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CHAPTER I

DOROTHY AND THE ADMIRAL

THE Blue Admiral Inn stood on the edge of the
shore, with its red brick walls, and its gabled roof,
and the old willow-trees that overhung it, all reflected
in the quiet water as if the harbor had been a great
mirror lying upon its back in the sun. This made it
a most attractive place to look at. Then there were
crisp little dimity curtains hanging in the windows of
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the coffee-room and giving great promise of tidiness
and comfort within, and this made it a most delightful
place to think about. And then there was a certain
suggestion of savory cooking in the swirl of the smoke
that came out of the tall, old-fashioned chimneys, and
this made it a most difficult place to stay away from.
In fact, if any ships had chanced to come into the
little harbor, I believe everybody on board of them,
from the captains down to the cabin-boys, would have
scrambled into the boats the moment the anchors were
down and pulled away for the Blue Admiral Inn.
But, so far as ships were concerned, the harbor was
as dead as a door-nail, and poor old Uncle Porticle, who
kept the inn, had long ago given up all idea of expect-
ing them, and had fallen into a melancholy habit of
standing in the little porch that opened on the village
street, gazing first to the right and then to the left,
and lastly at the opposite side of the way, as if he had
a faint hope that certain seafaring men were about to
steal a march upon him from the land-side of the town.
And Dorothy, who was a lonely little child, with no
one in the world to care for but Uncle Porticle, had
also fallen into a habit of sitting on the step of the
porch by way of keeping him company; and here
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they passed many quiet bours together, with the big
robin hoppmg about in his cage, and with the Admirai
himself, on his pedestal beside the porch, keeping watch
and ward over the fortunes of the inn.

Now the Admiral was only
a yard high, and was made of
wood into the bargain; but he
was a fine figure of a man for
all that, being dressed in a
very beautiful blue coat (as
befitted his name) and ca-
nary-colored knee-breeches,and
wearing a fore-and-aft hat
rakishly perched on the back
of his head. On the other
hand, he had sundry stray
cracks in the calves of his
legs, and was badly battered
about the nose; but, after all,
this only gave him a certain
weather-beaten appearance as
if he had been around the
world any number of times ST

in all sorts of company; and
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wooden watch that gave half-past three as the correct
time at all bours of the day and night. In fact, it
would have been no great wonder if the Admiral had
stared at him to the end of his days.

Then there was Sir Walter Rosettes, a long-bodied
little man in a cavalier’s
cloak, with a ruff about his
neck and enormous rosettes
on his shoes, who stood
on a pedestal at old Mrs.
Peevy’s garden gate, offer-
ing an imitation tobacco-
plant, free of charge, as
it were, to any one who
would take the trouble of
carrying it home. This bold

device was intended to call
attention to the fact that
Mrs. Peevy kept a tobacco-shop in the front parlor of
her little cottage behind the hollyhock bushes, the
announcement being backed up by the spectacle of

S8IR WALTER ROSETTES.

three pipes arranged in a tripod in the window, and
by the words “ Smokers’ Emporium” displayed in gold
letters on the glass; and, by the way, Dorothy knew
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and just enough to tempt children to come out, and
not so much as to keep grown people at home—in fact,
just enough for Christmas eve, and not a bit more.

Then the streets should be full of people hurrying
along and all carrying plenty of parcels; and the win-
dows should be very gay with delightful wreaths of
greens, and bunches of holly with plenty of scarlet ber-
ries on them, and the greengrocers should have little
forests of assorted hemlock-trees on the sidewalks in
front of their shops, and everything should be as cheer-
ful and as bustling as possible.

And, if you liked, there might be just a faint smell
of cooking floating about in the air, but this was not
important by any means, as it might happen at any
time.

Well, all these good old-fashioned things came to pass
on this particular Christmas eve except the snow; and
in place of that there came a soft, warm rain which
was all very well in its way, except that, as Dorothy
said, “It did n’t belong on Christmas eve.” And just
at nightfall she went out into the porch to smell the
rain, and to see how Christmas matters generally were
getting on in the wet; and she was watching the people
hurrying by, and trying to fancy what was in the mys-

8
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quite ashamed of her
remark and stood
looking at him in a
rather foolish way.
“Try again,” said
the Admiral, with a
patronizing air.
“No,” said Doro-
thy, gravely shaking
her head, “I’m sure
I don’t know any
other reason; only it
seems rather strange,
you know,that you’ve

never even seen them
before.”

“If you mean my
legs,” said the Ad-

“THE ADMIRAL, MAKING A DESPERATE ATTEMPT TO
miral, L€ Of course I ‘ve GET A VIEW OF HIS LEGS THROUGH HIS SPY-GLASS."”

seen them before—
lots of times. But I *ve never seen ’em behind. That
is,” he added by way of explanation. “I ’ve mever seen
’em behind before.”

“But I mean the cracks,” said Dorothy, with a faint
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very satisfied air. “You see, it means about everything

that can happen to a person’s legs ——” but just here

his remarks came abruptly to an end, for as he was

strutting about on his pedestal, he suddenly slipped off

the edge of it and came to the ground flat on his back.

Dorothy gave a little scream of dismay; but the Ad-

miral, who did n’t appear to be in the least disturbed

by this accident, sat
up and gazed about
with a complacent
smile. Then, getting
on his feet, he took
a pipe out of his
pocket, and lit it
with infinite relish;
and having turned up
his coat-collar by way
of keeping the rest
of his clothes dry,
he started off down
the street without

“THE ADMIRAL S8AT UP AND GAZED ABOUT WITH A
COMPLACENT SMILE.”

another word. The people going by had all disap-
peared in the most unaccountable manner, and Dor-
othy could see him quite plainly as he walked along,






CHAPTER II
THE FERRY TO NOWHERE

TeE rain had stopped, and the moon was shining
through the breaking clouds, and as Dorothy looked up
at the little stone house she saw that it had an arch-
way through it with “FERRY” in large letters on the
wall above it. Of course she had no idea of going by
herself over a strange ferry; but she was an extremely
curious little girl, as you will presently see, and so she
immediately ran through the archway to see what the
ferry was like and where it took people, but, to her
surprise, instead of coming out at the water side, she
came into a strange, old-fashioned-looking street as
crooked as it could possibly be, and lined on both sides
by tall houses with sharply peaked roofs looming up
against the evening sky.

