n COTMOTTOW , ligele bacer!™

But next day the Children were so eager to be with their
new friend, that they hardly waited for Nanna, the Nurse,
ro button their rompers before they ran off to the Beach.
And when they reached ir, there was Mr. Ebb — bur he was
not alune.

Right near the shore o mischievous looking far gentleman,
wearing a life-preserver, was standing up to his waist in the
water. Mr. Ebb was wading in the shallows, and ordering the
steanger out o sea. At firse the fae man did nor want to go,
and the twe had quite 2 tme of it, but at lase he gave m, and
went off, swimming with an awtul fuss, sputtering anl puffing
out water and splashing.  And as soon as he had gone M. Fbb
came in and greeted the Children,

“That 15 my brother, Mr. Flood “Tide! he explaineld.
“You got here a lictle early, or 1 have had him oot of the
way. Butit's all nght now.  Come along and lee e intro-
duce you to an old Flacthish — a grear friend of mine!

So the chillren went with him, very happy indeed that
they dul not have to trust themselves with that very rough
Mr, Flood.

For almose a week the Children came back every morning,
having the lovelicst time with their kined friced, Mre. Ebb,
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Then one day the Lovely Lady, that was the children’s
Mother, called them to her and put her arms arcund them all
at once — Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop.

“Now, Sweethearts!” she said. *"What is this [ hear from
Nanna, the Nurse, about your going down to the Beach and
going in bathing alone? That was not safe!”

“Oh! But it 77 safe! said Winkle, *Because Mr. Ebb
15 there,

“Mr. Ebb#" said Mother, *And who is he, and how does
he make it safe?"”

“Why, he is a tall, thin gentleman,” Twinkle explained,
“and the water only comes up to his ankles, so it must be safe!”

“And heis ulwa}'s there to look after us!" added Lu]l;.-pup.

“Well, then!" said Mother, “T expect 1'd better go and
have a talk with him, and see if he's the sort 1'd care to trust
you with!"

So Mother got her parasol, and Winkle took Twinkle's
hand, and Twinkle took Lollypop's hand, and Lollypop took
Mother's hand, and rhey all went down to the Beach together.

But when they got there, Mr. Ebb was nowhere to be seen.
Instead, there was the rough Mr. Flood, who laughed when he
saw them and dashed right up and splashed the water about
so that Mother had to shelter them with her parasol.

“Well!” said Mother, dragging the children back through
the Lovely Flowery Meadow just as quickly as she could,
“Well! Dear me! You ought mever to go in bathing with
thar Rough Person! And if Ae is your idea of someone to
take care of you, he's not mv idea of any such thing!”

* But #hat 15 not our irtend ! ered the children.

But Mother was anxious for them and would not listen.

"You must not go down alone any more!” she said firmly.

And so, for another whole week, Winkle, Twinkle and
Lollypop moped around the garden and were very sad because
they missed their friend, Mr. Ebb.

Then one day Mother decided to take chem down to the
Beach, But Mother did not walk very fast, and the children
ran and ran and reached the sand long before she did, and
there was dear Mr. Ebb, lying just as they had seen him the
first time, and the water was "way, "way out and very shallow
indeed.

“Oh, Mr. Ebb!” the Children shouted, running up to him,
“"How glad we are that you have come back!”

And they told him of how they had come down and found
only Mr, Flood there, and how Mother had kept them at
home.

“Why you Sillies!” said Mr, Ebb, laughing at them —
“Why you Sillies, don't you know that I am here every twelve
hours, and then my brother, Mr, Flood comes to take his turn
for the other twelve so that 1 can get some rest. Didn't
vou know thae?

“Nuo, sir, we didn"t!” said Winkle. " But how are we to
tell when to find you?"

“You figure it out this way,” Mr. Ebb very kindly
explained.  “I1f I come in at twelve o'clock, why you'll know
that next day I won't be here until une o'clock: and so on.
An hour later each day.



r'1'.'.J|IJ, sotd we understand!” sard Twinkle, "And so we
will always know when to find you. How splendid!™”

Just then Mother appeared upon the Lovely Flowery
Meadow and came walking toward them. At once the chil-
dren all ran to her, and led her down upon the sands, pointing
out the shallow water, and all mlking at once,

"See!  This is our friend, Mr. Ebb!" ¢cried Winkle.

“And he has made the deep water goaway!" said Twinkle.

“Sn you can see thar it's perfectly safe!” added Lollypop.

"Well,” said Mother smiling, ** If you only go in bathing
when it's Ebb-Tide, I think T will have to let you do it when-
ever you want to!”

At this the children all laughed for joy, and joining hands,
began to skip about Mr. Ebb, who sang them a gentle, sea-
chanty to dance to, which is a rare thing to hear, vou max
e suire!

Then Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop all went in bathing
with him, and had such a beauniful time that they were quite
tired out.  And when they went back home to the Big House
on the Hill, they fell asleep the very minute Nanna, the Nurse,
had tucked them into the Great, Wide Bed with the Pineapple

Puosts!
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Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop
meet Mr. Wind,

NE afterncon Nanna, the Nurse, was going to a
party, and so she was in a grear hurey putting the
children to bed for their nap.

She washed Winkle first, because he was the oldest of
the triplets. And she was so anxious to get away that she
got the Nice White Floating Soap in his eves,

Then she washad Twinkle, because he was next oldesr,
and she would not leg him stop to make a boat out of the
Nice Rough Bath Brugh, or pretend to be a whale and spout
up water from the basin with his mouth.

“No time for whales to-day!™ said Nanna shortly, and
rubbed his face all pink and dry with the big, big rough towel.

Then she washed Lollypop last of all, because Lollypop
was such a sweet, good little Eir] that she never made any
trouble, and did not mind waiting for her turm.

Lollypop never tried to play with the Nice Rough Bath
Brush, and when Nanna, the Nurse, got soap into her eves,
she only said * Please be careful.”

When Nanna had rubbed every one of them all pink and
dry on the nice big rough towel, she put on Winkle's sleeping-
suit, and Twinkle's sleeping-suit, and Lollypop's sleeping-suit.

“Now into bed,” said Nanna,” It's high time you're asleep!”



So the children climbed upinto the Great "Nermous Wide
Bed with the Pineappie Posts, and lay downin a row. Lollypop
lay on the inside because she was the girl, and Twinkle lay
next in the very muddle, and Winkle lay on the ourside, because
he was the oldest boy,

“There now!” said Nanna the Nurse, "1 am going to pull
down the shade, and you must all be asleep in forty winks!"

And sure enough she pulled down the shade and hurried
away to the party just as soon as ever she hal taken off her
cap and apron.

Iy e

Somehow the children could not go to sleep right away.
They wished very mitch that tl'n:}' Wpere lmig I':I'Illllgh to go to
the party also, and did not have to take naps in the afterncon
when older people were awake. But as they eould not go to
the party they decided to have one of their own.

“Let’s get up and pretend we are at Nanna's party,”
said Winkle.

“We'll have to put on our elothes,” objected Twinkle.

“All rig:':ht —I'll button viou and YOou can burean Winlkls
and Winkle can button me!” said Lollypap.
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Sa they all got our of bed. First Winkle, who helped
i"]:"ﬂ."irﬂ;.::_'.l RS .:14.- ]|L'|i-|._'-.i ] -.Ll'_l.'l'n._-.i'-_ ."k]|||. 1.'=|il.'|1. I!||L':|' Worg -I.I.l'l.'H.'\-L'I\.I.
they set up the tea-set and the soldicrs and the dolls from the
shelf. But before they could begin to play at having a parry,
|:J|-;_':.' heard the strangest sound, It was outside of the window
which was closed, and 1t seemed as thouph someone were
moaning and whistling and rareling the window-pane, all at
the same time.

“Oooh Whee!™ it said. And raitfe — ratife went the
window, shaking like anything!

“Goodness " cried Winkie, “ Whatever can it be?

“Tt is rrying to ger in!" said Twinkle.
It sounds rather sad!” said Lollypop, who was wvery
l:11-|..ll.|g hiful of others.

1 think it sounds jolly I'* said Winkle.

*Let's go and see who 1t s, suggested Twinkle,

And o0 Winkle took Twinkle's hand, and Twinkle took
Lollypop’s hand and they all went over to the window.

And indeed there was somebody cutside, leoking in through
the gl;lﬁ.:{. T||_|.' |'i|'i|,||;_'r|. l;||llu:'.|l.1 |'h." wWils T]II.' Yery 1:-|E-.[|.'.-I:
person they had ever seen, for he Kept swaying from side to
side, and his head was wrapped up in a huge turban with ends
that floated about.

*Oooh — Whee! Let me in!™ said the person. And he
whined just as any one of the children might have done when
they felt fretiul.

r“'|'||.|'|,|:| can hl._' bed crwed I_-:“'.'I,'Hl]"'. -'l.“h diw ||_|!' ]'IEIITI i-"ll-
Poor person!”

So they all caught hold of the window and opened it, and
it'. he I""P]"""'J 1] 1I1|51_'|-;. s t]_'.Ji.Lk — and ol know that there 15
nothing quicker than that!

He was a tall, thin fellow, with clothes which foated



about him in wisps, and a lor of belts that hung around him
leosely, and from which dangled all sorts of queer and inter-
esting things. The very minute he got inside, he began
running around and around the room ata great rate, knocking
aver arnaments with the ends of his sleeves, upsetting Nanna's
scent-bottle on the burcay, brushing the towels that were
hung to dry from off the back of the chair, and making a great
rumpus generally.

And while he ran about, he kept muttering and mumbling
to himself, and talking ro the ehildren.

“Oooh — Whee! what did vou mean by shutting me out ™
he asked indignantly. “What did you mean? Don't you
know any better than to shut me out when you are taking a
nap? Where's vour good sense, eh? Oooh — Whee!”

“Please, sir,” said Winkle most politely, “We did nor
mean any harm! Would you mind telling us who yvou are?”

“1 am Mr. Wind, of course!” said the visitor. “Don't
you know that you should never sleep in a room where I can't
get in ar all#”

“Oh, how do you do, Mr. Wind#" said Twinkle, "' I'm sc
sorry! | thought thar it was fresh air we were supposed w
have!"

*Same thing, same thing!" said Mr. Wind, fussily., * Dif-
ferent name, that's all!"

“We didn’t know,"” smd Lollypop, timidly.

“Well, it's time you learned, then! said Mr. Wind.
“I've a good mind to give you a regular blowing up for such
ignﬂrnm::;.'"

Then he puffed out his cheeks and blew so hard thae even
the pictures on the walls swayed.

“Oh, please don't do that!" cried the children. " Do sit
down and be friendly, we'd like very much to know viun herrer.
Please make yourself at home!™

At this invitation Mr, Wind quicted down a little and found
himself a place on the window-sill. You could hardly say
he really sat there, for he was never perfectly still for a




moment.  But it gave the children a chance o get a good look
at him.

