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In "Emily of New Moon," Lucy Maud Montgomery presents a poignant coming-of-age narrative steeped in the lush landscapes of Prince Edward Island. The novel follows the titular character, Emily Starr, an imaginative and headstrong orphan navigating the challenges of adolescence in a strict household. Montgomery employs a lyrical, evocative prose style that captures the subtleties of Emily's internal world, set against the backdrop of early 20th-century Canadian societal norms. The book intertwines thematic elements of identity, creativity, and the struggle for self-expression, showcasing Montgomery's signature blend of realism and romanticism. Lucy Maud Montgomery, celebrated for her deep connection to her homeland, draws on her own experiences of isolation and creativity in crafting Emily's character. Raised in rural Canada and familiar with the struggles of a vivid imagination in a pragmatic society, Montgomery's personal narrative imbues Emily's journey with authenticity. The author's own marginalized position in a patriarchal society resonates throughout the book, shaping Emily's resilience and imaginative spirit. "Emily of New Moon" is highly recommended for readers seeking a rich, character-driven story that reflects the complexities of youth. Montgomery's timeless exploration of creativity, identity, and belonging ensures that this novel continues to resonate with both young and adult readers, inviting contemplation and empathy for the journey toward self-discovery.
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Edgar Jepson's "The Terrible Twins" is a compelling blend of dark humor and social commentary, encapsulating the poignant complexities of sibling rivalry and identity within the early 20th century. The narrative unfolds with a captivating, almost cinematic style, employing vivid imagery and sharp dialogue to explore the dualities of good and evil as embodied by the titular twins. Set against the backdrop of an era marked by social upheaval and shifting moral values, Jepson deftly weaves a tale that is as engaging as it is thought-provoking, inviting readers to examine the delicate balance between loyalty and jealousy. Edgar Jepson, a contemporary of prominent literary figures, was known for his keen insights into human psychology, which may have been influenced by his own experiences and observations of familial dynamics. His varied career as a writer and a playwright, along with his fascination for the intricacies of human relationships, enriches the narrative of "The Terrible Twins," allowing for a multifaceted exploration of the characters and themes. Jepson's background in literature and his interactions with contemporaries likely inspired his unique approach to storytelling. This book is highly recommended for readers interested in exploring themes of morality, identity, and familial bonds through an engaging narrative. Jepson's masterful storytelling provides a delightful yet unsettling experience that continues to resonate, making "The Terrible Twins" an essential read for anyone captivated by the depths of human nature.
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In "Rebecca Mary," Annie Hamilton Donnell crafts a poignant tale of a young girl navigating the complexities of adolescence in a rapidly changing world. The novel is marked by Donnell's deft use of lyrical prose and rich imagery, immersing readers in the trials and triumphs of its titular character. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century America, the narrative explores themes of identity, resilience, and the bittersweet nature of growing up, making it a compelling reflection of its time while still resonating with contemporary audiences. Donnell's seamless blend of humor and pathos brings depth to the characters, particularly the relatable Rebecca, who grapples with her sense of belonging and self-discovery. Annie Hamilton Donnell, a prolific writer of her era, was greatly influenced by her own experiences and the societal shifts occurring during her lifetime. Her background in education and her keen observations of human behavior infuse "Rebecca Mary" with authenticity and insight. Through her writing, Donnell sought to capture the intricacies of youth and the struggles of women, making her work not only a literary endeavor but also a social commentary reflective of her beliefs and the zeitgeist of her time. This novel is highly recommended for readers who appreciate coming-of-age stories that delve into the heart of youthful introspection and the nuances of social interactions. "Rebecca Mary" is not just a story of growing up; it is an exploration of the bonds that shape us and the courage required to embrace one's true self. Its timeless quality makes it a worthy addition to any literary collection, appealing to fans of both classic and contemporary literature.
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E. Nesbit's "Nine Unlikely Tales" presents a captivating collection of whimsical and enchanting short stories that challenge the boundaries between fantasy and reality. Richly imbued with the author's characteristic wit and charm, these tales invite readers into a world where the improbable becomes possible, featuring mischievous children, magical encounters, and delightful twists. Nesbit's literary style deftly combines elements of fairy tales with modern realism, offering a playful critique of Victorian norms while resonating with both children and adults alike, a testament to her innovative contributions to children's literature during a time when such genres were gaining prominence. E. Nesbit, a pioneering figure in children's literature, was inspired by her personal experiences and a desire to create stories that reflected the complexities of childhood. Growing up in a time of social change, she drew upon her knowledge of mythology and folklore, as well as her passion for social reform, to craft narratives that both entertain and enlighten. As a founding member of the Fabian Society, her commitment to social issues often permeated her writing, making her work not only relevant but also rich in underlying themes. Readers are highly encouraged to delve into "Nine Unlikely Tales" for its whimsical storytelling and profound insights into human nature. This collection offers a delightful escape into a world filled with imagination and moral lessons, making it an essential read for anyone seeking the magic that lies within the fabric of everyday life.
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In "Friend Island," Francis Stevens crafts a compelling tale that intricately weaves elements of fantasy and social commentary, set against the backdrop of a mysterious island inhabited by diverse characters. The narrative unfolds with a rich, immersive literary style that incorporates vivid imagery and psychological depth, typical of Stevens' work in the early 20th century. Taking place in a fantastical realm, the story explores themes of friendship, isolation, and the human condition, reflecting the author's engagement with societal issues of her time, particularly the complexities of human relationships in an increasingly fragmented world. Francis Stevens, a pioneer in speculative fiction and one of the first women to make significant contributions to the genre, drew on her own experiences and observations of the challenges faced by individuals in society. Her background in both fiction and journalism allowed her to deftly examine the interplay of human emotions and societal structures. "Friend Island" showcases her talent for blending fantasy with real-world anxieties, ultimately enabling her readers to reflect on their own lives through the lens of her imaginative narratives. I highly recommend "Friend Island" to readers who appreciate richly layered storytelling and are interested in the intersection of fantasy and profound social insight. Stevens' unique voice and thoughtful exploration of friendship and community will resonate with those seeking not only entertainment but also a deeper understanding of the human psyche.
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The house was three miles from the station, but, before the dusty hired hack had rattled along for five minutes, the children began to put their heads out of the carriage window and say, "Aren't we nearly there?" And every time they passed a house, which was not very often, they all said, "Oh, is this it?" But it never was, till they reached the very top of the hill, just past the chalk-quarry and before you come to the gravel-pit. And then there was a white house with a green garden and an orchard beyond, and mother said, "Here we are!"