There was no one in sight but a stork. He was a
very tall stork with red legs, and wore a sort of paper
bag on his head with “ FERRYMAN” written across the
front of it; and as Dorothy appeared he held out one
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fares with ’em, to save your life,” and with this he went
into the house and shut the door.

“Tt seems to me this is a very strange adventure,”
said Dorothy to herself. “It appears to be most-
ly about people’s
legs,” and she was
gazing down again
in a puzzled way
at her little black
stockings when she
heard a cough, and
looking up she saw
that the Stork had
his head out of a
small round win-

dow in the wall of

the house.

“ ¢THEY 'RE ENTIRELY DIFFERENT FROM MINE,
“ ” g
Look here, he ANYHOW,’ SAID THE STORK.”

said confidentially,
“I forgot to ask what your fare was for.” He

said this in a sort of husky whisper, and as Dorothy
looked up at him it seemed something like listen-
ing to an enormous cuckoo-clock with a bad cold in
its works.

4
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Oh, foolish old Ferry! all muddles
And puddles —
Go fribble and dribble along on your way;
We drink to your health with molasses
In glasses,
And waft wou farewell with a handful of hay !

“What do you make out of it?” inquired the Stork
anxiously.

“I don’t make anything out of it,” said Dorothy,
staring at him in great perplexity.

“I did n’t suppose you would,” said the Stork, ap-
parently very much relieved. “I ’ve been at it for years
and years, and I ’ve never made sixpence out of it
yet,” with which remark he pulled in his head and
disappeared.

“T don’t know what he means, I 'm sure,” said Doro-
thy, after waiting a moment to see if the Stork would
come back, “but I would n’t go over that ferry for
sixty sixpences. It ’s altogether too frolicky”; and
having made this wise resolution, she was just turning
to go back through the archway when the door of the
house flew open and a little stream of water ran out
upon the pavement. This was immediately followed by
another and much larger flow, and the next moment
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was raining hard inside the house—‘and dear me!”
she exclaimed, ‘“here comes all the furniture!” and,
sure enough, the next moment a lot of old-fashioned
furniture came floating out of the house and drifted
away down the street. There was a corner cupboard
full of crockery, and two spinning-wheels, and a spin-
dle-legged table set out with a blue-and-white tea-set
and some cups and saucers, and finally a carved side-
board which made two or three clumsy attempts to
get through the doorway broadside on, and then took
a fresh start, and came through endwise with a great
flourish. All of these things made quite a little fleet,
and the effect was very imposing; but by this time
the water was quite up to the window-ledge, and as
the sideboard was a fatherly-looking piece of furni-
ture with plenty of room to move about in, Dorothy
stepped aboard of it as it went by, and, sitting down
on a little shelf that ran along the back of it, sailed
away in the wake of the tea-table.
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formance. All this was, of course, very impertinent,
and although Dorothy was naturally a very kind-
hearted little child, she was really quite gratified when
the Stork finally made an attempt to get a new view
of her from the top of an unusually tall chimney, and
fell down into it with a loud screech of dismay.

Presently the street ended at a great open space
where the water spread out in every direction, like a
lake. The day seemed to be breaking, and it was
quite light; and as the sideboard sailed out into the
open water, Dorothy caught sight of something like a
fat-looking boat, floating at a little distance and slowly
drifting toward her. As it came nearer it proved to
be Mrs. Peevy’s big umbrella upside down, with a little
party of people sitting around on the edge of it with
their feet against the handle, and, to Dorothy’s amaze-
ment, she knew every one of them. There was the
Admiral, staring about with his spy-glass, and Sir Wal-
ter Rosettes, carefully carrying his tobacco-plant as if
it were a nosegay, and the Highlander, with his big
watch dangling in the water over the side of the um-
brella; and last, there was the little Chinese mandarin
clinging convulsively to the top of the handle as if he
were keeping a lookout from the masthead.

5
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“J 'm getting on pretty well,” said Dorothy, mourn.
fully. “I believe I 'm crossing a ferry.”

“So are we,” said the Admiral, cheerfully. “We ’re
a Caravan, you know.”

“A Caravan?” exclaimed Dorothy, very much sur-
prised.

“I believe I said ‘Caravan’ quite distinctly,” said
the Admiral in an injured tone, appealing to the rest
of the party; but no one said anything except the
Highlander, who hastily consulted his watech and then
exclaimed * Hurrah!” rather doubtfully.

“I understood what you said,” explained Dorothy,
“but I don’t think I know exactly what you mean.”

“Never mind what he means,” shouted Sir Walter.
“That ’s of no consequence.”

“No consequence!” exclaimed the Admiral, flaring
up. “Why, I mean more in a minute than you do in
a week!”

“You say more in a minute than anybody could
mean in a month,” retorted Sir Walter, flourishing his
tobacco-plant.

“I can talk a year without meaning anything,” said
the Highlander, proudly ; but no one took any notice of
this remark, which, of course, served him right.
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and Dorothy felt so pleased with herself for having
made it that she went on to say, “And the truth of
it is, you all argue precisely like a lot of little school-
children.”

‘ Now, Dorothy herself was only about four feet high,
but she said this in such a superior manner that the
entire Caravan stared at her with great admiration for
a moment, and then began to give a little cheer; but
just at this instant the umbrella made a great plunge,
as if somebody had given it a sudden push, and the
whole party tumbled into the bottom of it like a lot of
dolls.

“What kind of a boat do you call this?” shouted
Sir Walter, as they all scrambled to their feet and
clung desperately to the handle.

“It ’s a paragondola,” said the Admiral, who had
suddenly become very pale. “You see, it is n't exactly
like an ordinary ship.”

“I should think not!” said Sir Walter, indignantly.
“I°d as lief go to sea in a toast-rack. Why don’t you
bring her head up to the wind ?” he shouted as the
paragondola took another plunge.

“I cawt!” cried the Admiral, despairingly; ¢she
has n’t got any head.”






CHAPTER IV
TREE-TOP COUNTRY

It was a very curious thing that the storm seemed
to follow the Caravan as if it were a private affair of
their own, and the paragondola had no sooner disap-
peared than Dorothy found herself sailing along as
quietly as if such a thing as bad weather had never
been heard of. But there was sometning very lonely
about the sideboard now, as it went careering through
the water, and she felt quite disconsolate as she sat on
the little shelf and wondered what had become of the
Caravan.

