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Once upon a time there was a little dog, and his name was Rover. He was
very small, and very young, or he would have known better; and he was very
happy playing in the garden in the sunshine with a yellow ball, or he would
never have done what he did.

Not every old man with ragged trousers is a bad old man: some are bone-
and-bottle men, and have little dogs of their own; and some are gardeners; and
a few, a very few, are wizards prowling round on a holiday looking for
something to do. This one was a wizard, the one that now walked into the story.
He came wandering up the garden-path in a ragged old coat, with an old pipe in
his mouth, and an old green hat on his head. If Rover had not been so busy
barking at the ball, he might have noticed the blue feather stuck in the back of
the green hat, and then he would have suspected that the man was a wizard, as
any other sensible little dog would; but he never saw the feather at all.

When the old man stooped down and picked up the ball—he was thinking of
turning it into an orange, or even a bone or a piece of meat for Rover—Rover
growled, and said:

„Put it down!“ Without ever a „please“.
Of course the wizard, being a wizard, understood perfectly, and he answered

back again:
„Be quiet, silly!“ Without ever a „please“.
Then he put the ball in his pocket, just to tease the dog, and turned away. I

am sorry to say that Rover immediately bit his trousers, and tore out quite a
piece. Perhaps he also tore out a piece of the wizard. Anyway the old man
suddenly turned round very angry and shouted:

„Idiot! Go and be a toy!“
After that the most peculiar things began to happen. Rover was only a little

dog to begin with, but he suddenly felt very much smaller. The grass seemed to
grow monstrously tall and wave far above his head; and a long way away
through the grass, like the sun rising through the trees of a forest, he could see
the huge yellow ball, where the wizard had thrown it down again. He heard the
gate click as the old man went out, but he could not see him. He tried to bark,
but only a little tiny noise came out, too small for ordinary people to hear; and I
don‘t suppose even a dog would have noticed it.

So small had he become that I am sure, if a cat had come along just then,
she would have thought Rover was a mouse, and would have eaten him. Tinker
would. Tinker was the large black cat that lived in the same house.

At the very thought of Tinker, Rover began to feel thoroughly frightened; but
cats were soon put right out of his mind. The garden about him suddenly
vanished, and Rover felt himself whisked off, he didn‘t know where. When the
rush was over, he found he was in the dark, lying against a lot of hard things;
and there he lay, in a stuffy box by the feel of it, very uncomfortably for a long
while. He had nothing to eat or drink; but worst of all, he found he could not
move. At first he thought this was because he was packed so tight, but
afterwards he discovered that in the daytime he could only move very little, and
with a great effort, and then only when no one was looking. Only after midnight
could he walk and wag his tail, and a bit stiffly at that. He had become a toy.
And because he had not said „please“ to the wizard, now all day long he had to
sit up and beg. He was fixed like that.



After what seemed a very long, dark time he tried once more to bark loud
enough to make people hear. Then he tried to bite the other things in the box
with him, stupid little toy animals, really only made of wood or lead, not
enchanted real dogs like Rover. But it was no good; he could not bark or bite.

Suddenly someone came and took off the lid of the box, and let in the light.
„We had better put a few of these animals in the window this morning,

Harry,“ said a voice, and a hand came into the box. „Where did this one come
from?“ said the voice, as the hand took hold of Rover. „I don‘t remember seeing
this one before. It‘s no business in the threepenny box, I‘m sure. Did you ever
see anything so real-looking? Look at its fur and its eyes!“

„Mark him sixpence,“ said Harry, „and put him in the front of the window!“
There in the front of the window in the hot sun poor little Rover had to sit all

the morning, and all the afternoon, till nearly tea-time; and all the while he had
to sit up and pretend to beg, though really in his inside he was very angry
indeed.

„I‘ll run away from the very first people that buy me,“ he said to the other
toys. „I‘m real. I‘m not a toy, and I won‘t be a toy! But I wish someone would
come and buy me quick. I hate this shop, and I can‘t move all stuck up in the
window like this.“

„What do you want to move for?“ said the other toys. „We don‘t. It‘s more
comfortable standing still thinking of nothing. The more you rest, the longer
you live. So just shut up! We can‘t sleep while you‘re talking, and there are
hard times in rough nurseries in front of some of us.“

They would not say any more, so poor Rover had no one at all to talk to, and
he was very miserable, and very sorry he had bitten the wizard‘s trousers.

I could not say whether it was the wizard or not who sent the mother to take
the little dog away from the shop. Anyway, just when Rover was feeling his
miserablest, into the shop she walked with a shopping-basket. She had seen
Rover through the window, and thought what a nice little dog he would be for
her boy. She had three boys, and one was particularly fond of little dogs,
especially of little black and white dogs. So she bought Rover, and he was
screwed up in paper and put in her basket among the things she had been
buying for tea.

Rover soon managed to wriggle his head out of the paper. He smelt cake. But
he found he could not get at it; and right down there among the paper bags he
growled a little toy growl. Only the shrimps heard him, and they asked him
what was the matter. He told them all about it, and expected them to be very
sorry for him, but they only said:

„How would you like to be boiled? Have you ever been boiled?“
„No! I have never been boiled, as far as I remember,“ said Rover, „though I

have sometimes been bathed, and that is not particularly nice. But I expect
boiling isn‘t half as bad as being bewitched.“

„Then you have certainly never been boiled,“ they answered. „You know
nothing about it. It‘s the very worst thing that could happen to anyone—we are
still red with rage at the very idea.“

Rover did not like the shrimps, so he said: „Never mind, they will soon eat
you up, and I shall sit and watch them!“

After that the shrimps had no more to say to him, and he was left to lie and
wonder what sort of people had bought him.



He soon found out. He was carried to a house, and the basket was set down
on a table, and all the parcels were taken out. The shrimps were taken off to
the larder, but Rover was given straight away to the little boy he had been
bought for, who took him into the nursery and talked to him.

Rover would have liked the little boy, if he had not been too angry to listen to
what he was saying to him. The little boy barked at him in the best dog-
language he could manage (he was rather good at it), but Rover never tried to
answer. All the time he was thinking he had said he would run away from the
first people that bought him, and he was wondering how he could do it; and all
the time he had to sit up and pretend to beg, while the little boy patted him and
pushed him about, over the table and along the floor.

At last night came, and the little boy went to bed; and Rover was put on a
chair by the bedside, still begging until it was quite dark. The blind was down;
but outside the moon rose up out of the sea, and laid the silver path across the
waters that is the way to places at the edge of the world and beyond, for those
that can walk on it. The father and mother and the three little boys lived close
by the sea in a white house that looked right out over the waves to nowhere.

When the little boys were asleep, Rover stretched his tired, stiff legs and gave
a little bark that nobody heard except an old wicked spider up a corner. Then
he jumped from the chair to the bed, and from the bed he tumbled off onto the
carpet; and then he ran away out of the room and down the stairs and all over
the house.

Although he was very pleased to be able to move again, and having once been
real and properly alive he could jump and run a good deal better than most
toys at night, he found it very difficult and dangerous getting about. He was
now so small that going downstairs was almost like jumping off walls; and
getting upstairs again was very tiring and awkward indeed. And it was all no
use. He found all the doors shut and locked, of course; and there was not a
crack or a hole by which he could creep out. So poor Rover could not run away
that night, and morning found a very tired little dog sitting up and pretending
to beg on the chair, just where he had been left.

The two older boys used to get up, when it was fine, and run along the sands
before their breakfast. That morning when they woke and pulled up the blind,
they saw the sun jumping out of the sea, all fiery-red with clouds about his
head, as if he had a cold bathe and was drying himself with towels. They were
soon up and dressed; and off they went down the cliff and onto the shore for a
walk—and Rover went with them.

Just as little boy Two (to whom Rover belonged) was leaving the bedroom, he
saw Rover sitting on the chest-of-drawers where he had put him while he was
dressing.

„He is begging to go out!“ he said, and put him in his trouser-pocket.
But Rover was not begging to go out, and certainly not in a trouser-pocket.

He wanted to rest and get ready for the night again; for he thought that this
time he might find a way out and escape, and wander away and away, until he
came back to his home and his garden and his yellow ball on the lawn. He had
a sort of idea that if once he could get back to the lawn, it might come all right:
the enchantment might break, or he might wake up and find it had all been a
dream. So, as the little boys scrambled down the cliff-path and galloped along
the sands, he tried to bark and struggle and wriggle in the pocket. Try how he
would, he could only move a very little, even though he was hidden and no one



could see him. Still he did what he could, and luck helped him. There was a
handkerchief in the pocket, all crumpled and bundled up, so that Rover was
not very deep down, and what with his efforts and the galloping of his master,
before long he had managed to poke out his nose and have a sniff round.

Very surprised he was, too, at what he smelt and what he saw. He had never
either seen or smelt the sea before, and the country village where he had been
born was miles and miles from sound or snuff of it.

Suddenly, as he was leaning out, a great big bird, all white and grey, went
sweeping by just over the heads of the boys, making a noise like a great cat on
wings. Rover was so startled that he fell right out of the pocket onto the soft
sand, and no one heard him. The great bird flew on and away, never noticing
his tiny barks, and the little boys walked on and on along the sands, and never
thought about him at all.

At first Rover was very pleased with himself.
„I‘ve run away! I‘ve run away!“ he barked, toy barking that only other toys

could have heard, and there were none to listen. Then he rolled over and lay in
the clean dry sand that was still cool from lying out all night under the stars.

But when the little boys went by on their way home, and never noticed him,
and he was left all alone on the empty shore, he was not quite so pleased. The
shore was deserted except by the gulls. Beside the marks of their claws on the
sand the only other footprints to be seen were the tracks of the little boys‘ feet.
That morning they had gone for their walk on a very lonely part of the beach
that they seldom visited. Indeed it was not often that anyone went there; for
though the sand was clean and yellow, and the shingle white, and the sea blue
with silver foam in a little cove under the grey cliffs, there was a queer feeling
there, except just at early morning when the sun was new. People said that
strange things came there, sometimes even in the afternoon; and by the evening
the place was full of mermen and mermaidens, not to speak of the smaller sea-
goblins that rode their small sea-horses with bridles of green weed right up to
the cliffs and left them lying in the foam at the edge of the water.

Now the reason of all this queerness was simple: the oldest of all the sand-
sorcerers lived in that cove, Psamathists as the sea-people call them in their
splashing language. Psamathos Psamathides was this one‘s name, or so he
said, and a great fuss he made about the proper pronunciation. But he was a
wise old thing, and all sorts of strange folk came to see him; for he was an
excellent magician, and very kindly (to the right people) into the bargain, if a bit
crusty on the surface. The mer-folk used to laugh over his jokes for weeks after
one of his midnight parties. But it was not easy to find him in the daytime. He
liked to lie buried in the warm sand when the sun was shining, so that not
more than the tip of one of his long ears stuck out; and even if both of his ears
were showing, most people like you and me would have taken them for bits of
stick.

It is possible that old Psamathos knew all about Rover. He certainly knew the
old wizard who had enchanted him; for magicians and wizards are few and far
between, and they know one another very well, and keep an eye on one
another‘s doings too, not always being the best of friends in private life. At any
rate there was Rover lying in the soft sand and beginning to feel very lonely and
rather queer, and there was Psamathos, though Rover did not see him, peeping
at him out of a pile of sand that the mermaids had made for him the night
before.



But the sand-sorcerer said nothing. And Rover said nothing. And breakfast-
time went by, and the sun got high and hot. Rover looked at the sea, which
sounded cool, and then he got a horrible fright. At first he thought that the
sand must have got into his eyes, but soon he saw that there could be no
mistake: the sea was moving nearer and nearer, and swallowing up more and
more sand; and the waves were getting bigger and bigger and more foamy all
the time.

The tide was coming in, and Rover was lying just below the high-water mark,
but he did not know anything about that. He grew more and more terrified as
he watched, and thought of the splashing waves coming right up to the cliffs
and washing him away into the foaming sea (far worse than any soapy bathing-
tub), still miserably begging.

That is indeed what might have happened. to him; but it did not. I dare say
Psamathos had something to do with it; at any rate I imagine that the wizard‘s
spell was not so strong in that queer cove, so close to the residence of another
magician. Certainly when the sea had come very near, and Rover was nearly
bursting with fright as he struggled to roll a bit further up the beach, he
suddenly found he could move.

His size was not changed, but he was no longer a toy. He could move quickly
and properly with all his legs, daytime though it still was. He need not beg any
more, and he could run over the sands where they were harder; and he could
bark—not toy barks, but real sharp little fairy-dog barks equal to his fairy-dog
size. He was so delighted, and he barked so loud, that if you had been there,
you would have heard him then, clear and far-away-like, like the echo of a
sheep-dog coming down the wind in the hills.

And then the sand-sorcerer suddenly stuck his head out of the sand. He
certainly was ugly, and about as big as a very large dog; but to Rover in his
enchanted size he looked hideous and monstrous. Rover sat down and stopped
barking at once.

„What are you making such a noise about, little dog?“ said Psamathos
Psamathides. „This is my time for sleep!“

As a matter of fact all times were times for him to go to sleep, unless
something was going on which amused him, such as a dance of the mermaids
in the cove (at his invitation). In that case he got out of the sand and sat on a
rock to see the fun. Mermaids may be very graceful in the water, but when they
tried to dance on their tails on the shore, Psamathos thought them comical.

„This is my time for sleep!“ he said again, when Rover did not answer. Still
Rover said nothing, and only wagged his tail apologetically.

„Do you know who I am?“ he asked. „I am Psamathos Psamathides, the chief
of all the Psamathists!“ He said this several times very proudly, pronouncing
every letter, and with every P he blew a cloud of sand down his nose.

Rover was nearly buried in it, and he sat there looking so frightened and so
unhappy that the sand-sorcerer took pity on him. In fact he suddenly stopped
looking fierce and burst out laughing:

„You are a funny little dog, Little Dog! Indeed I don‘t remember ever having
seen another little dog that was quite such a little dog, Little Dog!“

And then he laughed again, and after that he suddenly looked solemn.
„Have you been having any quarrels with wizards lately?“ he asked almost in

a whisper; and he shut one eye, and looked so friendly and so knowing out of
the other one that Rover told him all about it. It was probably quite



unnecessary, for Psamathos, as I told you, probably knew about it before hand;
still Rover felt all the better for talking to someone who appeared to understand
and had more sense than mere toys.

