OEBPS/fill_in_debug_log.txt
=== FILL-IN SCRIPT DEBUG LOG ===



--- Block #1 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">“Thinking about shadows, colors, clouds<br/>

Grass sprouts, and caterpillar coverings<br/>

Branches where the wild bees land,<br/>

Colors that mark the violet’s petal.”<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 13em">EMERSON’S WOOD-NOTES.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #2 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 13em">EMERSON’S WOOD-NOTES.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

EMERSON’S WOOD-NOTES.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

EMERSON'S WOOD NOTES.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 13em">EMERSON'S WOOD NOTES.</span>



----------



--- Block #3 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="center">TO<br/>

ELLEN EMERSON,<br/>

FOR WHOM THEY WERE CREATED,<br/>

THESE FLOWER STORIES<br/>

ARE DEDICATED,<br/>

BY HER FRIEND,</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #4 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><span style="margin-left: 20em">THE AUTHOR.</span><br/></p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

<span style="margin-left: 20em">THE AUTHOR.</span><br/>



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

<span style="margin-left: 20em">THE AUTHOR.</span><br/>



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p><span style="margin-left: 20em">THE AUTHOR.</span><br/></p>



----------



--- Block #5 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 20em">THE AUTHOR.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

THE AUTHOR.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

THE WRITER.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 20em">THE WRITER.</span>



----------



--- Block #6 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Boston, Dec. 9, 1854.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Boston, Dec. 9, 1854.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Boston, December 9, 1854.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>Boston, December 9, 1854.</p>



----------



--- Block #7 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The summer moon shone brightly down on the sleeping earth, while far from human sight, the Fairy folk danced. Fireflies hung in glowing clusters on the dewy leaves, which swayed in the cool night breeze; and the flowers watched in amazement at the little Elves, who lounged among the ferns, swung from the vine branches, floated on the lake in lily cups, or danced on the mossy ground, to the music of the harebells, ringing out their happiest chime in celebration of the night.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #8 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Under the shade of a wild rose sat the Queen and her little Maids of Honor, next to the silvery mushroom where the feast was laid out.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #9 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now, my friends,” she said, “to pass the time until the bright moon sets, let’s each share a story or talk about what we’ve done or learned today. I’ll start with you, Sunny Lock,” she added, turning to a lovely little Elf who was resting among the fragrant leaves of a primrose.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #10 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With a cheerful smile, “Sunny Lock” started her story.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #11 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“As I painted the vibrant petals of a bluebell, it shared this story with me.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #12 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Three little fairies sat in the fields eating their breakfast; each one among the leaves of her favorite flower, Daisy, Primrose, and Violet, were as happy as elves could be.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #13 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The morning breeze gently rocked them back and forth, and the sun shone warmly on the dewy grass, where butterflies spread their colorful wings, and bees buzzed with their deep voices among the flowers; while the little birds hopped around happily to check them out.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #14 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>On a shiny mushroom was laid out breakfast; tiny flower-dust cakes rested on a large green leaf, next to a red strawberry, which, combined with sugar from the violet and cream from the yellow milkweed, created a magical meal, and their drink was the dew from the flowers' vibrant leaves.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #15 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ah, me,” sighed Primrose, leaning back lazily, “how warm the sun is! Give me another piece of strawberry, and then I need to hurry off to the shade of the ferns. But while I eat, tell me, dear Violet, why does everyone seem so sad? I can hardly remember seeing a happy face since I got back from Rose Land; dear friend, what does it mean?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #16 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’ll tell you,” replied little Violet, tears forming in her soft eyes. “Our good Queen is always trying to protect the lovely flowers from the cruel Frost-King; she has tried many methods, but they’ve all failed. She has sent messengers to his court with expensive gifts, but they’ve all come back weak from a lack of sunlight, tired and sad; we have taken care of them, ignoring the sun or rain, but still his dark spirits do their damage, and we are left to mourn our ruined blossoms. We have fought hard, but it’s been in vain; and tonight our Queen is having her last council. That’s why we are sad, dear Primrose, because she has worked so hard for us, and we can do nothing to help or advise her now.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #17 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s really a harsh thing,” her friend replied, “but since we can’t change it, we have to endure it patiently and not let other people’s sadness ruin our happiness. But, dear sisters, don’t you see how high the sun is getting? I need to curl my hair and get my dress ready for the evening; so I have to go, or I’ll end up looking like a dried-up leaf in this warm light.” With that, she grabbed a little mushroom to use as a parasol and flew away; Daisy soon followed, leaving Violet alone.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #18 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then she set the table again, and the busy ant and bee, cheerful butterfly and bird came without hesitation; even the poor blind mole and humble worm were included; and with kind words she shared with all, while each learned something from their tiny teacher; and the love that brightened her own heart radiated equally to everyone.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #19 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The ant and bee learned generosity, the butterfly and bird learned contentment, the mole and worm found confidence in the love of others; and each returned home feeling improved by the time they had spent with Violet.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #20 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Evening arrived, bringing with it groups of Elves to advise their beloved Queen, who sat on her mossy throne, gazing with concern at the crowd below, whose sparkling wings and flowing robes shined like a patchwork of colorful flowers.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #21 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last she got up, and in the deep silence said this:—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #22 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Dear children, let’s not get tired of doing good work, even though it can be tough and exhausting; think of the many little hearts that, in their sadness, look to us for help. What would the green earth be without its beautiful flowers, and how lonely would our home be! Their beauty lights up our hearts, and their love fills us with sweet thoughts. Should we really leave them to wither away, uncared for and alone? They give us everything; shouldn’t we work tirelessly so they can thrive in peace within their quiet homes? We’ve tried to win the affection of the harsh Frost-King, but it's been pointless; his heart is as hard as his own icy territory; no love can thaw it, no kindness can bring it back to warmth and happiness. So how can we protect our delicate blossoms from his cruel spirits? Who will offer us advice? Who will be our messenger one last time? Speak, my subjects.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #23 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then a loud murmuring began, and many people spoke, some advocating for more expensive gifts, some for war; and those who were afraid advised patience and compliance.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #24 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Long and eagerly they talked, and their soft voices soared high.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #25 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then sweet music filled the air, and the loud sounds faded away, as the Fairies waited in curious silence for what would happen next.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #26 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Through the crowd came a small figure, a wreath of pure white violets resting in the bright hair that softly framed the gentle face, which glowed with a deep blush as, kneeling at the throne, little Violet said:—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #27 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Dear Queen, we have submitted to the Frost-King’s power, we have brought gifts to feed his pride, but have we approached him with trust and spoken boldly about his evil deeds? Have we surrounded his cold heart with the warm glow of unwavering love, and with gentle patience shown him how bright and beautiful love can make even the darkest circumstances?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #28 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Our messengers have gone apprehensively, and with icy stares and formal words offered him valuable gifts, things he didn't care about, and with the same level of pride, he sent them back.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #29 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then let me, the weakest of your group, go to him, trusting in the love I know is hidden in the coldest heart.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #30 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will only bring a crown made of our most beautiful flowers; I will weave them around him, and their bright faces, gazing lovingly into his, will bring sweet thoughts to his dark mind, and their soft scent will come in like gentle words. Then, when he sees them wilting on his chest, won't he sigh that there is no warmth there to keep them fresh and beautiful? This is what I will do, dear Queen, and I won't leave his gloomy home until the sunlight shines on flowers as lovely as those that bloom in our beloved land.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #31 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Silently, the Queen had listened, but now, standing up and placing her hand on little Violet’s head, she said, turning to the crowd below:— “In our pride and power, we have made mistakes, while this, the weakest and humblest of our subjects, has advised us more wisely than the noblest among us, using the innocence of her pure heart. All who are willing to support our brave little messenger, raise your wands, so we can see who will put their trust in the Power of Love.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #32 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Every fairy wand sparkled in the air, as with shimmering voices they exclaimed, “Love and little Violet.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #33 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then down from the throne, hand in hand, came the Queen and Violet, and until the moon set, the Fairies worked hard to create a wreath of the most beautiful flowers. They carefully collected them, with the night dew still fresh on their leaves, and as they wove, they sang sweet spells and whispered fairy blessings on the bright messengers they sent out to perish in a bleak land, so that their gentle relatives could bloom unharmed.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #34 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last it was done; and the beautiful flowers lay glowing in the soft starlight, while beside them stood the Fairies, singing to the music of the wind-harps:—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #35 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">We’re sending you, dear flowers,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Off alone to fade,</span><br/>

Where your gentle sisters won't cry<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Over the cold graves where you lay;</span><br/>

But you’re going to bring them everlasting life<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">In the bright homes where they live,</span><br/>

And you gently smile that it’s so,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">As we sadly say goodbye.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #36 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Off alone to fade,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Off alone to fade,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Going off to disappear,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Going off to disappear,</span>



----------



--- Block #37 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Over the cold graves where you lay;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Over the cold graves where you lay;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Over the cold graves where you rest;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Over the cold graves where you rest;</span>



----------



--- Block #38 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">In the bright homes where they live,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

In the bright homes where they live,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

In the bright houses where they live,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">In the bright houses where they live,</span>



----------



--- Block #39 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">As we sadly say goodbye.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As we sadly say goodbye.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As we sadly say farewell.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">As we sadly say farewell.</span>



----------



--- Block #40 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">O please, speak softly for us,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">And whisper sweetly</span><br/>

About the generous love to that distant heart,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">And it will respond;</span><br/>

And even if you fade in a gloomy home,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Still, loving hearts will share</span><br/>

The joy and peace you’ve brought:<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Goodbye, dear flowers!</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #41 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">And whisper sweetly</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And whisper sweetly



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And whisper sweet nothings



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">And whisper sweet nothings</span>



----------



--- Block #42 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">And it will respond;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And it will respond;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And it will reply;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">And it will reply;</span>



----------



--- Block #43 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Still, loving hearts will share</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Still, loving hearts will share



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Still, loving hearts will connect



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Still, loving hearts will connect</span>



----------



--- Block #44 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Goodbye, dear flowers!</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Goodbye, dear flowers!



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Farewell, dear flowers!



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Farewell, dear flowers!</span>