“If Mrs. Peevy’s umbrella shuts up with them in-
side of it,” she said mournfully to herself, “I ’m sure
I don’t know what they "Il do. It ’s such a stiff thing
to open that it must be perfectly awful when it shuts
up all of a sudden,” and she was just giving a little
shudder at the mere thought of such a thing, when the
sideboard bumped up against something and she found
that it had run into a tree. In fact, she found that
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she had drifted into a forest of enormous trees, grow-
ing in a most remarkable manner straight up out of the
lake; and as she looked up she could see great branches
stretching out in every direction far above her head, all
interlaced together and covered with leaves as if it had
been midsummer instead of being, as it certainly was,
Christmas day.

As the sideboard slowly floated along through this
strange forest, Dorothy presently discovered that each

“THE BIDEBOARD SLOWLY FLOATED ALONG THRGUGH THIS8 STRANGE FOREST.”
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tree had a little door in it, close to the water’s edge,
with a small platform before it by way of a door-step,
as if the people who lived in the trees had a fancy for
going about visiting in boats. But she could n’t help
wondering who in the world, or, rather, who in the
trees, the people went to see, for all the little doors
were shut as tight as wax, and had notices posted up
on them, such as “ No admittance,” “Go away,” “Gone
to Persia,” and many others, all of which Dorothy con-
sidered extremely rude, especially one notice which
read, ‘“Beware of the Pig,” as if the person who lived
in that particular tree was too stingy to keep a dog.

Now all this was very distressing, because, in the
first place, Dorothy was extremely fond of visiting, and,
in the second place, she was getting rather tired of
sailing about on the sideboard; and she was therefore
greatly pleased when she presently came to a door
without any notice upon it. There was, moreover, a
bright little brass knocker on this door, and as this
seemed to show that people were expected to call there
if they felt like it, she waited until the sideboard was
passing close to the platform and then gave a little
jump ashore.

The sideboard took a great roll backward and held

6
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house standing far out in the middle of it. It was a
bright and sunny place, and quite like an ordinary field
in every way except that, in place of grass, it had a

DOROTHY MAKES A CALL IN THE TREE-TOP COUNTRY.

curious floor of branches, closely braided together like
the bottom of a market-basket; but, as this seemed
natural enough, considering that the field was in the
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as if the rest of the house had gone out for a walk,
and might be expected back at any time.

Now, as you may suppose, Dorothy was quite un-
prepared for all this, and she was looking about in
great astonishment when she suddenly discovered that
the furniture was at home, and was standing in a
rather lonely manner quite by itself in the open field.
It was, moreover, the strangest-looking furniture she
had ever seen, for it was growing directly out of the
floor in a twisted-up fashion, something like the grape-
vine chairs in Uncle Porticle’s garden; but the oddest
part of it all was a ridiculous-looking bed with leaves
sprouting out of its legs, and with great pink blossoms
growing on the bed-posts like the satin bows on Doro-
thy’s little bed at the Blue Admiral Inn. All this was
so remarkable that she went over to where the furniture
was standing to take a closer look at it; and as she
came up alongside the bed she was amazed to see that
the Caravan, all three of them, were lying in it in a
row, with their eyes closed as if they were fast asleep.
This was such an unexpected sight that Dorothy
first drew a long breath of astonishment and then ex-
claimed, “Jiminy!” which was a word she used only
cn particular occasions; and, as she said this, the
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thing about the matter, so she merely said, as politely
as she could, “I don’t think I know what a post-
captain is.”

“I don’t either,” said the Admiral, promptly, “but I
can tell you how they behave”; and sitting up in bed,
he recited these verses:

Post-captain at the Needles and commander of a crew

On the “ Royal Biddy?” frigate was Sir Peter Bombazoo ;
His mind was full of music, and his head was full of tunes,
And he cheerfully exhibited on pleasant afternoons.

He could whistle, on his fingers, an invigorating reel,

And could imitate a piper on the handles of the wheel;

He could play in double octaves, too, all up and down the rail,
Or rattle off a rondo on the bottom of a pail.
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g0
: Then porters with

their packages, and bakers

with their buns,
= ; 1517 And countesses in carriages, and grena-
X diers with

guns,

And admirals and commodores,
arrived from near and far

To listen to the music of this
entertaining tar.
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When they heard the Captain humming, 3
and beheld the dancing crew,

The commodores severely said, “ Why, this
will never do!”?

And the admirals all hurried home,
remarking, “ This is most ’ 4

Extraordinary conduct for a captain at his post.”
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Then they sent some sailing-orders to Sir Peter, in a boat,
And he did a little fifing on the edges of the note;

“HE DID A LITTLE FIFING ON THE EDGES OF THE NOTE.”

But he read the sailing-orders, as, of course, ke had to do,
And removed the * Royal Biddy” to the Bay of Boohkgabooh.

Now, Sir Peter took it kindly, but it’s proper to explain
He was sent to catch a pirate out upon the Spanish Main ;
And he played, with variations, an imaginary tune

On the buttons of his waistcoat, like a jocular bassoon.
7
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Now the Pirate had a treasure (mostly silverware and gold),
And Sir Peter took and stowed it in the bottom of his hold;

%) P

4“8IR PETER CAUGHT THE PIRATE, AND HE TOOK HIM BY THE NECK.”

And said “1 will retire on this cargo of doubloons,
And each of you, my gallant crew, may have some silver
spoons.”
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pillars neatly embroidered on the back of his waist-
coat so as to form the letters B. S.

“HE WAS WALKING ABOUT WITH HIS HANDS IN HIS WAISTCOAT-POCKETS.”

“Now I wonder what B. S. means,” she said to her-
self with her usual curiosity. “It stands for Brown
Sugar, but, of course, it can’t be that. Perhaps it
means Best Suit, or Bird Superintendent, or— or—
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fores, and shrubs with small shoes growing all over
them, like peas, and delicate vines of thread with but-
ton-blossoms on them, and, what particularly pleased

“THERE WERE PLANTS LOADED DOWN WITH LITTLE PINAFORES, AND SHRUBS WITH SMALL
SHOES GROWING ALL OVER THEM.”

Dorothy, a row of pots marked “FROCK FLOW-

ERS,” and each containing a stalk with a crisp little

frock growing on it, like a big tulip upside down.
“They ’re ounly big enough for dolls,” chattered

&
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“QOh, it ’s good enough, what there is of it,” said
the Robin, in an offhand way.

“But I ’m sure there ’s enough of it,” said Dorothy.

“There ¢s enough of it, such as it is,” replied the
Robin.

