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    Peter Pan & Other Magical Adventures For Children - 10 Classic Fantasy Books (Illustrated Edition) gathers in one volume ten works by J. M. Barrie that chart his most enduring imaginative territories. It presents the core Peter Pan canon alongside kindred novels and plays in which enchantment inflects everyday life. Readers will find children’s fantasies, adult novels with fairy interludes, and stage works where make-believe becomes a testing ground for character. The purpose is not to assemble an exhaustive oeuvre, but to give a coherent map of Barrie’s magical vision across forms, with illustrations to illuminate settings, moods, and the delicate shifts between wonder and reality.

Barrie’s writing moves between laughter and longing, a style at once playful and grave. He addresses readers directly, slips between narrator and stage manager, and invites complicity in theatrical illusion. Themes recur: the tension between childhood’s freedom and adulthood’s duty; the rescue and risk of imagination; the ache of time, memory, and missed chances; the consolations of storytelling. Across novels and plays, his characters negotiate the borders of parks, nurseries, streets, islands, and drawing rooms—threshold spaces where the fantastic plausibly enters. The lasting significance of his work lies in this double vision, making fantasy both a refuge and a moral inquiry.

The Peter Pan cycle appears here in four complementary forms. Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens offers an origin set amid London’s parkland; the stage play Peter Pan, or The Boy Who Wouldn’t Grow Up establishes the theatrical myth; Peter and Wendy transforms that play into a novelistic narrative; and When Wendy Grew Up reflects, briefly, on the passage of years. Together they show Barrie reimagining his material for different audiences and mediums. Each form preserves the premise of a boy who resists growing up while shifting emphasis—now on scenic marvels, now on narratorly intimacy, now on the sobering questions that shadow delight.

Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens emerges from a handful of chapters first told within a larger novel and later issued as a standalone, traditionally as an illustrated book. It imagines London’s gardens at twilight as a living fable, where birds, fairies, and infants mingle at the edges of adult perception. The tone is tender and mischievous, inviting readers to see familiar paths as thresholds to marvels. Its episodes form a prelude to the later adventures, establishing a mythic child’s-eye topography of bridges, gates, and trees that becomes a map of possibility—anchoring Barrie’s fantasy not in a far-off realm, but in a city’s green heart.

The Little White Bird is the capacious novel that first framed those garden tales. Its narrator, a solitary gentleman in London, discovers in his friendship with a child a path back to imagination, through which the Kensington episodes arise. The book mingles social observation, whimsical reverie, and intimate confession, shifting registers with ease. In collecting it here, alongside its later offshoots, this edition allows readers to witness how Barrie’s most famous character began as an interlude inside an adult story, and how the porous border between realism and fancy—already central to his art—could generate a folklore of modern childhood.

Peter and Wendy recasts the stage action as a novel, extending the narrator’s voice to shape atmosphere, pace, and irony. The premise is simple: a boy who refuses to grow up leads children to a place where play seems endless. Yet the book’s power lies in its mingled exuberance and foreboding, its rhythmic alternation of adventure and quiet. Scenes that on stage depend on spectacle become, in prose, interior moments, guided by an authorial presence that both delights and gently warns. The novel’s durable appeal arises from that balance—keeping faith with childhood’s rapture while admitting the costs of staying young.

Peter Pan, or The Boy Who Wouldn’t Grow Up is a theatrical invention built from resourceful stagecraft and pantomime heritage. Barrie’s script treats the theatre itself as a partner in wonder, turning machinery, scene changes, and audience awareness into part of the enchantment. The premise—children who fly off to adventures under a charismatic boy’s leadership—unfolds as a sequence of play-acts, songs, combats, and lullabies, each calibrated for performance. Within this design, the play continually tests loyalty, courage, and make-believe. To read it is to glimpse how Barrie wrote not only for characters and plot, but for light, movement, and communal imagination.

When Wendy Grew Up: An Afterthought is a brief dramatic piece that Barrie later appended to the world of Peter Pan. It looks back upon the original adventure from the vantage of time, asking what becomes of promises made in childhood when years advance. Though slight in length, it concentrates the cycle’s central concern: that delight and loss are inseparable. Its inclusion completes the arc traced in this collection, honoring Barrie’s habit of revisiting his creations to adjust tone, clarify emphasis, and acknowledge the audience’s changing age—an artistic candor that keeps the myth alive without pretending that clocks can be stilled.

Sentimental Tommy and its companion, Tommy and Grizel, record in novelistic depth the growth of an imaginative boy and the later consequences of his temperament. Set between a Scottish community and the wider world, these books explore how storytelling gifts can charm, distort, and demand responsibility. The first volume follows youthful ambition and the making of a writer; the second observes adulthood’s reckonings, especially in relationships shaped by earlier dreams. Though not fairy tales, they share with the Peter Pan works a fascination with the uses and perils of imagination, demonstrating Barrie’s range in prose: comic, affectionate, and unsparing by turns.

Dear Brutus is a play of second chances set during a peculiar house party, where a mysterious wood appears and invites its visitors to consider who they might otherwise have been. The title echoes Shakespeare and signals Barrie’s interest in fate, choice, and moral self-scrutiny. Fantasy functions here as a mirror rather than an escape, offering characters an altered perspective on their lives. The dramaturgy blends drawing-room comedy with a sudden incursion of the marvelous, showing Barrie’s command of tone. Read alongside the Peter Pan pieces, it reveals a consistent method: use enchantment to uncover the truths ordinary daylight conceals.

A Kiss for Cinderella reimagines a familiar fairy-tale motif within an urban setting, following a poor young woman whose resilience and dream-life transform hardship. Barrie interleaves humor and pathos, staging episodes that are at once fanciful and grounded in everyday detail. The play’s enchantment rises not from distant kingdoms but from a city’s doorsteps and lamplight, suggesting that kindness and imagination can make rooms into ballrooms and streets into stages. Its inclusion here underscores Barrie’s instinct for adapting folk patterns to modern life, shaping material suitable for family audiences while maintaining the moral nuance that keeps sentiment from turning thin.

