rhe Nixie soaks at the bottony

| of the stream, beneath ancient
slime and fit‘cﬁfﬁfacﬁ mud. Her
skin is as cold as the water that
—{=|~  flows over her, and hericy |
tendrils of hair are the growth of
2 one ﬁumfred}mrs; -
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“Alfred, quit r\e_ading that
dreadful book! It is tea time!”

i



Alfred hated tea time.

“It's perfectly delightful,” he said.
Alfred didn't enjoy delightful things.





