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nice place, but Seraphina (whose name takes
so long to write that I think I had better call
her Fina, as everyone else did) was not usually
allowed to play there, and the blinds were
always drawri down exactly half-way, because
that is genteel.

Sometimes Fina was taken into the parlour
by Miss Patty, and then Miss Patty would
bring out the curiosities that her brother the
sailor had brought home from his voyages:
South Sea necklaces of seeds and beads and
cut-up reeds, and fat idols from India, with
far more arms than most of us could find a
use for. Then there were beady pincushions
made by sailors, and a stuffed parrot exactly
like life, except that one eye was out, and
Chinese junks in beautiful carved ivory, and
a pagoda (or Chinese temple), and that was
of ivory too, and all carved out of one solid
block, Miss Patty said. Fina loved the
pagoda best of all the curiosities. ~ You
could see right into it—it was a tower with
seven stories, and it had little gold bells on
it that rang when Miss Patty took off the
glass case and gently shook the wooden
stand. Of course, Fina was never allowed to
shake it herself.

“Where did it come from?” She asked
this question every time she was shown the

“It came from the Emperor of China’s
own Summer Palace at Pekin,” Miss Patty
always said, “but my brother Bob never
would tell me how he got it.”

Then, when Fina had had a last peep
through the windows of the pagoda, the glass
case would be put on again, and Fina would
be told to “run along now and play.”

One day she was “running along and
playing ” when she met a playfellow. It was
a fat foxhound puppy, very clumsy and very
affectionate. They had a romp together, and
then the puppy blundered off and Fina went
indoors to wash her hands, because the
puppy’s idea of a romp had been a roll in
the dust, which Fina had gladly consented
to share.

But as she passed the door of the best
parlour she stopped a minute, for the door
was open. It was the day for cleaning out
the room, but Miss Patty had stopped in the
middle of the cleaning to go to the back
door to see a pedlar who had some really
wonderful bargains in handkerchiefs and silk
dresses, and mixed white pins and back-hair
combs. Fina often wondered afterwards
whether that pedlar was a real pedlar or a
magician in disguise.

Now, Fina was an obedient little girl.
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She did nof slip into the parlour to have a
look round just because the door was open
and no one was about. But she had not
been forbidden to /o - in—if she got the
chance—so she stood at the door and looked
at the stuffed parrot, and the junk, and the
rest of the things. And as she looked she
started, and said :—

“Ok! It will tumble down—I know it
will. If a door banged, even!”

And just then the front door 4sd bang,
and the pagoda trembled. For it was
standing at the very edge of the chiffonnier,
and one of the little black carved claw-feet
of its stand was actually overhanging the
chiffonnier edge.

" “1 must stand it steady,” said Fina. “If I
go and tell Miss Patty it may tumble off
before I get back.”

So she went quickly in, and took the
glass case and stand and pagoda very care-
fully in her hands to move them back to a
safe place.

It was this very moment that the fox-
hound puppy chose for rushing in—all
wriggle and bark and clumsy paws—and
plunging between Fina's feet. She reeled,
staggered, and she, the puppy, the stand,
the glass case, and the precious pagoda all
went down together in a crashing heap.

When Fina picked herself up the puppy’s
tail was just disappearing round the door,
and at her feet lay a scattered heap of
splintered ivory and glass, the hopeless
ruins of the beautiful pagoda.

Het heart seemed to stand still, and then

to beat so hard and fast that she felt
as though she had a steam-engine in her
chest.

Her hands trembled so much that she
could hardly pick up the pieces. But she
did begin to pick them up.

“Perhaps it could be mended,” she said,
“with glue or white of egg, like nurse did
the china basin, only the pieces are so small
and chippety, some of them, that I don't
see how you could ever fit them together.
And Miss Patty will be in in a minute! Oh,
I wish I was somebody else and not me!
Oh, whatever will she say?”

Among the shivered splinters of ivory the
little gold bells were scattered.

