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AUTHOR'S NOTE



In the home of my childhood there was a room we called 'The Little Bookroom'. True, every room in the house
could have been called a bookroom.

Our nurseries upstairs were full of books. Downstairs my father's study was full of them. They lined the dining-
room walls, and overflowed into my mother's sitting-room, and up into the bedrooms. It would have been more natural to
live without clothes than without books. As unnatural not to read as not to eat.

Of all the rooms in the house, the Little Bookroom was yielded up to books as an untended garden is left to its
flowers and weeds. There was no selection or sense of order here. In dining-room, study, and nursery there was choice
and arrangement; but the Little Bookroom gathered to itself a motley crew of strays and vagabonds, outcasts from the
ordered shelves below, the overflow of parcels bought wholesale by my father in the sales-rooms. Much trash, and more
treasure. Riff-raff and gentlefolk and noblemen. A lottery, a lucky dip for a child who had never been forbidden to handle
anything between covers. That dusty bookroom, whose windows were never opened, through whose panes the summer
sun struck a dingy shaft where gold specks danced and shimmered, opened magic casements for me through which I
looked out on other worlds and times than those I lived in: worlds filled with poetry and prose and fact and fantasy.
There were old plays and histories, and old romances; superstitions, legends, and what are called the Curiosities of
Literature. There was a book called Florentine Nights that fascinated me; and another called The Tales of Hoffmann that
frightened me; and one called The Amber Witch that was not in the least like the witches I was used to in the fairy-tales I
loved.

Crammed with all sorts of reading, the narrow shelves rose half-way up the walls; their tops piled with untidy
layers that almost touched the ceiling. The heaps on the floor had to be climbed over, columns of books flanked the
window, toppling at a touch. You tugged at a promising binding, and left a new surge of literature underfoot; and you
dropped the book that had attracted you for something that came to the surface in the upheaval. Here, in the Little
Bookroom, I learned, like Charles Lamb, to read anything that can be called a book. The dust got up my nose and made
my eyes smart, as I crouched on the floor or stood propped against a bookcase, physically uncomfortable, and mentally
lost. I was only conscious of my awkward posture and the stifling atmosphere when I had ceased to wander in realms
where fancy seemed to me more true than facts, and set sail on voyages of discovery to regions in which fact was often
far more curious than fancy. If some of my frequent sore throats were due to the dust in the Little Bookroom, I cannot
regret them.

No servant ever came with duster and broom to polish the dim panes through which the sunlight danced, or sweep
from the floor the dust of long-ago. The room would not have been the same without its dust: star-dust, gold-dust, fern-
dust, the dust that returns to dust under the earth, and comes up from her lap in the shape of a hyacinth. 'This quiet dust,'
says Emily Dickinson, an American poet—

This quiet dust was Gentlemen and Ladies,
And Lads and Girls:

Was laughter and ability and sighing,
And frocks and curls.

And an English poet, Viola Meynell, clearing her ledges of the dust that 'came secretly by day' to dull her shining
things, pauses to reflect—

But O this dust that I shall drive away
Is flowers and kings,
Is Solomon's temple, poets, Nineveh...

When I crept out of the Little Bookroom with smarting eyes, no wonder that its mottled gold-dust still danced in my
brain, its silver cobwebs still clung to the corners of my mind. No wonder that many years later, when I came to write
books myself, they were a muddle of fiction and fact and fantasy and truth. I have never quite succeeded in distinguishing



one from the other, as the tales in this book that were born of that dust will show. Seven maids with seven brooms,
sweeping for half-a-hundred years, have never managed to clear my mind of its dust of vanished temples and flowers
and kings, the curls of ladies, the sighing of poets, the laughter of lads and girls: those golden ones who, like chimney-
sweepers, must all come to dust in some little bookroom or other—and sometimes, by luck, come again for a moment to

light.
E.F.

Hampstead
May 1955
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THE KING AND THE CORN

There was in the village a simpleton who was not the ordinary type of village idiot, by any means. He was the
Schoolmaster's son, and had been one of those precocious children of whom everything or nothing may be hoped. His
father hoped everything, and forced him to live in his books; and, when the child had reached the age of ten, saw the end
of his hopes. It was not that the boy's bright wits turned dull, he lost them altogether. Well, but did he? He sat in the



fields, smiling a great deal and talking seldom, until some chance loosed his tongue; then he talked without pause, till he
came to his stop, like an old musical box that everybody thinks is out of order, and, unexpectedly kicked, plays out its
tune. One never knew what chance kick would set Simple Willie going. In books he took no more interest at all.
Sometimes his father put under his eyes one that had been his delight, but he glanced indifferently at the old tales and
records, wandered away, and picked up the daily paper. He generally dropped it very soon; but occasionally his eye
seemed chained by a paragraph, usually of a trifling character, and he would stare at it for an hour.

His father hated the name his boy had been given by the villagers, but it was spoken with affection, and Simple
Willie was even pointed out to visitors with pride. He was singularly beautiful; tawny-haired, fair-skinned, gold-dusted
with freckles, with blue eyes sly and innocent like a child's, and fine-cut lips which smiled with unusual charm. He was
sixteen or seventeen when he was first pointed out to me. I was spending the month of August in the village. For a
fortnight he only replied to my greeting with a smile; but one day, as I lay at the edge of a corn-field, three parts cut, and
drowsily watched the centre patch diminish, Simple Willie strolled up and lay beside me. Without looking at me he
reached out his hand, and fingered the scarab I wear on my watch-chain. Suddenly he began to speak.

