HERALD, SUNDAY,

Eddie Blake and the Fairv Patella, Whom He
Rescued From the Hands of the Cruel
McCartney

Wizard

DDIE was passing along the hall, when the
telaphone bell rang softly, as if it meant
meraly to attract his attention alone, instead

of banging out and arousing the whole house, and
he instantly realized that fact. Taking down the re-
ceiver, he held it to his ear, &nd in a moment heard
a faint voice, far more faint than he had ever be-
fore heard, a silvery, musieal voice, which seemed
to come from an immense distance, that asked:

“Is this Eddie Blake?”

“Yes,” responded the little boy, tickled to death
to receive a telephone message all for himself, and
he asked: “Who are you?”

“This is the fairy Patella, and T need your help!”

Eddie laughed, and was about to ask why a fairy
wished for help, for he thought, of course, that it
wae merely some boy’s joke, when the voiee added:

“T knew von'd think it was funny. but it is very
serious, indeed. 1 am in great trouble and distress.
For many years I have been a prisoner in the house
of a wizard, held captive by his magic spells, and
unless I am rescued by some kind and generous lad
this very month, I fear that he will keep me many
years longer.”

“But what ean T do?” asked the astonished boy.
“How can I help you?”

“You can save me if you have courage and skill.
I am confined in a cedar box most of the time, but
at present I am kept in a silver cage, and a spider
having kindly woven me a strand of cobwel, to the
telephone wire this morning, I am able to talk with
you; yet the wizard may arrive at any moment and
stop me, o listen carefully. The wizard’s name is
MeCartney, and he lives in a little red house near
the mill ]!th:f.

“Oh, I know him!” exclaimed Eddie. “I’ve snow-
balled him more than ofice!”

“You don’t say so! Then you must have courage!
But beware of him, for he

is a nl‘.[._"]x['\' sorcerer! He
can take any shape he wishes and change you into
any animal or thing. Whatever vou do,
observe every precaution not to let him cateh you
without a spray of peppermint in vour hat.”
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“What will that do?” asked Eddie.

“He 1s powerless against any one who carries
peppermint. He can’t hear .the least smell of it,
and flees at once. Had 1 known this a hundred
years age r would have made me 2 captive.”

“Gee!” ¢ Ioddie. “Are you that old#”

<« am five hundred years old! He's had
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me here nearly a hundred years now, and I'm get-
ting tired of it!”

“I should think so,” replied the boy. “Say, sup-
pose I sprinkle essence of peppermint all over my
clothes; won’t that do as well?”

“Why, 1 suppose so,” the fairy answered.
never heard of that! What is it?”

Eddie told her that it was the concentrated juice
of peppermint, and she said that she thought it
would be perfectlv splendid if it smelled as strong
as Eddie said it did.

“Strong enough to knock a cat over!” responded
Eddie. “Nothing like it. We have a whole bottle
of it! But how shall T rescue you?”

“The wizard goes out every morning at nine and
remains until eleven, leaving his house in charge of
his eat, Demonus, who is very fierce d watchful.
Go to the back door and say ‘Eelaire,” and the doer
will open slowly, but if you forget this word and
say something else, it will iy open and knock you
down.”

“T won't forget!”

“You will either
see me in the silver
cage or else 1 will be
locked up in the box
within the the
key of which he al-
ways carries.”

“T've

said Eddie.
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HE TOOK THE BOOK

“T’l1 snateh the box and bring it home, and vou
bet I'll soon open it!” cried Eddie. “I’ll come right
up there now!”

“No! It's too late now, for he will soon return.
Wait until to-morrow, and then it will be
enough. Good-bye. I hear him outside now!”

To say that Eddie was greatly excited would be
to put it very mildiy, and as the day wore on he felt
that his seeret was far too great to carry alone, so
he was compelled to share 1t with his ¢hum, Paul
Stone, a very fat, simple boy, who was usuallv
called “Pudding Stone” by all the other bovs. Pud
was almost stupid at times, but he woke up when
he heard about the fairy prisomer, and deelared
that he would gladly help in her rescue; but that,
liddie said, was quite impossible, for he knew that
Pud would surely spoil everyvthing that needed
stealth and quickness. Together they planned the
rescue, but Paul was to remain at a distance until
Eddie appeared with the fairy or the box.