„It was a wizard all right,“ said the sorcerer, when Rover had finished his
tale. „Old Artaxerxes, I should think from your description. He comes from
Persia. But he lost his way one day, as even the best wizards sometimes do
(unless they always stay at home like me), and the first person he met on the
road went and put him on the way to Pershore instead. He has lived in those
parts, except on holidays, ever since. They say he is a nimble plum-gatherer for
an old man—two thousand, if he is a day—and extremely fond of cider. But
that‘s neither here nor there.“ By which Psamathos meant that he was getting
away from what he wanted to say. „The point is, what can I do for you?“

„I don‘t know,“ said Rover.
„Do you want to go home? I am afraid I can‘t make you your proper size, at

least not without asking Artaxerxes‘ permission first, as I don‘t want to quarrel
with him at the moment. But I think I might venture to send you home. After
all, Artaxerxes can always send you back again, if he wants to. Though of
course he might send you somewhere much worse than a toyshop next time, if
he was really annoyed.“

Rover did not like the sound of this at all, and he ventured to say that if he
went back home so small, he might not be recognized, except by Tinker the cat;
and he did not very much want to be recognized by Tinker in his present state.

„Very well!“ said Psamathos. „We must think of something else. In the
meantime, as you are real again, would you like something to eat?“

Before Rover had time to say „Yes, please! YES! PLEASE!“ there appeared on
the sands in front of him a little plate with bread and gravy and two tiny bones
of just the right size, and a little drinking-bowl full of water with DRINK PUPPY
DRINK written round it in small blue letters. He ate and drank all there was
before he asked: „How did you do that?—Thank you!“

He suddenly thought of adding the „thank you“, as wizards and people of
that sort seemed rather touchy folk. Psamathos only smiled; so Rover lay down
on the hot sand and went to sleep, and dreamed of bones, and of chasing cats
up plum-trees only to see them change into wizards with green hats who threw
enormous plums like marrows at him. And the wind blew gently all the time,
and buried him almost over his head in blown sand.

That is why the little boys never found him, although they came down into
the cove specially to look for him, as soon as little boy Two found he was lost.
Their father was with them this time; and when they had looked and looked till
the sun began to get low and tea-timish, he took them back home and would
not stay any longer: he knew too many queer things about that place. Little boy
Two had to be content for some time after that with an ordinary threepenny toy
dog (from the same shop); but somehow, though he had only had him such a
short while, he did not forget his little begging-dog.

At the moment, however, you can think of him sitting down very mournful to
his tea, without any dog at all; while far away inland the old lady who had kept
Rover and spoiled him, when he was an ordinary, proper-sized animal, was just
writing out an advertisement for a lost puppy — „white with black ears, and
answers to the name of Rover“; and while Rover himself slept away on the
sands, and Psamathos dozed close by with his short arms folded on his fat
tummy.
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When Rover woke up , the sun was very low; the shadow of the cliffs was
right across the sands, and Psamathos was nowhere to be seen. A large seagull
was standing close by looking at him, and for a moment Rover was afraid that
he might be going to eat him.

But the seagull said: „Good evening! I have waited a long time for you to wake
up. Psamathos said that you would wake about tea-time, but it is long past that
now.“

„Please, what are you waiting for me for, Mr. Bird?“ asked Rover very politely.
„My name is Mew,“ said the seagull, „and I‘m waiting to take you away, as

soon as the moon rises, along the moon‘s path. But me have one or two things
to do before that. Get up on my back and see how you like flying!“

Rover did not like it at all at first. It was all right while Mew was close to the
ground gliding smoothly along with his wings stretched out stiff and still; but
when he shot up into the air, or turned sharp from side to side, sloping a
different way each time, or stooped sudden and steep, as if he was going to dive
into the sea, then the little dog, with the wind whistling in his ears, wished he
was safe down on the earth again.

He said so several times, but all that Mew would answer was: „Hold on! We
haven‘t begun yet!“

They had been flying about like this for a little, and Rover had just begun to
get used to it, and rather tired of it, when suddenly „We‘re off!“ cried Mew, and
Rover very nearly was off. For Mew nose like a rocket steeply into the air, and
then set off at a great pace straight down the wind. Soon they were so high that
Rover could see, far away and right over the land, the sun going down behind
dark hills. They were making for some very tall black cliffs of sheer rock, too
sheer for anyone to climb. At the bottom the sea was splashing and sucking at
their feet, and nothing grew on their faces, yet they were covered with white
things, pale in the dusk. Hundreds of sea-birds were sitting there on narrow
ledges, sometimes talking mournfully together, sometimes saying nothing, and
sometimes slipping suddenly from their perches to swoop and curve in the air,
before diving down to the sea far below where the waves looked like little
wrinkles.

This was where Mew lived, and he had several people to see, including the
oldest and most important of all the Blackbacked Gulls, and messages to collect
before he set out. So he set Rover down on one of the narrow ledges, much
narrower than a doorstep, and told him to wait there and not to fall off.

You may be sure that Rover took care not to fall off, and that with a stiff
sideways wind blowing he did not like the feeling of it at all, crouching as close
as he could against the face of the cliff, and whimpering. It was altogether a
very nasty place for a bewitched and worried little dog to be in.

At last the sunlight faded out of the sky entirely, and a mist was on the sea,
and the first stars showed in the gathering dark. Then above the mist, far out
across the sea, the moon rose round and yellow and began to lay its shining
path on the water.



Soon after, Mew came back and picked up Rover, who had begun to shiver
miserably. The bird‘s feathers seemed warm and comfortable after the cold
ledge on the cliff, and he snuggled in as close as he could. Then Mew leapt into
the air far above the sea, and all the other gulls sprang off their ledges, and
cried and wailed good-bye to them, as off they sped along the moon's path that
now stretched straight from the shore to the dark edge of nowhere.

Rover did not know in the least where the moon‘s path led to, and at present
he was much too frightened and excited to ask, and anyway he was beginning
to get used to extraordinary things happening to him.

As they flew along above the silver shimmer on the sea, the moon rose higher
and grew whiter and more bright, till no stars dared stay anywhere near it, and
it was left shining all alone in the eastern sky. No doubt Mew was going by
Psamathos‘ orders to where Psamathos wanted him to go, and no doubt
Psamathos helped Mew with magic, for he certainly flew faster and straighter
than even the great gulls ordinarily fly, even straight down the wind when they
are in a hurry. Yet it was ages before Rover saw anything except the moonlight
and the sea below; and all the time the moon got bigger and bigger, and the air
got colder and colder.

Suddenly on the edge of the sea he saw a dark thing, and it grew as they flew
towards it, until he could see that it was an island. Over the water and up to
them came the sound of a tremendous barking, a noise made up of all the
different kinds and sizes of barks there are: yaps and yelps, and yammers and
yowls, growling and grizzling, whickering and whining, snickering and snarling,
mumping and moaning, and the most enormous baying, like a giant
bloodhound in the backyard of an ogre. All Rover‘s fur round his neck suddenly
became very real again, and stood up stiff as bristles; and he thought he would
like to go down and quarrel with all the dogs there at once—until he
remembered how small he was.

„That's the Isle of Dogs,“ said Mew, „or rather the Isle of Lost Dogs, where all
the lost dogs go that are deserving or lucky. It isn‘t a bad place, I‘m told, for
dogs; and they can make as much noise as they like without anyone telling
them to be quiet or throwing anything at them. They have a beautiful concert,
all barking together their favourite noises, whenever the moon shines bright.
They tell me there are bone-trees there, too, with fruit like juicy meat-bones
that drops off the trees when it‘s ripe. No! We are not going there just now! You
see, you can‘t be called exactly a dog, though you are no longer quite a toy. In
fact Psamathos was rather puzzled, I believe, to know what to do with you,
when you said you didn‘t want to go home.“

„Where are we going to, then?“ asked Rover. He was disappointed at not
having a closer look at the Isle of Dogs, after he heard of the bone-trees.

„Straight up the moon‘s path to the edge of the world, and then over the edge
and onto the moon. That‘s what old Psamathos said.“

Rover did not like the idea of going over the edge of the world at all, and the
moon looked a cold sort of place. „Why to the moon?“ he asked. „There are lots
of places on the world I have never been to. I never heard of there being bones
in the moon, or even dogs.“

„There is at least one dog, for the Man-in-the-Moon keeps one; and since he
is a decent old fellow, as well as the greatest of all the magicians, there are sure
to be bones for the dog, and probably for visitors. As for why you are being sent
there, I dare say you will find that out in good time, if you keep your wits about



you and don‘t waste time grumbling. I think it is very kind of Psamathos to
bother about you at all; in fact I don‘t understand why he does. It isn‘t like him
to do things without a good big reason—and you don‘t seem good or big.“

„Thank you,“ said Rover, feeling crushed. „It is very kind of all these wizards
to trouble themselves about me, I am sure, though it is rather upsetting. You
never know what will happen next, when once you get mixed up with wizards
and their friends.“

„It is very much better luck than any yapping little pet puppy-dog deserves,“
said the seagull, and after that they had no more conversation for a long while.

The moon got bigger and brighter, and the world below got darker and farther
off. At last, all of a sudden, the world came to an end, and Rover could see the
stars shining up out of the blackness underneath. Far down he could see the
white spray in the moonlight where waterfalls fell over the world‘s edge and
dropped straight into space. It made him feel most uncomfortably giddy, and he
nestled into Mew‘s feathers and shut his eyes for a long, long time.

When he opened them again the moon was all laid out below them, a new
white world shining like snow, with wide open spaces of pale blue and green
where the tall pointed mountains threw their long shadows far across the floor.

On top of one of the tallest of these, one so tall that it seemed to stab up
towards them as Mew swept down, Rover could see a white tower. It was white
with pink and pale green lines in it, shimmering as if the tower were built of
millions of seashells still wet with foam and gleaming; and the tower stood on
the edge of a white precipice, white as a cliff of chalk, but shining with
moonlight more brightly than a pane of glass far away on a cloudless night.

There was no path down that cliff, as far as Rover could see; but that did not
matter at the moment, for Mew was sailing swiftly down, and soon he settled
right on the roof of the tower, at a dizzy height above the moon-world that made
the cliffs by the sea where Mew lived seem low and safe.

To Rover‘s great surprise a little door in the roof immediately opened close
beside them, and an old man with a long silvery beard popped his head out.

„Not bad going, that!“ he said. „I‘ve been timing you ever since you passed
over the edge—a thousand miles a minute, I should reckon. You are in a hurry
this morning! I‘m glad you didn‘t bump into my dog. Where in the moon has he
got to now, I wonder?“

He drew out an enormously long telescope and put it to one eye.
„There he is! There he is!“ he shouted. „Worrying the moonbeams again, drat

him! Come down, sir! Come down, sir!“ he called up into the air, and then
began to whistle a long clear silver note.

Rover looked up into the air, thinking that this funny old man must be quite
mad to whistle to his dog up in the sky; but to his astonishment he saw far up
above the tower a little white dog on white wings chasing things that looked like
transparent butterflies.

„Rover! Rover!“ called the old man; and just as our Rover jumped up on
Mew‘s back to say „Here I am!“—without waiting to wonder how the old man
knew his name—he saw the little flying dog dive straight down out of the sky
and settle on the old man‘s shoulders.

Then he realised that the Man-in-the-Moon's dog must also be called Rover.
He was not at all pleased, but as nobody took any notice of him, he sat down
again and began to growl to himself.



The Man-in-the-Moon‘s Rover had good ears, and he at once jumped onto the
roof of the tower and began to bark like mad; and then he sat down and
growled:

„Who brought that other dog here?“
„What other dog?“ said the Man.
„That silly little puppy on the seagull‘s back,“ said the moon-dog.
Then, of course, Rover jumped up again and barked his loudest: „Silly little

puppy yourself! Who said that you could call yourself Rover, a thing more like a
cat or a bat than a dog?“ Moon which you can see that they were going to be
very friendly before long. That is the way, anyhow, that little dogs usually talk
to strangers of their own kind.

„O fly away, you two! And stop making such a noise! I want to talk to the
postman,“ said the Man.

„Come on, tiny tot!“ said the moon-dog; and then Rover remembered what a
tiny tot he was, even beside the moon-dog who was only small, and instead of
barking something rude he only said: „I would like to, if only I had some wings
and knew how to fly.“

„Wings?“ said the Man-in-the-Moon. „That‘s easy! Have a pair and be off!“
Mew laughed, and actually threw him off his back, right over the edge of the

tower‘s roof! But Rover had only gasped once, and had only begun to imagine
himself falling and falling down like a stone onto the white rocks in the valley
miles below, when he discovered that he had got a beautiful pair of white wings
with black spots (to match himself). All the same, he had fallen a long way
before he could stop, as he wasn‘t used to wings. It took him a little while to get
really used to them, though long before the Man had finished talking to Mew he
was already trying to chase the moon-dog round the tower. He was just
beginning to get fixed by these first efforts, when the moon-dog dived down to
the mountain-top and settled at the edge of the precipice at the foot of the
walls. Rover went down after him, and soon they were sitting side by side,
taking breath with their tongues hanging out.

„So you are called Rover after me?“ said the moon-dog.
„Not after you,“ said our Rover. „I‘m sure my mistress had never heard of you

when she gave me my name.“
„That doesn‘t matter. I was the first dog that was ever called Rover,

thousands of years ago—so you must have been called Rover after me! I was a
Rover too! I never would stop anywhere, or belong to anyone before I came here.
I did nothing but run away from the time I was a puppy; and I kept on running
and roving until one fine morning—a very fine morning, with the sun in my
eyes—I fell over the world‘s edge chasing a butterfly.