Mary Rose stands among Barrie’s most haunting plays, a quietly supernatural tale about family, love, and the strange workings of time. Its atmosphere is one of hushed wonder and unease, as ordinary domestic scenes are touched by an otherworldly interruption that no one can fully explain. Rather than thrills, the play offers a lingering reverie, inviting audiences to contemplate absence, return, and the persistence of memory. Read with the rest of this collection, it completes a portrait of an author who made fantasy a serious instrument. These ten works, illustrated, introduce and deepen a world where innocence and experience meet.
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    J. M. Barrie was a Scottish novelist and playwright whose career bridged the late Victorian and Edwardian eras, and whose imaginative creations helped define modern fantasy for the stage and page. He is best known for conceiving Peter Pan, a figure that fused whimsy with poignant reflections on memory, loss, and the rites of growing up. Barrie built a distinctive voice that moved easily between intimate narration and theatrical enchantment, inviting audiences to collaborate in make-believe. His work connected the everyday with the marvelous, turning city parks, nurseries, and drawing rooms into thresholds where stories test the boundaries between innocence and experience.

Educated in Scotland, including study at the University of Edinburgh, Barrie began as a journalist before establishing himself as a writer of fiction and drama. The discipline of reporting honed his economy of detail, while exposure to London theatres sharpened his sense of stagecraft. He absorbed popular pantomime traditions and the storytelling cadences of Scottish lore, yet he rooted much of his fantasy in familiar places, especially Kensington Gardens. That park’s paths and ponds became an imaginative map for later tales, encouraging Barrie to treat the city as a landscape where chance meetings, bedtime rituals, and nursery games could blossom into myth.

Barrie’s novels Sentimental Tommy and Tommy and Grizel, published around the turn of the twentieth century, explore the costs and consolations of imagination. Through the figure of an aspiring storyteller, they test how creativity can both sustain and unsettle ordinary life. The Little White Bird soon extended his experiments with voice and embedded tales, mixing adult-aimed narrative with episodes of childlike wonder. Those pages introduced the beginnings of Peter Pan’s world, first as a glimmer within a broader novel rather than as a standalone hero. Readers encountered a writer probing memory, performance, and the ways fantasy refracts longing and responsibility.

Peter Pan emerged across several forms, each reframing its central idea. The stage version, Peter Pan, or The Boy Who Wouldn't Grow Up, brought audiences into a theatre of transformation where belief itself powered the action. Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens gathered the earlier episodes linked to the park, while Peter and Wendy offered a novelistic treatment that deepened characterization and atmosphere. Barrie later composed When Wendy Grew Up, an afterthought that returns to the story to consider time’s passing. Together these works built a mythology that was playful yet elegiac, attentive to the promises and limits of perpetual youth.

Beyond Peter Pan, Barrie pursued kindred questions in drama. Dear Brutus imagines a midsummer gathering where characters confront the lives they might have led, entwining enchantment with sober self-scrutiny. A Kiss for Cinderella mirrors a fairy tale against urban hardship, finding dignity in hope and make-believe. Mary Rose offers one of his most haunting meditations on memory and return, weaving a mystery that resists simple explanation. These plays consolidated his reputation for gentle irony, compassionate observation, and deft stage illusions. They show a writer using fantasy not to escape reality, but to clarify the desires and doubts shaping everyday choices.

Across genres, Barrie wrote about childhood as a state of perception rather than a fixed age, and about adulthood as a negotiation with duty, loss, and tenderness. He cultivated narrators who confide in readers, and he designed theatre that invites spectators to complete the effect through imagination. Recurrent motifs include flight and falling, second chances, and the fragile authority of bedtime stories. His prose and dialogue mingle humor with melancholy, trusting silence as much as speech. The result is a body of work that entertains while quietly questioning what it means to remember, to care, and to choose who we become.

In later years Barrie continued to revise and supervise revivals, stewarding his creations with unusual care. He assigned the rights to Peter Pan to Great Ormond Street Hospital for Children, ensuring that performances would benefit pediatric care and anchoring the tale’s generosity in civic life. The story and its companion plays remain fixtures of stages and classrooms, repeatedly adapted yet recognizably Barrie’s in tone and aim. His legacy endures in the language of Neverland and beyond: a reminder that fantasy can illuminate obligation, that laughter and longing are kin, and that imagination, responsibly used, is a public good.
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    These works by J. M. Barrie span the late Victorian era through the Edwardian years and into the First World War and early interwar period. Born in 1860, Barrie came of age as Britain’s cities expanded, the British Empire reached global influence, and popular entertainment diversified. He wrote journalism and Scottish village fiction in the 1890s before turning decisively to the London stage in the 1900s. Across this collection, readers move from fin‑de‑siècle anxieties about identity and belonging to wartime introspection and postwar mourning. The plays and novels were shaped by commercial theatre, mass‑market publishing, and a widening audience for children’s literature.

Late nineteenth- and early twentieth-century Britain saw a “golden age” of children’s fantasy, with writers such as Lewis Carroll, George MacDonald, and E. Nesbit popularizing dreamlike adventures set alongside everyday life. Educational reforms expanded schooling, and child welfare campaigns encouraged sentimental, protective views of childhood. At the same time, industrialization, crowded housing, and class division made urban childhood visibly precarious. Barrie’s fiction and drama negotiate these pressures, celebrating imagination and domestic nurture while registering unease about adulthood. The nursery, the park, and the theatre—spaces central to these texts—were themselves modern institutions shaped by reformist ideals, municipal planning, and a burgeoning culture of family leisure.

In The Little White Bird (1902), Barrie first introduced Peter Pan in episodes nested within an adult novel about London companionship and longing. The book reflects a fin‑de‑siècle fascination with childhood as a reservoir of innocence and creativity, a theme also visible in contemporary pedagogy and psychology. Set partly around Kensington Gardens, it converts a designed urban park into a fairy topography, registering how modern cities sought “green lungs” for health and recreation. Published at the end of Queen Victoria’s reign, it captures late Victorian ambivalence: admiration for domestic virtues and charity, yet a sense that the pressures of modern life threaten intimacy.

Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens (1906) extracts and amplifies the garden episodes from the earlier novel, pairing them with Arthur Rackham’s celebrated illustrations. The Edwardian taste for high‑quality gift books, made possible by advances in color printing and distribution, helped the work circulate widely. Its imaginative mapping of a real park onto a fairy geography mirrors a period when Londoners increasingly used public parks as spaces of respectable leisure. The text draws on nursery lore, bird‑watching enthusiasms, and folklore studies popularized in the era, channeling them into a modern fantasy that could be read by children yet appealed to adults’ nostalgia.