And he did wear the most interesting things! To begin
with there were his four wide belts, and from a cord hung a
bellows just like that which Nanna, the Nurse, used for stare
ing the nursery fire. Next to this hung a big palm-leaf fan,
and beside it was a bag that had something soft inside: and
next came what looked like a jug of water. He had also an
enormous rattle, and a small ractle.

But even this was not all. Under one arm he carried a
creature which looked a little like a dog, and which Mr. Wind
had a great deal of trouble in keeping quict.

“Oh dear! said Lollypep, “Don't ler it go! Does it
bite? Has it teeth?"

“Of course it has teeth, of course it has!™ said Mr. Wind,
“That is a Biting Gale — didn’t you ever hear of the teeth of
a Biting Gale, eh? Ihdn't you?"

“Of course 1 have,"” said Winkle, * But he won"t get loose
this afternoon, will he?”

* Nothing of the kind!"” said Mr. Wind. *“Whoever heard
of a Biting Gale being loose on a fine summer afterncon "

As soon ag the children were quite sure the Biring Gale
W'.-."Llli.{ not flurl: I'E“:]'ﬂ. t]'“.'}" come ::Jﬂﬂl..'r A 8] .hlr.. 'l'l_..'ind. ﬂl"ll;i
.'!‘!Iil'lkll.'. “Hlk. Wy e ""l l']“..' htltﬁq.

“If you please,” said Winkle, " what are these?”

“Those are my belts, my belts of course! replied
Mr. Wind. Didn't you ever hear of the Belts of Wind #”

“1 think I did,” ‘said Lollypop, who always studied her
iessons like a good litte girl.

“That middle one,” said Mr. Wind condescendingly,
*that one 13 my Equatorial Belt. [f you look carefully, you
can see how nicely it is embroidered.”

Lo Winkle looked tnn:fu:]l}', and Twinkle looked cnrcfu]]:.',
and Lollypop looked, too, and they saw that on the Equarorial
Belt were all sorts of bright and lovely things; gay parrots
and monkeys and palm trees and beauriiil strange fowers,

and blue, blue waves and snakes with jewels in their heads,
and black people with strings of beads about their necks.
And it was the same all the way around.

“How pretty!" sail Winkle. “Have the other belts
things on them tooi”

“Of course, what did you think? OF course — take a
look — take a good look!™ said Mr. Wind.

“Here! See these two — these are my Doldrum Belrs,
these are. Have a good look at them, go ahead!”

So the children looked at the Doldrum Belrs, and these
were very pretty, too, although not nearly so bright. But
they had a great many horses and cattle amd sheep upon them,
and high flat mountains —* plateaus,” Mr. Wind called
them. And rthese places looked very grassy. In one place
there were even Kangaroos with their babies in their pockets.

“Pretty much the same all the way around,” said
Mr. Wind. “I wear this belt in Russia, on the Steppes,
which are wide places just like the plains in Amenica, | wear
it there, too, where the cowboys and sheep-herders are, and in



the same kind of place in Argentina, which is in South Amer-
wa, and in Australia, where the Kangaroos are. But they
are all abour the same, whichever way you look at them, my
Doldrum Beles are!™

There was one more belt with pictures on it, and Twinkle
discovered this.

“That is the Temperate Belr,” said Mr. Wind. "I wear
ir aro Hl]. I'!l:l‘t:. Ir h:l?i |'|.[:I:.|.t-'.-|:.'-i :.I'l.l.l I-[]]k.ﬁ ﬂl'H.i trees ﬂrl.l;i ﬂl::l“'l:'rs.
and animals of just the kind that you see every day."

“Why so it has — and ## i the same all the way around,
too!” cried Lollypop looking it over carefully. *What is in
that box which you carry#”

“Uh, that 15 just Breezes!” said Mr. Wind. “Land and
Sea Breczes, mostly. | like to blow one of them from the land,
at might, and the other from the sea, in the day.”

“And what are the rattles?” asked Winkle.

“Leave them alone, you just leave them alone! suid
Mr. Wind. “The big one is a Whirl-wind, and the little one
15 a Cyclone, which is a little whirl-wind. They are very
troublesome breezes. | have to keep them locked up as much
ag | can. Don't stir them up. Why they can knock down a
house as casy as casy, if they once get started!”

“Don't you wuch them, Winkle!” exclaimed Lollypop.
Then she put the very tip of her Ainger on the big palm-leaf
fan. “Whar is this?" she asked.

Mr. Wind smiled at her gently.

“That is the South Wind,” said he. *I use that to turn
up the leaves of the trees, and encourage the Mowers o grow
and the sun to come out.  Itis nice and warm when I use that
fan, it is!"”

This encouraged Lollypop so much, that she asked
Mr. Wind to explain what the other things were.

“Well," said he, taking up the Bellows. *“This is the North
Wind. I use it chiefly for piling up things such as snow
and dead leaves, and hiding rubbish in corners, and making
people turn their coat collars up aronnd their ears. [ have

a Jot of fun with the North Wind. And this bag is the West
Wind. It is full of dust, and I use it for chasing rain away."”

Winkle put out his hand toward the big water bottle,
but Mr. Wind stopped him just in time.

“No you don't!” said he. “That bortle is the East Wind,
and it is full of clouds. We don’t want any rain this after.
noon, we dont!™

“But if there are 30 many winds,” said Winkle, “how s it
that you are Mr. Wind?”

“There is only one Wind,” said Mr. Wind, " the others are
just named after me, But people like to call me different
things, when I act in different ways."

Besides all these things Mr. Wind had a big book full of
figures which he had said was the Trade Wind and always
added up right just as sure as sure; and there 18 nothing surer
than that, vou know! And he had a bunch of long, soft fuzzy
things which looked like cat-tails and were nice and warm to
fecl, and these he said were Canyon Breezes, which he lee
float down the canyons at nighr.

“What lots of things you do!” said the children.

“Pooh!" said Mr. Wind, nearly blowing them away.
“You don't know half of what T have to do! [ make the
sailing-ships go. 1 fill the beautiful sails of the swift yachts,
and the strong grey sails of the boats that carry merchandise
from land to land across the wide oceans, and 1 flap the
window-shades, and [ plant the wild flowers, by carrying ther
seeds, and help the tired birds to fly. I make the chimneys
draw go that the fires ean burn and [ point the weather-vanes,
and — oh, lots and lots of other things!"

“Den't you ever rest?” asked Lollypop, who always
thought of other people.

“Oh, yes, in my Equatorial Belt, alone, 1 rest!” replied
Mr. Wind. *“Bur although 1 am so busy at other times, it's
really quite good sport!”

Then Mr. Wind seemed suddenly to think of a good idea
and he began to laugh.



“Come out with me now, and we will have a lot of fun!”

h—ilil] |llf.

“0Oh, but we must not do that!” cried the children. “We
are supposed to be having our nap.  Besides, suppose we were
to be spanked for being naughty? We never have been
but Nanna savs she's sure she'll have to do it one day!™

“Spanked!” said Mr, Wind, "1 have a Spanking Breeze
ill!l'_'llJT e E-UIHL'“'JLL'TL' §E 1.Ili:‘|l 'll'li.'r_!" I:'IE”'.“L'I-“

“Don't get it out!” cried Winkle. “We'll come anyway,
we want to!"

And g0 Mr. Wind tock Winkle's hand and Winkle tock
Twinkle's hand and Twinkle took Lollypop’s hand, and away
they went down the stairs and out through the door, making
the awning on the porch flap merrily as they passed, bending
all the rose-bushes and the lilac bushes and whirling around to
the back of the house.

There Coak ~.'|.:|-.'j|:.~.|: goIng to put some ashes inta the barrel
for the ash-man to toke away, when they met her.

“Oool — Whee," cried Mr. Wind, and puffed a handful
of ashes right over Cook's clean cap!

IIIl.i'll._'l'l.l_ [hl.,':‘." LN [!'Irﬂ'llb.:l'l. I'J:H.,: {uch:ml, H'r'lll.:l'ﬂ SOITIE IU"-'L"[}'
red apples were hanging out of reach on the topmost bough.
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“Oh, yes, please!” said the children.

“Oooh — Whee," cried Mr. Wind. And down came the
n]ﬁ]1||.1a |1||.'11]1-|.'r3.' hL-m]: on the griss, one for "I"Iulill.]':[r_', one for
Twinkle, and one for Lollypop!

When they had gatherad up the apples they all set off
4'giﬁn for the meadow, where Farmer thhl] WG Tl"_:.-'i"; to pile
IJll [JIL‘ Il-il}'.

“Oooh — Whee," said Mr. Wind, and took some hay right
Ilﬂ.ﬂf I‘lil.rl'l'll;_"'l' _]I:Ihl'llﬁ |1Jr1';.! T]‘.::r: rhlf."_'n' i.'." |i1l|!._i|'|L'-.] i'.l'll.l i .

Next they came to a little pond on which 2 mother duck
and her ducklings were swimming quictly, Mr. Wind gave
one puff, and sent them sailing jusc as fast as fast, and there
in't any thing faster than thae, you know!




After this they went to the gate and looked over ar the
street, where people were hurrying along busily.

“Oooh — Whee,” said Mr. Wind, and soon their hats
went Aying off and their newspapers were running down the
street as if they had legs! Shutters banged and doors rattled,
and even the policeman had to hold on to his helmer and fasten
I.-ll_'l !Iiﬁ LLl-il[! TI'.L' I.H'I;?Fi:':-l'_'”!.'r.'.‘i !'i[i.‘lll.ﬁ.l Wils :I..II 'IIITEI:"T:I ﬂr'll;,l Thl.,'
horses put down their heads and their tails whipped about
them. Empty cans rolled out of the ash-barrels, pors of
flowers were knocked off a window-ledge. The clathes-
linez in the back vards pulled and tugged because the clothes
tricd so hard to get away and run with the children and
Mr. Wind!

The man who sells balloons let go of his strings, and
Mr. Wind threw the balloons about so that the balloon-man
had a hard time getting them back! The dogs began to bark,
and a lady had to try with all her might to kecp her pink silk
parasol from being turned inside out! Bur in spite of all
the excitement, nobody seemed to actually see Mr. Wind
except the children, and one pig which belonged to an old
woman who lived on High Street.

“That's nothing!"” said Mr, Wind, " Pigs always sce me
— pigs and sometimes pocts!”

And then, just as the fun was at its height, who should
come along but Nanna, the Nurse! Goodness gracious how
annoyed she was when she saw the children swinging on the
gate instead of taking their naps! She grabbed them by the
hand — Winkle with one hand, and Twinkle and ].u_nl]n,u_;]_n
both with the other.

“What a shame to spoil the fun!” said the Children.

“Never mind, never mind I'll get even with her!" said
Mr. Wind. And before they rightly knew what was happen-
ing, he had taken Nanna's best hat off her head and was mak-
in]._; i'l“':‘l_}' I;ann I']“..' strect Wirl'l ir!

But Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop were really wvery
kind children, and so when they saw this happen to their good




Nanna they felt sorry, even though she did get the Nice
White Floating Soap in their eyes when she was in a hurry.
So they ran after Mr. Wind and begged him to give them
back her best hat, and after teasing them by running a lirtle
turther, he finally gave it to them.

“But mind now, you make her ler me in the Nursery
most of the time!” said he. -

S0 the children promised this and took her back her
hat, which wasn't much hurt after all, and In no time she
had them at home and standing before Mother,

“Well, well, sweethearts!” said Mother, in her sweet guict
way. "“And what have my children to say about all this#*

“Nanna left the window closed,” said Winkle.

“And so we couldn't go to sleep,” said Twinkle.

“And we just had to lee Mr, Wind in!” said Lollypop.

Then Mother plt her dear arms about all three at once,
and made them feel both glad and ashamed and Very sure
they would remember whatever she told them to do.

“The next nme you want the window open, call Mother,”
said she. “And now tell Nanna you are sorry for running
out, because Nanna is sorry that she forgot to open the win-
dow. And you must all cheer up and not be in the doldrums ™

“We won't be in the doldrums,” said the children. * Be-
cause we don't see how we could be, when we are here!™

“Wherever do those voung ones get such ideas?' said
Mather.

But the children knew she was only talking to herself the
way grown up people do.  And so they went off with Nanna,
the Nurse. And what do you think? Nanna might have
forgotten to open the window, bur she had not forgotten them
while she was at the party, but had brought them each a
little pink cake with silver eandies on the top—one for Winkle,
one for Twinkle and cne for Lollypop!

o S s

"7 Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop,
meet Mr. Shine and Mr. Shower.

OHE day Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop came runmng
up to Morher where she sat in her room in the Great
Big House on the Hill,

“Oh, Muther!" said Winkle, “ What shall we do next?"

“Dear me!” said Mother, “Have you played every game
that you know ¥’

“Yes,” said Winkle, “ 5o we want you to tell us something
to do!"

“If it won't be too much trouble,” added Lollypop, who
was a sweet licte girl and always tried to be considerate.

“Well then,” said Mother, *If three sturdy youngsters
like you can't find anything to play, I believe you had better
be given a lirtle task!”

She put both her arms around them very kindly.

“Let me think!" said Mother. And Winkle, Twinkle
and Lollypop watched her think for two whaole minutes,
Then Mother spoke to them again,

“Why! The strawberries are ripe!” said Mother. “You
can all go out and pick enough for teal”

And she got up and led them out to where Cook was buﬁ}'
ahf:lﬁng peas. Cook found three square little boxes; nice
spicy little boxes all stained red inside and Mother gave one
to each of the children.



“There now!” said Mother, * See who can pick the most!
OfF to the garden you go!”

So Winkle caught hold of Twinkle's basker and Twinkle
caughet hold of Lollypop’s basker, and Lollypop held on as
tght as tight could be, and then they all ran over the porch
and down through the grape-arbor and along the pebbly
path between the sweet, prickly rose hedges until they came
to the strawberry-parch.

The strawberries grew in nice straighe rows, and Farmer
John had put straw under their leaves. So the strawberries
werec very clean, as no carth touched them. T]w_',-' 'ﬁ'ﬁ'll.'l'i.‘jﬂit‘}'
and ripe, too, and smelled deliciously.  The chilidren went to
work with a Ei.uud will.

Winkle took the first row and Twinkle ook the next row
and Lollypop took the third and they all srarted even from
the garden path.

“Wow ™ cried Winkle, who was to be leader because he
was the oldest, " Now—one, two, three—begin!”

And they all started together, eager to sece which could
pick the most.

“We must not eat more than we pick!” said Winkle.

“We can only eat one strawberry out of every ten that
wi Ficl.:_,l" gaid Twinkle.

“Or clse we will have a stomach-ache!” Lallypop reminded
them.

“RBut we can each have a whole saucerful with sugar and
Cream nt rea-oime!” cried Winkle.

And so they worked hard for quite a long, long time until
their baskets were nearly full. And every time each child
had Fi.;].-,ml nine strawberries, Winkle, the leader would
cry “Hale!" and they would all stop and eat the tenth straw-
berry instead of putting it into their baskets.

They were nearly hnished picking when Lollypop got up
from her knees and pushed her hair out of her eves,

*Oh, dear!” said Lollypop, "It's g0 hor. I do wish the
sun would go under a cloud "

“Beg pardon,” said a deep, lazy voice behind her, “ Beg
pardon, but 1 do wish you wouldn’t say that!”

The children were so surprised that they almost dropped
their lirtle haskets full of srrawberries. Almost, but not




quite. They did put them down, however, and rumed
.'!rnurlL:I o 5o 'l-'.-']'l.u WalE Ep-r,':l!:ing,

And there stoad a big far maa in overalls and a wide
brimmed straw hat like Farmer John's. His face was very
round and red, and he had an enormous bandana handkerchief
with which he kept mopping his brow. In his overalls were
a great many little pockets filled with little hoes and rakes
and trowels and spades. There were also paint brushes of
various sizes. And in other pockets were tubes of colored
paint. From one shoulder hung an enormous bucket of
paint, twice as big as all the rest of the colors put together.
On his hat was a strange-locking thing like a magnifying
glass—a  thick round piece of clear glass in a round
frame with a long handle, and this handle was stuck through
his hat-band like a feather. When he moved about the glass
flashed and gleamed so that the children could hardly look at it.

“Well!" said chis large person, in his deep rich voice,
“what are you staring at—eh "’

“Please excuse us for staring ! saxd Winkle politely. “We
did oL kr'lu-w You wire ]l.l:]'l',".“

“If you had coughed or something we would have said
How-do-you-do!" added Twinkle.

“And if you will kindly tell us your name,” said Lallypop,
“we will say how-do-you-do now!”

But the big person only grunted and went on with the
work he was at, He was doing something to the strawberries.
And although the children warched him carefully for several
minutes they could not see what it was he wanted, He took
out a little tube of red paint from one of the pockets in his
overalls, and a little paint-brush from another, and squeczing
a very tiny drop of paint upon the brush, began painting the
strawberries on the top. He only painted the part that the



light was on, and he worked very slowly, And the queerest
thing about it all was that when he got through with each
berry 1t didn’t really lock much redder chan it had before!

“Please, sir!” said Winkle, “Aren’t you going to tell us
who yvou are and why you do thar to the strawberries "

The big person ar last condescended to answer.

“I"ll tell you!" he said, “Only don't try to hurry me!™

Obediently the children stood waiting until he got ready
o speak again.

“I am Mr. Shine,"” he gaid, “Mr. S. Shine. And [ am one
of the gaurd:nurs. Can't you see 1 am very |1-us!.' putl:]ng the
r:d an th: ﬁtrrtwlll:.'r.:l:.ﬁ?"

“But you don’t seem to make them any redder!™ objected
Winkle,

“Give me time!" replied Mr. Shine. “Don't try to
hurry me!"

“Why not?" asked Twinkle. “Nanna, the Nurse, is
always telling us to hurey!™

“You can't hurry me!” Mr. Shine replied with dignity.
“So what's the use of trying? Besides in a few days more,
I'll have all strawberries as red as—strawherries!™”

“What funny work for a gardener!” said Lollypop. " Do
you only paint strawberries?""

“No, indeed!"” replied Mr, Shine. “1 paint everything
that grows—that is to say, everything | can get at!”

“Why can’t you get at everything that grows?' said
Winkle.

“Because some things grow partally underground," Mr.
Shine explained. “Take wrnips, now. 1 wsually manage
to put 4 nice purple top to the part of the turnip that sticks
out. And then again if a potato starts growing in a cellar
when spring comes around, and there is nobody thoughreful
enough to bring the poor thing out into the garden, why its
!cﬂ'\rtﬁ- iwre P‘:T{ﬂt]}' "ﬁ"l'li tf!“

“There is a potato in Cook's basket in the cellar doing
that right now!” cried Winkle.

‘If we run and get it,”" added Twinkle, “will you make
it greent”

‘ Ej:'if you give me time!” replicd Mr. Shine. “Leave it
uumidc.rh¢ kitchen door for me, and in about two days
vou'll sce a heap of difference in it.” .

" “Thar's awfully slow!" said Lollypep who was dsap-
pointed. *"Do you think being so slow is righe I

“T am always right!" replied Mr. Shine. "And so you
can’t change me. You can get me to do things for you —
but change me — no!” .

@1 think it’s lovely to paint!” said Lollypop. "Lan we
watch you for a while?”

“OFf course you can!" replied Mr. Shine. “ Just follow
me around and sce all the things I do to help Farmer John!”

S Winkle took hold of Twinkle's hand and Twinkle took
hold of Lollypop’s hand and they followed Mr. Shine as hie
moved slowly about the garden.

And he certainly did the most interesting things. He
took a turn at the rose-bushes with his red and yellow paints,
and at the sweet-peas with pink and lavender and blue, and
at all the other flowers and fruits, and even at the vegetables.
He tock his very biggest can of paint which was marked
“green” and artached a lirtle hose to it and sprayed the grass
and the trees and the leaves of things with a fine, invisible
Spray.

“Why do you make so many things green?" asked Winkle,

“Yes — why don't you make the trees and grass pink?"
asked Twinkle.

“Because there are so many trees,” replied Mr. Shine,
“and so much grass —and green is the most restiul color
for your eyes. Your eyes would get very tired if the trees
and grass were anvthing excepe green !

“Don't you do an}‘thing besides putting the color on
things?" asked Lollypop.

“Oh, ves, indeed!” said Mr. Shine, "1 loosen up the svil
so that the plants can come out of the seeds thatr Farmer



Jonn puts into the ground. 1 melt up the snow, oo, so that
he can plant seeds.  IF it were not for me, the snow would
still be here!™

“How do you melt up the snow?" asked Winkle, * Do
tell us!”

“Ah! Now you asked somcthing interesting!” replicd
Mr. Shine. “1 do that with my burning-glass!"

» Then Mr. Shine removed his hat, and from the band, he
took the glittering glass with the leng handle.

“When [ look rhrough this!”" said he, “When | look
through this hard — and give a lot of my attention to doing
Sk, Thl." SNoW _il.:-t "I.'-'I.l'li:'-hl.‘."'l !“

“What a wonderful thing!" cried Twinkle. I wish we
had some snow now, =0 we could see 1t work!”

“Well, if you'll give me time and don't try o hurry me,”
said Mr. Shine, "' I'll show you how it works, We dan't need
VWY .".l‘-lltt'l.' “ill 1[”‘!"

"How exciting!” cried Lollypop. “Do show us, Mr.
Shine. We promise to be patient!”

S0 Mr. Shine led them further down the pebbly path
berween the sweer prickly rose-bushes until they came w
the brook at the end of the garden.

There Mr. Shine held his burning-glass over the water.
The children warched very paciently, but they could not see
that anything was happening. At last Winkle said so.