"How white the house is," said Robert.

"And look at the roses," said Anthea.

"And the plums," said Jane.

"It is rather decent," Cyril admitted.

The Baby said, "Wanty go walky;" and the hack stopped with a last rattle and jolt.

Everyone got its legs kicked or its feet trodden on in the scramble to get out of the carriage that very minute, but no one seemed to mind. Mother, curiously enough, was in no hurry to get out; and even when she had come down slowly and by the step, and with no jump at all, she seemed to wish to see the boxes carried in, and even to pay the driver, instead of joining in that first glorious rush round the garden and orchard and the thorny, thistly, briery, brambly wilderness beyond the broken gate and the dry fountain at the side of the house. But the children were wiser, for once. It was not really a pretty house at all; it was quite ordinary, and mother thought it was rather inconvenient, and was quite annoyed at there being no shelves, to speak of, and hardly a cupboard in the place. Father used to say that the iron-work on the roof and coping was like an architect's nightmare. But the house was deep in the country, with no other house in sight, and the children had been in London for two years, without so much as once going to the seaside even for a day by an excursion train, and so the White House seemed to them a sort of Fairy Palace set down in an Earthly Paradise. For London is like prison for children, especially if their relations are not rich.
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Of course there are the shops and theatres, and entertainments and things, but if your people are rather poor you don't get taken to the theatres, and you can't buy things out of the shops; and London has none of those nice things that children may play with without hurting the things or themselves—such as trees and sand and woods and waters. And nearly everything in London is the wrong sort of shape—all straight lines and flat streets, instead of being all sorts of odd shapes, like things are in the country. Trees are all different, as you know, and I am sure some tiresome person must have told you that there are no two blades of grass exactly alike. But in streets, where the blades of grass don't grow, everything is like everything else. This is why many children who live in the towns are so extremely naughty. They do not know what is the matter with them, and no more do their fathers and mothers, aunts, uncles, cousins, tutors, governesses, and nurses; but I know. And so do you, now. Children in the country are naughty sometimes, too, but that is for quite different reasons.