„A nasty sensation, I can tell you! Luckily the moon was just passing under
the world at the moment, and after a terrible time falling right through clouds,
and bumping into shooting stars, and that sort of thing, I tumbled onto it. Slap
into one of the enormous silver nets that the giant grey spiders here spin from
mountain to mountain I fell, and the spider was just coming down his ladder to
pickle me and carry me off to his larder, when the Man-in-the-Moon appeared.

„He sees absolutely everything that happens on this side of the moon with
that telescope of his. The spiders are afraid of him, because he only lets them
alone if they spin silver threads and ropes for him. He more than suspects that
they catch his moonbeams—and that he won‘t allow—though they pretend to
live only on dragonmoths and shadowbats. He found moonbeams‘ wings in that



spider‘s larder, and he turned him into a lump of stone, as quick as kiss your
hand. Then he picked me up and patted me, and said: ‹That was a nasty drop!
You had better have a pair of wings to prevent any more accidents—now fly off
and amuse yourself! Don‘t worry the moonbeams, and don‘t kill my white
rabbits! And come home when you feel hungry; the window is usually open on
the roof!›

„I thought he was a decent sort, but rather mad. But don‘t you make that
mistake—about his being mad, I mean. I daren‘t really hurt his moonbeams or
his rabbits. He can turn you into dreadfully uncomfortable shapes. Now tell me
why you came with the postman!“

„The postman?“ said Rover.
„Yes, Mew, the old sand-sorcerer‘s postman, of course,“ said the moon-dog.
Rover had hardly finished telling the tale of his adventures when they heard

the Man whistling. Up they shot to the roof. There the old man was sitting with
his legs dangling over the ledge, throwing envelopes away as fast as he opened
the letters. The wind took them whirling off into the sky, and Mew flew after
them and caught them and put them back into a little bag.

„I‘ve just been reading about you, Roverandom, my dog,“ he said.
„(Roverandom I call you, and Roverandom you‘ll have to be; can‘t have two
Rovers about here.) And I quite agree with my friend Samathos (I‘m not going to
put in any ridiculous P to please him) that you had better stop here for a little
while. I have also got a letter from Artaxerxes, if you know who that is, and even
if you don‘t, telling me to send you straight back. He seems mighty annoyed
with you for running away, and with Samathos for helping you. But we won‘t
bother about him; and neither need you, as long as you stay here.

„Now fly off and amuse yourself. Don‘t worry the moonbeams, and don‘t kill
my white rabbits, and come home when you are hungry! The window on the
roof is usually open. Good-bye!“

He vanished immediately into thin air; and anybody who has never been
there will tell you how extremely thin the moon-air is.

„Well, good-bye, Roverandom!“ said Mew. „I hope you enjoy making trouble
among the wizards. Farewell for the present. Don‘t kill the white rabbits, and all
will yet be well, and you will get home safe—whether you want to or not.“

Then Mew few off at such a pace that before you could say „whizz!“ he was a
dot in the sky, and then had vanished. Rover was now not only turned into toy-
size, but his name had been altered, and he was left all alone on the moon—all
alone except for the Man-in-the-Moon and his dog.

Roverandom — as we had better call him too, for the present, to avoid
confusion—didn‘t mind. His new wings were great fun, and the moon turned
out to be a remarkably interesting place, so that he forgot to ponder any more
why Psamathos had sent him there. It was a long time before he found out.

In the meanwhile he had all sorts of adventures, by himself and with the
moon-Rover. He didn‘t often fly about in the air far from the tower; for in the
moon, and especially on the white side, the insects are very large and fierce,
and often so pale and so transparent and so silent that you hardly hear or see
them coming. The moonbeams only shine and flutter, and Roverandom was not
frightened of them; the big white dragon-moths with fiery eyes were much more
alarming; and there were sword-flies, and glass-beetles with jaws like steel-
traps, and pale unicornets with stings like spears, and fifty-seven varieties of



spiders ready to eat anything they could catch. And worse than the insects were
the shadowbats.

Roverandom did what the birds do on that side of the moon: he flew very
little except near at home, or in open spaces with a good view all round, and far
from insect hiding-places; and he walked about very quietly, especially in the
woods. Most things there went about very quietly, and the birds seldom even
twittered. What sounds there were, were made chiefly by the plants. The
flowers—the whifebells, the fairbells and the silverbells, the tinklebells and the
ringaroses; the rhymeroyals and the pennywhistles, the tintrumpets and the
creamhorns (a very pale cream), and many others with untranslatable names—
made tunes all day long. And the feathergrasses and the ferns—fairy-
fiddlestrings, polyphooles, and brasstongues, and the cracken in the woods—
and all the reeds by the milk-white ponds, they kept up the music, softly, even
in the night. In fact there was always a faint thin music going on.

But the birds were silent; and very tiny most of them were, hopping about in
the grey grass beneath the trees, dodging the flies and the swooping flutterbies;
and many of them had lost their wings or forgotten how to use them.
Roverandom used to startle them in their little ground-nests, as he stalked
quietly through the pale grass, hunting the little white mice, or snuffing after
grey squirrels on the edges of the woods.

The woods were filled with silverbells all ringing softly together when he first
saw them. The tall black trunks stood straight up, high as churches, out of the
silver carpet, and they were roofed with pale blue leaves that never fell; so that
not even the longest telescope on earth has ever seen those tall trunks or the
silverbells beneath them. Later in the year the trees all burst together into pale
golden blossoms; and since the woods of the moon are nearly endless, no doubt
that alters the look of the moon from below on the world.

But you must not imagine that all of Roverandom‘s time was spent creeping
about like that. After all, the dogs knew that the Man‘s eye was on them, and
they did a good many adventurous things and had a great deal of fun.
Sometimes they wandered off together for miles and miles, and forgot to go
back to the tower for days. Once or twice they went up into the mountains far
away, till looking back they could see the moon-tower only as a shining needle
in the distance; and they sat on the white rocks and watched the tiny sheep (no
bigger than the Man-in-the-Moon‘s Rover) wandering in herds over the hillsides.
Every sheep carried a golden bell, and every bell rang each time each sheep
moved a foot forward to get a fresh mouthful of grey grass; and all the bells
rang in tune, and all the sheep shone like snow, and no one ever worried them.
The Rovers were much too well brought-up (and afraid of the Man) to do so, and
there were no other dogs in all the moon, nor cows, nor horses, nor lions, nor
tigers, nor wolves; in fact nothing larger on four feet than rabbits and squirrels
(and toy-sized at that), except just occasionally to be seen standing solemnly in
thought an enormous white elephant almost as big as a donkey. I haven‘t
mentioned the dragons, because they don‘t come into the story just yet, and
anyway they lived a very long way off, far from the tower, being all very afraid of
the Man-in-the-Moon, except one (and even he was half-afraid).

Whenever the dogs did go back to the tower and fly in at the window, they
always found their dinner just ready, as if they had arranged the time; but they
seldom saw or heard the Man about. He had a workshop down in the cellars,



and clouds of white steam and grey mist used to come up the stairs and float
away out of the upper windows.

„What does he do with himself all day?“ said Roverandom to Rover.
„Do?“ said the moon-dog. „O he‘s always pretty busy—though he seems

busier than I have seen him for a long time, since you arrived. Making dreams,
I believe.“

„What does he make dreams for?“
„O! for the other side of the moon. No one has dreams on this side; the

dreamers all go round to the back.“
Roverandom sat down and scratched; he didn‘t think the explanation

explained. The moon-dog would not tell him any more all the same: and if you
ask me, I don‘t think he knew much about it.

However, something happened soon after that. That put such questions out
of Roverandom‘s mind altogether for a while. The two dogs went and had a very
exciting adventure, much too exciting while it lasted; but that was their own
fault. They went away for several days, much farther than they had ever been
before since Roverandom came; and they did not bother to think where they
were going. In fact they went and lost themselves, and mistaking the way got
farther and farther from the tower when they thought they were getting back.
The moon-dog said he had roamed all over the white side of the moon and knew
it all by heart (he was very apt to exaggerate), but eventually he had to admit
that the country seemed a bit strange.

„I‘m afraid it‘s a very long time since I came here,“ he said, „and I‘m
beginning to forget it a bit.“

As a matter of fact he had never been there before at all. Unawares they had
wandered too near to the shadowy edge of the dark side, where all sorts of half-
forgotten things linger, and paths and memories get confused. Just when they
felt sure that at last they were on the right way home, they were surprised to
find some tall mountains rising before them, silent, bare, and ominous; and
these the moon-dog made no pretence of ever having seen before. They were
grey, not white, and looked as if they were made of old cold ashes; and long dim
valleys lay among them, without a sign of life.

Then it began to snow. It often does snow in the moon, but the snow (as they
call it) is usually nice and warm, and quite dry, and turns into fine white sand
and all blows away. This was more like our sort. It was wet and cold; and it was
dirty.

„It makes me homesick,“ said the moon-dog. „It‘s just like the stuff that used
to fall in the town where I was a puppy—on the world, you know. O! the
chimneys there, tall as moon-trees; and the black smoke; and the red furnace
fires! I get a bit tired of white at times. It‘s very difficult to get really dirty on the
moon.“

This rather shows up the moon-dog‘s low tastes; and as there were no such
towns on the world hundreds of years ago, you can also see that he had
exaggerated the length of time since he fell over the edge a very great deal too.
However, just at that moment, a specially large and dirty flake hit him in the
left eye, and he changed his mind.

„I think this stuff has missed its way and fallen off the beastly old world,“ he
said. „Rat and rabbit it! And we seem to have missed our way altogether, too.
Bat and bother it! Let‘s find a hole to creep in!“



It took some time to find a hole of any sort, and they were very wet and cold
before they did: in fact so miserable that they took the first shelter they came
to, and no precautions—which are the first things you ought to take in
unfamiliar places on the edge of the moon. The shelter they crawled into was
not a hole but a cave, and a very large cave too; it was dark but it was dry.

„This is nice and warm,“ said the moon-dog, and he closed his eyes and went
off into a doze almost immediately.

„Ow!“ he yelped not long afterwards, making straight up dog-fashion out of a
comfortable dream. „Much too warm!“

He jumped up. He could hear little Roverandom barking away further inside
the cave, and when he went to see what was up, he saw a trickle of fire creeping
along the floor towards them. He did not feel homesick for red furnaces just
then; and he seized little Roverandom by the back of his little neck, and bolted
out of the cave as quick as lightning, and flew up to a peak of stone just
outside.

There the two sat in the snow shivering and watching; which was very silly of
them. They ought to have flown off home, or anywhere, faster than the wind.
The moon-dog did not know everything about the moon, as you see, or he
would have known that this was the lair of the Great White Dragon—the one
that was only half-afraid of the Man (and scarcely that when he was angry). The
Man himself was a bit bothered by this dragon. „That dratted creature“ was
what he called him, when he referred to him at all.

All the white dragons originally come from the moon, as you probably know;
but this one had been to the world and back, so he had learned a thing or two.
He fought the Red Dragon in Caerdragon in Merlin‘s time, as you will find in all
the more up-to-date history books; after which the other dragon was Very Red.
Later he did lots more damage in the Three Islands, and went to live on the top
of Snowdon for a time. People did not bother to climb up while that lasted—
except for one man, and the dragon caught him drinking out of a bottle. That
man finished in such a hurry that he left the bottle on the top, and his example
has been followed by many people since. A long time since, and not until the
dragon had flown off to Gwynfa, some time after King Arthur‘s disappearance,
at a time when dragons‘ tails were esteemed a great delicacy by the Saxon
Kings.

Gwynfa is not so far from the world‘s edge, and it is an easy flight from there
to the moon for a dragon so titanic and so enormously bad as this one had
become. He now lived on the moon‘s edge; for he was not quite sure how much
the Man-in-the-Moon could do with his spells and contrivances. All the same,
he actually dared at times to interfere with the colour-scheme. Sometimes he let
real red and green flames out of his cave when he was having a dragon-feast or
was in a tantrum; and clouds of smoke were frequent. Once or twice he had
been known to turn the whole moon red, or put it out altogether. On such
uncomfortable occasions the Man-in-the-Moon shut himself up (and his dog),
and all he said was „That dratted creature again“. He never explained what
creature, or where he lived; he simply went down into the cellars, uncorked his
best spells, and got things cleared up as quick as possible.

Now you know all about it; and if the dogs had known half as much they
would never have stopped there. But stop they did, at least as long as it has
taken me to explain about the White Dragon, and by that time the whole of
him, white with green eyes, and leaking green fire at every joint, and snorting



black smoke like a steamer, had come out of the cave. Then he let off the most
awful bellow. The mountains rocked and echoed, and the snow dried up;
avalanches tumbled down, and waterfalls stood still.

That dragon had wings, like the sails that ships had when they still were
ships and not steam-engines; and he did not disdain to kill anything from a
mouse to an emperor‘s daughter. He meant to kill those two dogs; and he told
them so several times before he got up into the air. That was his mistake. They
both whizzed off their rock like rockets, and went away down the wind at a pace
that Mew himself would have been proud of. The dragon came after them,
flapping like a flapdragon and snapping like a snapdragon, knocking the tops of
mountains off, and setting all the sheep-bells ringing like a town on fire. (Now
you see why they all had bells.)

Very luckily, down the wind was the right direction. Also a most stupendous
rocket went up from the tower as soon as the bells got frantic. It could be seen
all over the moon like a golden umbrella bursting into a thousand silver tassels,
and it caused an unpredicted fall of shooting stars on the world not long after.
If it was a guide to the poor dogs, it was also meant as a warning to the dragon;
but he had got far too much steam up to take any notice.

So the chase went fiercely on. If you have ever seen a bird chasing a
butterfly, and if you can imagine a more than gigantic bird chasing two
perfectly insignificant butterflies among white mountains, then you can just
begin to imagine the twistings, dodgings, hairbreadth escapes, and the wild
zigzag rush of that flight home. More than once, before they got even half way,
Roverandom‘s tail was singed by the dragon‘s breath.

What was the Man-in-the-Moon doing? Well, he let off a truly magnificent
rocket; and after that he said „Drat that creature!“ and also „Drat those
puppies! They will bring on an eclipse before it is due!“ And then he went down
into the cellars and uncorked a dark, black spell that looked like jellified tar
and honey (and smelt like the Fifth of November and cabbage boiling over).

