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THE WAY WE LIVE

My name 1s Adam. I am twelve years old and have been living at
Professor Inkspot's Adademy for more than half a year now, At home I
was a goodefor-nothing and always late at school, Never dld I do my
homework in time; I was all thumbsj I dropped everything and broke any
number of glasses ané cups; in fact, they used to break at the mere

sight of me. When ¢ne fine day I spilled the ink, and ruined not only

the table ~cloth and my own trousers but also mother's new dress, my

parents decided :Z let me have some real education at the Academy.

Locaeted at the end of Chocolate Street, Professor Inkspot's

Academy is a bl fthree-atOry building of multﬂ;olouraibricku. Bn the
third floor, thf Professor keeps his secrets which nobody has ever laild
eyed on, No ope must enter these rooms; nor could anybody posaibly get
there, since he stairway ends on the second floor, and Professor Inkspot
reaches his gecrets through the chimney. The classroom is on the ground-
floor; the drooms and the diningroom make up the first story while the
second flooé 1s occupled by Professor Inkspot and Mathew, The two of
them live ﬂn one single room, thoughsall the others are locked,

Only;boyu whose names begin with an A are admitted to the Academy,
for‘ theﬁProfesaor wouldn't dream of crowding his head with the entire
alphabet/, That's why we have four Adams, five Alexanders, three Andrews,
three Alfreds, six Anthonies, one Arthur,one Albert and one Abrahan - 24
boys, mll told, The Professor's christian name is Ambrosy. Mathew is
the nﬁly one in the whole Academy whose name doesn't start with an A,

But then, Mathew is not a pupil; he 1ls the Profpaaoﬁ'n learned starling.

lathaw speaks beautifully except that he never pronauncéa the beginnings
of| the words. He'd call himself "Athlew" and at first cadddd me somthing
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I dort want to repéat until I asked him to make it "Am"™ instead. Strangers
find 1t hard to understand him but we at the Academy don%t.

Our Academy lies in the midst of a big park surrounded by a high wall,
Nobody must leave the building without the Professor's permission, Nor is
the wall an ordinary wall, Where it faces the street, 1t looks quite normal
with only one center-door of glass, Itsthree remaining sides, however,
consist of inumerable iron gates one adjoining the other, and locked, all
of them, with small silver-locks. Through these gates you may enter the
realm of our neighbours, the faiyptales;with whom the professor 1s on
excellent terms. A small plague on each gate states which fairytale the
respective -
trdprxytoexenyks entrance bdlongs to, There are all the fairﬂtales - the
Anderzen ones and the ones by Grimm - Snow-White, Cinderella, the Ugly
Duckling and hesps of others. The Professor always carries the fnir?%ale-
keys with him fh a large silwer box and knows precisely whick key fits
what lock, Sometimes he'd send us on errands to one falirytale or the other,
Mostly I am the one chosen, because I have red halr and am, therefore,
easily spotted, One day we were short of matches; so the Professor called
me in, gave me a golden key and sald: "Adam, desr, kindly run over, to Mr,
. Maidieg, ¥ —
Andersen's fairytale of "The Little Mntchkﬁrl“ and ask for a bom
W What fun! Snow was fe ling in Andersen's fairFale and it was very
cold, All the people on the street were trembling with cold but I felt none
of it, Then, a fine elderly gentleman approached mej he smiled and said:
"Dont you recognize me? I am Mr. Andersen. Don't be stagtled by ally
this snow, We are in a rairﬂ%ale, after all, and while out there in reality
you are havéng June, it's winter around here,"

When he'd hea®d who had sent me,and what for he clapped his hands and
at once there appeared the poor raggad"Li’tEﬁ%l’W. She

had frozen to death and I felt so sorry for her that I am afraid I cried.

Mn  Andersen took a box of matches from her, gave it to me and sald:
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"That's for the Professor, and as for yourself, youkl batter stop crying.
All this i1s a fairytale, don't you gsee, and though the Little Girl\\has
frozen to death, I've made 1t all up myself and it isn't actually true." -
The Little girl smiled at me, waving goodby, and Mr. Andersen led me back
to the gate.

As time went by, I was sent on errands to all k!nds of fnir;;alos.
I'd go to get a pair of shoes from the Puss in Boots)and one day, when
mice had been slighted among the Professor's secrets, I had to set forth
and fetech the Puss in persen, As for the Professor's secrets, we never
knew the first thing about them. Mathew was the only mne who could have
told us, and Mathew wouldn't talk, BHEXENEyXMMXNENXKMEXIME unless you
gave him plehty of freckles to eat., “ortunately, the Professor's face
chances to be covered with freckles which he puts on & ery morning. At
night, he tal®s them all off agaln and places them in a golden tobacco-box
where they are being kept until it is time to put them on back to his face,

Each Thursday, a barber called Philip comaakrom town to supply the
Professor with a fresh crop of freckles, Philip uses a razor-blade %o
apply the smk stuff to his leamned client's face. Professor Inkspot
thinks the world of nicf big, red or brownish freckles; every now and then
he'd bestow one on a deserving pupil as a special award, Alexander, for
instance, has been given as many as three; others have one or two which
they proudly display on their noses or cheeks, How I envy them and what
I would not do to obtain one myself! But professor Inkspot says I am not
as ret worthy of the distinction,

Mathew loves to eat the Professor's freckles and turns very talkative,
whenever you bring him a few, One day, the Professor was so badly bitten
by gnats that he scratched all his freckles off his fsce, Sorry, though I

felt for him;I quickly and secretly collected the entire lot and turned

them over to Mathew. It was only then thﬁt Mathew really came to trust me
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and that he told me the whole wondrous story of hls 1life,
H3h 1 SHEE A S R 1 S R
II.
MATHEW'S WONDROUS STORY,

Mathew spoke as follows:

J’I am no bird - I am a prince., My father's kingdom was probably the mest
beautiful in existence and mine were surely the most magnificent horses

ever ralsed., There were 68 of them, one finer than the other, and I loved
them so mach that I could scarcely think of anything but them, Also, I

so mch preferred riding and hfinting to studying and writing, that my
father, the King, felt finally compelled to forbid all my gallant princely
getivities and to separate me completely from my horses. I was then eight
years old;but hard, as 1 tried, I eould not get myself to forget my derlings
who kept peopling my every dream,

One night, I was wakerﬁ by a gentlg neigh, I rushed to the window and
beheld my favorite stallion, All Baba., Swiftly I dressed in the dark)
reached for my gun, and jumped out of the window, and stralight on All
Baba's walting back, And off we went, jumping over 7 fences and galopping
towarda the forest. éo happy wa:s 1 to be riding again that I recalled
neither my father's ban nor the dangers held by the woods. But when on a
sudden Ali Baba bagan to tr%hle violently and refused to move any further,
?kmw what to expect. #nd there 1t was ; a huge and fear ful 1ookir,wolr‘,
snarling, foaming, and showing his teeth;and coming near er and nearer.

