THE WHITE MARBLE SPHINX.

By ROSAMUND MARRIOTT WATSON.*

! was summer-time
in the Little Boy's
garden, and  they
were all busy she
ing peas on the
broad lower lawn,
under the shadow
of the big may-
tree.  The lmddny
sun was shining on
the smooth grass
and the flower-beds full of red and white
roses ; and which sounded the sweeter, the
soft, rippling whisper of the fountain, or the
s odd little song as he flitted in and
ont between the cherry-tree bonghs, it wonld
have been difficult to tell. They were all
very busy ; that is to say, the {mm Boy
and lis Mother were scooping the pearly
green peas out of their pods and dropping
Llu-m with a little, rattling sound into a bi
-and-white bowl ; while Tony, the Little
*s small, smooth, white dog, and Toutou,
his large, black, fluffy cat, and Francis, his
friend, and the Sphinx, were busy watching
them.  They hml not been speaking for at
least, two minutes when the Little Boy said :
T can’t make out what other thing it is he
suy, Mummy. First he says: * Yes—it—is,
¥, ¥ it—is," just as though some-
one we can't hear was keeping on contra-
dicting him ; but the other bit is longer.
There, hes singing it agin ! "

“It sounds very like something that is
true mmuum-a. just now and then, about
you," said his Mother, smiling in rather a
funny way ; *but that isn’t true to-da

know what it
“it's  Naughty Dickie, Naughty
Naughty Dickie 1 and T suppose that's what
they mean by * tell-tale-tit." ™

“ However did you guess?" asked the
Little Boy. * But he's wrong to-day, any-

for I haven't been the least ]1|I{'1(L bit
ver since | woke up this morning :
ve I, Mummy ?
"I\u, nlmr. not the very least; yo
a8 good, and almost as quiet, a8 un.-
Sphmx all the morning.”

" broke in Francis ;
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“Oh!" groaned Franci
to his back among the dais
1 felt half as cool ns the H]xlunx looks
here in the shade it's hot
where.”

rolling over on

it's hot every-
It certainly was Im 0 hot v.lm

round the rim of the fountain could talk of
nothing else.  And the white marble Sphinx
did ook beantifully cool, sitting so calm and
still nnder the may-tree, w great wings
that looked, to the Little Boy, always ready
to take flight, as if it might spread “them at
any moment and sail off into the sky. He

would not, he thought, feel in the least
surprised if it did always with
that, wise, quiet smile on its beautify

looking as if it knew all abont everything
the world, and fel€ rather pleased with it on
the whole. *Te could tell me all sorts of
wonderful things, I am sure, if it liked," he
waid to himself, a8 he softly popped the last
shining green pod between thumb and
finger; but he did not say this out loud,
because he never told other children his
thoughts about the Sphinx, for fear they
should laugh and think him silly.

Hecarried the big, bluc-and-white bowl over
the sunny lawn and gave it to Cook thromzh
the Kitchen vumlo\\ and Cook said : * Thank
you, Master Dickie. What a useful buy,ou do
wer! W intover nhonhl do ar
help, I'm sure 7 don't know !™ Aud when
he got back to the may-tree and plumped
down on the cool grass again, he found
Francis had moved his place and was sitting
in front of the Sphins.

“Whatever has it got round its neck 7
he was asking, “and whatever for 7 Who-
cver_can have been goose enongh to_go
pnlun" u wreath on a silly stone image ?

The Little Boy turned rather red, but he
did not say anything, only as he looked at
the marble face he could have declared that
it smiled at him. Just for the tiniest part
of u second it scemed-—no more ; or pethaps
it might only have been a twinkle of sun-
light falling between the thick hawthorn
boughs us a blackbird flew clucking out and
dashed across his garden into the next.

The Little Boy's Mother looked up
smiled v mmi

and
b the same kind smile as
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the Sphi 1
fond of it~ sbe sud.
tiny baby, we nsed to wheel lim ¢

Sphinx s really an old friend, and st wet
e mide fun of !
And the nest minute the two boys bl

his peratnbulator and let him sley reed off to the fountain to look at the
one gold-fish - who