At that very moment the dragon swooped up right above the tower and lifted
a huge claw to bat Roverandom—bat him right off into the blank nowhere. But
he never did. The Man-in-the-Moon shot the spell up out of a lower window,
and hit the dragon splosh on the stomach (where all dragons are peculiarly
tender), and knocked him crank-sideways. He lost all his wits, and flew bang
into a mountain before he could get his steering right; and it was difficult to say
which was most damaged, his nose or the mountain—both were out of shape.

So the two dogs fell in through the top window, and never got back their
breath for a week; and the dragon slowly made his lopsided way home, where
he rubbed his nose for months. The next eclipse was a failure, for the dragon
was too busy licking his tummy to attend to it. And he never got the black
sploshes off where the spell hit him. I am afraid they will last for ever. They call
him the Mottled Monster nom.

3

The next day the Man-in-the-Moon looked at Roverandom and said: „That
was a narrow squeak! You seem to have explored the white side pretty well for a



young dog. I think, when you have got your breath back, it will be time for you
to visit the other side.“

„Can I come too?“ asked the moon-dog.
„It wouldn‘t be good for you,“ said the Man, „and I don‘t advise you to. You

might see things that would make you more homesick than fire and chimney-
stacks, and that would turn out as bad as dragons.“

The moon-dog did not blush, because he could not; and he did not say
anything, but he went and sat down in a corner and wondered how much the
old man knew of everything that went on, and everything that was said, too.
Also for a little while he wondered what exactly the old man meant; but that did
not bother him long—he was a lighthearted fellow.

As for Roverandom, when he had got his breath back, a few days later the
Man-in-the-Moon came and whistled for him. Then down and down they went
together; down the stairs, and into the cellars which were cut inside the cliff
and had small windows looking out of the side of the precipice over the wide
places of the moon; and then down secret steps that seemed to lead right under
the mountains, until after a long while they came into a completely dark place,
and stopped, though Roverandom‘s head went on turning giddily after the miles
of corkscrewing downwards.

In complete darkness the Man-in-the-Moon shone palely all by himself like a
glow-worm, and that was all the light they had. It was quite enough, though, to
see the door by—a big door in the floor. This the old man pulled up, and as it
was lifted darkness seemed to well up out of the opening like a fog, so that
Roverandom could no longer see even the faint glimmering of the Man through
it.

„Down you go, good dog!“ said his voice out of the blackness. And you won‘t
be surprised to be told that Roverandom was not a good dog, and would not
budge. He backed into the furthest corner of the little room, and set his ears
back. He was more frightened of that hole than of the old man.

But it was not any good. The Man-in-the-Moon simply picked him up and
dropped him plump into the black hole; and as he fell and fell into nothing,
Roverandom heard him calling out, already far above him: „Drop straight, and
then fly on with the wind! Wait for me at the other end!“

That ought to have comforted him, but it did not. Roverandom always said
afterwards that he did not think even falling over the world‘s edge could be
worse; and that anyway it was the nastiest part of all his adventures, and still
made him feel as if he had lost his tummy whenever he thought of it. You can
tell he is still thinking of it when he cries out and twitches in his sleep on the
hearthrug.

All the same, it came to an end. After a long while his falling gradually slowed
down, until at last he almost stopped. The rest of the way he had to use his
wings; and it was like flying up, up, through a big chimney—luckily with a
strong draught helping him along. Jolly glad he was when he got at last to the
top.

There he lay panting at the edge of the hole at the other end, waiting
obediently, and anxiously, for the Man-in-the-Moon. It was a good while before
he appeared, and Roverandom had time to see that he was at the bottom of a
deep dark valley, ringed round with low dark hills. Black clouds seemed to rest
upon their tops; and beyond the clouds was just one star.



Suddenly the little dog felt very sleepy; a bird in some gloomy bushes nearby
was singing a drowsy song that seemed strange and wonderful to him after the
little dumb birds of the other side to which he had got used. He shut his eyes.

„Wake up, you doglet!“ called a voice; and Roverandom bounced up just in
time to see the Man climbing out of the hole on a silver rope which a large grey
spider (much larger than himself) was fastening to a tree close by.

The Man climbed out. „Thank you!“ he said to the spider. „And now be off!“
And off the spider went, and was glad to go. There are black spiders on the dark
side, poisonous ones, if not as large as the monsters of the white side. They
hate anything white or pale or light, and especially pale spiders, which they
hate like rich relations that pay infrequent visits.

The grey spider dropped back down the rope into the hole, and a black spider
dropped out of the tree at the same moment.

„Now then!“ cried the old man to the black spider. „Come back there! That is
my private door, and don‘t you forget it. Just make me a nice hammock from
those two yew-trees, and I‘ll forgive you.“

„It‘s a longish climb down and up through the middle of the moon,“ he said
to Roverandom, „and I think a little rest before they arrive would do me good.
They are very nice, but they need a good deal of energy. Of course I could take
to wings, only I wear ‘em out so fast; also it would mean widening the hole, as
my size in wings would hardly fit, and I‘m a beautiful rope-climber.

„Now what do you think of this side?“ the Man continued. „Dark with a pale
sky, while t‘other was pale with a dark sky, eh? Quite a change, only there is
not much more real colour here than there, not what I call real colour, loud and
lots of it together. There are a few gleams under the trees, if you look, fireflies
and diamond-beetles and ruby-moths, and such like. Too tiny, though; too tiny
like all the bright things on this side. And they live a terrible life of it, what with
owls like eagles and as black as coal, and crows like vultures and as numerous
as sparrows, and all these black spiders. It‘s the black-velvet bob-owlers, flying
all together in clouds, that I personally like least. They won‘t even get out of my
way; I hardly dare give out a glimmer, or they all get tangled in my beard.

„Still this side has its charms, young dog; and one of them is that nobody
and no-doggy on earth has ever seen it before—when they were awake—except
you!“

Then the Man suddenly jumped into the hammock, which the black spider
had been spinning for him while he was talking, and went fast asleep in a
twinkling.

Roverandom sat alone and watched him, with a wary eye for black spiders
too. Little gleams of firelight, red, green, gold, and blue, flashed and shifted here
and there beneath the dark windless trees. The sky was pale with strange stars
above the floating wisps of velvet cloud. Thousands of nightingales seemed to be
singing in some other valley, faint beyond the nearer hills.

And then Roverandom heard the sound of children‘s voices, or the echo of
the echo of their voices coming down a sudden soft-stirring breeze. He sat up
and barked the loudest bark he had barked since this tale began.

„Bless me!“ cried the Man-in-the-Moon, jumping up wide wake, straight out
of the hammock onto the grass, and nearly onto Roverandom‘s tail. „Have they
arrived already?“

„Who?“ asked Roverandom.



„Well, if you didn‘t hear them, what did you yap for?“ said the old man.
„Come on! This is the way.“

They went down a long grey path, marked at the sides with faintly luminous
stones, and overhung with bushes. It led on and on, and the bushes became
pine-trees, and the air was filled with the smell of pine-trees at night. Then the
path began to climb; and after a time they came to the top of the lowest point in
the ring of hills that had shut them in.

Then Roverandom looked down into the next valley; and all the nightingales
stopped singing, like turning off a tap, and children‘s voices floated up clear
and sweet, for they were singing a fair song with many voices blended to one
music.

Down the hillside raced and jumped the old man and the dog together. My
word! the Man-in-the-Moon could leap from rock to rock!

„Come on, come on!“ he called. „I may be a bearded billy-goat, a wild or
garden goat, but you can‘t catch me!“ And Roverandom had to fly to keep up
with him.

And so they came suddenly to a sheer precipice, not very high, but dark and
polished like jet. Looking over, Roverandom saw below a garden in twilight; and
as he looked it changed to the soft glow of an afternoon sun, though he could
not see where the soft light came from that lit all that sheltered place and never
strayed beyond. Grey fountains were there, and long lawns; and children
everywhere, dancing sleepily, walking dreamily, and talking to themselves.
Some stirred as if just waking from deep sleep; some were already running wide
awake and laughing: they were digging, gathering flowers, building tents and
houses, chasing butterflies, kicking balls, climbing trees; and all were singing.

„Where do they all come from?“ asked Roverandom, bewildered and
delighted.

„From their homes and beds, of course,“ said the Man.
„And how do they get here?“
„That I ain‘t going to tell you at all; and you‘ll never find out. You are lucky,

and so is anyone, to get here by any way at all; but the children don‘t come by
your way, at any rate. Some come often, and some come seldom, and I make
most of the dream. Some of it they bring with them, of course, like lunch to
school, and some (I am sorry to say) the spiders make—but not in this valley,
and not if I catch ‘em at it. And now let‘s go and join the party!“

The cliff of jet sloped steeply down. It was much too smooth even for a spider
to climb—not that any spider ever dared try; for he might slide down, but
neither he nor anything else could get up again; and in that garden were hidden
sentinels, not to mention the Man-in-the-Moon, without whom no party was
complete, for they were his own parties.

And he now slid bang into the middle of this one. He just sat down and
tobogganed, swish! right into the midst of a crowd of children with Roverandom
rolling on top of him, quite forgetting that he could fly. Or could have down—for
when he picked himself up at the bottom he found that his wings had gone.

„What‘s that little dog doing?“ said a small boy to the Man. Roverandom was
going round and round like a top, trying to look at his own back.

„Looking for his wings, my boy. He thinks he has rubbed them off on the
toboggan-run, but they‘re in my pocket. No wings allowed down here, people
don‘t get out of here without leave, do they?“



„No! Baddy-long-beard!“ said about twenty children all at once, and one boy
caught hold of the old man‘s beard and climbed up it onto his shoulder.
Roverandom expected to see him turned into a moth or a piece of indiarubber,
or something, on the spot.

But „My word! you‘re a bit of a rope-climber, my boy!“ said the Man. „I‘ll have
to give you lessons.“ And he tossed the boy right up into the air. He did not fall
down again; not a bit of it. He stuck up in the air; and the Man-in-the-Moon
threw him a silver rope that he slipped out of his pocket.

„Just climb down that quick!“ he said; and down the boy slithered into the
old man‘s arms, where he was well tickled. „You‘ll wake up, if you laugh so
loud,“ said the Man, and he put him down on the grass and walked off into the
crowd.

Roverandom was left to amuse himself, and he was just making for a
beautiful yellow ball („Just like my own at home,“ he thought) when he heard a
voice he knew.

„There‘s my little dog!“ it said. „There‘s my little dog! I always thought he was
real. Fancy him being here, when I‘ve looked and looked all over the sands and
called and whistled every day for him!“

As soon as Roverandom heard that voice, he sat up and begged.
„My little begging dog!“ said little boy Two (of course); and he ran up and

patted him. „Where have you been to?“
But all Roverandom could say at first was: „Can you hear what I‘m saying?“
„Of course I can,“ said little boy Two. „But when mummy brought you home

before, you wouldn‘t listen to me at all, although I did my best bark-talk for
you. And I don‘t believe you tried to say much to me either; you seemed to be
thinking of something else.“

Roverandom said how sorry he was, and he told the little boy hom he had
fallen out of his pocket; and all about Psamathos, and Mew, and many of the
adventures he had had since he was lost. That is how the little boy and his
brothers got to know about the odd fellow in the sand, and learned a lot of
other useful things they might otherwise have missed. Little boy Two thought
that „Roverandom“ was a splendid name. „I shall call you that too,“ he said.
„And don‘t forget that you still belong to me!“

Then they had a game with the ball, and a game of hide-and-seek, and a run
and a long walk, and a rabbit-hunt (with no result, of course, except
excitement: the rabbits were exceedingly shadowy), and much splashing in the
ponds, and all kinds of other things one after another for endless ages; and
they got to like one another better and better. The little boy was rolling over and
over on the dewy grass, in a very bed-timish light (but no one seems to mind
wet grass or bed-time in that place), and the little dog was rolling over and over
with him, and standing on his head like no dog on earth ever has done since
Mother Hubbard‘s dead dog did it; and the little boy was laughing till he—
vanished quite suddenly and left Roverandom all alone on the lawn!

„He‘s waked up, that‘s all,“ said the Man-in-the-Moon, who suddenly
appeared. „Gone home, and about time too. Why! it‘s only a quarter of an hour
before his breakfast time. He‘ll miss his walk on the sands this morning. Well,
well! I am afraid it‘s our time to go, too.

So, very reluctantly, Roverandom went back to the white side with the old
man. They walked all the way, and it took a very long time; and Roverandom
did not enjoy it as much as he ought to have done. For they saw all kinds of



queer things, and had many adventures—perfectly safe, of course, with the
Man-in-the-Moon close at hand. That was just as well, as there were lots of
nasty creepy things in the bogs that would otherwise have grabbed the little dog
quick. The dark side was as wet as the white side was dry, and full of the most
extraordinary plants and creatures, which I would tell you about, if
Roverandom had taken any particular notice of them. But he did not; he was
thinking of the garden and the little boy.

At last they came to the grey edge, and they looked past the cinder valleys
where many of the dragons lived, through a gap in the mountains to the great
white plain and the shining cliffs. They saw the world rise, a pale green and
gold moon, huge and round above the shoulders of the Lunar Mountains; and
Roverandom thought: „That is where my little boy lives!“ It seemed a terrible
and enormous way away.

„Do dreams come true?“ he asked.
„Some of mine do,“ said the old man. „Some, but not all; and seldom any of

them straight away, or quite like they were in dreaming them. But why do you
want to know about dreams?“

„I was only wondering,“ said Roverandom.
„About that little boy,“ said the Man. „I thought so.“ He then pulled a

telescope out of his pocket. It opened out to an enormous length. „A little look
will do you no harm, I think,“ he said.

Roverandom looked through it—when he had managed at last to shut one
eye and keep the other open. He saw the world plainly. First he saw the far end
of the moon‘s path falling straight onto the sea; and he thought he saw, faint
and rather thin, long lines of small people sailing swiftly down it, but he could
not be quite sure. The moonlight quickly faded. Sunlight began to grow; and
suddenly there was the cove of the sand-sorcerer (but no sign of Psamathos—
Psamathos did not allow himself to be peeped at); and after a while the two little
boys walked into the round picture, going hand in hand along the shore,
„Looking for shells or for me?“ wondered the dog.