When [ was a boy in Egypt [ sowed my father's corn. When it was sown I used to watch the field until the green
blades began to grow, and then, as the days went by, I saw them turn from grass to grain, and the field from a green field
to a gold one. And every year, when the field was gold with corn, I thought my father had the richest treasure in all

Egypt.

There was at that time a King in Egypt who had many names. The shortest of his names was Ra, so that is what I
will call him. King Ra lived in the city in great splendour. My father's field was outside the city, and I had never seen the
King, but men told tales of his palace, and his rich clothes, his crown and his jewels, and his coffers full of money. He
ate off silver plates, and drank from cups of gold, and slept under curtains of purple silk fringed with pearls. I liked to
listen when men talked of Ra, because he sounded like a fairy king; but I could not believe he was a real man like my
father, or that his gold mantle was as real as our cornfield.

One day, when the sun was very hot, and my father's field was tall, I lay in the shadow of the corn picking the grains
from an ear, and eating them one by one. As I did so, I heard a man's laugh over my head, and I looked up and saw the
tallest man I had ever beheld, looking down on me. He had a great black beard in curls upon his breast, and his eyes
were as fierce as an eagle's; his headdress and his garments glittered in the sun, and I knew he was the King. A little way
off I saw his guards on their horses, and one held the bridle of the King's own horse, which he had left when he came to
look at me. For a little while we only gazed at each other, he down, and I up. Then he laughed again, and said, 'You look
contented, child.'

'l am, King Ra,' said 1.

"You eat your corn as though it were a feast.'
'It is, King Ra,' said I.

'"Who are you, child?'

'My father's son,' I said.

'And who is your father?'

'"The richest man in Egypt.'

'How do you make that out, child?'

'He owns this field,' I said.

The King cast his bright eye over our field, and said, 'T own Egypt.'



I said, 'It is too much.'

'How!" said the King. '"Too much! It cannot be too much, and I am a richer man than your father.'
At this I shook my head.

'l say I am! What does your father wear?'

'A shirt like mine." I touched my cotton shirt.

'See what [ wear!' The King swept his gold mantle round him, so that it stung my cheek. '"Now do you say your father
is richer than I am?'

'He has more gold than that,' I said. 'He has this field.'
The King looked dark and angry. 'How if I burn this field? What will he have then?'
'"The corn again, next year.'

'"The King of Egypt is greater than Egypt's corn!' cried King Ra. "The King is more golden than the corn! The King
will outlast the corn!'

This did not sound true to me, and I shook my head again. Then a storm seemed to break in King Ra's eyes. He
turned to his guards, and cried harshly, 'Burn this field!"

And they set fire to the four corners of the field, and as it burned the King said, 'Behold your father's gold, child. It
has never been so bright before, and will never be bright again.'

Not till the gold field was black did King Ra go away; and as he went he cried, "Which is more golden now, the
corn or the King? Ra will live longer than your father's corn.'

He mounted his horse, and I saw him go, his golden mantle blazing in the sun. My father crept out of his hut, and
whispered, "We are ruined people. Why did King Ra burn our field?'

I could not tell him, for I did not know. I went to the little garden behind the hut, and wept. When I opened my hand
to wipe the tears away, I saw the half-empty ear of ripe grain stuck to my palm. It was the very last of our treasure, half
an ear of com, all that remained of thousands of golden ears; and lest the King should want to take it too, I stuck my
finger in the earth, making holes, and into the bottom of each hole I dropped a grain. Next year, when the corn of Egypt
ripened, ten lovely ears stood in my garden among the flowers and gourds.

That summer the King died, and was to be buried with great pomp. It was the custom for Kings of Egypt to lie in a
sealed chamber, filled with jewels, rich robes, and golden furniture of all sorts. Among other things, he must have corn,
lest he should be hungry before he arrived in heaven. A man came out of the city to fetch the corn, and he passed our hut,
going and coming. The day was hot, and on the way back he came in to us to rest awhile, and told us that the sheaf of
corn he carried would be buried with the King. Soon he fell asleep, from heat and fatigue, and while he slept his words
rang in my head. I seemed to see King Ra again, standing above me, saying, 'The King of Egypt is more golden than the
corn! The King of Egypt will outlast the corn!" And I ran out quickly to my garden, and cut down my ten ears, and thrust
the golden blades among the corn the sleeping man had gathered for the King. When he awoke, he took up the sheaf and
went on his way to the city. And when King Ra was buried in his glory, they buried my corn with him.

Simple Willie stroked my scarab softly.

'Is that all, Willie?' I asked.

'Not all,' said Willie. 'Hundreds and hundreds of years afterwards, last year indeed it was, some Englishmen in
Egypt found King Ra's tomb, and when they opened it, there, among the treasures, lay my corn. The golden stuffs



crumbled in the light of day, but not my corn. These Englishmen brought some of it to England, and passed my father's
house and stopped to rest awhile, as the Egyptian had done, so long ago. They told my father what they had with them,
and showed it to him. I handled it for myself, my very corn.' Willie smiled at me, his radiant smile. 'One grain stuck to
my palm. I sowed it in the middle of this field.'