“Such as it is?” repeated Dorothy, beginning to feel
a little perplexed. “'Why, it ’s hard enough, I 'm sure-
It ’s enough to drive a person quite distracted.”

“Well, it ’s a corker till you get used to it,” said
the Robin, strutting about. * There ’s such a tre-
mendous variety to it, you see, that it exercises you
all over at once.”

This was so ridiculous that Dorothy laughed out-
right. “I should never get used to it,” she said. “I
don’t believe I know a single one of the answers.”

“I do!” said Bob Secarlet, proudly; “I know ’em
all. It ’s ‘No’ to everything in it.”

“Dear me!” said Dorothy, feeling quite provoked ai
herself, “of course it is. T never thought of that.”

“ And when you can answer them,” continued the
Robin, with a very important air, “you can answer
anything.”

Now, as the Robin said this, it suddenly occurred to
Dorothy that she had been lost for quite a long time,
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Robin, and then, looking at her suspiciously, he added,
“Come —mno chaffing, you know. I won’t have it.”

“But I ’m not chaffing,” said Dorothy, beginning to
feel a little provoked; ‘it ’s only because you twist
the things I say the wrong way.”

“What do you say ’em the wrong way for, then?”
said Bob Scarlet, irritably. “ Why don’t you get ’em
straight ?”

“Dear me!” exclaimed Dorothy, now quite out of
patience. ‘How dreadfully confusing it all is! Don’t
you understand?—1I only want to know where the
place is where I am now,— whereabouts in the geogra-
phy, I mean,” she added in desperation.

“Jt is nt in there at all,” said Bob Scarlet, very
decidedly. “There is n't a geography going that could
hold on to it for five minutes.”

“Do you mean that it is nt anywhere?” exclaimed
Dorothy, beginning to feel a little frightened.

“Nn, I don’t,” said Bob Scarlet, obstinately. “I
mean that it 4s anywhere — anywhere that it chooses
to be, you know; only it does n't stay anywhere any
longer than it likes.”

“Then I ’'m going away,” said Dorothy, hastily. “I
won’t stay in such a place.”
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“Well, you d better be quick about it,” said the
Robin, with a chuckle, “or there won’t be any place
to go away from. I can feel it beginning to go now,”
and with this remark Bob Secarlet himself hurried
away.

There was something so alarming in the idea of a
place going away and leaving her behind, that Dorothy
started off at once,
as fast as she could
run, and indeed she
was n’t a moment
too soon. The gar-

den itself was al-
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“ DOROTHY STARTED OFF AT ONCE, AS FAST AS SHE up in a ﬂuttering
COULD RUN.”

sort of a way as
she ran past them; and she noticed, moreover, that
the little shoes on the shoe-shrub were so withered away
that they looked like a lot of raisins. But she had no
time to stop and look at such things, and she ran on









IN THE TOY-SHOP 67

course, only I don’t know where I am any more than
I did before. It ’s a kind of wooden floor, I think,”
she added, stamping on it with her little shoe; ‘“and,
dear me! I verily believe it ’s nothing but a shelf. Tt
is a shelf!” she exclaimed, peeping cau-

tiously over the edge; “and there ’s the \,_‘,
real floor ever so far away. I can never 3
jump down there in
the world without be-
ing dashed to destruc-
tion!” —and she was
just thinking how it
would do to hang from
the edge of the shelf
by her hands and then
let herself drop (with
hereyes shut, of course) P o 1 P s A

when a little party of

people came tumbling down through the air and fell in
a heap close beside her. She gave a scream of dismay
and then stood staring at them in utter bewilderment.
for, as the party scrambled to their feet, she saw they
were the Caravan, dressed up in the most extraordi-
nary fashion, in little frocks and long shawls, and all
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“We ’re disguised, you know,” said the Admiral,
breathlessly. “We found these things under the bed.
Bob Scarlet is n’t anywhere about, is he?” he added,
staring around in an agitated manner through his
spy-glass.

“About ?” said Dorothy, trying to look serious. “I
should think he was about five miles from here by
this time.”

“1 wish it was five thousand,” exclaimed Sir Wal-
ter, angrily, smoothing down his frock. ¢ Old Peck-
jabber!”

“Why, what in the world is the matter?” said
Dorothy, beginning to laugh in spite of herself.

“Matter!” exclaimed the Admiral, his voice fairly
trembling with emotion; “why, look here! We was
all shrinking away to nothing in that wanishing gar-
den. Bob Scarlet himself was no bigger than an ant
when we came away.”

“And we was n't any bigger than uncles,” put in
the Highlander.

“ You ’re not more than three inches high this min-
ute,” said Sir Walter, surveying Dorothy with a eritical
air, with his head cocked on one side.

“ (Gtoodness gracious!” exclaimed Dorothy, with a
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their heels with their heads against the wall. They
were at least five times as big as Dorothy herself, and
had price-tickets tucked into their sashes, such as
“2/6, cHEAP,” ‘Ds., REAL WAX,” and so on; and Dor-
othy, clapping her hands in an ecstasy of delight,
exclaimed: “ Why, it ’s a monstrous, enormous toy-
shop!” and then she hurried on to see what else there
might be on exhibition.

¢ Marbles, prob’bly,” she remarked, peering over the
edge of a basket full of what looked like enormous
stone cannon-balls of various colors; * for mastodons,
I should say, only I don’t know as fhey ever play
marbles,—grocery shop, full of dear little drawers
with real knobs on ’em,—’pothecary’s shop with true
pill-boxes,” she went on, examining one delightful
thing after another; ‘“and here ’s a farm out of a
box, and all the same funny old things—trees with
green shavings on them and fences with feet so
they 'l stand up, and here ’s the dear fam’ly, same
size as the trees and the houses, of course, and—oh!
I beg your pardon,” she exclaimed, for her frock had
touched the farmer and knocked him over flat on his
back. ‘“ And here ’s a Noah’s Ark, full of higgledy-
piggledy animals—why, what are you doing here?”
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sided with him in this opinion, and after staring at
Dorothy for a moment with great disfavor they all
called out *“ Old Proudie!” and solemnly walked off in
a row as before.

“I believe I shall have a fit if I meet them again,”
said Dorothy to herself, laughing till her eyes were
full of tears. ‘They ’re certainly the foolishest things
I ever saw,” and with this she walked away through
the shop, and was just beginning to look at the toys
again, when she came suddenly upon an old dame sit-
ting contentedly in the shop in a great arm-chair. She
was eating porridge out of a bowl in her lap, and her
head was so close to the edge of the shelf that Dor-
othy almost walked into her ecap.

