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I	AM	very	fond	of	this	story	of	the	Cozy	Lion	because	I	consider

it	a	great	credit	to	me.	I	reformed	that	Lion	and	taught	him	how

to	behave	himself.	The	grown-up	person	who	reads	this	story	aloud

to	children	MUST	know	how	to	Roar.



THE	COZY	LION
I	 SHALL	 never	 forget	 the	 scolding	 I	 gave	 him	 to	 begin	 with.	 One	 of	 the	 advantages	 of	 being	 a	 Fairy	 even	 quite	 a
common	one	is	that	Lions	can't	bite	you.	A	Fairy	is	too	little	and	too	light.	If	they	snap	at	you	it's	easy	to	fly	through
their	mouths,	and	even	if	they	catch	you,	if	you	just	get	behind	their	teeth	you	can	make	them	so	uncomfortable	that
they	will	beg	you	to	get	out	and	leave	them	in	peace.
Of	course	 it	was	all	 the	Lion's	 fault	 that	 I	scolded	him.	Lions	ought	to	 live	 far	away	from	people.	Nobody	 likes	Lions
roaming	about—particularly	where	there	are	children.	But	this	Lion	said	he	wanted	to	get	into	Society,	and	that	he	was
very	fond	of	children—	little	fat	ones	between	three	and	four.	So	instead	of	living	on	a	desert,	or	in	a	deep	forest	or	a
jungle	he	took	the	large	Cave	on	the	Huge	Green	Hill,	only	a	few	miles	from	a	village	full	of	the	fattest,	rosiest	 little
children	you	ever	saw.
He	had	only	been	living	in	the	Cave	a	few	days,	but	even	in	that	short	time	the	mothers	and	fathers	had	found	out	he
was	there,	and	everybody	who	could	afford	it	had	bought	a	gun	and	snatched	it	up	even	if	they	saw	a	donkey	coming
down	the	road,	because	they	were	afraid	it	might	turn	out	to	be	a	Lion.	As	for	the	mothers,	they	were	nearly	crazy	with
fright,	and	dare	not	let	their	children	go	out	to	play	and	had	to	shut	them	up	in	top	rooms	and	cupboards	and	cellars,
they	were	so	afraid	the	Lion	might	be	hiding	behind	trees	to	jump	out	at	them.	So	everything	was	beginning	to	be	quite
spoiled	because	nobody	could	have	any	fun.
Of	course	if	they	had	had	any	sense	and	believed	in	Fairies	and	had	just	gone	out	some	moonlight	night	and	all	joined
hands	and	danced	slowly	around	in	a	circle	and	sung:

Fairies	pink	and	Fairies	rose
Fairies	dancing	on	pearly	toes

We	want	you,	Oh!	we	want	you!
Fairy	Queens	and	Fairy	slaves
Who	are	not	afraid	of	Lions'	Caves

Please	to	come	to	help	us,

then	it	would	have	been	all	right,	because	we	should	have	come	in	millions,	especially	if	they	finished	with	this	verse:

Our	troubles	we	can	never	tell
But	if	you	would	come	it	would	all	be	well

Par–tic–u–lar–ly	Silverbell.



But	they	hadn't	sense	enough	for	that—of	course	they	hadn't—of	course	they	hadn't!	Which	shows	what	loonies	people
are.
But	you	see	I	am	much	nicer	than	un–fairy	persons,	even	if	I	have	lost	my	nice	little,	pink	little,	sweet	little	Temper	and
if	I	am	cross.	So	when	I	saw	the	children	fretting	and	growing	pale	because	they	had	to	be	shut	up,	and	the	mothers
crying	into	their	washtubs	when	they	were	washing,	until	the	water	slopped	over,	I	made	up	my	mind	I	would	go	and
talk	to	that	Lion	myself	in	a	way	he	wouldn't	soon	forget.
It	was	a	beautiful	morning,	and	the	Huge	Green	Hill	looked	lovely.	A	shepherd	who	saw	me	thought	I	was	a	gold	and
purple	butterfly	and	threw	his	hat	at	me—the	idiot!	Of	course	he	fell	down	on	his	nose—	and	very	right	and	proper	too.
When	I	got	to	the	Cave,	the	Lion	was	sitting	outside	his	door	and	he	was	crying.	He	was	one	of	these	nasty–tempered,
discontented	Lions	who	are	always	thinking	themselves	injured;	 large	round	tears	were	rolling	down	his	nose	and	he
was	sniffling.	But	I	must	say	he	was	handsome.	He	was	big	and	smooth	and	had	the	most	splendid	mane	and	tail	I	ever
saw.



He	would	have	been	like	a	King	if	he	had	had	a	nicer	expression.	But	there	he	sat	sniffling.
"I'm	so	lonely,"	he	said.	"Nobody	calls.	Nobody	pays	me	any	attention.	And	I	came	here	for	the	Society.	No	one	is	fonder
of	Society	than	I	am."
I	sat	down	on	a	flowering	branch	near	him	and	shouted	at	him,	"What's	the	use	of	Society	when	you	eat	it	up?"	I	said.
He	jumped	up	and	lashed	his	tail	and	growled	but	at	first	he	could	not	see	me.
"What's	it	for	but	to	be	eaten	up?"	he	roared.	"First	I	want	it	to	entertain	me	and	then	I	want	it	for	dessert.	Where	are
you?	Who	are	you?"
"I'm	Queen	Crosspatch—Queen	Silverbell	as	was,"	I	said.	"I	suppose	you	have	heard	of	me?"
"I've	heard	nothing	good,"	he	growled.	"A	good	chewing	is	what	you	want!"
He	had	heard	something	about	me,	but	not	enough.	The	truth	was	he	didn't	really	believe	in	Fairies—which	was	what
brought	him	into	trouble.
By	this	time	he	had	seen	me	and	he	was	ignorant	enough	to	think	that	he	could	catch	me,	so	he	laid	down	flat	in	the
thick,	green	grass	and	stretched	his	big	paws	out	and	rested	his	nose	on	them,	thinking	I	would	be	taken	in	and	imagine
he	was	going	to	sleep.	I	burst	out	laughing	at	him	and	swung	to	and	fro	on	my	flowery	branch.



"Do	you	want	to	eat	me?"	I	said.	"You'd	need	two	or	three	quarts	of	me	with	sugar	and	cream—like	strawberries."
That	made	him	so	angry	that	he	sprang	roaring	at	my	tree	and	snapped	and	shook	it	and	tore	it	with	his	claws.	But	I
flew	up	into	the	air	and	buzzed	all	about	him	and	he	got	furious—just	furious.	He	jumped	up	in	the	air	and	lashed	his
tail	and	thrashed	his	tail	and	CRASHED	his	tail,	and	he	turned	round	and	round	and	tore	up	the	grass.
"Don't	be	a	silly,"	I	said.	"It's	a	nice	big	tufty	sort	of	tail	and	you	will	only	wear	it	out."



So	then	he	opened	his	mouth	and	roared	and	roared.	And	what	do	you	suppose	I	did?	I	flew	right	into	his	mouth.	First	I
flew	into	his	throat	and	buzzed	about	like	a	bee	and	made	him	cough	and	cough	and	cough—but	he	couldn't	cough	me
up.	He	coughed	and	he	houghed	and	he	woughed;	he	tried	to	catch	me	with	his	tongue	and	he	tried	to	catch	me	with	his
teeth	but	I	simply	made	myself	tinier	and	tinier	and	got	between	two	big	fierce	white	double	ones	and	took	one	of	my
Fairy	Workers'	hammers	out	of	my	pocket	and	hammered	and	hammered	and	hammered	until	he	began	to	have	such	a
jumping	toothache	that	he	ran	leaping	and	roaring	down	the	Huge	Green	Hill	and	leaping	and	roaring	down	the	village
street	to	the	dentist's	to	get	some	toothache	drops.	You	can	just	imagine	how	all	the	people	rushed	into	their	houses,
and	how	the	mothers	screamed	and	clutched	their	children	and	hid	under	beds	and	tables	and	in	coalbins,	and	how	the
fathers	fumbled	about	for	guns.	As	for	the	dentist,	he	locked	his	door	and	bolted	it	and	barred	it,	and	when	he	found	his
gun	he	poked	it	out	of	the	window	and	fired	it	off	as	fast	as	ever	he	could	until	he	had	fired	fifty	times,	only	he	was	too
frightened	to	hit	anything.	But	the	village	street	was	so	full	of	flashes	and	smoke	and	bullets	that	Mr.	Lion	turned	with
ten	big	roars	and	galloped	down	the	street,	with	guns	fired	out	of	every	window	where	the	family	could	afford	to	keep	a
gun.
When	he	got	to	his	home	in	the	Huge	Green	Hill,	he	just	laid	down	and	cried	aloud	and	screamed	and	kicked	his	hind
legs	until	he	scratched	a	hole	in	the	floor	of	his	cave.

