


I
i
".

Four t twents marvel-<

lous Tales, being one Sor

each hour o fthe dak;
written t illustrated
By
Howard Pyle.
E mbellished with Cerses b%
9\/ Katharine Ple.

ew Y ork, printed 4%

T2 L NS S

e N
\\t\ RO

9

Lo ..

b Harper $ Brothers,

AN i -
7 ‘




N he Rooms were cold, the Hearth was grey:
@] Asleep in the ashes the Kokid lay.

he Board-Floor creaked,
The Grey-Mouse squeaked,
And the Kobold dreamed its ear he tweaked.
AP He wrinkled up
ﬂ’; e His Forebead and Nose,
And smiled in his sleep,

And curled his T oes. €




P! aul comes home anain from
=1 the hing’s astle with no luck. ¢
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PR , ,
%4 2 he Stoan carries the Prince
| ober the hills and far atwoap.

HP.