“Drat the toys!” cried the old dame, starting so -
violently that her spectacles fell off her nose into
the porridge. ‘“Drat the new-fangled things!”—and
here she aimed a blow at Dorothy with her spoon.
“They re enough to scare folks out of their senses.
Give me the old-fashioned kind —deaf and dumb and
blind and stiff ”—but by this time Dorothy, almost
frightened out of her wits, had run away and was hid-
ing behind a doll’s sofa.

“ She ’s a mice person to have charge of a shop,” she
10
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“¢YOU KNOW YOUR SIZE DOES COME IN DOZENS, ASSORTED,
CONTINUED THE JACK.”

sounds kind of unmarried,” she thought to herself,
“but it ’s the exact truth.”
“No offense, I hope,” said the Jack, looking some-
what abashed.
" “No—not exactly,” said Dorothy rather stiffly.
“You know, your size does come in dozens—as-
sorted,” continued the Jack, with quite a professional
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“It ’s something like a Christmas pantomime,” she
said to herself; ‘“and it is n’t the slightest use, you
know, trying to fancy what anything ’s going to be,
because everything that happens is so unproblesome.
I don’t know where I got ¢hat word from,” she went
on, “but it seems to express exactly what I mean.
Fr instance, there ’s a little cradle that ’s just been
turned into a coal-scuttle, and if that is n’t unproble-
some, well then—never mind!” (which, as you know,
is a ridiculous way little girls have of finishing their
sentences.)

By this time she had got around again to the toy
livery-stable, and she was extremely pleased to find
that it had turned into a smart little baronial castle
with a turret at each end, and that the ornamental
tea-cup was just changing, with a good deal of a
flourish, into a small rowboat floating in a little
stream that ran by the castle walls.

“Come, that ’s the finest thing yet!” exclaimed
Dorothy, looking at all this with great admiration;
“and I wish a brazen knight would come out with a
trumpet and blow a blast”—you see, she was quite
romantic at times—and she was just admiring the
clever way in which the boat was getting rid of the
handle of the tea-cup, when the Dancing-Jack sud-
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the Harlequin vanished for a moment, and then reap-
peared, about one half of his original size, coming out
of the door of the castle with an unconcerned air as if
he had n’t had anything to do with the affair.

“TIt ’s dreadfully confusing,” said Dorothy to herself,
“not to know which of two persons is talking to you,
‘specially when there ’s really only one of them here”;
but she never had a chance to find out anything
about the matter, for in the mean time a part of the
castle had quietly turned upside down, and was now a
little stone bridge with the stream flowing beneath it,
and the Harlequin, who was constantly getting smaller
and smaller, was standing with one foot in the boat
as if he were trying to choose between taking a
little excursion on the water and going out of sight
altogether.

“Txcuse me—but did you say anything?” said
Dorothy, feeling quite sure that there was no time to
be lost.

“All that I said was ‘quilt,’” replied the Harlequin;
“T suppose there ’s no particular harm in that?”

“QOh, dear, no!” said Dorothy, hastily; “only it
seems a rather queer way of beginning a conversation,
you know.”






CHAPTER VII e
THE SONG IN THE DELL

“I 'M sorry he ’s gone,” said Dorothy to herself,
gazing with longing eyes after the Harlequin. ‘He
was n’t much to talk to, but he was awful beautifnl
to look at”; and, having relieved her mind by this
remark, she was just starting to take another walk
through the shop when she suddenly caught sight of
a small door in one corner. It was n’t much larger
than a rat-hole, but it was big enough for her to go
through, and that, of course, was the important thing;
and as she never could bear to go by strange door-
ways until she knew where they led to, she immedi-
ately ran through this one, and, quite to her surprise,
found herself outside the toy-shop.

There was a steep bank here sloping down from the
wall of the shop, and Dorothy was much interested
at discovering that it was completely overgrown with
little green rocking-chairs. They were growing about

in great confusion, and once or twice, when her frock
1n
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as if he were greatly surprised at the question; “I can
see it easily enough.”

“But I mean, can I go over it?” said Dorothy, rather
confused by this answer.

The Farmer rubbed his nose and looked thoughtfully
at the roof of the house for a moment and then said,
rather sulkily, “Yes, I suppose you can, but you must
agree not to knock off the chimbleys.”

“Dear me,” said Dorothy, beginning to laugh, “that
is n’t what I mean at all. I mean, can I go through
it?”

The Farmer, after turning over this proposition in his
mind with great deliberation, got down on his hands
and knees and took a long look through the little door
in the front of the house, and then getting up on
his feet again, said, very seriously, “I don’t see any-
thing to prevent it; there ’s another door at the back,”
—and walked gravely away. He did this in a very
peculiar way, by a sort of sidelong roll on his round
wooden block like a barrel being worked along on ont
end; and, as Dorothy stood watching this performance
with great interest, he presently fell over one of the
little rocking-chairs, and coming down heavily on his
back, rolled away on the edge of his block and the rim
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tling pleasantly in the trees, and the sunlight, shining
down through the dancing leaves, made little patches
of light that chased each other about on the grass, and,
as Dorothy walked along, she felt happier than she had
at any time since losing the Blue Admiral Inn. To be
sure, it was n’t the easiest matter in the world to get
along, for as the trees and the bushes and the blades of
grass were all of the natural size and Dorothy was no
bigger than a wren, she fell over a good many twigs
and other small obstacles, and tumbled down a great
many times. Then, too, she found it rather trying to
her nerves, at first, to meet with rabbits as big as
horses, to come suddenly upon quails whistling like
steam-engines, and to be chattered at by squirrels a
head taller than she herself was; but she was a very
wise little child about such matters, and she said to
herself, “Why, of course, they ’re only their usual
sizes, you know, and they ’re sure to be the same scary
things they always are,”—and then she stamped her
foot at them and said “ Shoo!” very boldly, and,
after laughing to see the great creatures whisk about
and dash into the thicket, she walked along quite
contentedly.

Presently she heard a voice singing. It seemed to
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come from a thick part of the wood at one side of
the path; and, after hesitating a moment, Dorothy stole

“SHE FOUND IT RATHER TRYING TO HER NERVES, AT FIRST, TO MEET
WITH RABBITS AS BIG A8 HORSES."

into the bushes, and, creeping cautiously along until
she was quite near the sound, erouched down in the
thicket to listen.
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“—T0 BE CHATTERED AT BY SQUIRRELS A HEAD TALLER THAN
SHE HERSELF WAB.”