'"Then, if it grew,' I said, 'it must be in that little uncut patch.'

I looked at the cutter, making its last revolution. Willie rose, beckoning me to follow. We looked carefully over the
small remaining patch, and in a moment he pointed to an ear of corn which seemed taller and brighter than the rest.

'Is this the one?' I asked.
He smiled at me, like a sly child.
'It's certainly more golden than its fellows,' I said.

'Yes,' said Simple Willie. 'How gold's the King of Egypt?'

THE KING'S DAUGHTER CRIES FOR THE MOON

One night the King's Daughter looked out of her window, and wanted the Moon. She stretched out her hand to take
it, but couldn't reach it.

So she went upstairs to the garret, and stood on a chair, and pushed up the skylight, and got out on the roof of the
Palace. But still she couldn't reach it.

So she climbed up the tallest chimney-pot, and clung to the cowl, and still she couldn't reach. Then she began to cry.
A bat that was flying by stopped to ask, 'King's Daughter, why are you weeping?'
'Because I want the Moon,' said she, 'and I can't reach it.'

'Neither can I,' said the bat; 'and if I could, I am not powerful enough to pull it out of the sky. But I will tell the Night
of your desire, and it may be she will fetch down the Moon for you herself.'

The bat flew away to tell the Night, and the King's Daughter continued to cling to the chimney-cowl, and look at the
Moon, and cry for it. When morning came, and the Moon disappeared in the light, a swallow awoke in its nest under the
roof; and she too asked, 'King's Daughter, why are you weeping?'

'Because I want the Moon,' said she.

'l prefer the Sun myself,' said the swallow, 'but I am sorry for you, and I will tell the Day, and perhaps he will be
able to help you to your wish." And the swallow flew away to tell the Day.

The Palace was now in a state of commotion, for the Nurse had gone to the room of the King's Daughter, and found
the bed empty.

She rushed at once to the King's bedchamber and banged on the door, crying, "Wake up, wake up! Someone has
stolen your daughter!'

The King got out of his bed with his nightcap awry, and called through the keyhole, 'Who?'



'"The Boy who cleans the Silver,' said the Nurse. 'Only last week a plate was missing, and he who steals a plate will
steal a princess. Yes, that's who, if you ask me.'

'l did ask you,' said the King. 'Therefore, let the Boy be put in prison.'

The Nurse ran as hard as she could to the Barracks, and told the Colonel-in-Command that the Boy who cleaned the
Silver was to be arrested for stealing the King's Daughter. The Colonel-in-Command put on his sword and his spurs and
his epaulettes and his medals, and gave every soldier a week's leave to go home and say good-bye to his mother.

'"We will make the arrest on the First of April,' said the Colonel-in-Command. Then he shut himself up in his study
and began to draw up plans of attack.

The Nurse went back to the Palace, and told the King all that was being done; and the King rubbed his hands with
satisfaction.

'So much for the Boy,' he said. 'Be sure not to let him get a hint of it till the moment of his arrest arrives. And now
we must see about tracing the Princess.

He sent for his Chief Detective, and put the matter before him. The Chief Detective immediately looked very clever,
and said, 'The first thing is to find some clues and take some thumb-prints.'

"Whose thumb-prints?' asked the King.
'Everybody's,' said the Chief Detective.
'Mine too?' asked the King,

"Your Majesty is the First Gentleman in the Realm,' said the Chief Detective. '"We shall naturally begin with your
Majesty's.'

The King looked pleased, and spread out his thumbs; but before the Chief Detective started taking thumb-prints, he
sent for his full force of Under-Detectives, and told them to search for clues all over the city. 'And be sure you are all
well disguised,' said he.

The Second Detective scratched his chin and said, 'T'm sorry, Chief, but last Spring Cleaning I found that the moth
had got into the disguises, so I sold them to the rag-and-bone man.'

'"Then order some more at once from the disguise-maker,' said the Chief Detective, 'and tell him to be quick about
them.'

'May we choose our own disguises?' asked the Second Detective.

'Yes, what you like, as long as they are all different,' said the Chief; and the Detectives, of whom there were a round
thousand, went home to think out their disguises, all different. But it took a lot of settling, because three wanted to go as
Burglars, and five as Teddy Bears.

Meanwhile the Chief Detective had prepared a plate of black stuff, and the King was just rubbing his thumbs on it,
when the Cook came up and gave notice.

'"Why?' asked the King.
'Because do what I will, the kitchen fire won't light,' said the Cook, 'and if the kitchen fire won't light, I won't stay.'
"Why won't it light?' asked the King.

'Water in the flue,' said the Cook. 'It trickles down, and it trickles down, and I mop it up, and I mop it up, and it's not
a bit of good, it only comes down faster. Nobody can be expected to cook without a fire, so I'm going.'



'"When?' said the King.

'Now,' said the Cook.

"You must have your thumb-prints taken first,' said the King.
'Does it hurt?' asked the Cook.

'Not at all,' said the King. 'It's rather fun.'