"Just	because	I'm	a	Lion,"	he	sobbed,	"just	because	I'm	a	poor,	sensitive,	helpless,	orphan	Lion	nobody	has	one	particle
of	manners.	They	won't	even	sell	me	a	bottle	of	toothache	drops.	And	I	wasn't	going	to	touch	that	dentist—until	he	had
cured	me	and	wrapped	up	the	bottle	nicely	in	paper.	Not	a	touch	was	I	going	to	touch	him	until	he	had	done	that."
He	opened	his	mouth	so	wide	to	roar	with	grief	that	I	flew	out	of	it.	I	had	meant	to	give	him	a	lesson	and	I'd	given	him
one.	When	I	flew	out	of	his	mouth	of	course	his	beautiful	double	teeth	stopped	aching.	It	was	such	a	relief	to	him	that	it
made	quite	a	change	in	his	nature	and	he	sat	up	and	began	to	smile.	It	was	a	slow	smile	which	spread	into	a	grin	even
while	the	tear–drops	hung	on	his	whiskers.
"My	word!	How	nice,"	he	said.	"It's	stopped."
I	had	flown	to	the	top	of	his	ear	and	I	shouted	down	it.
"I	stopped	it,"	I	said.	"And	I	began	it.	And	if	you	don't	behave	yourself,	I'll	give	you	earache	and	that	will	be	worse."
Before	I	had	given	him	his	lesson	he	would	have	jumped	at	me	but	now	he	knew	better.	He	tried	to	touch	my	feelings
and	make	me	sorry	for	him.	He	put	one	paw	before	his	eyes	and	began	to	sniff	again.
"I	am	a	poor	sensitive	lonely	orphan	Lion,'	he	said.
"You	are	nothing	of	the	sort,"	I	answered	very	sharply.	"You	are	not	poor,	and	heaven	knows	you	are	not	sensitive,	and
you	needn't	be	lonely.	I	don't	know	whether	you	are	an	orphan	or	not—and	I	don't	care.	You	are	a	nasty,	ill–tempered,
selfish,	biting,	chewing	thing."
"There's	a	prejudice	against	Lions,"	he	wept.	"People	don't	like	them.	They	never	invite	them	to	children's	parties—nice
little	fat,	tender,	children's	parties—where	they	would	enjoy	themselves	so	much—and	the	refreshments	would	be	just



what	they	like	best.	They	don't	even	invite	them	to	grown–up	parties.	What	I	want	to	ask	you	is	this:	has	one	of	those
villagers	called	on	me	since	I	came	here—even	a	tough	one?"
"Nice	stupids	they	would	be	if	they	did,"	I	answered.
He	lifted	up	his	right	paw	and	shook	his	head	from	side	to	side	in	the	most	mournful	way.

"There,"	he	said.	"You	are	just	as	selfish	as	the	rest.	Everybody	is	selfish.	There	is	no	brotherly	love	or	consideration	in
the	world.	Sometimes	I	can	scarcely	bear	it.	I	am	going	to	ask	you	another	question,	and	it	is	almost	like	a	riddle.	Who
did	you	ever	see	try	to	give	pleasure	to	a	Lion?"
I	got	into	his	ear	then	and	shouted	down	it	as	loud	as	ever	I	could.
"Who	did	you	ever	see	a	Lion	try	to	give	pleasure	to?"	I	said.	"You	just	think	over	that.	And	when	you	find	the	answer,
tell	it	to	me."
I	don't	know	whether	it	was	the	newness	of	the	idea,	or	the	suddenness	of	it,	but	he	turned	pale.	Did	you	ever	see	a	Lion
turn	pale?	I	never	did	before	and	it	was	funny.	You	know	people's	skins	turn	pale	but	a	Lion's	skin	is	covered	with	hair
and	you	can't	see	it,	so	his	hair	has	to	turn	pale	or	else	you	would	never	know	he	was	turning	pale	at	all.	This	Lion's	hair
was	a	beautiful	tawny	golden	color	to	begin	with	and	first	his	whiskers	turned	white	and	then	his	big	mane	and	then	his
paws	and	then	his	body	and	last	his	long	splendid	tail	with	the	huge	fluffy	tuft	on	the	end	of	it.	Then	he	stood	up	and	his
tail	hung	down	and	he	said	weakly:
"I	do	not	know	the	answer	to	that	riddle.	I	will	go	and	lie	down	in	my	Cave.	I	do	not	believe	I	have	one	friend	in	this
world."	And	he	walked	into	his	Cave	and	laid	down	and	sobbed	bitterly.
He	forgot	I	was	inside	his	ear	and	that	he	carried	me	with	him.	But	I	can	tell	you	I	had	given	him	something	to	think	of
and	that	was	what	he	needed.	This	way	of	feeling	that	nothing	in	the	world	but	a	Lion	has	a	right	to	be	comfortable—
just	because	you	happen	to	be	a	Lion	yourself—is	too	silly	for	anything.
I	flew	outside	his	ear	and	boxed	it	a	little.
"Come!"	I	said.	"Crying	won't	do	you	any	good.	Are	you	really	lonely—really—really—really	so	that	it	gives	you	a	hollow
feeling?"
He	sat	up	and	shook	his	tears	away	so	that	they	splashed	all	about—	something	like	rain.
"Yes,"	he	answered,	"to	tell	the	truth	I	am—I	do	like	Society.	I	want	friends	and	neighbors—and	I	don't	only	want	them
for	dessert,	I	am	a	sociable	Lion	and	am	affectionate	in	my	nature—and	clinging.	And	people	run	as	fast	as	they	can	the
moment	they	hear	my	voice."	And	he	quite	choked	with	the	lump	in	his	throat.
"Well,"	I	snapped,	"what	else	do	you	expect?"	That	overcame	him	and	he	broke	into	another	sob.	"I	expect	kindness,"	he
said,	"and	invitations	to	afternoon	teas—and	g–g–arden	parties——"



"Well	you	won't	get	them,"	I	interrupted,	"If	you	don't	change	your	ways.	If	you	eat	afternoon	teas	and	garden	parties	as
though	they	were	lettuce	sandwiches,	you	can't	expect	to	be	invited	to	them.	So	you	may	as	well	go	back	to	the	desert
or	the	jungle	and	live	with	Lions	and	give	up	Society	altogether."
"But	ever	since	I	was	a	little	tiny	Lion—a	tiny,	tiny	one—I	have	wanted	to	get	into	Society.	I	will	change—I	will!	Just	tell
me	what	to	do.	And	do	sit	on	my	ear	and	talk	down	it	and	stroke	it.	It	feels	so	comfortable	and	friendly."
You	see	he	had	forgotten	that	he	had	meant	to	chew	me	up.	So	I	began	to	give	him	advice.
"The	first	things	you	will	have	to	do	will	be	to	change	your	temper	and	your	heart	and	your	diet,	and	stop	growling	and
roaring	when	you	are	not	pleased.'
"I'll	do	that,	I'll	do	that,"	he	said	ever	so	quickly.	"You	don't	want	me	to	cut	my	mane	and	tail	off,	do	you?"
"No.	You	are	a	handsome	Lion	and	beauty	is	much	admired."	Then	I	snuggled	quite	close	up	to	his	ear	and	said	down	it,
"Did	you	ever	think	how	nice	a	Lion	would	be	if—if	he	were	much	nicer?"
"N–no,"	he	faltered.
"Did	you	ever	think	how	like	a	great	big	cozy	lovely	dog	you	are?	And	how	nice	your	big	fluffy	mane	would	be	for	little
girls	and	boys	to	cuddle	in,	and	how	they	could	play	with	you	and	pat	you	and	hug	you	and	go	to	sleep	with	their	heads
on	your	shoulder	and	love	you	and	adore	you—if	you	only	lived	on	Breakfast	Foods	and	things—	and	had	a	really	sweet
disposition?"
He	must	have	been	rather	a	nice	Lion	because	that	minute	he	began	to	look	"kind	of	smiley	round	the	mouth	and	teary
round	the	lashes"—which	is	part	of	a	piece	of	poetry	I	once	read.
"Oh!	Aunt	Maria!"	he	exclaimed	a	little	slangily.	"I	never	thought	of	that:	it	would	be	nice."
"A	Lion	could	be	the	coziest	thing	in	the	world—if	he	would,"	I	went	on.
He	jumped	up	in	the	air	and	danced	and	kicked	his	hind	legs	for	joy.
"Could	he!	Could	he!	Could	he?"	he	shouted	out.	"Oh!	let	me	be	a	Cozy	Lion!	Let	me	be	a	Cozy	Lion!	Hooray!	Hooray!
Hooray!	I	would	like	it	better	than	being	invited	to	Buckingham	Palace!"