Peter Pan; or, the Boy Who Wouldn’t Grow Up premiered in London in 1904 amid a thriving West End that blended melodrama, musical comedy, and Christmas pantomime. New stage technologies—especially reliable electric lighting and improved rigging—enabled the flying effects that astonished audiences. Theatre remained under the Lord Chamberlain’s licensing, encouraging a family‑friendly holiday tradition into which Peter Pan neatly fit. The play’s mixture of comedy, sentiment, and adventure drew on pantomime conventions while inaugurating an annual ritual for many theatres. Its instant popularity reflects Edwardian appetite for spectacle and for narratives that made childhood both a sanctuary and a problem to ponder.

In 1911 Barrie novelized the play as Peter and Wendy, bringing the story into print at a moment when illustrated gift editions and international distribution enlarged his readership. The novel engages with imperial‑era adventure motifs familiar from Stevenson and Henty—pirates, mermaids, and “savages”—while centering anxieties about maturation, memory, and home. Its domestic scenes echo prevailing ideals of motherhood and the nursery as a moral haven, even as the book questions the costs of perpetual youth. F. D. Bedford’s illustrations further anchored the text within Edwardian visual culture, where pictures shaped how readers imagined fantasy spaces and heroic bodies.

When Wendy Grew Up: An Afterthought was written in 1908 for later stagings of Peter Pan, and it starkly acknowledges time’s passage. Composed amid debates over girls’ education, the “New Woman,” and suffrage activism, the piece refracts Edwardian arguments about what adulthood should mean for women and men. By envisioning childhood’s end from within a beloved fairy story, Barrie aligned his theatre with contemporary anxieties about adolescence as a newly theorized life stage. The addendum also suits a repertory tradition in which holiday plays invited recurring audiences to revisit familiar characters, now shadowed by the inevitabilities of real historical time.

Sentimental Tommy (1896) belongs to Barrie’s earlier Scottish fiction and to the broader kailyard tradition that presented small‑town life in affectionate detail. Written during rapid urbanization and mass migration from rural Scotland, the novel’s portrait of “Thrums” (a stand‑in for Kirriemuir) preserves community textures threatened by change. It explores the formation of a writer’s imagination in an era when cheap newspapers, lending libraries, and serialized fiction made literary careers thinkable. Educational expansion in Scotland, including higher literacy rates, lies in the background. The book’s emphasis on sentiment, artifice, and self‑fashioning anticipates later Barrie themes about role‑playing and performance.

Tommy and Grizel (1900) continues the story into adulthood, set on the eve of a century preoccupied with psychology, gender roles, and the ethics of ambition. Fin‑de‑siècle readers debated the costs of sentimental idealism and the demands of “manly” character; the novel situates such debates within intimate relationships and the pressures of artistic vocation. It also reflects a publishing marketplace that rewarded sequelization and character continuity. While steeped in small‑town Scottish settings, the narrative registers the pull of London as the imperial capital and cultural magnet, a place where provincial talents sought success yet risked alienation.

A Kiss for Cinderella (first staged in 1916) brought Barrie’s fairy‑tale imagination to wartime London. The play’s portrait of a poor young woman who dreams extravagantly while caring for children intersects with home‑front realities: rationing, displacement, and charity work. Theatre in 1916 functioned both as diversion and morale‑building; Barrie’s sentimental fantasy offered comfort without ignoring hardship. Its policeman character and night‑time city scenes draw on a metropolis under blackout conditions and aerial threat. The work adapts the Cinderella archetype to a modern urban setting, showing how fairy narratives were redeployed to affirm endurance and kindness during the First World War.

Dear Brutus (1917), titled after a line in Julius Caesar, stages the desire for second chances during the war’s darkest years. Audiences in Britain—subject to conscription, casualty lists, and air raids—confronted questions about fate and choice. Barrie’s enchanted wood offers temporary transformation rather than escapism, echoing contemporary debates about moral responsibility and personal reconstruction. The play’s structure aligns with a wartime theatre that balanced realism with allegory, inviting viewers to imagine renewal while acknowledging irrevocable loss. Its success reflects how the stage served as a civic forum where ethical reflection could occur under the pressures of national emergency.

Mary Rose (1920) arrived in the first years after the Armistice, when grief, spiritualism, and memorial culture permeated Britain. The play’s spectral atmosphere resonated with audiences who had experienced disappearance, waiting, and the distortion of time. Advances in stagecraft—subtle lighting, sound effects, and scene changes—supported its uncanny tone, while its island setting drew on Scottish folklore about places touched by otherworldly forces. Postwar theatre often asked how to honor the dead and live with absence; Mary Rose’s haunted domesticity participates in that larger cultural work, translating private mourning into a widely shared, contemplative theatrical experience.

Across the Peter Pan materials, imperial adventure and racialized caricature reflect common Edwardian conventions. Pirates carry echoes of boys’ books that glorified risk and mastery, while depictions of Indigenous peoples draw on stereotypes prevalent in popular literature and pantomime. Such elements were not unique to Barrie; they circulated through school stories, music‑hall sketches, and colonial news. Their presence illuminates how British audiences naturalized empire as background scenery for fantasy. Later readers have critiqued these portrayals, but historically they help situate the texts within a culture confident of imperial reach yet increasingly anxious about national vigor, education, and moral discipline.

The collection’s London is a crucible shaped by reform and spectacle. Kensington Gardens embodies municipal commitments to public health and orderly leisure. The nursery marks an ideal of domestic management linked to Victorian and Edwardian motherhood. By contrast, the street scenes of A Kiss for Cinderella evoke poverty that philanthropists and settlement workers sought to address. Between 1880 and 1914, debates over child labor, juvenile courts, and the protection of young people intensified, culminating in landmark measures such as the Children Act of 1908. Barrie’s tender yet anxious children register these reforms’ cultural logic as much as personal psychology.