“Of course, vou can't see an vthing,” said Mr. Shine,
"I am drawing up the water, but I am drawing up such a lirele
at a time that you can’t see me do 1t.  But bye-and-bye you
will see some clouds in the sky. And they will be made of
the water [ am drawing up now!”

"."1"(1 L'il.n!r WE CYEr 5S¢0 '_'-'[:I'I.I d" it.=“ ﬂ!'ik‘l,‘.'l'j ;J."r'-"lniill:.

“When you see me doing it,” replied Mr. Shine, *“ That
will be what 1s called a lighe fog. Look up at the sky now!”

At this the children looked up and there, sure enough,
was a lovely lictle baby cloud floating above them away up
in the blue sky!




“What else can you do?" cried Lollypop. *'Oh, Mr,
Shine, please show usi”’

And Mr. Shine, being one of the very kindest people
in the world, showed them a great many of his accomplish-
ments. It seemed that he ser people’s clocks correctly for
them, and helped the sailors steer their ships. For all he
was so slow, he was a very busy person and did a Jor of
ofdd-jobs beside gardening.

Some of these jobs were funny ones, hike telling the
chickens when to get up in the morning and when to go to
roost at night.

“You just stay around with me and I'll make your checks
all red!” said Mr, Shine. “And I'll put freckles on your
noses, too. 1 almost always put freckles on the noses of
children 1 Like and that ike me!™

“Bur we have no freckles now!" said Winkle.

“You just look in the mirror tomorrow morning!” said
Mr. Shine. “And see the freckles you'll have, all three of
yvou! I'm putting them on now, and they'll show tomorrow!
Give me time, that's all.”

It was a lot of fun to see all the things that Mr. Shine
had to do, but the thing they liked the most was watching
him gather up the water and ross the little innocent-looking
clouds into the sky. And so they kept asking him to do
this over and over again. And just to oblige them, Mr.
Shine, who is one of the very kindest people in the world,
did as they asked him. It seemed that he could get the water
anywhere, out of damp earth, or puddles or the brook — even
from a pan of water which Farmer John had left out for the
chickens to drink!

And the more lovely white clouds he made and tossed
up into the sky, the more delighted the children became with
them. As the crowd of little clouds grew thicker, they ran
inte cach other, forming big clouds that moved in a slow,
dignified way, and took on different shapes, so that one
maute they looked like a bear, next minute like a flock of



sheep, next minute like a castle and then again like nothing
but big fleecy clouds.

“Oh, make more, make more!” the children cried. And
they searched about for water for Mr. Shine. At length they
even ran down to the beach and Mr. Shine drew up warer
from the occan just as easily as from the little pan that
Farmer John had left out for the chickens to drink from.,

At last there were a great many clouds in the sky and
they all went back to the garden. By this time Mr. Shine
seemed rather uneasy, and uncertain,

“Trouble with making those clouds,” said he, *is that
they always drive me away! The other gardener, Mr.
Shower, always grabs them up and gets to work and off |
have to go!”

“Oh, don't go!" the children begged, ** Just as we are
having such an interesting time!”

They were walking up the pebbly path between the
sweet, prickly rose-bushes, and Mr. Shine, who had put his
burning-glass away in the crown of his hat, kept looking back
over his shoulder anxiously. His voice was weaker and he
had turned quite pale.

“Good gracious,” said he, “I'm afraid I'll have to go
and that I'll have to hurry! When the other gardener, Mr.
Shower comes, he always makes me hurry off! He's the
only person that can make me, and 1 do hate to hurry!™

Then all of a sudden,just as the children were about o
again beg him not to go, he had vanished! The clouds had
all got together so that the sky was grey, and pretty soon
Lollypop held out her hand and a rain-drop splashed upon it.

“We must go in,” said Lollypop, who was a very good litte
girl, “ We must go in because it 1s beginning to rain!”

So Winkle took Twinkle’s hand and Twinkle took Lolly-
pop's, and they started for the Great Big House on the Hill.

As they were walking along the pebbly-path between the
sweet prickly rose-bushes and had almost reached the back-
porch, they met a person coming along toward them in a

great hurry. He was tall and graceful and moved very
quickly, and he had on a yellow raincoat and a cap on his
head like a fireman’s, so that the only things which were not
well covered were his face and hands. In ene hand he carried
an enormous sprinkling-por, and on his feet were rubber
boots.

When the children met him he stopped them. :

“Oh, dear!” said he, waving his hands in a vague FHS!:]H:H
and speaking in the gentlest voice you ever heard. “Oh,
dear! Now don't go in the house just the very minute I get

l!."
hﬂ?‘whn are you?" asked Winkle because he was the oldest
boy and always asked the first question, :

“Allow me to introduce myself,” said the person. “Mr,
Shower, Yes, Mr. Shower—the other gardener, you know.”

“How-do-you-do, Mr. Shower!” said the children politely.
“And now that we have met you, please, we must go in!"

“Because yvour Mother has always said *Come right in
the minute you meet a shower” said Mr. Shower, sadly.
“I knew it! I just knew it! If only people would wnir. and
get really acquainted with me, they would not be afraid u'i:
me any more. You don't like me, I can see that! Oh, dear!

"We don't like you because we have to go indcors when-
ever you come around,” Winkle explained as gently as he
Euul-l:l.

“Well, won't you stay just this once?”” begged Mr. Shower,
in his soft voice, “And see what a jolly fellow I really am,
when you get to know me?”

- *Do you think we might!"" asked Winkle.

“It would be fun!" said Twinkle.

“But we ought to hide the strawberries first!” said Lolly-
pop, who always thought of things.

So Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop took their baskets of
strawberries and put them under the porch steps, where they
would keep dry, and then ran back and joined Mr. Shower.

“Good for you!" eried Mr. Shower. “Come on! Take
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off your shoes and stockings while I soften the ground for
vour bare feet!"

In great glee the children obeyed, while Mr. Shower took
his big watering pot and wet the whele garden so that the
carth was nice and soft and black, Then the children stepped
out without their shoes and the mud came up between their
twes in the most delightful manner. Mr. Shower hung his
sprinkling pot high up on a tree, and took them all through
the garden while the soit rain poured down upon them.

“Mr. Shine is a fine gardener, oh, very fine — [ don’t run
him down,’” said Mr. Shower. “But he can’t do it all alone.
His work is no good unless he has me, and my work is no good
unless I have Aim!"

And he showed them how all the flowers which had been
drooping a little while Mr, Shine was there, were straighten-
ing up and feeling fresh. And how the earth that had been
all gray and cracked was healing up ard becoming soft again.
He showed them the big fat wiggly worms that were beginning
to come out of their holes, and the snails putting their heads
out of their houses to catch a silvery drop or two.

He introduced them to the big fat solemn toads who, he
explained, were his kind assistants, and helped him to take
care of the garden by eating up the mischievous insecrs thar
try to destroy the plants.

He also took them to see the tree-toads which sit in the
trees and sing when it is raining, and have such lovely green
and brown backs that they can hardly be told from the
hranch.

And all the while he kent ralking gently, half to himself
and half to the children.

“Dear me! Dear me!” said Mr. Shower, “How thirsty
the garden was! Good thing I came along and used those
clouds to brang the moisture back again. Mr, Shine takes
up too much water, sometimes!

And indeed the garden seemed very glad to see him. All
the trees turned up the underside of their leaves for gladness




and the ducks came out and swam on the little brook at the
end of the pebbly path, and made a great to-do, quacking
and flapping their wings and standing on their heads in the
water in the funny way of ducks.

And the children did enjoy the wetness, The garden
smelr so sweet, and even the earth sert out a fine rich odor
they had never noticed before. They splashed about in a
lovely new puddle Mr. Shower made expressly for that
purpose.

And then all at once, Nanna, the Nur<e, came running
down the pebbly-path between the sweee prickly rose-bushes.
She had an umbrella and three pairs of overshoes and she
was all out of breath and very cross indeed.

“Do you want to catch cold?” cried Nanna, the Nurse,
“Come in this very instant!”

And she tried to cover them all with the cne umbrella
while she made them put the overshoes on their bare fect.

“Now into the house, the lot of you!” cried Nanna, and
hustled them along, still trying to keep the umbrella over
them, for all the world like an anxious hen with three ducklings
who Lked the wet!

Finally she got them and their shoes and stockings and
the three baskets of strawberries all into the house. Cook
took the strawberries, which were to be for tea, and Nanna,
the Nurse, made the children go richt up inro the nursery
and take off every bit of their wer clothing. The she rubhed
them pink and dry with the big rough towel, put on their
ﬂ;ght{]ﬂt}lﬂﬁ, i'll'llj went Flirr ?'l[uthcr.

When Mother came she listened first to what Nanna, the
Nurse, had to say, because thar was Mother's rule. And
when Nanna was fnished Mother listened to what the
children had to say, because that was her rule as well. Then
Mother said that Nanna was quite right to make them come in.

“But, children,” said Mother, “1 will tell you wh:.'.
Then you will know enough to come in when it rains. People
must not stay out then unless they have the mght kind of




clothes on.  When vou have yvour rubber boots and your
rain-coats, you can stay out if you don’t feel cold. If you
feel chilly you must come right in. Next time vou must
remember to ask Nanna for your rain-clothes!™

“We willl” the children promised her.

“And to make sure that you'll remember you had better
stay in the nursery the rest of the afternoon,” Mother decided.,

Then Mother and Nanna both went away, and the chil-
dren ran to the window. There in the garden was Mr.
Shower,

“Come on out!" he invited them. “Oh, dear! Do come

o]

"We can't," said Winkle. “We are being made o
remember to ask for our rain-coats and rubber-boots."”

“ But the next time you come we will be oue ™ said Twinkle.

“And if we rlrIFfL' knew how to tell when You were r_'r|111ir_H'“
S.:I.i-.:| ]_._|||_l.-|_1.._ P "n'-_- £ |1.|||.] |:'||_' all !‘l:'.l:i} -|_Er|,'-_;¢:1_~.|_ { (] ]"ilﬂ"..' '|.'.'i||'|
you !

“You can tell that easily!” said Mr. Shower. *The
swillows know when | am expected, and they fly low. Watch
them, and notice if the clouds are getting together.  And
listen for the tree-toads. When they sing, you can expect
me before long,™

“We will remember!™ said the children. *And we like
You very much now. We are so glad to know how nice
you are!”

Then Nanna, the Nurse, came in with the tea-tray, and
St 1‘]1.:_' '..'|El1|iq:-w.

“Come along and stop your nonsense!” said Nanna, the
Nurse. "See what 1 have brought you, you little rascals!”

And there along with their bread and milk, was a great
bowl of the strawberries they had picked, all powdery with
sugar!
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Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop
meet Mrs. Night and Mr. Day

NE summer evening when Nanna, the Nurse, had
turned down the covers of the Great Wide "Normous
Bed with the P:!1r:'.1|‘-|,'||1: Posts, she had a great deal
of trouble in ]11.'r-‘1"llmiing the children to climb into it.