I gpied to flee but the monster followed. "In the name of the King", I
ghouted at last, "let us passl Unless you do, I shall have to kill yOu 2 ==

And Mathew went on to tell his wondrous story., 1 learned how Mathel,
the Prince, had shot and k1lled the wolf, and how he had been biltten by the

dying beast. Half #nconscious with pain and shock, he raced back to the

Kes
palace with packs of howling wol€e in pursuit. When, in the morning,
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he awoke fror a dead faint, all the doctars in the kingdom had gathered
at his bedside, along with the King and Queen and inumerable servants.
Tt wamn 't a great deal of blood that kept trickling from the wound in his hip
but it dropped on and on and no one could still it, Even so the disobedlent
prince dared not. recount his adventure in the forest. - Time passed; the
blood went on triekling; desplte the efforts of scores of physiclans from
Elqtecds
all over the world; despite the desr ast and rarest olntments, jeieea and
pills, the prince grew weaker and paler by the hour. There seemed bu s
11ttle hope for his survival., Thenylr, Phj-Ghi-Wo, the court physician of
China's last Emperor, accepted the King's most urgent invitation, and
arrived at the palace. Left alone with his noble patient, the doctor
pressed his moutf against the wound and, breathing into 1%, pronounced a
number of unfathomable words. Presently, the blood ceased to trickle and
strength bagan to return into Prince Mathew's body., "You have", the Doctor
announced, "been bitten by the King of the Wolggiwhom you killed, Knowing
your secret, I have been able to heal your wrund but I shall not be able
to protect yon from the wrath of your foes. The wolves will not rest
before they have taken revenge for the nﬁ?ﬂer of their king, and your
1ife, oh Prince, will never sgain be safe,"”
Having thus spoken, Dr. Paj-Chi-Wo produced a small cap adorned with
one button. The button was as red as bloodj 1t was square, rnther'x:hnd,
end had six holes in 1t, rsther than four or two, "Take this", sald the
Doctor, " and put it on in the face of danger, It will transform you into
whatever animal you may desire to become and thereby facllitate your emcape.
When the danger has passed you will regain your human status by pulling the
button,"
fireat happinwss reigned throughout the kingdom, and since Dr, Paj-
Chi-"o departed without having accepted the fabulous reward due him, the

grateful King had 24 sacks of diamonds and rubiouPiatrihuted among the

poor. =f Alas, his generosity was 111 repaid,
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Hystertoufély,and with ever increasing fury, packs of wolves made thelr
appearance in the flelds, towns and cltles of the kingdom, and finally
reached sven the capital. ZThey ruined the crops, killed the cattle,
destroyed much property,frightened the people, and endangered the lives
of thelr children. #nd as the/ king proved powerless in the face of thi
curse, the people grew exaoedinglj angry and one day stormed the palace, xk
shooting and slaying evsryon; in their way and burning the place to ashes,
When the murderous mob was about to fall upon Prince Mathew - then 14 years
of age = he reached for his maglc cap but - to his horror - found the
button missinge

"I meant™, Mathew, the starling, concluded sadly, "to turm myself into
a bird, But was I to make the fateful wish, knowing full well that with
the button missing I'd have to remain a bird until the end of my days?
My father's infurlated subjects left me no choice: as they got ready for
the slaughter, I wished fyom all my heart to become & starling. At least
as smoh I'd be able to talke -- Having escaped I flew to many a land %o
confide in my married slsters. For my noble parents were dead and our land
lay in ruins, But wherever I flew, I falled to de recognized. I was kept
in a cage and when my youngest sister had grown tired of me, she gave me
to one of her servants who in turn sold me to a street peddler, = Years
passed. - Then, at & bird's falr {n Salahanca, a lesrned foreigner, attractec
by the strangeness of my tongue, beught me and took me with him, His name
was Ambrosy Inkspot.”

I 2 SR S SRR P AR I
III.
PROFESSOR INKSPOT'S PECULIARITIES.
Here, to begin with, 1s what the Professor usually wears: trousers

so wide, that they resemble balloons whenever the Wind blows them upj

tells, wery wide and very long, chocolate-coloured or wine-red; a brightly
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gellow walstcoat of velvet and adorned with glass-buttons; a high standup-
collar, and a small velvet-bow instead of m necktie, The Professor's
clothes are rich in pockets. I counted 16 in his trousers alone, and 24 in
his walstcoat. His tails, on the other hand, have but one pocket which is
%athew's domain; he may sit in 1t whenever he pleases. In his vest-pockets
the Profeassor carries various objects, such as the tobacco-box with the
freckles 1n 1t; the dream-acld; several candle-lights and the magnifying
pump, all of which oddities 1 intend to describe in due and proper time, =~

Profemsor Inkspot's head 1s quite unlike any other. His thick and
tousled hair 1s ralnbow-coloured; the long;long beard, plteh-black, The
movable nose occuples most of the face and may be turned to the right and
the left alike. The circular eye-glasses on his nose look rather like a
small biggycle. iis long, stiff moustachef 1s orange-coloured; his eyes
are black and penstrating like stilettos.

Professor Inkspot can fly - or, rea her, he 1s able to float in the air,

if only at a very moderate height. This particular peculiarity of his is
perhaps the one which we admire most. At some time or other evervone at
the Academy tried to imitate the Professor in this respect - needless to
say without any success whatsocever,
SESE3E 3SR S IR0 4R 3R RIS
Iv.
SCHODL AT THE ACADEMY,

Punctually at five o'clock each morning, Mathew opens what we call
"the sluices"” - small openings in the ceiling, one over each bed. Then,
cold water comes dripping down on our ncses, whilst Mathews cries ™Iseoys,

iseoys™, thus admonishing the boys to rise. With every new day promising

a lot of new and interesting fun, we'd get up very quickly., ‘Besides our

24 beda, our large badroom contains 24 showers which we love to use, since
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what they pour down on us, 1s sparkling water with juice., *here is a
different fruit-=julce for each day of the week which is why I like my
Wednesday-shower best, raspberry juice being my favorite, Professor
Inkspot's juices produce the most beautirful lather; in more than one respect
they are far better than soap,

We all wear the same things: blue shirts, long white trousers, blue
socks and white shoes. As a punishment for disobedience or poor nmarks, red
ties with green dots have to be worn all day longs = At 5,30 we go to the
dining—ronm, taking our dream-mirrors with us. In the center of the table,
Mathew will sit on the edge of a flower-vase to see to it that nothing
remains on our plates. But 1t Is not until luncheon that the Professor
will float over our table, aprinkltﬁé; ood with various sauces, = Prg er
is at 6 a.m., when Mathew will ring a small bell. #“fter prayer, the

ngarofaasor enters a closet and through an open windJ’collects our dream=
mirrors. All night our dresm-mirrors stand besides our beds, mirroring
and preser¥ing our every dream. Now, the Professor will inspect our dreams,
81lly, stupld, and imppoper ones get thrown on the dungheap; so do dream-
fragments that fall to make sense. But dreams which please the Professor
are removed from the mirrors. This is a fascinating procedure, if not quite
as complicated as the one that follows. Eprt_subaequantlyl our better
dreams are being made into pills which '.'1l'b0 giveg to swallow before

[ Cf €a4r.sa, yr 22

going to bed. WMdLbeitctiee Hobdd—g"éml derived from ey
one of his own dreams,

School starts at seven and we all like 1t, “or we don't have to
bother with either grammar, or arithemtics, or calligraphy,or the like.
Instead, we study - for instance - Inkspotolozy. <This science 1s the
Frofessor's perscnal invention. Applled correctly and ingeniously, Ink-

spotology produces the most arresting pletures with which we 1llustrate
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stories we make up to mateh them., “fher each Inkspotology lesson we sll

kave to wash our arms with lemon julce, as they'll be covered with ink up

to the elbowa and no other julce will do., = In the second period we usuvall y
string letters. "e are supposed gradually to string all the letters containe
ed in the Professor's library. Finlshed strings are beingk colled and handed
to the Professor, Late in the BV;kﬂg Profaessor Inkspot will sit for hours,
letting the strings glide through his fingers. He 1likes to read thet way,

g8 1t spares his eyes., The third lesson takes place &n one of the locked
rooms on the second floor where we learn how to take care of the sick

objects kept 1n those chambers,

Fourth perlod: out-door games, One of these comprises Geography,
aince we uae a globe for a ball, “ur 8 a bit out of the
ordinary, though, All that you have to do is to toss the ball over to the
other team, while(alling the name of the city, the river, or mountain that
is being hit by your foot. Both sides keep shouting - "Radom®, “Australia®
"London", "Philadelphla™, "Greece" etc. Mathew sorves as reoferee
and will disquelify anyone calling the wrong name, It's a beautiful game,
Weld fall over each other, shouting the names of oceans, daa?ﬂt'and countrion‘
and learning more in one hour than @& other scheol-childrarﬁﬁiza year,

Once, XXKM(NKEAXXE Alexander fnasad the ball so forcefully that it went
over the wall into one of the neighbouring fairgﬁales- we didn't know which,
As we pondered what to dopwe heard Mathew cry "tentinn™, tention"] - and

particular
here they were, striding through their/gate: Snow-White and ths‘§hvan
Bwarfs. The latter carried our globe-ball on their shouldersy looking
even smaller under the terrific burden.