Very soon the picture shifted and he saw the little boys‘ father‘s white house
on the cliff, with its garden running down to the sea; and at the gate he saw—
an unpleasant surprise—the old wizard sitting on a stone smoking his pipe, as
if he had nothing to do but watch there for ever, with his old green hat on the
back of his head and his waistcoat unbuttoned.

„What‘s old Arta-what-d‘you-call-him doing at the gate?“ Roverandom asked.
„I should have thought he had forgotten about me long ago. And aren‘t his
holidays over yet?“

„No, he‘s waiting for you, my doglet. He hasn‘t forgotten. If you turn up there
just now, real or toy, he‘ll put some new bewitchment on you pretty quick. It
isn‘t that he minds so much about his trousers—they were soon mended—but
he is very annoyed with Samathos for interfering; and Samathos hasn‘t finished
making his arrangements yet for dealing with him.“

Just then Roverandom saw Artaxerxes‘ hat blown off by the wind, and off the
wizard ran after it; and plain to see, he had a wonderful patch on his trousers,
an orange-coloured patch with black spots.

„I should have thought that a wizard could have managed to patch his
trousers better than that!“ said Roverandom.

„But he thinks he has managed it beautifully!“ said the old man. „He
bewitched a piece off somebody‘s window-curtains; they got fire insurance, and



he got a splash of colour, and both are satisfied. Still, you are right. He is
failing, I do believe. Sad after all these centuries to see a man going off his
magic; but lucky for you, perhaps.“ Then the Man-in-the-Moon closed the
telescope with a snap, and off they went again.

„Here are your wings again,“ he said when they had reached the tower. „Now
fly off and amuse yourself! Don‘t worry the moonbeams, don‘t kill my white
rabbits, and come back when you feel hungry!—or have any other sort of pain.“

Roverandom at once flew off to find the moon-dog and tell him about the
other side; but the other dog was a bit jealous of a visitor being allowed to see
things which he could not, and he pretended not to be interested.

„Sounds a nasty part altogether,“ he growled. „I‘m sure I don‘t want to see it.
I suppose you‘ll be boxed with the white side now, and only having me to go
about with, instead of all your two-legged friends. It‘s a pity the Persian wizard
is such a sticker, and you can‘t go home.“

Roverandom was rather hurt; and he told the moon-dog over and over again
that he was jolly glad to be back at the tower, and would never be bored with
the white side. They soon settled down to be good friends again, and did lots
and lots of things together; and yet what the moon-dog had said in bad temper
turned out to be true. It was not Roverandom‘s fault, and he did his best not to
show it, but somehow none of the adventures or explorations seemed so
exciting to him as they had done before, and he was always thinking of the fun
he had in the garden with little boy Two.

They visited the valley of the white moon-gnomes (moonums, for short) that
ride about on rabbits, and make pancakes out of snowflakes, and grow little
golden apple-trees no bigger than buttercups in their neat orchards. They put
broken glass and tintacks outside the lairs of some of the lesser dragons( while
they were asleep), and lay awake till the middle of the night to hear them roar
with rage—dragons often have tender tummies, as I have told you already, and
they go out for a drink at twelve midnight every night of their lives, not to speak
of between-whiles. Sometimes the dogs even dared to go spider-baiting—biting
webs and setting free the moonbeams, and flying off just in time, while the
spiders threw lassoes at them from the hill-tops. But all the while Roverandom
was looking out for Postman Mew and News of the World (mostly murders and
football-matches, as even a little dog knows; but there is sometimes something
better in an odd corner).

He missed Mew‘s next visit, as he was away on a ramble, but the old man
was still reading the letters and news when he got back (and he seemed in a
mighty good humour too, sitting on the roof with his feet dangling over the
edge, puffing at an enormous white clay-pipe, sending out clouds of smoke like
a railway-engine, and smiling right round his round old face).

Roverandom felt he could bear it no longer. „I‘ve got a pain in my inside,“ he
said. „I want to go back to the little boy, so that his dream can come true.“

The old man put down his letter (it was about Artaxerxes, and very amusing),
and took the pipe out of his mouth. „Must you go? Can‘t you stay? This is so
sudden! So pleased to have met you! You must drop in again one day.
Deelighted to see you any time!“ he said all in a breath.

„Very well!“ he went on more sensibly. „Artaxerxes is arranged for.“
„How??“ asked Roverandom, really excited again.
„He has married a mermaid and gone to live at the bottom of the Deep Blue

Sea.“



„I hope she will patch his trousers better! A green sea-weed patch would go
well with his green hat.“

„My dear dog! He was married in a complete new suit of seaweed green with
pink coral buttons and epaulettes of sea-anemones; and they burnt his old hat
on the beach! Samathos arranged it all. O! Samathos is very deep, as deep as
the Deep Blue Sea, and I expect he means to settle lots of things to his liking
this way, lots more than just you, my dog.

„I wonder how it will turn out! Artaxerxes is getting into his twentieth or
twenty-first childhood at the moment, it seems to me; and he makes a lot of
fuss about very little things. Most obstinate he is, to be sure. He used to be a
pretty good magician, but he is becoming bad-tempered and a thorough
nuisance. When he came and dug up old Samathos with a wooden spade in the
middle of the afternoon, and pulled him out of his hole by the ears, the
Samathist thought things had gone too far, and I don‘t wonder. ‹Such a lot of
disturbance, just at my best time for sleeping, and all about a wretched little
dog›: that is what he writes to me, and you needn‘t blush.

„So he invited Artaxerxes to a mermaid-party, when both their tempers had
cooled down a bit, and that is how it all happened. They took Artaxerxes out for
a moonlight swim, and he will never go back to Persia, or even Pershore. He fell
in love with the rich mer-king‘s elderly but lovely daughter, and they were
married the next night.

„It is probably just as well. There has not been a resident Magician in the
Ocean for some time. Proteus, Poseidon, Triton, Neptune, and all that lot,
they‘ve all turned into minnows or mussels long ago, and in any case they never
knew or bothered much about things outside the Mediterranean—they were too
fond of sardines. Old Niord retired a long while ago, too. He was of course only
able to give half his attention to business after his silly marriage with the
giantess—you remember she fell in love with him because he had clean feet (so
convenient in the home), and fell out of love with him, when it was too late,
because they were wet. He‘s on his last legs now, I hear; quite doddery, poor old
dear. Oil-fuel has given him a dreadful cough, and he has retired to the coast of
Iceland for a little sunshine.

„There was the Old Man of the Sea, of course. He was my cousin, and I‘m not
proud of it. He was a bit of a burden—wouldn‘t walk, and always wanted to be
carried, as I dare say you have heard. That was the death of him. He sat on a
floating mine (if you know what I mean) a year or two ago, right on one of the
buttons! Not even my magic could do anything with that case. It was worse
than the one of Humpty Dumpty.“

„What about Britannia?“ asked Roverandom, who after all was an English
dog; though really he was a bit bored with all this, and wanted to hear more
about his own wizard. „I thought Britannia ruled the waves.“

„She never really gets her feet wet. She prefers patting lions on the beach,
and sitting on a penny with an eel-fork in her hand—and in any case there is
more to manage in the sea than waves. How they have got Artaxerxes, and I
hope he will be of use. He‘ll spend the first few years trying to grow plums on
polyps, I expect, if they let him; and that‘ll be easier than keeping the mer-folk
in order.

„Well, well, well! Where was I? Of course—you can go back now, if you want
to. In fact, not to be too polite, it‘s time you went back as soon as possible. Old



Samathos is your first call—and don‘t follow my bad example and forget your Ps
when you meet!“

Mew turned up again the very next day, with an extra post—an immense
number of letters for the Man-in-the-Moon, and bundles of newspapers: The
Illustrated Weekly Weed, Ocean Notions, The Mer-mail, The Conch, and The
Morning Splash. They all had exactly the same (exclusive) pictures of
Artaxerxes‘ wedding on the beach at full moon, with Mr Psamathos
Psamathides, the well-known financier (a mere title of respect), grinning in the
background. But they were nicer than our pictures, for they were at least
coloured; and the mermaid really did look beautiful (her tail was in the foam).

The time had come to say good-bye. The Man-in-the-Moon beamed on
Roverandom; and the moon-dog tried to look unconcerned. Roverandom himself
had rather a drooping tail, but all he said was: „Good-bye, pup! Take care of
yourself, don‘t worry the moon-beams, don‘t kill the white rabbits, and don‘t eat
too much supper!“

„Pup yourself!“ said the moon-Rover. „And stop eating wizards‘ trousers!“
That was all; and yet, I believe, he was always worrying the old Man-in-the-
Moon to send him on a holiday to visit Roverandom, and that he has been
allowed to go several times since then.

After that Roverandom went back with Mew, and the Man went back into his
cellars, and the moon-dog sat on the roof and watched them out of sight.
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There was a cold wind blowing off the North Star when they got near the
world‘s edge, and the chilly spray of the waterfalls splashed over them. It had
been stiffer going on the way back, for old Psamathos‘ magic was not in such a
hurry just then; and they were glad to rest on the Isle of Dogs. But as
Roverandom was still his enchanted size, he did not enjoy himself much there.
The other dogs were too large and noisy, and too scornful; and the bones of the
bone-trees were too large and bony.

It was dawn of the day after the day after tomorrow when at last they sighted
the black cliffs of Mew‘s home; and the sun was warm on their backs, and the
tips of the sand-hillocks were already pale and dry, by the time they alighted in
the cove of Psamathos.

Mew gave a little cry, and tapped with his beak on a bit of wood lying on the
ground. The bit of wood immediately grew straight up into the air, and turned
into Psamathos‘ left ear, and was joined by another ear, and quickly followed by
the rest of the sorcerer‘s ugly head and neck.

„What do you two want at this time of day?“ growled Psamathos. „It‘s my
favourite time for sleep.“

„We‘re back!“ said the seagull.
„And you've allowed yourself to be carried back on his back, I see,“

Psamathos said, turning to the little dog. „After dragon-hunting I should have
thought you would have found a little flight back home quite easy.“

„But please, sir,“ said Roverandom, „I left my wings behind; they didn‘t really
belong to me. And I should rather like to be an ordinary dog again.“



„O! all right. Still I hope you have enjoyed yourself as ›Roverandom‹. You
ought to have done. Now you can he just Rover again, if you really want to be;
and you can go home and play with your yellow ball, and sleep on armchairs
when you get the chance, and sit on laps, and be a respectable little yap-dog
again.“

„What about the little boy?“ said Rover.
„But you ran away from him, silly, all the way to the moon, I thought!“ said

Psamathos, pretending to be annoyed and surprised, but giving a merry twinkle
out of one knowing eye. „Home I said, and home I meant. Don‘t splutter and
argue!“

Poor Rover was spluttering because he was trying to get in a very polite „Mr
P-samathos“. Eventually he did. „P-P-Please, Mr P-P-P-samathos,“ he said,
most touchingly. „P-Please p-pardon me, but I have met him again; and I
shouldn‘t run away now; and really I belong to him, don‘t I? So I ought to go
back to him.“

„Stuff and nonsense! Of course you don‘t and oughtn‘t! You belong to the old
lady that bought you first, and back you‘ll have to go to her. You can‘t buy
stolen goods, or bewitched ones either, as you would know, if you knew the
Law, you silly little dog. Little boy Two‘s mother wasted sixpence on you, and
that‘s an end of it. And what‘s in dream-meetings anyway?' wound up
Psamathos with a huge wink.

„I thought some of the Man-in-the-Moon‘s dreams came true,“ said little
Rover sadly.

„O! did you! Well that‘s the Man-in-the-Moon‘s affair. Any business is to
change you back at once into your proper size, and send you back where you
belong. Artaxerxes has departed to other spheres of usefulness, so we needn‘t
bother about him any more. Come here!“

He took hold of Rover, and he waved his fat hand over the little dog‘s head,
and hey presto—there was no change at all! He did it all over again, and still
there was no change.

Then Psamathos got right up out of the sand, and Rover saw for the first time
that he had legs like a rabbit. He stamped and ramped, and kicked sand into
the air, and trampled on the seashells, and snorted like an angry pug-dog; and
still nothing happened at all!

„Done by a seaweed wizard, blister and wart him!“ he swore. „Done by a
Persian plum-picker, pot and jam him!“ he shouted, and kept on shouting till
he was tired. Then he sat down.

„Well, well!“ he said at last when he was cooler. „Live and learn! But
Artaxerxes is most peculiar. Who could have guessed that he would remember
you amidst all the excitement of his wedding, and go and waste his strongest
incantation on a dog before going on his honeymoon—as if his first spell wasn‘t
more than any silly little puppy is worth? If it isn‘t enough to split one‘s skin.

„Well! I don‘t need to think out what is to be done, at any rate,“ Psamathos
continued. „There is only one possible thing. You have got to go and find him
and beg his pardon. But my word! I‘ll remember this against him, till the sea is
twice as salt and half as wet. Just you two go for a walk, and be back in half an
hour when my temper‘s better!“

Mew and Rover went along the shore and up the cliff, Mew flying slowly and
Rover trotting along very sad. They stopped outside the little boys‘ father‘s
house; and Rover even went in at the gate, and sat in a flower-bed under the



boys‘ window. It was still very early, but he barked and barked hopefully. The
little boys were either still fast asleep or away, for nobody came to the window.
Or so Rover thought. He had forgotten that things are different on the world
from the back-garden of the moon, and that Artaxerxes‘ bewitchment was still
on his size, and the size of his bark.

After a little while Mew took him mournfully back to the cove. There an
altogether new surprise was waiting for him. Psamathos was talking to a whale!
A very large whale, Uin the oldest of the Right Whales. He looked like a
mountain to little Rover, lying with his great head in a deep pool near the
water‘s edge.