----------



--- Block #45 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The morning sun shone gently on the wide green earth, which, like a grand altar, was releasing fragrant clouds from its surface. Flowers swayed joyfully in the summer breeze, and birds sang their morning songs among the cool green leaves. Meanwhile, high above, a tiny figure soared on shining wings. The sunlight gently illuminated her silky hair, the winds caressed her bright face, and carried the sweetest scents to uplift her spirit.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #46 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Thus went Violet through the clear air, and the earth looked smiling up at her, as, with the bright wreath folded in her arms, she flew among the soft, white clouds.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #47 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>On and on she went, over hills and valleys, wide rivers and swaying forests, until the warm sunlight disappeared, the winds turned chilly, and the air filled with falling snow. Then, far below, she saw the Frost-King’s home. Pillars of hard, gray ice held up the tall, arched roof, which was draped with crystal icicles. Dreary gardens surrounded it, filled with wilted flowers and bare, drooping trees; while heavy clouds hung low in the dark sky, and a cold wind whispered sadly through the wintry air.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #48 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With a pounding heart, Violet held her fading wreath tightly to her chest and, feeling exhausted, flew on toward the gloomy palace.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #49 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Here, before the closed doors, stood many figures with dark faces and harsh, jarring voices, who sternly asked the trembling little Fairy why she had come to them.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #50 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Gently, she replied, explaining her purpose and asking them to let her through before the cold wind ruined her delicate flowers. Then they opened the doors wide, and she stepped inside.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #51 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Walls of ice, etched with odd shapes, surrounded her; sparkling icicles hung from the tall ceiling, and fluffy white snow covered the hard floors. On a throne draped in clouds sat the Frost-King; a crown of crystals adorned his white hair, and a dark cloak intricately designed with frost patterns was draped over his cold chest.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #52 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>His serious expression couldn't hold back little Violet, and she continued down the long hall, oblivious to the snow that piled on her feet and the cold wind that whirled around her; while the King watched in amazement at the golden light that danced across the dark walls as she went by.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #53 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The flowers, as if they understood their role, opened their vibrant petals and released their sweetest scent, while, kneeling at the throne, the brave little Fairy said,—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #54 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“O King of despair and sadness, don't send me away until I’ve brought back the light and joy that will make your dark home bright and beautiful again. Allow me to bring back to the empty gardens the lovely figures that have departed, and their gentle voices will bless you and fill your heart with endless joy. Lay aside your cold crown and scepter, and let the warmth of love gently touch your heart.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #55 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then the earth will bloom again in all its beauty, and your weary eyes will rest only on beautiful shapes, while music fills these dull halls, and the love of grateful hearts will be yours. Have mercy on the gentle flower spirits, and don’t condemn them to an early death when they could blossom in everlasting beauty, making us wiser with their gentle lessons, and brightening the earth with their lovely forms. I place these beautiful flowers, with the prayers of all Fairy Land, before you; please don’t send me away until they are answered.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #56 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And with tears streaming down heavily onto their delicate leaves, Violet placed the wreath at his feet, while the golden light became even brighter as it shone on the small figure kneeling there so humbly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #57 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The King’s serious demeanor softened as he looked at the gentle Fairy, and the flowers seemed to plead with him; their sweet voices whispered softly in his ear about their dying sisters and the happiness it brings to help those who are weak and hurting. But he pulled the dark cloak tighter around himself and replied coldly,—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #58 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I can’t grant your request, little Fairy; I want the flowers to die. Go back to your Queen and tell her that I won’t give up my power just to satisfy these silly flowers.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #59 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Violet hung the wreath above the throne and, feeling tired, stepped out into the cold, dark gardens again. The golden shadows still followed her, and wherever they touched, flowers bloomed and green leaves rustled.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #60 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then came the Frost-Spirits, and under their cold wings the flowers died, while the Spirits took Violet to a dark, low cell, telling her as they left that their King was upset that she had dared to stay after he told her to leave.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #61 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So she sat all alone, sad memories of her happy home flooding back to her, and she cried bitterly. But soon, images of the delicate flowers dying in their forest homes appeared, their voices echoing in her ear, begging her to save them. Then she stopped crying and patiently waited for whatever might happen next.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #62 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Soon the golden light softly shone through the cell, and she heard small voices calling for help. High up among the thick cobwebs, poor little flies hung, struggling to escape, while their cruel enemies sat in their webs, observing their suffering.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #63 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With her wand, the Fairy broke the ties that held them, gently wrapped their broken wings, and healed their wounds; while they rested in the warm light, weakly humming their gratitude to their kind rescuer.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #64 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then she approached the ugly brown spiders and gently told them how in Fairy Land, their relatives spun all the magical cloth. In return, the Fairies provided them with food, and they happily lived among the green leaves, crafting garments for their neighbors. “And you too,” she said, “will spin for me, and I will give you better food than helpless insects. You will live in peace and spin your delicate threads into a cloak for the stern King; and I will weave golden threads among the gray so that when it’s wrapped around his cold heart, kind thoughts can come in and make it their home.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #65 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And while she happily sang, the little weavers spun their silky threads, the flies with shiny wings fluttered lovingly above her head, and the golden light shone softly down on everything.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #66 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When the Frost-Spirits told their King, he was very curious and often sneaked away to watch the sunny little room where friends and foes worked peacefully together. Still, the light grew brighter and floated out into the chilly air, where it hung like bright clouds over the bleak gardens, which all the Spirits’ power couldn't overcome; and green leaves sprouted on the bare trees, and flowers blossomed; but the Spirits piled snow on them, causing them to bow their heads and die.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #67 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, the cloak was complete, and among the gray threads, golden ones gleamed, giving it a vibrant look; she sent it to the King, asking him to wear it, as it would bring peace and love into his heart.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #68 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But he dismissively tossed it aside and told his spirits to take her to a colder cell, deep underground; and there, with cruel words, they abandoned her.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #69 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Still she sang happily on, and the falling drops kept time so melodically, that the King in his cold ice halls wondered at the soft, sweet sounds that drifted up to him.</p>
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--- Block #70 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Thus Violet lived, and each day the golden light got brighter; and from the cracks in the rocky walls came groups of little velvet-coated moles, hoping they could hear the sweet music and bask in the warm light.</p>
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--- Block #71 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We lead,” they said, “a bleak life in this cold earth; the flower roots are dead, and no gentle dew falls for us to drink, no little seed or leaf can we find. Oh, good Fairy, let us be your servants: give us just a few crumbs of your daily bread, and we will do everything we can to serve you.”</p>
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--- Block #72 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And Violet said, "Yes"; so day after day they worked to create a path through the frozen ground so she could reach the roots of the dead flowers. Before long, wherever she wandered through the dark tunnels, a soft light shone on the roots of the flowers, and they began to come back to life in the warm soil, sending fresh sap up to the blossoms above. They bloomed brightly and danced in the gentle light, while the Frost Spirits tried unsuccessfully to harm them, because when they ventured beneath the bright clouds, their ability to do harm was gone.</p>
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--- Block #73 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>From his dark castle, the King looked out at the cheerful flowers, who happily nodded at him and tried to express their gratitude for the good little Spirit working hard below so they could thrive. When he turned away from the bright scene outside to his grand palace, it felt so cold and gloomy that he wrapped Violet’s cloak around himself and sat beneath the faded garland on his ice-carved throne, pondering the unusual warmth it brought him. Finally, he ordered his Spirits to bring the little Fairy from her gloomy prison.</p>
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--- Block #74 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Soon they rushed back and asked him to come and see how beautiful the dark cell had become. The rough floor was covered with deep green moss, and flowering vines grew over the walls and roof, filling the air with their sweet scent. Above, soft, clear light played, casting rosy shadows on the sparkling drops that rested among the fragrant leaves; and beneath the vines stood Violet, tossing crumbs to the little fluffy moles who ran around fearlessly and listened to her sing.</p>
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--- Block #75 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When the old King saw how much more beautiful she had made the gloomy cell than his palace rooms, gentle thoughts whispered to him to grant her wish and let the little Fairy return to her friends and home; but the Frost-Spirits blew on the flowers and made him realize how fragile they were and how useless to a King. Then the harsh, cold thoughts returned, and he coldly ordered her to follow him.</p>
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--- Block #76 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With a heavy heart, she said goodbye to her little friends and followed him, standing before the throne, waiting for his command. When the King noticed how pale and sad her gentle face had become, how thin her robe was, and how weak her wings looked, yet still saw how lovingly the golden shadows danced around her and brightened as they rested on the wand, which, through patient love, had turned his once desolate home into a bright place, he couldn’t be cruel to the one who had done so much for him, and in a compassionate tone he said,—</p>
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--- Block #77 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Little Fairy, I have two things to offer you, and you can choose between them. If I promise never to harm the flowers you care about, will you return to your own kind and let me and my Spirits do as we wish with all the other flowers that bloom? The earth is vast, and we can find flowers anywhere, so why should you be concerned about what happens to their relatives if your own are safe? Will you accept this?”</p>
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--- Block #78 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ah!” Violet replied sadly, “don’t you realize that under the bright leaves of the flowers is a little heart that loves and feels pain just like us? And can I, ignoring their beauty, condemn them to suffering and sorrow just to protect my own beloved blooms from the cruel enemies I’m leaving them with? Oh no! I would rather stay forever in your darkest cell than lose the love of those warm, trusting hearts.”</p>
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--- Block #79 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then listen,” said the King, “to the task I’m giving you. You need to build a palace even more beautiful than this one, and if you can pull off that miracle, I’ll grant your wish or give up my crown. Now go, and start your work; my Spirits won’t harm you, and I’ll wait until it’s finished before I destroy another flower.”</p>
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--- Block #80 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Violet stepped out into the gardens with a heavy heart; she had worked so hard, and her strength was almost gone. But the flowers whispered their thanks and closed their petals as if to bless her. When she saw the garden filled with loving friends who tried to cheer her up and thank her for her care, her courage and strength came back. Raising thick clouds of mist that hid her from the wondering flowers, she began her work alone and with trust.</p>
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--- Block #81 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As time passed, the Frost-King worried that the task had been too difficult for the Fairy; sounds were heard behind the misty walls, bright shadows were seen moving inside, but the little voice was never heard. In the meantime, the golden light had disappeared from the garden, the flowers drooped, and everything was dark and cold, just as it had been when the gentle Fairy arrived.</p>
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--- Block #82 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And to the stern King, his home felt even more empty and sad; he missed the warm light, the cheerful flowers, and, most of all, the lively voice and bright face of little Violet. So he roamed through his gloomy palace, reflecting on how he had ever been happy living without sunlight and love.</p>
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--- Block #83 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And little Violet was mourned as if she had died in Fairy-Land, and many tears were shed because the gentle Fairy was loved by everyone, from the Queen down to the simplest flower. They sadly took care of every bird and blossom she had loved and tried to be like her in kind words and actions. They wore cypress wreaths and talked about her as someone they would never see again.</p>
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--- Block #84 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So they lived in deep sorrow until one day an unknown messenger appeared, wrapped in a dark cloak. He gazed in wonder at the bright palace and the flower-crowned elves, who welcomed him warmly and brought fresh dew and rosy fruit to refresh the tired stranger. He told them he came from the Frost-King, who asked the Queen and all her subjects to visit the palace little Violet had built. The mist would soon clear, and since she could not create a more beautiful home than the ice castle, the King wanted her loved ones nearby to comfort her and take her home. While the Elves wept, he shared how patiently she had worked, how her everlasting love had brightened and beautified the dark cell.</p>
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--- Block #85 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>These and many other things he shared with them; for little Violet had earned the affection of many of the Frost-Spirits, and even when they destroyed the flowers she had worked so hard to nurture into life and beauty, she spoke kind words to them and tried to show them how beautiful love can be. The messenger stayed for a long time, increasingly amazed that the Fairy could have left such a lovely home to toil in the dreary palace of his cruel master, enduring cold and fatigue to bring life and happiness to the weak and sorrowful. Once the Elves had promised they would come, he said goodbye to joyful Fairy-Land and flew home with a heavy heart.</p>
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--- Block #86 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, the time came, and out in his empty garden, under a curtain of dark clouds, sat the Frost-King in front of the misty wall, behind which soft, sweet sounds could be heard, like rustling trees and singing birds.</p>
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--- Block #87 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Soon, colorful groups of Elves appeared in the air. First came the Queen, recognizable by the silver lilies on her white robe and the shiny crown in her hair. Next to her flew a group of Elves dressed in red and gold, playing lovely tunes on their flower-trumpets, while all around them, with joyful faces and bright eyes, fluttered her adoring subjects.</p>
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--- Block #88 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>On they came, like a swarm of colorful butterflies, their shining wings and vibrant outfits sparkling in the dim light; soon the bare trees were bright with living flowers, and their lovely voices filled the gardens with music. Like his subjects, the King gazed at the beautiful Elves and no longer found it strange that little Violet cried and missed her home. His grand home felt darker and more desolate, and when the Fairies asked for flowers, he felt embarrassed that he had none to offer them.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #89 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, a warm breeze blew through the gardens, and the mist lifted, while the Frost-King and the Elves watched in silent amazement at the scene before them.</p>
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--- Block #90 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As far as the eye could see, there were tall green trees with drooping branches that formed graceful arches, through which the golden light shone softly, casting bright shadows on the lush green moss below, where the most beautiful flowers swayed in the cool breeze and sang, in their gentle, sweet voices, about how beautiful Love is.</p>
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--- Block #91 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Flowering vines wrapped their soft leaves around the trees, creating green pillars along their rough trunks. Fountains splashed their clear water onto the roof, while flocks of silver-winged birds sang and flitted among the flowers, or watched over their nests affectionately. Doves with gentle eyes cooed among the green leaves, fluffy white clouds drifted in the sunny sky, and the golden light, brighter than ever, glowed softly down.</p>
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--- Block #92 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Soon through the long aisles came Violet, flowers and green leaves rustling as she passed. On she went to the Frost King’s throne, carrying two crowns, one made of sparkling icicles and the other of pure white lilies, and kneeling before him, said,—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #93 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My task is complete, and, thanks to the Spirits of earth and air, I have created a beautiful home like only Elfin hands can craft. Now it's up to you to decide. Will you be the King of Flower-Land, embracing my gentle kin as your loving friends? Will you enjoy everlasting peace and joy, along with the grateful love of all the fragrant children of the green earth? Then take this crown of flowers. But if you can't find happiness here, return to your own cold home, and live in solitude and darkness, where no ray of sunlight or joy can reach you."</p>
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--- Block #94 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Send your Spirits to spread sadness and destruction across the joyful earth, and gain the fear and hatred of those who would gladly love and respect you. Then take this shiny crown, as hard and cold as your own heart will be if you decide to shut out everything bright and beautiful. Both options are before you. Choose.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #95 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The old King looked at the little Fairy and saw how lovingly the bright shadows surrounded her, as if to protect her from any harm; the shy birds nestled in her embrace, and the flowers bloomed more beautifully in her presence; while her kind friends, with tears in their bright eyes, clasped their hands in a plea and smiled at her.</p>
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--- Block #96 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Kind thoughts crowded into his mind, and he turned to look at the two palaces. Violet's was so beautiful, with its rustling trees, calm sunny skies, and joyful birds and flowers, all created by her patient love and care. His own, however, was cold, dark, and dreary, with empty gardens where no flowers could bloom, no green trees could grow, and no cheerful birds could sing, all desolate and dim;—and as he stared, his own Spirits, shedding their dark cloaks, knelt before him and pleaded not to be sent out to ruin the things that the gentle Fairies cherished so deeply. “We have served you long and faithfully,” they said, “now grant us our freedom so we can learn to be loved by the sweet flowers we’ve harmed for so long. Honor the little Fairy’s wish; let her return to her dear home. She has taught us that Love is stronger than Fear. Choose the Flower crown, and we will be the most loyal subjects you have ever had.”</p>
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--- Block #97 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then, with a burst of lively, sweet music, the Frost-King put the flower crown on his head and knelt to little Violet. All around the wide green earth, the voices of flowers echoed, singing their thanks to the kind Fairy. The summer wind carried their fragrances, which they sent as gestures of appreciation. Wherever she went, ancient trees leaned down to wrap their slender branches around her, flowers pressed their soft faces against hers and whispered blessings; even the humble moss bowed over her little feet and kissed them as she walked by.</p>
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--- Block #98 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The old King, surrounded by the cheerful Fairies, sat in Violet’s beautiful home, watching his icy castle melt away under the bright sunlight. Meanwhile, his Spirits, no longer cold and gloomy, danced with the Elves and eagerly attended to their King with affection. The golden light grew brighter, the birds sang more joyfully, and the harmonious voices of thankful flowers echoed across the earth, spreading new joy to all their gentle relatives.</p>
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--- Block #99 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">Brighter shone the golden shadows;<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">On the cool wind softly came</span><br/>

The low, sweet sounds of happy flowers,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Singing little Violet’s name.</span><br/>

’Mong the green trees it was whispered,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the bright waves carried it on</span><br/>

To the lonely forest flowers,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the joyful news had not reached.</span><br/></p>
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--- Block #100 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">On the cool wind softly came</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

On the cool wind softly came



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The cool wind blew gently.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The cool wind blew gently.</span>
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--- Block #101 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Singing little Violet’s name.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Singing little Violet’s name.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Singing Violet's name.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Singing Violet's name.</span>
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--- Block #102 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the bright waves carried it on</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And the bright waves carried it on



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And the shining waves transported it forward.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the shining waves transported it forward.</span>
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--- Block #103 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the joyful news had not reached.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Where the joyful news had not reached.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Where the happy news hadn't arrived.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the happy news hadn't arrived.</span>
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--- Block #104 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">Thus, the Frost King lost his kingdom,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And his ability to harm and wither.</span><br/>

Violet triumphed, and his cold heart<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Heated by music, love, and light;</span><br/>

And his beautiful home, once so bleak,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Bright with lovely Elves and flowers,</span><br/>

Brought a joy that never faded<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Through the long, bright summer hours.</span><br/></p>
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--- Block #105 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And his ability to harm and wither.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And his ability to harm and wither.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And his ability to hurt and weaken.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And his ability to hurt and weaken.</span>
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--- Block #106 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Heated by music, love, and light;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Heated by music, love, and light;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Energized by music, love, and light;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Energized by music, love, and light;</span>
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--- Block #107 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Bright with lovely Elves and flowers,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Bright with lovely Elves and flowers,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Bright with beautiful Elves and flowers,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Bright with beautiful Elves and flowers,</span>
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--- Block #108 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Through the long, bright summer hours.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Through the long, bright summer hours.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

During the long, sunny summer hours.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">During the long, sunny summer hours.</span>
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--- Block #109 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">Thus, with Violet's magical power,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">All dark shadows disappeared,</span><br/>

And over the home of joyful flowers<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The golden light forever shone.</span><br/>

Thus the Fairy's mission came to an end,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And all of Flower-Land learned</span><br/>

The “Power of Love,” through gentle acts<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">That little Violet created.</span><br/></p>
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--- Block #110 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">All dark shadows disappeared,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

All dark shadows disappeared,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

All dark shadows vanished,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">All dark shadows vanished,</span>
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--- Block #111 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The golden light forever shone.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The golden light forever shone.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The golden light always shone.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The golden light always shone.</span>
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--- Block #112 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And all of Flower-Land learned</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And all of Flower-Land learned



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And everyone in Flower-Land learned



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And everyone in Flower-Land learned</span>
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--- Block #113 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">That little Violet created.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

