
R
EX AND ZENDAH sat down to
recover their breaths after their
sudden removal from the Land of the
Lion. Earthquakes rather take your
breath  away if you are not used to

them, even if they do sometimes save time.
After a few minutes they got up, and turned round
to look for the Gate of the Crab.

At first they both rubbed their eyes hard, for
though they could see faintly where the gate stood,
it was very misty. It was like trying to see their hill
on a foggy morning.

As they looked, however, the mist cleared and a
shining silver gate was seen. The tall pillars on
either side were two silver candles and the gate
between was a circle of silver; in the centre of this
was a gigantic crab holding between its claws a
crescent moon, which shone as the real Moon. On
its shell were two queer signs like notes of music,
side by side.

All round the outside of the gate were words,
difficult to read because the whole gate revolved
incessantly.

At one moment the crescent moon was at the top
of the gate, and very soon after the crescent was at
the bottom of the gate.

There were curious shaped pieces of silver,
rather like the claws of a crab where the lock and
hinges should have been—with a groove between
them, in which the gate ran smoothly round and
round. A keyhole showed in the center of each, so

that the children felt puzzled, not knowing which
was likely to unlock the gate. But first they had to
find a key.

Zendah was the first to see a little door in one of
the pillars engraved with a crab; on touching this
with her fingers, it opened. Inside was a silver key.  

Rex tried this in the right hand keyhole, and
found it fit, but though he turned the key this way
and that, and heard the lock click, the gate did not
move. He found it would not fit the other keyhole,
which had the word Try engraved over it.          

Zendah suddenly cried out, “Why! that is one of
the words on the Gate of the Sea-Goat!” and
pulling out of her pocket the leaden key she had
found there, she put it into the left-hand keyhole,
and found it fit.

In a moment the Crab stood still with the cres-
cent moon upward and around the gate they saw
the motto which they had been unable to read
while it had been moving:

“East, West, Home is Best.”
A soft voice spoke to them from a long, long

way off: “Dear children, do you know the
Password?”

They looked startled, for it sounded so much like
their mother’s voice, but they replied:

“Patience.”
They were still more surprised when the Crab

climbed down from the gate and waving his claws,
showed them the way through the hole he had left.
When they had jumped through, he climbed up
into his usual place, and cried in a queer, grating
voice:

“Revolve again, oh circle of the night Moon!”
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Wondering how it worked, they stood for a short
time and watched the dance of the Crab and the
Moon recommence.

At the entrance of this land, not a soul could they
see. It was night, and very, very misty, but as they
were wondering which way to go, they heard whis-
pering.

“Yes, it is.” “No, it isn’t.” “No, you go first and
see.” “There is no hurry,” until they wondered
what it was all about, and who really was there.      

Slowly their eyes became accustomed to the
mist and they saw in front of them a path winding
through a forest of large trees; little streams of
water gurgled over mossy stones, or fell with a
splash over rocks in miniature waterfalls.

A large yellow Moon rose slowly
behind the trees, and finally they
could see everything as well as if
it were daylight.

The voices grew nearer and
nearer, and at last Zendah
turned to Rex and said in a
quiet, little voice, “I am sure I
saw some children hiding
behind the trees.”

Yes, there they were. First one
face peeped round a tree trunk and
disappeared again, and then another
peeped and vanished. Rex became impa-
tient. “Oh do come out and make friends,” he
cried. “Don’t be so shy, we shall not hurt you!”

In a moment or two they were surrounded by a
number of children, some dressed in shining sil-
very dresses and some in violet or green. They
were most of them very pale, with hair that was
almost white, and they all moved rather slowly.      

The leader, a girl, said to Zendah, “I am sorry we
were so slow, but we don’t have many visitors
here, and we were not sure who you were. We are
all so shy, until we know people very well.”          

Taking their hands, they led them down the path
to where there were two great stones with a third
one on the top, so large that Rex wondered who
ever had been strong enough to place them like
that.   

They all danced around the stones, singing a
queer little song, that seemed to be something

about the sacred hearth fire, so far as Rex and
Zendah could catch the words.

So busy were they trying to find out what they
were singing about, that they did not notice a tall
figure come up to the circle, and stand smiling and
watching from the outskirts of the ring. Suddenly
they looked up, broke through the ring, and throw-
ing their arms around the lady’s neck, exclaimed,
“Mother, mother, how did you come here? We
never expected to see you in the stars.”

How the other children did stare! “Is she your
own mother?” asked one. “Why Lady Mary comes
to see us nearly every night and tells us tales.”        

Mother nodded. “Yes, this is my land, as the
Land of the Archer is yours, Zendah. But

you must now be very quiet, for this is
the special night, Midsummer Eve,

when all the fairies collect for
their revels, and they start just
before the Moon is full.”

Very, very quietly, they all
tip-toed to a bank of willow
trees that overlooked a smooth
patch of grass, and sat down

behind some bushes.
A faint, clear note was heard—

a fairy horn, and then four large
bats flew across the Moon, each with

a tiny fairy on its back. Circling round
and round, they were soon near enough for the

fairies to jump to the ground, while the bats hung
themselves up by their hooked wings on to the
trees near by.

From a wild rose bush a little brown bird burst
into a wonderful song of trills and runs. To its
music the four fairies danced round and round the
green patch, waving wands of water iris, and
where they trod hundreds of mushrooms and toad-
stools sprang up. Again the fairy horn sounded, the
trunks of trees around the circle opened, and the
green and the brown nymphs of the forest came out
and took their places on the grass under the trees.   

Then in the distance, ever drawing nearer and
nearer, could be seen hundreds of fairies headed by
Queen Titania and King Oberon, preceded by a
queer procession of crabs and crayfish, all walking
on their back claws. When all were inside the ring,
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