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Girls and boys, come out to play:

The moon is shining as bright as day!

Leave your supper and leave your sleep,

And com®with your playiellows cut in the street!
Up the ladder and down the wall—

CHILD of three sat up in hiscriband

screamed at the top of his voice, his
fists clinched and his eyes full of terror.
At first no one heard, for his nursery wasin
the west wing, and the nurse was talking
to a gardener among the laurels. Then
the housekeeper passed that way, and
hurried to soothe him. He was her pet,
and she disapproved of the nurse.

“What was it, then? What was it,
then? There s nothing to frighten him,
Georgie dear.”

It was—it was a policeman| Hewas
on the Down—I saw him! He came in.
Jane said he would.”

“Policemen don't come into houses,
dearie, Turn over, and take my hand.”

3 .
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“I saw him—on the Down. He came
here. Where is your hand, Harper?”

The housekeeper waited till the sobs
changed to the regular breathing of sleep
before she stole out.

* Jane, what nonsense have you been
telling Master Georgie about policemen?”

“I have n't told him anything.”

“Youhave. He's been dreaming about
them.”

“We met Tisdall on Dowhead when
we were in the donkey-cart this morning.
P'r'aps that's what put it into his head."

“Oh!l Now you aren't going to
frighten the child into fits with your silly
tales, and the master know nothing about
it. If ever I catch you again,” etc.

¥ t ¥

A cHILD of six was telling himself stories
ashelayinbed. It wasa new power, and
he kept it a secret. A month before it
had occurred to him to carry on a nursery
tale left unfinished by his mother, and
he was delighted to find the tale as it
came out of his own head just as sur-
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prising as though he were listening to it
“all new from the beginning."” There
was a prince in that tale, and he killed
dragons, but only for one night. Ever
afterward Georgie dubbed himself prince,
pasha, giant-killer, and all the rest (you
see, he could not tell any one, for fear of
being laughed at), and his tales faded
gradually into dreamland, where adven-
tures were so many that he could not
recall the half of them. They all began in
the same way, or, as Georgie explained to
the shadows of the night-light, there was
“the same starting-ofi place™ —a pile of
brushwood stacked somewhere near a
beach; and round this pile Georgie found
himself running races with little boys
and girls. These ended, ships ran high
up the dry land and opened into card-
board boxes; or gilt-and-green iron rail-
ings that surrounded beautiful gardens
turned all soft and could be walked
through and overthrown so long as he
remembered it was only a dream. He
could never hold that knowledge more
than a few seconds ere things became