„Sorry I couldn‘t get anything smaller at a moment's notice,“ said Psamathos.
„But he is very comfortable!“

„Walk in!“ said the whale.
„Good-bye! Walk in!“ said the seagull.
„Walk in!“ said Psamathos; „and be quick about it! And don‘t bite or scratch

about inside; you might give Uin a cough, and that you would find uncomfy.“
This was almost as bad as being asked to jump into the hole in the Man-in-

the-Moon‘s cellar, and Rover backed away, so that Mew and Psamathos had to
push him in. Push him they did, too, without a coax; and the whale‘s jaws shut
to with a snap.

Inside it was very dark indeed, and fishy. There Rover sat and trembled; and
as he sat (not daring even to scratch his own ears) he heard, or thought he
heard, the swish and beating of the whale‘s tail in the waters; and he felt, or
thought he felt, the whale plunge deeper and downer towards the bottom of the
Deep Blue Sea.

But when the whale stopped and opened his mouth wide again (delighted to
do so: whales prefer going about trawling with their jaws wide open and a good
tide of food coming in, but Uin was a considerate animal) and Rover peeped out,
it was deep, altogether immeasurably deep, but not at all blue. There was only
a pale green light; and Rover walked out to find himself on a white path of sand
winding through a dim and fantastic forest.

„Straight along! You haven‘t far to go,“ said Uin.
Rover went straight along, as straight as the path would allow, and soon

before him he saw the gate of a great palace, made it seemed of pink and white
stone that shone with a pale light coming through it; and through the many
windows lights of green and blue shone clear. All round the walls huge sea-
trees grew, taller than the domes of the palace that swelled up vast, gleaming in
the dark water. The great indiarubber trunks of the trees bent and swayed like
grasses, and the shadow of their endless branches was thronged with goldfish,
and silverfish, and redfish, and bluefish, and phosphorescent fish like birds.
But the fishes did not sing. The mermaids sang inside the palace. How they
sang? And all the sea-fairies sang in chorus, and the music floated out of the
windows, hundreds of mer-folk playing on horns and pipes and conches of
shell.

Sea-goblins were grinning at him out of the darkness under the trees, and
Rover hurried along as fast as he could—he found his steps slow and laden
deep down under the water. And why didn‘t he drown? I don‘t know, but I
suppose Psamathos Psamathides had given some thought to it (he knows much
more about the sea than most people would think, even though he never sets



toe in it, if he can help it), while Rover and Mew had gone for a walk, and he
had sat and simmered down and thought of a new plan.

Anyway Rover did not drown; but he was already wishing he was somewhere
else, even in the whale‘s wet inside, before he got to the door: such queer
shapes and faces peered at him out of the purple bushes and the spongey
thickets beside the path that he felt very unsafe indeed. At last he got to the
enormous door—a golden archway fringed with coral, and a door of mother-of-
pearl studded with sharks‘ teeth. The knocker was a huge ring encrusted with
white barnacles, and all the barnacles‘ little red streamers were hanging out;
but of course Rover could not reach it, nor could he have moved it anyway. So
he barked, and to his surprise his bark came quite loud. The music inside
stopped at the third bark, and the door opened.

Who do you think opened it? Artaxerxes himself, dressed in what looked like
plum-coloured velvet, and green silk trousers; and he still had a large pipe in
his mouth, only it was blowing beautiful rainbow-coloured bubbles instead of
tobacco-smoke; but he had no hat.

„Hullo!“ he said. „So you‘ve turned up! I thought you would get tired of old P-
samathos‘ (how he snorted over that exaggerated P) „before long. He can‘t do
quite everything. Well, what have you come down here for? We are just having a
party, and you‘re interrupting the music.

„Please, Mr Arterxaxes, I mean Ertaxarxes,“ began Rover, rather flustered
and trying to be very polite.

„O never mind about getting it right! I don‘t mind!“ said the wizard rather
crossly. „Get on to the explanation, and make it short; I‘ve no time for long
rigmaroles.“ He had become rather full of his own importance (with strangers),
since his marriage to the rich mer-king‘s daughter, and his appointment to the
post of Pacific and Atlantic Magician (the PAM they called him for short, when
he was not present). „If you want to see me about anything pressing, you had
better come in and wait in the hall; I might find a moment after the dance.“

He closed the door behind Rover and went off. The little dog found himself in
a huge dark space under a dimly-lighted dome. There were pointed archways
curtained with seaweed all round, and most of them were dark; but one of them
was full of light, and music came loudly through it, music that seemed to go on
and on for ever, never repeating and never stopping for a rest.

Rover soon got very tired of waiting, so he walked along to the shining
doorway and peeped through the curtains. He was looking into a vast ballroom
with seven domes and ten thousand coral pillars, lit with purest magic and
filled with warm and sparkling water. There all the golden-haired mermaids and
the dark-haired sirens were dancing interwoven dances as they sang—not
dancing on their tails, but wonderful swim-dancing, up and down, as well as to
and fro, in the clear water.

Nobody noticed the little dog‘s nose peeping through the seaweed at the door,
so after gazing for a while he crept inside. The door was made of silver sand and
pink butterfly shells, all open and happing in the gently swirling water, and he
had picked his way carefully among them for some way, keeping close to the
wall, before a voice said suddenly above him:

„What a sweet little dog! He‘s a land-dog, not a sea-dog, I‘m sure. How could
he have got here—such a tiny mite!“

Rover looked up and saw a beautiful mer-lady with a large black comb in her
golden hair, sitting on a ledge not far above him; her regrettable tail was



dangling down, and she was mending one of Artaxerxes‘ green socks. She was,
of course, the new Mrs Artaxerxes (usually known as Princess Pam; she was
rather popular, which was more than you could say for her husband).
Artaxerxes was at the moment sitting beside her, and whether he had the time
or not for long rigmaroles, he was listening to one of his wife‘s. Or had been,
before Rover turned up. Mrs Artaxerxes put an end to her rigmarole, and to her
sock-mending, as soon as she caught sight of him, and floating down picked
him up and carried him back to her couch. This was really a window-seat on
the first floor (an indoors window)—there are no stairs in sea-houses, and no
umbrellas, and for the same reason; and there is not much difference between
doors and windows, either.

The mer-lady soon settled her beautiful {and rather capacious) self
comfortably on her couch again, and put Rover on her lap; and immediately
there was an awful growl from under the window-seat.

„Lie down, Rover! Lie down, good dog!“ said Mrs Artaxerxes. She was not
talking to our Rover, though; she was talking to a white mer-dog who came out
now, in spite of what she said, growling and grumbling and beating the water
with his little web-feet, and lashing it with his large flat tail, and blowing
bubbles out of his sharp nose.

„What a horrible little thing!“ the new dog said. „Look at his miserable tail!
Look at his feet! Look at his silly coat!“

„Look at yourself,“ said Rover from the mer-lady‘s lap, „and you won‘t want to
do it again! Who called you Rover?—a cross between a duck and a tadpole
pretending to be a dog!“ From which you can see that they took rather a fancy
to one another at first sight.

Indeed, they soon made great friends—not quite such friends, perhaps, as
Rover and the moon-dog, if only because Rover‘s stay under the sea was
shorter, and the deeps are not such a jolly place as the moon for little dogs,
being full of dark and awful places where light has never been and never will
be, because they will never be uncovered till light has all gone out. Horrible
things live there, too old for imagining, too strong for spells, too vast for
measurement. Artaxerxes had already found that out. The post of PAM is not
the most comfortable job in the world.

„Now swim away and amuse yourselves!“ said his wife, when the dog-
argument had died down and the two animals were merely sniffing at one
another. „Don‘t worry the fire-fish, don‘t chew the sea-anemones, don‘t get
caught in the clams; and come back to supper!“

„Please, I can‘t swim,“ said Rover.
„Dear me! What a nuisance!“ she said. „Now Pam!“—she was the only one so

far that called him this to his face—„here is something you can really do, at
last!“

„Certainly, my dear!“ said the wizard, very anxious to oblige her, and pleased
to be able to show that he really had some magic, and was not an entirely
useless official (limpets they call them in sea-language). He took a little wand
out of his waistcoat-pocket—it was really his fountain-pen, but it was no longer
any use for writing: mer-folk use a queer sticky ink that is absolutely no use in
fountain-pens—and he waved it over Rover.

Artaxerxes was, in spite of what some people have said, a very good magician
in his own way (or Rover would never have had these adventures)—rather a
minor art, but still needing a deal of practice. Anyway after the very first wave



Rover‘s tail began to get fishy and his feet to get webby, and his coat to get
more and more like a mackintosh. When the change was over, he soon got used
to it; and he found swimming a good deal easier to pick up than flying, very
nearly as pleasant, and not so tiring—unless you wanted to go down.

The first thing he did, after a trial swim round the ballroom, was to bite at
the other dog‘s tail. In fun, of course; but fun or not, there was nearly a fight on
the spot, for the mer-dog was a bit touchy-tempered. Rover only saved himself
by making off as fast as possible; nimble and quick he had to be, too. My word!
there was a chase in and out of windows, and along dark passages, and round
pillars, and out and up and round the domes; till at last the mer-dog himself
was exhausted, and his bad temper too, and they sat down together on the top
of the highest cupola next to the flag-pole. The mer-king‘s banner, a seaweed
streamer of scarlet and green, spangled with pearls, was floating from it.

„What‘s your name?“ said the mer-dog after a breathless pause. „Rover?“ he
said. „That‘s my name, so you can‘t have it. I had it first!“

„How do you know?“
„Of course I know! I can see you are only a puppy, and you have not been

down here hardly five minutes. I was enchanted ages and ages ago, hundreds of
years. I expect I‘m the first of all the dog Rovers.

„My first master was a Rover, a real one, a sea-rover who sailed his ship in
the northern waters; it was a long ship with red sails, and it was carved like a
dragon at the prow, and he called it the Red Worm and loved it. I loved him,
though I was only a puppy, and he did not notice me much; for I wasn‘t big
enough to go hunting, and he didn‘t take dogs to sail with him. One day I went
sailing without being asked. He was saying farewell to his wife; the wind was
blowing, and the men were thrusting the Red Worm out over the rollers into the
sea. The foam was white about the dragon‘s neck; and I suddenly felt that I
should not see him again after that day, if I didn‘t go too. I sneaked on board
somehow, and hid behind a water-barrel; and me were far at sea and the
landmarks low in the water before they found me.

„That‘s when they called me Rover, when they dragged me out by my tail.
‹Here‘s a fine sea-rover!› said one. ‹And a strange fate is on him, that turns
never home,› said another with queer eyes. And indeed I never did go back
home; and I have never grown any bigger, though I have grown much older—
and wiser, of course.

„There was a sea-fight on that voyage, and I ran up on the fore-deck while
the arrows fell and sword clashed upon shield. But the men of the Black Swan
boarded us, and drove my master‘s men all over the side. He was the last to go.
He stood beside the dragon‘s head, and then he dived into the sea in all his
mail; and I dived after him.

„He went to the bottom quicker than I did, and the mermaids caught him;
but I told them to carry him swift to land, for many would weep, if he did not
come home. They smiled at me, and lifted him up, and bore him away; and now
some say they carried him to the shore, and some shake their heads at me. You
can‘t depend on mermaids, except for keeping their own secrets; they‘re better
than oysters at chat.

„I often think they really buried him in the white sand. Far away from here
there lies still a part of the Red Worm that the men of the Black Swan sank; or
it was there when last I passed. A forest of weed was growing round it and over



it, all except the dragon‘s head; somehow not even barnacles were growing on
that, and under it there was a mound of white sand.

„I left those parts long ago. I turned slowly into a sea-dog—the older sea-
women used to do a good deal of witchcraft in those days, and one of them was
kind to me. It was she that gave me as a present to the mer-king, the reigning
one‘s grandfather, and I have been in and about the palace ever since. That‘s all
about me. It happened hundreds of years ago, and I have seen a good deal of
the high seas and the low seas since then, but I have never been back home.
Now tell me about you! I suppose you don‘t come from the North Sea by any
chance, do you?—we used to call it England‘s Sea in those days—or know any
of the old places in and about the Orkneys?“

Our Rover had to confess that he had never heard before of anything but just
„the sea“, and not much of that. „But I have been to the moon,“ he said, and he
told his new friend as much about it as he could make him understand.

The mer-dog enjoyed Rover‘s tale immensely, and believed at least half of it.
„A jolly good yarn,“ he said, „and the best I have heard for a long time. I have
seen the moon. I go on top occasionally, you know, but I never imagined it was
like that. But my word! that sky-pup has got a cheek. Three Rovers! Two‘s bad
enough, but three‘s impossible! And I don‘t believe for a moment he is older
than I am; if he is a hundred yet, I should be mighty surprised.“

He was probably quite right too. The moon-dog, as you noticed, exaggerated a
lot. „And anyway,“ went on the mer-dog, „he only gave himself the name. Mine
was given me.“

„And so was mine,“ said our little dog.
„And for no reason at all, and before you had begun to earn it any way. I like

the Man-in-the-Moon‘s idea. I shall call you Roverandom, too; and if I were you
I should stick to it—you never do seem to know where you are going next! Let‘s
go down to supper!“

It was a fishy supper, but Roverandom soon got used to that; it seemed to
suit his webby feet. After supper he suddenly remembered why he had come all
the way to the bottom of the sea; and off he went to look for Artaxerxes. He
found him blowing bubbles, and turning them into real balls to please the little
mer-children.

„Please, Mr Artaxerxes, could you be bothered to turn me—“ began
Roverandom.

„O! go away!“ said the wizard. „Can‘t you see I can‘t be bothered? Not now,
I‘m busy.“ This is what Artaxerxes said all too often to people he did not think
were important. He knew well enough what Rover wanted; but he was not in a
hurry himself.

So Roverandom swam off and went to bed, or rather roosted in a bunch of
seaweed growing on a high rock in the garden. There was the old whale resting
just underneath; and if anyone tells you that whales don‘t go down to the
bottom or stop there dozing for hours, you need not let that bother you. Old Uin
was in every way exceptional.

