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"Sparks shall fly, and llamos shall Uio,

^
Livo aj^r.iin, .ind tinu- out-vie,

Ere you vvaiuier froni this place
Or behold a mortal face.

Riirn my Hre and potta^>e boil,

Recompense me for my toil."

Poppk. ^.ave , liul. scream, and selzinj. hold of Doris' arm she

hand that I'opp,. was afraid, !,„( ,he hold li„le ^ki spoke up assharply as ever

:
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"This is but a new disjfuise of one of the fays.' she said. " who
is K'ot up .o look hke Goody Mells foster ehild. It is a trick whichwe mean to pl.-iy on the morrow. "

" Plot me no plots, the fire burns,
I hu pottajre hoils, my venjjeance yearns

:

The mother and her children twain
Shall in this chaldron meet again !

Burn my fire, and pottage boil.

Recompense me for my toil."

As she finished croaking this fearful song, she darted her long,skmny arn, and had almost seized Doris, who was now shrieking
w,th affnght But Poppie was too c,uick for the hag, and, darting
forward hm almost over-tt.rned the huge pot by thrusting into Ttone of the bla.n,g faggots. This caused the wicked wontan to turn
her attention to saving her horrible broth, and with a shrill andtrumiphant lat.gh Poppie fled, dragging Doris after her.

I hey ran until they found them.selvcs in a smaller and darker
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