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nce upon a time there was a little girl
Ocalled Lucie, who lived at a farm called
Little-town. She was a good little girl—only she
was always losing her pocket-handkerchiefs!
RALAL B—TIURE/NENRZ, BEEE—SBO0UEFEH)
L. BB — T RN U ZFT —R2ME BIEFIIBFEE!

One day little Lucie came into the
farm-yard crying—oh, she did cry so!
“I've lost my pocket-handkin! Three
handkins and a pinny! Have you seen
them, Tabby Kitten?”

— X,/ \BOREEHRZOREFE—, RS
BAIM “REFBFERT! —RFBPR, AE5—5F/)
B IS RO FIBRERBE, NERE?
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The Kitten went on washing her white paws; so
Lucie asked a speckled hen—

NEIERMHESHBMNF. BARBEQ—R/NERE—
“Sally Henny-penny, have you found
three pocket-handkins?”

INRNEIER], RIS BV =RFI8059

But the speckled hen ran into a barn, clucking—
BE, IVeRBREHEHE, BIBIUE—

“l go barefoot, barefoot, barefoot!”
‘B EMERY, BRI, B!~

L 2



And then Lucie asked Cock Robin
sitting on a twig.
Ko, BAL—RET/ N\ EOVNES,

Cock Robin looked sideways at Lucie with his
bright black eye, and he flew over a stile and away.

AEENRBXYRNR, IR TEBE—R, B —T8MNE S,

Lucie climbed upon the stile and looked up at
the hill behind Little-town—a hill that goes up—
up—into the clouds as though it had no top!
ol Lok, BENRHIEeENU—U—EE @ FiE
B, EATE, HhsaR—EF!

And a great way up the hill-side she thought she
saw some white things spread upon the grass.

EunsIE R I, BEHHABIE THE OB ARA,
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Lucie scrambled up the hill as fast as her short
legs would carry her; she ran along a steep path-
way—up and up—until Little-town was right
away down below—she could have dropped a
pebble down the chimney!

ZFEBEFR)L, BRRREEL R, 1585 — S+ AR
NB—BEE LI, BEE, BRRH/NEMABNRSE T, BEE
BEE/NEXIDE TENBERE!
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Presently she came to a spring, bubbling out
from the hill-side.

W5 A, SBEREI—RR SRRV, RIKMIEBE—BEEIN.

Some one had stood a tin can upon a stone to
catch the water—but the water was already
running over, for the can was no bigger than
an egg-cup! And where the sand upon the path
was wet—there were foot-marks of a very small
person.

BAERKE G ERT TIE—BRIT™BRE— 1SR
MARK, KEESRBHRBRT I /NE DT 2N — a5
—ERER/\IIED o

Lucie ran on, and on.
EOEEBRINME,
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The path ended under a big rock. The grass was short
and green, and there were clothes-props cut from
bracken stems, with lines of plaited rushes, and a heap of
tiny clothes pins—but no pocket-handkerchiefs!
NESBRIE-—RREG, BENEXENE, St FTTEEARTHRE
SEHBNBRKR, RRELE/ LRI D ERNER, B8 FEE A/
NHERRE S, BREDLEEIESHFM!

But there was something else—a door! straight into the
hill; and inside it some one was singing—

A, WEATANFE——F] EBBATUNSEH; BEGEEAEER

“Lily-white and clean, oh!
With little frills between, oh!
Smooth and hot—red rusty spot

Never here be seen, oh!”
‘BR2FEER,
PEFHR/NBL,

KRR TTBRNRA,

BIAKIRZ 5,

EBXEMEL, "



Lucie knocked—once—twice, and
interrupted the song. A little frightened
voice called out “Who’s that?”
BORR T J——R—NX—R, RELITH 5o “UE
79" EEEXR—TIVINES, BREIF 5—B!

Lucie opened the door: and what do you think
there was inside the hilll—a nice clean kitchen
with a flagged floor and wooden beams—just
like any other farm kitchen. Only the ceiling
was so low that Lucie’s head nearly touched it;
and the pots and pans were small, and so was
everything there.

BOKHT): MBBUNEAERTA? ——BHRERORGE,
SO, REABR —NRBNEMERE — . MEBRER
KR, BROLERFEMET. BT BOVRBIIZR, E05/\01 X
EHE—HRTBEI A
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