Barrie’s ascent rode the period’s media ecology. The West End’s star system, improved touring circuits, and transatlantic partnerships carried Peter Pan rapidly to North America, where celebrated actresses took the title role. Photographs, souvenir programs, and illustrated editions cemented iconography; half‑tone reproduction and color plates made images widely affordable. Annual holiday revivals turned the play into a seasonal institution, while early cinema—most notably a silent feature in 1924—extended its reach. These networks connected literary publication and theatrical experience, allowing characters to circulate between page and stage, and ensuring that Barrie’s blend of whimsy and moral rumination entered mass memory.

The works’ reception produced lasting cultural institutions. In 1912 a statue of Peter Pan appeared in Kensington Gardens, commissioned by Barrie and sculpted by George Frampton, inscribing the character onto London’s landscape. In 1929 Barrie assigned the royalties of Peter Pan to Great Ormond Street Hospital for Children, binding the tale to a philanthropic legacy. Throughout the twentieth century, productions adjusted costuming, casting, and framing to address shifting sensibilities, while scholars examined the texts’ gender ideals and imperial assumptions. Yet the core appeal—childhood as a site of wonder and ethical testing—has kept the works continuously in print and performance.

Taken together, this collection traces British culture from the sentimental village of the 1890s through Edwardian fantasy to the somber self‑scrutiny of war and its aftermath. Barrie’s plays and novels are steeped in their historical circumstances—urban parks and nursery reform, imperial confidence and doubt, theatrical innovation and mass media—and they respond to them with a distinctive mixture of enchantment and unease. Later readers have reinterpreted the works through feminist, psychological, and postcolonial lenses, finding both limitation and insight. As historical documents and living artworks, these stories invite audiences to consider why societies imagine childhood when confronting the demands of modern history.
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    The Peter Pan Cycle (Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens; Peter and Wendy; Peter Pan, or The Boy Who Wouldn't Grow Up; When Wendy Grew Up)
From the nursery and London’s parks to the far edge of Neverland, these interlinked tales follow a boy who resists the pull of adulthood and the children drawn into his orbit. Adventures with fairies, Lost Boys, and pirates showcase exhilarating freedom and audacious play, while return visits and partings test loyalties and the costs of staying young. The tone braids mischief and wonder with a quiet melancholy, reflecting on memory, home, and the compromises growing up demands.
The Little White Bird
This work blends a London narrator’s wry, tender reflections with a fairy-haunted story set in Kensington Gardens, where a small, airborne child moves among birds and the park’s secret night-life. Scenes of make-believe gradually probe the narrator’s complicated need for connection and the ambiguities of caretaking. Intimate and wistful, it explores how imagination can comfort adults even as it exposes their vulnerabilities.
The Tommy Novels (Sentimental Tommy; Tommy and Grizel)
These paired novels chart the rise of an inventive boy from a Scottish community into a man whose gift for turning life into story both attracts and imperils those he loves. Together they examine ambition, romance, and responsibility as Tommy’s charm encounters the hard terms of work, friendship, and commitment—especially in his turbulent bond with Grizel. Wry humor and acute psychological detail combine in a bittersweet study of self-invention and its moral cost.
Plays of Enchantment and Second Chances (Dear Brutus; A Kiss for Cinderella; Mary Rose)
Each of these plays stages an encounter with enchantment that reveals hidden selves and the longing for renewal. A mysterious gathering opens onto a wood where characters glimpse the lives they might have led; a modern Cinderella’s unassuming courage reframes wishful fantasy amid hardship; and a haunted island home binds a family to the strange eddies of time. Lyrical and gently eerie, they probe memory, love, and the fragile border between dream and duty.
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    The Kensington Gardens are in London, where the King lives.
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    Map of Peter Pan's Kensington Gardens
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  You must see for yourselves that it will be difficult to follow Peter Pan's adventures unless you are familiar with the Kensington Gardens. They are in London, where the King lives, and I used to take David there nearly every day unless he was looking decidedly flushed. No child has ever been in the whole of the Gardens, because it is so soon time to turn back. The reason it is soon time to turn back is that, if you are as small as David, you sleep from twelve to one. If your mother was not so sure that you sleep from twelve to one, you could most likely see the whole of them.
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  The Gardens are bounded on one side by a never-ending line of omnibuses, over which your nurse has such authority that if she holds up her finger to any one of them it stops immediately. She then crosses with you in safety to the other side. There are more gates to the Gardens than one gate, but that is the one you go in at, and before you go in you speak to the lady with the balloons, who sits just outside. This is as near to being inside as she may venture, because, if she were to let go her hold of the railings for one moment, the balloons would lift her up, and she would be flown away. She sits very squat, for the balloons are always tugging at her, and the strain has given her quite a red face. Once she was a new one, because the old one had let go, and David was very sorry for the old one, but as she did let go, he wished he had been there to see.
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    The lady with the balloons, who sits just outside.

  


  The Gardens are a tremendous big place, with millions and hundreds of trees; and first you come to the Figs, but you scorn to loiter there, for the Figs is the resort of superior little persons, who are forbidden to mix with the commonalty, and is so named, according to legend, because they dress in full fig. These dainty ones are themselves contemptuously called Figs by David and other heroes, and you have a key to the manners and customs of this dandiacal section of the Gardens when I tell you that cricket is called crickets here. Occasionally a rebel Fig climbs over the fence into the world, and such a one was Miss Mabel Grey, of whom I shall tell you when we come to Miss Mabel Grey's gate. She was the only really celebrated Fig.


  We are now in the Broad Walk, and it is as much bigger than the other walks as your father is bigger than you. David wondered if it began little, and grew and grew, until it was quite grown up, and whether the other walks are its babies, and he drew a picture, which diverted him very much, of the Broad Walk giving a tiny walk an airing in a perambulator. In the Broad Walk you meet all the people who are worth knowing, and there is usually a grown-up with them to prevent them going on the damp grass, and to make them stand disgraced at the corner of a seat if they have been mad-dog or Mary-Annish. To be Mary-Annish is to behave like a girl, whimpering because nurse won't carry you, or simpering with your thumb in your mouth, and it is a hateful quality; but to be mad-dog is to kick out at everything, and there is some satisfaction in that.