We ran towards them, thanking them heartily for their kindness. As a

counter-courtesyy they asked that we teach them geography which we gladly

promised,.
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v.
PROFESSOR INKSPOT'S KITCHEN

All work in the house and the kitchen is being done by the Professor

and his pupils. Abraham will open and lock the door;
.a:_Lhe~%*%tﬁﬁﬁ§.,4fha five “#lexanders will teke care of our clothes and
our lenndry, Anthony and Albert will keep the park and the playground in
ordery; Alfred will set the table, - and so forth and so on. Only the
kitéhen is the Professor's exclusive realm which nobody must enter, Which
is why I am particularly proud to have been nominated his special kitchen
apprentice, - Here are just a few of the items to be found in our kitchen:
the Professor's mammifying-pump by means of which he'll turn tiny bits of
mea‘ into roasts, large enough to feed us all, Looking rather like a small
oll-tankerd, the puge will magnify any object desired., *“ven live animals
may be thus enlarged - as I was eventually to discover, - #Hfur kitchen-
shelves contain long rows of tins,filled Abblsrhidaiegd coloured glass, pots,
with edible paint, and countless brushes in all sigzes, - Attired in his
white kitchen-frock, the Professor tastes all that he cooks and won't ever
permit a dish to be served, unless he's found it entirely to hif liking,
Whenke'a prepared, say, stewed gooseberries, and doesn't think them very
good, he'll select a suitaeble brush, dip1%ﬂt0 red paint and trans-paint the
'gooaehﬂrrina into raspberries. I understand that it was no other than
Dr., Pai-Chi-Wo of Pegking who told the Professor the secret of the edible
paint - the same Pr. Paj-Chi-Wo who figres so prominently in Mathew's
wondrous story., And I think that there's something quite mysterious about
this particular colncidence,
VI.
FLIES
No metter vhence they mmamg came - one day they were there: literally

billions of %aias, filling the air and making it unfit to live in. After
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& number of gallant but frultless efforts to rid us from this plagud, the
Professor finally caught a hungry splder, and, by applylng‘ his megnifying-
pamp to its right ear, succeeded in producing an insect as big as a doge
Hundreds of thousands of flles fell vietim to the glant's eppetite but
billions still remained. Then the Professor prepared a novel sort of
liguid, condisting of saagg’waterﬁané ylue’aqﬁ emingntly sultable to blow
bubbles with, We all blew bubbles, and prss_'-ﬁ;*ﬁ)]?\“&;'zcusanﬂsf of the sticky
things floated about, glittering attractively. The bubbles attracted the
flles; the flles got stuck on the bubbles; and the bubbles, now tofheavy to
stay in the air, fell onto the floor where the trapped flies soon plled up
In enormous heaps. When we had at last managed to sweep the house €lean,
it took three two-and-a-half-ton trucks to ship the flies off,
VII,
ONE SUNDAY AT THE ACADENY

On Sundays everyone at the Academy does as he pleases and on this
particular Sunday, Mathew had flown over the wall into the fairy-tale of
"The Nightingale™ to take a singing lesson, Feeling a bit lonely without
him, I went to the garden to find thet all the water had run out of our
lake and that the poor fish lay on the dry ground, kicking and writhing
and threatening to dle., Quiekly I went to call the Profesaor and whomever
else I could get hold of, = Having gathered the fish into bic linen-bagkets
we all went over to the fairy--tale of "The Fisherman and his Wirfe", The
Ocean there proved a bit unruly; the fisherman's wife had already made her
second immoderate wihkh, and the Magic Fish was growing angry. £ven so,
we emptied our baskets Into the excited sea, and afterwards had = wonderful
swim, atruggling with waves as high as houses and as ineffective as dreams,

SLIE S M AR AR 2000 2 2
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VICIOUS THINGS BEGIN TO HAPPEN,

Fall camej it rained most of the time, and the park lay deserted.
Bverythin nd evervybody seemed & little sad and depressed, so that 1 was
scarcel ised, when one da; ard the Profassor speak Kather Ilmpatient-
ly to Philip. ™You fooll", he saldj *vou're trying to fool me when you
cannot but realize that I will not be fodled., Look at theml™, he exglalimed;
"do thev even look as 1f thelr names started with an A? They most sssuredl ¥y
do nothing of the kindl™ - And he polnted an I ant finger at two
unkempt bnys whom Phi #ist have br glong. TAlfonsl", he cried
angrily; "Alfons ar rable, Indee !‘ These boys! names are Bertie and
Brian, as you know ly topwedl, and ss truly as Mathew 1s a prince, and
they will not Wiletddadsss be admlttedl”

The barber and hls sons departed quietly but I could see that Phillp
was exceedingly hurt ar rather rions, Even so, the weesslsr incldent
pleased me in a way. +or 1% served t rove that Mathew was indeed the
prince whom I'd always believed him to be. Any 8l 'ht doudbt in his veraclty
that I might have harbored ha w been dlspelled by the Professor's
authoritative confirmation.

Poor Mathewl How could I have known what new ordeals Philip's wrath

would bringlboth\uponjihim and the whole Academy?
IX.
A TURN VERY MUCH TO THE WORSE,

Was it that in the graylsh 1ight of these

cherished freckles were loosing their brightness, o

sporting fewer an

And what had happened to Mathew's gay and gallant spirit?

had lost their crispness; his "tention" and his "Tseoys" sounded like

T -
AL o

mn-days, the Professor's

yr was he actually xpmm

fewer of the things which grew paler and paler to boot?

Lyan his commands

=

=
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.any cries for help;and dear Mathew, normally a splendid eater 1f sver
there was one, began to refuse even the Professor's most elaborate dishes,
H*n fact, he seemed bent on starving to death, as he grew thinner and thinner
IHWhilst his once smooth and glossy plumage was turning sadly ecross-grained,
K "Unless™, he finﬁT-“ told me in a low and sorry kb 4 "unl thi
" 11y 1 I AN » y 'unless some ng
miraculous occursg and occurs soongsI am lost, and dire day®§ will dawn for
all of you. Phllip, the infuriated barber, is¥ withholding from our dear
Professor XXNEEEXXIODIEXEXXXXE the freckles without which I cannot live;
and though Professor Inkspot's very life does not depend on a steady supply

of freckles, some of his most precious gifts and peculiarities will

disappear as the last freckle fades from hils facej hils secrets will leave
! - -

§1m; and, woriﬂ%f all, our neighbcvrs; the falry-tales, will move away and
e;;;giggﬁ residence in a more congenial climatej for our Academy, this I
want &qﬁ to know, will become an ordinary brickhouse in a large but |
neglected garden - a place that no self-respecting falry-tale would wish
to adqunl“ﬁn

I felt tears coming to my eyes. "But what", I said, "what could we
possibly do to avold all this"?

"I am"™, Mathew replied,"but e dying bird, and in no condition to do
mich about anything. And even 1f I were full of the most delicious freckles,
I would stlll lack the power to forece Philip into submission. Bor he, too,—
as you surely realize by now,~has his precious gifts and peculiarities, and
it would take more than = starlin;‘s strength to cope with him, Nor will
any ordinary man succeed where Professor Inkspot appears to be failing,
unly a Prince - and I venture to suggest only one Princd,~could solve the
task that confronts us., His name 1s,.."