That little Violet created.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

That little Violet made.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">That little Violet made.</span>
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--- Block #114 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As Sunny Lock finished, another little Elf stepped forward; and this was the story that “Silver Wing” told.</p>
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--- Block #115 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Down among the grass and fragrant clover lay little Eva by the brookside, watching the bright waves as they flowed by, singing under the drooping flowers that grew on its banks. As she wondered where the water went, she heard a faint, low sound like distant music. She thought it was the wind, but not a leaf was moving, and soon, a strange little boat appeared through the rippling water.</p>
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--- Block #116 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It was a lily of the valley, whose tall stem served as the mast, while the wide leaves that grew from the roots and drooped down to the water were filled with cheerful little Elves, who danced to the music of the silver lily-bells above, ringing out a joyful sound and filling the air with their sweet fragrance.</p>
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--- Block #117 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>On came the fairy boat, until it reached a moss-covered rock; and here it stopped, while the Fairies rested under the violet leaves and sang with the dancing waves.</p>
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--- Block #118 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Eva looked in awe at their cheerful faces and colorful clothes, and in her joy, she sang along and tossed crimson fruit for the little ones to enjoy.</p>
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--- Block #119 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They smiled at the child, and after whispering for a while among themselves, two little bright-eyed Elves flew over the sparkling water, landed on the clover blossoms, and said softly, “Little girl, thank you so much for your kindness; our Queen wants us to ask if you would like to come with us to Fairy-Land and learn what we can teach you.”</p>
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--- Block #120 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Sure, I would love to go with you, dear Fairies,” said Eva, “but I can't sail in your little boat. Look! I can hold you in my hand, and I couldn't live among you without hurting your tiny kingdom; I'm just too big.”</p>
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--- Block #121 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then the Elves laughed joyfully as they wrapped their arms around her, saying, “You’re such a good child, dear Eva, for worrying about hurting those weaker than you. You can’t hurt us now. Look in the water and see what we’ve done.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #122 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Eva looked into the stream and saw a little kid standing between the Elves. “Now I can join you,” she said, “but look, I can no longer step from the bank to that stone over there, because the stream now looks like a huge river, and you haven’t given me wings like yours.”</p>
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--- Block #123 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But the Fairies took her by the hand and flew easily over the stream. The Queen and her subjects came to greet her, and everyone seemed happy to say a warm word of welcome to the little newcomer. They placed a flower crown on her head, pressed their soft faces against hers, and soon it felt like the kind Elves had always been her friends.</p>
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--- Block #124 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now we have to go home,” said the Queen, “and you will come with us, little one.”</p>
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--- Block #125 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then there was a lot of activity as they flew around on shiny wings, some placing cushions of violet leaves in the boat, while others wrapped the Queen's veil and mantle more tightly around her to protect her from the falling dew that might make her cold.</p>
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--- Block #126 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The gentle sound of the waves lapping against the boat and the sweet ringing of the lily-bells softly rocked little Eva to sleep, and when she woke up, she found herself in Fairy-Land. A soft, rosy light, like that of a setting sun, illuminated the white pillars of the Queen’s palace as they entered, and the sleeping flowers gracefully leaned on their stems, dreaming under their delicate green curtains. Everything was cool and quiet, and the Elves moved silently around, careful not to disturb their dreams. They guided Eva to a bed made of pure white leaves, above which hung the fragrant petals of a crimson rose.</p>
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--- Block #127 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You can admire the bright colors until the light dims, and then the rose will lull you to sleep,” said the Elves, as they wrapped the soft leaves around her, gently kissed her, and quietly left.</p>
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<p>Long she lay watching the bright shadows and listening to the song of the rose, while throughout the long night dreams of beautiful things floated like bright clouds through her mind; as the rose bent lovingly above her and sang in the clear moonlight.</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With the sunrise, the Fairies rose and quickly went with Eva to the fountain, where the cool waters soon filled with little shapes, and the air filled with joyful voices as the Elves floated in the blue waves among the white lilies or sat on the green moss, fixing their shiny hair and wearing fresh garlands of dewy flowers. Finally, the Queen appeared, and her subjects gathered around her. While the flowers bowed their heads and the trees quieted their rustling, the Fairies sang their morning hymn to the Father of birds and blossoms, who had created such a beautiful home for them on earth.</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then they flew off to the gardens, and soon, high up among the tree tops, or under the wide leaves, the Elves sat in small groups, having their breakfast of fruit and fresh dew; while the bright-winged birds approached them without fear, pecking at the same ripe berries and dipping their tiny beaks into the same flower cups, and the Fairies wrapped their arms around them affectionately, smoothed their soft chests, and cheerfully sang to them.</p>
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<p>“Now, little Eva,” they said, “you'll see that Fairies aren’t lazy, rebellious Spirits like humans think. Come, we’ll show you what we do.”</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They guided her into a beautiful room, where soft light filtered in through deep green leaves. Inside, many injured insects and helpless little creatures, hurt by cruel hands, lay scattered about; beside urns filled with healing herbs, pale, wilting flowers grew, releasing a faint, sweet fragrance from their fresh leaves.</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Eva wondered but silently followed her guide, little Rose-Leaf, who with gentle words moved among the delicate blossoms, pouring dew on their fragile roots, uplifting them with her caring words and cheerful smile.</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then she went to the insects; first to a small fly that was resting in a flower petal cradle.</p>
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<p>“Are you in a lot of pain, dear Gauzy-Wing?” asked the Fairy. “I’ll wrap up your injured leg, and Zephyr will help you sleep.” So she gently wrapped the cool leaves around the poor fly, bathed his wings, and brought him a refreshing drink, while he buzzed his thanks and forgot his pain as Zephyr softly sang and fanned him with her fluttering wings.</p>
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<p>They moved on, and Eva saw a Fairy beside each bed, gently comforting the suffering insects with kind hands and soothing words. Eventually, they stopped beside a bee, who lay among sweet honeysuckle flowers in a cool, quiet spot where the summer breeze blew in, and the green leaves rustled softly. Yet he seemed unable to find peace and murmured about the pain he was forced to endure. “Why must I lie here while my fellow bees are out in the beautiful fields, basking in the sunlight and enjoying the fresh air? Cruel hands have condemned me to this dark place and this awful pain when I haven’t done anything wrong. Unattended and forgotten, I have to remain here among these poor creatures who only think of themselves. Come here, Rose-Leaf, and fix my wounds, for I am much more useful than a lazy bird or a fly.”</p>
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<p>Then the Fairy said, while she treated the broken wing,—</p>
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<p>“Love-Blossom, you shouldn’t complain. We might find happiness in trying to be patient even while we’re hurting. You’re not forgotten or neglected, but others need our care more than you do, and to those who accept the pain and sorrow that comes their way, we gladly offer our support. You don’t have to be inactive, even if you’re lying here in darkness and sadness; you can let go of all sad and discontented feelings from your heart, and if love and patience grow there, you’ll feel better for the lonely hours spent here. Look at the bed beside you; this little dove has endured much greater pain than you, and our care can’t ease it; yet through the long days it has lain here, it hasn’t uttered a single unkind word or a complaining sigh. Oh, Love-Blossom, the gentle bird can teach you a lesson that will make you wiser and better.”</p>
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<p>Then a soft voice whispered, “Little Rose-Leaf, hurry up, or I won’t be able to thank you properly for all the love and care you’ve shown me.”</p>
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<p>So they moved to the bed next to the unhappy bee, and here on the softest feathers lay the dove, whose gentle eyes looked up appreciatively at the Fairy as she knelt beside the small bed, smoothed the soft white chest, wrapped her arms around it, and shed sorrowful tears, while the bird continued to whisper its gratitude and love.</p>
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<p>“Dear Fairy, the most beautiful flowers have brightened my day with their lovely scent, fresh dew, and fragrant leaves have always been there for me, gentle hands to care for me, and kind hearts to love me; for this, I can only thank you and say goodbye.”</p>
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--- Block #142 (p) ---
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<p>Then the trembling wings became still, and the gentle little dove was dead; but the bee was silent now, and the dew from the flowers fell like tears around the peaceful resting place.</p>
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<p>Sadly, Rose-Leaf took Eva away, saying, “Lily-Bosom will have a grave tonight beneath our most beautiful blossoms, and you'll see that kindness and love are valued far more than gold or beauty here in Fairy-Land. Now, come to the Flower Palace and see the Fairy Court.”</p>
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<p>Beneath green arches, vibrant with birds and flowers, alongside singing waves, Eva entered a grand hall. The ceiling, adorned with pure white lilies, rested on pillars of lush green vines, while colorful blooms cast their bright shadows on the walls as they swayed below in the deep green moss. Their soft, melodic voices echoed gently through the sunlit palace, while the rustling leaves provided a rhythm.</p>
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<p>Beside the throne stood Eva, watching the beautiful figures around her, each little group in its own color, with shining wings and flower wands.</p>
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<p>Suddenly, the music got louder and sweeter, and the Fairies knelt, bowing their heads as the Queen made her way through the crowd of adoring subjects, with the air filled with cheerful voices singing to welcome her.</p>
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<p>She put the child next to her and said, “Little Eva, you’re about to see how the flowers on your great earth bloom so vibrantly. A group of caring little gardeners sets out every day from Fairy-Land to take care of them, ensuring that no harm comes to the gentle spirits living under their leaves. This is never known because, like all good things, it’s unseen by mortal eyes, and only pure hearts like yours are told our secret. The simplest flower that grows is visited by our messengers and often blooms in fragrant beauty, unknown and unloved by anyone except Fairy friends, who aim to fill the spirits with all sweet and gentle virtues so that they aren’t useless on the earth; for even the noblest mortals stoop to learn about flowers. Now, Eglantine, what do you have to share with us about your rosy namesakes on earth?”</p>
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<p>From a group of Elves, whose rose-wreathed wands showed the flower they loved, came one holding a tiny urn, and, in response to the Queen, she said,—</p>
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<p>“Over hills and valleys, they bloom fresh and beautiful like summer sunshine and dew. No drooping stems or withered leaves show any bad thoughts within their fragrant hearts, and so from the finest of their kind, they have gathered this sweet dew as a sign of their gratitude to someone whose kindness and care have kept them pure and happy; and this, the loveliest of their sisters, I have brought to place among the Fairy flowers that never fade.”</p>
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<p>Eglantine set the urn in front of the Queen and laid the fragrant rose on the dewy moss next to the throne, while a murmur of approval swept through the hall as each magical wand waved to the little Fairy who had worked so hard and faithfully and could present such a beautiful gift to their beloved Queen.</p>
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<p>Then an Elf appeared with a dried leaf, and her multicolored robe and the purple tulips in her hair revealed her name and role.</p>
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<p>“Dear Queen,” she said sadly, “I wish I could bring you as happy news as my sister, but unfortunately, my flowers are proud and stubborn. When I tried to collect my small gift of colorful leaves for your royal garments, they insisted that I bring this wilted bloom and tell you they refuse to serve anyone who won’t make them Queen over all the other flowers. They wouldn’t give any dew or honey and instead closed their leaves defiantly and told me to leave.”</p>
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<p>“Your task has been too difficult for you,” said the Queen gently, as she placed the wilting flower in the urn Eglantine had given her. “You’ll see how this dew from a sweet, pure heart will breathe new life and beauty into this poor faded flower. Just like this, dear Rainbow, with kind words and gentle guidance, you can restore lost purity and peace to those impacted by pride and selfishness. Go back to the proud flowers and tell them that when they reign over their own hearts, they won’t need a more beautiful kingdom. Take care of them more lovingly than ever, ensure they have enough dew and air, speak to them with kindness, and don’t let their unkind words or actions upset you. Show them through your patient love and care how much more beautiful they could be, and when you return, you’ll be filled with gifts from humble, loving flowers.”</p>
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--- Block #154 (p) ---
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<p>Thus they shared what they had done and received from their Queen some gentle reprimand or loving words of praise.</p>
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<p>“You're going to get tired of this,” said little Rose-Leaf to Eva; “come on and see where we learn to read the stories written on flower leaves, the sweet language of the birds, and everything that can make a Fairy heart smarter and kinder.”</p>
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<p>Then they entered a joyful place filled with many clusters of flowers, where the young Elves sat among the leaves, learning from their flower-books everything that fairy hands had written. Some studied how to observe the tender buds, when to expose them to sunlight, and when to protect them from rain; how to safeguard the ripening seeds, and when to plant them in the warm earth or send them on the summer breeze to distant hills and valleys, where other fairy hands would care for them until a sisterhood of beautiful flowers grew to brighten and cheer the lonely spot where they had landed. Others learned to heal injured insects, whose delicate limbs a gust of wind could break, and who, without fairy assistance, would perish before halfway through their joyful summer. Some discovered how to uplift and comfort human hearts through sweet dreams, whispering words of love to save those who had lost their way from committing wrongful acts, filling young hearts with gentle thoughts and pure affections, so that no sin could tarnish the beauty of the human flower; while others, like human children, learned the fairy alphabet. In this way, the Elves formed loving connections through care and affection, and no harm could befall them because those they helped to nurture and protect always looked out for them to shield and save them.</p>
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<p>Eva nodded at the cheerful little ones as they peeked through the leaves at the stranger, and then she listened to the Fairy lessons. Several tiny Elves stood on a wide leaf while the teacher sat among the petals of a flower that leaned beside them, asking questions that only Fairies would be interested in.</p>
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<p>“Twinkle, if there were nine seeds in a flower cup and the wind blew five away, how many would the flower have left?” “Four,” answered the little one.</p>
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<p>“Rosebud, if a cowslip opens three leaves one day and four the next, how many rosy leaves will there be when the whole flower has bloomed?”</p>
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<p>“Seven,” sang the cheerful little Elf.</p>
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<p>“Harebell, if a silkworm spins one yard of Fairy cloth in an hour, how many will it spin in a day?”</p>
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<p>“Twelve,” said the Fairy child.</p>
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“Twelve,” said the Fairy child.
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“Twelve,” said the fairy kid.
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<p>“Twelve,” said the fairy kid.</p>
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<p>“Primrose, where lies Violet Island?”</p>
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“Primrose, where lies Violet Island?”
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"Primrose, where is Violet Island?"
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<p>“In the Lake of Ripples.”</p>
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<p>“Lilla, you can go to Rose Land.”</p>
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<p>“On the north by Ferndale, south by Sunny Wave River, east by the hill of Morning Clouds, and west by the Evening Star.”</p>
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<p>“Okay, kids,” said the teacher, “you can start your painting so our visitor can see how we fix the flowers that have been hurt by human hands.”</p>
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<p>Then Eva saw how, on large, white leaves, the Fairies learned to imitate the beautiful colors, and with tiny brushes brightened the blush on the anemone’s cheek, deepened the blue of the violet’s eye, and added new light to the golden cowslip.</p>
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<p>“You've been here long enough,” said the Elves finally, “we have lots of things to show you. Come now and see our most treasured creation.”</p>
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<p>So Eva said goodbye to the child Elves and hurried with little Rose-Leaf to the gates. There, she saw many groups of Fairies wrapped in dark cloaks so that mortals wouldn’t recognize them, who, with the child among them, flew away over hills and valleys. Some went to the cottages in the hills, some went to the seaside to keep watch over the humble fishermen; but little Rose-Leaf and many others headed into the bustling city.</p>
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<p>Eva wondered to herself what help the tiny Elves could offer in this vast place; but she soon discovered, as the Fairy group spread out among the poor and lonely, bringing comforting dreams to the sick and elderly, sweet, gentle thoughts of love and kindness to the young, strength to the weak, and patient cheerfulness to those who were poor and alone.</p>
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<p>Then the child stopped wondering, but her love for the kind-hearted Elves grew stronger. They left their own happy home to bring joy and comfort to those who never knew who had clothed and fed them, or what hearts had shared their own happiness to create such joy in others.</p>
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<p>Long they stayed, and little Eva learned many lessons: but when she asked them to go back, they still urged her on, saying, “Our work isn’t finished yet; should we really leave so many sad hearts when we could uplift them, so many dark homes that we could light up? We have to stay a bit longer, little Eva, and you can learn even more.”</p>
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<p>Then they entered a dark and empty room, where they found a pale, sad-eyed child, crying bitterly over a wilted flower.</p>
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<p>“Ah,” sighed the little one, “it was my only friend, and I cherished it with all my lonely heart’s love; it was all that made my sad life happy; and it’s gone.”</p>
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<p>Tenderly, the child secured the drooping stem and placed it where the one faint ray of sunlight filtered into the dreary room.</p>
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<p>“Do you see,” said the Elves, “with this simple flower, we will keep the child pure and unblemished despite the sin and sorrow surrounding her. The love from this will guide her through temptation and grief, and she will be a source of joy and comfort to those who are sinful and grieving.”</p>
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<p>And with dedicated love, the Elves worked among the dried leaves, giving new strength to the flower. As the friendless child watered the growing buds each day, her love for the unseen friends who had given her something to cherish in her lonely home grew deeper. Sweet, gentle thoughts filled her heart as she leaned over it, and the flower’s fragrant scent felt like a whispered voice of all things beautiful and lovely. Just as the flower taught her, she passed that knowledge on to others.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #179 (p) ---
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<p>The caring Elves brought her sweet dreams at night and happy thoughts during the day. As she blossomed into a beautiful child, pure and patient despite the struggles of poverty and sorrow, those who were sinful felt ashamed, grieving hearts became lighter, and the weak and selfish forgot their pointless fears when they saw her trustfully living on without anyone to help or comfort her. The love she had for the delicate flower kept her own heart innocent and bright, and this pure human flower served as a lesson to everyone who noticed it. Soon, the once gloomy house was filled with happy hearts, learning from the gentle child how to endure poverty and grief just as she had, to forgive those who brought them pain and wrongs, and to find joy in simple acts of charity and love.</p>
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<p>“Our work is done,” whispered the Elves, and with blessings on the two beautiful flowers, they flew away to other homes;—to a blind old man who lived alone with no one to love him, until through many years of darkness and silent sorrow, the heart inside had grown dim and cold. No sunlight could reach his darkened eyes, and no one was close to whisper kind words, to uplift and comfort him.</p>
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<p>Thus he lived, forgotten and alone, trying not to bring joy to others, having none himself. Life was dark and sad until the tireless Elves arrived at his dreary home, bringing sunshine and love. They whispered comforting words—how, if his darkened eyes couldn’t find light outside, there could be everlasting happiness within; gentle feelings and kind, loving thoughts could beautify the heart if only the gloomy, selfish sorrow were cast away, and everything would be bright and beautiful.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #182 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They brought cheerful kids who gathered around him, making the lonely home beautiful with their young faces and lifting his heavy heart with their sweet, childish voices. He couldn’t let go of the love they brought; sunlight came in, dark thoughts faded away, and the world felt like a nice home to him.</p>
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<p>Thus their little hands led him back to peace and happiness, flowers bloomed by his door, and their sweet scent brought happy thoughts of nice valleys and green hills; birds sang to him, and their lovely voices stirred the music in his own soul, which always managed to calm and comfort him. Happy sounds filled his once lonely home, and bright faces gathered around his knee, listening attentively as he tried to share all the good that kindness and love had done for him.</p>
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<p>Still the Elves watched nearby, and the heart grew brighter as warm thoughts and gentle feelings filled it and made it their home; and when the old man fell asleep, little feet walked lightly above his grave, and loving hands placed fragrant flowers.</p>
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<p>Then the Elves went into the gloomy prisons, where heavy hearts mourned in lonely sadness for the joy and freedom they had lost. To these places came the loving group with gentle words, telling of the peace they could still achieve through patience and sincere regret, thus stirring in their hearts all the pure feelings and warm affections that had been dormant for so long.</p>
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<p>They shared cheerful stories and sang their loveliest songs to lift spirits, while the dim rooms brightened with sunlight and filled with the scent of flowers the caring Elves had brought. Through their gentle guidance, those sorrowful, despairing hearts were filled with hopeful patience and a sincere desire to regain their lost innocence and happiness.</p>
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<p>Thus, to everyone who needed help or comfort, the loyal Fairies went; and when they finally headed back to Fairy-Land, they left many grateful and happy hearts behind.</p>
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<p>Then through the summer sky, over the blooming earth, they traveled home, feeling happier for the joy they had shared and wiser for the good they had accomplished.</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>All of Fairy-Land was covered in flowers, and the gentle breeze whistled by, filled with their lovely scent. Pleasant music floated through the air, and groups of Elves in their brightest outfits rushed to the palace where the feast was laid out.</p>
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<p>Soon the bright hall was filled with smiling faces and beautiful figures, and little Eva, standing next to the Queen, thought she had never seen a sight so lovely.</p>
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<p>The colorful shadows of the prettiest flowers danced on the pure white walls, and fountains glimmered in the sunlight, creating music as the cool waves ebbed and flowed. Meanwhile, the cheerful Elves flitted back and forth with fluttering wings and joyful voices, bringing fruit and honey, or fragrant garlands for each other’s hair.</p>
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<p>They feasted for a long time, happily sang, and Eva, dancing joyfully among them, wished to be an Elf so she could live forever in such a beautiful place.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #193 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, the music stopped, and the Queen said, placing her hand gently on little Eva’s shiny hair:—</p>
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<p>“Dear child, tomorrow we have to take you home because, as much as we want to keep you, it would be wrong to bring such sadness to your loving earthly friends. So, we will take you to the brookside and say goodbye until you can visit us again. Please don’t cry, dear Rose-Leaf; you’ll watch over little Eva’s flowers, and when she sees them, she’ll think of you. Now come and guide her to the Fairy garden, and show her what we consider our most beautiful sight. Don’t cry anymore, but try to make her last hours with us as happy as possible.”</p>
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<p>With gentle touches and sweet words, the loving Elves surrounded the child, and, with Rose-Leaf beside her, they guided her through the palace and along green, winding paths, until Eva saw what looked like a wall of flowers rising in front of her, while the air was filled with the most fragrant scents and the soft, sweet music of singing blossoms.</p>
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<p>“Where have you taken me, and what do these beautiful sounds mean?” asked Eva.</p>
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<p>“Look here, and you’ll see,” said Rose-Leaf, as she pushed aside the vines, “but listen quietly or you won’t be able to hear.”</p>
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<p>Then Eva, peeking through the drooping vines, saw a garden filled with the most beautiful flowers; as lovely as any blooms she had encountered in Fairy-Land, none were as stunning as these. The rose glowed with a deeper red, the lily’s soft petals were a pure white, the crocus and humble cowslip sparkled like sunlight, and the violet was as blue as the sky that smiled above it.</p>
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<p>“How beautiful they are,” whispered Eva, “but, dear Rose-Leaf, why do you keep them here, and why do you call this your most beautiful sight?”</p>
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<p>“Look again, and I’ll tell you,” replied the Fairy.</p>
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<p>Eva looked and saw tiny figures emerging from every flower to greet the Elves, who, except for Rose-Leaf, had flown over the wall. They were now spreading dew on the flowers' bright leaves and chatting happily with the Spirits that gathered around them, clearly delighted by their arrival. The child noticed that each figure wore the colors of the flower it came from. The little forms were delicate and graceful, with bright silken hair cascading around each beautiful face. Eva heard the soft, sweet hum of their silvery voices and the flutter of their wings. She watched in silent awe, forgetting that she didn’t know who they were, until the Fairy said,—</p>
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<p>“These are the spirits of the flowers, and this is the Fairy Home where those who had pure and loving hearts on earth come to thrive in everlasting beauty when their life ends. The simplest flower has a place with us, because outer beauty is meaningless if there’s not also goodness and sweetness within. Do you see that beautiful spirit singing with my sister Moonlight? A clover blossom was her home, and she lived unnoticed, unloved; yet she remained patient and content, cheerfully enduring her sorrows. We watched and saw how beautiful and sweet the humble flower became, and then we joyfully brought her here, to blossom alongside the lily and the rose. The lives of flowers are often short, as cruel hands destroy them; so it is our greatest joy to bring them here, where no careless foot or harsh wind can harm them, where they bloom in peaceful beauty, repaying our care with their love and sweetest fragrances.”</p>
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<p>“I will never break another flower,” cried Eva; “but please let me go to them, dear Fairy; I would love to meet the beautiful spirits and ask for forgiveness for the sadness I have caused. Can I go in?”</p>
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<p>“Nah, dear Eva, you’re just a human child and can’t go in here; but I’ll tell them about the sweet little girl who has learned to love them, and they’ll remember you when you’re gone. Let’s go now, you’ve seen enough, and we need to leave.”</p>
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<p>On a beautiful morning, Eva floated through the sunny sky, surrounded by the caring Elves. The gentle breeze carried them along, and soon they found themselves by the brook again, its waves sparkling as if to greet them.</p>
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<p>“Now, before we say goodbye,” said the Queen, as they moved closer to the child, “tell me, dear Eva, which of our Fairy gifts will make you the happiest, and it will be yours.”</p>
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<p>“You wonderful little Fairies,” said Eva, holding them close, since she was no longer the small child she had been in Fairy-Land, “you sweet little Elves, what can I ask of you, who have done so much to make me happy and taught me so many good and gentle lessons that I will always remember? I can only ask you for the ability to be as pure and gentle as you are, as caring and loving to the weak and sorrowful, and as tireless in doing kind things for everyone. Grant me this gift, and you’ll see that little Eva hasn’t forgotten what you’ve taught her.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #208 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The power will be yours,” said the Elves, as they gently placed their hands on her head. “We’ll look after you in your dreams, and when you want news from us, just ask the flowers in your garden, and they’ll tell you everything you need to know. Goodbye. Don’t forget Fairy-Land and all your caring friends.”</p>
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<p>They surrounded her affectionately, and little Rose-Leaf put a flower crown on her head, softly whispering, “When you want to come back to us, stand by the stream and wave this in the air, and we will happily bring you back to our home. Goodbye, dear Eva. Remember your little Rose-Leaf when you're among the flowers.”</p>
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<p>Long Eva watched their shining wings and listened to the music of their voices as they flew back home, singing. When the last little figure finally disappeared among the clouds, she noticed that all around her, where the Elves had been, the most beautiful flowers had bloomed, and the lonely brook was now a vibrant garden.</p>
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<p>Thus she stood among the swaying flowers, with the fairy crown in her hair, and joyful feelings in her heart, feeling better and wiser from her visit to Fairy-Land.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #212 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now, Star-Twinkle, what do you have to teach us?” asked the Queen.</p>
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<p>“Just a little song I heard the hare-bells singing,” replied the Fairy, and, taking her harp, sang in a soft, sweet voice:—</p>
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<p class="poem">A fragrant rosebush grew where the stream flows,<br/>