The Cook had her thumb-prints taken, and went and packed her boxes. As soon as they heard that the King's Cook
had given notice, all the other cooks in the country gave notice too; for whatever happened in the King's home set the
fashion in the Duke's, and the Earl's, and the Baron's, and the Mayor's, and in Mr and Mrs John Jenkinson's.

The Consequence was

But there were such a lot of Consequences that they can't all be told in one chapter. If you want to know what they
were, you must go on to the next.

1

The bat flew away to find the Night, and tell her that the King's Daughter was crying for the Moon. But Night was
not easy to find, though her shadow was everywhere. At last, however, he found her walking in a wood, looking to see
that all was well. If a flower was too wide awake, she touched its eye, and the eye closed; if a tree stirred in its sleep,
she hushed it till it was quiet. If a wren cheeped in its nest, she stroked its feathers till it dreamed again. But the drowsy
owl in the hollow trunk, or the moth clinging under its leaf, she wakened and sent flying. When the bat settled on her hand
she said, "Well, child, what are you come for?"

'l am come to tell you that the King's Daughter wants the Moon.'
'She must want, then,' said the Night. 'I can't spare the Moon. Go back and tell her so.'
'But, mother, she is crying for it.'

'Fie!' said Night. 'If we gave babies everything they cry for in the dark, mothers would get no rest at all. Tell me one
good reason why I should give this one what she is crying for.'

The bat tried to think of a good reason, and at last said, 'Because she has grey eyes, black hair, and white cheeks.'
'"What has that to do with it, foolish one?' said Night. 'Go, go, I am busy.'

She shook the bat off her hand and went on through the wood, and the bat hung himself upside down on a branch and
sulked.

Out of a hole in the tree an owl popped its head and asked, 'Did you say grey eyes?'

'Yes,' said the bat, 'as grey as twilight.'

Up through a crack in the ground a mouse poked its nose and asked, 'Did you say black hair?'
'Yes,' said the bat, 'as black as a shadow.'

And a moth peered round a leaf to ask, 'Did you say white cheeks?'



'Yes,' said the bat, 'as white as starshine.'

The owl then said, 'She is one of us, and we must stand by her. If she wants the Moon, she ought to have the Moon.
Night is in the wrong.'

'Night is in the wrong!' repeated the mouse.
And 'Night is in the wrong!' echoed the moth.

A small passing wind caught the syllables and carried them round the world. Up hill and down dale it went,
whispering, 'Night is in the wrong! Night is in the wrong! Night is in the wrong!' And all the Children of the Dark came
out to listen, owls and foxes, nightjars and nightingales, rats and mice, bats and moths, and the cats that prowl on the
tiles. When the wind had said the thing three times, they too began to say it.

'Night is in the wrong!' barked the foxes.

'Night is in the wrong!' rattled the nightjars.

'Have you heard the news?' squeaked a mouse to a moth. 'Night is in the wrong!'
'"Yes, she is in the wrong,' agreed the moth. 'T always said as much.'

And the nightingales trilled the words so loud and long, that they reached the ears of the stars, who all began to
shout at once, 'Night is in the wrong!'

'"What do you say?' asked the Moon, from the middle of the sky.
'We say, and we say it again,' said the Evening Star, 'that Night is in the wrong; we will say it till all's blue.'

'"You are right,' said the Moon. 'l have not liked to mention it before, but nobody knows Night better than I do, and
without any doubt she is entirely in the wrong,'

Nobody stopped to ask why Night was in the wrong; it was enough that everybody was saying so. Long before
morning the Children of the Dark had worked themselves into a state of fury against their mother, and decided to rebel
against her.

'But, above all, concerted action is necessary,' said the Moon. 'It is useless for a moth to protest here, and a cat to
howl there. If we mean to act, we must act together. At a given moment we must one and all refuse to support Night any
longer.'

'Yes, we must act, we must strike, we must refuse to support the Night!' cried the bats and the cats, the moths and the
owls, the stars and the nightingales, all in one breath.

'Hush!' said the Moon. 'She may hear you. Go on for a while as though nothing had happened; and on the First of
April, when our plans are prepared, we will show Night once and for all that she is in the wrong.'

111
A few hours after the Children of the Dark had come to their great decision, the swallow was on its way to tell the
Day that the King's Daughter was crying for the Moon. She found Day just stepping out of the sea, wiping his golden feet
on the sand.

'Up with the lark, swallow!" said he. '"How come you to be out so early?'



'Because,' said the swallow, 'the King's Daughter is crying for the Moon.'

'"Well, that's none of my business,' said Day, 'and I can't see, child, that it is any of yours.'

"Not my business, not my business!" twittered the swallow indignantly. She tried hard to think why it should be her
business, and added, '"Why, father, how can you say it's not my business! The King's Daughter has blue eyes, gold hair,
and pink cheeks.'

'"Then she has her full share, and can do without the Moon,' said Day. "What! would you have me fall out with my
sister the Night in order to dry the tears of the King's Daughter? Get on with your work, silly twitterer, while I get on
with mine.' And with a stride he stepped from the shore to the fields, gilding the grass as he went.

Up through a pool in the rocks a fish pushed his nose.
'Blue eyes, has she?'

'As blue as the sky!' said the swallow.

A daisy leaned over the cliff and asked, 'Gold hair?'
'As gold as light,' said the swallow.