  If I were to point out all the notable places as we pass up the Broad Walk, it would be time to turn back before we reach them, and I simply wave my stick at Cecco Hewlett's Tree, that memorable spot where a boy called Cecco lost his penny, and, looking for it, found twopence. There has been a good deal of excavation going on there ever since. Farther up the walk is the little wooden house in which Marmaduke Perry hid. There is no more awful story of the Gardens than this of Marmaduke Perry, who had been Mary-Annish three days in succession, and was sentenced to appear in the Broad Walk dressed in his sister's clothes. He hid in the little wooden house, and refused to emerge until they brought him knickerbockers with pockets.


  You now try to go to the Round Pond, but nurses hate it, because they are not really manly, and they make you look the other way, at the Big Penny and the Baby's Palace. She was the most celebrated baby of the Gardens, and lived in the palace all alone, with ever so many dolls, so people rang the bell, and up she got out of her bed, though it was past six o'clock, and she lighted a candle and opened the door in her nighty, and then they all cried with great rejoicings, 'Hail, Queen of England!' What puzzled David most was how she knew where the matches were kept. The Big Penny is a statue about her.


  Next we come to the Hump, which is the part of the Broad Walk where all the big races are run; and even though you had no intention of running you do run when you come to the Hump, it is such a fascinating, slide-down kind of place. Often you stop when you have run about half-way down it, and then you are lost; but there is another little wooden house near here, called the Lost House, and so you tell the man that you are lost and then he finds you. It is glorious fun racing down the Hump, but you can't do it on windy days because then you are not there, but the fallen leaves do it instead of you. There is almost nothing that has such a keen sense of fun as a fallen leaf.


  From the Hump we can see the gate that is called after Miss Mabel Grey, the Fig I promised to tell you about. There were always two nurses with her, or else one mother and one nurse, and for a long time she was a pattern-child who always coughed off the table and said, 'How do you do?' to the other Figs, and the only game she played at was flinging a ball gracefully and letting the nurse bring it back to her. Then one day she tired of it all and went mad-dog, and, first, to show that she really was mad-dog, she unloosened both her boot-laces and put out her tongue east, west, north, and south. She then flung her sash into a puddle and danced on it till dirty water was squirted over her frock, after which she climbed the fence and had a series of incredible adventures, one of the least of which was that she kicked off both her boots. At last she came to the gate that is now called after her, out of which she ran into streets David and I have never been in though we have heard them roaring, and still she ran on and would never again have been heard of had not her mother jumped into a 'bus and thus overtaken her. It all happened, I should say, long ago, and this is not the Mabel Grey whom David knows.


  Returning up the Broad Walk we have on our right the Baby Walk, which is so full of perambulators that you could cross from side to side stepping on babies, but the nurses won't let you do it. From this walk a passage called Bunting's Thumb, because it is that length, leads into Picnic Street, where there are real kettles, and chestnut-blossom falls into your mug as you are drinking. Quite common children picnic here also, and the blossom falls into their mugs just the same.


  Next comes St. Govor's Well, which was full of water when Malcolm the Bold fell into it. He was his mother's favourite, and he let her put her arm round his neck in public because she was a widow; but he was also partial to adventures, and liked to play with a chimney-sweep who had killed a good many bears. The sweep's name was Sooty, and one day, when they were playing near the well, Malcolm fell in and would have been drowned had not Sooty dived in and rescued him; and the water had washed Sooty clean, and he now stood revealed as Malcolm's long-lost father. So Malcolm would not let his mother put her arm round his neck any more.


  Between the well and the Round Pond are the cricket pitches, and frequently the choosing of sides exhausts so much time that there is scarcely any cricket. Everybody wants to bat first, and as soon as he is out he bowls unless you are the better wrestler, and while you are wrestling with him the fielders have scattered to play at something else. The Gardens are noted for two kinds of cricket: boy cricket, which is real cricket with a bat, and girl cricket, which is with a racquet and the governess. Girls can't really play cricket, and when you are watching their futile efforts you make funny sounds at them. Nevertheless, there was a very disagreeable incident one day when some forward girls challenged David's team, and a disturbing creature called Angela Clare sent down so many yorkers that—However, instead of telling you the result of that regrettable match I shall pass on hurriedly to the Round Pond, which is the wheel that keeps all the Gardens going.


  It is round because it is in the very middle of the Gardens, and when you are come to it you never want to go any farther. You can't be good all the time at the Round Pond, however much you try. You can be good in the Broad Walk all the time, but not at the Round Pond, and the reason is that you forget, and, when you remember, you are so wet that you may as well be wetter. There are men who sail boats on the Round Pond, such big boats that they bring them in barrows, and sometimes in perambulators, and then the baby has to walk. The bow-legged children in the Gardens are those who had to walk too soon because their father needed the perambulator.


  You always want to have a yacht to sail on the Round Pond, and in the end your uncle gives you one; and to carry it to the pond the first day is splendid, also to talk about it to boys who have no uncle is splendid, but soon you like to leave it at home. For the sweetest craft that slips her moorings in the Round Pond is what is called a stick-boat, because she is rather like a stick until she is in the water and you are holding the string. Then as you walk round, pulling her, you see little men running about her deck, and sails rise magically and catch the breeze, and you put in on dirty nights at snug harbours which are unknown to the lordly yachts. Night passes in a twink, and again your rakish craft noses for the wind, whales spout, you glide over buried cities, and have brushes with pirates, and cast anchor on coral isles. You are a solitary boy while all this is taking place, for two boys together cannot adventure far upon the Round Pond, and though you may talk to yourself throughout the voyage, giving orders and executing them with despatch, you know not, when it is time to go home, where you have been or what swelled your sails; your treasure-trove is all locked away in your hold, so to speak, which will be opened, perhaps, by another little boy many years afterwards.


  But those yachts have nothing in their hold. Does any one return to this haunt of his youth because of the yachts that used to sail it? Oh no. It is the stick-boat that is freighted with memories. The yachts are toys, their owner a fresh-water mariner; they can cross and recross a pond only while the stick-boat goes to sea. You yachtsmen with your wands, who think we are all there to gaze on you, your ships are only accidents of this place, and were they all to be boarded and sunk by the ducks, the real business of the Round Pond would be carried on as usual.