To make things certain Eddie took the bottle of
peppermint to bed with him that night, and in the
morning he waited impatiently at some little dis-
tance from the wizard’s house until the little old
man was seen to come out, carefully shut the back
door and hurry away. Now Pud was also hiding
in another clump of bushes, having arrived earlier
than Eddie, for, aithough he had been warned to
keep away, his curiosity was far too great to allow
him to remain guiet.

Eddie waited until Wizard MeCartney had disap-
peared, and then ran to the door, where lLe uttered,
"in a loud voice, the magic word:

“ECLAIRE!”
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The door opened slow-
ly, revealing a room filled
with all sorts of gueer
things. There were stuffed
snakes, alligators, cranes,
lizards, monkevs, toads
and bats on the floor, the
walls and even the ceiling,
bottles containing mys-
tericus objects, creatures
that looked like worms,
tadpoles, spiders and un-
known, shapeless things,
stood on the tables and
strangely-shaped utensils
of glass, bent, twisted
and complicated, littered

every cormner, while
musty old books in
leather cove rs, bound

with brass greened with
age, lay about every-
where in the dust. Far in
the rear crouched a black
cat with emerald eyes
that glared at him sav-
agely as he entered the
room.

But Eddie had long ago
lost all fear of a cat, and
the animal saw in his eyes
that he was a boy who
despised such creatures; so when he approached
it humped its back, spat at him and then darted out
into the garden in a hurry.

“Now that pesky badger will go and get the wiz-
ard at once!” thought Eddie, “so I must he quick
about this business.”

He (‘](-le the (Lmr and went to the silver cage
that hung on the wall. There he saw, not the fairy,
but a small cedar box about the size of a cigar box.
It took but an instant to open the cage and take out
the box. He heard the fairy’s silvery voice from
within it, sayving: “Hasten! Hasten!
Let us get away from here at once!”

Eddie wasted no time in escaping,
but as he passed the wizard's
could not resist the temptation to
snatch up omne of the anecient
bound books that lay there and which
seemed to be hundreds: of years old. Of
course, he knew well that he had no
right to take it, but he said to himself,
“I'll only borrow it for awhile and see
what's in it, and “hen I'll leave it at
the old fellow’s door some morning.”

table he

brass-

He never dreamed that he was taking
the wizard’s meost prized possession, for
this book McCartney always carried in
his pocket, and that was the yery first
time he had ever forgotten it.

In a few minutes Eddie was at home
and sorting over his carpenter’s toels to
seleet the one to use in pryirdg off the
lid of the cedar box.

Meanwhile, Pud stole to the wizard's

door, for he had been dozing awhile and

had not seen Eddie etther coming or go-

ing. He thought that his comrade’s

courage had oozed out and he had given

up the undertaking, which filled Pud

with disgust and a stern resolve to free

the fairy himself, and, very likely, get some splen-

did reward. Although ¥ddic had warned him io

keep away, and had said

[ that he never ecould re-

member the magic word

that opened the door,

Pud was quite sure that

he could do the trick as

well as anybody. Arriv-

ing at the door, he

thought for a moment,

for the word had slipped

his mind already, and

then in a loud voice he
(':‘i"l]‘.

“SINCLAIR!™

Instantly the door flew
open and knocked Pud
twenty feet! Over and
over he rolled, and at last
sat up, trying to find all
the bruised spots on his
body at once. At that
moment, with angry eves
and gnashing ieeth, the
wizard ran up the hill,
followed by his ecat. The
old man was so mad that
he was speechless, and he
jabbered like a cross mon-
key. Seizing upon the fat
boy as he sat there on
the ground, MecCartner
tried to shake him in his rage, but he might as well
have tried to shake a mountain.