It was a very small voice, and it was singing this
song:
I know a way
Of hearing what the larks and linnets say.
The larks tell of the sunshine and the sky ;
The linnets from the hedges make reply,
And boast of hidden nests with mocking lay.
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Dorothy, crouching down in the thicket, listened to
this little song with great delight; but she was ex-
tremely sentimental where poetry was concerned, and
it happened that when she heard this last verse she
clasped her hands in a burst of rapture and exclaimed
in quite a loud voice, “ Oh, delicious!” This was very
unfortunate, for the song stopped short the instant she
spoke, and for a moment everything was perfectly
silent; then the little voice spoke up again, and said,
“Who is that?”

“It ’s I,” said Dorothy.

“It ’s two eyes, if it comes to that,” said the little
voice; “I can see them through the bushes. Are you
a rabbit ?”

“No,” said Dorothy, laughing softly to herself, “I 'm
a child.”

“QOh!” exclaimed the voice. It was a very little Oh;
in fact, it sounded to Dorothy as if it might be about
the size of a cherry-stone, and she said to herself,
“T verily believe it ’s a fairy, and she certainly can’t
be a bit bigger than my thumb—my regular thumb,
I mean,” she added, holding up her hand and looking
at the size of it with great contempt.

Then the little voice spoke up again and said, “And

how big are you?”
12
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I think”—the Mouse went on, as if it were tired of
waiting for an answer to its last remark—‘ 7 think a
child should be six inches tall, af least.”

This was so ridiculous that Dorothy had to put her

“PUSHING THE LEAVES GENTLY ASIDE, SHE CAUTIOUSLY PEEPED OUT.”

hand over her mouth to keep from screaming with
laughter. “Why,” she exclaimed, “I used to be”—and
here she had to stop and count up on her fingers as
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‘ Hoity-toity ! ” said Dorothy, very sharply. (I don’t
think she had the slightest idea of what this meant,
but she had read somewhere in a book that it was an
expression used when other persons gave themselves
airs, and she thought she would try the effect of it on
the Mouse.) But, to her great disappointment, the

THE MOUSE LAMENTS.

Mouse made no reply of any kind, and after picking a
leaf and holding it up to its eyes for a moment, as if
it were having a cry in its small way, the poor little
creature turned about and ran into the thicket at the
further side of the dell.
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a row on a little bench at the door. The Admiral had
the Camel in his lap, and they were all gazing at it
with an air of extreme solicitude. It was a frowsy
little thing with lumpy legs that hung down in a dan-
gling way from the Admiral’s knees, and Sir Walter
was busily employed trying to make it drink some-
thing out of a bottle.

“What are you giving him?” inquired Dorothy,
curiously.

“ (lue,” said the Admiral, promptly. “He needs stif-
fening up, you see.”

“(Goodness gracious, what an awful dose!” said Dor-
othy, with a shudder.

“ That does n’t make any difference so long as he
won’t take it,” said Sir Walter; and here he flew
into a tremendous passion, and began beating the Camel
about the head so furiously with the bottle that
Dorothy cried out, “Here—stop that instantly!”

“He does n’t mind it no more than if he was a bol-
ster,” put in the Highlander. “Set him up again and
let ’s see him fall down,” he added, rubbiag his hands
together with a relish.

“Indeed, you ’ll do nothing of the sort,” exclaimed
Dorothy, with great indignation; and, snatching the

13
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“Well, you can’t sell anything unless you keep it in
the shop, you know,” persisted Dorothy, feeling that
she was somehow or other getting the worst of the
argument.

“Bosh!” said the Admiral, obstinately; *you can’t
keep things you sell —that is,” he added, “not unless
your customers are crazy”; and with this remark the
Caravan went into the shop and shut the door in
Dorothy’s face, as if she was n’t worth talking to any
longer.

Dorothy waited for a moment to see if they were
coming out again, and then, as there was a noise in-
side as if they were piling up the drawers against the
door by way of a barricade, she walked slowly away
through the toy-shop.

She had had such a variety of adventures in the
shop by this time that she was getting quite tired of
the place, and she was walking along rather disconso-
lately, and wishing there was some way of growing to
her natural size, and then getting back again to poor
old Uncle Porticle and the Blue Admiral Inn, when,
as she went around the corner of the little apothe-
cary’s shop, she came suddenly upon Bob Scarlet. To
her great surprise, he was now just about the size of
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laughing and crying by turns, when at this moment

Bob Scarlet came suddenly upon a fine brass bird-cage,

and, after staring at it in a stupefied way for an in-

stant, he dropped his little book, with an appearance

of great agitation,
and hurried away
without so much as
looking behind him.

Dorothy ran after
him, carefully keep-
ing out of sight in
case he should turn

around, and as she -

went by the bird-
cage she saw that
it was marked ‘PER-
FECTLY SECURE” in
large letters. “And

“HE DROPPED HIS LITTLE BOOK, WITH AN
APPEARANCE OF GREAT AGITATION,
AND HURRIED AWAY,”

that ’s what took the conceit out of you, mister,” she

said, laughing to herself, and hurried along after the

Robin.

As she caught sight of him again he was just scur-

rying by the grocer’s shop, and she could see the faces
of the Caravan watching him, over the top of a little
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drawers from the little grocer’s shop upside down on
their heads, and all calling “ Fire!” at the top of their
voices. As they could n’t see where anybody was go-
ing, or where they were going themselves, it made the
situation very desperate indeed.

Dorothy was frightened almost out of her wits, but
she ran on in a bewildered sort of a way, dodging the
rolling marbles and upsetting the dolls and the sol-
diers in great numbers, until she fortunately caught
sight of the little rat-hole of a door, and, rushing
through it, she hurried down the bank, knocking the
green rocking-chairs about in every direction, and ran
off into the wood as fast as she could go.
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that were never going to happen, I really don’t think
that this particular one was a matter of any con-
sequence.

She was so much pleased with these remarks that
she was going on to say a number of very fine things,
when she came suddenly upon the Caravan hiding be-
hind a large tree. They were sitting in a little bunch
on the grass, and, as Dorothy appeared, they all put on
an appearance of great unconcern, and began staring
up at the branches of the tree, as if they had n’t
seen her.