“ But what’s that?” said Fina.
a bell or——”

She picked whatever it was up from among
the shattered ivory and glass. It was a gold
ring, thick and beautiful, with a strange design
on it like on the sides of tea-caddies. She
slipped it on her hand rtorkeep it safe while

“It’s not
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“So I does, miss, when in that country.
But whatever’d be the use of talking Chinese

to you?”
“ But tell me Oh'! there’s the dinner-
bell. Look here, I wish you’d not keep

appearing so suddenly. It does startle me
so.”

“Then don’t you go on rubbing the ring
sudden, miss. It’s that as does it. Nothing
I can do for ye, miss ?”

“ Not now,” said Fina, and he vanished as
she spoke.

When Fina sat down to dinner in the
farm kitchen—a very nice dinner it was,
boiled pork and beans, and a treacle tart to
follow—she picked up her horn-handled
knife and fork and clutched them hard.
They felt real enough. But the footman—
she must have dreamed him, and the ring.
She had left the ring in the dressing-table
drawer upstairs, for fear she should rub it
accidentally. She knew what a start it
would give Miss Patty and the farmer if
a genie footman suddenly appeared from
nowhere and stood behind their chairs
at dinner.

Miss Patty seemed very cheerful.

“It was a piece of luck, father, wasn't it,
that pedlar wanting Chinese things? He

ave me two pieces of broadcloth that’ll cut

into three or four coats for you, and a length
of black silk that rich it'll stand alone, and
ten pounds in gold, and half-a-dozen silk
neck-squares.”

“Yes,” said the farmer, “it was a good
bargain for you; and Bob give you the
pagoda, and you've a right to do as you like
with your own.”

“QOh, Miss Patty,” said Fina, ‘“you’ve
never been and sold the pagoda—the beauti-
ful, darling pagoda ?”

“Yes, I have, dear; but never mind, I'll
buy you a new doll out of the money I got
for it.”

““ Thank you,” said Fina, but the pork and
beans did not taste so nice now she knew
that the pretty pagoda was sold. Also she
was rather worried about the ring. Ought
she to keep it? She had found it, of course,
but someone must have lost it. Yet she
couldn’t bear to give it up, when she hadn’t
made the slave of it do a single thing for
her, except to mend the pagoda.

After dinner Fina went and got the ring.
She was very careful not to rub it till she was
safe and alone in a quiet green nook in the
little wood at the end of the garden, where
the hazels and sweet chestnuts and hornbeams
grew so closely that she was quite hidden.
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Then she rubbed the ring, and instantly
the footman was there. But there was no
room for him to stand up under the thicket,
so he appeared kneeling and trying to bow in
that position.

“Then it’s not a dream,” said she.

“How often I have heard them very
words ! ” said the Slave of the Ring.

“I want you to tell me things,” said Fina.
“ Do sit down ; you look so uncomfortable
like that.”

“Thank you, miss,” said the footman;
“you’re very thoughtful for a child of your
age, and of this age, too! Service ain’t what
it was.”

“ Now, tell me,” she said, * where did the
ring come from ?”

“There’s seven secrets I ain’t allowed
to tell,” the footman said, ‘“and that there
what you asked me’s one of them, but the
ring’s as old as old—I can tell you that.”

“But I mean where did it come from just
now—when I found it?”

“Qh, then. Why, it come out of the
pagoda, of course. The floor of the third
story was made double, and the ring was
stuck between the floor of that and the
ceiling of the second floor, and when you
smashed the pagoda o’ course it rolled out.
The pagoda was made o’ purpose to take care
of the ring.” .

“ Who made it ? ” asked Fina.

“T did,” said the genie, proudly.

“ And now,” said Fina, ‘“what shall we
do?”

“ Excuse me,” the footman said, firmly;
“ one thing I'm #n0f bound to do is to give
advice.”

“But you’ll do anything else I tell you?”