The children had explored the gardens and the outhouses thoroughly before they were caught and cleaned for tea, and they saw quite well that they were certain to be happy at the White House. They thought so from the first moment, but when they found the back of the house covered with jasmine, all in white flower, and smelling like a bottle of the most expensive perfume that is ever given for a birthday present; and when they had seen the lawn, all green and smooth, and quite different from the brown grass in the gardens at Camden Town; and when they found the stable with a loft over it and some old hay still left, they were almost certain; and when Robert had found the broken swing and tumbled out of it and got a bump on his head the size of an egg, and Cyril had nipped his finger in the door of a hutch that seemed made to keep rabbits in, if you ever had any, they had no longer any doubts whatever.
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The best part of it all was that there were no rules about not going to places and not doing things. In London almost everything is labelled "You mustn't touch," and though the label is invisible it's just as bad, because you know it's there, or if you don't you very soon get told.

The White House was on the edge of a hill, with a wood behind it—and the chalk-quarry on one side and the gravel-pit on the other. Down at the bottom of the hill was a level plain, with queer-shaped white buildings where people burnt lime, and a big red brewery and other houses; and when the big chimneys were smoking and the sun was setting, the valley looked as if it was filled with golden mist, and the limekilns and hop-drying houses glimmered and glittered till they were like an enchanted city out of the Arabian Nights.

Now that I have begun to tell you about the place, I feel that I could go on and make this into a most interesting story about all the ordinary things that the children did,—just the kind of things you do yourself, you know, and you would believe every word of it; and when I told about the children's being tiresome, as you are sometimes, your aunts would perhaps write in the margin of the story with a pencil, "How true!" or "How like life!" and you would see it and would very likely be annoyed. So I will only tell you the really astonishing things that happened, and you may leave the book about quite safely, for no aunts and uncles either are likely to write "How true!" on the edge of the story. Grown-up people find it very difficult to believe really wonderful things, unless they have what they call proof. But children will believe almost anything, and grown-ups know this. That is why they tell you that the earth is round like an orange, when you can see perfectly well that it is flat and lumpy; and why they say that the earth goes round the sun, when you can see for yourself any day that the sun gets up in the morning and goes to bed at night like a good sun as it is, and the earth knows its place, and lies as still as a mouse. Yet I daresay you believe all that about the earth and the sun, and if so you will find it quite easy to believe that before Anthea and Cyril and the others had been a week in the country they had found a fairy. At least they called it that, because that was what it called itself; and of course it knew best, but it was not at all like any fairy you ever saw or heard of or read about.

It was at the gravel-pits. Father had to go away suddenly on business, and mother had gone away to stay with Granny, who was not very well. They both went in a great hurry, and when they were gone the house seemed dreadfully quiet and empty, and the children wandered from one room to another and looked at the bits of paper and string on the floors left over from the packing, and not yet cleared up, and wished they had something to do. It was Cyril who said—

"I say, let's take our spades and dig in the gravel-pits. We can pretend it's seaside."

"Father says it was once," Anthea said; "he says there are shells there thousands of years old."

So they went. Of course they had been to the edge of the gravel-pit and looked over, but they had not gone down into it for fear father should say they mustn't play there, and it was the same with the chalk-quarry. The gravel-pit is not really dangerous if you don't try to climb down the edges, but go the slow safe way round by the road, as if you were a cart.