“They ’ve certainly been doing something they ’re
ashamed of,” she said to herself, “but they can’t de-
ceive me with any such behavior as that”; and just
then the Admiral pretended he had just caught sight
of her and said, with a patronizing air, “Ah! How
d’ ye do? How d’ ye do?” as if they had n’t met for
quite a while.

“You know perfectly well how I do, and I con-
sider that a very foolish remark,” replied Dorothy,
speaking in a very dignified manner, and not feeling
at all pleased with this reception; and then noticing
that Humphrey was nowhere to be seen, she said

severely, “ Where ’s your Camel ?”
14
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of in all my life!” exclaimed Dorothy, greatly shocked
at this news.
“Well,” said the Admiral, in a shamefaced sort of

THE CARAVAN DISCIPLINE THE CAMEL.

way, “we thought it was a good thing to do—for us,
you know.”
“And I call it proud and unforgiving,” said Doro-
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“No,” said the Highlander; “I only made it up.
Would you like to hear it?”

“Qh, yes, indeed,” said Dorothy, as gravely as she
could; “I should like to hear it very much.”

“It ’s called”—said the Highlander, lowering his
voice confidentially and looking cautiously about—
‘it ’s called ‘The Pickle and the Policeman’;” and,
taking a little paper out of his pocket, he began:

“ There was a little pickle and his name was John —?

“QOh, dear!” exclaimed Dorothy, “I don’t think that
will do at all.” :

“Suppose I call him George?” said the Highlander,
gazing reflectively at his paper. “It’s got to be some-
thing short, you know.”

“But you must n’t call him anything,” said Dorothy,
laughing. “Pickles don’t have any names.”

“All right,” said the Highlander; and, taking out a
pencil, he began repairing his poetry with great indus-
try. He did a great deal of writing, and a good deal
of rubbing out with his thumb, and finally said
triumphantly :

“ There was a little pickle and he had wt any name!?”
15
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lifting up his head. ‘“He went in at a little door
not five minutes ago, and he was n’t any bigger than
an every-day bird.”

“I ’m sure I don’t know what to make of it,” said
Dorothy. ‘But where is the door?” she added, run-
ning around the tower and looking at it on all sides.

“It went up after him,” said the Admiral, “like a
corkserew.”

“And it ’s coming down again, like a gimlet!”
shouted the Highlander; and, as they all looked up,
sure enough there was the little door slowly coming
down, around and around, as if it were descending an
invisible staircase on the outside of the tower. They
all watched this performance with much interest, and
as the door touched the ground it opened, and, to
Dorothy’s amazement, out came the little field-mouse.

“What is it?” cried Dorothy, as they all crowded
around the little creature. “Do tell us what it all
means.”

“It ’s a Sizing Tower,” said the Mouse, its little
voice trembling with agitation. ‘You get big at the
top, and little at the bottom. I would nt go up there
again—not for a bushel of nuts.”

“Were you pretty big?” inquired Sir Walter.
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sanded floors. Presently, as she turned a corner, she
came upon a number of storks who were dancing a
sort of solemn quadrille up and down the middle of
the street. They stopped dancing as she came along,
and stood in a row gazing gravely at her as she
passed by and then resumed their quadrille as sol-
emnly as before.

The strangest thing about the fiddling was that it
seemed to be going on somewhere in the air, and
the sound appeared to come from all directions at
once. At first the music was soft and rather slow
in time, but it grew louder and louder, and the fid-
dles played faster and faster, until presently they
were going at such a furious rate that Dorothy
stopped and looked back to see how the storks were
getting on in their dancing; and she could see them
in the distance, scampering up and down the street,
and bumping violently against one another in a fran-
tic attempt to keep time with the music. At any
other time she would have been vastly amused at
this spectacle; but just then she was feeling a little
afraid that some of the astrologers might come out
to see what was going on, and she was therefore

quite relieved when the storks presently gave up all
18
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it seemed to her, in the confusion, that all the animals
in the room were of precisely the same size.

“Is n't it rather unusual—” she said to the Sheep
(it seemed more natural, somehow, to speak to the

¢ AN ELEPHANT AND A SHEEP SEIZED HER BY THE HANDS, AND THE NEXT
MOMENT SHE WAS DANCING IN THE RING.”

Sheep)—*‘is n’t it rather unusual for different animals
to be so much alike?”

“Not in our set,” said the Sheep, conceitedly. “We
all know who ’s who. Of course we have to mark
the pigs, as they ’re so extremely like the polar-
bears;” and Dorothy noticed that two pigs, who were
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“Oh dear, no!” exclaimed the Sheep; “you see,
this is really a quadrupedrille Of course you ’re all
right, because it ’s precisely as if you were dancing on
your hind feet. In fact,” she added, nodding approv-
ingly, “you look almost as well as if you were.”

“Thank you!” said Dorothy, laughing.

“There was a seal that wanted to join,” the Sheep
went on. “He pressed us very hard, but he never
made the slightest impression on us;” and there was
a twinkle in the Sheep’s eyes as she said this, so that
Dorothy felt morally certain it was a joke this time;
but, before she could make any reply, the Elephant
called out “Recess!” and the animals all stopped
dancing and began walking about and fanning them-
selves with little portfolios which they produced in
such a mysterious manner that Dorothy could n’t see
where in the world they came from.

“Now, look here,” said the Elephant,—he seemed to
be a sort of Master of Ceremonies, and the animals all
clustered about him as he said this,—*why cant she
dance with the Camel?” and he pointed out Dorothy
with his portfolio.

“She can!” shouted the animals in chorus. ¢ Come
on, Sarah!”—and the Camel, who had been moping in
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way—‘‘and that,” said poor little Dorothy to herself,
“is certainly something!”
Just then the Elephant, who had mysteriously ap-

THE ANIMALS CROSSING OVER.

peared from a pantry in one corner of the room,
shouted out, “All cross over!” and the animals began
to crowd out of the house into the courtyard, and






CHAPTER XII
THE CARAVAN COMES HOME

THE letter was lying on a flat stone, with several
lumps of sugar laid on it like paper-weights to keep it
from blowing away. It was n’t at all a nice-looking
letter; in fact, it looked as if it had been dragged
over the ground for a long distance; and Dorothy,
after observing all this, was just turning away when
she chanced to look at the address and saw that the
letter was intended for her. The address was writ-
ten in a very cramped little hand, and the writing
was crowded up into one corner as if it were trying
to get over the edge of the envelope; but the words
were “To DororHY,” as plain as possible.