"Prince Mathew!™ , I cried, kindling a strange flame in the bird's
feverish @yes. Then, hardly knowing what I was doing and wholly ignorant

as to where I was golng to turn, I rushed out of the house and into the
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ger den., "I'11l find 1t1" I heard myself shouting; "Mathey§ my dearest,
do not despair,- I will find the magie buttonl"

e 2 T T TR R R

X.
THE GREAT EXPEDITION
Out in the gerden I noticed something quite out of the ordinary.

The gates, - all of the faliry-taleegatesewere wide opén, a mest unusual
and almost incredible sight. Thils side of the wall, only Professor Inkspot
would have been in a position to unlock all these golden lockslaﬁd for some
time past the dear Professor had hardly left the house, let alone ventured
out into the rainy garde@,.Consequently, it must have been the falry-tales

themselves who had opened the gates, Perhaps/they knew how depperately

[

! atar e arid thonch +havy didn't w
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we nseded their asgsl ish to take the E£irst

£

step, they meant to indicate that they were ready to help. = Presently;I
found myself rushing towards one of the gates, and entered without having
bothered to read the legend it bore, The huge forest into the midst of
which I fell was a little frightening; it was the kind of a forest that
one is bound to get lost in, In fact, I seemed lost already, when, on a
sudden, the air was filled with the most enchanting music. As 1 followed
the sound, bushels of light appeared ¢n the sky and a gentle breeze whis-
pered soothingly in the dark and silent fir-trees, Then, after a few

more steps, I knew where I was. There they 1ayrsleeping on the mossy ground;
- Hansel and Gretel, lost like myself bfth, like myself, protected by the
angels, of whom = this I knewg there must be 14 in their particular case.
There were. #nd there also was the Iuminous ladder leading into the sky
whilg#invlsible instruments played the melody which alcne belonged here
but which no earthly orchestra could have played in such a heavenly way.
Hblding my breath and trylng to make no sound I just stood there, watching

dalibtnateid
and listening. The thought that I:mighggwake the two sleepera never entered

my mind,
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They were now Iin the midst of their fairy-tale with grave dangers still
before them and I must smot disturd the sequence of events which I knew and
loved so well, 8o, when the angels withdrew jand darkness descended once
more upon the sceng, I departed - somewhat apprehensive as to whether I
should be able to aveld the witeh,

Presently, though in some distanceﬁﬁerceived wat looked like an
insurmountable hedge; it was black as ebony and bore no 1aavas;but innumerable
dew=drops shimmered pearl-like among its branches. Unnoticaably,nirht had
passed and it was bright day-light. As I approached the hedge, it grew
more and more immaterial until, when I was about to reach 1t, there proved
to be no hedge at all,.

Inataa@;thare was an immense hall which I mst have entered without

knowing it. And so vast and cold was it that 1 realized at once where

&
was. The walls here were made of drifted snow,and the windows and doors

of the biting winds, 1 crossed the wall, and wal ked into another and then
into another st1ll and there seemed no end to the glittering expanme of
these palatial rooms every one of which opened into another and the biggest
of which stretched for many miles, They were all lighted by the strongest
northern lights, as befitted what I knew to be the Snow Quean's Ice-Palace,
Thrilled though 1 was by my new surrouhdinga, I hoped férvently not to
encounter the Snow Queen whose kiss would turn my heart to ice and who
would make me forget all the people I liked, For that was wka? she had
done to little Kay whom 1 presently beheld, There he sat, blue with cold

- nay, almost black - but he did not know it, for the Snow Queen had klased
away his iey shiverings, and his heart was little better than a lump of
ice, MNor did he seem to see me, He sat so still and immovable that one
might have thought he was frozen to death. = "No%, I thought by myself,

"I shall not td k to himy for, surely, he can't be expected to help me,

What with the splinter in his eye and the grain of glass in his heart and
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the Snow Queen's klsses g% hls only memory, he 1s not at present a human
being. Fortunately, little Gerda may be counted on to arrive very shortly
and in the end all will be well, For the moment, however, I'd better make
haste and try to find a more promlsing fairy-tale?L Mo sooner had 1 thought
thus and walked a few steps whilst thinking, than I neared the well known
hedge, black as ebony and with innumerable dew-drops shimmering pemel-like
among its brambhes. And as 4 approached the hedgs, it grew more and more
{mmaterisl until, when I was about to »each 1t, there proved to be no hedge

J
each other, this wondrous ebony-hedge that looks forbidding enough to keep

at all, Thia’then - I decided - is what separates the fairy-tales from

you from even attempting to surmount i%t3 if, however, you are really
determined, and In need - and, I dare say, on friendly terms with the falrye
tales~1it will vanish the moment you reach out to touch 1it.

How many times In the course of my wanderings did 1 arrive at the
hedge? How meny invisible border-lines did I cross? Was there indeed
any falry-tale in existence that + falled té visit? 1Ir there was, I could
name it as little as I could enumerate all the forests, the castles, the
lakes, and mountains; all the animals, the princes and princesses, the
dwarfs and the elves¢ and all the fairy-tale people I saw, But kindly
though most of my new friends received me, none was able to give me the
advice I sought, and despite the marvels all about me mmnik I grew more and
more disfirited. “t last, and when I was on the verge of giving up, 1
found myself at the "Gallent Paylor's " shop. Having just slain seven
f1ies st one blow, the @allant Tallor was mighty proud of himgelf, "Now
this is indeed something", I heard him sayj "the whole town shall know
about this."™. Then he hastened to cut out a belt, and he stitched 1t and
put on it in large capittals: "Seven at one blow". As the job was bound
to take some time anyway - time during which the @allant Vallor was not

supposed to do anything put stiteh, I boldly approached him, and asked
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vhether by any odd and wonderful chance, he had- seen the magic button.
And I described to him, as best + could, the particular butten at stake,
The @allant failor listened attentively, "Square?" he sald; "dnd rea?
And with six holes in 1t rather than four or two? Lgt me think nows for
possibly, = quite possibly, I can help you," And h? thought for a long
whil@, ™Remember"™, he finally asked, "Little Red Riding Hood®™and the little
red velvet cloak that her grandmother gave her? Well, It was I who made
it, though grandmother furnished all the material, =nd unless = am mch
mistaken & the button which fastedned the 1little red velvet closk at the
hurry oni"
neck was the very button you are looking for, Hurry on my lad,
XU HOEME KR8 20000 OO TR # X R XA XX RS XD OGO CUDOHEOOCUINE
J 1306000 THACCTT S RETIRLTREICTLIONET DO EI 1 1.98 4
Evelh while he finished speaking, I was on my way, approached the
abony-h&dge, reached out to touch it, and saw 1t vanish before my e¥ea,
Then, innalmoat no time whatever, I stood on the threshold of "grandmother's
small house in the wood, a good half hour from the village™, The wolf
was fast asleep. And the huntsman wes there and he took out hla knife and
began cutting open the sleeping wolf, At the first cut I saw the 1little
red cloak, and after a few more slashes, the little girl spreng out and
eried, as. indeed she wasa bound to: ™Oh, how frightened I wasl It was so
dark ingide the wolf.™ WNext the old grandmother came out, al ive but
hardly able to breathe. Happy though I was to witness this particular
scene, 1 had hardly eyes for anything but bhe longed-for button, And there
it was - square, red and with sim holes in it, rather than four or twoj
auraiy there couldn't have been another such button in the world, Naturally,
I had to wait, until the wolf had been filled with stones, whereupon he
woke up, tried to spring away and, dragged back by the stones, fell down
dead, Then, however, and while the grandmother ate the .cake mad drank the
wine which Little Red Riding Hood had brought, I told them my story,dear
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poor Mathew's story,~and asked that Little Red Riding Hood part with her
button, "It's the only one I have"™ she said, doubtfully, " and once it's
gone 1 may loose my little red velvet eloak."™ But grandmother would have
none of bhis, "Now listen, dearie™, she said in a surprisingly stentorian
ximx voice, "ft's I who found thet button in the first place, You weren't
evern born then; in fact, your mother wasn't even born then, and 1 lived
with my own parents in a faraway kingdom which has since been destroyed,
When I found the btutton in the streets of our capital, I had not the faint-
eat {dea whom 1t belonged to but thought 1t a noteworthy Iittle thing,
This irpression sl was deepened when an impressive looking stranger =
a Chindse, I think, -~ whom I'd never before encountered and whom 1 haven't
seen since, stood suddenly at my side and sald: '"You've faund a most importe-
ant button, my childj guerd 1t well; keep 1t in the safest of places and
when the time comes, give it to your grandchilld to wear, who in turn will
at last return it to 1ts ownér'%.