"Little	children	would	just	flock	to	see	you	and	play	with	you,"	I	said.	"And	then	if	they	came,	their	mothers	and	fathers
couldn't	be	kept	away.	They	would	flock	too."
The	smile	of	joy	that	spread	over	his	face	actually	reached	his	ears	and	almost	shook	me	off.
"That	would	be	Society!"	he	grinned.
"The	 very	 best!"	 I	 answered.	 "Children	 who	 are	 real	 darlings,	 and	 not	 imitations,	 come	 first,	 and	 then	 mothers	 and
fathers—the	rest	just	straggle	along	anywhere."
"When	could	it	begin?	When	could	it	begin?"	he	panted	out.
"Not,"	I	said	very	firmly,	"until	you	have	tried	some	Breakfast	Food!"
"Where	shall	I	get	it?	Oh!	Where?	Oh!	Where?"
"I	will	get	it,	of	course,"	was	my	answer.
Then	I	stood	up	on	the	very	tip	of	his	ear	and	put	my	tiny	golden	trumpet	to	my	lips.	(And	Oh!	how	that	Lion	did	roll	up
his	eyes	to	try	to	catch	a	glimpse	of	me!)	And	I	played	this	tune	to	call	my	Fairy	Workers:

I'm	calling	from	the	Huge	Green	Hill,
Tira–lira–lira,

The	Lion's	Cave	is	cool	and	still.
Tira–lira–lira.



The	Lion	wishes	to	improve
And	show	he's	filled	with	tender	love

And	not	with	Next	Door	Neighbor.
The	Lion	wishes	to	be	good.
To	fill	him	full	of	Breakfast	Food

Will	aid	him	in	his	labor.

Bring	Breakfast	Food	from	far	and	near
—He'll	eat	a	dreadful	lot	I	fear.

Oh!	Tira–lira–lira–la
And	Tira–lira–ladi.

A	Lion	learning	to	be	good
Needs	Everybody's	Breakfast	Food.

You	workers	bring	it—Tira–la
And	Tira–lira–ladi.

Then	the	Fairy	Workers	came	 flying	 in	clouds.	 In	 three	minutes	and	 three	quarters	 they	were	swarming	all	over	 the
Huge	Green	Hill	and	into	the	Lion's	Cave,	every	one	of	them	with	a	little	sack	on	his	green	back.	They	swarmed	here
and	 they	 swarmed	 there.	 Some	 were	 cooks	 and	 brought	 tiny	 pots	 and	 kettles	 and	 stoves	 and	 they	 began	 to	 cook
Breakfast	Foods	as	fast	as	lightning.	The	Lion	sat	up.	(I	forgot	to	say	that	he	had	turned	un–pale	long	before	this	and
was	the	right	color	again.)	And	his	mouth	fell	wide	open,	just	with	surprise	and	amazement.	What	amazed	him	most	was
that	one	out	of	all	those	thousands	of	little	Workers	in	their	green	caps	and	smocks	was	the	least	bit	afraid	of	him.	Why,
what	do	you	think!	My	little	Skip	just	jumped	up	and	stood	on	the	end	of	the	Lion's	nose	while	he	asked	me	a	question.
You	never	saw	anything	as	funny	as	that	Lion	looking	down	the	bridge	of	his	nose	at	him	until	he	squinted	awfully.	He
was	so	interested	in	him.
"Does	he	take	it	with	sugar	and	cream,	your	Royal	Silver–cross–bell–ness?"	Skip	asked	me,	taking	off	his	green	cap	and
bowing	low.
"Try	him	with	it	in	both	ways,"	I	said.
When	the	Workers	had	made	a	whole	lot	of	all	the	kinds	together	they	poured	it	into	a	hollow	stone	and	covered	it	with
sugar	and	cream.
"Ready,	your	Highnesses!"	they	all	called	out	in	chorus.
"Is	that	it?"	said	the	Lion.	"It	looks	very	nice.	How	does	one	eat	it?	Must	I	bite	it?"
"Dear	me,	no,"	I	answered.	"Lap	it."
So	he	began.	If	you'll	believe	me,	he	simply	reveled	in	it.	He	ate	and	ate	and	ate,	and	lapped	and	lapped	and	lapped	and
he	did	not	stop	until	the	hollow	stone	was	quite	clean	and	empty	and	his	sides	were	quite	swelled	and	puffed	out.	And
he	looked	as	pleased	as	Punch.



"I	never	ate	anything	nicer	in	my	life,"	he	said.	"There	was	a	Sunday	School	picnic	I	once	went	to."
"A	Sunday	School	picnic!"	I	shouted	so	fiercely	that	he	blushed	all	over.	The	very	tuft	on	his	tail	was	deep	rose	color.
"Who	invited	you?"
He	hung	his	head	and	stammered.
"I	was	not	exactly	invited,"	he	said,	"and	didn't	go	with	the	school	to	the	picnic	grounds—but	I	should	have	come	back
with	it—	at	least	some	of	it—but	for	some	men	with	guns!"
I	stamped	on	his	ear	as	hard	as	ever	I	could.
"Never	let	me	hear	you	mention	such	a	subject	again,"	I	said.	"Nobody	in	Society	would	speak	to	you	if	they	knew	of	it!"
He	quite	shook	in	his	shoes—only	he	hadn't	any	shoes.
"I'll	never	even	think	of	it	again,"	he	said.	"I	see	my	mistake.	I	apologize.	I	do	indeed!"
Now	 what	 do	 you	 suppose	 happened	 at	 that	 very	 minute?	 If	 I	 hadn't	 been	 a	 Fairy	 I	 should	 have	 been	 frightened	 to
death.	At	that	very	minute	I	heard	little	children's	voices	singing	like	skylarks	farther	down	on	the	Huge	Green	Hill—
actually	little	children	a	whole	lot	of	them!