Each of the children carried its own spade, and took it in turns to carry the Lamb. He was the baby, and they called him that because "Baa" was the first thing he ever said. They called Anthea "Panther," which seems silly when you read it, but when you say it it sounds a little like her name.

The gravel-pit is very large and wide, with grass growing round the edges at the top, and dry stringy wildflowers, purple and yellow. It is like a giant's washbowl. And there are mounds of gravel, and holes in the sides of the bowl where gravel has been taken out, and high up in the steep sides there are the little holes that are the little front doors of the little bank-martins' little houses.

The children built a castle, of course, but castle-building is rather poor fun when you have no hope of the swishing tide ever coming in to fill up the moat and wash away the drawbridge, and, at the happy last, to wet everybody up to the waist at least.

Cyril wanted to dig out a cave to play smugglers in, but the others thought it might bury them alive, so it ended in all spades going to work to dig a hole through the castle to Australia. These children, you see, believed that the world was round, and that on the other side the little Australian boys and girls were really walking wrong way up, like flies on the ceiling, with their heads hanging down into the air.

The children dug and they dug and they dug, and their hands got sandy and hot and red, and their faces got damp and shiny. The Lamb had tried to eat the sand, and had cried so hard when he found that it was not, as he had supposed, brown sugar, that he was now tired out, and was lying asleep in a warm fat bunch in the middle of the half-finished castle. This left his brothers and sisters free to work really hard, and the hole that was to come out in Australia soon grew so deep that Jane, who was called Pussy for short, begged the others to stop.

"Suppose the bottom of the hole gave way suddenly," said she, "and you tumbled out among the little Australians, all the sand would get in their eyes."

"Yes," said Robert; "and they would hate us, and throw stones at us, and not let us see the kangaroos, or opossums, or bluegums, or Emu Brand birds, or anything."

Cyril and Anthea knew that Australia was not quite so near as all that, but they agreed to stop using the spades and to go on with their hands. This was quite easy, because the sand at the bottom of the hole was very soft and fine and dry, like sea-sand. And there were little shells in it.

"Fancy it having been wet sea here once, all sloppy and shiny," said Jane, "with fishes and conger-eels and coral and mermaids."

"And masts of ships and wrecked Spanish treasure. I wish we could find a gold doubloon, or something," Cyril said.

"How did the sea get carried away?" Robert asked.

"Not in a pail, silly," said his brother.

"Father says the earth got too hot underneath, as you do in bed sometimes, so it just hunched up its shoulders, and the sea had to slip off, like the blankets do us, and the shoulder was left sticking out, and turned into dry land. Let's go and look for shells; I think that little cave looks likely, and I see something sticking out there like a bit of wrecked ship's anchor, and it's beastly hot in the Australian hole."

The others agreed, but Anthea went on digging. She always liked to finish a thing when she had once begun it. She felt it would be a disgrace to leave that hole without getting through to Australia.

The cave was disappointing, because there were no shells, and the wrecked ship's anchor turned out to be only the broken end of a pick-axe handle, and the cave party were just making up their minds that sand makes you thirstier when it is not by the seaside, and someone had suggested that they all go home for lemonade, when Anthea suddenly screamed—

"Cyril! Come here! Oh, come quick—It's alive! It'll get away! Quick!"

They all hurried back.

"It's a rat, I shouldn't wonder," said Robert. "Father says they infest old places—and this must be pretty old if the sea was here thousands of years ago"—

"Perhaps it is a snake," said Jane, shuddering.

"Let's look," said Cyril, jumping into the hole. "I'm not afraid of snakes. I like them. If it is a snake I'll tame it, and it will follow me everywhere, and I'll let it sleep round my neck at night."

"No, you won't," said Robert firmly. He shared Cyril's bedroom. "But you may if it's a rat."
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"Oh, don't be silly!" said Anthea; "it's not a rat, it's much bigger. And it's not a snake. It's got feet; I saw them; and fur! No—not the spade. You'll hurt it! Dig with your hands."

"And let it hurt me instead! That's so likely, isn't it?" said Cyril, seizing a spade.