“What have you been doing in mv house?” he
cried. “Who are you? How dave you enter my
garden?” )

“I didn’t do nothin’,” replied Pud. “I just went
to your door, and the blamed thing was pushed
open and banged me on the nose!”

“Who told you to speak to my door? Some one
has been trifling with you and with me, and I will
know who it is!”

Pud had sense enough to remain silent, and the
cat whispered te the wizard, telling him ihat it was
another and a far different kind of lad
that had invaded the house of the sor-
cerer, which caused MeCartney to rush.
frantie with fear, into the house. In a
minute he came out, trembling with
rage and fright, and saying:

“He has taken her away!
book is missing!”

Shaking his fist in poor Pud’s face,
be shouted:

“Villain! Wretch! Caitiff!
drel! You at least shall suffer:

“ANIMBOS PERAMIBOS
SESQUATILIT!!”

As these awful-sounding words came
from the wizard’s lips Pud shook, for
he knew that it was a spell.

“Change inte a denkey!” continued
the wizard, as he pranced sbout.
“Away with yeu, beast and idiot!
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EDDIE HAD TO TELL SOMEBODY

Go wandering on the face of the earth and eat
thistles!” Then he ran into the house, while poor
Pud, changed instantly into a donkey, with tears
streaming down his faee, galloped in fright toward
his home. On the way he met his mether, but
when he ran to her to tell her his trouble the
amazed woman whaeked the jackass with her
umbrella and shouted for help, for she feared that
the animal was about to eat her.

All people whe were abread in the main
street gathered about Pud and stood paralyzed at

the

How ““Pud” Stone Was Turned Into a Donkey
and How Eddie Managed to Have Him
Become a Boy Again

positive about it.

“Make mno mistake!”
said she. “That is doubt-
less some vietim of Me-
('arlno,\"s. some poor

creature that hes suffered
his displeasure and who
has been punished by be-
ing turned into a donkex.
If you inguire, you will
surely find that somebody
is missing here in the vil-
lage. 1 think.”

“But I know that
body is missing,” declared
Fddie, knew
body in the town.

“Then it's done
this very day!” she said.
“Somebody has been both-
ering the wizard.”
whiz!” exclaimed
“] wonder if Pud

has been fool
enough to go snooping
‘round there! T'l bet
that’s just what's hap-
pened!”

“From what you have
told me about your
{riend, 1 imagine that it
is he. But to make sure, call to him, and if it 1s
Pud he will come to you at once.” ;

FEddic opeued the door and called out: “Pud!
Pud!” L)

Instantly the donkey turned and raw to him just
in time to avoid two men with ropes. He darted
into the house and Eddie closed the doer at ence.

Foolish and very comical the poor donkey looked
as he stood there by the table with hanging ears
and tearful eyes. et

«I declare, he looks just like Pud!” cried Eddie.
“Pid the wizard do things to you e

Pud nodded his long head and more
tears fell. Even the fairy laughed, but

no-
who every-

been

“Lree
Eddie.

Stone

she said:
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MRS. BLAKE SPOKE CROSSLY TO THE FAIRY

the sight of a erying domkey aecting so strangely.
I1i vain Pud tried to tell his trouble; and, what was
worse, when he tried to approach one of the neigh-
bors, the man fled in terror.

At last he went to Eddie’s house, and when he
reached the door he attempted to eall his chum,
but he was alarmed to hear the awful bray that
came from his lips. It brought Eddie outf, however,
and he gazed at the donkey in astomishment, for it
at once tried to enter the house. Eddie quickly
closed the door in alarm, whereupon Pud began to
utter astounding noises which eauSed people to run
out of their houses to see who was being murdered.