"It—it	sounds	like	the	Sunday	School	pic——"	the	Lion	began	to	Say—and	then	he	remembered	he	must	not	mention	the
subject	and	stopped	short.
"Has	your	heart	changed?"	I	said	to	him.	"Are	you	sure	it	has?"
"I	think	it	has,"	he	said	meekly,	"but	even	if	it	hadn't,	ma'am,	I'm	so	full	of	Breakfast	Food	I	couldn't	eat	a	strawberry."
It	happened	that	I	had	my	heart	glass	with	me—I	can	examine	hearts	with	it	and	see	if	they	have	properly	changed	or
not.
"Roll	over	on	your	back,"	I	said.	"I	will	examine	your	heart	now."
And	 the	 little	 children	 on	 the	 Huge	 Green	 Hill	 side	 were	 coming	 nearer	 and	 nearer	 and	 laughing	 and	 singing	 and
twittering	more	like	skylarks	than	ever.
He	rolled	over	on	his	back	and	I	jumped	off	his	ear	on	to	his	big	chest.	I	thumped	and	listened	and	looked	about	until	I
could	see	his	great	heart	and	watch	it	beating—thub—thub—thub—thub.	It	actually	had	changed	almost	all	over	except
one	little	corner	and	as	the	children's	voices	came	nearer	and	nearer	and	sounded	like	whole	nests	full	of	skylarks	let
loose,	even	the	corner	was	changing	as	fast	as	it	could.	Instead	of	a	big	ugly	dark	red	fiery	heart,	 it	was	a	soft	 ivory
white	one	with	delicate	pink	spots	on	it.
"It	has	changed!"	I	cried	out.	"You	are	going	to	be	a	great	big	nice	soft	cozy	thing,	and	you	couldn't	eat	a	picnic	if	you
tried—	and	you	will	never	try."
He	was	all	in	a	flutter	with	relief	when	he	got	up	and	stood	on	his	feet.
And	the	laughing	little	voices	came	nearer	and	nearer	and	I	flew	to	the	Cave	door	to	see	what	was	happening.
It	was	really	a	picnic.	And	goodness!	how	dangerous	it	would	have	been	if	it	had	not	been	for	me.	That's	the	way	I	am
always	saving	people,	you	notice.
The	little	children	in	the	village	had	grown	so	tired	of	being	shut	up	indoors	that	about	fifty	of	them	who	were	too	little
to	know	any	better	had	climbed	out	of	windows,	and	slipped	out	of	doors,	and	crawled	under	things,	and	hopped	over
them,	and	had	all	run	away	together	to	gather	 flowers	and	wild	Peachstrawberines,	and	 lovely	big	yellow	Plumricots
which	grew	 thick	on	 the	bushes	and	 in	 the	grass	on	 the	Huge	Green	Hill.	 The	delicious	 sweet	pink	and	purple	 Ice–
cream–grape–juice	Melons	hung	 in	clusters	on	trees	 too	high	 for	 them	to	reach,	but	 they	thought	 they	would	 just	sit
down	under	their	branches	and	look	at	them	and	sniff	and	hope	one	would	fall.



And	 there	 they	 came—little	 plump	 girls	 and	 boys	 in	 white	 frocks	 and	 with	 curly	 heads—not	 the	 least	 bit	 afraid	 of
anything:	tumbling	down	and	laughing	and	picking	themselves	up	and	laughing,	and	when	they	got	near	the	Cave,	one
of	my	Working	Fairies,	just	for	fun,	flew	down	and	lighted	on	one	little	girl's	fat	hand.	She	jumped	for	joy	when	she	saw
him	and	called	to	the	others	and	they	came	running	and	tumbling	to	see	what	she	had	found.
"Oh!	Look—look!"	she	called	out.	"What	is	he!	What	is	he!	He	isn't	a	bird—and	he	isn't	a	bee	and	he	isn't	a	butterfly.
He's	a	little	teeny,	weeny–weeny–weeny–weeny	wee,	and	he	has	little	green	shoes	on	and	little	green	stockings,	and	a
little	green	smock	and	a	little	green	hat	and	he's	laughing	and	laughing."
And	then	a	boy	saw	another	in	the	grass—and	another	under	a	leaf,	and	he	shouted	out,	too.
"Oh!	here's	another—here's	another."	And	 then	 the	Workers	all	began	 to	creep	out	of	 the	grass	and	 from	under	 the
leaves	and	fly	up	in	swarms	and	light	on	the	children's	arms	and	hands	and	hats	and	play	with	them	and	tickle	them	and
laugh	until	every	child	was	dancing	with	fun,	because	they	had	never	seen	such	things	before	in	their	lives.



I	flew	back	to	the	Lion.	He	was	quite	nervous.
"It	is	a	picnic,"	I	said.	"And	now	is	your	chance.	Can	you	purr?"
"Yes,	 I	 can."	 And	 he	 began	 to	 make	 a	 beautiful	 purring	 which	 sounded	 like	 an	 immense	 velvet	 cat	 over	 a	 saucer	 of
cream.
"Come	 out	 then,"	 I	 ordered	 him.	 "Smile	 as	 sweetly	 as	 you	 can	 and	 don't	 stop	 purring.	 Try	 to	 look	 like	 a	 wriggling
coaxing	dog—I	will	go	first	and	prevent	the	children	from	getting	frightened."
So	out	we	went.	I	was	riding	in	his	ear	and	peeping	out	over	the	top	of	it.	I	did	not	let	the	children	see	me	because	I
wanted	them	to	look	at	the	Lion	and	at	nothing	else.
What	I	did	was	to	make	them	remember	in	a	minute	all	the	nicest	Lions	they	had	ever	seen	in	pictures	or	in	the	circus.
Many	of	them	had	never	seen	a	Lion	at	all	and	the	few	who	had	been	to	a	circus	had	only	seen	them	in	big	cages	behind
iron	bars,	and	with	notices	written	up,	"Don't	go	near	the	Lions."
When	 my	 Lion	 came	 out	 he	 was	 smiling	 the	 biggest,	 sleepiest,	 curliest,	 sweetest	 smile	 you	 ever	 beheld	 and	 he	 was
purring,	and	he	was	softly	waving	his	tail.	He	stood	still	on	the	grass	a	moment	and	then	lay	down	with	his	big	head	on
his	 paws	 just	 like	 a	 huge,	 affectionate,	 coaxing	 dog	 waiting	 and	 begging	 somebody	 to	 come	 and	 pet	 him.	 And	 after
staring	at	him	for	two	minutes,	all	the	children	began	to	laugh,	and	then	one	Little	little	girl	who	had	a	great	mastiff	for
a	friend	at	home,	suddenly	gave	a	tiny	shout	and	running	to	him	tumbled	over	his	paws	and	fell	against	his	mane	and
hid	her	face	in	it,	chuckling	and	chuckling.
That	was	the	beginning	of	the	most	splendid	fun	a	picnic	ever	had.	Every	one	of	them	ran	laughing	and	shouting	to	the
Lion.	It	was	such	a	treat	to	them	to	actually	have	a	Lion	to	play	with.	They	patted	him,	they	buried	their	hands	and	faces
in	his	big	mane,	they	stroked	him,	they	scrambled	up	on	his	back,	and	sat	astride	there.	Little	boys	called	out,	"Hello,
Lion!	Hello,	Lion!"	and	little	girls	kissed	his	nice	tawny	back	and	said	"Liony!	Liony!	Sweet	old	Liony!"	The	Little	Little
Girl	who	had	run	to	him	first	settled	down	right	between	his	huge	front	paws,	resting	her	back	comfortably	against	his
chest,	and	sucked	her	thumb,	her	blue	eyes	looking	very	round	and	big.	She	was	comfy.
I	kept	whispering	down	his	ear	to	tell	him	what	to	do.	You	see,	he	had	never	been	in	Society	at	all	and	he	had	to	learn
everything	at	once.
"Now,	don't	move	suddenly,"	I	whispered.	"And	be	sure	not	to	make	any	loud	Lion	noises.	They	don't	understand	Lion
language	yet."
"But	oh!	I	am	so	happy,"	he	whispered	back,	"I	want	to	jump	up	and	roar	for	joy."
"Mercy	on	us!"	I	said.	"That	would	spoil	everything.	They'd	be	frightened	to	death	and	run	away	screaming	and	crying
and	never	come	back."
"But	this	little	one	with	her	head	on	my	chest	is	such	a	sweetie!"	he	said.	"Mayn't	I	just	give	her	a	little	lick—just	a	little
one?"
"Your	tongue	is	too	rough.	Wait	a	minute,"	I	answered.