„Well?“ he said. „How have you got on? I see you are still toy-size. What‘s the
matter with Artaxerxes? Can‘t he do anything, or won‘t he?“

„I think he can,“ said Roverandom. „Look at my new shape! But if ever I try to
get onto the matter of size, he keeps on saying how busy he is, and he hasn‘t
time for long explanations.“



„Umph!“ said the whale, and knocked a tree sideways with his tail—the swish
of it nearly washed Roverandom off his rock. „I don‘t think that PAM will be a
success in these parts; but I shouldn‘t worry. You‘ll be all right sooner or later.
In the meanwhile there are lots of new things to see tomorrow. Go to sleep!
Good-bye!“ And he swam off into the dark. The report that he took back to the
cove made old Psamathos very angry all the same.

The lights of the palace were all turned off. No moon or star came down
through that deep dark water. The green got gloomier and gloomier, until it was
all black, and there was not a glimmer, except when big luminous fish went by
slowly through the weeds. Yet Roverandom slept soundly that night, and the
next night, and several nights after. And the next day, and the day after, he
looked for the wizard and couldn‘t find him anywhere.

One morning when he was beginning already to feel quite a sea-dog and to
wonder if he had come to stay there for ever, the mer-dog said to him: „Bother
that wizard! Or rather, don‘t bother him! Give him a miss today. Let‘s go off for
a really long swim!“

On they went, and the long swim turned into an excursion lasting for days.
They covered a terrific distance in the time; they were enchanted creatures, you
must remember, and there were few ordinary things in the seas that could keep
up with them. When they got tired of the cliffs and mountains at the bottom,
and of the racing runs in the middle heights, they rose up and up and up, right
through the water for a mile and a bit; and when they got to the top, no land
was to be seen.

The sea all round them was smooth and calm and grey. Then it suddenly
ruffled and went dark in patches under a little cold wind, the wind at dawn.
Swiftly the sun looked up with a shout over the rim of the sea, red as if he had
been drinking hot wine; and swiftly he leaped into the air and went off for his
daily journey, turning all the edges of the waves golden and the shadows
between them dark green. A ship was sailing on the margin of the sea and the
sky, and it sailed right into the sun, so that its masts were black against the
fire.

„Where‘s that going to?“ asked Roverandom.
„O! Japan or Honolulu or Manila or Easter Island or Thursday or

Vladivostok, or somewhere or other, I suppose,“ said the mer-dog, whose
geography was a bit vague, in spite of his hundreds of years of boasted
prowlings. „This is the Pacific, I believe; but I don‘t know which part—a warm
part, by the feel of it. It‘s rather a large piece of water. Let‘s go and look for
something to eat!“

When they got back, some days later, Roverandom at once went to look for
the wizard again; he felt he had given him a good long rest.

„Please, Mr. Artaxerxes, could you bother“—he began as usual.
„No! I could not!“ said Artaxerxes, even more definitely than usual. This time

he really was busy, though. The Complaints had come in by post. Of course, as
you can imagine, all kinds of things go wrong in the sea, that not even the best
PAM in the ocean could prevent, and some of which he is not even supposed to
have anything to do with. Wrecks come down plump now and again on the roof
of somebody‘s sea-house; explosions occur in the sea-bed (O yes! they have
volcanoes and all that kind of nuisance quite as badly as we have) and blow up
somebody‘s prize flock of goldfish, or prize bed of anemones, or one and only
pearl-oyster, or famous rock and coral garden; or savage fish have a fight in the



highway and knock mer-children over; or absent-minded sharks swim in at the
dining-room window and spoil the dinner; or the deep, dark, unmentionable
monsters of the black abysses do horrible and wicked things.

The mer-folk have always put up with all this, but not without complaining.
They liked complaining. They used of course to write letters to The Weekly
Weed, The Mer-mail, and Ocean Notions; but they had a PAM now, and they
wrote to him as well, and blamed him for everything, even if they got their tails
nipped by their own pet lobsters. They said his magic was inadequate (as it
sometimes was) and that his salary ought to be reduced (which was true but
rude); and that he was too big for his boots (which was also near the mark: they
should have said slippers, he was too lazy to wear boots often); and they said
lots besides to worry Artaxerxes every morning, and especially on Mondays. It
was always worst (by several hundred envelopes) on Mondays; and this was a
Monday, so Artaxerxes threw a lump of rock at Roverandom, and he slipped off
like a shrimp from a net.

He was jolly glad when he got out into the garden to find that he was still
unchanged in shape; and I dare say if he had not removed himself quick the
wizard would have changed him into a sea-slug, or sent him to the Back of
Beyond (wherever that is), or even to Pot (which is at the bottom of the deepest
sea). He was very annoyed, and he went and grumbled to the sea-Rover.

„You‘d better give him a rest till Monday is over, at any rate,“ advised the
mer-dog; „and I should miss out Mondays altogether, in future, if I were you.
Come and have another swim!“

After that Roverandom gave the wizard such a long rest that they almost
forgot about one another—not quite: dogs don‘t forget lumps of rock very
quickly. But to all appearances Roverandom had settled down to become a
permanent pet of the palace. He was always off somewhere with the mer-dog,
and often the mer-children came along as well. They were not as jolly as real,
two-legged children in Roverandom‘s opinion (but then of course Roverandom
did not really belong to the sea, and was not a perfect judge), but they kept him
happy; and they might have kept him there for ever and have made him forget
little boy Two in the end, if it had not been for things that happened later. You
can make up your mind whether Psamathos had anything to do with these
events, when we come to them.

There were plenty of these children to choose from, at any rate. The old mer-
king had hundreds of daughters and thousands of grandchildren, and all in the
same palace; and they were all fond of the two Rovers, and so was Mrs
Artaxerxes. It was a pity that Roverandom never thought of telling her his story;
she knew how to manage the PAM in any mood. But in that case, of course,
Roverandom would have gone back sooner and missed many of the sights. It
was with Mrs Artaxerxes, and some of the mer-children that he visited the
Great White Caves, where all the jewels that are lost in the sea, and many that
have always been in the sea, and of course pearls upon pearls, are hoarded and
hidden.

They went too, another time, to visit the smaller sea-fairies in their little glass
houses at the bottom of the sea. The sea-fairies seldom swim, but wander
singing over the bed of the sea in smooth places, or drive in shell-carriages
harnessed to the tiniest fishes; or else they ride astride little green crabs with
bridles of fine threads (which of course don‘t prevent the crabs from going
sideways, as they always will); and they have troubles with the sea-goblins that



are larger, and ugly and rowdy, and do nothing except fight and hunt fish and
gallop about on sea-horses. Those goblins can live out of the water for a long
while, and play in the surf at the water‘s edge in a storm. So can some of the
sea-fairies, but they prefer the calm warm nights of summer evenings on lonely
shores (and naturally are very seldom seen in consequence).

Another day old Uin turned up again and gave the two dogs a ride for a
change; it was like riding on a moving mountain. They were away for days and
days; and they only turned back from the eastern edge of the world just in time.
There the whale rose to the top and blew out a fountain of water so high that a
lot of it was thrown right off the world and over the edge.

Another time he took them to the other side (or as near as he dared), and
that was a still longer and more exciting journey, the most marvellous of all
Roverandom‘s travels, as he realised later, when he was grown to be an older
and a wiser dog. It would take the whole of another story, at least, to tell you of
all their adventures in Uncharted Waters and of their glimpses of lands
unknown to geography, before they passed the Shadowy Seas and reached the
great Bay of Fairyland (as we call it) beyond the Magic Isles; and saw far off in
the last West the Mountains of Elvenhome and it be light of Faery upon the
waves. Roverandom thought he caught a glimpse of the city of the Elves on the
green hill beneath the Mountains, a glint of white far away; but Uin dived again
so suddenly that he could not be sure. If he was right, he is one of the very few
creatures, on two legs or four, who can walk about our own lands and say they
have glimpsed that other land, however far away.

„I should catch it, if this was found out!“ said Uin. „No one from the Outer
Lands is supposed ever to come here; and few ever do now. Mum‘s the word!“

What did I say about dogs? They don‘t forget ill-tempered lumps of rock. Well
then, in spite of all these varied sight-seeings and these astonishing journeys,
Roverandom kept it in his underneath mind all the time. And it came back into
his upper mind, as soon as ever he got back home.

His very first thought was: „Where‘s that old wizard? What‘s the use of being
polite to him! I‘ll spoil his trousers again, if I get half a chance.“

He was in that frame of mind when, after trying in vain to have a word alone
with Artaxerxes, he saw the magician go by, down one of the royal roads leading
from the palace. He was of course too proud at his age to grow a tail or fins or
learn to swim properly. The only thing he did like a fish was to drink (even in
the sea, so he must have been thirsty);he spent a lot of time that might have
been employed on official business conjuring up cider into large barrels in his
private apartments. When he wanted to get about quickly, he drove. When
Roverandom saw him, he was driving in his express—a gigantic shell shaped
like a cockle and drawn by seven sharks. People got out of the way quick, for
the sharks could bite.

„Let‘s follow!“ said Roverandom to the mer-dog, and follow they did; and the
two bad dogs dropped pieces of rock into the carriage whenever it passed under
cliffs. They could nip along amazingly fast, as I told you; and they whizzed
ahead, hid in weed-bushes and pushed anything loose they could find over the
edge. It annoyed the wizard intensely, but they took care that he did not spot
them.

Artaxerxes was in a very bad temper before he started, and he was in a rage
before he had gone far, a rage not unmixed with anxiety. For he was going to
investigate the damage done by an unusual whirlpool that had suddenly



appeared—and in a part of the sea that he did not like at all; he thought (and
he was quite right) that there were nasty things in that direction that were best
left alone. I dare say you can guess what was the matter; Artaxerxes did. The
ancient Sea-serpent was waking, or half thinking about it.

He had been in a sound sleep for years, but now he was turning. When he
was uncoiled he would certainly have reached a hundred miles (some people
say he would reach from Edge to Edge, but that is an exaggeration); and when
he is curled up there is only one cave other than Pot (where he used to live, and
many people wish him back there), only one cave in all the oceans that will hold
him, and that is very unfortunately not a hundred miles from the mer-king‘s
palace.

When he undid a curl or two in his sleep, the water heaved and shook and
bent people‘s houses and spoilt their repose for miles and miles around. But it
was very stupid to send the PAM to look into it; for of course the Sea-serpent is
much too enormous and strong and old and idiotic for any one to control
(primordial, prehistoric, autothalassic, fabulous, mythical, and silly are other
adjectives applied to him); and Artaxerxes knew it all only too well.

Not even the Man-in-the-Moon working hard for fifty years could have
concocted a spell large enough or long enough or strong enough to bind him.
Only once had the Man-in-the-Moon tried (when specially requested), and at
least one continent fell into the sea as a result.

Poor old Artaxerxes drove straight up to the mouth of the Sea-serpent‘s cave.
But he had no sooner got out of his carriage than he saw the tip of the Sea-
serpent‘s tail sticking out of the entrance; larger it was than a row of gigantic
water-barrels, and green and slimy. That was quite enough for him. He wanted
to go home at once before the Worm turned again—as all worms will at odd and
unexpected moments.

It was little Roverandom that upset everything! He did not know anything
about the Sea-serpent or its tremendousness; all he thought about was baiting
the ill-tempered wizard. So when a chance came—Artaxerxes was standing
staring stupid-like at the visible end of the serpent, and his steeds were taking
no particular notice of anything—he crept up and bit one of the sharks‘ tails,
for fun. For fun! What fun! The shark jumped straight forward, and the carriage
jumped forward too; and Artaxerxes, who had just turned too and to get into it,
fell on his back. Then the shark bit the only thing it could reach at the moment,
which was the shark in front; and that shark bit the next one; and so on, until
the last of the seven, seeing nothing else to bite—bless me! the idiot, if he did
not go and bite the Sea-serpent‘s tail!

The Sea-serpent gave a new and very unexpected turn! And the next thing
the dogs knew was being whirled all over the place in water gone mad, bumping
into giddy fishes and spinning sea-trees, scared out of their lives in a cloud of
uprooted weeds, sand, shells, slugs, periwinkles, and oddments. And things got
worse and worse, and the serpent kept on turning. And there was old
Artaxerxes, clinging on to the reins of the sharks, being whirled all over the
place too, and saying the most dreadful things to them. To the sharks, I mean.
Luckily for this story, he never knew what Roverandom had done.

I don‘t know how the dogs got home. It was a long, long time before they did,
at any rate. First of all they were washed up on the shore in one of the terrible
tides caused by the Sea-serpent‘s stirrings; and then they were caught by
fishermen on the other side of the sea and jolly nearly sent to an Aquarium (a



disgusting fate); and then having escaped that by the skin of their feet they had
to get all the way back themselves as best they could through perpetual
subterranean commotion.

And when at last they got home there was a terrible commotion there too. All
the mer-folk were crowded round the palace, all shouting at once:

„Bring out the PAM!“ (Yes! they called him that publicly, and nothing longer
or more dignified.) „BRING OUT THE PAM! BRING OUT THE PAM!“

And the PAM was hiding in the cellars. Mrs Artaxerxes found him there at
last, and made him come out; and all the mer-folk shouted, when he looked out
of an attic-window:

„Stop this nonsense! Stop this nonsense! STOP THIS NONSENSE!“
And they made such a hullabaloo that people at all the seasides all over the

world thought the sea was roaring louder than usual. It was! And all the while
the Sea-serpent kept on turning, trying absentmindedly to get the tip of his tail
in his mouth. But thank heavens! he was not properly and fully awake, or he
might have come out and shaken his tail in anger, and then another continent
would have been drowned. (Of course whether that would have been really
regrettable or not depends on which continent was taken and which you live
on.)

But the mer-folk did not live on a continent, but in the sea, and right in the
thick of it; and very thick it was getting. And they insisted that it was the mer-
king‘s business to make the PAM produce some spell, remedy, or solution to
keep the Sea-serpent quiet: they could not get their hands to their faces to feed
themselves or blow their noses, the water shook so; and everybody was
bumping into everybody else; and all the fish were sea-sick, the water was so
wobbly; and it was so turbid and so full of sand that everyone had coughs; and
all the dancing was stopped.