The triplets had all taken a nap that afternoon, and now,
althcugh they had brushed their tecth and put on their
nighties and said their prayers, they felt very wide-awake
indeed.

- Anather reason for rﬂ'iﬂg wide-awake was rha.t, just as
they were ready for bal, they could hear the Pop-corn man
coming down the road. The Pop-corn man had a lovely
white wagon with gold letters on it, and a gentle white horse
to pull the wagon, and the Pop-corn man wore a hig whire
apron and sold the most beautiful strings of pink and white
pop-corn you ever saw. | he children could always tell when
he was coming, because the gentle white horse had bells on
his harness, and they would hear the bells tinkling quite a
long way off.

Usually the Pop-corn man went by the Great Big House
on the Hill where the children lived sometime in the after-



noon. But on this particular summer evening something
must have delayed him, for it was after dark when the triplets
heard the silvery bells on the gentle white horse.

When they heard him coming they were all in their nighties,
and so could not Very well run down and ask Mother for
pennies for popcorn.

“Oh dear, what a pity!” said Winkle.

“T want a string of whire pop-corn!" said Twinkle.

“1 want a string of pink pop-cornl” said Lollypop.

“And I want a sering of vellow pop-corn!” declared Winkle.

“No nonsense, now!  said f"-'ﬂnr'l:L,, the Nuﬁ:, “into bed,
all of Vi, without another word .

And so the children, who were really very good, dived
into the Great Wide 'Normous Bed with the Pineapple
Posts—first Winkle, then Twinkle and then Lollypop. And
Nanna, the Nurse, covered them up and tucked them in, and
then she took up the lamp and started for the door.

“DOh, don't take the light away!" cried Winkle.

“T just hate the Jark!" cried Twinkle.

“Please leave the light, Nurse!" said Lollypop, who was
always a very polite little grl.

"Nn:_w.' d|11'|'1_' ]'I-I_' #i":-' I=" b;lill H:nnn, "You know :'|'|.1t You
can't go to sleep with the light on!”

And with that Nanna, the Huh::, went away and ook the
light with her and closed the door.

For a while the children lay there in the dark without
saying anything, and they could hear the Pop-corn man stop
his gentle white horse just outside the gate, and then they
zould hear him set off down the road again, the tinkle of the
silvery bells growing fainter the farther he went, undl finally
they could not be heard at all.

“0Oh dear!” said Winkle, "I am so disappointed!”

“And so am I!" said Twinkle.

“And I hate the dark!" zaid [..L-[i!.'p-up,

III-I|I|H-!ﬂ'~]l.- AL Uy in bed and ]'.IHII'.'.I;,'I.]_ around.




“Why sece, it's not really dark!” said Winkle. "Someane
i« moving around the room with a lantern!”

At this Twinkle sat up in hed, and Lallypop sat up in bed,
and all three children were very much surprised. For the
room was no longer pericctly dark. Indeed there was a
faint silvery light in it. Then they saw the moon, just out
side the open window, and it looked exactly as if it was hang
ing on a branch of the Grear Big Growing Chnsimas Tree
which wasg elosest to the house.

“Thetre i+ someone moving about the room!” whispered
Winkle.

*Oh dear, 1 don’t like it!” said Twinkle.

“Tam afraid!” said Lollypop, and began to cry.

“There, there! don't ery!"” said a gentle voice. And the
person who had been moving about eame over to the bed.
The children could sce then that it was a lady mn a dark dress
a very motherly, gentle lady, the sort of person whom you
know is iriendly the very minute you speak to her. Her clothes
were very soft and seemed to float around hergently, and she had
a sweet perfume about her. Her voice was low and like
music, and she had a way with her that made the children
decide ar once thar she was one of the very nicest persons
they had ever met.

+ This i;ul:.‘ sat down on the foor of the Great Wide
'Normous Bed with the Pineapple Posts, and somehow the
children just had to lie down again with their heads on their
pillows. But the lady leaned over and spoke to them softly.

“1 heard you say you did not like the dark,” she said.
“So | just hung my lantern on the tree outside, and stepped
in to tell you why you need not be afraid of the dark.”

" Please,” said Winkle, “How do you eome to know thar?

“Well,"” said the visitor, “1 am Mrs. Night, and so [ know
quite a lot about the dark!”

“We are very glad to meet you, Mrs, Night,” said Twinkle.

“And it is very kind of you to come and tell us,” added
Lollypop. “What a beaurtiful lantern you have!”




“The Moon?" said Mrs, Night, " Indeed it is beautiful.
1 borrow a little light from my brother, Mr. Day, who brings
the sun with him. | only need a very little light, and 1 only
use my lantern a part of each month. The other times
[ keep everything perfectly dark, so that the moths and bats
and the funny owls may have more fun. The darker it is,
the better they like it, you know "

“Why I didn’t suppose that anybody or anything likes
the dark best!” said Winkle.

“Well, that's becanse you didn’t know!"” said Mrs. Night.
“It's all a matter of taste. Why, lots of flowers only open
for me—and all flowers give out a stronger perfume while
[ am here. A great many creatures only come out after
dark—and think of the fire-fliecs! Why they hardly shine at
all when my brother, Mr. Day, is here. But fow they do
dance with me!"

"“Yes, and so do the mosquitoes!” said Twinkle. And
everybody laughed ar thac, because, of course, the naughrey
mosquitoes are naughtiest at night.

“As to the music [ bring!”” Mrs. Night went on, “You
just listen to the insects’ orchestra! It always plays loudest
for me. And my sky.garden—what do you think of my
star-flowers 2™

“Oh, we think they are lovely!" cried the children.

*Of course, the star-flowers are always there in the sky,”
Mrs. Night explained. “But you can only see them when
I put a lovely dark background up for them to show off
against!”

“Why do some of the stars twinkle and some stay soll
the children wanted to know.

“The ones that twinkle are larger and are bumning suns
just like our own, but they are farther away,” said Mrs. Night.
“The ones that stay still are smaller—they are not suns—
thl::f arﬁ'juﬁt Ii.kl: LT l:ilfth ﬂnd arc ':ﬂ]ll:d Plil.nl:t:-."

“And where do they go when the clouds are heref"" asked
Winkle.

“Oh they are there, just the same!"™ said Mrs. Night.
“And so0 18 my lantern, tie Moon. The clouds go whisking
by, or get together and hide the sky, but the sky is up there
just the same! No light from my lantern nor from my
star-fowers can come through them then, that's all, and

ple say *it’s a dark night'!"

“What else do you bring beside the stars, and those otner
nice things#" asked Twinkle.

“Oh!" said Mrs. Night. “You haven’t begun to hear
about them yet! For [ bring Rest, and Sleep, and Dreams!"

“But people can sleep in the daytume!” said Lollypop.
“We were all asleep this afternoon!”

“There are different kinds of sleep,” said Mrs. Nighe,
“And 1 bring only the very best. Besides, most people are
busy when my brother, Mr., Day, is here, because they have
work to do in the light.”

“Where do you go when you are not here?"” asked Winkle.

“1 travel all around the world,”” Mrs. Night replied.
“I follow my brother and my brother follows me. By the
time that you children are ready for your breakfase, 1 will
be in China, p'utnng the little }':]luw ch:idrcn to bedd! Then
I {8 back here again alter your supper, in time to make it
nice and dark so that you can go to sleep easily.”

“To think we were ever so silly as to not like you!" said

‘inkle.

*Why! we just didn't know what we were talking about!”
added Twinkle,

“You are so gentle and sweet!” said Lollypop, “1 wish
that you were with us all the tme!”

“All the time!” said Mrs. Night, “Why, vou don't want
me all the rime!”

“Oh, Mrs. Night! Please stay!" said the children.

Mrs, I"';]g]ll.' laughed softly.

"1 tell you what I'll do!” she said. 1l stay right here
with you and tell you each a story, untl my brother comes
and says that it is time for me to go away!”



Then she smoothal out their pillows, and the children
felt very pleasant and drowsy and comfortable. And when
she saw that they were quite cozy, Mis. _"'-..'i!_:h; tonk her seat
again and began in her soft voice.

“Once upon a rime,” she began, * there were three children
named Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypep . . . ™

And then each child felt a liode more |irr.1.1.-.,_l..' and a little
more comfortable, and pretey soon Winkle thought that he
was listening to a wonderful story sbout how he woke up 1n
the morning and found a string of yellow pop-corn on one of
the Pineapple Posts of the Grear Big Wide Bed.

And Twinkle thought that he was listening to a story about
how a rabbit brought him a beautiful string of white pop-corn.

And Lollypop thought she was hsteming to a story about
how she had a long string of pink pop-comn to wear around
her :hru;nr. like a necklace lrl.]h.'.'h.i'-.F and could mibble aff o1
plece at a time,

Then before he knew it, Winkle was sitting up in bed,
vawning and rubbing his eyes.

“"Why, where 1z Mrs. Night " cricd Winkle. *She's gone
away!"

Then Twinkle sat up and yawned and rubbed his eves.

“Mrs. Night!” smd Twinkle, *"Oh, Mrs. Night, where are
vou !

At this Lollypop sat up in bed and yawned and rubbed
her eyves.

“Oh dear!” cried Lollypop. **Where is Mrs. Nighe?"

“Gone away!” said a voice at the window, “gone away,
vou sleepy heads."

And there staring in the window was a capable looking
man with a big brass bugle in one hand.

“Time to get up!” said he. 1 am her brother, Mr. Day,
and I've just sent her along! Time to ger up!”

“But she was telling me the loveliest story!” protested
Winkle,

“And telling me about a rabbit!” said Twinkle,




“And me about a popeorn necklace!” eried Lollypop.
“Poof! those were not stories!” said Mr. Day. *These
were dreams!  Get up now! I'm a busy fellow, and I don't
like to have people waste mv tine!”

But Mr. Day did not wait to see whether or not the chil-
dren obeyed him. He was away and about his business
before he could say * Pocf"" again, taking his trumper with him.

“Well, it was a lovely dream, or story—it doesn’t matter
which it was,” said Winkle. "And Mrs. Night broughe it
to me!"

“1 think she is a lovely lady!” said Twink'e, " Mine was
about such a mice rabbit and pop-corn.”

"And mine was nice, too! said Lollypop. “I love Mrs.
Night, now! Bur I wish those dreams she gave us would
come true!’

Then Nanna, the Nurse, came in and ler the water run
in the bath-tub.

" Come, you rascals!" cried Nurse, good naturedly. “Time
to get up!"

And so the children all climbed down out of the Great

Wide "Normous Bed with the Pineapple Posts, firse Winkle,
then Twinkle, and then Lollypop.  And when they got to the
floor they stood there yawning while Nanna, the Nurse,
laughed at them. _

“Well, well!” said Nanaa, the Nurse. “Ir seems to me
that you must be sound asleep, still!  Don’t vou see anything
new in the room "

At this the children woke up for fair, and what do you
think they saw? Hanging between the foot-posts of the

Great Big Wide Bed were three beautiful strings of pop-corn—

a yellow one for Winkle, a white one jor Twinkle, and a pink
one for Lollypop.