With two tiny soft buds and one full rose;<br/>

As the sun went down to rest in the west,<br/>

The little buds leaned against their rose-mother's breast,<br/>

While the bright-eyed stars kept their long watch,<br/>

And the valley's flowers slept in their green cradles;<br/>

Then silently, in sweet scents, they talked to each other,<br/>

The two little buds on their mother's bosom.<br/>

“O sister,” said the little one, gazing at the sky,<br/>

“I wish the Dew Elves, as they float by,<br/>

Would bring me a star; for they never fade,<br/>

And the Father doesn’t need them to shine around him.<br/>

The shining drops of dew the Elves bring every day<br/>

And place in my bosom, soon pass away;<br/>

But a star would sparkle brightly through the long summer hours,<br/>

And I would be prettier than all my sister flowers.<br/>

That would be much better than the falling dew<br/>

That comes to the high and the low alike. <br/>

I would be beautiful and regal, with a bright star to shine<br/>

And give a queenly air to this crimson dress of mine.”<br/>

And proudly she declared, “These fireflies will be<br/>

My jewels, since the stars can never come to me.”<br/>

Just then a tiny dew-drop that hung over the dell<br/>

Fell on the bud’s breast like a soft star;<br/>

But impatiently she threw it away from her leaf,<br/>

And it fell on her mother like a tear of sadness,<br/>

While she clutched to her breast, in stubborn pride,<br/>

A glittering firefly that hung by her side.<br/>

“Listen,” said the mother rose, “my dear,<br/>

Why do you seek beauty that isn’t yours?<br/>

The Father has made you as you are;<br/>

And what he loves most is a sweet, pure heart.<br/>

Then why do you reject with such discontent<br/>

The loving gift that he has sent?<br/>

For the cool fresh dew will make you far<br/>

More lovely and sweet than the brightest star;<br/>

They were made for Heaven, and can never shine<br/>

Like the firefly you’ve foolishly clutched so close.<br/>

Oh my foolish little bud, listen to your mother;<br/>

Care only for true beauty, and seek no other.<br/>

There will be grief and trouble in that stubborn heart;<br/>

Unfold your leaves, my daughter, and let the fly go.”<br/>

But the proud little bud insisted on her own way,<br/>

And folded the firefly more closely still;<br/>

Until the struggling insect tore open the fabric<br/>

Of purple and green that covered her breast.<br/>

When the sun rose, she saw with sorrow<br/>

Her sister bud blooming leaf by leaf.<br/>

While she, once as bright and lovely as the rest,<br/>

Hung her weary head down on her wounded breast.<br/>

The sunshine brightened, and the soft summer air<br/>

Filled with the music of flowers singing there;<br/>

But the little bud grew faint with thirst and pain,<br/>

And longed for the cool dew; but now it was in vain.<br/>

Then bitterly she cried for her foolishness and pride,<br/>

As she drooped beside her fair sister.<br/>

Then the rose mother leaned the weary little head<br/>

On her bosom to rest and gently said:<br/>

“You’ve learned, my little bud, that no matter what happens,<br/>

You can’t find joy through passion or pride.<br/>

The loving Father sends sunshine and showers<br/>

So that you can become a perfect little flower;<br/>

The sweet dews to nourish you, the soft wind to comfort,<br/>

And the earth as a pleasant home while you’re here.<br/>

Then shouldn’t you be grateful for all this care,<br/>

And strive to remain innocent and fair?<br/>

So seek, my little blossom, to embrace humility;<br/>

Be lovely on the outside, be pure on the inside, and you’ll be happy.<br/>

So when the quiet Autumn of your fragrant life comes,<br/>

You may fade away, to bloom in the Flower Spirits’ home.”<br/>

Then from the mother’s breast, where it still lay hidden,<br/>

The dew-drop gently slid into the fading bud;<br/>

The little form grew stronger, and happy tears fell,<br/>

As the dew did its silent work, and the bud thrived,<br/>

While the gentle rose leaned, with motherly pride,<br/>

Over the lovely little ones blooming at her side.<br/></p>
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<p class="poem">Night came again, and the fireflies flew;<br/>

But the bud let them pass and drank the dew;<br/>

While the soft stars shone from the quiet summer sky,<br/>

On the happy little flower that had learned the lesson taught.<br/></p>
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<p>The music-loving Elves clapped their hands as Star-Twinkle finished; and the Queen, with a gentle smile, placed a flower crown on the Fairy's head, saying,—</p>
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<p>“The little bud’s lesson will show us how sad pride is, and that only humility can bring true happiness to both flower and Fairy. You’re up next, Zephyr.”</p>
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<p>And the little Fairy, who was rocking back and forth on a fluttering vine leaf, started her story like this:—</p>
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<p>“As I lay resting in the heart of a cowslip that leaned over the stream, a slight breeze, weary of its games, shared this story with me:</p>
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<p>Once upon a time, two little fairies ventured out into the world to find their fortune. Thistledown was as cheerful and dashing a little elf as ever spread a wing. His purple cloak and green vest were embroidered with the brightest threads, and the feather in his cap always came from the wing of the most colorful butterfly.</p>
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<p>But he wasn't loved in Fairy-Land because, like the flower he resembled in name and color, he looked pretty but hid many small thorns of cruelty and selfishness underneath his bright exterior. Many gentle flowers and innocent birds suffered at his hands because he only cared about himself, taking whatever brought him joy, no matter how many happy hearts were made sad or peaceful homes were ruined.</p>
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<p>Such was Thistledown; but his little friend, Lily-Bell, was completely different. Kind, compassionate, and loving, wherever her gentle face appeared, joy and gratitude followed; every suffering flower or insect loved and blessed the kind Fairy, and so all of Elf-Land regarded her as a friend.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #223 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Nor did this make her vain and careless about others; she humbly lived among them, trying to do as much good as she could; and many a homeless bird and hungry insect that Thistledown had harmed did she feed and shelter, and in return no harm could come to her, for so many friends were around her, wanting to repay her kindness and love with their watchful care.</p>
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<p>She wouldn't have left Fairyland now if it weren't to help and guide her impulsive friend, Thistledown, who, unhappy in his peaceful home, wanted to find his fortune in the outside world. She worried that he would struggle because not everyone would be as kind and forgiving as his family. So, the caring little Fairy left her home and friends to accompany him, and together, they flew beneath the bright summer sky.</p>
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<p>On and on, over hills and valleys, they went, chasing the colorful butterflies or listening to the bees as they buzzed from flower to flower like busy little homemakers, singing as they worked; until finally, they arrived at a lovely garden, filled with flowers and lush, old trees.</p>
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<p>“Look,” shouted Thistledown, “what a beautiful home this is; let’s rest among the cool leaves and listen to the flowers sing, because I’m really tired and hungry.”</p>
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<p>So they entered the peaceful garden, and the winds cheerfully welcomed them, while the flowers swayed on their stems, offering their vibrant petals for the Elves to rest on, along with fresh, sweet honey to revive them.</p>
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<p>“Now, dear Thistle, please don’t hurt these friendly flowers,” said Lily-Bell; “look how gracefully they spread their leaves and offer us their dew. It would be very wrong for you to repay their kindness with cruelty and pain. You will be gentle for my sake, dear Thistle.”</p>
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<p>Then she walked among the flowers, and they bent affectionately toward her, resting their soft leaves against her small face, so she could see how happy they were to welcome someone so good and gentle. They kindly offered their dew and honey to the tired little Fairy, who sat among their fragrant petals and watched the joyful blossoms, which softly sang her to sleep with their low voices.</p>
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<p>While Lily-Bell lay dreaming among the rose leaves, Thistledown wandered through the garden. First, he stole honey from the bees and roughly shook the little flowers to get the dew they had collected to nourish their buds. Then he chased after the brightly colored flies, wounding them with the sharp thorn he carried as a sword; he broke the spider’s shiny webs, injured the birds, and soon, wherever he went, there were wounded insects and wilting flowers. The winds spread the word throughout the garden, and both birds and blossoms saw him as a sinister presence, fleeing or closing their leaves to avoid his harm.</p>
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<p>Thus he went, leaving sadness and pain behind him, until he reached the roses where Lily-Bell lay sleeping. There, tired of his harsh game, he stopped to rest under a lovely rose tree, where one flower was blooming and a small bud was forming.</p>
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<p>“Why are you taking so long to bloom, little one? You’re too old to be cradled in your green nest any longer and should be out among your sister flowers,” said Thistle, as he lounged lazily in the shade of the tree.</p>
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<p>“My little bud isn't strong enough to go out into the world yet,” replied the rose, bending lovingly over it. “The sunlight and the rain would damage her delicate petals if she bloomed now, but soon she will be ready to handle them. Until then, she’s happy to stay by her mother and wait.”</p>
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<p>“You silly flower,” said Thistledown, “watch how fast I can make you bloom! Your waiting is pointless.” And saying this, he roughly pulled apart the folded leaves, exposing them to the sun and air; while the rose mother begged the cruel Fairy to keep her little bud safe.</p>
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<p>“It’s my first, my only one,” she said, “and I’ve taken care of it so carefully, hoping it would bloom next to me; and now you’ve ruined it. How could you hurt this little helpless thing that never did anything to hurt you?” As her tears fell like summer rain, she leaned over the little bud in grief, watching it fade in the sunlight, while Thistledown, indifferent to the pain he had caused, spread his wings and flew away.</p>
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<p>Soon, the sky darkened, and heavy raindrops started to fall. Thistle quickly rushed to the lily, as her cup was deep, and the white petals fell like curtains over the fragrant bed; he was a delicate little Elf and couldn’t sleep among the clovers and bright buttercups. But when he asked the flower to open her petals and let him in, she turned her pale, soft face away and replied sorrowfully, “I have to protect my little drooping sisters whom you have hurt, and I can’t let you in.”</p>
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<p>Then Thistledown was really angry and turned to find refuge among the grand roses; but they revealed their sharp thorns, and, while their pink faces glowed with irritation, warned him to leave or they would get back at him for the harm he had caused their gentle relatives.</p>
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<p>He would have stuck around to hurt them, but the rain was coming down hard, so he rushed off, saying, “The tulips will take me in, because I've complimented their beauty, and they’re vain and silly flowers.”</p>
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<p>But when he arrived, all wet and cold, begging for shelter among their thick leaves, they just laughed and said mockingly, “We know you, and we won’t let you in because you’re deceitful and cruel, and you’ll just bring us trouble. You can’t come to us for another cloak when the rain has ruined your nice one; and don’t linger here, or we’ll cause you harm.”</p>
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<p>Then they waved their wide leaves wildly, splattering the heavy drops onto his soaked clothes.</p>
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<p>“Now I have to go to the humble daisies and blue violets,” said Thistle, “they will be happy to welcome such a lovely Fairy, and I’m going to freeze in this cold wind and rain.”</p>
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<p>So away he flew, as fast as his heavy wings would carry him, to the daisies; but they nodded their heads knowingly and closed their leaves even tighter, saying sharply,—</p>
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<p>“Leave us alone, and don’t think we’ll open up to you and ruin our seeds by letting in the rain. You deserve this; to earn our love and trust only to repay it with such cruelty! You won’t find any shelter here for someone whose careless actions harmed our little friend Violet and broke the kindest heart that ever existed in a flower. We are really upset with you, wicked Fairy; go away and hide yourself.”</p>
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<p>“Ah,” cried the shivering Elf, “where can I find shelter? I will go to the violets: they will forgive me and take me in.”</p>
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<p>But the daisies had spoken honestly; the gentle little flower was gone, and her blue-eyed sisters were crying sadly over her wilted petals.</p>
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<p>“Now I have no friends,” sighed poor Thistledown, “and I’m going to freeze to death. Ah, if I had only listened to Lily-Bell, I might be dreaming under some flower's leaves right now.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #247 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Others can forgive and love, besides Lily-Bell and Violet,” said a soft, sweet voice; “I have no little bud to protect now, and you can come in here.” It was the rose mother who spoke, and Thistle noticed how pale the bright leaves had become, and how the slender stem was bent. Feeling sad, ashamed, and puzzled by the flower’s forgiving words, he rested his tired head on the bosom he had filled with sorrow, and the fragrant leaves were gently wrapped around him.</p>
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<p>But he couldn’t find any peace. The rose tried to comfort him; but when she thought he was asleep, memories of her lost bud crept in, and her little heart ached so much where he lay that sleep eluded him. The bitter tears he had caused to fall felt colder on him than the rain outside. Then he heard the other flowers quietly talking about his cruelty and the sadness he had brought to their joyful home; many of them wondered how the rose, who had suffered the most, could still forgive and protect him.</p>
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<p>“Never could I forgive someone who had taken my children from me. I could lower my head and die, but I couldn't bring myself to give happiness to someone who had taken everything that belonged to me,” said Hyacinth, leaning lovingly over the little ones that thrived beside her.</p>
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<p>“Dear Violet isn’t the only one who will leave us,” cried little Mignonette; “the rose mother will wither like her little bud, and we will lose our kindest teacher. Her final lesson is forgiveness; let’s show our love for her and the gentle stranger Lily-Bell by not allowing any unkind words or thoughts about the one who has given us all this sadness.”</p>
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<p>The angry words faded away, and through the long night, all that could be heard was the sound of the rain falling and the soft sighs of the rose.</p>
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<p>Soon the sunlight returned, and with it Lily-Bell looking for Thistledown; but he felt embarrassed and slipped away.</p>
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<p>When the flowers shared their sadness with kind-hearted Lily-Bell, she cried hard about the pain her friend had caused, and with loving words, she tried to comfort those who were hurt. With gentle care, she healed the injured birds and watched over the flowers that had been damaged, bringing them dew and sunlight each day to refresh and strengthen them until they were all okay again. And even though they mourned their lost friends, they still forgave Thistle for the sake of Lily-Bell, who had done so much for them. Soon, beautiful new buds, even fairer than the ones they had lost, rested on the rose mother’s breast, and for all she had endured, she was well compensated by the love of Lily-Bell and her sister flowers.</p>
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<p>And when the bird, bee, and blossom were vibrant and beautiful again, the kind Fairy said goodbye and flew off to find her friend, leaving behind many thankful hearts that owed their happiness and lives to her.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #255 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #256 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Meanwhile, Thistledown wandered over hills and valleys, and for a while was kind and gentle to every living thing. He deeply missed the little friend who had left her happy home to look after him, but he was too proud to admit his mistake, so he kept going, hoping she would find him.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #257 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>One day he fell asleep, and when he woke up the sun had set, and the dew started to fall; the flower petals were closed, and he had nowhere to go, until a friendly little bee, delayed by his heavy load of honey, invited the tired Fairy to come with him.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #258 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Help me carry my honey home, and you can stay with us tonight,” he said kindly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #259 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So Thistle happily went with him, and soon they arrived at a lovely garden, where among the most beautiful flowers stood the hive, draped in vines and shaded by blooming trees. Glow-worms stood at the entrance to guide them home, and as they walked in, the Fairy thought about how wonderful it must be to live in such a gorgeous place. The wax floor was pure and white like marble, while the walls were made of golden honeycomb, and the air was filled with the sweet scent of flowers.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #260 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You can’t see our Queen tonight,” said the little bee, “but I’ll show you to a bed where you can relax.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #261 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And he guided the tired Fairy to a small room, where he folded his wings and fell asleep on a bed of flower petals.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #262 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As the first ray of sunlight came in, he woke up to sweet music. It was the morning song of the bees.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #263 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">"Wake up! Wake up! for the first light<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of golden sunlight is shining</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">On the rippling waves that flow brightly</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the flowering vines.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Wake up! Wake up! for the soft, sweet song</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the birds' morning hymn</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Is drifting through the scented air,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the cool, dim forest;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Then spread your wings,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Through the long, bright sunny hours;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the lovely earth</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We journey ahead,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For a day among the flowers.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #264 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of golden sunlight is shining</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Of golden sunlight is shining



