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LLABY-
- LAND_




There is a sort of a garden—
or rather an ertate, of P..:Irl'
and fallow and waste—nay,
perhaps we may call it a kingdowr, albeit a
noman’ s-land and an everyman's land—which
lies so close to the fromtier of our work-a-day
world that a step will take us thevein.  Indeed,
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PREFACE

some will have it that we are there all the time,
that it is the real fourth dimension, and that at
any moment — if we did but know the trick— we
might find ourselves tratting along its pleasant
alleys, without once gquitting eur arm-chair,
Nonsense-Land is one of the names painted up
o the board at the frontier-station ; and there
the custom-house gfficers ave very nrict. Xou
may take as much tobacco as you please, any
guantity of spirvits, and fripperies of every sort,
new and old; but all common-sense, all lopic,
all serious argwment, must strictly be declared,
and is promptly confiscated.  Once safely across
the border, it is with no surprise at all that
you greet the Lead Soldier strutting somewhat
stiffly to meet you, the Doy with eyes as big as
mill-wheels following affably at his heel; on
the banks of the streams little Fohnny-head-in-
air is perpetually being hanled ont of the water;
while the plaintive voice of the Gryphon is
borne inland from the marpin of the sea.

Mast people, at ore time or another, have
travelled in this delectable country, if only in
young and irrvesponsible days.  Certain un-
Sortunates, unequipped by nature for a voyage
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PREFACE

in such latitudes, have never visited it at all,
and assuredly mever will, © A happy few never
quit if entively at any time. Domiciled in that
pleasant atmosphere, they peep into the world of
Sfacts but fitfully, at wmoments ; and decline to
sacrifice their high privilege of citizenship at
any summens te a low conformity,

Of this fortunate band was Eugene Field.
He knew Hhe country thoroughly, its highways
and its byways alike. Tis language was the
one he was fondest of talking ; and he always
refused to emigrate and fo settle down anywhere
elve, A5 voon ar he sel himself to narrate the
potngs-on there, these of ws wha had been
tourists im bygome davs, but had lest our
reiurn-tickels, pricked up pur ears, and listened,
ane remembered, and knew.  The Dinkey-Bird,
we recollected at once, had been singing, the day
we left, in the amfalyla-tree; and lhere, of
course; he must have been smging ever since,
enly we had forgotten the way to listen,
Eugene Field gently reminded wus, and the
Dinkey-Bird was vocal once more, to be silent
never agatn, Shut-Fye Train had been starting
every night with the utmest punctuality ; it was
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PREFACE

we who had long age lost oxr way lo the
booking-office (I really do wmot know the
American for booking-gffice). Now we can
hurry up the platform whenever we please, and
hear the doovs slam and the whistle toot as we
sink back on these first-class cushions! And
the Chocolate Cat,— why, of course the cats
were all chocolate then! And how pleasantly
brittle their tails were, and how swiftly, though
culled and sucked each day, they sprouted afresh!

It is an engaging theory, that we are all of
ws just as well informed as the great phils-
sophers, poets, wits, who are getting all the
glory ; only unfortunately vur memorics are ot
equally good—we forget, we forget so terribly !
Those belauded gentlemen, termed by our fathers
“ makers ' —creators, to wit — they are anly
reminders after all: flappers, Gulliver wonld
have called them. The parched peas in their
gaily-painted bladders ratile with reminiscences
as they flap us on the ears; and al once We
recall twhat we are rightly abashed beyond
measure to have for one instant forgatten. At
any rate, it is only when the writer comes

along who strikes @ new clear note, who does @
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