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- A Witch Stery

7% LEAPING fire of pine knots
roared op the greatl chimney and
flooded the nursery with its rud-

dy warmth. Qut of dosrs the wind
whiztled sharply, rattling the shutters
and crashing the naked tree branches
spitefully aguinst the house, while Nep,
the hanished sctter, howisdl dismally
from his cold kennel

HOh: mamne, erled Htdle Rab, “don't
you just know poor Nep wishes he was
back In here by the fire? Just listen ot
him howl!"”

“Ehucks, chile,” szxid mammy Han-
nah, lookling up from her darping, “doat
dawg alat studyin’ 'bout no' fivre, He
done secd a witeh zailing by, dat ar
huccome he out dar toptln' lack a
hawn.”

“Why, mammy, thera aint any witches
sure ‘nough, mamma says,’’ bezan 1it-
ile Boh, =t the same time epugzgling
up to ths old woman,

“Honsy,” sald she solemnly; gazing
over 4er Srass-rimmed =pocis into the
child's intent blue eyey, 1 aint "sputin”
but whut yo!. maw know 2 sight er
things, fost en Inet, but 1 done been
hear tell er witeches en done sead dey
gwines on mo’ yeahs den you kin mzk
out th count. Bn lsmme =11 you, don't
vyou foal ‘long’ em, honey, fer jes' sho
es vou does you gwine fotch up in de
middle er somes Kind epr debilment er
nother.”

The little Loy tacltly agesed to that,
and mammy Hannah, warming to her
subjeet, went on: “Witches bruises
'round mest anywhere, same Iack dey
marster ole Satun, but dey pasd to git
fa'r oudacious out dar to Mars Virg's
lowland placs, en whut dem lowland
pizgers didn't know ‘bout “witghes
‘twin't no use tryin' to fine out. Ola

Unker Pele say onot dey wiuz two mens

livin' In Jinin" hotges, en both on em
wuz rid by de same wltch,  You done
gead sirans er ha'r kinder tied together
at de end, aint you, honev?" questioned
the old woman,

The' little boy fearfully bethought
himeelf of certain ominous locking tan-
£gles among hia gelden curls.

“Wull,' declared mammy, “dem: alr
witech sturrups, en whar yvon fine em
rizht dar de witch bin ridin’. Dish yer
witch she tucken rid dem two niggera
twell dey didn’ had no res’ night nor
day, sesm lack. Howsomdever, de
witeh she sorter new at de bisiness, en
one (Ime de man tacken thowed a quilt
avar her en koteh her, en whilst she all
wrop up dar he lammed loose en her
wid a fence rail en lastle mo'n beat her
plum to deff, 1

*She twis’ en she wring en she upen
holler, '"Oh, Mister Man, lemme Off dis
time en I wont ride you no mo'!" De
man alnt say nothin', jes kep on beat-
in’, kerblam, kerblam.

* 'Oh, Mister Man, lemme off en I
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HIS 18 u tale of the very old days. when the fizhes wore lezs and 1tved

as wel] upon land 2% in the water The tadpoles in those days re-
mafned always tadpoles, and having no legs at all lived in the water
only. They were mesk. wiggly creatures, content for the 'most part

1o And a sunny place in shallow water, where they could ife all day in

. the pleasant waimth. disturbing on one The Nshes, however were very

proud of being able to go about on the land when they wished, and rather
looked down on the humble tadpoles, or pollywogs, as they often called them,
just @s meek litie boys ro-day are sametimes called sissy-boya.

One day it happen=d that the fishes, having no other sport, concluded to
annoy the tadpoles for fun, and, seated in & row along the bank, they threw
sticks and stomes a1 the humble little wigglers, driving them from place to
place and laughing at thelr fright In the midst of thelr amusement they did
nct motice  the approseh of a band of wood rovers until they were surrounded
&nd pnable to et away The wood rovers were a wandering band of little
peopie, semething ke dbrownies, and among them thers was a great magiclan,
called Wonder-heart, because of nis kindness of Seart and the many wondera
which it Induced him to perform. When he saw what the fishes were dolng he
was very angry &t them indeed, and bethought himself of a proper punishment
for them. The yest of (hiz story has beesn made into a zong or chent, which
the frogs on warm Spring and Summer nights. repeat over and over. It 1a
catled “The Triumph of the Tnds,” and waa writlen by a great poet of the
Irog people 1n e very pld days. Thisis the Lransiatirm =

TIIE TRIUMPIL OF THE TADS
When Wonder-heart so long ago.
Beheld the fishes iIna row—
Abusipng pollywops below,
He szid. Proud sirs, (o humble yon ..

And make you kungw the wrong [rom right,
A maglc potldn will 1 brew.

And you shall drink of It to-mght.
While all the fishes shook with fright,
l..on_g. iung sgo.