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Golden sunlight is shining.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Golden sunlight is shining.</span>



----------



--- Block #265 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">On the rippling waves that flow brightly</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

On the rippling waves that flow brightly



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

On the shimmering waves that sparkle



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">On the shimmering waves that sparkle</span>



----------



--- Block #266 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the flowering vines.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Under the flowering vines.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Under the blooming vines.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the blooming vines.</span>



----------



--- Block #267 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Wake up! Wake up! for the soft, sweet song</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Wake up! Wake up! for the soft, sweet song



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Wake up! Wake up! because of the soft, sweet song



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Wake up! Wake up! because of the soft, sweet song</span>



----------



--- Block #268 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the birds' morning hymn</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Of the birds' morning hymn



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Of the birds' morning song



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the birds' morning song</span>



----------



--- Block #269 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Is drifting through the scented air,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Is drifting through the scented air,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Is flowing through the fragrant air,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Is flowing through the fragrant air,</span>



----------



--- Block #270 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the cool, dim forest;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

In the cool, dim forest;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

In the cool, shady forest;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the cool, shady forest;</span>



----------



--- Block #271 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Then spread your wings,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then spread your wings,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then spread your wings,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Then spread your wings,</span>



----------



--- Block #272 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And work, and sing,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And work, and sing,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span>



----------



--- Block #273 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Through the long, bright sunny hours;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Through the long, bright sunny hours;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

During the long, bright sunny hours;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">During the long, bright sunny hours;</span>



----------



--- Block #274 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the lovely earth</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Across the lovely earth



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Across the beautiful earth



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the beautiful earth</span>



----------



--- Block #275 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We journey ahead,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

We journey ahead,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

We move forward,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We move forward,</span>



----------



--- Block #276 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For a day among the flowers.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

For a day among the flowers.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

For a day surrounded by flowers.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For a day surrounded by flowers.</span>



----------



--- Block #277 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">“Wake up! Wake up! The summer breeze<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Has told the blossoms to open up,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It has revealed the violet’s soft blue eye,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And stirred the sleeping rose.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They lightly sway on their slender stems</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and beautiful,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Waiting for us as we come singing</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To collect our honeydew there.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">So spread your wings,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Through the long, bright sunny hours;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the lovely earth</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We set out,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For a day among the flowers!”</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #278 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Has told the blossoms to open up,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Has told the blossoms to open up,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Has instructed the flowers to bloom,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Has instructed the flowers to bloom,</span>



----------



--- Block #279 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It has revealed the violet’s soft blue eye,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

It has revealed the violet’s soft blue eye,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

It has revealed the soft blue eye of the violet,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It has revealed the soft blue eye of the violet,</span>



----------



--- Block #280 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And stirred the sleeping rose.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And stirred the sleeping rose.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And woke the sleeping rose.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And woke the sleeping rose.</span>



----------



--- Block #281 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They lightly sway on their slender stems</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

They lightly sway on their slender stems



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

They gently sway on their thin stems.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They gently sway on their thin stems.</span>



----------



--- Block #282 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and beautiful,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Fragrant, fresh, and beautiful,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Fragrant, fresh, and lovely,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and lovely,</span>



----------



--- Block #283 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Waiting for us as we come singing</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Waiting for us as we come singing



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Waiting for us as we arrive singing



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Waiting for us as we arrive singing</span>



----------



--- Block #284 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To collect our honeydew there.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

To collect our honeydew there.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

To gather our honeydew there.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To gather our honeydew there.</span>



----------



--- Block #285 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">So spread your wings,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

So spread your wings,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

So spread your wings,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">So spread your wings,</span>



----------



--- Block #286 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And work, and sing,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And work, and sing,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span>



----------



--- Block #287 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Through the long, bright sunny hours;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Through the long, bright sunny hours;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

During the long, bright sunny hours;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">During the long, bright sunny hours;</span>



----------



--- Block #288 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the lovely earth</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Across the lovely earth



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Across the beautiful earth



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the beautiful earth</span>



----------



--- Block #289 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We set out,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

We set out,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

We headed out,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We headed out,</span>



----------



--- Block #290 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For a day among the flowers!”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

For a day among the flowers!”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"For a day among the flowers!"



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">"For a day among the flowers!"</span>



----------



--- Block #291 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Soon, his friend came to tell him to get up, as the Queen wanted to speak with him. So, with his purple cloak draped elegantly over his shoulder and his little cap held respectfully in his hand, he followed Nimble-Wing to the grand hall, where the Queen was being attended by her young pages. Some brought her fresh dew and honey, some fanned her with fragrant flower petals, while others sprinkled the sweetest scents in the air.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #292 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Little Fairy,” said the Queen, “you’re welcome in my palace; and we’d be happy to have you stay with us if you follow our rules. We don’t spend the lovely summer days being lazy or just having fun; instead, everyone works for the happiness and welfare of all. If our home is beautiful, it’s because we’ve created it through hard work; and here, as one big, loving family, we live together; no sadness, worry, or conflict can come in, as long as everyone listens to the voice of the one who aims to be a wise and gentle Queen to them. If you choose to stay with us, we’ll teach you many things. Who better to teach order, patience, and hard work than those who represent these virtues?</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #293 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Our laws are few and straightforward. Each day, you need to collect your share of honey, ensuring your space is clean and pleasant, just like you should be; wake up with the sun, and go to sleep with it too. You mustn’t damage any flowers while doing your work, nor take more than your fair share of honey; since they generously provide us with food, it would be extremely unkind to treat them with anything other than kindness and thankfulness. Now, will you stay with us and learn what even humans strive to understand, that hard work leads to true happiness?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #294 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And Thistle said he would stay and live with them; he was tired of wandering alone and thought he might stay here until Lily-Bell showed up or until he got tired of the kind-hearted bees. Then they took away his colorful clothes and dressed him like them, in the black velvet cloak with golden stripes across his chest.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #295 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now come with us,” they said. So off into the green fields they went, and had their breakfast among the dewy flowers; and then until sunset they flew from bud to blossom, singing as they went; and Thistle was happier for a while than when breaking flowers and harming gentle birds.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #296 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But he quickly got tired of working all day in the sun and wanted to be free again. He found no joy with the hardworking bees and wished he could be with his lazy friends, the butterflies. So, while the others worked, he either slept or played, and then, in a rush to get his share, he ripped the flowers apart and took everything they had saved for their own food. That wasn't all; he told such delightful stories about the life he used to have before joining them that many became unhappy and dissatisfied. Those who once wanted nothing more than the love and praise of their kind Queen now disobeyed her and blamed her for everything she had done for them.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #297 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Long she endured their unkind words and actions; and when she finally discovered that it was the ungrateful Fairy who had caused this trouble in her peaceful kingdom, she tried, with gentle, forgiving words, to explain all the wrong he had done; but he refused to listen and continued to ruin the happiness of those who had done so much for him.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #298 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then, when she realized that no kindness could reach his heart, she said:—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #299 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thistledown, we welcomed you as a friendless stranger, fed and clothed you, and did our best to make our home comfortable for you; yet in return for all our care, you have brought discontent and trouble to my people, grief and worry to me. I cannot allow my peaceful kingdom to be disturbed by you; so please leave and find another home. You might find other friends, but none will love you as we did, had you been deserving of it; so goodbye.” And the doors of the once happy home he had disrupted were closed behind him.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #300 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then he was really angry and focused on causing great trouble for the good Queen. So he sought out the lazy, stubborn bees, who he had first put in a bad mood, telling them to follow him and steal the honey the Queen had saved for the winter.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #301 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Let’s enjoy a feast and have fun in this lovely summer weather,” said Thistle; “winter is a long way off, so why should we waste these beautiful days working to stock up food that we could enjoy right now? Come on, let’s take what we’ve prepared and forget about what the Queen has said.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #302 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So while the busy bees were out among the flowers, he led the drones to the hive and took all the honey, destroying and ruining the home of the kind bees; then, worried that their sadness and anger might hurt him, Thistle flew away to find new friends.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #303 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>After wandering for a long time, he finally arrived at a vast forest, and here beside a calm lake, he stopped to take a break. Delicate wildflowers grew nearby in the rich green moss, their heads drooping as if they were listening to the gentle wind singing through the pines. Bright-eyed birds peeked at him from their nests, and colorful insects flitted above the cool, tranquil lake.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #304 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“This is a nice place,” said Thistle; “it will be my home for a while. Come here, blue dragonfly, I would love to befriend you, because I’m all alone.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #305 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The dragonfly folded his shimmering wings next to the Elf, listened to the story he shared, promised to befriend the lonely one, and worked to make the forest a joyful home for him.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #306 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So Thistle lived here, and many kind friends surrounded him, because he spoke gently to them, and they were unaware of the cruel things he had done; for a while, he was happy and content. But eventually, he grew tired of the gentle birds and wildflowers and sought new pleasure in ruining the beauty he had grown weary of; soon, the friends who had welcomed him so kindly saw him as an evil spirit and shrank away as he approached.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #307 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, his friend the dragonfly asked him to leave the peaceful home he had disrupted. Thistle became very angry, and while the dragonfly was resting among the flowers that draped over the lake, he brought an ugly spider to the scene and commanded it to weave its webs around the sleeping insect and trap him. The cruel spider happily followed the ungrateful fairy's orders, and soon the poor dragonfly couldn't move any of its legs or wings. Then Thistle flew away through the woods, leaving sadness and chaos in his wake.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #308 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He hadn't traveled very far before he became tired and lay down to rest. He slept for a long time, and when he woke up and tried to get up, he found that his hands and wings were tied; next to him stood two strange little figures with dark faces and clothes that rustled like dry leaves, who shouted at him as he struggled to break free,—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #309 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Lie still, you mischievous Fairy. You're at the mercy of the Brownies and will be well punished for your cruelty before we let you go.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #310 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So poor Thistle lay sadly, wondering what would happen next, and wishing Lily-Bell would come to help and comfort him; but he had left her, and she couldn’t help him now.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #311 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Soon a group of Brownies came rustling through the air and gathered around him, while one wearing an acorn cup on his head, who was their King, said, as he stood beside the trembling Fairy,—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #312 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You have done many terrible things and brought a lot of sadness to joyful hearts; now you are in my control, and I will keep you locked up until you feel remorse. You can't be on this earth without damaging the beautiful things meant for you to enjoy, so you will live alone in isolation and darkness until you learn how to find happiness in kind actions and forget about yourself by bringing joy to others. Once you’ve learned this, I will let you go.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #313 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then the Brownies carried him to a high, dark rock, and, entering a small door, took him to a tiny cell, dimly lit by a crack that allowed a single ray of sunlight to enter; and there, for what felt like endless days, poor Thistle sat alone, gazing longingly at the small opening, wanting to be back on the green earth. No one came to see him, except for the quiet Brownies who brought his food each day; and with bitter tears, he cried for Lily-Bell, regretting his cruelty and selfishness, hoping to find some way to do a kind act that might make up for his wrongs.</p>
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--- Block #314 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A little vine that grew outside his prison rock started creeping up and looked in through the crack, as if to brighten the lonely Fairy's day. The Fairy welcomed it happily and each day sprinkled its soft leaves with his small portion of water so the little vine could thrive, even though it made his dim cell darker and darker.</p>
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--- Block #315 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The attentive Brownies noticed this good deed and brought him fresh flowers and many other gifts, which Thistle gratefully accepted, even though he never realized that it was his kindness to the vine that earned him these rewards.</p>
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--- Block #316 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Thus did poor Thistle work hard to be kinder and less selfish, and grew happier and better every day.</p>
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--- Block #317 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Now while Thistledown was held captive in the lonely cell, Lily-Bell was searching for him everywhere, and sadly followed the trail of sorrowful hearts he had left behind.</p>
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--- Block #318 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She revived the wilted flowers, comforted the Queen Bee in her sorrow, 

returned her unhappy subjects, brought peace and order back to their home, 

and left them grateful for her help.</p>
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--- Block #319 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Thus she continued her journey until she reached the forest where Thistledown had lost his freedom. She freed the starving dragonfly and took care of the injured birds; and although they all grew to love her, none could say where the Brownies had taken her friend, until a gentle breeze came by and revealed that a lovely voice had been heard singing Fairy songs deep inside a moss-covered rock.</p>
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--- Block #320 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Lily-Bell searched through the forest, listening for the voice. She looked and listened for a long time without success; one day, as she wandered through a quiet valley, she heard a faint, soft sound of music, and soon a distant voice singing sadly,—</p>
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----------



--- Block #321 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">“Bright shines the summer sun,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">The summer air is soft;</span><br/>

The birds in the woods sing cheerfully,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Flowers are blooming beautifully.</span><br/></p>
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--- Block #322 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">The summer air is soft;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The summer air is soft;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The summer air is gentle;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">The summer air is gentle;</span>
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--- Block #323 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Flowers are blooming beautifully.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Flowers are blooming beautifully.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Flowers are blooming beautifully.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Flowers are blooming beautifully.</span>
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--- Block #324 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">“But, deep in the dark, cold rock,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Sadly I dwell,</span><br/>

Longing for you, dear friend,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Lily-Bell! Lily-Bell!”</span><br/></p>
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--- Block #325 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Sadly I dwell,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Sadly I dwell,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Unfortunately, I linger.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Unfortunately, I linger.</span>
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--- Block #326 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Lily-Bell! Lily-Bell!”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Lily-Bell! Lily-Bell!”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Lily-Bell! Lily-Bell!



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Lily-Bell! Lily-Bell!</span>



----------



--- Block #327 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thistle, dear Thistle, where are you?” joyfully cried Lily-Bell, as she flew from rock to rock. But the voice was silent, and she would have searched in vain if she hadn't noticed a little vine, whose green leaves fluttering back and forth seemed to be beckoning her to come; and as she stood among its flowers, she sang,—</p>
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--- Block #328 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">“Through the sunlight and summer breeze<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">I have searched for you for a long time,</span><br/>

Led by birds and flowers,<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">And now by your song.</span><br/></p>
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--- Block #329 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">I have searched for you for a long time,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

I have searched for you for a long time,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

I've been looking for you for a long time,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">I've been looking for you for a long time,</span>
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--- Block #330 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">And now by your song.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And now by your song.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And now by your tune.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">And now by your tune.</span>
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--- Block #331 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem">“Thistledown! Thistledown!<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Over hill and valley</span><br/>

Here to comfort you<br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Comes Lily-Bell.”</span><br/></p>
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--- Block #332 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Over hill and valley</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Over hill and valley