My	Fairy	Workers	were	swarming	all	about.	They	were	sitting	in	bunches	on	the	bushes	and	hanging	in	bunches	from
branches,	and	hopping	about	and	giggling	and	 laughing	and	nudging	each	other	 in	 the	ribs	as	 they	 looked	on	at	 the
Lion	and	children.	They	were	as	amused	as	they	had	been	when	they	watched	Winnie	sitting	on	the	eggs	in	the	Rook's
nest.	I	called	Nip	to	come	to	me.
"Jump	on	 to	 the	Lion's	 tongue,"	 I	said	 to	him,	"and	smooth	 it	off	with	your	plane	until	 it	 is	 like	satin	velvet—not	silk
velvet,	but	satin	velvet."
The	Lion	politely	put	out	his	tongue.	Nip	leaped	up	on	it	and	began	to	work	with	his	plane.	He	worked	until	he	was	quite
hot,	and	he	made	the	tongue	so	smooth	that	it	was	quite	like	satin	velvet.
"Now	you	can	kiss	the	baby,"	I	said.
The	Little	Little	Girl	had	gone	to	sleep	by	this	time	and	she	had	slipped	down	and	lay	curled	up	on	the	Lion's	front	leg
as	if	it	was	an	arm	and	the	Lion	bent	down	and	delicately	licked	her	soft	cheek,	and	her	fat	arm,	and	her	fat	leg,	and
purred	and	purred.
When	the	other	children	saw	him	they	crowded	round	and	were	more	delighted	than	ever.
"He's	kissing	her	as	if	he	was	a	mother	cat	and	she	was	his	kitten,"	one	called	out,	and	she	held	out	her	hand.	"Kiss	me
too.	Kiss	me,	Liony,"	she	said.
He	 lifted	 his	 head	 and	 licked	 her	 little	 hand	 as	 she	 asked	 and	 then	 all	 the	 rest	 wanted	 him	 to	 kiss	 them	 and	 they
laughed	so	that	the	Little	Little	Girl	woke	up	and	laughed	with	them	and	scrambled	to	her	feet	and	hugged	and	hugged
as	much	of	the	Lion	as	she	could	put	her	short	arms	round.	She	felt	as	if	he	was	her	Lion.
"I	love—oo	I	love	oo,"	she	said.	"Tome	and	play	wiv	us."
He	smiled	and	smiled	and	got	up	so	carefully	that	he	did	not	upset	three	or	four	little	boys	and	girls	who	were	sitting	on
his	back.	You	can	imagine	how	they	shouted	with	glee	when	he	began	to	trot	gently	about	with	them	and	give	them	a
ride.	Of	course	everybody	wanted	to	ride.	So	he	trotted	softly	over	the	grass	first	with	one	load	of	them	and	then	with
another.	When	each	ride	was	over	he	lay	down	very	carefully	for	the	children	to	scramble	down	from	his	back	and	then
other	ones	scrambled	up.	The	things	he	did	that	afternoon	really	made	me	admire	him.	A	Cozy	Lion	is	nicer	to	play	with
than	anything	else	in	the	world.	He	shook	Ice–cream–grape–juice	Melons	down	from	the	trees	for	them.



He	carried	on	his	back	to	a	clear	little	running	brook	he	knew,	every	one	who	wanted	a	drink.	He	jumped	for	them,	he
played	tag	with	them	and	when	he	caught	them,	he	rolled	them	over	and	over	on	the	grass	as	if	they	were	kittens;	he
showed	them	how	his	big	claws	would	go	in	and	out	of	his	velvet	paws	like	a	pussy	cat's.	Whatever	game	they	played	he
would	always	be	"It,"	if	they	wanted	him	to.	When	the	tiniest	ones	got	sleepy	he	made	grass	beds	under	the	shade	of
trees	and	picked	 them	up	daintily	by	 their	 frocks	or	 little	 trousers	and	carried	 them	 to	 their	nests	 just	as	kittens	or
puppies	are	carried	by	their	mothers.	And	when	the	others	wanted	to	be	carried	too,	he	carried	them	as	well.
The	children	enjoyed	themselves	so	much	that	they	forgot	about	going	home	altogether.	And	as	they	had	laughed	and
run	about	every	minute	and	had	had	such	fun,	by	the	time	the	sun	began	to	go	down	they	were	all	as	sleepy	as	could	be.
But	even	then	one	little	fellow	in	a	white	sailor	suit	asked	for	something	else.	He	went	and	stood	by	the	Lion	with	one
arm	around	his	neck	and	the	other	under	his	chin.	"Can	you	roar,	old	Lion?"	he	asked	him.	"I	am	sure	you	can	roar."
The	Lion	nodded	slowly	three	times.
"He	says	'Yes—Yes,'"	shouted	everybody,	"Oh!	do	roar	for	us	as	loud	as	ever	you	can.	We	won't	be	frightened	the	least
bit."
The	 Lion	 nodded	 again	 and	 smiled.	 Then	 he	 lifted	 up	 his	 head	 and	 opened	 his	 mouth	 and	 roared	 and	 roared	 and
ROARED.	They	were	not	the	least	bit	frightened.	They	just	shrieked	and	laughed	and	jumped	up	and	down	and	made
him	do	it	over	and	over	again.

*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*	*
Now	I	will	tell	you	what	had	happened	in	the	village.
At	first	when	the	children	ran	away	the	mothers	and	fathers	were	all	at	their	work	and	did	not	miss	them	for	several
hours.	It	was	at	lunch	time	that	the	grown–ups	began	to	find	out	the	little	folks	were	gone	and	then	one	mother	ran	out
into	the	village	street,	and	then	another	and	then	another,	until	all	the	mothers	were	there,	and	all	of	them	were	talking
at	once	and	wringing	their	hands	and	crying.	They	went	and	looked	under	beds,	and	tables	and	in	cupboards,	and	in
back	gardens	and	in	front	gardens,	and	they	rushed	to	the	village	pond	to	see	if	there	were	any	little	hats	or	bonnets
floating	on	the	top	of	the	water.	But	all	was	quiet	and	serene	and	nothing	was	floating	anywhere—and	there	was	not
one	sign	of	the	children.



When	the	fathers	came	the	mothers	all	flew	at	them.	You	see	it	isn't	any	joke	to	lose	fifty	children	all	at	once.
The	fathers	thought	of	the	Lion	the	first	thing,	but	the	mothers	had	tried	not	to	think	of	him	because	they	couldn't	bear
it.
But	at	 last	 the	 fathers	got	all	 the	guns	and	all	 the	pistols	and	all	 the	 iron	spikes	and	clubs	and	scythes	and	carving
knives	and	old	swords,	and	they	armed	themselves	with	them	and	began	to	march	all	together	toward	the	Huge	Green
Hill.	The	mothers	would	go	too	and	they	took	scissors	and	big	needles	and	long	hat	pins	and	one	took	a	big	pepper–pot,
full	of	red	pepper,	to	throw	into	the	Lion's	eyes.
They	had	so	much	to	do	before	they	were	ready	that	when	they	reached	the	Huge	Green	Hill	the	sun	was	going	down
and	what	do	you	think	they	heard?
They	heard	this——
"Ro–o–a–a–arh!	Ro–o–a–a–rh!	Ro–o–a–a–arrh!"	almost	as	 loud	as	thunder.	And	at	the	same	time	they	heard	the	shouts
and	shrieks	of	the	entire	picnic.
But	they	did	not	know	that	the	picnic	was	shouting	and	screaming	for	joy.
So	they	ran	and	ran	and	ran—and	stumbled	and	scrambled	and	hurried	and	scurried	and	flurried	faster	and	faster	till
they	had	scrambled	up	the	Huge	Green	Hill	to	where	the	Lion's	Cave	was	and	then	they	gathered	behind	a	big	clump	of
bushes	and	the	fathers	began	to	cock	their	guns	and	the	mothers	to	sharpen	their	scissors	and	hat	pins.
But	the	mother	with	the	pepper–pot	had	nothing	to	sharpen,	so	she	peeped	from	behind	the	bushes,	and	suddenly	she
cried	out,	"Oh!	Oh!	Oh!	Oh!	Look!	Look!	And	don't	fire	a	single	gun,	on	any	account."
And	they	all	struggled	to	the	front	to	peep.	And	this—thanks	to	Me—was	what	they	saw!
On	the	green	places	before	the	Lion's	Cave	on	several	soft	heaps	of	grass,	the	tiniest	children	were	sitting	chuckling	or
sucking	their	thumbs.	On	the	grass	around	them	a	lot	of	others	were	sitting	or	standing	or	rolling	about	with	laughter
and	kicking	up	their	heels—	and	right	in	front	of	the	Cave	there	stood	the	Lion	looking	absolutely	angelic.	His	tail	had	a
beautiful	blue	sash	on	it	tied	just	below	the	tuft	in	a	lovely	bow,	he	had	a	sash	round	his	waist,	and	four	children	on	his
back.	The	Little	Little	Girl	was	sitting	on	his	mane	which	was	stuck	full	of	flowers,	and	she	was	trying	to	put	a	wreath
on	the	top	of	his	head	and	couldn't	get	it	straight,	which	made	him	look	rather	rakish.	On	one	side	of	him	stood	the	little
boy	in	the	sailor	suit,	and	on	the	other	stood	a	little	girl,	and	each	one	held	him	by	the	end	of	a	rope	of	pink	and	white
wild	roses	which	they	were	going	to	lead	him	with.
The	mother	of	the	Little	Little	Girl	could	not	wait	one	minute	longer.	She	ran	out	towards	her,	calling	out:——
"Oh!	Betsy–petsy!	Oh!	Betsy–petsy!	Mammy's	Lammy–girl!"
And	then	the	other	mothers	threw	away	their	scissors	and	hat	pins	and	ran	after	her	in	a	crowd.
What	that	clever	Lion	did	was	to	carefully	lie	down	without	upsetting	anybody	and	stretch	out	his	head	on	his	paws	as	if
he	was	a	pet	poodle,	and	purr	and	purr	like	a	velvet	cat.
The	picnic	simply	shouted	with	glee.	It	was	the	kind	of	picnic	which	is	always	shouting	with	glee.