“Oh!" eried the children. 'Did Mrs. Night leave them
for us do you think #*

“Mre. Night, indeed!” exclaimed Nanna indignantly,
“Whoever she may be, she did not leave them. 1 bought




them for you my own sclf after T had you safe in bed, and
hung them up five minutes later, when you were sound
asleep!”

“Oh thank you, Nanna,” cried Winkle, and Twinkle,
and Laollypop.

T Bl e wmomn

Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop
meet Mr, Friendly Fire

NE day Cook had been making an apple-pie for
O Mother's and Father's dinner, and there was a little
bit of dough and two lovely, big red apples left
over. 50 Cook looked at them and wondered whar she should
do with them, for she was a very careful cook and never wasted
anything. And as she stood there wondering about it, into
the kitchen came the children, Winkle, first, then Twinkle,
and then Lollypop.

“Oh! See the lovely big red apples!” cried Winkle.

“Can we have them?" asked Twinkle.

“And s there another one for me?” asked Lollypop, who
was a generous little girl and was perfectly willing that her
brothers should cach have one, even if she were left out.

“Well, dear me!" said Cook, ™l am afraid there isn't
another big red apple in the house! And how can I divide
two apples among three children!™

“It can't be done!” said Winkle,

Then Cook had a fine idea

“I tell you what,” said she, " 1I'll maxe a lictde pic with
the two big red apples and this bit of dough, and you can
share that, for a pie can be cut into three pieces very micely!”

The children thought that this was a splendid plan, and



they watched her slice up the big red apples and roll the bit
of dough, and put in the sugar and spice and set the little
pie in the oven.

Then ?{nnnn, the Hurﬂe, called to them to come right up
to the nursery and ger their faces and hands washed for
dinner. And when she had washed them all, first Winkle,
then Twinkle, and then Lollypop, she sat them all at table
and they ate a very good dinner indeed, and when it was
done Nanna broughe in the little apple pie which Cook had
made especially for them,

“Now, who wants to cur the pie?"” asked Nanna the Nurse.

“I do!" eried Winkle, " because I'm the oldest!™

“Well, mark the crust first with the knife,” said Nanna,
“and let's see you divide it in three!™

So Winkle marked the pie-crust with the knife, but did
not cut it, because the other children stopped him.

“You have marked out two little pieces and one big
piece!” said Twinkle.

“And who is the big one for?"" asked Lollypop.

“That's for me!" said Winkle.

“No, it's for me!” said Twinkle.

“1t ought to be for me!"” said Lollypop.

“WNow, children,” said Nanna, the Nurse, " stop quarrelling
1f you can't be more unselfizsh abour that ]:l:i1:-|I I think it had
better wait until tea-time, and then Mother will be home and
she will tell you how to be fair.”

When they heard Nanna, the Nurse, say this, the children
knew that they had been naughty, so they watched her put
the little apple-pie away on a high shelf where they could just
see the edge of the plate, and nobody complained at all,
although it was rather hard o have o wait so long for dessert.

“Well, now!” smd Nanna, "It’s too cold and damp for
vou to play outside this afternoon, so I'll just put the damper
on the fire for you, and go have a bit of a chat with Cook!”

So Nanna turned a handle in the chimney above the nur
scr} grate, which she did to keep the fire ]uw. and went down-

STAITS.




“Oh dear!” said Winkle, “what shall we do now?"

“1 just hate to wait for that pie!” said Twinkle.

“So do I!" said Lollypop. “But it's our fault! Besides,
it won't hurt us to wait — we are not hungry!"

“You may not be hungryv!” said a strange voice, ' but [

! ittle attention, please!”

am! A
The children were very much surprised to hear anyone
talking, for they thought they were alone in the nursery.
And at first they could not make out where the sound came
from, for no one was o be seen. Then the voice spoke again:

* Please!” it said, ™I am Very faint and i:uuru__:r:l.'f'F

And then the children found that the voice was coming
from the fireplace! This was certainly very unusual. So
Winkle took Twinkle's hand, and Twinkle took Lollypop's
hand, and they went over on tip-toe and stood in front of the
fireplace, holding on to each other just as tight as tight! And
there, sitting night in the grate, was a little man in a red and
vellow coart!

This person was ashy pale and quite exhausted looking,
and his bright ceat had a limp air to 1t, and hung in nbbons
around the borrom. He had long, pointed shoes, and long,
puih!ull 1ing-.'rn, and a hat trimmed with long, puin ted feathers,
as bright as his coat.  But for all lis gay clothing, he was a
piriful sighe.

“Oh dear!” said Lollypop, whe was a very kind little girl,
“Oh dear! what can we do for you "

“Open the damper!” said the visitor in 2 very faint voice,
“"Open the damper, quick!”

The children had been told never to go near the fireplace
when Nanna was out of the room, but their new acquaintance
secemed so low and in such distress, that they did not dare
wair o run and ger Nanna. S0 Winkle stepped boldly up
and turied the handle in the chimney around again to where
it had been before Nurse had fixed it.  Almost as soon as he
had done so, the visitor seemed to get a lirtle better. He
sat up and sighed.




“That's better!” he said. “Air! I needed a little airl
In another minute or two I would have been obliged to go out,
Now, a litdle refreshinent — hurry please!™

" Refreshment " asked Winkle. “I am afraid we haven't
got any P

" Except our pie,” said Twinkle.

“And that’s so high up that we can't reach it,” added
Lollypop.

“Piel” said the visitor, growing a little bright=r. *|
don’t want your pie! Why, | baked that pie — and
that's all | want to do with it. Just toss me a little coal,
will '_L.‘nuE '

“Why, who are you?" asked Winkle.

“I am Mr, Friendly Fire!" replied the new arrival, * Just
hurry up with a few nice, tasty lumps of coal, will you? And
mind, don’t come too near me — children must always keep
a respectful distance from me, or they'll be sorry!™

Mr. Fire looked rather faint again after he had made these
fierce remarks, and so Winkle hurried to do as he was told,
and handed a shovel-full of coals to Mr. Fire, keeping a safe
distance away while he did so. Mr. Fire began eating the
coals at once, and then he grew stronger every minute. His
face lost its ashen color, and his cheeks became bright red, and
soon he looked quite cheerful and jolly, The children were
s0 pleased by his happy recovery that they clapped their
hands and danced about before him.

“I am so glad you spoke?’” said Winkle.

“And I am so glad you did not go our!™ said Twinkle.

“The nursery is very cold in winter when you go out!

“And it’s lovely and cozy to have you here! said Lolly-
pop. “"We did so want someone to play with!”

At this, Mr. Fire seemed quite cross. He cracked his
joints, and grumbled a bit,

“Tush!” said Mr. Fire. “Tush, child! Den’t vou know
that you must not play with fire "

“I have heard that!" said Lollypop. “But if we can't

play with you, we can ac least sit down by you and enjoy
your company!”

"By all means!” said Mr. Fire. “No objections to that,
at all! Just close the damper again — I shall be all right
now = and then sit down and make yourselves comfortable."”

So the children sat down in a row upon the hearth-rug,
first Winkle, then Twinkle and then Lollypop.  And they all
hugged their knees and watched Mr. Fire while he took out
an enormous pipe and litit.  And then, when he had it going
nicely and seemed quite well and happy again, he began to
talk with the children.

“It's a geod thing for you I didn’t go out that time,”
said Mr. Fire, “because when I go out you can’t get me back
very easily — no sir! I have to be coaxed "

“With coal?" asked Winkle.

“Wo! coal 15 too solid! said Mr. Fire. “You have to
offer me something dainty and tempting, like a few dry sticks
and a little paper — something tasty, you know — something
asty !l

“You like to eat, don't you?" said Twinkle.

“The more | eat the bigger I grow!” replied Mr. Fire,
cheerfully. "All depends on what vou want me to do. If
it's only to light a lamp, I don't need so much. To bake a
pie, I'll need a lictle more. To run the furnace and keep
the whole house warm, why, that takes considerable. But
if you expect me to run a factory, why, that's another matter
again. I need a lot of feeding to feel strong encugh to run
a factory — keep the machinery going and all that, you
know !

“And do you run factories?" asked Winkle,

“Yes, indecd — almost all of them!' declared Mr. Fire.
“The ones which make cloth and such things only use me a
little. But where steel and iron are made, they can’t get
along without me!”

“What else do you help make?" asked Twinkle.
“Oh, lots of things!” replied Mr. Fire. *I help make



dishes and 1 work in the candy factory. In facet, I can be
got to do about half of the things there are to be done! |
make the stcamboats go, for instance, and the steam-engines,”

"Gracious!" exclaimed Lollypop, *how hard vou work!
Don’t you get awfully tired

" Not unless they forget to feed me!”’ said Mr. Fire. “And
then | simply go our and they have to get me back the best
way they can!”

“What else do you do ?*" asked Winkle.

“Well, T do a/ the cooking!” said M. Fire, who seemed o
enjoy talking about himself. “And, of course, I light the
lamps, and the men's pipes and bon-fires and a lot of odd Jobs
ke that! “'1, | am a useful l'._-]| F, | am Vo 1,1..,||.]-,|. |II'|'..‘
a hard time getting n long without me, for a face!"

“I had no jdea you were so kind and pleasant!” said
Winkle.

“Yes, and so helpful! said Twinkle.

“We've always heen afraid of yeu,” added Lo lypop.

“Tush!” said Mr. Fire, " tush, child! Peaple need never
be afrmd of things if they understand them properlyv.  And
you just didn't understand about me, that's al|""

" Burt I thought you hurt people sametimes,” said Winkle.

“Tes, and ate up I'-'-||.--||.' houses and even towns!™ gatd
Twinkle.

“And forests and prairies!” added Lolly pup.

“Well, I only do thart when folks haven' heen ecareful
how they treated me!" said Mr. Fire, “They have to treat
me with respect or they are liable to have 2 hot time. for a
face!™

“Well l‘]1|.'r'|, ill_'l.'-ll.l ]‘-El_',l.'-.-.'. Mr. Il'.'l'q.'l-. saidd I_n]]:l. JMOpy, Very
poelitely, ** just how should we treat you F'

“Well, never feed me too much said Mr, Fire, puffing
at his pipe. “And don't bring any papers or lace curtains
or muslin dresses too near me — keep a1 comfortable and
r-:_'w]"l.'l-"-|lll| |.|i-T.'ln|'-:' r'.--.m r:1-_-!h

“Oh, we will!" eried the children.




“Be carciul nut to upset the lamps, and leave the matches
alone.” Mr. Fire went on. “Outdoors, just remember that
I can run a long way on dry grass, or on hay, and as for kero-
sene and oil of any kind—why 1 just love it, for a fact!”