The 0ld woman paused, DBut Little Red Riding FHoeod rushed over to the
huntsman and with the knife that was still wet with the wolf's blood,
severed the button from her little red velvet cloak, "Were", she sald,
handing me the button; ™it's dgthew's, and * shan't mind loosing my little
eloak, if only your frlend regains his human and princely status.,®

I kissed everybody in the place before hurrying towards what I expected
to be the ebony hedge but which turned out to be one of the gates leading
into our own Academy garden. The gate.was open but when I'd passed through
it, the)),whoever they were, closed snd locked it behind my hurrying back.
One glance, moreover, sufflced tc show me that all the falry-tale gates
were once agaln closed and locked in the usual way, their golden locks

PREFTILY
glitterim;ﬁrltha brilliant sunshine.
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reminiscent of . Mathew,; the starling, -and’ 1t was anything but certaln that
the magic button would function properly. "Concelvably", we heard him
mamble, "I might get killed in the process and even if I am not, - even
if your pulling the button should have no resvlt whateber,—T wonld still
be dyings for, unless the miracle occurs, I am indeed a doomed bird, Nor - ®
he said, and suddenly his volce sounded quite manly and determined - ™ nor
should I mind to die, now thet 811 is sure to be well at our dear Academy,®

He sighéd in conclusion but 1t was not an unhsppy¥ sigh, though it was
the lsst sound that emanated form Mathew, the glant starling,

For now the great moment had cocme, snd Professor Inkspot pulled the
button., In utter silence, Mathew, the cap stlill covering his face, besgan
to grow until he was almost a head tal than the Profe Spreading his
prodigious wings, he stretched his legs, tossed his head 1in all directions,
and presently started to shake and tremble in the most alarming fashlon,
only to stand wholly motlonless the very next moment. And what a moment
this was., Although the windows were closed, a strong gust of wind made
itself felt that played havoe with the Professor s cherished beard and
blew my hair into my brow, so that L had to close my eyes. When I opened
them again, deer Mathew s plumage lay on the ground = a 1llmp and formleas
heap crowned by the maglc ecap - but as I ralsed my zaze, I bsheld t;a most
handsome youth under the sun., He was tallj and his were breoad shoulders,
narrow hips, and long, shapely legs. His halr was black; his eyea were bluej}
and his smiling lips were as red as was the cap at his feet., ™It's Il" he
sald, spreading his arms and looking at them, successively,and as if to make
sure that they were actually there and hisj "It's I, it's I, It's IY"®

R e Lt
XIIT
ALL IS WELL.

Prince Mathew lost nokf time. Having mounted a magnificent stallion

whom we'd found waiting in front of the Academy, and whom he called Alil
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and was now a very lovely wyoung lady. I don't

about her; Prince Mathew, at any rate, seemed

know how
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PROFESSOR INKSPOT?
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(As told in Adam's Diary)
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I.
THE WAY WE LIVE

My name is Adam. I am twelve years old and have been living at
Professor Inkspot's Academy for more than half a year now. At home I
was a goodefor-nothing and always late at school., WNever did 1 do my
homework in time; I was all thumbsj; I dropped everything and broke any
number of glasses and cups; in fact, they used to break at the mere
sight of me, When one fine day I spllled the ink, and ruined not only
the table -cloth and my own trousers but slso mother's new dreass, my
parents decided tg let me have some real education at the Academy,

Located at the end of Chocolate Street, Professor Inkspot's
Academy 1s a big three-story bullding of multﬂgoloura{bricks. Un the
third floor, thé Professor keeps his secrets which nobody has ever laild
eyed on., No one must enter these rooms; nor could anybody possibly get
there, since the stairway ends on the second floor, and Professor Inkspot
reaches his secrets through the chimney. The classroom is on the ground-
floor; the bedrooms and the diningroom make up the first story while the
second floor 1s occupied by Professor Inkspot and Mathew, The two of
them live in one single room, thoughsall the others are locked.

Only boy; whose names begin with an A are admitted to the Academy,
fory the Professor wonuldn't dream of crowding his head with the entire
alphabet, That's why we have four Adams, five Alexanders, three Andrews,
three Alfreds, six Anthonies, one Arthur one Albert and one Abrahan - 24
boys, all told. The Professor's christian name is Ambrosy. Mathew is
the only one in the whole Academy whose name doesn't start with an A,

But then, Mathew is not a pupil; he 1s the Professor's learned starling.
Mathew speaks beautifully except that he nava; pronounces the beginnings

of the words. He'd call himself "Athlew" and at first caddéd me somthing
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I dorft want to repéat untii I asked him to meke it "An" instead. Strangers
find it hard to understand him but we at the Academy don't.

Our Academy lies In the midst of a big park surrounded by a high wall,
Nobody must leave the bullding without the Professor's permission, Nor is
the wall an ordinary wel 1. Where it faces the street, it looks quite normal
with only one center-door of glass., Iif three remaining sides, howaver,
consist of inumerable Ilron gates one adjoining the other, and locked, all
of them, with small silver-locks. Through these gates you may enter the
realm of our neighbours, the faiartalaslwith whom the professor is on
excellent terms., A small plague on each gate states which fairﬂ%ala the
respective
trdprxytoexenyks entrance baélongs to., There are all the fairytales - the
Andersen ones and the ones by Grimm - Snow-White, Cinderella, the Ugly
Duckling and heaps of others., The Professor always carrles the fsirq%alu-
keys with him th a large silver box and knows precisely whick key fits
what lock. Sometikhes he'd send us on errands to one fairytale or the other.
Mostly I am the one chosen, becsuse I have red halr and am, therefore,
easily spotted., One day we were short of matches; so the Professor called
me in, gave me a golden key and said: "Adam, dea , kindly run ovarriziﬂfr "
Andersen's falrytale of "The Little MatcHfirl™ and ask for a box o;} 2
Roitagu® = What fun! Snow was fe ling in Andersen's I‘ah;ale and it was very
cold. All the people on the street were trembling with cold but I felt none
of it. Then, a fine elderly gentleman approached me; he smiled and said:
"Dont you recognize me? I am Mr., Andersen. Don't be stagtled by ally
this snow. We are in a fairfiale, after all, and while out there in reality
you are havédng June, it's winter around here,"

When he'd hea®#d who had sent me and what for he clapped his -hands and

& ¥ -
at once there appeared the poor ragged"LittleYGirl Misdl4récPébgme”. She

had frozen to death and 1 felt so sorry for her that I am afreid I cried,

%n, Andersen took a box of matches from her, zave it to me and saild:
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"that's for the Professor, and as for yourself, youd better atop erying.
All this 1s a fairytale, don't you see, and though the Little Girl, has
frozen to death, I've made it all up myself and 1t isn't actually true." -
The Little girl smiled at me, waving goodby, and Mr. Andersen led me back
to the gate,

As tlme went by, I was sent on errands to all kinds of fairq;alea.
I'd go to get a palr of shoes from the Puss in Boots and one day, when
mice had been sighted among the Professor's secrets, I had to set forth
and fetch the Puss in persen, As for the Professor's secrets, we never
knew the first thing about them., Mathew was the only mne who could have
told us, and Mathew wouldn't talk, RUEXXNEYJXNEXXEKXKEEXXXE unless you
gave him plehty of freckles to eat, “ortunately, the Professor's face
chances to be covered with freckles which he puts on & ery morning, At
night, he talkes them all off agaln and places them in a golden tobacco-box
where they are being kept until it 1s time to put them on back to his face.