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Over hills and valleys



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Over hills and valleys</span>
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--- Block #333 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">Comes Lily-Bell.”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Comes Lily-Bell.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Here comes Lily-Bell.”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">“Here comes Lily-Bell.”</span>
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--- Block #334 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then from the vine leaves, two little arms reached out to her, and Thistledown was found. So Lily-Bell made her home in the shade of the vine, bringing so much joy to Thistle that his lonely space seemed more pleasant than the entire world outside; and he became more like his gentle friend every day. But it didn't last long, because one day she didn't come. He watched and waited for a long time for the little face that used to peek through the vine leaves with a smile. He called and beckoned through the narrow opening, but no Lily-Bell answered; and he cried sadly as he thought of everything she had done for him, knowing that now he couldn't go seek and help her because he had lost his freedom due to his own cruel and wicked actions.</p>
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--- Block #335 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, he earnestly asked the quiet Brownie to tell him where she had gone.</p>
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--- Block #336 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“O let me go to her,” prayed Thistle; “if she is sad, I will comfort her and show my gratitude for everything she has done for me: dear Brownie, set me free, and when she is found I will come back and be your prisoner again. I will endure any danger for her sake.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #337 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Lily-Bell is safe,” said the Brownie; “come, you'll find out what challenge is ahead of you.”</p>
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--- Block #338 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then he led the amazed Fairy out of his prison to a cluster of tall, drooping ferns. Beneath their shade, a large white lily had been set up, creating a small tent. Inside, on a bed of thick green moss, lay Lily-Bell in a deep sleep. The sunlight gently filtered in, and everything was cool and quiet.</p>
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--- Block #339 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You can’t wake her,” said the Brownie, as Thistle gently wrapped his arms around her. “She’s under a magical sleep, and she won’t wake up until you bring gifts from the Earth, Air, and Water Spirits. It’s a long and difficult journey because you haven’t made any friends to help you, so you’ll have to find them on your own. This is your challenge; if your love for Lily-Bell is strong enough to keep you from being cruel and selfish, and to make you kind and loving like you should be, she will wake up to greet you and love you even more than before.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #340 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Thistle, with one last glance at the little friend he cared for deeply, set off on his long journey alone.</p>
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--- Block #341 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The home of the Earth Spirits was the first place he searched, but no one would tell him where to find it. He wandered far and wide, through dark forests and across lonely hills, with no one to comfort him when he was sad and tired, and no one to guide him on his journey.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #342 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>On he went, thinking about Lily-Bell, enduring everything for her; because in his silent confinement, many kind feelings and warm thoughts had grown in his heart, and he was now trying to befriend everyone and earn the love and trust of those he once intended to hurt and cruelly destroy.</p>
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--- Block #343 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But few believed him; they remembered his broken promises and wrongdoings, and wouldn’t trust him now; so poor Thistle found few who loved or cared for him.</p>
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--- Block #344 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Long he wandered, and carefully he searched; but could not find the Earth Spirits’ home. And when at last he reached the lovely garden where he and Lily-Bell first parted, he said to himself,—</p>
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--- Block #345 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Here I will stay for a bit and try to earn the flowers’ forgiveness for the pain and sadness I caused them a long time ago; and they might learn to love and trust me. So, even if I never find the Spirits, I’ll be more deserving of Lily-Bell’s affection if I work to make up for the wrongs I’ve done.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #346 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then he walked among the flowers, but they closed their petals and shrank back, trembling with fear, while the birds flew away to hide in the leaves as he went by.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #347 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>This saddened poor Thistle, and he wanted to share how much he had changed; but they wouldn’t listen. So he tried to demonstrate, through small acts of kindness, that he meant no harm to them; and soon the kind-hearted birds began to feel sorry for the lonely Fairy. When he came close, they sang uplifting songs and dropped ripe berries in his way, since he no longer broke their eggs or harmed their young ones.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #348 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And when the flowers saw this, and noticed the once cruel Elf now watering and caring for little buds, feeding hungry insects, and helping the busy ants carry their heavy loads, they felt the same pity as the birds and wished to trust him; but they still didn’t dare.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #349 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He came one day, while wandering through the garden, to the little rose he had once hurt so badly. Many buds were now blooming beside her, and her soft face shone with motherly pride as she leaned down fondly over them. But when Thistle arrived, he saw with sadness how she told them to close their green curtains and hide beneath the leaves because danger was near; and, leaning even more closely over them, she seemed to wait with trembling fear for the cruel Fairy’s arrival.</p>
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--- Block #350 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But no rough hand snatched her little ones away, no harsh words were spoken; instead, a gentle shower of dew fell softly on them, and Thistle, bending lovingly over them, said,—</p>
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--- Block #351 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Dear flower, please forgive the pain I caused you before, and trust me now for Lily-Bell’s sake. Her kindness has transformed my harshness into compassion, and I would happily make up for all the hurt I caused; but no one will love and trust me anymore.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #352 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then the little rose looked up, and while the dew drops sparkled like joyful tears on her leaves, she said,—</p>
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--- Block #353 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will love and trust you, Thistle, because you’ve changed so much. Make your home with us, and my sister flowers will soon learn to love you the way you deserve. Not for sweet Lily-Bell’s sake, but for your own, will I become your friend; because you are kind and gentle now, and worthy of our love. Look up, my little ones, there’s no danger nearby; look up, and welcome Thistle to our home.”</p>
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--- Block #354 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then the little buds lifted their pink faces, swayed again on their stems, and nodded kindly at Thistle, who smiled at them through happy tears and kissed the sweet, forgiving rose that loved and trusted him when he felt most lonely and abandoned.</p>
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--- Block #355 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But the other flowers whispered among themselves, and Hyacinth said,—</p>
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--- Block #356 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“If Rose-Leaf is his friend, then we can be too; but I worry he might soon get tired of this kindness and turn back into the wicked Fairy he used to be, and we’ll pay for our generosity toward him now.”</p>
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--- Block #357 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ah, don’t doubt him!” cried the warm-hearted little Mignonette. “Surely some good spirit has turned the wicked Thistle into this good little Elf. Look how gently he moves the leaves that overshadow pale Harebell, and listen to how softly he sings while rocking little Eglantine to sleep. He has done many kind things, even though only Rose-Leaf has been nice to him, and he is really sad. Last night, when I woke up to pull my curtains closer, he was sitting in the moonlight, crying so hard that I wanted to say something kind to him. Dear sisters, let’s trust him.”</p>
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--- Block #358 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And they all agreed that little Mignonette was correct; and, opening their leaves wide, they invited him to come, drink their dew, and lie among the fragrant petals, trying to lift his spirits. Thistle shared everything with them, and after a lot of quiet chatting, they said,—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #359 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes, we’ll help you find the Earth Spirits because you’re trying to be good, and out of love for Lily-Bell, we’ll do a lot for you.”</p>
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--- Block #360 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So they called a little bright-eyed mole and said, “Downy-Back, we’ve given you a nice home among our roots, and you’re a thankful little friend; will you guide dear Thistle to the Earth Spirits’ home?”</p>
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--- Block #361 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Downy-Back said, “Yes,” and Thistle, grateful to the friendly flowers, followed his tiny guide through long, dark tunnels, going deeper and deeper underground, while a glow-worm fluttered ahead to light the way. They continued on, and after a while, arrived at a path illuminated by bright jewels hanging on the walls. Here, Downy-Back and Glimmer, the glow-worm, left him, saying,—</p>
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--- Block #362 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We can't take you any further; you have to continue on your own now, and the music of the Spirits will lead you to their home.”</p>
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--- Block #363 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then they hurried up the winding path, and Thistle, drawn by the sweet music, continued on alone.</p>
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--- Block #364 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He soon arrived at a beautiful place, where golden halls shone with jewels that sparkled brightly, casting colorful shadows on the shimmering clothes of the little Spirits dancing below to the tune of soft, silvery bells.</p>
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--- Block #365 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Long Thistle stood there, watching the bright shapes that flashed and sparkled around him; but he missed the flowers and the sunlight, and he was glad that he wasn't an Earth Spirit.</p>
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--- Block #366 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, they spotted him and, happily welcoming him, invited him to join their dance. But Thistledown was too sad for that, and when he shared his story with them, they stopped urging him and tried to comfort him. One of them, called little Sparkle (because her crown and dress sparkled with the brightest diamonds), said: “You’ll need to work for us before you can earn a gift to show the Brownies. Do you see those golden bells that make such beautiful music when we wave them back and forth? We worked long and hard to earn those, and you can earn one too, if you take on the task we give you.”</p>
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--- Block #367 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And Thistle said, “No task will be too difficult for me to take on for dear Lily-Bell’s sake.”</p>
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--- Block #368 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then they took him to a strange, dark place, illuminated by torches; where groups of Spirits flew back and forth, among damp rocks, and through dark passages that led deep into the earth. “What are they doing here?” asked Thistle.</p>
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--- Block #369 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will tell,” replied little Sparkle, “because I used to work here myself. Some of them keep an eye on the flower roots, making sure they stay fresh and strong; others collect the clear drops that flow from the damp rocks and create a little spring that keeps growing larger, rising up to the surface, and bursting forth in some lush field or quiet forest; where wild birds come to drink, and wildflowers stretch their thirsty leaves over the clear, cool water as it flows away, spreading joy and freshness wherever it goes. Others shape the bright jewels into beautiful designs and create the lucky pennies that we give to the people we care about. And here, you must work until the golden flower is earned.”</p>
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--- Block #370 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Thistle went among the Spirits and joined in their tasks; he took care of the flower roots, collected the water drops, and made good-luck pennies. He worked long and hard, often feeling sad and tired, and sometimes struggling with unkind and selfish thoughts. But he thought of Lily-Bell and tried to be as kind and loving as she had been. Soon the Spirits came to love the patient Fairy who had left his home to work alongside them for the sake of his gentle friend.</p>
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--- Block #371 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, little Sparkle approached him and said, “You've done enough; come now, and dance and celebrate with us, because the golden flower is ours.”</p>
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--- Block #372 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But Thistle couldn’t stay, as he still had half his task to finish; he missed the sunlight and Lily-Bell. So, saying a kind goodbye, he rushed through the torch-lit path back to the light; and, spreading his wings, he flew over hills and valleys until he reached the forest where Lily-Bell was sleeping.</p>
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--- Block #373 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It was early morning, and the soft light shone brightly through the lily leaves onto her as Thistle entered and placed his first gift at the Brownie King’s feet.</p>
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--- Block #374 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You’ve done well,” he said, “we hear great news about you from the birds and flowers, and you’re genuinely trying to make amends for the wrongs you’ve committed. Take a moment to look at your little friend, and then go out to ask the Air Spirits for your next gift.”</p>
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--- Block #375 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Thistle said goodbye to Lily-Bell once more and flew high and far among the clouds, searching for the Air Spirits. But even after wandering until his tired wings could go no further, it was all in vain. So, feeling weak and downcast, he lay down to rest on a large vine leaf that gently swayed in the wind. As he rested, he looked down and saw the home of the kind bees he had disturbed, the same ones Lily-Bell had helped and comforted.</p>
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--- Block #376 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'll try to earn their forgiveness and prove that I'm no longer the cruel Fairy who hurt them,” thought Thistle. “Once we’re friends again, I’ll ask for their help to find the Air Spirits; and if I've earned it, they’ll happily support me on my journey.”</p>
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--- Block #377 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So he flew down into the field below and quickly moved from flower to flower until he filled a small blue bell with sweet, fresh honey. Then he quietly made his way to the hive and, placing it near the door, hid to watch. Soon, his friend Nimble-Wing flew home, and when he saw the little cup, he buzzed with happiness and called his friends over.</p>
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--- Block #378 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Surely, some kind Elf put this here for us,” they said; “let's take it to our Queen; it's so fresh and fragrant it will make a perfect gift for her”; and they happily brought it in, unaware of who had placed it there.</p>
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--- Block #379 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So every day Thistle filled a flower cup and placed it at the door; and each day the bees became more and more curious, as many strange things occurred. The field flowers spoke of the kind spirit watching over them, and the birds sang about the same little elf bringing soft moss for their nests and food for their hungry babies; while all around, the area near the hive had become prettier since the fairy arrived.</p>
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--- Block #380 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But the bees never saw him because he thought he hadn't done enough to earn their forgiveness and friendship. So, he lived alone among the vines, bringing them honey every day and doing kind things.</p>
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--- Block #381 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, while he was sleeping in a flower bell, a little bee came buzzing by and recognized him as the wicked Thistle; so he called his friends, and as they flew around him making noise, he woke up.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #382 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What are we going to do with you, mischievous Elf?” they said. “We have control over you, and we’ll poke you if you don’t stay still.”</p>
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<p>“Let’s close the flower petals around him and leave him here to starve,” shouted one, who still hadn’t forgotten all the pain Thistle had caused them long ago.</p>
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<p>“No, no, that would be very cruel, dear Buzz,” said little Hum; “let's take him to our Queen, and she will guide us on how to express our anger for the terrible things he did. Look how sadly he cries; be kind to him, he won't hurt us again.”</p>
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<p>“You good little Hum!” exclaimed a kind-hearted robin who had hopped over to listen to the bees. “Dear friends, don’t you realize that this is the good Fairy who has quietly lived among us, watching over birds and flowers, bringing joy to everyone he helps? It’s HIM who brings the honey every day to you and then quietly slips away, so you may never know who works so diligently for you. Be kind to him, because if he has made a mistake, he has regretted it, as you can see.”</p>
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<p>“Is this the naughty Thistle?” asked Nimble-Wing.</p>
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<p>“Yes, it’s me,” said Thistle, “but I’m no longer cruel and unkind. I’ve worked hard to earn your love. Please trust me now, and you’ll see I’m not naughty Thistle anymore.”</p>
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<p>Then the curious bees took him to their Queen, and after he shared his story and asked for their forgiveness, it was happily granted; everyone made an effort to show him that he was loved and trusted. Then he asked if they could tell him where the Air Spirits lived, as he couldn’t forget dear Lily-Bell; to his great joy, the Queen said, “Yes,” and instructed little Hum to guide Thistle to Cloud-Land.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #389 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Little Hum happily complied; and Thistle followed him as he soared higher and higher among the soft clouds, until they spotted a glowing light in the distance.</p>
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<p>“There is their home, and I have to go now, dear Thistle,” said the little bee; and after saying goodbye, he flew back singing; while Thistle, following the light, soon found himself in the Air Spirits’ home.</p>
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<p>The sky was gold and purple like a fall sunset, and long walls of bright clouds surrounded him. A rosy light shone through the silver mist onto shiny columns and the rainbow roof; soft, fragrant breezes whispered by, and light, playful figures flitted back and forth.</p>
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<p>Long Thistle marveled at the beauty around him; then he approached the shining Spirits, shared his story, and requested a gift.</p>
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<p>But they responded like the Earth Spirits. “You have to serve us first, and then we’ll happily give you a robe of sunlight like ours.”</p>
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<p>And then they told him how they spread flower seeds across the land, to make lonely places more beautiful and bright; how they kept watch over the blossoms during the day, sprinkled dew at night, brought sunlight into shadowy areas, and gentle breezes to refresh and uplift.</p>
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<p>“These are the things we do,” they said, “and you must help us for a while.”</p>
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<p>And Thistle happily went with the beautiful Spirits; during the day, he collaborated with the sunlight and the breeze in their quiet tasks; at night, alongside Star-Light and her sister spirits, he soared over the moonlit earth, sprinkling cool dew on the closed flowers and bringing sweet dreams to people as they slept. Many kind acts were performed, many gentle words were shared; and with each passing day, his heart felt lighter and his ability to bring joy to others grew stronger.</p>
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<p>At last, Star-Light told him to stop working and happily gave him the gift he had earned. With that, his second task was complete, and he joyfully flew back to the green earth and the sleeping Lily-Bell.</p>
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<p>The silvery moonlight lit her up as he came to give her his second gift, and the Brownie spoke more kindly than he had before.</p>
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<p>“One more challenge, Thistle, and she will wake up. Go forth with courage and earn your final and toughest reward.”</p>
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<p>Then, with a cheerful heart, Thistle headed off to the streams and rivers, searching for the Water Spirits. But he searched in vain; until, wandering through the forest where the Brownies captured him, he paused by the serene lake.</p>
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<p>As he stood there, he heard a sound of pain, and looking into the tall grass beside him, he saw the dragonfly whose kindness he once repaid with pain and sorrow, and who now lay suffering and alone.</p>
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<p>Thistle gently leaned beside him and said, “Dear Flutter, don’t be afraid of me. I would happily ease your pain if you allow it; I’m your friend, and I really want to show you how sorry I am for all the wrong I did to you when you were so kind to me. Please forgive me and let me help and comfort you.”</p>
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<p>Then he wrapped up the broken wing and spoke so gently that Flutter no longer doubted him, and they became friends again.</p>
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<p>Day by day, Thistle stayed by his side, making little beds of cool, fresh moss for him to rest on, fanning him while he slept, and singing sweet songs to lift his spirits when he was awake. Often, when poor Flutter longed to dance again over the blue waves, the Fairy would carry him to the lake, and on a big leaf, with a green flag as a sail, they would float on the calm water, while the dragon-fly's friends buzzed around them, playing joyful games.</p>
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<p>At last, the broken wing was healed, and Thistle said he needed to seek the Water Spirits again. “I can tell you where to find them,” Flutter said. “Just follow that little stream over there, and it will lead you to the sea, where the Spirits live. I would happily do more for you, dear Thistle, but I can’t, since they live deep under the waves. You’ll find a kind friend to help you along the way; so goodbye.”</p>
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<p>Thistle walked alongside the small stream as it meandered through fields and valleys, getting bigger until it met the sea. The wind was brisk here, and the big waves crashed at Thistle’s feet while he stood on the shore, watching the waves dance and shimmer in the sunlight.</p>
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<p>“How will I find the Spirits in this vast sea, with no one to help or guide me? But this is my final task, and for Lily-Bell’s sake, I must not be afraid or hesitate now,” said Thistle. So he flew back and forth over the sea, searching through the waves. Soon he saw, far below, the branches of the coral tree.</p>
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<p>“They have to be here,” he thought, and, folding his wings, he dove into the deep, cold sea. But all he saw were terrifying monsters and dark shapes surrounding him; and, trembling with fear, he fought his way back up.</p>
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<p>The huge waves tossed him around, leaving him bruised and weak on the shore. He lay there crying helplessly until a voice next to him said, “Poor little Elf, what happened to you? These rough waves aren’t suitable playmates for someone as delicate as you. Share your sadness with me, and I’ll comfort you.”</p>
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<p>And Thistle, looking up, saw a white sea bird beside him, who tried with friendly words to lift his spirits. So he shared all his adventures and how he was searching for the Sea Spirits.</p>
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<p>“Of course, if the bees and flowers are helping you, the birds should help you too,” said the Sea-bird. “I’ll call my friend, the Nautilus, and he’ll take you safely to the Coral Palace where the Spirits live.”</p>
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<p>So, spreading his big wings, he flew away, and soon Thistle saw a small boat bouncing over the waves, waiting by the shore for him.</p>
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<p>In he jumped. Nautilus hoisted his small sail to catch the wind, and the light boat glided swiftly over the blue sea. Finally, Thistle exclaimed, “I see beautiful arches far below; let me go, it's the home of the Spirits.”</p>
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<p>“Nah, just close your eyes and trust me. I’ll get you down safely,” said Nautilus.</p>
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<p>So Thistle closed his eyes and listened to the sound of the sea as they sank slowly through the waves. The gentle noise lulled him to sleep, and when he woke up, the boat was gone, and he found himself among the Water Spirits in their beautiful and unusual home.</p>
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<p>Lofty arches of snow-white coral curved overhead, and the walls of brightly colored shells were adorned with beautiful sea flowers, while the sunlight reflecting off the waves cast silvery shadows on the ground, where sparkling stones shimmered in the sand. A cool, fresh breeze swept through the waving strands of vibrant sea moss, and the distant sound of crashing waves floated softly in the air. Soon, groups of graceful spirits flitted by, and when they spotted the amazed elf, they gathered around him, bringing pearl shells piled high with precious stones and all the rare, unusual gifts found beneath the sea. But Thistle did not desire any of these, and when his story was shared, the kind spirits felt sorry for him; little Pearl sighed as she explained the long and tiring task he would have to complete before he could earn a crown of snow-white pearls like theirs. However, Thistle had found strength and courage during his travels and did not hesitate when they guided him to a position among the coral workers, telling him he must work there until the spreading branches reached the light and air through the dancing waves above.</p>
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<p>With a hopeful patience that he might still be deserving of Lily-Bell, the Fairy left the beautiful spirits and their delightful home to work among the coral builders, where everything was unfamiliar and gloomy. He worked for a long time; but still the waves rolled far above them, and his task was not yet complete; and many bitter tears poor Thistle shed, and he sadly pined for air and sunlight, the sound of birds, and the scent of flowers. Often, wrapped in the magical clothing that the Spirits gave him so he could move safely among the terrifying creatures living there, he rose to the surface of the sea, and, gliding through the waves, gazed longingly at the hills, which now looked blue and distant in the background, or watched the flocks of summer birds flying to a warmer land; they brought back sad memories of lush old forests and sunny fields to the lonely little Fairy floating on the vast, wild sea.</p>
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<p>Day after day went by, and gradually Thistle’s task came to an end. The coral workers were busy, but he worked even harder; the insects and Spirits increasingly marveled at the hard work and patience of the quiet little Elf, who had a kind word for everyone even though he never joined in their fun.</p>
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<p>Higher and higher grew the coral branches, and the Fairy’s heart felt lighter as thoughts of dear Lily-Bell encouraged him each day while he worked hard. Finally, when the sun lit up his finished work, he paused only to take the garland he had earned and to thank the good Spirits for their love and support. Then, he quickly glided up through the cool, blue waves and, shaking the bright drops from his wings, soared up singing into the sunny sky.</p>
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<p>Onward through the fragrant air walked Thistle, his face bright with joy as he looked down at the beautiful, fresh earth, where flowers smiled up at him and green trees gracefully bowed their heads as if to welcome him. Soon, the forest where Lily-Bell lay sleeping appeared before him, and as he strolled along the cool, dim paths of the woods, they had never seemed so lovely.</p>
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<p>But when he arrived at the spot where his little friend had slept, it was no longer the dark, quiet place where he had last seen her. Garlands hung from every tree, and beautiful flowers filled the air with their sweet fragrance. Birds’ cheerful songs echoed far and wide, and the little brook sang as it flowed beneath the arching ferns above; green leaves rustled in the summer breeze, and the air was filled with music. But the most beautiful sight was Lily-Bell, as she lay on the soft moss that fairy hands had arranged. The golden flower rested beside her, and the sparkling robe was wrapped around her little form. The warm sunlight shone down on her, and the gentlest breezes lifted her shining hair.</p>
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<p>Happy tears fell quickly as Thistle wrapped his arms around her, crying, “Oh, Lily-Bell, dear Lily-Bell, wake up! I have been faithful to you, and now my job is finished.”</p>
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<p>Then, with a smile, Lily-Bell woke up and looked with curious eyes at the beauty that surrounded her.</p>
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<p>“Dear Thistle, what do these beautiful things mean, and why are we in this wonderful place?”</p>
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<p>“Listen, Lily-Bell,” said the Brownie King as he appeared next to her.  