"Oh!	Mother!	Mother!	Father!	Father!"	it	called	out.	"Look	at	our	Lion!	Look	at	our	Lion!	We	found	him	ourselves!	He's
ours."

And	the	sailor	boy	shouted,
"He'll	roar	for	me,	Mother!"
And	the	rest	cried	out	one	after	another,
"He'll	sit	up	and	beg	for	me!"
"He'll	carry	me	by	my	trousers!"
"He	can	play	tag!"
"He'll	show	you	his	claws	go	in	and	out!"
"Mother,	ask	him	to	take	you	on	his	back	to	get	a	drink."
"May	he	go	home	and	sleep	with	me,	Mother?"
It	was	like	a	bedlam	of	skylarks	let	 loose	this	time,	and	the	Lion	had	to	do	so	many	tricks	that	only	determination	to
show	how	Cozy	he	was	kept	up	his	strength.	He	was	determined	to	prove	to	the	Fathers	and	Mothers	that	he	was	Cozy.
And	he	did	it.
From	 that	 time	 he	 was	 the	 Lion	 of	 the	 Village.	 He	 was	 invited	 everywhere.	 There	 never	 was	 a	 party	 without	 him.
Birthday	parties,	garden	parties,	tea	parties,	wedding	parties—he	went	to	them	all.	His	life	was	one	round	of	gaiety.
He	became	most	accomplished.	He	could	do	all	the	things	Lions	do	in	Hippodromes—and	a	great	many	more.	The	Little
Little	Girl	gave	him	a	flute	for	a	present	and	he	learned	to	play	on	it	beautifully.	When	he	had	an	evening	at	home	he
used	to	sit	at	his	Cave	door	and	play	and	sing.	First	he	played	and	then	he	sang	this——

My	Goodness	Gracious	Me!
This	is	Socier–tee!
My	Goodness	Gracious	Mercy	Me!
This	is	Socier–ier–tee!
It	is	Socier–tee!

He	had	composed	it	himself.



The	next	story	I	shall	tell	you	is	about	my	Spring	Cleaning.	That	will	show	you	how	I	have	to	work	when	the	winter	is
over	and	how,	if	it	were	not	for	Me,	things	would	never	be	swept	up	and	made	tidy	for	the	summer.	The	primroses	and
violets	would	NEVER	be	wakened,	or	the	Dormice	called	up,	or	anything.	It	IS	a	busy	time,	I	can	tell	you.

***	END	OF	THE	PROJECT	GUTENBERG	EBOOK	THE	COZY	LION:	AS	TOLD	BY	QUEEN	CROSSPATCH	***

Updated	editions	will	replace	the	previous	one—the	old	editions	will	be	renamed.

Creating	the	works	from	print	editions	not	protected	by	U.S.	copyright	law	means	that	no	one	owns	a	United	States
copyright	in	these	works,	so	the	Foundation	(and	you!)	can	copy	and	distribute	it	in	the	United	States	without
permission	and	without	paying	copyright	royalties.	Special	rules,	set	forth	in	the	General	Terms	of	Use	part	of	this
license,	apply	to	copying	and	distributing	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	works	to	protect	the	PROJECT
GUTENBERG™	concept	and	trademark.	Project	Gutenberg	is	a	registered	trademark,	and	may	not	be	used	if	you
charge	for	an	eBook,	except	by	following	the	terms	of	the	trademark	license,	including	paying	royalties	for	use	of
the	Project	Gutenberg	trademark.	If	you	do	not	charge	anything	for	copies	of	this	eBook,	complying	with	the
trademark	license	is	very	easy.	You	may	use	this	eBook	for	nearly	any	purpose	such	as	creation	of	derivative	works,
reports,	performances	and	research.	Project	Gutenberg	eBooks	may	be	modified	and	printed	and	given	away—you
may	do	practically	ANYTHING	in	the	United	States	with	eBooks	not	protected	by	U.S.	copyright	law.	Redistribution
is	subject	to	the	trademark	license,	especially	commercial	redistribution.

START:	FULL	LICENSE
THE	FULL	PROJECT	GUTENBERG	LICENSE

PLEASE	READ	THIS	BEFORE	YOU	DISTRIBUTE	OR	USE	THIS	WORK

To	protect	the	Project	Gutenberg™	mission	of	promoting	the	free	distribution	of	electronic	works,	by	using	or
distributing	this	work	(or	any	other	work	associated	in	any	way	with	the	phrase	“Project	Gutenberg”),	you	agree	to
comply	with	all	the	terms	of	the	Full	Project	Gutenberg™	License	available	with	this	file	or	online	at



www.gutenberg.org/license.

Section	1.	General	Terms	of	Use	and	Redistributing	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	works

1.A.	By	reading	or	using	any	part	of	this	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	work,	you	indicate	that	you	have	read,
understand,	agree	to	and	accept	all	the	terms	of	this	license	and	intellectual	property	(trademark/copyright)
agreement.	If	you	do	not	agree	to	abide	by	all	the	terms	of	this	agreement,	you	must	cease	using	and	return	or
destroy	all	copies	of	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	works	in	your	possession.	If	you	paid	a	fee	for	obtaining	a	copy
of	or	access	to	a	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	work	and	you	do	not	agree	to	be	bound	by	the	terms	of	this
agreement,	you	may	obtain	a	refund	from	the	person	or	entity	to	whom	you	paid	the	fee	as	set	forth	in	paragraph
1.E.8.

1.B.	“Project	Gutenberg”	is	a	registered	trademark.	It	may	only	be	used	on	or	associated	in	any	way	with	an
electronic	work	by	people	who	agree	to	be	bound	by	the	terms	of	this	agreement.	There	are	a	few	things	that	you
can	do	with	most	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	works	even	without	complying	with	the	full	terms	of	this
agreement.	See	paragraph	1.C	below.	There	are	a	lot	of	things	you	can	do	with	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic
works	if	you	follow	the	terms	of	this	agreement	and	help	preserve	free	future	access	to	Project	Gutenberg™
electronic	works.	See	paragraph	1.E	below.

1.C.	The	Project	Gutenberg	Literary	Archive	Foundation	(“the	Foundation”	or	PGLAF),	owns	a	compilation
copyright	in	the	collection	of	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	works.	Nearly	all	the	individual	works	in	the	collection
are	in	the	public	domain	in	the	United	States.	If	an	individual	work	is	unprotected	by	copyright	law	in	the	United
States	and	you	are	located	in	the	United	States,	we	do	not	claim	a	right	to	prevent	you	from	copying,	distributing,
performing,	displaying	or	creating	derivative	works	based	on	the	work	as	long	as	all	references	to	Project
Gutenberg	are	removed.	Of	course,	we	hope	that	you	will	support	the	Project	Gutenberg™	mission	of	promoting
free	access	to	electronic	works	by	freely	sharing	Project	Gutenberg™	works	in	compliance	with	the	terms	of	this
agreement	for	keeping	the	Project	Gutenberg™	name	associated	with	the	work.	You	can	easily	comply	with	the
terms	of	this	agreement	by	keeping	this	work	in	the	same	format	with	its	attached	full	Project	Gutenberg™	License
when	you	share	it	without	charge	with	others.

1.D.	The	copyright	laws	of	the	place	where	you	are	located	also	govern	what	you	can	do	with	this	work.	Copyright
laws	in	most	countries	are	in	a	constant	state	of	change.	If	you	are	outside	the	United	States,	check	the	laws	of	your
country	in	addition	to	the	terms	of	this	agreement	before	downloading,	copying,	displaying,	performing,	distributing
or	creating	derivative	works	based	on	this	work	or	any	other	Project	Gutenberg™	work.	The	Foundation	makes	no
representations	concerning	the	copyright	status	of	any	work	in	any	country	other	than	the	United	States.