Bach Thursday, a barber called Philip comesfrom town to supply the
Professor with a fresh crop of freckles, Philip uses a razor-blade to
apply the #mx stuff to his leamned client's face. Professor Inkspot
thinks the world of nie, big, red or brownish freckles; every now and then
he 'd bestow one on a deserving pupil as a special award. Alexander, for
instence, has been given as many as threej others have one or two which
they proudly display on their noses or cheeks. How I envy them and what
T would not do to obtain one myself! But professor Inkspot says I am not
as Tet worthy of the distinction,

Mathew loves to eat the Professor's freckles and turns very talkative,
whenever you bring him a few. One day, the Professor was so badly bitten
by gnats that he scratched all hls freckles off hls fsce, Sorry, though I

felt for him I quickly and secretly collected the entire lot and turned

them over to Mathew. It was only then that Mathew really came to trust me
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and th;t he told me the whole wondrous story of his life,
SE 3 SE R SR SRR SRR DN SR I
II.
MATHEW'S WONDROUS STORY.

Mathew spoke as follows:

Z I am no bird - I am a prince. My father's kingdom was probasbly the most
beautiful in existence and mine were surely the most magnificent horses
ever reised. There were 68 of them, one finer than the other, and I loved
them so mach that I could scarcely think of anything but them. Also, I

so much pf‘efened riding and hinting to studying and writing, that my
father, the King, felt finally compelled to forbid all my gallant princely
activities and to separate me completely from my horses. I was then elight
years old but hard, as I tried, I could not get myself to forget my darlings
who kept peopling my every dream,

One night, I was waker?d by a gentl% neigh, I rushed to the window and
beheld my favorite stallion 'Ali Baba. Swiftly 1 dressed in the dark)
reached for my gun, and m‘-%acmt of the window, and straight on All
Baba's waliting back. And off we went, jumping over 7 fences and galopping
towards the forest, éo happy was I to be riding again that I recalled
neither my fether's ban nor the dangers held by the woods. But when on a
sudden All Baba bagan to t:?rffabla violently and refused to move any further,
-?_ knew what to expect. #nd there it was ; a huge and fear ful 1ook‘l.rgwolf',
snarling, foaming, and showing his teeth;and coming near er and nearer.

1 tried to flee but the monster followed. "In the name of the King", I
shouted at last, "let us pass! Unless you do, I shall have to kill you.2 -=

And Mathew went on to tell his wondrous story. 1 learned how lﬂstheh,
the Prince, had shot and killed the wolf, and how he had been bltten by the

dying beast. Half @nconeclous with paln and shock, he raced back to the

ﬁ .
palace with packs of howling 'olku in pursuit. WYhen, in the morning,
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he awoke from a dead faint, 2ll the doctors in- the kingdem had gathered
at his bedslde, along with the King and Queen and inumerable servants.
It wasn't a great deal of blood that kept trickling from the wound in his hip
but it dropped on and on and no one could still it. Even so the disobedient
prince dared not recount his adventure in the forest. = Time passed; the
blood went on tricklings desplte the efforts of scores of physiclans from
all over the world; despite the dear st and rarest oilntments, juices and
pills, the prince grew weaker and paler by the hour. There seemed by _j
1ittle hope for his survival. ThenyDlr. raj-Chi-Wo, the court physician of
China's last Emperor, accepted the King's most urgent invitation, and
errived at the palace. Left alone with his noble patlent, the doctor
pressed his moutg against the wound and, breathing into it, pronounced a
number of unfathomable words., Presently, the blood ceased tq trickle and
strength began to return inteo Prince Mathew's body. "You have", the Poctor
announced, "been bitten by the King of the Wolagswhom you killed, Knowing
your secret, I have been able to heal your wound but I shall not be able
to protect you from the wrath of your foes. The wolves will not rest
before they have taken revenge for the m&%dar of their king, and your
1ife, oh Prince, will never again be safe,."

Having thus spoken, Dr. Paj-Chl-Wo produced a small cap adorned with
one button. The button was as red as bloodj 1t was square, rat.aré?éund,
and had six holes in it, rather than four or two., "Take this™, sald the
Doctor, " and put it on in the face of danger. It will transform you into
whatever animal you may desire to become and thereby facllitate your emcape.
When the danger has passed you will regaln your human status by pulling the
button,”

~Great happinwss reigned throughout the kingdom, and since Dr, Paj=-
Chi-"o departed without having accepted the fabulous reward due him, the

grateful King had 24 sacks of dlamonds and rubia#distributad among the

poor. =f Alas, his generosity was 11l repaid,




lysterioufsly and with ever Increasing fury, packs of wolves made their
appearance in the flelds, towns and clities of the kingdom, and finally
reached aven the capital. <hey ruined the crops, killed the cattle,
destroyed much property,frightened the people, and endangered the lives
of their children. #nd as the king proved powerless in the face of this
curse, the people grew exceedingly angry and one day stormed the pslace, xk
shooting and slaying everyone in their way and burning the place to ashes.
When the murderous mob was about to fall upon Prince Mathew - then 14 years
of age = he reached for his maglec cap but = to his horror - found the
button missing.,
"I meant", Mathew, the starling, concluded sadly, "to turm myself into
a bird, But was 1 to make the fateful wish, knowing full well that with
the button missing I'd have to remain a bird until the end of my days?
My father's infurlated subjects left me no choice: as they got ready for
the slaughter, I wlshed from all my hesrt to become & starling. At least
as smeh I'd be able to talk, -- Having escaped I flew to many a land to
confide in my marrled slsters. For my noble parents were dead and our land
lay in ruins. DBut wherever I flew, I failed to be recognized. I was kept
"in a cage and when my youngest sister had grown tired of me, she gave me
to one of her servants who In turn sold me to a street peddler, = Years
passed, - Then, at a bird's falr in Salahanca, a learned foreigner, attracted
by the strangeneas of my tongue, beught me and took me with him, His name
was Ambrosy Inkspot.”
S E e g SRR 3 N S
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PROFESSOR INKSPOT'S PECULIARITIES.

Here, to begin with, 1s what the Professor usually wears: trousers

g¢ wide, that they resemble balloons whenever the gind blows them upj

talls, gery wide and very long, chocolate-coloured or wine-red; a brightly
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gellow walstcoat of velvet and adorned with glass-buttons; a high standupe
collar, and a small velvet-bow instead of a necktie. The Professor's
clothes are rich in pockets, I counted 16 in his trousers alone, and 24 in
his walstecoat., Hils tails, on the other hand, have but one pocket which is
%athew's domainy he may sit in 1t whenever he pleases. In his vest-pockets
the Profeasor carries various objects, such as the tobacco-box with the
freckles in 1t; the dream-acid; several candle-lights and the magmifying
pump, all of which oddities 1 intend to describe in due and proper time, =

Profemsor Inkspot's head 1s quite unlike any other, His thick and
tousled hair is ralnbow-coloured; the long long beard, plteh-black, The
movable nose occuples most of the face and may be turned to the right and
the left alike. The circular eye-glasses on his nose look rether like a
amall hiﬁfycle. Mis long, stiff moustachef 18 orange-coloured; his eyes
are black and penetrating like stilettos.