Then he recounted everything Thistle had done to show his love for her; how he had traveled far and wide to find the Fairy gifts and worked long and hard to earn them; how he had been loving, faithful, and caring, even when he felt most alone and abandoned.</p>
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<p>“Bird, bee, and flower have forgiven him, and none is more loved and trusted now by all than the once cruel Thistle,” said the King, as he bent down to the happy Elf, who bowed low before him.</p>
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<p>“You have discovered the beauty of a gentle, kind heart, dear Thistle; and you are now deserving to become the friend of the one for whom you have done so much. Put the crown on her head, for she is now the Queen of all the Forest Fairies.”</p>
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<p>And as the crown sparkled on the head that Lily-Bell leaned down on Thistle’s chest, the forest appeared full of tiny creatures, who jumped from flower and leaf, gathering around her and bringing gifts for their new Queen.</p>
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<p>“If I’m the Queen, then you’re the King, dear Thistle,” said the Fairy. “Take the crown, and I’ll wear a wreath of flowers. You’ve worked hard and endured for me, and you alone should lead these little Elves whose love you’ve earned.”</p>
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<p>“Keep your crown, Lily-Bell, because here come the Spirits with their gifts for Thistle,” said the Brownie. As he pointed with his wand, the Earth Spirits emerged from the mossy roots of an old tree, their flower-bells ringing softly as they approached, and their jeweled outfits sparkling in the sunlight. They moved toward Thistledown, who stood in the shadow of the flowers with Lily-Bell beside him; then little Sparkle jumped forward, waving a golden flower, its silvery music filling the air. “Dear Thistle,” said the shining Spirit, “what you worked so hard to earn for someone else, let us now offer as a symbol of our love for you.”</p>
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<p>As she finished, lovely Air Spirits floated down through the air, bringing a shining robe, and they also expressed their love for the gentle Fairy who had lived with them.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #432 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then softly on the breeze came distant music, growing ever nearer, till over the rippling waves came the singing Water Spirits, in their boats of many-colored shells; and as they placed their sparkling crown on Thistle’s head, the flowers rang out, and the birds sang joyfully, while all the Forest Fairies shouted in high-pitched voices, “Lily-Bell and Thistledown! Long live our King and Queen!”</p>
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<p>“Do you have a story for us too, dear Violet-Eye?” said the Queen, as Zephyr finished. The little Elf looked up from among the flower leaves where she sat and smiled as she replied, “While I was weaving garlands in the field, I heard a primrose tell this story to her friend Golden-Rod.”</p>
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<p>In a vast forest, high up among the green branches, lived Bird Brown-Breast and his bright-eyed little mate. They were very happy; their home was complete, the four blue eggs rested in the cozy nest, and the little wife sat still and patiently on them, while the husband sang, shared charming stories, and brought her sweet berries and tiny worms.</p>
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<p>Things went smoothly until one day she discovered a small white egg in the nest, wrapped in a golden band.</p>
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<p>“My friend,” she exclaimed, “come and take a look! Where could this amazing egg have come from? I have my four here, and this one too; what do you think?”</p>
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<p>The husband shook his head seriously and said, “Don’t worry, my love; it’s probably a good fairy who gave us this, and we’ll find some gift inside. Let’s not touch it, but you sit carefully on it, and in time we’ll see what we’ve received.”</p>
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<p>So they said nothing about it, and soon their home had four little chirping kids; then the white egg hatched, and, behold, a little girl was lying inside, singing. They were so amazed and welcomed her warmly as she lay beneath her mother’s wing, and the young birds loved her dearly.</p>
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<p>Great joy filled the forest, and the parents were proud of their family, especially the little one who had arrived; while all the neighbors gathered to see Dame Brown-Breast’s baby. The tiny girl chatted with them and sang so cheerfully that they could have listened forever. Before long, she became the delight of the entire forest, dancing from tree to tree, treating every nest as her home, and none were more welcomed than little Bud; and so they all lived happily in the lush green forest.</p>
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<p>The father now had a lot to do to provide food for his family, and he brought tasty treats for little Bud. Wild fruits were her food, fresh dew from the flowers was her drink, and green leaves made her little outfits; so she found clothes in the flowers of the field and a happy home with Mother Brown-Breast. Everything in the woods, from the tall trees to the tiny mosses in the ground, were friends to the cheerful child.</p>
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<p>And every day she taught the young birds cheerful songs, and as their joyful music filled the old forest, the stern, dark pines stopped their solemn swaying so they could hear the gentle sounds drifting through the dim woodland paths, and human children came to listen, whispering, “Listen to the flowers sing, and don’t touch them, because the Fairies are here.”</p>
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<p>Then a group of sad little Elves came to Bud, hoping to hear the sweet music. When she took them by the hand and spoke gently to them, they cried and said sadly, when she asked where they came from,—</p>
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<p>“We once lived in Fairy-Land, and oh, how happy we were then! But unfortunately, we weren't deserving of such a beautiful home, and we were cast out into the harsh world. Look at our clothes; they're like withered leaves. Our wings are dull, our crowns are lost, and we lead sad, lonely lives in this dark forest. Let us stay with you; your cheerful music sounds like Fairy songs, and you have such a friendly demeanor and speak so softly to us. It's nice to be near someone so lovely and kind; and you can tell us how we can become fair and innocent again. Please say we can stay with you, dear little maiden.”</p>
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<p>And Bud said, “Yes,” and they stayed; but her kind little heart was hurt that they cried so sadly, and nothing she said could make them happy; until finally she said,—</p>
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<p>“Don’t cry, and I’ll go to Queen Dew-Drop and ask her to let you come back. I’ll tell her that you feel sorry and will do anything to win her love again; that you’re sad and want to be forgiven. I will say this and more, and I hope she will answer my request.”</p>
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<p>“She won’t say no to you, dear Bud,” said the poor little Fairies; “she will love you just like we do, and if we can return to our lost home, we won’t be able to thank you enough. Go, Bud, and if there’s any magic in Fairy gifts, you’ll be as happy as our hearts’ best love can make you.”</p>
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<p>The news of Bud's departure spread quickly through the forest, and all her friends came to say goodbye, as she would be leaving with the morning sun; each brought a small gift, since the land of Fairies was far away and she had a long journey ahead.</p>
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<p>“Nah, you can't go on your own, my child,” said Mother Brown-Breast; “your friend Golden-Wing will carry you. Call him over so I can set you up properly, because if you fall off, it would break my heart.”</p>
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<p>Then Golden-Wing arrived, and Bud was comfortably seated on the cushion of violet leaves. It was truly charming to see her cheerful little face peeking out from under the wide brim of her cowslip hat as her butterfly steed fluttered its bright wings in the sunlight. Soon, a bee showed up with his yellow honey bags and asked her to take them, while a little brown spider that lived under the large leaves brought a veil for her hat, urging her to wear it so the sun wouldn’t shine too brightly. The ant arrived with a tiny strawberry, making sure she wouldn’t miss her favorite fruit. Her mother offered good advice, and her father stood with his head tilted, his round eyes sparkling with joy at the thought that his little Bud was heading off to Fairy-Land.</p>
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<p>Then they all sang cheerfully together until she disappeared over the hills, and they didn't see her again.</p>
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--- Block #451 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>
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--- Block #452 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And now Bud left the old forest far behind her. Golden-Wing carried her quickly along, and she looked down on the green mountains and the peasant cottages nestled among the towering trees. The earth looked vibrant, with its wide, blue rivers winding through gentle meadows, the singing birds, and flowers that kept their bright eyes focused on the sky.</p>
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--- Block #453 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And she sang joyfully as they floated in the clear air, while her friend kept rhythm with his flapping wings, and as they moved along, everything became more beautiful; and so they arrived in Fairy-Land.</p>
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--- Block #454 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As Bud walked through the gates, she understood why the exiled Fairies cried and mourned for the beautiful home they had lost. Bright clouds drifted in the sunny sky, casting a rainbow glow on the Fairy palaces below, where the Elves were dancing. The soft, sweet voices of the singing flowers echoed through the fragrant air, blending with the music of the gentle waves as they flowed beneath the blooming vines that hung above them.</p>
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--- Block #455 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Everything was bright and beautiful, but kind little Bud didn’t want to stick around, as the shapes of the weeping Fairies were right in front of her. Even though the flowers swayed happily on their stems to greet her and the soft winds brushed against her cheek, she didn’t stop and continued on to the Flower Palace. Inside, there was a lovely hall with walls made of crimson roses, and nestled among the leaves were little Elves playing sweet music on their harps. When they spotted Bud, they gathered around her and guided her through the flower-adorned arches to a group of the most beautiful Fairies, who were gathered around a magnificent lily. In its fragrant cup sat one whose purple gown and sparkling crown signified she was their Queen.</p>
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--- Block #456 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Bud knelt in front of her, and while tears flowed down her tiny face, she shared her mission and earnestly asked that the exiled Fairies be forgiven and not be left to suffer far from their friends and family. As she prayed, many joined her in tears; and when she finished and waited for a response, many knelt beside her, asking for forgiveness for the unfortunate Elves.</p>
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--- Block #457 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With tearful eyes, Queen Dew-Drop replied,—</p>
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--- Block #458 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Little girl, your prayer has touched my heart. They won’t be left sad and alone, and you won’t leave without a kind word to uplift and comfort them. We will forgive their mistake, and when they can bring a perfect Fairy crown, robe, and wand, they will be welcomed back as children of their loving Queen. The task is challenging, as only the best and purest can create the Fairy garments; however, with patience, they can restore their outfits to their original brightness. Goodbye, dear little girl; come with them, because without you, they would have remained outside the walls of Fairy-Land forever.”</p>
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--- Block #459 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Safe travels and goodbye,” they all shouted, as, with heartfelt messages to their dear friends, they carried her to the gates.</p>
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--- Block #460 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Day after day, little Bud worked hard, trying to cheer up the Fairies, who, angry and upset, wouldn’t listen to her kind words but turned away and sat alone, crying. They hurt her kind heart with many cruel remarks; yet she patiently endured them. When they told her they could never handle such a tough task and would have to live forever in the dark forest, she gently replied that the snow-white lily needed to be planted and watered with sincere tears before the robe of innocence could be earned; that the sun of love had to shine in their hearts before the light could return to their dim crowns, and that acts of kindness had to be done before they could regain the power of their now useless wands.</p>
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--- Block #461 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then they planted the lilies; but they soon drooped and died, and no light shone on their crowns. They didn’t do any kind deeds and only cared about themselves; and when they realized their efforts were pointless, they stopped trying and sat there crying. Bud, through constant work and careful attention, took care of the lilies, which bloomed beautifully, the crowns became bright, and in her hands, the wands had power over birds and flowers, because she was trying to bring happiness to others, forgetting about herself. The lazy Fairies, with grateful words, took the clothes from her, and then along with Bud, went to Fairy-Land, standing with racing hearts before the gates; where crowds of Fairy friends came out to greet them.</p>
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--- Block #462 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But when Queen Dew-Drop touched them with her wand as they walked in, the light disappeared from their crowns, their robes turned into shriveled leaves, and their wands lost all power.</p>
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--- Block #463 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Amid the tears of all the Fairies, the Queen led them to the gates and said,—</p>
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--- Block #464 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Goodbye! I can’t help you; innocence and love aren’t in your hearts, and if it weren’t for this tireless little girl, who has worked while you’ve cried, you would never have returned to your lost home. Go and try again, because until everything is beautiful and pure again, I can’t claim you as mine.”</p>
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--- Block #465 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Goodbye!” sang the crying Fairies, as the gates shut on their outcast friends; who, feeling defeated and heartbroken, gathered around Bud; and she, with encouraging words, led them back to the forest.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #466 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Time went by, and the Fairies hadn’t done anything to get their beautiful home back. They no longer cried, but instead watched little Bud as she took care of the flowers every day, bringing back their strength and beauty. With kind words, she flew from nest to nest, teaching the little birds how to live happily together. Wherever she went, blessings showered down, and loving hearts filled with gratitude.</p>
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--- Block #467 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then, one by one, the Elves quietly did small acts of kindness and discovered a quiet joy returning to them. Flowers seemed to look up at them affectionately as they walked by, and birds sang to uplift them when they were feeling down. Soon, little Bud noticed their gentle actions, and her kind words gave them renewed strength. Day after day, they followed her, and like a group of protective spirits, they traveled far and wide, bringing joy and peace with them.</p>
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--- Block #468 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And not just birds and flowers blessed them, but people too; for with gentle hands, they guided little kids away from danger and kept their young hearts safe from bad thoughts. They whispered comforting words to the sick and brought pleasant scents and beautiful flowers to their lonely rooms. They sent delightful visions to the elderly and blind, making their hearts feel young and full of happy thoughts.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #469 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But they watched over the poor and sorrowful with the utmost care, and many a struggling mother thanked the unseen hands that provided food for her hungry children and wrapped warm clothes around their bare limbs. Many a man marveled at the beautiful flowers that bloomed in his small garden, lifting his spirits with their vibrant colors and making his dreary home beautiful with their charm. He looked at his once barren field, now filled with golden corn, its wide leaves turning towards the warm sun, promising a bounty of golden ears to feed him. His weary face brightened, and his troubled heart swelled with gratitude for the invisible spirits who had brought him such happiness.</p>
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--- Block #470 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Thus time went by, and even though the exiled Fairies often yearned for their home, they understood they hadn't earned it. They continued to work hard, hoping one day to reunite with the friends they had lost; meanwhile, the joy in their hearts filled their lives with happiness.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #471 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>One day, little Bud came to them and said, —</p>
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--- Block #472 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Listen, dear friends. I have a difficult task for you. It’s a big sacrifice for you light-loving Fairies to spend the long winter deep in the dark, cold earth, watching over the flower roots to keep them safe from the little grubs and worms that want to harm them. But in the sunny Spring when they bloom again, their love and gratitude will provide you with joyful homes among their bright leaves.”</p>
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--- Block #473 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s a tiring job, and I can’t offer you any reward for all your kindness, but you will have the blessings of the gentle flowers you saved from dying. I would gladly help you, but my winged friends are getting ready for their journey to warmer places, and I have to help them teach their little ones to fly and make sure they’re safe on their way. Then, throughout the winter, I will seek out the homes of the poor and suffering, comfort the sick and lonely, and give hope and courage to those who are lost in their poverty. I must do these things; but when the flowers bloom again, I will be with you to welcome back our friends from across the sea.”</p>
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--- Block #474 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then, with tears, the Fairies replied, “Ah, dear little Bud, you’ve taken on the hardest task, and who will reward you for all your kindness and compassion in this big world? If anything bad were to happen to you, we would be heartbroken. We will work diligently in the earth, and thoughts of you will keep us motivated; without you, we would have been worthless and never known the happiness that comes from good deeds. Yes, dear Bud, we will happily work among the roots so that the beautiful flowers can wear their brightest colors to welcome you.”</p>
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--- Block #475 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then deep underground, the Fairies lived, and no frost or snow could hurt the flowers they cared for. Every little seed was placed in the soft soil, watered, and looked after. Delicate roots were wrapped in dried leaves to keep the cold drops away; and the flowers safely dreamed until the summer breeze would bring them to life; as each kind act was lovingly done, each Fairy's heart felt lighter.</p>
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--- Block #476 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, the snow melted away, and they heard little voices inviting them to come up; but they worked patiently until the seeds and roots were green and sturdy. Then, with excited steps, they rushed to the surface, where bright flowers and blossoming trees greeted them in the warm sunlight, blossoms leaned gently toward them, ringing their colorful bells until the sweet-smelling air was filled with music; while the majestic trees waved their large branches overhead, scattering soft leaves at their feet.</p>
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--- Block #477 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then the cheerful birds arrived, bringing the woods to life with their joyful songs, calling to each other as they flew among the vines, building their little homes. The Elves waited a long time, and finally, she came with Father Brown-Breast. Happy days went by, and summer flowers were at their most beautiful, when Bud invited the Fairies to join her.</p>
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--- Block #478 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mounted on brightly colored butterflies, they soared over forests and meadows until, with joyful eyes, they spotted the flower-crowned walls of Fairy-Land.</p>
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--- Block #479 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Before the gates they stood, and soon groups of caring Elves emerged to greet them. They walked through the sunny gardens, heading into the Lily Hall, where the Queen sat among the golden stamens of a beautiful flower; around her, the bright-eyed young attendants stood on the broad, green leaves.</p>
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--- Block #480 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then, in the midst of the deep silence, little Bud, guiding the Fairies to the throne, said,—</p>
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--- Block #481 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Dear Queen, I'm here to bring back your subjects, who are wiser from their struggles and better for their challenges. Now, any Queen could be proud of them and learn from them that giving joy and peace to others brings it back to us four times over, creating a double happiness in the blessings we share with those we help. Throughout the dreary months, when they could have been surrounded by beautiful Southern flowers under a sunny sky, they worked tirelessly in the dark and silent earth, filling the hearts of the gentle Flower Spirits with grateful love, seeking no reward but the satisfaction of their good deeds and the joy that always comes from them. They did this willingly and alone; and now, far and wide, flower blessings rain down upon them, and the summer winds carry the joyful news to those who are grieving, bringing them new joy and strength as they long for the friends whose caring has brought such happiness to their beloved kindred.”</p>
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--- Block #482 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Are they not deserving of your love, dear Queen? Haven't they earned their beautiful home? Just say they are forgiven, and you will have the affection of hearts as pure as the snow-white robes now draped over them.”</p>
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--- Block #483 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As Bud finished, she touched the amazed Fairies with her wand, and their dark, tattered clothes vanished; underneath, the robes made of lily leaves sparkled, pure and clean in the sunlight. Then, while joyful tears fell, Queen Dew-Drop placed the shining crowns on the bowed heads of the kneeling Fairies and laid out the wands that their own good deeds had made powerful.</p>
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--- Block #484 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They turned to thank little Bud for all her patient love, but she was gone; and high above, in the clear sky, they saw the little figure making its way back to the peaceful forest.</p>
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--- Block #485 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She didn’t need any reward other than the happiness she had brought. The hearts of the fairies were pure again, and her job was finished; yet all of Fairy Land had learned a lesson from the kind little Bud.</p>
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--- Block #486 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now, little Sunbeam, what do you have to share with us?” said the Queen, looking down at a bright-eyed Elf who was half hidden in the thick moss at her feet.</p>
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--- Block #487 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I also, like Star-Twinkle, have nothing but a song to give,” replied the Fairy; and then, as the nightingale’s beautiful voice blended with hers, she sang,—</p>
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ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">In a quiet, lovely meadow,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under a summer sky,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the old green trees waved their branches,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the winds sang by;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where a little brook flowed gently,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With a soft, musical sound,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And drifting clouds cast shadows</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On the waving grass around;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the low, sweet notes of singing birds</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Filled the fragrant air,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And bright sunlight shone clearly</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On everything fresh and fair;—</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">There bloomed a beautiful group</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of happy little flowers,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Together in this happy place,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through peaceful summer hours.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">No rough hand came to pick them,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">No cold winds to spoil;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Warm sunshine smiled on them during the day,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And soft dew fell at night.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So here, along the brookside,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the old green trees,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The flowers lived among their friends,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The sunbeams and the breeze.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #489 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">In a quiet, lovely meadow,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