A gull hung poised in the air, to ask, 'And pink cheeks?'
'As pink as morning,' said the swallow.

The gull slid down the wind, and screamed, 'Then she is one of us, and if she wants the Moon she must Zave the
Moon. And if Day will not help her to get the Moon, down with Day!'

'Down with Day!' cried the daisy.
'Down with Day!' gasped the fish.

And a little wave that was running backward and forward on the sands heard the words, and flowed back into the
sea murmuring, 'Down with Day! Down with Day! Down with Day!'

The big waves caught it up, like the chorus of a song, and they too thundered, 'Down with Day!' as they towered up
and fell down with a crash; and soon the whole sea was heaving with the sound of the words, and the tides were
streaming with it to all the shores of the earth. 'Down with Day!' roared every tide as it swept in; and all the creatures of
the five Continents heard them, and echoed the cry in their own ways: the mocking-birds of America whistled it, the
elephants of Africa trumpeted it, the hooded cobras of Asia hissed it, the laughing jackasses of Australasia shrieked it,
and all the larks of Europe trilled it to the Sun.

'"What's that you're singing?' the Sun asked the larks, who were his particular pets.
'Down with Day! Down with Day! We are singing, Down with Day!'
'By all means,' said the Sun. 'Down with Day, and high time too! Why did we never think of it before?'

As soon as the Sun had said it, all the Children of the Light began to wonder why they hadn't thought of it before,
and to consider how they might bring it about.

'Leave that to me,' said the Sun. 'Each must do his share, but all must be done together. I will myself concoct a plan
for effective action, and as soon as it is prepared you shall know your parts. Hold yourselves ready for the First of
April; till then, the great thing to remember is that upon one point we are all agreed: Down with Day!'

'Down with Day!' shouted all things together, birds, beasts and fishes, grass, flowers and trees, stones, wood and



water. 'Down with Day!'

They were all of them very determined, and none of them knew what about.

v

As soon as the Detectives had got their disguises, they scattered themselves over the City to find clues by which
they might discover the King's Daughter. Some looked in the broad streets, and some in the twisty ones; some searched
the parks, and some searched the slums. Whereever they went, they found suspicious signs, and as soon as they found
them they hurried with them straight to the Palace to tell the King. Detective A, for instance, disguised himself as a Park-
Keeper, and in the very first hour discovered a ragged Tramp snoring in the grass under a tree.

'"That's a suspicious character, that!' thought Detective A. 'It is written all over his face!' To test his theory, he
stooped down over the snorer and shouted in his ear, 'Where's the King's Daughter?'

The Tramp half-opened one eye, muttered 'First to the right and second to the left,' and began to snore again.
Detective A ran as hard as he could on the trail, and the first to the right and the second to the left brought him to a
public-house called the Hog's Head. In the bar nineteen Sailors were being served by the thin Innkeeper and his buxom
Wife. Detective A pushed his way to the front, and ordered a pint of porter as a blind. The moment he had drunk it down
he threw off all pretences, and seizing the Innkeeper by one hand and his Wife by the other, he demanded, "Where's the
King's Daughter?' 'How should we know?' retorted the Innkeeper. 'Wherever she is, she's not here.' 'Ah, you'd deny it,
would you!' cried Detective A. 'Hands off, my lad!' said the Innkeeper's Wife, pulling her wrist away. 'Ah, you'd
struggle, would you!' cried Detective A. Then he threw open his coat, revealed himself, and arrested them; and to make
things safer he also arrested the nineteen Sailors, and ordered them to follow him to the Palace; and on the way, to make
things quite safe, he stopped in the Park and arrested the Tramp. Then he took them all to the King.

'"Who are these?' asked the King.

'"These are doubtful characters, Your Majesty,' said Detective A. 'This one,' he pointed to the Tramp, 'says your
daughter is at these ones' public-house,' and he pointed to the Innkeeper and his Wife. 'And these ones say that this one is
mistaken,' and he pointed to the Tramp again. 'One of them is telling a story:.'

'Oh, what a pity!' said the King. 'And who are all these?' And he looked at the nineteen Sailors.

'These were all in the bar at the time,' said the Detective, 'and probably in the conspiracy too. I thought it best to
take no chances.'

"You did splendidly,’ said the King, 'and you shall be promoted. Let the suspected persons be thrown into prison;
and if they have not proved themselves innocent by the First of April, they shall die.'

While this was being done, the King promoted Detective A, and he had scarcely finished doing so before Detective
B came in disguised as a Customer, and behind him came a Draper, forty-three Shopgirls, a Nurse, and a Baby in a pram.

'"Who are these?' asked the King.

'"These are suspicious persons, Your Majesty,' said Detective B. 'l noticed this Baby's pram standing for half an hour
outside this Draper's shop, and the Baby was crying in a highly suspicious manner, but refused to inform me of what was
wrong. So [ went inside the shop, and there I saw the Nurse being served at the counter with a yard of something.
"What's that?" I sez to her. "Mind your own business," she sez to me. "It is my business," sez I, and seized the object,
which proved to be this." And Detective B produced from his pocket a yard of blue elastic.

'"What's that for?' asked the King.