  Paths from everywhere crowd like children to the pond. Some of them are ordinary paths, which have a rail on each side, and are made by men with their coats off, but others are vagrants, wide at one spot, and at another so narrow that you can stand astride them. They are called Paths that have Made Themselves, and David did wish he could see them doing it. But, like all the most wonderful things that happen in the Gardens, it is done, we concluded, at night after the gates are closed. We have also decided that the paths make themselves because it is their only chance of getting to the Round Pond.


  One of these gypsy paths comes from the place where the sheep get their hair cut. When David shed his curls at the hair-dressers, I am told, he said good-bye to them without a tremor, though his mother has never been quite the same bright creature since; so he despises the sheep as they run from their shearer, and calls out tauntingly, 'Cowardy, cowardy custard!' But when the man grips them between his legs David shakes a fist at him for using such big scissors. Another startling moment is when the man turns back the grimy wool from the sheeps' shoulders and they look suddenly like ladies in the stalls of a theatre. The sheep are so frightened by the shearing that it makes them quite white and thin, and as soon as they are set free they begin to nibble the grass at once, quite anxiously, as if they feared that they would never be worth eating. David wonders whether they know each other, now that they are so different, and if it makes them fight with the wrong ones. They are great fighters, and thus so unlike country sheep that every year they give my St. Bernard dog, Porthos, a shock. He can make a field of country sheep fly by merely announcing his approach, but these town sheep come toward him with no promise of gentle entertainment, and then a light from last year breaks upon Porthos. He cannot with dignity retreat, but he stops and looks about him as if lost in admiration of the scenery, and presently he strolls away with a fine indifference and a glint at me from the corner of his eye.


  [image: ]


  The Serpentine begins near here. It is a lovely lake, and there is a drowned forest at the bottom of it. If you peer over the edge you can see the trees all growing upside down, and they say that at night there are also drowned stars in it. If so, Peter Pan sees them when he is sailing across the lake in the Thrush's Nest. A small part only of the Serpentine is in the Gardens, for soon it passes beneath a bridge to far away where the island is on which all the birds are born that become baby boys and girls. No one who is human, except Peter Pan (and he is only half human), can land on the island, but you may write what you want (boy or girl, dark or fair) on a piece of paper, and then twist it into the shape of a boat and slip it into the water, and it reaches Peter Pan's island after dark.


  We are on the way home now, though of course, it is all pretence that we can go to so many of the places in one day. I should have had to be carrying David long ago, and resting on every seat like old Mr. Salford. That was what we called him, because he always talked to us of a lovely place called Salford where he had been born. He was a crab-apple of an old gentleman who wandered all day in the Gardens from seat to seat trying to fall in with somebody who was acquainted with the town of Salford, and when we had known him for a year or more we actually did meet another aged solitary who had once spent Saturday to Monday in Salford. He was meek and timid, and carried his address inside his hat, and whatever part of London he was in search of he always went to Westminster Abbey first as a starting-point. Him we carried in triumph to our other friend, with the story of that Saturday to Monday, and never shall I forget the gloating joy with which Mr. Salford leapt at him. They have been cronies ever since, and I noticed that Mr. Salford, who naturally does most of the talking, keeps tight grip of the other old man's coat.
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    Old Mr. Salford was a crab-apple of an old gentleman who wandered all day in the Gardens.

  


  The two last places before you come to our gate are the Dog's Cemetery and the chaffinches nest, but we pretend not to know what the Dog's Cemetery is, as Porthos is always with us. The nest is very sad. It is quite white, and the way we found it was wonderful. We were having another look among the bushes for David's lost worsted ball, and instead of the ball we found a lovely nest made of the worsted, and containing four eggs, with scratches on them very like David's handwriting, so we think they must have been the mother's love-letters to the little ones inside. Every day we were in the Gardens we paid a call at the nest, taking care that no cruel boy should see us, and we dropped crumbs, and soon the bird knew us as friends, and sat in the nest looking at us kindly with her shoulders hunched up. But one day when we went there were only two eggs in the nest, and the next time there were none. The saddest part of it was that the poor little chaffinch fluttered about the bushes, looking so reproachfully at us that we knew she thought we had done it; and though David tried to explain to her, it was so long since he had spoken the bird language that I fear she did not understand. He and I left the Gardens that day with our knuckles in our eyes.


  II.

  Peter Pan
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  If you ask your mother whether she knew about Peter Pan when she was a little girl, she will say, 'Why, of course I did, child'; and if you ask her whether he rode on a goat in those days, she will say, 'What a foolish question to ask; certainly he did.' Then if you ask your grandmother whether she knew about Peter Pan when she was a girl, she also says, 'Why, of course I did, child,' but if you ask her whether he rode on a goat in those days, she says she never heard of his having a goat. Perhaps she has forgotten, just as she sometimes forgets your name and calls you Mildred, which is your mother's name. Still, she could hardly forget such an important thing as the goat. Therefore there was no goat when your grandmother was a little girl. This shows that, in telling the story of Peter Pan, to begin with the goat (as most people do) is as silly as to put on your jacket before your vest.


  Of course, it also shows that Peter is ever so old, but he is really always the same age, so that does not matter in the least. His age is one week, and though he was born so long ago he has never had a birthday, nor is there the slightest chance of his ever having one. The reason is that he escaped from being a human when he was seven days old; he escaped by the window and flew back to the Kensington Gardens.


  If you think he was the only baby who ever wanted to escape, it shows how completely you have forgotten your own young days. When David heard this story first he was quite certain that he had never tried to escape, but I told him to think back hard, pressing his hands to his temples, and when he had done this hard, and even harder, he distinctly remembered a youthful desire to return to the tree-tops, and with that memory came others, as that he had lain in bed planning to escape as soon as his mother was asleep, and how she had once caught him half-way up the chimney. All children could have such recollections if they would press their hands hard to their temples, for, having been birds before they were human, they are naturally a little wild during the first few weeks, and very itchy at the shoulders, where their wings used to be. So David tells me.


  I ought to mention here that the following is our way with a story: First I tell it to him, and then he tells it to me, the understanding being that it is quite a different story; and then I retell it with his additions, and so we go on until no one could say whether it is more his story or mine. In this story of Peter Pan, for instance, the bald narrative and most of the moral reflections are mine, though not all, for this boy can be a stern moralist; but the interesting bits about the ways and customs of babies in the bird-stage are mostly reminiscences of David's, recalled by pressing his hands to his temples and thinking hard.