They ‘crled  “Ch, Wonder-hear:, we pray @
That you wil let us go our way— fi
We'll mend our manners from to-day?!™ 3
But ‘neath the trees he built a fire
And g'er il soon a kettle hung,
And as the crackling flames grew higheNis
Into It msagic herbs he Aung, V<3
And then this crooming riyme he sung,
Long. long ago:

A" “Long weed, short wead, spindlp wesd and all—\x
= Legz grow, legs go, slay away Ul fall ;
-\ et Tadpnles on fishes legs hop rnnd skip till when
> -’f.(. Wonder-heart. wilh magic art, brews Tor them agaln,

And then at last. so long ago
H¢ stood thoze fishes tn & row

(; 3 And made them drink the broth, a=nd lo!
Nn sponer had they tasted when

Their legs begen to wr.tg_h‘ie sore,
And when they renched the streath ngain
They did not have thean £ny more.
.

Bat helpless flopped upom the shore,
ng. long ago. @
e ¥

And all the tadpoles yuickly came i

Ta Wonder-heart when- called by na
The cruel fishes” legs (o clalm,

And pit them on and danced about
Along the banks and mossy logs
Anad quickly learned to sing nnd shout
“No more. no more we're pollywozs! >

For now we're frogs! we're frogs! we're frogs!”

3 4 Long, long ago
Alas for fish' Poor Wonder-heart
l Next month wes slain by cruel dart,
And with him dled his magic art
And 50 the fishes evermore E
Must swim, ahile humble pollywogs

Grow legs In youth, and o'er and o'er R ——
At night go =kipping through the bogs  —~—~
And sing and shout- “We're frogs’ wa're frogs!
We're frogs' we're frogs! we turned to frogs

- \a ==, Long, long ago™ »

Only one fish- was ever able to go on land agsin. this being a kind of perch
with peculiar shaped fins, This fish 18 able to creep on the shore and has been
known to make guite loeng trips overland (n search of water, and to climb treas
—hunting. perhaps, for its lost legs. Tt Is known as the climbing parch, and
its home {5 In India ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE -

Of the ®oeuth. ‘

gwine felich yer ov'ything you want!
I3e man 'low dat sesm aprter reasonable
lack, 2o ke turnt Hher loose. Rn sho'
nuff dat night heah coma de witch in
de ‘pesrance on 4 great biz black eat
fo'r lomded down wid mpervisions she
dunestole outen de st

“Tn sha say: Whutsumdever you do
don'l let on how you Gome cptch me,
for of you do hit wont be good for yon'

“Pnt minute hesh eome ¢ turr man,
ende cut she tucken ronned gnder s
bzid, DA “two men. dey wmot dar en
taliced on smoked dey pipes. en e
witth she #ar under de baid owia'
how she pwine spell &e torr men. Fa'
he know hit-he gun to nod; de cat she
rail ber Eyves nt hlw yit mo’.

“Pre man he sorter stritch ‘hiss=If en
eay, ‘Seem lack-@at same cat atter me
whut runtied me torr fileht’ on he ood
erzin. De fust man tucken fergit whut
ds witch say, en he upen “low: “Huh,
mun, you oughter ketch her en beat
her jack 1 done! F'o' de words out his
mauth good he done: @rap back in his
cheer sound aflesp, ‘en fast news he
knowed he done fell over in de fire en
burnt higsell terrble, Detore maty jeck
1:im out de five en Jes fa'r split de wind
for hiom wid deeat rizht atter him?

i she dateh Bim, mammy 7" asked
Hitle Reb [nan aw ton whisper,

“The did dat;chile,” dzclared masrmy
with glll'tha pogitivensos of an' actwsl
eye witness, “on de way she rid dnot
iman wo=i seanlieerlcos” Tast ke ax
one er dese hoeah nle AfTikings how he
gwine =it chet om her, en he say, “Des
got mustnrd seed In de mlddle er de
i en tuim a sifter over 'em.'s

“De ‘man done laclr he say, en dat
might henh come de ‘witch, whi-r-r-rl
down de chimbly samer'n one er dese
heah chimbly swallers. Tiight dar she
hatter stop, caze 160k lack she bleeged
to pick up dem geed and count dém
holes In dat €lfter boltom. De seccds
dey so Little en round dey roll off in de
cracks, en fo  she git em up de fust
rooater don= crow, Den she count, en

do she count over awhich erway—ten,

ten, double ten, fifty—io’ she git thoo
wid dat sifter nur rooster dons crowed
en day done broke. BShe runned tp de
chimbly en she call, ‘Mr. Debll dis en
Mr. Dabil dat’ but "twant no ase:. Jes
Inck she stand dur she #tay, en de man
tucken kotch her en call in de turrs, en

dey burnt her for a witch.”

Rob drew 2 long breath as Nep be-
gan howling again, and mammy eniled
with the declaration, "Dat's e trufl,
chile, hit 8o I8

That night when Rob's mother came
in from the Thursday Circle, whera she
had delivered a wvary able paper on
“Mediaeval Superstition,” she won-

dered at finding the sleeping child with:

his head undsf not only all the covers
put the pillow and bolster as well