“Well, we will trv to remember all thae!" said Winkle.

“It is very kind of you to tell us,” said Twinkle.

“Can't we do anything for you?" asked Lollypop, who waus
a good, considerare litde girl, “Wouldn't you like a drink
of water?”

At this suggestion Mr. Fire seemed very much alarmed.
He fairly roared up the chimney at the mere mention of ir.

“Water!" exclaimed Mr. Fire, “water, indeed! Tush,
l.'lljll.i, I SIILH.I[LI Eij:i" I'Lthf I kimpl_}' Il:l.t.: wut:r! Ir. you gi".'u
me any [ shall feel very much put out!”

“0Oh, we won't do that!" cried the children, " for we Jove
to have you here. The nursery would not seem a hit cheerful
in winter, if you were not with us!”

“That’s it, that’s it!" said Mr. Fire. “You treat me
rightly and 1 will treat you rightly!”

"And we will never get too familiar with you!" said the
children.

“ Better not — betrer not!” said Mr. Fire. "I'm a wild
fellow when I get angry, for a fact!”  And he puffed away at
his pipe so that the smoke came out into the room and made
the tears come into the children’s eves and set them coughing.

Th::r:, just as they began to think they had made Mr. Fire
angry in some way, hecause he pulﬁ:d so much smoke at them,
they heard Nanna, the Nurse, coming up the stairs. "q-'l.'hm
!'ll'“: ﬂFCI'H."Ij tl“: Limr ‘|'.|'I- EI'H: MUrscry, ."ll'.ll: I:I!':'Eﬂ.ﬂ I:LII.EI]]IIE i]"IJ.
erying, too.

*Well, for goodness sake, the fire is smoking!" exclaimed
Nanna, the Nurse. “The wind must have changed and it's
all blowing down the chimney!”

Then Nanna went over to the fircplace and turned the
damper-handle around, and picked up the blower, and put
it on so that Mr. Fire could no longer be seen, although they

could hear him roaring behind it and trying to get out. And
in a very few moments the smoke began to disappear, and the
children and Nanna, the Nurse, stopped coughing and crying,
and the nursery was a pleasant place once maore.

Nonna drew the curtaing of the window together and hir
the lamp, and began laying out the tea things,

“What is the damper?” asked Winkle.

“1t's a shutter in the chimney,” said Nanna, "It opens
and closes. Fire can't live without air, and when you want
fire to be weak and low vou shut off the air by closing the
damper.”

“And when you open it,”" said Winkle, * then the air comes
through and makes the fire bright — 15 that c?”

"Bless the boy, that's just the way of 1t!” said Nanna.
** And here comes your mother, or I am very much mistaken !”

At this the children all ran to the door and opened it, and
there stood Mother, still with her hat and furs on, and smelling
so sweet and fresh and like out-of-doors, and bringing a breath
of sweet, cold air with her.  The children all eried out for jov
and caught hold of her and pulled her into the nursery.

And then Nanna told Mother all about the little apple-pie
which Cook had made especially for the children, and how they
had not been able to divide it fairly at dinner-time. And
then Nanna, the Nurse, took the little apple-pie down off the
high shelf and set it on the tea-table, and Mother looked at
the marks which Winkle had made on the crust with the knife,
and Mother shook her head.

“That will never do!" said Mother.

“Let me cut it, Mother!” said Twinkle.

“MNo, I'm the oldest, I ought to cur it!" said Winkle.

But Mother only laughed ar all three of them.

“Well," said Mother, “I don't care which child cuts it
Hut FI:‘I:ITI‘I. now on ri:ml:Jl'l.bl:r thiﬂq .'I.'l:'h'l:"[:"r'l:r _}‘I;_Iu Ih'l.'ﬁ'ﬂ‘ E
cake or pie to cut, the child who cuts it, is to have Jast choice
of the pieces!”

“Then we will always cut it fairly!" shouted Winkle.



“Each piece the very same size!” shouted Twinkle.

“One no bigger than the others!” ened Lollypop.

“Exactly!" said Mother. “And now Nurse, if you have
an extra cup, I believe I will have tea up here with the triplets.”

At this the children all shouted for joy again and helped
Mother to take off her har and furs.

And Winkle was allowed to cut the little apple-pie because
he was the oldest, but this time he did not try to cut it inte
three equal parts, which is quite hard to do, but cut it into
tour, each exactly the same size — one for Winkle, one for

Twinkle, ene for Lollypop, and, best of all, one for Mother!

Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop
meet Mr. Frost

N the morning of Chrnstmas Eve the triplets,
Winkle, Twinkle and Lollypop, opened their eves

very early. But the room was ecld, so that they
did not get up at once. They lay in a row in the Great Wide
"Normous Bed with the Pineapple Posts until Nanna the
Nurse came in and shut the window. Then she lit the fire
in the 'ﬁﬂ‘:—Plﬂ.Cﬂ: and soon t]'l.l.: room was nice and warm and
the children jumped out of the Great Wide "Normous Bed with
the Pineapple Posts, Winkle first, then Twinkle and then
Lollypop.

Nanna the Nurse dressed them in their warmest clothing,
When she had given them their breakfast and made sure that
they had eaten every bit of their vatmeal, she brought out
their heavy coats and their caps and their mittens and their
rubber-boots.

“Now!"” said Nanna the Nurse. *Put these on, and then
out you go!'

“But we don't want to go out,” said Winkle.

“Because 1t's Christmas Eve,” said Twinkle, “And we
want to help put up the Holly!™

“And hang up the Mistletoe!” added Lollypop, who was
a sweet little girl and Joved to be kissed.



“Never you mind trimming the house!” said Nanna.
“Out you go, and out you stay until you are let come in!"

*“But we want to trim the house!" the children cried, all
at the same time,

"Somebody else will do that!” said Nanna the Nurse
mysteriously. " Your mother’s orders are that you are to go
out and play in the snow!"

OFf course the children said nothing more when they heard
fl'l.ﬂ.l' }l.Iut‘]'l-L‘r wnnt‘ctl "I'II'.'ITI s Eﬁh .'.‘.I'II{ S0 Hﬂl“lﬂ p“[ f%]i]
Winkle's coar and cap and rubber-boots first, because he was
the oldest boy, and then she put on Twinkle's coat and cap
and rubber-boots because he was next oldest, and then she put
on Lollypop’s coat and rubber-boots and honnet, and shooed
tl'“: El‘rildrcn d'l'l'“'ﬁ T]'I.E !il':l.:irﬁ.

“"Don't forget your mittens!”" said Nanna the Nurse.
“And mind, no running in and out all the time!™

The children telt rather sad at being made to go out and
play. Indoors it was nice and warm and the nursery fire was
burning merrily. Out-of-doors it was very cold. To be sure
tl'“: Elll'df."l'.l di.d Jﬂﬂk prctt}' undcr it.‘l- E'I:ﬂ"triﬂ.g I;'_'IF ﬂ.mm[hl

white snow. But instead of beginning to play in ir, the
children huddled in a corner by the porch and began to
complain.

“I wanted to help trim the house!” Winkle declared,

“So that it would lock nice when Santa Claus comes,”
added Twinkle.

“1 just hate this cold garden!” said Lollypop, who felr
almost ready to cry.

A IH':'I.I:II'FLII, Eay ]:‘IIIE]‘I, that sounded like i'l":iEh'E"':”-‘i'
interrupted her, and all the children looked up surprisedly.
There on the lowest branch of one of the Great Big Growing
Christmas Trees that grew on the terrace of the house, sat a
gentleman. And such a handsome, beautifully dressed one!
His clothes were of snowy ermine, with hundreds of lirtle tails
dangling from coat and slesves. His boots were of white seal-
skin with silver tops, and on his head was a cap made from a




single white fox-skin with the tail hanging down behind. On
his waist-coat was a sparkling chain like a watch-chain, but
instead of a watch he carried a thermometer. His face was
neither young nor old, but it was full of smiles and laughter,
and his blue eyes were mischievous as could be.  The children
had never seen such a gorgeously dressed person.

S0 you hate the cold garden ! said this gallant gentleman.
“No wonder—if you stand still!  You ought to run around ™

“But we are so cold!” objected Winkle,

“And we don’t want to run around!” said Twinkle.

“And we are not going to,” added Lollypop.

The gorgeous gentleman laughed his laugh that was like
aleigh-bells.

“Then 1 shall have to make you!” said he, smiling. "1
am Mr. Frost; and if you don’t play tag or something that
keeps you moving about, I"m going to nip your ears and noses
and fingers and toes!”

“Oh, please don’t do that!” cried Winkle.

“How could you be so unkind!™ said Twinkle,

“When you look so friendly and jolly!" added Lollypop.
“Please, Mr, Frost, don't!”

“Then come and play with me! eried Mr. Frost, getting
down from his seat, and jingling with silver-bells as he moved.
“Come and romp with me!”

“We willl 'We will”" cried the children. -

Mr. Frost came over to them, and as he walked they
noticed that his boots squeaked on the snow.  All his elothes
were very clean and new looking, and although he had threat-
ened to punish them, his sharp face was friendly.

“What's the wrouble with vou children, anyway " asked
Mr. Frost.

“Well, it's Christmas Eve,"” said the children, “and we
want to help decorate the house and they won't le us!™

“Tut-tut!” gaid Mr, Frost. “Well, if that isn't a shame!
We will have to sec to that.  But first let us get some exercise,
Your noses are positively blue!”

As the children didn’t a bit like having blue noses, they
readily agreed to do anything Mr, Frost suggested.

“Well!" said Mr. Frost, looking at his thermometer just
as if it were a warch, " T'll tell you what — we will go down to
the Mill Pond first of all!”

The children wondered very much what Mr. Frost was

“going to do when they got there, but they romped down the

garden path after him, until they came to the Mill Pond.
Mr. Frose got there first, and as soon as he had reached it, he
leaned over and tested the ice.

“There you are!" said Mr. Frost. “It’s perfectly safe o
stide or skate upon!”

And sure enough, the Mill Pond was frozen over as tight
as tight with a beautiful sheet of smooth ice. The children
gave whoops of jor, and making a splendid slide, raced each
other on it in great glee, until they began to tingle all over,
and feel very glad that they had come our.

At last when they were quite out of breath and their
cheeks were all rosy and glowing, they paused to ask Mr. Frost
a question,

“Can you freeze the water everywhere?' they wanted
to know,

" Not at the equator, where it's always hot!"” said Mr. Froet
laughing,  And there is a whole lot of the Atlantic and Pacific
Uceans that I can’t do anything with, either. But you just
ought to see me at work at the North Pole, where the Eskimos
are and the nice white polar-bears. And at the South Pole
where the funny penguins are!’ What 1 do around here is
nothing to what [ do there!"

" But does it do any good to freeze things up around here ™
asked Winkle.

“Oh, ves!" said Mr. Frost. It gives the flowers a chance
to rest, and it keeps a lot of sickness away "

“Where do you go in the Summer?” asked Twinkle.