'Ah, just what I asked her, Your Majesty! And she said [ was no gentleman, and refused to tell me. So as she
wouldn't confess, of course I arrested her, and to be on the safe side I also arrested everybody else in the shop, and the
Baby into the bargain.’

'"You did well,' beamed the King. 'Unless they can prove their case, they shall all be beheaded on the First of April.'
And he had the Nurse, the Baby, the Draper, and the forty-three Shopgirls thrown into prison, and began to promote
Detective B. He was only half-done when Detective C came in, disguised as a Postman, followed by four-hundred-and-
two Private Householders.

'"Who are all these?' asked the King.

'"These are all suspectable individuals, Your Majesty,' said Detective C. 'They have all had letters sent to their
houses with the wrong names and addresses on them, and to avert suspicion they have all written "Not Known!" on the
envelopes and put them back in the pillar-box. So I gave each of them a double rat-tat, and as soon as they opened the
door I arrested them, as you see, till they tell who the letters are for, and who they are from, and what is inside them.'

"Wonderful!' cried the King. 'If they have not told by the First of April, they shall perish. You too shall be promoted.
Did ever a King have a Detective Force like mine?"

During the next hour Detective D, disguised as a Ticket Collector, came in with nine-hundred-and-seventy-eight
Persons who had bought railway tickets, and were obviously trying to leave the city; and Detective E, disguised as a
Public Librarian, brought in two-thousand-three-hundred-and-fifteen Novel-Readers, who had all asked for Detective
Stories at the Public Library. There was no doubt of it that they were all suspicious characters, and they too were thrown
into prison until they could explain themselves; otherwise, said the King, on the First of April they would all lose their
heads.

So it went on till night; and just as the King was going up to bed, there was a great shout in the Palace, and the
sound of scurrying feet, and into the Throne-room dashed the Housekeeper with an open penknife in her hand and a
Second Housemaid at her heels. Gesticulating wildly, the Housekeeper rushed towards the throne, but before she could
reach it the Second Housemaid tripped her up, gagged her, and handcuffed her.

'Bless my soul!' said the King. "What's all this about?'

The Second Housemaid got up and took off her cap; her hair came off with it, and in its place the rather bald head of
the Second Detective was disclosed. He pointed, panting a little, to the speechless Housekeeper struggling on the floor.

'"This is a Highly Suspicious Person, Your Majesty,' said he. 'Disguised as one of Your Majesty's Second
Housemaids, I went to search your daughter's room for clues. I stole in quietly when no one was looking, and
immediately saw that someone had been before me. The carpet was strewn with bits of metal—every lock of the
Princess's drawers and cupboards had been picked! Certain that all was not well, I continued my investigations. I looked
stealthily behind curtains, and opened cupboard doors suddenly. At last I looked under the bed. There I saw a big black
felt slipper, and in the slipper was a foot; beside it was a second foot inside another slipper. I dragged them out into the
light, and found them attached to the body of Your Majesty's Housekeeper. She fled; I gave chase; and the end of the
chase you saw.'

'Yes, but,' said the King, 'she isn't my Housekeeper.'

'Not!" cried the Second Detective. "Worse and worse. She is probably a dangerous criminal who, having stolen your
daughter, came back for loot. I think we can safely say, Your Majesty, that we are on the track!'

The King was delighted; the False Housekeeper was condemned to death on the First of April; the Second
Detective was promoted; and the Court went to bed and to sleep.

But nobody else did; for by now everybody knew that a thousand Detectives in Disguise were let loose in the
streets, and that at any moment you might be arrested by anybody. Before morning, half the people in the City were under
lock and key, and the other half was running away as hard as it could from everybody else.
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Master Johnny Jenkinson, who was the Drummer-Boy in the King's Army, went beating his drum up the path to his
Mother's cottage-door. Instead of knocking, he beat a special tattoo that brought his Mother running. As soon as she set
eyes on him she threw up her hands for joy, and then flung her arms round his neck, crying, 'It's never you, Johnny! it
never can be you!' as though she couldn't believe her senses.

'"Yes, ma, it's me,' said Johnny. 'What's for supper?'

'Dad, dad, come here!' cried Mrs John Jenkinson; and from the back-garden appeared Mr John Jenkinson with his
spade, and seeing his son he sat down plump on the third stair and filled his pipe to hide his emotion.

'But Johnny, what brings you here?' asked his Mother, 'when I thought you were twenty miles off in the City?'
'T've got a week's leave, ma,' said Johnny, 'and so has every man Jack of us.'
'But for why, Johnny?'

'Ah!" said Johnny, looking important, 'that's what we haven't been told. But we can guess. There's something big
afoot.'

"War, do you mean?' whispered Mr John Jenkinson.
'"What else can it be, dad?' replied Johnny. For what else could it be?
"War with whom, Johnny?' asked Mrs John Jenkinson.

'"Well, it's being kept as dark as dark, ma,' said Johnny; 'but who's to stop a chap thinking? Some of us think it's war
with the King of the North, and some think it's war with the King of the South. But my opinion is ' He paused,
because he hadn't made up his opinion yet.

"You don't mean to say, Johnny,' gasped Mrs John Jenkinson, 'you never mean to say it's war with both!'
'"Why don't I?' asked Johnny, closing one eye. And from that moment he did.
'This is awful!' moaned Mrs John Jenkinson. 'We can never beat them both at once, never!'