“ Yes, miss—almost anything. I’ll talk to
you willing, I will, and tell you my life’s
sorrows.”

“I should like that some other time,”
said Fina, “but just now, perhaps, you'd
better get me a doll.”

And a doll lay at her feet among the dead
leaves. It was a farthing Dutch doll.

“You didn’t say what sort of a doll,” said
the footman, when she had rubbed the ring
and he had reappeared, and she had
reproached him. “I’ve been in service long
enough to do exactly what I am told. My
life-sorrow has been——"

“I say,” Fina said, suddenly, *“can’t you
get the pagoda back for me?”

Instantly the pagoda was there and the
footman was not. Fina spent the afternoon
playing with the beautiful ivory toy, but when
it was tea-time she had to ask the genie foot-
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ship, and always wishing you well, young
ladies both.”

“ But,” said Fina, “you car’t go and leave
me here! Why, I should never get home.
1 don’t so much as know what county I’m in.”

“You're in Auckland, miss,” said James.

“ There isn’t such a county.”

‘“Pardon me, madam,” said the butler,
“there is. In New Zealand!”

“Don’t cry, miss,” said James. “If Mr.
Lamps ’ll only give the word, I'll take you
home.”

“ And then I shall never see Ella again.”

“Oh, tell Lamps to rub the ring and tell
you to arrange for me to come and live near
her in England,” cried Ella; “if he'll do that
I don't care. I'd rather have a friend than
twenty slaves.”

“ A very proper sentiment, madam,” said
the butler, approvingly. *Is there any other
little thing we could do to oblige you? ”

“The pagoda,” said Fina. *If you could
only get it back to Miss Patty, so that she
won’t lose the things she sold it for, and
won’t know about the ring having been in it.”

“Consider it done, madam,” said the
Slave of the Lamp, stroking his respectable
butlerial whisker. ‘ Now, if you're ready,
your footman shall see you home.”

“ Good-bye, oh, good-bye,” said the little
girls, kissing each other very much.

Then Fina shut her eyes, and there she
was in the wood in Sussex—alone.

“Now, Aave I dreamed it all ? ” she said,
and went slowly home to tea.

The first thing she saw on the tea-table
was the pagoda! And the next was a
brown-faced sailor eating hot buttered toast
in the window arm-chair.

“Well may you look !” said Miss Patty ;
“this is my brother Bob, newly arrived from
foreign parts. And he met that pedlar and
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bought the pagoda off him for two pounds
and a highly-coloured cockatoo he was bring-
ing home. And these ten sovereigns the
wicked old man gave me are bad ones. But
the dresses and the cloth are good. It’s a
wonderful world !”

Fina thought so too !

Now, the oddest thing about all this is
that six months later some new people came
to live in the house next door to the house
where Fina lived in Tooting. And those
new people came from New Zealand. And
one of them was called Ella !

Fina knew her at once, but Ella had
forgotten her and forgotten the beautiful
perfect butler and the perfect footman, and
the lamp and the ring, and everything.
Perhaps a long sea voyage is bad for the
memory. Anyway, the two little girls are
close friends, and Ella loves to hear Fina
tell the story of the two slaves—though she
doesn’t believe a word of it!

Fina’s father and Ella’s father have left
Tooting now. They live in lovely houses at
Haslemere. And Fina has a white pony and
Ella has a brown one. Their fathers are
very rich now. They both got situations as
managers to branch houses of Messrs. Lamps,
Rings, and Co., Electrical Engineers. Mr.
Lamps attends to the lighting department,
and Mr. Rings is at the head of ‘the bells,
which always ring beautifully,. And I
hear that Ella’s father and Fina’s father are
likely to be taken into partnership. Mr.
Bodlett has bought the pagoda, at Fina’s
earnest request, and it stands on a sideboard
in his handsome drawing-room. Fina some-
times asks it whether she really did dream
the whole story or not. But it never says
a word.

Of course, you and I know that every word
of the story is true.