't turn

[ ike the rest,

but obstivately re-

mained a dull purple
with two white
spots, which, of
CONTSE, Wi 1 serious
matter ; even
Francis could not
think what had
better be done. A
boy 1 know,"
said sternly,
togive his the
yotlow gelatine off

had any ; but [ don't
wember if it did
ny

The shadows were

Ton;

u|w1 the
came down the
garden to m may-
tree
Francis's Friulein

had taken him ho

just comfortubly
tired with the
pleasant, long day
f play.  He was
rather  pleased.  too,
some new inven-

v had hit upon
Detween them, and especially
one—an idea strictly of
little
rden
" with & wea flower-ted
n with real water in fiont

rhay real radish-plot behind it

He would soon have to go in, he knew,
oputs for it was wetting near bedtime; but the
and the

evening air w
thrush

in the shade ; and later on, when he used (o
crawl about, on rugs and cushions, he seemed
to like being here best , and the very
first time he ever stood upright of his own
adooed, Ba Jellad himeeifup by fia left wirg
and said something most trinmphantly in
his own language. 8o you see, Fraucis, the

was sin;
from the

and just us
arland that
hing
the

hiny's nec
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beautiful head glimmered strangely the
dim, blue twilight, almost as though the
were moving, he thought. It was altogether
mo ful and pleasant to go in, even
he comfortable night-nursery and the
nmoot.h, white bed. * Mummy and Daddy
are going out to dinner to-night,” he
remembered; “and I expect  Emma is
helping her to dress, and will come to
call me in when she wants
me.” 8o e loitered to and
fro and sang to himself as
he went. He sang out of
sheer contentment, without
much thought of either the
words or the tune, in much
the same way as the thrush
sings just before going to
sleep.  The words were out
of a little song his Mother
had made for him a few
days ago, and went some-
thing like this
0, when 1 was a little child, 1 had
e,

ughs and blos-

w chimueys
e v house lhul used to be,
nd n sound of golden wings
about my bed.

And the tune was a

pretty o
“What is that you are

singing 2" said u low, clear

voice just behind him, It
sonnds sweetly . . . it re-
minds me—"

The Little Boy took both
his hands out of his pockets
and stared round him in
bewilderment. It certainly
was not Bmma's voice ; aud,
besides, Emma was nowhere
t be seen. There was -
yellow light in Mumi
Tedroom window, and every
now and then a dark figure
wild flit weross the orange-
coloured square of it; but
there was 1o one at all on
the lawn bat himself and
ves - there was the Sphiny.
he sun was quite gone
now, and the early stars were
one by one.

Was it yon that spoke # * said the Little
and now he felt sure, for the Sphinx
led at him through the soft starlight—
there could be no possible mistake about it

coming ont
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this time —and slightly bent its head towards
him. ** But why have you never spoken to
me before 7™ he asked.

“Why have you never stayed out here
after sunset before on this day of the year?"
replied the same quict voice,

T don't know,” he said, still a little be-
wildered, T suppose Mummy didn’t allow
me to. And what do you mean by this day

- Oh, Master Dickie! what a turn you have given me!

of the year 2 and Tow did you come alive #
I've often and often wanted to tell yon
things, but I was afraid it wouldn't be any
use——

“Well, you can tell me anything you li
now,” said the Sphinx, “And how comes it
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that you do mot know what day this is?
Can you truly be so ignorant s not to
that ‘this is what some people cll Old Mid-
summer Eve, and others St 4
It had another name in days gom
that you would not understand.
the most important time in all the year—the
one evening when I and many others of my
kind are able to speak and move and live,
and are free to go V«hcn: we will. I
were to go into the dra Wing-roow now, yo
wonld not find the white stone lady (a8 [
have heard you call her) on her pedestal in
the corner by the window ; and—look over
at the fountain—where is the cherub with
the mxh's tail (us you call him) ¥ Can you

Th« thtlc Boy rubbed his eyes and ln'('ll(l
Lhrollf'h the gathering dusk.” * N-no,” he
after » pase. * L can't cxactly muke
hnn out; but it's getting rather dark, you
How T wish I didu't bave to
go to Emma is sure to be here in a
minute. nnd I did so want to stay and talk
to you.”

“Look out of your window lx,lorc you
jump into bed,” said the Sphinx. ** The stars
will be giving plenty of light by then ; and
sce if you can muke me out bere.

Its “smile was more myst usly sweet
than ever as it spoke, and its wings
ruscled softly, us though it were going to

read them.

o ont fiy avay ! " ericd the child, so
dolefully that the Sphinx looked almost
sorry. Oh! where are you going? and what
for ?and will you perbaps never come back

Hnuh hush ! " said the winged, white
c mnm~nnd this time it scemed to smile
in quite a kind, comforting sort of wuy—
“they are cullmg you from the house.
Don't you hear them? Go now, or they
will be displeased ; and perhaps— -rhupnf
who knows ?—you may see me prescutly.”
And not a word more would it s}

Sure enongh, they were calling him from
the house ; and as he tarned slowly to go
in, he could catch the whitish glimmer of

mma's apron far down the gravel walk.
‘He must certainly hurry; she was actually
coming to look for him, although he knew
how she never could bear the garden at any
time, and especially when it was dark.