'"Trust us, ma!' boasted Johnny, and did a tattoo on his drum. 'All we want is good vittles inside us, and then we can
tackle anything. What's for supper?

Mrs John Jenkinson threw her apron over her head, and wept aloud. 'Nothing's for supper, Johnny, nothing at all.
The cook's given notice.'

'But here, I say!' cried Johnny, for the first time looking anxious. "We haven't got a cook! You do the cooking in this
house, ma!'

'"Well, and if I do!" retorted his Mother, drying her eyes and looking rather defiant. 'What I say is, the one that does
the cooking is the cook, and I suppose I can give notice as well as another!'

'But why, ma?'

'Because it's the fashion, Johnny. The King's Cook gave notice the day before yesterday, and every other cook in the
country stopped cooking within twenty-four hours. It would be a sort of treason for us to go on cooking when the King's
Cook won't. And there it is.'



Johnny sat down by his Father on the third stair. 'This spoils my leave, this does,' he said. 'And what's more, it will
spoil every other chap's leave too. You wouldn't believe what a chap's meals mean to a chap on leave.'

'And not only to chaps on leave,' said Mr John Jenkinson, puffing his pipe to conceal his feelings. 'There's others.'
'"What do you do come dinner-time, dad?' asked Johnny.

'l goes down to the Inn and smokes,' said Mr John Jenkinson.

'Let's get along, then,' said Johnny. And father and son went sadly down the path.

At the Inn they found every man in the village assembled. It was the only place for the Men to go now that the
Women had stopped cooking. Feeling against the Women was beginning to run high. As the Men got hungrier and
hungrier, they also got angrier and angrier; and the Women, on their part, got stubborner and stubborner.

'Nothing for breakfast? Nothing for dinner? Nothing for tea?' cried the Men, at meal-times.

'"The King gets nothing for breakfast and dinner and tea!' retorted the Women. 'And what the King gets is good
enough for you!'

So in all the Inns all over the land the men gathered and talked furiously about the Women: and they took a
resolution, that as long as the Women wouldn't cook, they wouldn't work. 'United we stand, divided we fall,' said
Johnny's Father. "We'll all stop work together on the First of April.' The word flew like wildfire from Inn to Inn
throughout the kingdom; and every man Jack of them agreed.

But it wasn't only Women that were talked of in the Inns; for now that the soldiers had come home on leave, they
began to talk furiously about War as well. Like Johnny the Drummer-Boy, each soldier came back looking very
important, as though he alone knew what it all meant; and some said they were going to war with the King of the North,
and others with the King of the South.

'Nay,' said another,' 'tis the King of the East.'
'"Wrong!' said a fourth; "tis the King of the West!'

'Guess again!' jeered a fifth; "tis none of these at all, but the King of the Blacks, and I had it from the Lance-
Corporal himself.'

"Then the Lance-Corporal may put his head in a bucket,' scoffed a sixth, 'for the Sergeant-Major told me, in strictest
confidence, that 'twas the King of the Whites!

The arguments raged high, for this King and that; every Monarch in the world was named by one soldier or another.
And the Spies of the Monarchs heard what was said, and hurried back to their own countries with the news; and as soon
as they heard it, all the Kings of the World gave orders for their armies to be mustered, and their ships to set sail, on the
First of April.

VI
On the First Day of April:
The King sipped his coffee and said: 'This is the day for the Suspicious Characters to be beheaded.'

And the Colonel-in-Command buttered his toast and said: 'This is the day for the Boy who cleans the Silver to be
arrested.'



And all the Men in the land said: 'The day has come for us to stop work.'

And all the Kings of the World said: 'The day has come for us to go to war!'

And the Sun called the Children of the Light and said: 'The hour is come to do Day down.'

And the Moon summoned the Children of the Dark and said: 'The hour is come to prove Night in the wrong.'
And now, terrible things began to happen all over the world.

First the Colonel-in-Command called out the Army to arrest the Boy; and the Army wouldn't come. So the Colonel
went to the Army and flashed his sword at them, and asked, "Why not?'

Then up spoke Johnny the Drummer-Boy. 'Because, Colonel, a soldier's a man as well as a soldier, and today every
man Jack in the land has stopped work.'

'Ay, ay, every man Jack!' shouted the Army.
The Colonel clicked his spurs at them and asked, "What for?'

'Because as long as the King's Cook won't cook for him, the Women won't cook for us, and no man can work on an
empty stomach. As soon as the King's Cook goes back, and we've had a square meal, we'll do our jobs again.'

'Ay, ay, a good square meal!' shouted the Army.
The Colonel rattled his medals at them, and went to tell the King that he must get back his Cook at any price.

The Cook was sent for, looked at the kitchen grate, said the chimney was still dripping and the kitchen fire wouldn't
light, and refused to come back till it did.

Then the King said, 'Send for the Plumber!" And the Plumber sent back word that a plumber might be a plumber, but
he was likewise a man, and every man Jack had stopped work; and until his wife began cooking again, he wasn't going to
plumb for anybody.