Professor Inkspot can fly - or, ra her, he is able to float in the air,

if only at a very moderate height, This particular peculiarity of his is
perhaps the one which we admire most. At some time or other everyone at
the Academy tried to imitate the Professor In this respect - needless to
say without any success whatsoever,
SRR M AL e e e ey
IV,
SCHODL AT THE ACADEMY,

Punctually at five o'clock each morning, Mathew opens what we call
"the sluices” ~ small openings in the ceiling, one over each “ed., Then,
cold water comes dripping down on our noses, whilst Mathews cries "Iseoys,
iseoys", thus admonishing the boys to rise. With every new day promising
a lot of new and interesting fun, we'd get up very quickly. ‘Hesides our

24 beds, our large badroom contains 24 showers which we love to use, since




what they pour down on us, 1is sparkling water with juice. %here is a
different fruit-juice for each day of the week which is why I 1like nry
Wednesday-shower best, raspberry juice beilng my favorite. Professor
Inkspot's juices produce the most beautiful lather; in more than one respect
they are fer better than 808D, |

We all wear the same things: blue shirts, long white trousers, blue
socks and white shoes. As a punishment for disobedience or poor marks, red
tles with green dots have to be worn all day long. « At 5,30 we go to the
dﬁnlng-romp, taking our dreamemirrors with us. In the center of the table,
%athew will sit on the edge of a flower-vase to see to it that nothing
remains on our plates. But it ls not until luncheon that the Professsor
will float over cur table, sprinkl{in cod with various sauces, = Progy er

is at 6 a.m., when Mathew will ring a small bell., “fter prayer, the

"

~rofessor enters a closet and through an open windoycolleects our dream-

mirrora. All nisht our dream-mirrors stand besides our beda, mirroring

and preser¥ing our every dream., Now, the Professor will inspect our dreams,
811ly, stupid, and imppoper ones get thrown on the dungheap; so do dream-
fragments that fall to make sense. But dreams which please the Professor
are removed from the mirrors, This is e fascinating procedure, 1f not quite

as complicated as the one that follows. E-::q:',k subsequentlyy our better

dreams are being made into pills whic;,wa'll be 51ven to swallow before

3 Lown e, ki
going to bed. ‘uﬁﬁﬂdniﬂﬁhiadq; Nobad ver get a plll derived from Soiow

one of his own dreams.

School starts at seven and we all 1ike 1t. “or we don't have to

bother with either grammar, or aribhqﬂtlca, or calligraphy,or the like.
Instead, we study - for instance - Inkspotology, This science is. the
Frofessor's personal invention. Applied correctly and ingeniously, Inke

spotology produces the most arresting plctures with which we 1llustrate
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stories we make up to matech them, “fher each Inkapotology lesson we all

have to wash our arms with lemon julce, as they'll be covered with ink up

to the elbows amd no other julce willl do, - In the second period we usuall y
string letters. "e are supposed gradually to string all the letters contain-
ed in the Professor's litrary. Finished strings are beink colled and handed
to the Professor. Late in the ev;ﬁng Professor Inkspot will sit for hours,
letting the strings glide through his fingers., He 1ikes to read that way,

as it spares his eyes, The third lesson takes place &n one of the locked
rooms on the second floor where we learn how to take care of the sick

objects kept in those chambers,

cthab

Fourth perilod: out-door ggmes. One of these comprises Geography,
%
Mﬂll. Cur IS & bit out of the

since we use & globe for a
ordinary, though. All thet you heve to do 1s to toss the ball over to the
other team, while alling the name of the city, the river, or mountein that

18 being hit by your foot. Both sides keep shouting - "Redom"™, YAustralia®
"London™, "Philadelphia™, "Greece"™ etc, Mathew gerves as referee

and will disqualify anyone calling the wrong name. It's a beautiful game.
We'd fall over each other, shouting the names of oceans, desers and countries
and learning more in one hour than do other school-children in a year,

Once, XXNMXNKEAXXX Alexander !oased the ball so forcefully that it went
over the wall Into one of the nelghbouring fairﬂ;aleu- we dldn't know which,
As we pondered what to dojwe heard Mathew cry "tention", tention"l - and

particular
here they were, striding through their/gate: Snow-White and thaﬁj%ven
Bwarfs, The latter carried our globe-ball on their shouldara[ looking
even smaller under the terrific burden.

We ran towards them, thanking them heartily for their kindneass. As a

ccuntér-ccurtasy‘.they asked that we teach them geography which we gladly

promised,
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V.
FROFESSOR INKSPOT'S KITCHEN
All work In the houme and the kitchen is being done by the Professor

and his pupils. Abraham will open and lock the doory opsdidesSet-jopleis
it A J%‘-.e five “#lexanders will take care of our clothes and

our lmmr'.'rlf-r} Anthony and Albert will keep the park and the playground in
orderj Alfred will set the table, - and so forth and so on, Only the
kitthen 1s the Professor's exelusive reelm which nobody must enter, Which
is why I am pai'-ticularly proud to have been nominated his special kitchene
apprentice, ~  Here are just a few of the items to be found in our kitchen:
the Professor's megnifying-pump by means of wh lch he'1ll turn tiny bits of
maa.‘ into roasts, large enough to feed us all, Looking rather like a small
oll-tankerd, the pupp will magnify any cbject desired, <wem—I4ve—uIIHETSs
HaF - Detirm e N e 0 Sy -SSR ve N CUA et bvoemeny - Afur kitchen-
shelves contaln long rows of tins filled AGELEE3E-9a~colloured glass, pots,
with edible paint, and countless brushes in all sizes, = Attired in his
white kitchen~frock, the Professor tastes all that he cooks and won't ever
permit a dish to be served, unless he's found it entirely to hig liking.
T‘n’her‘he'a prepared, say, stewed gooseberr.ies, and doean't think them very
good, he'll select a suitable brush, -:ii;;;finto red paint and trans-paint the
?oosebarrias Into raspberries. I understand that 1t was no other than
Dre. Paj=Chl-Wo of Pefking who told the Professor the secret of the edible
paint -~ the same Pr. Paj-Chi-Wo who I‘}%r’es 80 prominently in Mathew's
wondrons story. And I think that there's scmething quite myaterious about
this particular coincidence.
VI.
FLIES
No matter whence they gaxg came - one day they were there: literally

billions of blies, filling the air and making i1t unfit to live in. After
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VICICUS THINGS BEGIN TO HAPPEN.

Fall came; it ralned most of the time, and the park lay deserted,
Everything and everybody seemed a little sed snd depressed, so that I was
scarcely surprised, when one day I heard the Professor speak Rather impatiente
ly to Philip. ™You fooll", he saldj; ™you're trying to fool me when you
cannot but realige that I will not be fodled. Look at theml™, he explaimed}
"do they even look as if their names started with an A? They most assuredl y
do nothing of the kindi™ - And he pointed an indignant finger at two
unkempt boys whom Phillp mist have brought along. "Alfonsl", he cried
angrily; "Alfons and Adorable, inﬂead*‘ These boys' names are Bertle and
Brian, as you know only toowedl, and as truly as Mathew is a prince, and
they will not at present be admittedl”

The barber and his sons departed quletly but I could see that Philip
was exceedingly hurt and rather furious. Even 80, the Mwawssk Incldent
pleased me in a way. For 1t served to prove that Mathew was indeed the
prince whom I'd always believed him to be. Any slight doubt in his veracity
that I might have harbored had now been dispelled by the Frofessor's
authoritative confirmation,

Poor Mathew! How could I have inown what new ordeals Philip's wrath
would EJP'ingﬁMhim and the whole Academy?