  Well, Peter Pan got out by the window, which had no bars. Standing on the ledge he could see trees far away, which were doubtless the Kensington Gardens, and the moment he saw them he entirely forgot that he was now a little boy in a nightgown, and away he flew, right over the houses to the Gardens. It is wonderful that he could fly without wings, but the place itched tremendously, and—and—perhaps we could all fly if we were as dead-confident-sure of our capacity to do it as was bold Peter Pan that evening.


  He alighted gaily on the open sward, between the Baby's Palace and the Serpentine, and the first thing he did was to lie on his back and kick. He was quite unaware already that he had ever been human, and thought he was a bird, even in appearance, just the same as in his early days, and when he tried to catch a fly he did not understand that the reason he missed it was because he had attempted to seize it with his hand, which, of course, a bird never does. He saw, however, that it must be past Lock-out Time, for there were a good many fairies about, all too busy to notice him; they were getting breakfast ready, milking their cows, drawing water, and so on, and the sight of the water-pails made him thirsty, so he flew over to the Round Pond to have a drink. He stooped and dipped his beak in the pond; he thought it was his beak, but, of course, it was only his nose, and therefore, very little water came up, and that not so refreshing as usual, so next he tried a puddle, and he fell flop into it. When a real bird falls in flop, he spreads out his feathers and pecks them dry, but Peter could not remember what was the thing to do, and he decided rather sulkily to go to sleep on the weeping-beech in the Baby Walk.


  At first he found some difficulty in balancing himself on a branch, but presently he remembered the way, and fell asleep. He awoke long before morning, shivering, and saying to himself, 'I never was out on such a cold night'; he had really been out on colder nights when he was a bird, but, of course, as everybody knows, what seems a warm night to a bird is a cold night to a boy in a nightgown. Peter also felt strangely uncomfortable, as if his head was stuffy; he heard loud noises that made him look round sharply, though they were really himself sneezing. There was something he wanted very much, but, though he knew he wanted it, he could not think what it was. What he wanted so much was his mother to blow his nose, but that never struck him, so he decided to appeal to the fairies for enlightenment. They are reputed to know a good deal.


  There were two of them strolling along the Baby Walk, with their arms round each other's waists, and he hopped down to address them. The fairies have their tiffs with the birds, but they usually give a civil answer to a civil question, and he was quite angry when these two ran away the moment they saw him. Another was lolling on a garden chair, reading a postage-stamp which some human had let fall, and when he heard Peter's voice he popped in alarm behind a tulip.
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    When he heard Peter's voice he popped in alarm behind a tulip.

  


  To Peter's bewilderment he discovered that every fairy he met fled from him. A band of workmen, who were sawing down a toadstool, rushed away, leaving their tools behind them. A milkmaid turned her pail upside down and hid in it. Soon the Gardens were in an uproar. Crowds of fairies were running this way and that, asking each other stoutly who was afraid; lights were extinguished, doors barricaded, and from the grounds of Queen Mab's palace came the rub-a-dub of drums, showing that the royal guard had been called out. A regiment of Lancers came charging down the Broad Walk, armed with holly-leaves, with which they jag the enemy horribly in passing. Peter heard the little people crying everywhere that there was a human in the Gardens after Lock-out Time, but he never thought for a moment that he was the human. He was feeling stuffier and stuffier, and more and more wistful to learn what he wanted done to his nose, but he pursued them with the vital question in vain; the timid creatures ran from him, and even the Lancers, when he approached them up the Hump, turned swiftly into a side-walk, on the pretence that they saw him there.


  Despairing of the fairies, he resolved to consult the birds, but now he remembered, as an odd thing, that all the birds on the weeping-beech had flown away when he alighted on it, and though this had not troubled him at the time, he saw its meaning now. Every living thing was shunning him. Poor little Peter Pan! he sat down and cried, and even then he did not know that, for a bird, he was sitting on his wrong part. It is a blessing that he did not know, for otherwise he would have lost faith in his power to fly, and the moment you doubt whether you can fly, you cease for ever to be able to do it. The reason birds can fly and we can't is simply that they have perfect faith, for to have faith is to have wings.


  Now, except by flying, no one can reach the island in the Serpentine, for the boats of humans are forbidden to land there, and there are stakes round it, standing up in the water, on each of which a bird-sentinel sits by day and night. It was to the island that Peter now flew to put his strange case before old Solomon Caw, and he alighted on it with relief, much heartened to find himself at last at home, as the birds call the island. All of them were asleep, including the sentinels, except Solomon, who was wide awake on one side, and he listened quietly to Peter's adventures, and then told him their true meaning.
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    Put his strange case before old Solomon Caw.

  


  'Look at your nightgown, if you don't believe me,' Solomon said; and with staring eyes Peter looked at his nightgown, and then at the sleeping birds. Not one of them wore anything.


  'How many of your toes are thumbs?' said Solomon a little cruelly, and Peter saw to his consternation, that all his toes were fingers. The shock was so great that it drove away his cold.


  'Ruffle your feathers,' said that grim old Solomon, and Peter tried most desperately hard to ruffle his feathers, but he had none. Then he rose up, quaking, and for the first time since he stood on the window ledge, he remembered a lady who had been very fond of him.


  'I think I shall go back to mother,' he said timidly.


  'Good-bye,' replied Solomon Caw with a queer look.


  But Peter hesitated. 'Why don't you go?' the old one asked politely.


  'I suppose,' said Peter huskily, 'I suppose I can still fly.'


  You see he had lost faith.


  'Poor little half-and-half!' said Solomon, who was not really hard-hearted, 'you will never be able to fly again, not even on windy days. You must live here on the island always.'


  'And never even go to the Kensington Gardens?' Peter asked tragically.


  'How could you get across?' said Solomon. He promised very kindly, however, to teach Peter as many of the bird ways as could be learned by one of such an awkward shape.


  'Then I shan't be exactly a human?' Peter asked.


  'No.'


  'Nor exactly a bird?'


  'No.'


  'What shall I be?'


  'You will be a Betwixt-and-Between,' Solomon said, and certainly he was a wise old fellow, for that is exactly how it turned out.