Artaxerxes groaned, but he had to do something, so he went to his workshop
and shut himself up for a fortnight, during which time there were three
earthquakes, two submarine hurricanes, and several riots of the mer-people.
Then he came out and let loose a most prodigious spell (accompanied with
soothing incantation) at a distance from the cave; and everybody went home
and sat in cellars waiting—everybody except Mrs Artaxerxes and her
unfortunate husband. The wizard was obliged to stay (at a distance, but not a
safe one) and watch the result; and Mrs Artaxerxes was obliged to stay and
watch the wizard.

All the spell did was to give the Serpent a terrible bad dream: he dreamed
that he was covered all over with barnacles (very irritating, and partly true), and
also being slowly roasted in a volcano (very painful, and unfortunately quite
imaginary). And that woke him!

Probably Artaxerxes‘ magic was better than was supposed. At any rate, the
Sea-serpent did not come out—luckily for this story. He put his head where his
tail was, and yawned, opened his mouth as wide as the cave, and snorted so
loud that everyone in the cellars heard him in all the kingdoms of the sea.

And the Sea-serpent said: „Stop this NONSENSE!“
And he added: „If this blithering wizard doesn‘t go away at once, and if he

ever so much as paddles in the sea again, I shall COME OUT; and I shall eat
him first, and then I shall knock everything to dripping smithereens. That‘s all.
Good night!“

And Mrs Artaxerxes carried the PAM home in a fainting fit.



When he had recovered—and that was quick, they saw to that—he took the
spell off the Serpent, and packed his bag; and all the people said and shouted:

„Send the PAM away! A good riddance! That‘s all. Good-bye!“
And the mer-king said: „We don‘t want to lose you, but we think you ought to

go.“ And Artaxerxes felt very small and unimportant altogether (which was good
for him). Even the mer-dog laughed at him.

But funnily enough, Roverandom was quite upset. After all, he had his own
reasons for knowing that Artaxerxes‘ magic was not without effect. And he had
bitten the shark‘s tail, too, hadn‘t he ? And he had started the whole thing with
that trouser-bite. And he belonged to the Land himself, and felt it was a bit
hard on a poor land-wizard being baited by all these sea-folk.

Anyway he came up to the old fellow and said:
„Please, Mr Artaxerxes—!“
„Well?“ said the wizard, quite kindly (he was so glad not to be called PAM,

and he had not heard a „Mister“ for weeks}. „Well? What is it, little dog?“
„I beg your pardon, I do really. Awfully sorry, I mean. I never meant to

damage your reputation.“
Roverandom was thinking of the Sea-serpent and the shark‘s tail, but

(luckily) Artaxerxes thought he was referring to his trousers.
„Come, come!“ he said. „We won‘t bring up bygones. Least said, soonest

mended, or patched. I think we had both better go back home again together.“
„But please, Mr Artaxerxes,“ said Roverandom, „could you bother to turn me

back into my proper size?“
„Certainly!“ said the wizard, glad to find somebody that still believed he could

do anything at all. „Certainly! But you are best and safest as you are, while you
are down here. Let‘s get away from this first! And I am really and truly busy
just now.“

And he really and truly was. He went into the workshops and collected all his
paraphernalia, insignia, symbols, memoranda, books of recipes, arcana,
apparatus, and bags and bottles of miscellaneous spells. He burned all that
would burn in his waterproof forge; and the rest he tipped into the back-
garden. Extraordinary things took place there afterwards: all the flowers went
mad, and the vegetables were monstrous, and the fishes that ate them were
turned into sea-worms, sea-cats, sea-cows, sea-lions, sea-tigers, sea-devils,
porpoises, dugongs, cephalopods, manatees, and calamities, or merely
poisoned; and phantasms, visions, bewilderments, illusions, and hallucinations
sprouted so thick that nobody had any peace in the palace at all, and they were
obliged to move. In fact they began to respect the memory of that wizard after
they had lost him. But that was long afterwards. At the moment they were
clamouring for him to depart.

When all was ready Artaxerxes said good-bye to the mer-king—rather coldly;
and not even the mer-children seemed to mind very much, he had so often been
busy, and occasions of the bubbles (like the one I told you about) had been
rare. Some of his countless sisters-in-law tried to be polite, especially if Mrs
Artaxerxes was there; but really everybody was impatient to see him going out
of the gate, so that they could send a humble message to the Sea-serpent:

„The regrettable wizard has departed and will return no more, Your Worship.
Pray, go to sleep!“

Of course Mrs Artaxerxes went too. The mer-king had so many daughters
that he could afford to lose one without much grief, especially the tenth eldest.



He gave her a bag of jewels and a wet kiss on the doorstep and went back to his
throne. But everybody else was very sorry, and especially Mrs Artaxerxes‘ mass
of mer-nieces and mer-nephews; and they were also very sorry to lose
Roverandom too.

The sorriest of all and the most downcast was the mer-dog: „Just drop me a
line whenever you go to the seaside,“ he said, „and I will pop up and have a look
at you.“

„I won‘t forget!“ said Roverandom. And then they went.
The oldest whale was waiting. Roverandom sat on Mrs Artaxerxes‘ lap, and

when they were all settled on the whale‘s back, off they started.
And all the people said: „Good-bye!“ very loud, and 'A good riddance of bad

rubbish' quietly, but not too quietly; and that was the end of Artaxerxes in the
office of Pacific and Atlantic Magician. Who has done their bewitchments for
them since, I don't know. Old Psamathos and the Man-in-the-Moon, I should
think, have managed it between them; they are perfectly capable of it.
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The whale landed on a quiet shore far, far away from the cave of Psamathos;
Artaxerxes was most particular about that. There Mrs Artaxerxes and the whale
were left, while the wizard (with Roverandom in his pocket) walked a couple of
miles or so to the neighbouring seaside town to get an old suit and a green hat
and some tobacco, in exchange for the wonderful suit of velvet (which created a
sensation in the streets). He also purchased a bath-chair for Mrs Artaxerxes
(you must not forget her tail).

„Please, Mr Artaxerxes,“ began Roverandom once more, when they were
sitting on the beach again in the afternoon. The wizard was smoking a pipe with
his back against the whale, looking happier than he had done for a long while,
and not at all busy. „What about my proper shape, if you don‘t mind? And my
proper size, too, please!“

„O very well!“ said Artaxerxes. „I thought I might just have had a nap before
getting busy; but I don‘t mind. Let‘s get it over! Where‘s my—“ And then he
stopped short. He had suddenly remembered that he had burnt and thrown
away all his spells at the bottom of the Deep Blue Sea.

He really was dreadfully upset. He got up and felt in his trouser-pockets, and
his waistcoat-pockets, and his coat-pockets, inside and out, and he could not
find the least bit of magic anywhere in any of them. (Of course not, the silly old
fellow; he was so flustered he had even forgotten that it was only an hour or two
since he had bought his suit in a pawnbroker‘s shop. As a matter of fact it had
belonged to, or at any rate had been sold by, an elderly butler, and he had gone
through the pockets pretty thoroughly first.)

The wizard sat down and mopped his forehead with a purple handkerchief,
looking thoroughly miserable again. „I really am very, very sorry!“ he said. „I
never meant to leave you like this for ever and ever; but now I don‘t see that it
can be helped. Let it be a lesson to you not to bite the trousers of nice kind
wizards!“

„Ridiculous nonsense!“ said Mrs Artaxerxes. „Nice kind wizard, indeed! There
is no nice or kind or wizard about it, if you don‘t give the little dog back his



shape and size at once—and what‘s more I shall go back to the bottom of the
Deep Blue Sea, and never come back to you again.“

Poor old Artaxerxes looked almost as worried as he did when the Sea-serpent
was giving trouble. „My dear!“ he said. „I‘m very sorry, but I went and put my
very strongest anti-removal spell-preserver on the dog—after Psamathos began
to interfere (drat him!) and just to show him that he can‘t do everything, and
that I won‘t have sand-rabbit wizards interfering in my private bit of fun—and I
quite forgot to save the antidote when I was clearing up down below! I used to
keep it in a little black bag hanging on the door in my workshop.

„Dear, dear me! I am sure you‘ll agree that it was only meant to be a bit of
fun,“ he said, turning to Roverandom, and his old nose got very large and red
with his distress.

He went on saying „dear, dear, deary me!“ and shaking his head and beard;
and he never noticed that Roverandom was not taking any notice, and the
whale was winking. Mrs Artaxerxes had got up and gone to her luggage, and
now she was laughing and holding out an old black bag in her hand.

„Now stop waggling your beard, and get to business!“ she said. But when
Artaxerxes saw the bag, he was too surprised for a moment to do anything but
look at it with his old mouth wide open.

„Come along!“ said his wife. „It is your bag, isn‘t it? I picked it up, and several
other little oddments that belonged to me, on the nasty rubbish heap you made
in the garden.“ She opened the bag to peep inside, and out jumped the wizard‘s
magic fountain-pen wand, and also a cloud of funny smoke came out, twisting
itself into strange shapes and curious faces.

Then Artaxerxes woke up. „Here, give it to me! You‘re wasting it!“ he cried;
and he grabbed Roverandom by the scruff of his neck, and popped him kicking
and yapping into the bag, before you could say „knife“. Then he turned the bag
round three times, waving the pen in the other hand, and—

„Thank you! That‘ll do nicely!“ he said, and opened the bag.
There was a loud bang, and lo! and behold! there was no bag, only Rover,

just as he had always been before he first met the wizard that morning on the
lawn. Well, perhaps not just the same; he was a bit bigger, as he was now some
months older.

It is no good trying to describe how excited he felt, or how funny and smaller
everything seemed, even the oldest whale; nor how strong and ferocious Rover
felt. For just one moment he looked longingly at the wizard‘s trousers; but he
did not want the story to begin all over again, so, after he had run a mile in
circles for joy, and nearly barked his head off, he came back and said „Thank
you!“; and he even added „Very pleased to have met you“, which was very polite
indeed.

„That‘s all right!“ said Artaxerxes. „And that‘s the last magic I shall do. I‘m
going to retire. And you had better be getting home. I have no magic left to send
you home with, so you‘ll have to walk. But that won‘t hurt a strong young dog.“

So Rover said good-bye, and the whale winked, and Mrs Artaxerxes gave him
a piece of cake; and that was the last he saw of them for a long while. Long,
long afterwards, when he was visiting a seaside place that he had never been to
before, he found out what had happened to them; for they were there. Not the
whale, of course, but the retired wizard and his wife.

They had settled in that seaside town, and Artaxerxes, taking the name of Mr
A. Pam, had set up a cigarette and chocolate shop near the beach—but he was



very, very careful never to touch the water (even fresh water, and that he found
no hardship). A poor trade for a wizard, but he did at least try to clear up the
nasty mess that his customers made an the beach; and he made a good deal of
money out of „Pam‘s Rock“, which was very pink and sticky. There may have
been the least bit of magic in it, for children liked it so much they went on
eating it even after they had dropped it in the sand.

But Mrs Artaxerxes, I should say Mrs A. Pam, made much more money. She
kept bathing-tents and vans, and gave swimming lessons, and drove home in a
bath-chair drawn by white ponies, and wore the mer-king‘s jewels in the
afternoon, and became very famous, so that no one ever alluded to her tail.

In the meanwhile, however, Rover is plodding down the country lanes and
highways, going along following his nose, which is bound to lead him home in
the end, as dogs‘ noses do.

„All the Man-in-the-Moon‘s dreams don‘t come true, then—just as he said
himself,“ thought Rover as he padded along. „This was evidently one that didn‘t.
I don‘t even know the name of the place where the little boys live, and that‘s a
pity.“

The dry land, he found, was often as dangerous a place for a dog as the moon
or the ocean, though much duller. Motor after motor racketed by, filled (Rover
thought) with the same people, all making all speed (and all dust and all smell)
to somewhere.

„I don‘t believe half of them know where they are going to, or why they are
going there, or would know it if they got there,“ grumbled Rover as he coughed
and choked; and his feet got tired on the hard, gloomy, black roads. So he
turned into the fields, and had many wild adventures of the bird and rabbit sort
in an aimless kind of way, and more than one enjoyable fight with other dogs,
and several hurried flights from larger dogs.

And so at last, weeks or months since the tale began (he could not have told
you which), he got back to his own garden gate. And there was the little boy
playing on the lawn with the yellow ball! And the dream had come true, just as
he had never expected!!

„There‘s Roverandom!!!“ cried little boy Two with a shout.
And Rover sat up and begged, and could not find his voice to bark anything,

and the little boy kissed his head, and went dashing into the house, crying:
„Here's my little begging dog come back large and real!!!“

He told his grandmother all about it. How was Rover to know that he had
belonged to the little boys‘ grandmother all the while? He had only belonged to
her a month or two, when he was bewitched. But I wonder how much
Psamathos and Artaxerxes had known about it?

The grandmother (very surprised indeed as she was at her dog‘s return
looking so well and not motor-smashed or lorry-flattened at all) did not
understand what on earth the little boy was talking about; though he told her
all he knew about it very exactly, and over and over again. She gathered with a
great deal of trouble (she was of course just the wee-est bit deaf) that the dog
was to be called Roverandom and not Rover, because the Man-in-the-Moon said
so („What odd ideas the child has, to be sure“); and that he belonged not to her
after all but to little boy Two, because mummy brought him home with the
shrimps („Very well, my dear, if you like; but I thought I bought him from the
gardener‘s brother‘s son“).



I haven‘t told you all their argument, of course; it was long and complicated,
as it often is when both sides are right. All that you want to know is that he was
called Roverandom after that, and he did belong to the little boy, and went
back, when the boys‘ visit to their grandmother was over, to the house where he
had once sat on the chest-of-drawers. He never did that again, of course. He
lived sometimes in the country and sometimes, most of the time, in the white
house on the cliff by the sea.

He got to know old Psamathos very well, never well enough to leave out the P,
but well enough, when he was grown up to a large and dignified dog, to dig him
up out of the sand and his sleep and have many and many a chat with him.
Indeed Roverandom grew to be very wise, and had an immense local reputation,
and had all sorts of other adventures (many of which the little boy shared).

But the ones I have told you about were probably the most unusual and the
most exciting. Only Tinker says she does not believe a word of them. Jealous
cat!