X,
A TURN VERY MUCH TO THE WORSE,

Was 1t that in the graylsh light of these autumn-days, the Professor's
cherished freckles were loosing their brightness, or was he actually xpmm
sporting fewer and fewer of the things which grew paler and paler to boot?
And what hed happened to Mathew's gay and gallant spirit? =ven his commands

had lost their crispness; his "tention" and his "Iseoys" sounded like so
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many cries for help and dear Mathew, normally a splendld eater 1f ever
there was one, began to refuse even the Professor's most elaborete dishes,
“n fact, he seemed bent on starving to death, as he grew thinner and thinner
whilst his once smooth and glossy plumage was turning sadly cross-gralned,
"Unless"™, he finally told me in a low and sorry ;:ii: » "unless something
miraculous ocCurse and occurs soong I am lost, and dire deayq will dawn for
all of you, Philip, the infuriated barber, iaf withholding from our dear
Professor INKEESEUDOIEEFXIIXE the freckles wilthout which I cannot lives
and though Professor Inkspot's very life does not depend on & steady supply
of freckles, some of his most preclous gifts and peculiarities will
disappear as the last freckle fades from hils facej hla secrets will leave
himj and, woviybf all, our nelighbours, the falry-tales, will move away and
establlish residence in a more congenial climate; for our Academy, this I
want you to know, will become an ordinary brickhouse 1n a large but
neglected garden = a place that no self-respecting falry-tale would wish
to adjoin}"

I felt tears coming to my eyes, "But what", I said, "what could we
pessibly do to avoid all this"?

"I am", Mathew replied,"but a dying bird, and in no condition to do
mich about anything, And even if I were full of the most delicious freckles,
I would etill lack the power to force Philip into Eubmission.- Por he, too,—
a8 you surely realize by now,~has hls preclous gifts and peculilarities, and
1t would take more than a starking's strength to cope with him, TNor will
any ordinary man sucgdeed where Professor Inkspot appears to be failing,

“nly a Prince - and I venture to suggest only one Frincdge=could solve the
task that confronts hs. His name ls,.."

"Prince Mathewl! , I cried, kindling a strange flame in the bird's
feverish @yes. ThenL hardly knowing what I was doing and wholly ignorant

as to where I was going to turn, I rushed out of the house and into the




L
garden, "I'll find 1t1"™ I heard myself shoutdms; "Hathadi,my dearest,
do not despair,~ I will find the maglc buttoni"
A S S R A
Xe
THE GREAT EXPEDITTION

Out in the gerden I noticed sgmething guite out of the ordinary,
The gates, - all of the fairy-talé-gatea-wern wide opén, & most unusual
and almost ineredible sight. Thils side of the wall, only Professor Inkspot
would have been in a position to unlock all these golden locks,and for some
time past the dear Professor had hardly left the house, let alone ventured
out into the rainy gardew, Consequently, it must have been the falry-tales
themselves who had opened the gates, Perhaps they knew how depperately
we needed thelr asaslstance and though they didn't wish to teke the first
atep, they meant to indicate that they were ready to help, - Presently I
found myself rushing towards one of the gates, and entered without having
bothered to read the legend it bore, The huge forest into the midst of
which I fell was a llttle frightening; 1t was the kind of m forest that
one 1s bound to get lost in., In fact, I seemed lost already, when, on a
sudden, the alr was filled with the most enchanting musie, As I followed
the sound, bushels of light appeared én the sky and a gentle breeze whis-
pered soothingly in the dark and sllent fir-trees, Then, after a lew
more steps, I knew where I was. <here they lay,sleeping on the mosay ground
- Hansel and CGretel, lost like myself but, like myself, protected by the
angels, of whom = this I knewgthere mist be 14 in their particular case,
There were, 4And there also was the Buminous ladder leading into the sky
whilslinvisible instruments played the melody which alone belonged here
but which no earthly orchestra could have played in such a heavenly way.
Hblding my breath and trylng to make no sound I just stood there, watching

and listening. 'The thought that I,might wake the two sleepers never entered

my mind,
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They were now in the midst of thelr fairy-tale with grave dangers still
before them and I muat‘;ﬁt disturb the sequence of events which I knew and
loved so well, 30, when the angels withdrew and darknesas descended once
more upon the sceng, I departed - somewhat apprehensive as to whether I
should be able to avold the witeh,

Presently, though in some diatanca}?arcoivad wh at looked lilke an
insurmountable hedge; it was black as ebony and bore no leaves but innumerable
dew-drops shimmered pearl-like among 18s branches. Unnoticeably, night had
passed and 1t was bright day-light., As I approached the hedge, 1t grew
more and more immaterial until, when I was about tc reach 1t, there probved
to be no hedge at all,

Instandlthara wag an lmmense hall which I must have entered without
knowing it, And so vast and cold was it thet I realized at once where +
was, The walls here were made of drifted snow and the windows and doors
of the biting winds. I crossed the Qall, and wal ked into another and then
into another still and there seemed no end to the glittering expanse of
these palatial rooms every one of which opened into another and the biggest
of which stretched for many miles, They were all lighted by the strongest
northern lighta, as befitted what I knew to be the Snow Quean's Tece-Palace,
Thrillsd though L was by my new surroundings, I hoped férvently not to
encounter the Snow Queen whose kiss would turn my heart to ice snd who
would make me forget all the people I liked. For that was what she had
done to 1l1ittle Kay whom I presently beheld, There he sat, blue with cold
- nay, elmost black - dbut he did not know 1t, for the Snow Queen had kissed
away his 1cy shiverings, and his heart was little better than a lump of
ice, MNor did he seem to see me, He sat so still and immovable that one
might have thought he¢ was frozen to death. = "No", I thought by myself,

"I shall not td k to/ himy for, surely, he can't be expected to help me,
What with the aplin@er in his eye and the grain of glass in his heart and
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the Snow Queen's klsses aw his only memory, he is not at present a human
being. Fortunately,little Gerda may be counted on to arrive very shortly
and in the end all will be well, For the moment, howsver, I'd better make
haste and try to find a more promising fairy-tale®."™o sconer haa I thought
thus and walked a few steps whilst thinking, than I neared the well known
hedge, black as ebony and with Innumerable dew-drops shimmering penel~11ike
among 1ts brambhes. And as & approached the hedge, 1t grew more and more
imraterial until, when I was about to reach it, there proved to be no hedge
at all, Thia’thenj— I declded - 1s what separates the fairv-tales fyrom
each other, this wondrous ebony-hedge that looks forbidding enough to keep
you from even attempting to surmount itj; if, however, wyou are really
determined, and in need - and, I dare say, on friendly terms with the falrye
tales,~it will vanish the moment you reach out to touech it,.

How many times In the course of my wanderings did I arrive at the
hedge? How many invisible border-lines did I cross? Was there indeed
any falry-tale in existence that 1 failed té& visit? If there was, L could
name it as little as I could enumerate sll the forests, the castles, the
lakes, and mountains; all the animals, the princes and princesses, the
dwarfs and the elves) and all the fairy-tale people I saw, But kindlj
though most of my new friends received me, none was able to give me the
advice I sought, and despite the marvels all about me mnit I grew more and
more digz}ited. “% last, and when I was on the verge of givin g up, I
found myself at the "Gallant Taylor's " shop. Having just slalin seven
flies at one blow, the gallant Tallor was mighty proud of himself., "Now

his 1s indeed something", I heard him say; "the whole town shall know
about this.". Then he hastened to cut out a belt, and he stitched it and
put on it in large capftals: "Seven at one blow", As the lob was bound
to take some time anyway - time during which the @allant Failor was not

.supposed to do anything put stitch, I boldly approached him, and asked
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IN THE'NICK OF TIME.
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