“Up on the tops of the high mountains,” Mr, Frost replicd.
“And then toward autumn I come down and get to work



around here sort of gradually. | usually begin at nighe, and
have a lot of fun painting the trees red and yellow and ripen.
ing the perssmmons. When people wake up in the morning
and find that done, t|'||_'f|-' know it's time to get out theirwinter
flannels. 1 give "em a little warning, vou see!”

" But one time our water-pipes all got frozen!™ said Lolly-
pop. “And it gave Father a Jor of trouble. Why didn'e
you warn him:”

At this question Mr. Frost laughed his laugh which
sounded like sleigh-bells, “ Tut-tut!” said he.  “1 have to have
my bit of fun sometimes, you know!"

“But can’t you have fun anyway except by being
naughty "' asked Lollypop, who was a sweet, good little girl.

*Tut-tut, indeed I can!" exclaimed Mr. Frose. “And if

I do sometimes nip people’s ears and noses, and make slippery
places for them to fall down on, and steal up in the night w
catch the last late flower, I do other things that are both fun
to do and pretty to look ar!”

“And what are those things " cried the children.

Mr. Frost laughed his laugh that sounded like sleigh-bells,

“Come along, and I'll show you!" he eried merrily,  *“ But
first what was it that you wanted so much to do?”

“To trim the house for Christmas!" said the children.

“And it shall be trimmed!”” exclaimed Mr. Frost.

“But Mother said we must not come in until we are
called!” explained Winkle.

“"Tut-tut! You don't have to go m!" laughed Mr. ]-'rm,-[.,
looking at his thermometer agam. * Just come along now,
and we'll take a lock at the swiride of the house!™

50 Winkle tock Twinkle's hand, and Twinkle took Lollv-
pop's hand, and they all ran with Mr. Frost until rhé}r
stopped before the Great Big Growing Christmas T'rees on
the terrace.

" Just notice what I have done to the Great Big Gru‘-‘ring
Chnsimas Trees!” said Mr. Frost. And the children saw




that he had hung garlands of snow on all the beautiful wide
branches. He had rold them that he had taken the snow out
of his pockets, and no matter how much he took out, he always
had plenty left! The children shouted with glee, and re-
arranged some of it on the lower branches until the Great Big
Growing Christmas Trees were all white and lovely to lock
at, with their dark prickly needles showing through in places,
and here and there a brown cone hanging down for all the
world like an ornament that had been put there on purpose!

Mr. Frost had sprinkled the snow all over with beautiful
frost-crystals, each one a different shape. There were stars
and flowers and some that were just patterns and very lovely
ones at that, which looked like—well, like frost-crystals and
nothing else. And every one had six sides to it. And they
ghttered and gleamed and made the Great Big Growing
Christmas Trees very beauriful indeed.

Mr. Frost carried these erystals in another pocket, and it
scemed to hold just as many as he needed. When the trecs
were finished they all stood back and admired them.

“Oh, how lovely!” eried the children, and clapped their
hands,

“Now for the house itsel1” gaid Mr, Frost briskly, “Let's
take a look at the window-panes first of all!”

And before they knew what he was about, Mr. Frost had
whipped out a seylus, which is a sort of pencil without any
lead, and was touching up some lovely drawings that he had
made upon the window-panes.

The children followed him around and watched him with
great pleasure. He had drawn beautiful ferns and Jeaves
and flowers all over the glass, until, except for the face thar
the pictures were all in white, the children would have thought
they were looking into a garden! One window after another
he did, putting in a tiny touch here and there on all except
the kitchen, which was too warm. Mr. Frost didn't like
warm places, you see.  And then he stwpped for breath.

“Oh, that is splendid!” cried the children. “How pretty!”

“Tut-tut!” said Mr, Frost, smiling, “that isn’t all! Now
for the real trimmings!”

The children wondered very much what the real timmings
were going to be—but they did not have to wait long to find
out. For Mr. Frost pointed out strings of icycles—yards and
yards of them; great big long spiky icicles and middle-sized
icicles and little sharp icicles, and tiny bits of icicles no larger
than beads. And as the sun shone on them they glittered
and sparkled most beautifully.

“You see!” cried Mr. Frost. “I hung them all over the
house from garret to cellar—an especially good job, too, I
think!"

From the roof he had hung rows and rows of grear big
long icicles, so that the ledges looked very fancy indeed.
Middle-sized icicles hung from the bortoms of the shutters
and the window ledges. Tiny bits of bead icicles he had
strung under the window sashes and hung on the little
branches of the ivy-vines. On the water-spouts were the
very biggesticicles, in a grear shining mass,  And all the vines
were glazed over so that they looked good enocugh to eat!

“Well, what do you think of it?" asked Mr. Frost, survey-
ing his work with considerable sarisfaction.

“It's perfectly splendid!" cried the children. And indeed
it was the very gayest looking house you ever saw of a Christ-
mas Ewve, with all the lovely white upon it, the decorated
windows and the lace-work of icicles!

“It looks just like a birthday cake!" cried Winkle.

“It’s Santa Claus’ birthday cake!” cried Twinkle.

“And to-night we arc going to have a Chrstmas Tree
party!" added Lollypop.

At this remark they all had the same wonderful idea at
the very same minute.

“Oh, won’t you come to our Christmas Tree party, Mr.
Frost!" eried Winkle, Twinkle and Lallypop.

At this Mr. Frost looked both pleased and a little em-
barrassed.
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“Tut-tue!” said he. “That's very kind, I'm sure, bur I
am afraid I can't!”

“Oh dear! Why not#" asked the children.

“Well, you see, said Mr. Frost, “T1 can't possibly go
anywhere where a good fire 15 burning. [t drives me righe
It nf tl'I.L" ]1'.:'“5’.'.'!"

“Oh! Isn't that too bad!™ said Winkle

“1I'm afraid we will have to have a fire,” said Twinkle.

“Because vyou see we will have on our party-clothes,”
added Lollypop. “And they are thin!"

“Well, never mind me!” cried Mr. Frost, merrily. Then
he Jooked at his thermometer again, “Going down!™ he
remarked with satisfaction. *““That's fine! [I'll have a lot
of fun to-night even if 1 can’t come to the party!”

Just at this minute Nanna, the Nurse, came to the door
and called them in.

“Don't you see that the sun 15 gone down " eried Manna
the Nurse. *Come in this minute! The frost i1s getting very
bad!™

“Oh dear—we don't think so!" cried the children, But
thfy were f.".-ctr-::ml:h‘ anxious to see their own Christmas '['rr::.
g0 they obediently went up the parch steps.

“Good-bye, Mr. Frost!"” they cried, as they went in.
“If you change your mind later, do come o the Christmas
Tree party!”

“Hurry up!” cried Nanna, the Nurse, ™ Stop your nonsense
now, my nose is most nipped off me, standing here!”

So the children went in with Nanna, whoe closed the door
and shut out Mr. Frost. Then she took them upstairs ro the
nursery and took off their coats and caps and rubber-boots
and mittens and their everyday clothes. Next she washed
their faces and hands and combed their heads and put on
their beautiful party clothes.

“Come an, now, and see what's in the parlor!” said Nanna,
the Murse.

So Winkle took Twinkle's hand and Twinkle took Lolly-
pop’s hand and Lollypop took Nurse's hand, and they all
went down the wide stairway of the Great Big House on the
Hill. When they got to the bottom of the stmr Mother
opened the door of the parlor. And there, inside, was the
lovelicst Christmas tree that ever was, all lighted with candles
and sparkling with crystals and laden with toys.  And next
to the tree stood a person in a gorgeous suit of clothes. His
back was turned because he was busy with the Christmas Tree.




" Oh, look!" eried the children, " Mr. Frost has changed
his mind and come to the Christmas Tree party!™

But 1t was not Mr. Frost, after all, for at the sound of
their voices, the person turned around, and there stood—
Santa Claus himself!

Dear Children:
E |'l|.'l|:I-I1_.I.[ to the Volland “"Happy
L‘ifl[:ln.-n' !-‘:l.ml'.:-'. E]d' Solfdes, We anRg

the only Triplets in the family, but the other
|1|*.'|:I1_:|'r|.'r'.‘| ATE Just as nice s moe, ancd you know
nothing could be nicer than that. Mav we
introduce them? Here they ane;
HELPING THE WEATHERMAN

Wrinten aned fluscrated by Ligrerude A ke ay
RAGGEDY ANDY i

Wrinten and illustrated by lohnny Gradle
FAIRY TALES FROM FRANCE )

Adapeed freen the French by YWm. Trowbrdee

[_.|,rr..|:.|,| Iistrared 'In._l'ul'.n Rae
FRIENDLY FAIRIES o

Wrireen and ilustrated by Johney Graelie
RAGAEDY ANN

Wrireen and illustrated by Jobney Gruelic
THE PERHAPPSY CHAS

Wieitten by Ruth Mumly Thompsen, ilkastraved by

Afthur Henderuon |
KERNEL COR AND LITTLE MBS SWEFTCLOVER

Br George Mitchell, Mhusrared by Tony Sarg
MY VERY OWN FAIRY STORIES

Weitren amd Alusirated by 1 !'mn W Geruells
RHYMES FOR KINDLY CHILDREN

Hy Faiemost Sayder, illustrated by Tohnny Ligecte
GUACKY DOODLES' asdd DANNY DADDLES" RIN

By Hose Serong Hahbll,

Musrrated by Johany liruedle
If your hookman cannot supply vou, write to
our publishers, . F, Youiaxo Cospaxy, ar
Chicago, inuis. Lovingly yours,

WINELE, TWINKLE Axp LoLLyror
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are also related to us—something like
cousirs—and you will want to rr:lni them
because they are ln::unl'ul stores, illus-
trated with wonderful pietures, They are
r.lub|11|-‘|l.ll o moke children happy. Hera
they are:

THE TURNEDR-INTOS

Hy Elrmbseth Crorrdomn,

illmstrated by Janet Laura Scorr
WHISE AWAY OXN A SUNBEAM

By Dlave Theay M..IL.-.-

illn.mrmd by M Eﬂ nel "|‘Itnu'1: Enright
WILD I-'I.ﬂ"l‘ln |:'_H ﬂ'"l.l.'lﬁl'.h

Ay Eleealseth Crordon,

jmm]tq.ﬁdHth:? lavra Scott

ARLES

i Wi, T. Lameed, ilasrraned by Juhs Ras
H.C“l‘l] H CHILDREN

By Flizabeth Gordon, illsrsced by M. T, Rows
HIRLY LH][ DREN

By Elimaberh Gonon, illaassazed by M T. Bow
ANTVAL CHILDREN

Hyv Fifich Brown Birkwood,

tlastrated by M. T, Il.q.lr;qHF
SMOTHER EARTH'S CHIL e

iy Elrmbeth Gendon, illsstmeed by AL T, Hoas

If your bookman can n-:t wp!rh these books,
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