"Oh, don't!" said Anthea. "Squirrel, don't. I—it sounds silly, but it said something. It really and truly did"—

"What?"

"It said, 'You let me alone.'"

But Cyril merely observed that his sister must have gone off her head, and he and Robert dug with spades while Anthea sat on the edge of the hole, jumping up and down with hotness and anxiety. They dug carefully, and presently everyone could see that there really was something moving in the bottom of the Australian hole.

Then Anthea cried out, "I'm not afraid. Let me dig," and fell on her knees and began to scratch like a dog does when he has suddenly remembered where it was that he buried his bone.

"Oh, I felt fur," she cried, half laughing and half crying. "I did indeed! I did!" when suddenly a dry husky voice in the sand made them all jump back, and their hearts jumped nearly as fast as they did.

"Let me alone," it said. And now everyone heard the voice and looked at the others to see if they had heard it too.

"But we want to see you," said Robert bravely.

"I wish you'd come out," said Anthea, also taking courage.

"Oh, well—if that's your wish," the voice said, and the sand stirred and spun and scattered, and something brown and furry and fat came rolling out into the hole, and the sand fell off it, and it sat there yawning and rubbing the ends of its eyes with its hands.

"I believe I must have dropped asleep," it said, stretching itself.

The children stood round the hole in a ring, looking at the creature they had found. It was worth looking at. Its eyes were on long horns like a snail's eyes, and it could move them in and out like telescopes; it had ears like a bat's ears, and its tubby body was shaped like a spider's and covered with thick soft fur; its legs and arms were furry too, and it had hands and feet like a monkey's.

"What on earth is it?" Jane said. "Shall we take it home?"

The thing turned its long eyes to look at her, and said—

"Does she always talk nonsense, or is it only the rubbish on her head that makes her silly?"

It looked scornfully at Jane's hat as it spoke.

"She doesn't mean to be silly," Anthea said gently; "we none of us do, whatever you may think! Don't be frightened; we don't want to hurt you, you know."

"Hurt me!" it said. "Me frightened? Upon my word! Why, you talk as if I were nobody in particular." All its fur stood out like a cat's when it is going to fight.

"Well," said Anthea, still kindly, "perhaps if we knew who you are in particular we could think of something to say that wouldn't make you angry. Everything we've said so far seems to have done so. Who are you? And don't get angry! Because really we don't know."

"You don't know?" it said. "Well, I knew the world had changed—but—well, really—Do you mean to tell me seriously you don't know a Psammead when you see one?"

"A Sammyadd? That's Greek to me."

"So it is to everyone," said the creature sharply. "Well, in plain English, then, a Sand-fairy. Don't you know a Sand-fairy when you see one?"

It looked so grieved and hurt that Jane hastened to say, "Of course I see you are, now. It's quite plain now one comes to look at you."

"You came to look at me, several sentences ago," it said crossly, beginning to curl up again in the sand.

"Oh—don't go away again! Do talk some more," Robert cried. "I didn't know you were a Sand-fairy, but I knew directly I saw you that you were much the wonderfullest thing I'd ever seen."

The Sand-fairy seemed a shade less disagreeable after this.

"It isn't talking I mind," it said, "as long as you're reasonably civil. But I'm not going to make polite conversation for you. If you talk nicely to me, perhaps I'll answer you, and perhaps I won't. Now say something."

Of course no one could think of anything to say, but at last Robert thought of "How long have you lived here?" and he said it at once.

"Oh, ages—several thousand years," replied the Psammead.

"Tell us about it. Do."

"It's all in books."

"You aren't!" Jane said. "Oh, tell us everything you can about yourself! We don't know anything about you, and you are so nice."

The Sand-fairy smoothed his long rat-like whiskers and smiled between them.

"Do please tell!" said the children all together.

It is wonderful how quickly you get used to things, even the most astonishing. Five minutes before, the children had had no more idea than you had that there was such a thing as a Sand-fairy in the world, and now they were talking to it as though they had known it all their lives.
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