“I'm coming, l‘f'mmn." he called.
need not come £o fetch m

*Oh, Master Dickie!™ she said, as they
went up the steps into the honse, * what a
turn you have given me, to be sure! T

“You

thought son were

fe in the study with
d when 1 mm

and Emily ;
hégs iser ek 143 i ‘What vou'd e 1

t next; and Emily, she said there was some

wking  gipsy  women  selling
hootlaces and tapes and pins come round
w the back door about tea-time, and did T
think they could have run off with you for
your clothes 2 And I'm all of a tremble still.
However you could have stayed ont so lte
in that nasty, dark garden, with all them
great, ugly bushes and trees all round you, is
more i I can tell 5 bt anything for a
bit of mischief, I supp

They were upstairs in the nursery by this
time, and Emma stopped for want of breath,
for she had been talking very fast, as she did
sometimes why

cited,
id. “ [ didn't mean to
frighten you, Emma. And don’t you re-
member yeu said T could stay out “there a
little longer, as it was so warm "

“Well, well, let's hear no more about it,”
said Emina_quite nicely; “but you can't
by ar bath to-n
the , and there's no hot water. I'll
just wash your face and hands, and Irush
your hair, and you must tumble into bed

ouble quick. It's goodness knows what's
o'clock already, you young Turk !

The Little Boy never could quite re-
member whether he had just dozed off to
sleep for a little while or not. But he
thonght not; in fact, he was almost sure
about it when he came to_think of it after-
wards, for it scemed to him that no sooner
had Emma bidden him “ Good night, und be
a1 z00d boy and go to sleep ut once,” and taken
awuy the candle, than he began to notice
low very brightly the fall moon was shining
into the room--so brightly, indeed, that he
lifted his head from his pillow to look.
And while he was looking, and wondering
balf drowsily at the golden light of it,
he saw something that wade him feel wide
awake in an instant. He was out of bed the
nest moment, with both casements thrown
wide open—for the latch wus quite un easy
um.—lookmg out eagerly into the moonlit

ust outside his window there grew
¥ tall, durk pine-tree, and it was between the
thick plumes of this that he had thought to
see a flutter of great white wings aud to
hear the wind of them. And aguin he was
not mistaken; for as he watched and
wondered, kneeling on the wide window-seat
in his little, white nightgown, the great,
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white Sphinx wheeled slowly through the
moonlight  wit ings  outspread, and
hovered outside above the nursery window-
sill with its muwd garland of pule, clumber-
ing roses. Its face looked radiant with
happiness, and_ the am,Y|..-v garland round
its neck, which the child had made and hung
there carly that morning, wus us fresh an
dowy as when he had bhcrvd the flowers.
“You sce, I have kept my prowise,” it
; “and now I must leave you—I have
far to go.”

“To tell me where, dear Sphinx ! ™ cried
the child wistfully. 41 do wish you were
not going, but would stay and talk to me
instead.  You can’t fhink how dull it is to
be in bed when you don' want to be usleep,
ml(l nl»ey won't let you get up.”

“No,” said the Sphinx thoughtfully ; ** L
don't think 1 can. But ure you not sleepy ¢
ot a bi

“Well

“Oh, w}mu Mummny nearly always is
r.hmkmg of some plea mut kunl of plan when
she says * Well, like that
was only consldcnll " said the Sphinx
sluvﬂy, as it crouched on the broad sill, fan-
ning its wings gently in the still air—* 1 wus
thinking whether you would like to go with
me to-night. In a very few years you will
be too old for me to take you; and there
might not be such another chance for you as

Oh, could you really, really take me with

"Could “you, could you?" crieil the
Tittle Boy, bo\m ig up und down on the
cushions with ¢

“Be careful,” np]u-d the Sphin, turning
about as it spoh. “ Don't leave go of the
casement-frame until you are safely settled
between my wings, and take a firm hold of
the chaplet of roses round my ncck. Then
you will be quite safe. Now we are going to
Ru\rb—

And suddenly they were sailing smoothly,
lmt more swiftly than the child had ever
arried before, even in trains, through
mm rm blue and golden sumer night —
blne with the deep skics and golden wi
broad, round moon. The strong p
beat the air 80 fast that they scarcely scemed
to move in their steady flight, and the child
wus 50 happy and so comfortable that he did
not feel in the least afraid, although they
were so far above the earth that the cities
Ielow as they flew looked no bigger than
those little towns and dwelling-places that
you build with your HMocks. The Sphinx's
buck was just like white velvet to lean
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aguinst ; and once when the wing-feathers
accidentally brushed bis fuce, the Lite Boy
was reminded of a soft, fluffy boa bis Mother
used to sometimes wear. On and on they
sailed, und always with the same steadfast
swiftness ; and sometimes there wonld scem
to be land and mountains and rivers far down
beneath them, and sometimes the restless
“ \\'lmre are we going 7" said the Little
lpmking for the first time siuce they

&, \\'e u\. Lhcrc.
“ Hold fast

And du\\n. down, down they sank, slowly
and still more slowly, until they alwhml
with a soft shock on a great, grassy space
thut scemed to be upon a hillside, and was
thickly grown with the strangest, loveliest
flowers the child had ever seen, while some
of the trees scemed made—leaves, stems, and
all—of the purest silver, and others stood all
starred  with scented, white blossom, and
hung with golden globes of fruit.