The wizard, having recovered his senses. had
followed the donkev. after a time, in the hope of
finding the other lad who had robbed him of his
two most precious treasures, and when he saw
Fddie appear he at once concluded that he had
dicscovered the intruder. e came nearer, and Pud.
as he turned in utter dismay from the door, recog-
nized him. asnd, filled with rage, he rushed at him
showing all his teeth.
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The wizard fled at sight of the angry donkey, but
the townspeople ‘began to mutter that the animal
must be mad. Some men ran for ropes and pitch-
forks, and even guus, for a mad donkey was a
thing to be feared.

The wizard stopped on top of the hill and seemed
to be thinking of returning to the seene, but when
the donkey began to come toward him he again fled
and was seen no more for some time.

When Eddie shut the door he had not the least
notion what had happened to his chum. but the
fairy Patella was looking out of the window and
had seen the poor weeping donkey. She felt al-
most certain that he was a human being in this
disguise, but when he attacked the wizard so sav-

“Never mind. 1 think we now have
the power to compel McCartney, great
and powerful as he is, to change you
into a bov again; but you must admit
that had you npt been a donkey in the
first place, he never would bhave had you
in his power.”

The donkey nodded.

“Now will look iy the wizard's
Receipt Book, which he left on the table,
and see if we ean not discover his
seeret. But first Eddic must go out and
scatter peppermint all around the house
to prevent him from approaching us,
for he will surely try to steal up and
pryv into our doings, since he has seen
poor Pud come here seeking you.”

Eddie at once sprinkled the essence
all around the house, loading the air so
heavily with peppermint that when the
wizard up softly, about a half
hour later, he was stricken with a ter-
rible chill as soon as he seented it and
had searece strength enough to erawl
home, where he lay for hours, faint and
trembling.

But it was in vain that they searched through
the wizard’s book; the spell was not printed there-
in that would change Pud into a boy again, al-
though many mervelous enchantments were to be
learned in that ancient
volume. The fairy Patella
said, at last:

“Alas! 1 fear

we
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that we
can do nothing!”
“It's funny that you
can’'t do anything! eried
Fddie, in great sur-
prise.
“l have been a potent
fairv in my time, but

things seem to have altered
since the wizard captured
me. In those days every-
body believed in fairies and
the like; now nobody gives
them a thought. At
rate, my power has van-
ished! Perhaps it may re-
turn in time, but at present
I am like an ordinary mor-
tal, or even more helpless,
because I am so tiny.”

“Well, then,” declared Eddie, “I will go and see
McCartney himself, and perhaps I can induce him
to give Pud his own shape again.”

“I fear for you!” cried the fairyv.

“Don’t worry. TI'll soak myself in peppermint,
and. anvhow, 1 don’t fear that little old crab!” re-
plied the boy, stoutly. “Ile’s no bigger than a rab-
bit!”

“Goodness! How brave boys are, nowadays!”
sighed the fairy. “In my time there wasn’t a man
dared approach MeCartney! Even giahits and ogres
feared him!”

“Well, I'll soon show you how much he is to be
dreaded!” declared Eddie. “I'll go up at once!

Aud I'll ride Pud up there! That
will be a punishment for disobeying
my orders!”

any

“T think he is punished already!”
said Patella.

“Well, T'll ride him anyhow!”

Pud protested as much as a don-
key can when Eddie tried to mount
him, backing away and upsctting the
table, and it was lucky for Eddie that
his mother was away from home,
else he would have been well scolded.
At last, after Eddie had threatened
to leave him to be a donksy forever,
Pud allowed his chum te mount him
.nd off they went.

Arriving at MecCartney's, Eddie
cried “Eclaire!” and the door open-
ing, entered the house.

He found the wizard sitting by a
table, plunged in gloom and still sick.
He seemed a hundred years older.
The cat was under the table with her
back arched and her green eyes glar-
ing in rage. The old man cried:

“How dare you enter my house in
this manney {”

“I’ve been taking a few lessons out

of your own book.,” replied Eddie. “and therefore I
dare do many things. You ought to kuow what I
can do!”

The old wizard trembled as he replied:

“What do you wish? I never harmed you! Why
did youn steal my property?”