Then the King sent for the Second Detective, because the Chief Detective had entirely disappeared, no one knew
where. When the Second Detective came, the King commanded him to arrest the Cook for not cooking, and the Plumber
for not plumbing, and the Second Detective scratched his chin and said, 'I'm sorry, I can't.'

'"Why can't you?' asked the King.

'It's like this, Your Majesty. A Detective may be a Detective, but he is also a man, and until my wife begins cooking
again | can't go on detecting.

'But what about all the people who were to be beheaded today?' cried the King.

'"They'll have to keep their heads,' said the Detective, 'because the Headsman says it's all very well, but a
headsman's a man, isn't he? and until his wife begins cooking again——'

The King put his fingers in his ears and burst into tears. But the next moment he took them out again and said,
'"What's that?'

And no wonder! For the sound of cannons and trumpets was ringing through the air, and the Nurse rushed in to say
that all the Monarchs of the World were marching on the City, and the coast was entirely surrounded with their ships.

'Help! help! Call out the Army!' cried the King. But the Colonel shrugged his epaulettes at him and said, 'They
won't!'



'"Then we are lost,' groaned the King, 'and nothing can save us.'
Even as he said it, the Sun went out.

And the larks flew down instead of up, and the daisies turned black, and the dogs mewed like cats, and the stars
came down and walked upon the earth, and a mouse came and pushed the King off his throne, and a seagull came and sat
on his footstool, and the clocks struck midnight at noon, and dawn broke in the West, and the wind blew the other way,
and the sea ran backwards at high tide, and the cocks crowed for the Moon to rise, and the Moon rose inside out,
showing her black lining, and Day fell down flat, and Night was all wrong.

And in the midst of all the confusion, the door opened, and the King's daughter came in in her nightdress.

VI
The King flew at her and caught her to his heart, crying, 'My child, my child, where have you been?'
'I've been sitting on the chimney-pot, Daddy,' said the King's Daughter.
'"Why did you sit on the chimney-pot, my darling?'
'Because I wanted the Moon,' said the King's Daughter.

The Nurse took her by the shoulders, shook her severely, and said, "You've got your nightdress damp, you naughty
little girl.'

'"That was where I cried on it,' said the King's Daughter. 'I cried all day and all night, and I never stopped once. |
cried all down me, and all down the chimney.'

'Did you indeed!" exclaimed the Cook; and she rushed to the kitchen. The chimney had stopped dripping, so she
lighted the fire and began to cook as hard as she could.

At the same moment, the mouse and the seagull went hurrying to the Children of the Dark and of the Light, crying
together:

'"The King's Daughter has brown hair, brown eyes, and a brown skin!'

The children of the Dark turned in a body upon the bat, and shouted, "You told us she had black hair, grey eyes, and a
white skin!'

'l suppose I got mixed in the dark,' muttered the bat.
'And you told us that she had gold hair, blue eyes, and a rosy skin!' shouted the Children of the Light to the swallow.
'l must have got dazzled by the dawn,' twittered she.

The Children of both Light and Dark then said, 'This puts us in a difficult position. We have been supporting a
creature who is not one of us. We must set Day on his feet again at once, and tell Night that she is entirely in the right.'

No sooner said than done. The stars went back to their places, the sea reversed itself, time straightened itself out,
and everything did what it ought to do; and when, last of all, the Sun came out, he shone upon the Kings of the World
sailing home in their ships as fast as they could. For they said they had never seen anything like it, and you couldn't go to
war with everything as topsy-turvy as that, could you?

The good news was brought to the King in the Palace, and he clapped his hands and said to the Colonel-in-



Command, 'Now they've gone we shan't want the Army for them, so let it arrest the Boy who cleans the Silver.'
'"What for, Your Majesty?'
'For stealing the Princess.'
'But he didn't steal me,' said the Princess.

'Oh, so he didn't,' said the King. '"Then we must let him off. And I suppose we must let off all the people who were
going to be beheaded too.'

'All but the False Housekeeper I found in the Princess's bedroom,' said the Second Detective. 'For she was a
suspicious character.'

So he went and let out the Tramp and the Sailors and the Nurse and the Baby and the Draper, and the Shopgirls and
the Householders and the Train-Travellers and the Novel-Readers, and all the others who had been put in prison. But the
False Housekeeper he dragged by the hair into the King's Presence, and just as he got her there the hair came off, and the
quite bald head of the Chief Detective appeared in its place. So they took the handcuffs off his hands, and the gag out of
his mouth, and when he had done spluttering he said to the King:

"Wasn't my disguise a good one! Nobody recognized me, not even my Second Detective.'
"You shall be promoted!' said the King. 'But what were you doing in the Princess's bedroom?'

'l was searching for clues, of course; and I'd only just done picking the locks with my penknife, when I heard
someone comin, !

'That was me!' said the Second Detective.
'So naturally I got under the bed.'
'And [ found you there!' boasted the Second Detective.

'Ah, but / found something else there!' said the Chief Detective. "This!" And from under his big black skirts he
produced a Silver Plate.

'"There!" cried the Nurse. 'That's the very one that was missing; and if it hadn't been missing I'd never have suspected
the Boy of stealing the Princess. So it was your fault, every bit of it,' she said, turning to the Princess. "What did you take
it for, you naughty little girl?'

'Because it was so nice and round and bright,' said the Princess,