1.E.	Unless	you	have	removed	all	references	to	Project	Gutenberg:

1.E.1.	The	following	sentence,	with	active	links	to,	or	other	immediate	access	to,	the	full	Project	Gutenberg™
License	must	appear	prominently	whenever	any	copy	of	a	Project	Gutenberg™	work	(any	work	on	which	the	phrase
“Project	Gutenberg”	appears,	or	with	which	the	phrase	“Project	Gutenberg”	is	associated)	is	accessed,	displayed,
performed,	viewed,	copied	or	distributed:

This	eBook	is	for	the	use	of	anyone	anywhere	in	the	United	States	and	most	other	parts	of	the	world	at
no	cost	and	with	almost	no	restrictions	whatsoever.	You	may	copy	it,	give	it	away	or	re-use	it	under	the
terms	of	the	Project	Gutenberg	License	included	with	this	eBook	or	online	at	www.gutenberg.org.	If	you
are	not	located	in	the	United	States,	you	will	have	to	check	the	laws	of	the	country	where	you	are
located	before	using	this	eBook.

1.E.2.	If	an	individual	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	work	is	derived	from	texts	not	protected	by	U.S.	copyright	law
(does	not	contain	a	notice	indicating	that	it	is	posted	with	permission	of	the	copyright	holder),	the	work	can	be
copied	and	distributed	to	anyone	in	the	United	States	without	paying	any	fees	or	charges.	If	you	are	redistributing
or	providing	access	to	a	work	with	the	phrase	“Project	Gutenberg”	associated	with	or	appearing	on	the	work,	you
must	comply	either	with	the	requirements	of	paragraphs	1.E.1	through	1.E.7	or	obtain	permission	for	the	use	of	the
work	and	the	Project	Gutenberg™	trademark	as	set	forth	in	paragraphs	1.E.8	or	1.E.9.

1.E.3.	If	an	individual	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	work	is	posted	with	the	permission	of	the	copyright	holder,
your	use	and	distribution	must	comply	with	both	paragraphs	1.E.1	through	1.E.7	and	any	additional	terms	imposed
by	the	copyright	holder.	Additional	terms	will	be	linked	to	the	Project	Gutenberg™	License	for	all	works	posted	with
the	permission	of	the	copyright	holder	found	at	the	beginning	of	this	work.

1.E.4.	Do	not	unlink	or	detach	or	remove	the	full	Project	Gutenberg™	License	terms	from	this	work,	or	any	files
containing	a	part	of	this	work	or	any	other	work	associated	with	Project	Gutenberg™.

1.E.5.	Do	not	copy,	display,	perform,	distribute	or	redistribute	this	electronic	work,	or	any	part	of	this	electronic
work,	without	prominently	displaying	the	sentence	set	forth	in	paragraph	1.E.1	with	active	links	or	immediate
access	to	the	full	terms	of	the	Project	Gutenberg™	License.

1.E.6.	You	may	convert	to	and	distribute	this	work	in	any	binary,	compressed,	marked	up,	nonproprietary	or
proprietary	form,	including	any	word	processing	or	hypertext	form.	However,	if	you	provide	access	to	or	distribute
copies	of	a	Project	Gutenberg™	work	in	a	format	other	than	“Plain	Vanilla	ASCII”	or	other	format	used	in	the
official	version	posted	on	the	official	Project	Gutenberg™	website	(www.gutenberg.org),	you	must,	at	no	additional
cost,	fee	or	expense	to	the	user,	provide	a	copy,	a	means	of	exporting	a	copy,	or	a	means	of	obtaining	a	copy	upon
request,	of	the	work	in	its	original	“Plain	Vanilla	ASCII”	or	other	form.	Any	alternate	format	must	include	the	full
Project	Gutenberg™	License	as	specified	in	paragraph	1.E.1.

https://www.gutenberg.org/


1.E.7.	Do	not	charge	a	fee	for	access	to,	viewing,	displaying,	performing,	copying	or	distributing	any	Project
Gutenberg™	works	unless	you	comply	with	paragraph	1.E.8	or	1.E.9.

1.E.8.	You	may	charge	a	reasonable	fee	for	copies	of	or	providing	access	to	or	distributing	Project	Gutenberg™
electronic	works	provided	that:

•	You	pay	a	royalty	fee	of	20%	of	the	gross	profits	you	derive	from	the	use	of	Project	Gutenberg™	works	calculated
using	the	method	you	already	use	to	calculate	your	applicable	taxes.	The	fee	is	owed	to	the	owner	of	the	Project
Gutenberg™	trademark,	but	he	has	agreed	to	donate	royalties	under	this	paragraph	to	the	Project	Gutenberg
Literary	Archive	Foundation.	Royalty	payments	must	be	paid	within	60	days	following	each	date	on	which	you
prepare	(or	are	legally	required	to	prepare)	your	periodic	tax	returns.	Royalty	payments	should	be	clearly	marked
as	such	and	sent	to	the	Project	Gutenberg	Literary	Archive	Foundation	at	the	address	specified	in	Section	4,
“Information	about	donations	to	the	Project	Gutenberg	Literary	Archive	Foundation.”

•	You	provide	a	full	refund	of	any	money	paid	by	a	user	who	notifies	you	in	writing	(or	by	e-mail)	within	30	days	of
receipt	that	s/he	does	not	agree	to	the	terms	of	the	full	Project	Gutenberg™	License.	You	must	require	such	a	user
to	return	or	destroy	all	copies	of	the	works	possessed	in	a	physical	medium	and	discontinue	all	use	of	and	all
access	to	other	copies	of	Project	Gutenberg™	works.

•	You	provide,	in	accordance	with	paragraph	1.F.3,	a	full	refund	of	any	money	paid	for	a	work	or	a	replacement
copy,	if	a	defect	in	the	electronic	work	is	discovered	and	reported	to	you	within	90	days	of	receipt	of	the	work.

•	You	comply	with	all	other	terms	of	this	agreement	for	free	distribution	of	Project	Gutenberg™	works.

1.E.9.	If	you	wish	to	charge	a	fee	or	distribute	a	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	work	or	group	of	works	on	different
terms	than	are	set	forth	in	this	agreement,	you	must	obtain	permission	in	writing	from	the	Project	Gutenberg
Literary	Archive	Foundation,	the	manager	of	the	Project	Gutenberg™	trademark.	Contact	the	Foundation	as	set
forth	in	Section	3	below.

1.F.

1.F.1.	Project	Gutenberg	volunteers	and	employees	expend	considerable	effort	to	identify,	do	copyright	research	on,
transcribe	and	proofread	works	not	protected	by	U.S.	copyright	law	in	creating	the	Project	Gutenberg™	collection.
Despite	these	efforts,	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	works,	and	the	medium	on	which	they	may	be	stored,	may
contain	“Defects,”	such	as,	but	not	limited	to,	incomplete,	inaccurate	or	corrupt	data,	transcription	errors,	a
copyright	or	other	intellectual	property	infringement,	a	defective	or	damaged	disk	or	other	medium,	a	computer
virus,	or	computer	codes	that	damage	or	cannot	be	read	by	your	equipment.

1.F.2.	LIMITED	WARRANTY,	DISCLAIMER	OF	DAMAGES	-	Except	for	the	“Right	of	Replacement	or	Refund”
described	in	paragraph	1.F.3,	the	Project	Gutenberg	Literary	Archive	Foundation,	the	owner	of	the	Project
Gutenberg™	trademark,	and	any	other	party	distributing	a	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	work	under	this
agreement,	disclaim	all	liability	to	you	for	damages,	costs	and	expenses,	including	legal	fees.	YOU	AGREE	THAT
YOU	HAVE	NO	REMEDIES	FOR	NEGLIGENCE,	STRICT	LIABILITY,	BREACH	OF	WARRANTY	OR	BREACH	OF
CONTRACT	EXCEPT	THOSE	PROVIDED	IN	PARAGRAPH	1.F.3.	YOU	AGREE	THAT	THE	FOUNDATION,	THE
TRADEMARK	OWNER,	AND	ANY	DISTRIBUTOR	UNDER	THIS	AGREEMENT	WILL	NOT	BE	LIABLE	TO	YOU	FOR
ACTUAL,	DIRECT,	INDIRECT,	CONSEQUENTIAL,	PUNITIVE	OR	INCIDENTAL	DAMAGES	EVEN	IF	YOU	GIVE
NOTICE	OF	THE	POSSIBILITY	OF	SUCH	DAMAGE.