The child sat upon the sweetly smelling
gruss and looked about him in silence.
Gradually, as his eyes grew more used to see
through the blue night and the golden light
of the moon, he could make out the wide
sweep of a luy and o qlllel. sea lapping along
the shores and then looking behind
him, the oddest city, he thought, that could
cver have been. Narrow marble streets, and
marble houses with courtyards and upurumg
fountains, and white terraces, and glowing
pictures painted on the walls. Tt certainl)
was the most. wonderful plmue in the world,
There did not seem to be any staircases to
the houscs, and very few roofs ; but it was
lovely all the nume, hesaid in his heart, as he
turned to the Sphinx, n.nd wna Just going to
say 80 out loud, but—* Hush ! it whispered.
“Listen and kmk for this is what you can
never see again.”

And S|l(]dLlIl), to sweet, wild music, blown
on pipes and reeds, came flocking a troop of
creatures s stmugc as the place itself,
Beautiful ladies all in floating white, and

ed with clustering, trailing garlands ;
naked, winged baby boys, some with
bows and arrows and quivers, and others
with torches ; young men with short, curly,
golden  hair, aud leoj s about their
shoulders, older men with ivy-wreaths about
their brows, and hairy, go.n.hke ! and
hoofs—all these, and many more Tf‘u
could never rightly remember, came dmclng
as lightly as fairies or fircflies over the
flowery sward. Now drifting apart, now

the Sphinx answered.




clustering all together, like
beginning of a long fall, th
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owflakes in the
¥ came

and went,

mingling and separating till the child could

searcely tell one being from another
all at_once it hroke pon him that ther

one there that he surely

knew
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the white,
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stone Tady from his \Iu|h
who stood alw
dow. e

l]m\\lll" room
r the win-

hk ochupeion; who
noddedandsmiled,and then just as suddenly
as it had Dbegun —the strange dance ended
and the figures vanished from the glope. The
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ighed decply.
it “Climb upon my buck between my
\unvs “and hold fast to the rope of roses.
And as the child, half in a dream, unwillingly
obeyed, it sighed again more heavily still
uml rose nlnuly into the brightening heavens.
never could have thonght of anvthing
ml);. tiful. But why are yon so sad # Au
you very tired 7 And am I too heavy *”
aaskel the Little Boy after a long silence.

“That is my country,” said the Sphinx —
“my own home, where T lived always under
the blue skies and the sanshine until the old
Jond saw me and hd me carried to his ship
brought over the sea.”

“What lord ? And how unkind of him "
said the child. “Who wis he?”

“They said he was a brave sailor, and
fought well for his conntry ; but I know
nothing of that. He had ‘a white palace
with pillars not far from where your honse
is now, and he put me in the garden of it
under an ilex-tree; but the ilex died onc
cold winter, and then they planted the m
tree instead. I was sorry when the ilex dicd.
And then, one day, the old lord himself
died, and they pulied down his palace and
made the old, ‘big garden into many new,
small ones.”

“But ours isn't small,” said the child

“We must be gone,”

“Don’t talk any more : T have to hurry,”

said the Sphinx suddenly. T had no idea

the time had gonc so fast. If the sun were
to rise— " And it flew faster than ever,
so fast that its little rider had to shut his
eves and hold on withont thinking of any-
thing else. But at last—* Swish | whirred
the grm wings —and there were the dark
[iue-lm their waving fingers, and the

ittle Boy's nursery window, wide open, jst
as he had left it.

“ We are only just in time,” he heard Iho
Rphmx saying in his car. *Climb in g
for 1 have but one half-sccond to get back
to my pedestal on the lawn.”

And after that he must have fallen asleep
very quickly indeed, for the next thing he
heard was  Mumy s \oxne, and she was
saying :  Oh, Dickic, how bad of you to be
sleeping on the mndnw—sunt with' the case-
ments open ! Tell me how it lmppencd dear?"

The morning san was shining in his cyes
50 brightly that it made him blink, and he felt

, very drowsy ; but he jamped up briskly
and stretched his little body and, after a big
yawn or two, managed to tell her all abont
it. “So you see, Mummy, darling,” said he
in conclusion, * Francis really was all wrong
in what he said about our Sphinx being silly.
But_ perhaps he would only langh eve
T told him. T don't think I'shall tell hi
would yon ?

He was sitting on his Mother's knee, and
her arm was ronnd him, and she just gave
him the kind of gentle little lmg that he
liked so much as she answered : earie,
I don’t think T ulmllld tell Francis. He
mightn’t anderstand.”