“T didn’t come here to answer riddles.” answered
Eddie. “I will give you five minutes to turn my
friend inte a fat boy again, and if you refuse T’ll
begin to do a few stunts in wizzing myself. How
would like to be changed skunk, or
would you prefer to be a bug? I have the recipe
right at the tip of my tongue!”

The wizard well knew that the recipe for these
transformations was in his ancient book, and he
knew how casy it would be to recite the charm to
make ‘the changes in the twinkling of an eye, and
he eried:

“Spare me!
in anger!”

“Well, undo your work and promise never to
meddle with either of us nor the falry Patella
again, and I wil! not harm you. In fact, I will re-
turn your book to you at onece.”

Up jumped the wizard, and running te the door
he waved his hand and shouted:

“CASSIOPUS BELLICUS PROMIXIT

Immediately the donkey vanished, and there
stood fat Pud Stone rubbing his eyes and feeling
his legs as if still in doubt. He began to laugh
when he was sure that he had once more become a
boy, and without saving a word he turned and ran
clumsily away, as if he feared to trust the sorcerer
farther

“Here's vour old book;” said Eddie, as he handed

you into a

I am old and-weak and it was-dome

it over. “And 1 would advise you to move out of
this neighborhood, for Pud will tell what hap-

pened to him and his father is a very feverish man,
indeed. He might make trouble for you, as he’s a

druggist, and knows all about peppermint!”

(144 N
The wizard promised to leave as soon as he could

pack his things., and Eddie went home, where he

was very much disappointed te find that his mother
had returned; and secing the little fairy making

herself =0 much at home in the house, had spoken
very sharply to her and had offended her so d
that she had taken her departure in great

Mrs. Blake didn’t believe in fairies, and

she was being imposed upon by a

small girl.

Eddie was very blue for several days, but he is
now consoling himself with the thought that Pate
would surelv not be so ungrateful as to neglect him
forever. and in this I agree with him.

I think that at any moment he is likel
cewve a \'l\ii_ or, at least, a message from her, and
that he is due to get something very handsome for
resening her from her awiul situation. Certainly

1 . 3 iec darine
he deserves some reward for his daring aet.

The wizard departed, according to promise,
the next day, and now nothing out of the ordinary

ever happens in that village from one week's end
to the other. But when one thinks what may hap-
1= enough to fill one’s mind with awe and

WALT McDOUGALL.

pen, 1t
wonder.

]
l
wlhilmid |

g

P

e ——

> el

ﬁl&‘lﬂummmum“m“ m\mﬂ\\\
PUD W A4S KNOCKED
TWENTY FEET. 'AWAY,
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Florence Nightingale

OR the lasi three months England has been
celebrating the 50th anniversary of the vari-
ous victories of the Crimean War. At ban-

quets and reunions the name of no military hero,
not the the famous “Six Hun-
dred” who charged at Balaklava, has aroused such
enthusiasm as has the name of Florenee Nightin-
gale, the first trained nurse to attend the wounded
on field and in camp. The celebrated and devoted
woman, 84 years of age, is now ending a life of
philanthropy in her eountry home, honored by her
country, revered by the people and made the sub-
jeet of art and song. Out of her work in 1854 has
grown the world-wide Red Cross work of to-day.

even survivors of

The sonnet below is one of many poems that have
heen written in honor of this celebrated and dearly
loved English woman.

How must the soldier's tearful heart expand,
Who from a long and obscure dream of pain—

His feeman’s frown imprinted in his brain—
Wakes to thy healing face and dewy hand!

When this great noise has rolled from off the land,
When ali those fallén Englishmen of ours
Have bloomed and faded in Crimean flowers,
Thy perfect charity unsoiled still stamnd.

Some pitving student of a nobler age,
Lingering o'er this year's half-forgotten page,
Shall see its beauty smiling ever there!
Surprised to tears his beating heart he .sml:,
T.ike onggwho finds among Athenlan hills

white and fair,
A temp “K§l§ li‘% ’ - A : ~_ Syduey Dobell.
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