1.F.3.	LIMITED	RIGHT	OF	REPLACEMENT	OR	REFUND	-	If	you	discover	a	defect	in	this	electronic	work	within	90
days	of	receiving	it,	you	can	receive	a	refund	of	the	money	(if	any)	you	paid	for	it	by	sending	a	written	explanation
to	the	person	you	received	the	work	from.	If	you	received	the	work	on	a	physical	medium,	you	must	return	the
medium	with	your	written	explanation.	The	person	or	entity	that	provided	you	with	the	defective	work	may	elect	to
provide	a	replacement	copy	in	lieu	of	a	refund.	If	you	received	the	work	electronically,	the	person	or	entity
providing	it	to	you	may	choose	to	give	you	a	second	opportunity	to	receive	the	work	electronically	in	lieu	of	a
refund.	If	the	second	copy	is	also	defective,	you	may	demand	a	refund	in	writing	without	further	opportunities	to	fix
the	problem.

1.F.4.	Except	for	the	limited	right	of	replacement	or	refund	set	forth	in	paragraph	1.F.3,	this	work	is	provided	to
you	‘AS-IS’,	WITH	NO	OTHER	WARRANTIES	OF	ANY	KIND,	EXPRESS	OR	IMPLIED,	INCLUDING	BUT	NOT
LIMITED	TO	WARRANTIES	OF	MERCHANTABILITY	OR	FITNESS	FOR	ANY	PURPOSE.

1.F.5.	Some	states	do	not	allow	disclaimers	of	certain	implied	warranties	or	the	exclusion	or	limitation	of	certain
types	of	damages.	If	any	disclaimer	or	limitation	set	forth	in	this	agreement	violates	the	law	of	the	state	applicable
to	this	agreement,	the	agreement	shall	be	interpreted	to	make	the	maximum	disclaimer	or	limitation	permitted	by
the	applicable	state	law.	The	invalidity	or	unenforceability	of	any	provision	of	this	agreement	shall	not	void	the
remaining	provisions.

1.F.6.	INDEMNITY	-	You	agree	to	indemnify	and	hold	the	Foundation,	the	trademark	owner,	any	agent	or	employee
of	the	Foundation,	anyone	providing	copies	of	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	works	in	accordance	with	this
agreement,	and	any	volunteers	associated	with	the	production,	promotion	and	distribution	of	Project	Gutenberg™
electronic	works,	harmless	from	all	liability,	costs	and	expenses,	including	legal	fees,	that	arise	directly	or	indirectly
from	any	of	the	following	which	you	do	or	cause	to	occur:	(a)	distribution	of	this	or	any	Project	Gutenberg™	work,
(b)	alteration,	modification,	or	additions	or	deletions	to	any	Project	Gutenberg™	work,	and	(c)	any	Defect	you	cause.

Section	2.	Information	about	the	Mission	of	Project	Gutenberg™

Project	Gutenberg™	is	synonymous	with	the	free	distribution	of	electronic	works	in	formats	readable	by	the	widest



variety	of	computers	including	obsolete,	old,	middle-aged	and	new	computers.	It	exists	because	of	the	efforts	of
hundreds	of	volunteers	and	donations	from	people	in	all	walks	of	life.

Volunteers	and	financial	support	to	provide	volunteers	with	the	assistance	they	need	are	critical	to	reaching	Project
Gutenberg™’s	goals	and	ensuring	that	the	Project	Gutenberg™	collection	will	remain	freely	available	for
generations	to	come.	In	2001,	the	Project	Gutenberg	Literary	Archive	Foundation	was	created	to	provide	a	secure
and	permanent	future	for	Project	Gutenberg™	and	future	generations.	To	learn	more	about	the	Project	Gutenberg
Literary	Archive	Foundation	and	how	your	efforts	and	donations	can	help,	see	Sections	3	and	4	and	the	Foundation
information	page	at	www.gutenberg.org.

Section	3.	Information	about	the	Project	Gutenberg	Literary	Archive	Foundation

The	Project	Gutenberg	Literary	Archive	Foundation	is	a	non-profit	501(c)(3)	educational	corporation	organized
under	the	laws	of	the	state	of	Mississippi	and	granted	tax	exempt	status	by	the	Internal	Revenue	Service.	The
Foundation’s	EIN	or	federal	tax	identification	number	is	64-6221541.	Contributions	to	the	Project	Gutenberg
Literary	Archive	Foundation	are	tax	deductible	to	the	full	extent	permitted	by	U.S.	federal	laws	and	your	state’s
laws.

The	Foundation’s	business	office	is	located	at	809	North	1500	West,	Salt	Lake	City,	UT	84116,	(801)	596-1887.
Email	contact	links	and	up	to	date	contact	information	can	be	found	at	the	Foundation’s	website	and	official	page	at
www.gutenberg.org/contact

Section	4.	Information	about	Donations	to	the	Project	Gutenberg	Literary	Archive
Foundation

Project	Gutenberg™	depends	upon	and	cannot	survive	without	widespread	public	support	and	donations	to	carry
out	its	mission	of	increasing	the	number	of	public	domain	and	licensed	works	that	can	be	freely	distributed	in
machine-readable	form	accessible	by	the	widest	array	of	equipment	including	outdated	equipment.	Many	small
donations	($1	to	$5,000)	are	particularly	important	to	maintaining	tax	exempt	status	with	the	IRS.

The	Foundation	is	committed	to	complying	with	the	laws	regulating	charities	and	charitable	donations	in	all	50
states	of	the	United	States.	Compliance	requirements	are	not	uniform	and	it	takes	a	considerable	effort,	much
paperwork	and	many	fees	to	meet	and	keep	up	with	these	requirements.	We	do	not	solicit	donations	in	locations
where	we	have	not	received	written	confirmation	of	compliance.	To	SEND	DONATIONS	or	determine	the	status	of
compliance	for	any	particular	state	visit	www.gutenberg.org/donate.

While	we	cannot	and	do	not	solicit	contributions	from	states	where	we	have	not	met	the	solicitation	requirements,
we	know	of	no	prohibition	against	accepting	unsolicited	donations	from	donors	in	such	states	who	approach	us	with
offers	to	donate.

International	donations	are	gratefully	accepted,	but	we	cannot	make	any	statements	concerning	tax	treatment	of
donations	received	from	outside	the	United	States.	U.S.	laws	alone	swamp	our	small	staff.

Please	check	the	Project	Gutenberg	web	pages	for	current	donation	methods	and	addresses.	Donations	are
accepted	in	a	number	of	other	ways	including	checks,	online	payments	and	credit	card	donations.	To	donate,	please
visit:	www.gutenberg.org/donate

Section	5.	General	Information	About	Project	Gutenberg™	electronic	works

Professor	Michael	S.	Hart	was	the	originator	of	the	Project	Gutenberg™	concept	of	a	library	of	electronic	works
that	could	be	freely	shared	with	anyone.	For	forty	years,	he	produced	and	distributed	Project	Gutenberg™	eBooks
with	only	a	loose	network	of	volunteer	support.

Project	Gutenberg™	eBooks	are	often	created	from	several	printed	editions,	all	of	which	are	confirmed	as	not
protected	by	copyright	in	the	U.S.	unless	a	copyright	notice	is	included.	Thus,	we	do	not	necessarily	keep	eBooks	in
compliance	with	any	particular	paper	edition.

Most	people	start	at	our	website	which	has	the	main	PG	search	facility:	www.gutenberg.org.

This	website	includes	information	about	Project	Gutenberg™,	including	how	to	make	donations	to	the	Project
Gutenberg	Literary	Archive	Foundation,	how	to	help	produce	our	new	eBooks,	and	how	to	subscribe	to	our	email
newsletter	to	hear	about	new	eBooks.

https://www.gutenberg.org/donate/
https://www.gutenberg.org/