“What a very strange thing!” she said to herself,
taking up the letter and turning it over several times
rather distrustfully. “I don’t think it looks very nice,
but it may be something important, and I s’pose I
ought to read it”; and saying this, she opened the

17
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many infants”; and she was so pleased with herself
for saying this that she began to feel quite large and
bold. “But it was very clever of ’em to think of the
rat,” she went on, “and of course that accounts for
the sugar. No one but a rat would ever have thought
of using sugar for paper-weights. If I was n’t afraid
of a rat I ’d wish it had n’t gone away, though, for
I have n't the slightest idea where the Caravan is, or
which way I ought to go.”

But it presently appeared that the noble rat had
arranged the whole matter for her; for as Dorothy
ran along she began to find lumps of sugar set up at
intervals like little mile-stones, so that she should n’t
miss the road.

“Tt ’s precisely like Hop-o-my-thumb and his little
crumbs of bread,” she said, laughing to herself when
she saw these, “only better, because, you see, the
birds can’t carry them off.”

The rat, however, seemed to have had a very
roundabout idea of a road, for the lumps of sugar
were scattered zigzag in every direction, and, at one
place, led directly through a knot-hole in a fence as if
nobody could possibly have any trouble in getting
through that; but, as the little mile-stones appeared
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again on the other side of the fence, Dorothy scram-
bled over and ran on. Then she found herself
climbing over rocks and wading through little puddles
of water where the sugar was set up on stones in
the most thoughtful way, so that it should n’t melt;
and in another place the lumps were stuck up in a
line on the trunk of a large tree, and, after leading
the way through a number of branches, suddenly de-
secended on the opposite side of the tree into a little
bog, where Dorothy stuck fast for several minutes and
got her shoes very much soiled. All this was very
provoking, and she was beginning to get a little out
of patience, when the lumps of sugar suddenly came
to an end at a small stone wall; and, looking over it,
she spied the Caravan in their cage.

The cage proved to be an enormous rat-trap, and
the Caravan, with remarkable presence of mind, had
put their legs through between the wires at the bot-
tom of it, and were walking briskly along, holding up
the cage with their hands. The news of this extraor-
dinary performance had evidently been spread abroad,
as the Ferryman and a number of serious-looking
storks were escorting the Caravan with an air of
great interest, and occasionally taking to their heels
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when the Admiral chanced to look at them through
the wires with his spy-glass. There was a door, to
be sure, in the side of the trap, quite big enough
for the Admiral, and Sir Walter, and the Highlander
to come out of, all in a row if they liked, but they
evidently had n’t noticed this— “and I ’m not
going to tell ’em about it, just yet,” said Dorothy
to herself, ““ because they deserve to be punished for
their capers. But it ’s really quite clever of ’em to
put their little legs through in that way,” she went
on, ‘“and extremely convenient—that is, you know,”
she added thoughtfully, “so long as they all want to
go the same way”; and, with this wise reflection, she
scrambled over the wall and ran after the procession.

The Admiral and Sir Walter seemed greatly morti-
fied when Dorothy appeared, and she saw that Sir
Walter was making a desperate attempt to pull up
his legs into the cage as if he had n’t anything
whatever to do with the affair. The Highlander, how-
ever, who always seemed to have peculiar ideas of his
own, shouted out * Philopene!” as he caught sight of
her, and then laughed uproariously as if this were the
finest joke in the world; but Dorothy, very properly,
took not the slightest notice of his remark.
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“And where are you going now?” said Dorothy;
for by this time they were running so fast that she
could hardly keep up with them.

“We ’re going to the Ferry,” said the Admiral,
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“BY THIS TIME THEY WERE RUNNING 80 FAST THAT SHE COULD HARDLY
KEEP UP WITH THEM.”

“and these pelicans are showing us the way”; and as
he said this the whole party hurried through a little
archway and came out at the waterside.

An old stage-coach without any wheels was floating
close up against the river-bank, and quite a little
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window and, laying it in Dorothy’s lap, murmured,
“ Good-evening,” and went comfortably to sleep. The
next moment the fiddles in the air began playing
again and the stage-coach sailed away.

Dorothy never knew exactly what happened next,
because everything was so confused. She had an idea,
however, that they were all singing the Ferry Song,
and that they had just got to a new part, beginning—

“It pours into picnics and swishes the dishes,”

when a terrible commotion began on top of the coach,
and she saw that Bob Scarlet had suddenly appeared
inside the cage without his waistcoat, and that the Cara-
van were frantically squeezing themselves out between
the wires. At the same moment a loud roaring sound
arose in the air, and the pjuadrupeds and the storks
began jumping out of the windows in all directions.
Then the stage-coach began to rock violently, and
she felt that it was about to roll over, and clutched
at the meck of the Camel to save herself; but the
Camel had slipped away, and she found she had hold
of something like a soft cushion—and the next mo-

ment the coach went over with a loud erash.
18



138 THE ADMIRAL’S CARAVAN

Dorothy gave a little scream as the coach went
over, and then held her breath; but instead of sous-

“IT BLOWLY CHANGED TO A BIRD-CAGE WITH A ROBIN BITTING IN IT.”

ing into the water as she expected, she came down on
top of it with a hard bump, and, very much to her
astonishment, found herself sitting up on a carpeted
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floor. For a moment the rat-trap, with Bob Scarlet
inside of it, seemed to be floating around in the air
like a wire balloon, and then, as she rubbed her eyes
and looked again, it slowly changed into a bird-cage
with a fat robin sitting in it on a perch, and peering
sharply at her sideways with one of his bright little
eyes; and she found she was sitting on the floor of
the little parlor of the Blue Admiral Inn, with her
little rocking-chair overturned beside her and the
cushion firmly clutched in her hand. The coach, and
the dancing animals, and the Ferryman and his storks
had all disappeared, which was a very fortunate thing, as
there was n’t room for them in the parlor; and as for
the roaring sound in the air—why, Uncle Porticle was
fast asleep in his big arm-chair, with his handkerchief
spread over his face, and I think it more than likely
that he had something to do with the sound.
Dorothy stared about for a moment, and then,
suddenly remembering the Caravan, she jumped up and
ran to the window. It was snowing hard, and she
saw through the driving snowflakes that the High-
lander and Sir Walter Rosettes were standing on their
pedestals, complacently watching the people hurrying