  The birds on the island never got used to him. His oddities tickled them every day, as if they were quite new, though it was really the birds that were new. They came out of the eggs daily, and laughed at him at once; then off they soon flew to be humans, and other birds came out of other eggs; and so it went on for ever. The crafty mother-birds, when they tired of sitting on their eggs, used to get the young ones to break their shells a day before the right time by whispering to them that now was their chance to see Peter washing or drinking or eating. Thousands gathered round him daily to watch him do these things, just as you watch the peacocks, and they screamed with delight when he lifted the crusts they flung him with his hands instead of in the usual way with the mouth. All his food was brought to him from the Gardens at Solomon's orders by the birds. He would not eat worms or insects (which they thought very silly of him), so they brought him bread in their beaks. Thus, when you cry out, 'Greedy! Greedy!' to the bird that flies away with the big crust, you know now that you ought not to do this, for he is very likely taking it to Peter Pan.


  Peter wore no nightgown now. You see, the birds were always begging him for bits of it to line their nests with, and, being very good-natured, he could not refuse, so by Solomon's advice he had hidden what was left of it. But, though he was now quite naked, you must not think that he was cold or unhappy. He was usually very happy and gay, and the reason was that Solomon had kept his promise and taught him many of the bird ways. To be easily pleased, for instance, and always to be really doing something, and to think that whatever he was doing was a thing of vast importance. Peter became very clever at helping the birds to build their nests; soon he could build better than a wood-pigeon, and nearly as well as a blackbird, though never did he satisfy the finches, and he made nice little water-troughs near the nests and dug up worms for the young ones with his fingers. He also became very learned in bird-lore, and knew an east wind from a west wind by its smell, and he could see the grass growing and hear the insects walking about inside the tree-trunks. But the best thing Solomon had done was to teach him to have a glad heart. All birds have glad hearts unless you rob their nests, and so as they were the only kind of heart Solomon knew about, it was easy to him to teach Peter how to have one.


  Peter's heart was so glad that he felt he must sing all day long, just as the birds sing for joy, but, being partly human, he needed an instrument, so he made a pipe of reeds, and he used to sit by the shore of the island of an evening, practising the sough of the wind and the ripple of the water, and catching handfuls of the shine of the moon, and he put them all in his pipe and played them so beautifully that even the birds were deceived, and they would say to each other, 'Was that a fish leaping in the water or was it Peter playing leaping fish on his pipe?' And sometimes he played the birth of birds, and then the mothers would turn round in their nests to see whether they had laid an egg. If you are a child of the Gardens you must know the chestnut-tree near the bridge, which comes out in flower first of all the chestnuts, but perhaps you have not heard why this tree leads the way. It is because Peter wearies for summer and plays that it has come, and the chestnut being so near, hears him and is cheated.


  But as Peter sat by the shore tootling divinely on his pipe he sometimes fell into sad thoughts, and then the music became sad also, and the reason of all this sadness was that he could not reach the Gardens, though he could see them through the arch of the bridge. He knew he could never be a real human again, and scarcely wanted to be one, but oh! how he longed to play as other children play, and of course there is no such lovely place to play in as the Gardens. The birds brought him news of how boys and girls play, and wistful tears started in Peter's eyes.


  Perhaps you wonder why he did not swim across. The reason was that he could not swim. He wanted to know how to swim, but no one on the island knew the way except the ducks, and they are so stupid. They were quite willing to teach him, but all they could say about it was, 'You sit down on the top of the water in this way, and then you kick out like that.' Peter tried it often, but always before he could kick out he sank. What he really needed to know was how you sit on the water without sinking, and they said it was quite impossible to explain such an easy thing as that. Occasionally swans touched on the island, and he would give them all his day's food and then ask them how they sat on the water, but as soon as he had no more to give them the hateful things hissed at him and sailed away.


  Once he really thought he had discovered a way of reaching the Gardens. A wonderful white thing, like a runaway newspaper, floated high over the island and then tumbled, rolling over and over after the manner of a bird that has broken its wing. Peter was so frightened that he hid, but the birds told him it was only a kite, and what a kite is, and that it must have tugged its string out of a boy's hand, and soared away. After that they laughed at Peter for being so fond of the kite; he loved it so much that he even slept with one hand on it, and I think this was pathetic and pretty, for the reason he loved it was because it had belonged to a real boy.


  To the birds this was a very poor reason, but the older ones felt grateful to him at this time because he had nursed a number of fledglings through the German measles, and they offered to show him how birds fly a kite. So six of them took the end of the string in their beaks and flew away with it; and to his amazement it flew after them and went even higher than they.


  Peter screamed out, 'Do it again!' and with great good-nature they did it several times, and always instead of thanking them he cried, 'Do it again!' which shows that even now he had not quite forgotten what it was to be a boy.


  At last, with a grand design burning within his brave heart, he begged them to do it once more with him clinging to the tail, and now a hundred flew off with the string, and Peter clung to the tail, meaning to drop off when he was over the Gardens. But the kite broke to pieces in the air, and he would have been drowned in the Serpentine had he not caught hold of two indignant swans and made them carry him to the island. After this the birds said that they would help him no more in his mad enterprise.
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    After this the birds said that they would help him no more in his mad enterprise.

  


  Nevertheless, Peter did reach the Gardens at last by the help of Shelley's boat, as I am now to tell you.


  III.

  The Thrush's Nest
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  Shelley was a young gentleman and as grown-up as he need ever expect to be. He was a poet; and they are never exactly grown-up. They are people who despise money except what you need for to-day, and he had all that and five pounds over. So, when he was walking in the Kensington Gardens, he made a paper boat of his bank-note, and sent it sailing on the Serpentine.


  It reached the island at night; and the look-out brought it to Solomon Caw, who thought at first that it was the usual thing, a message from a lady, saying she would be obliged if he could let her have a good one. They always ask for the best one he has, and if he likes the letter he sends one from Class A, but if it ruffles him he sends very funny ones indeed. Sometimes he sends none at all, and at another time he sends a nestful; it all depends on the mood you catch him in. He likes you to leave it all to him, and if you mention particularly that you hope he will see his way to making it a boy this time, he is almost sure to send another girl. And whether you are a lady or only a little boy who wants a baby-sister, always take pains to write your address clearly. You can't think what a lot of babies Solomon has sent to the wrong house.


  Shelley's boat, when opened, completely puzzled
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