In a quiet, lovely meadow,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

In a serene, beautiful meadow,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">In a serene, beautiful meadow,</span>
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--- Block #490 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under a summer sky,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Under a summer sky,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Under a summer sky,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under a summer sky,</span>
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--- Block #491 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the old green trees waved their branches,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Where the old green trees waved their branches,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Where the old green trees moved their branches,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the old green trees moved their branches,</span>
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--- Block #492 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the winds sang by;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And the winds sang by;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And the winds sang along;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the winds sang along;</span>
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--- Block #493 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where a little brook flowed gently,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Where a little brook flowed gently,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Where a small stream flowed slowly,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where a small stream flowed slowly,</span>
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--- Block #494 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With a soft, musical sound,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

With a soft, musical sound,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

With a gentle, melodic sound,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With a gentle, melodic sound,</span>
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--- Block #495 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And drifting clouds cast shadows</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And drifting clouds cast shadows



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And drifting clouds create shadows



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And drifting clouds create shadows</span>
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--- Block #496 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On the waving grass around;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

On the waving grass around;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

In the waving grass nearby;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the waving grass nearby;</span>
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--- Block #497 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the low, sweet notes of singing birds</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Where the low, sweet notes of singing birds



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Where the soft, sweet sounds of singing birds



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the soft, sweet sounds of singing birds</span>
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--- Block #498 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Filled the fragrant air,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Filled the fragrant air,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Filled the air with fragrance,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Filled the air with fragrance,</span>
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--- Block #499 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And bright sunlight shone clearly</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And bright sunlight shone clearly



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And bright sunlight shone brightly



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And bright sunlight shone brightly</span>
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--- Block #500 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On everything fresh and fair;—</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

On everything fresh and fair;—



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

On everything new and good;—



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On everything new and good;—</span>
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--- Block #501 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">There bloomed a beautiful group</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

There bloomed a beautiful group



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

A beautiful group blossomed.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A beautiful group blossomed.</span>
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--- Block #502 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of happy little flowers,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Of happy little flowers,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Of cheerful little flowers,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of cheerful little flowers,</span>



----------



--- Block #503 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Together in this happy place,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Together in this happy place,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Together in this joyful space,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Together in this joyful space,</span>
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--- Block #504 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through peaceful summer hours.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Through peaceful summer hours.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

During peaceful summer days.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">During peaceful summer days.</span>
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--- Block #505 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">No rough hand came to pick them,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

No rough hand came to pick them,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

No rough hands came to pick them,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">No rough hands came to pick them,</span>
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--- Block #506 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">No cold winds to spoil;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

No cold winds to spoil;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

No cold winds to ruin;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">No cold winds to ruin;</span>
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--- Block #507 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Warm sunshine smiled on them during the day,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Warm sunshine smiled on them during the day,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Warm sunshine shone down on them during the day,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Warm sunshine shone down on them during the day,</span>
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--- Block #508 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And soft dew fell at night.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And soft dew fell at night.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And gentle dew fell at night.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And gentle dew fell at night.</span>



----------



--- Block #509 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So here, along the brookside,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

So here, along the brookside,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

So here, by the creek,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So here, by the creek,</span>



----------



--- Block #510 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the old green trees,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Under the old green trees,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Under the old green trees,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the old green trees,</span>



----------



--- Block #511 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The flowers lived among their friends,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The flowers lived among their friends,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The flowers lived with their friends,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The flowers lived with their friends,</span>



----------



--- Block #512 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The sunbeams and the breeze.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The sunbeams and the breeze.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The sun's rays and the breeze.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The sun's rays and the breeze.</span>



----------



--- Block #513 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">One morning, as the flowers came to life,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and lovely,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A little worm crawled by,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And asked for a place to rest.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Oh! Please have pity on me,” sighed the worm,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“I’m lonely, poor, and weak;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A small spot to rest,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Dear flowers, is all I ask.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I’m not beautiful and have been unloved</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">By butterfly, bird, or bee.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They don't realize that in this dark body</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Lies the beauty they might someday see.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So let me lie in the deep green moss,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And make my little resting place,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And sleep my long, uninterrupted sleep</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until Spring’s first flowers bloom.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then I’ll return in a prettier form,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And show my gratitude</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">With the thankful love of the humble worm;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Kind flowers, oh let me stay!”</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But the wild rose revealed her thorns,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">While her soft face shone with pride;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The violet hid beneath the drooping ferns,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the daisy turned away.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia scoffed,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she swayed on her slender stem;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">While the cowslip bowed to the rippling waves,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And whispered the tale to them.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A blue-eyed grass looked down on the worm,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As it silently turned away,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And said, “You’ll hurt our delicate leaves,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And so you can’t stay.”</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then a sweet, soft voice called out from afar,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“Come here, poor worm, to me;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The sun is warm in this quiet spot,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And I’ll share my home with you.”</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The amazed flowers looked up to see</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who had offered the worm a home:</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It was a clover blossom, whose fluttering leaves</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Seemed to invite him to come;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It lived in a sunny little nook,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Where cool winds brushed by,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And buzzing bees and butterflies came,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To rest on the flower’s petals.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Down through the leaves, sunlight streamed,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And seemed to linger there,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As though it loved to brighten the home</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of someone so sweet and lovely.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Its rosy face smiled kindly down,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the friendless worm came closer;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And its gentle voice, softly whispering, said</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“Poor thing, you are welcome here;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Close to my side, in the soft green moss,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You’ll find a cozy bed,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where you can rest until Spring,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With my leaves spread above you.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I pity and love you, friendless worm,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Though you’re not graceful or pretty;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For many an unlovely form,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Hides a kind heart inside;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">No longer will you wander lonely</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And poor across this pleasant earth,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You have found a loving friend in me,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And can rest in my little home.”</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, deep in its cozy mossy bed,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Sheltered from sun and rain,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The grateful worm spun its winter tomb,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the shadow of the flower.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And Clover protected its rest well,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until Autumn’s leaves were dry,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Until all her sister flowers had faded,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And her winter sleep approached.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her withered leaves were gently spread</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Over the sleeping worm below,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Before the faithful little flower lay</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Beneath the winter snow.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #514 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">One morning, as the flowers came to life,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

One morning, as the flowers came to life,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

One morning, as the flowers bloomed,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">One morning, as the flowers bloomed,</span>



----------



--- Block #515 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and lovely,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Fragrant, fresh, and lovely,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Fragrant, fresh, and beautiful,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and beautiful,</span>



----------



--- Block #516 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A little worm crawled by,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

A little worm crawled by,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

A tiny worm crawled by,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A tiny worm crawled by,</span>



----------



--- Block #517 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And asked for a place to rest.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And asked for a place to rest.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And asked for a place to rest.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And asked for a place to rest.</span>



----------



--- Block #518 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Oh! Please have pity on me,” sighed the worm,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Oh! Please have pity on me,” sighed the worm,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Oh! Please feel sorry for me,” sighed the worm,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Oh! Please feel sorry for me,” sighed the worm,</span>



----------



--- Block #519 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“I’m lonely, poor, and weak;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“I’m lonely, poor, and weak;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“I’m lonely, broke, and vulnerable;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“I’m lonely, broke, and vulnerable;</span>



----------



--- Block #520 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A small spot to rest,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

A small spot to rest,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

A cozy spot to relax,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A cozy spot to relax,</span>



----------



--- Block #521 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Dear flowers, is all I ask.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Dear flowers, is all I ask.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Dear flowers, that's all I ask.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Dear flowers, that's all I ask.</span>



----------



--- Block #522 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I’m not beautiful and have been unloved</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

I’m not beautiful and have been unloved



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

I’m not beautiful and haven't been loved.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I’m not beautiful and haven't been loved.</span>



----------



--- Block #523 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">By butterfly, bird, or bee.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

By butterfly, bird, or bee.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

By butterfly, bird, or bee.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">By butterfly, bird, or bee.</span>



----------



--- Block #524 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They don't realize that in this dark body</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

They don't realize that in this dark body



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

They don’t understand that in this dark body



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They don’t understand that in this dark body</span>



----------



--- Block #525 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Lies the beauty they might someday see.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Lies the beauty they might someday see.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

There lies a beauty they might see one day.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">There lies a beauty they might see one day.</span>



----------



--- Block #526 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So let me lie in the deep green moss,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

So let me lie in the deep green moss,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

So let me rest in the deep green moss,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So let me rest in the deep green moss,</span>



----------



--- Block #527 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And make my little resting place,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And make my little resting place,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And create my little resting place,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And create my little resting place,</span>



----------



--- Block #528 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And sleep my long, uninterrupted sleep</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And sleep my long, uninterrupted sleep



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And sleep my deep, uninterrupted sleep



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And sleep my deep, uninterrupted sleep</span>



----------



--- Block #529 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until Spring’s first flowers bloom.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Until Spring’s first flowers bloom.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Until spring's first flowers bloom.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until spring's first flowers bloom.</span>



----------



--- Block #530 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then I’ll return in a prettier form,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then I’ll return in a prettier form,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then I'll come back looking better,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then I'll come back looking better,</span>



----------



--- Block #531 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And show my gratitude</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And show my gratitude



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And express my gratitude



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And express my gratitude</span>



----------



--- Block #532 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">With the thankful love of the humble worm;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

With the thankful love of the humble worm;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

With the grateful affection of the humble worm;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">With the grateful affection of the humble worm;</span>



----------



--- Block #533 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Kind flowers, oh let me stay!”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Kind flowers, oh let me stay!”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Kind flowers, please let me stay!"



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Kind flowers, please let me stay!"</span>



----------



--- Block #534 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But the wild rose revealed her thorns,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

But the wild rose revealed her thorns,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

But the wild rose showed her thorns,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But the wild rose showed her thorns,</span>



----------



--- Block #535 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">While her soft face shone with pride;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

While her soft face shone with pride;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

While her gentle face lit up with pride;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">While her gentle face lit up with pride;</span>



----------



--- Block #536 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The violet hid beneath the drooping ferns,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The violet hid beneath the drooping ferns,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The violet was hidden under the drooping ferns,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The violet was hidden under the drooping ferns,</span>



----------



--- Block #537 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the daisy turned away.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And the daisy turned away.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And the daisy turned away.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the daisy turned away.</span>



----------



--- Block #538 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia scoffed,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Little Houstonia scoffed,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Little Houstonia rolled her eyes,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia rolled her eyes,</span>



----------



--- Block #539 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she swayed on her slender stem;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As she swayed on her slender stem;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As she moved gently on her delicate stem;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she moved gently on her delicate stem;</span>



----------



--- Block #540 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">While the cowslip bowed to the rippling waves,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

While the cowslip bowed to the rippling waves,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As the cowslip bent to the gentle waves,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As the cowslip bent to the gentle waves,</span>



----------



--- Block #541 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And whispered the tale to them.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And whispered the tale to them.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And quietly told them the story.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And quietly told them the story.</span>



----------



--- Block #542 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A blue-eyed grass looked down on the worm,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

A blue-eyed grass looked down on the worm,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

A blue-eyed grass looked down at the worm,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A blue-eyed grass looked down at the worm,</span>



----------



--- Block #543 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As it silently turned away,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As it silently turned away,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As it quietly turned away,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As it quietly turned away,</span>



----------



--- Block #544 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And said, “You’ll hurt our delicate leaves,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And said, “You’ll hurt our delicate leaves,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And said, “You’ll damage our fragile leaves,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And said, “You’ll damage our fragile leaves,</span>



----------



--- Block #545 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And so you can’t stay.”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And so you can’t stay.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"So you can't stay."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"So you can't stay."</span>



----------



--- Block #546 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then a sweet, soft voice called out from afar,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then a sweet, soft voice called out from afar,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then a gentle, soft voice called out from a distance,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then a gentle, soft voice called out from a distance,</span>



----------



--- Block #547 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“Come here, poor worm, to me;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Come here, poor worm, to me;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Come here, poor worm, to me;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Come here, poor worm, to me;</span>



----------



--- Block #548 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The sun is warm in this quiet spot,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The sun is warm in this quiet spot,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The sun feels warm in this peaceful place,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The sun feels warm in this peaceful place,</span>



----------



--- Block #549 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And I’ll share my home with you.”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And I’ll share my home with you.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"And I’ll share my home with you."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"And I’ll share my home with you."</span>



----------



--- Block #550 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The amazed flowers looked up to see</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The amazed flowers looked up to see



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The astonished flowers looked up to see



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The astonished flowers looked up to see</span>



----------



--- Block #551 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who had offered the worm a home:</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Who had offered the worm a home:



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Who had given the worm a place to live:



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who had given the worm a place to live:</span>



----------



--- Block #552 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It was a clover blossom, whose fluttering leaves</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

It was a clover blossom, whose fluttering leaves



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

It was a clover flower, with its fluttering leaves



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It was a clover flower, with its fluttering leaves</span>



----------



--- Block #553 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Seemed to invite him to come;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Seemed to invite him to come;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Seemed to encourage him to come;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Seemed to encourage him to come;</span>



----------



--- Block #554 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It lived in a sunny little nook,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

It lived in a sunny little nook,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

It lived in a bright little corner,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It lived in a bright little corner,</span>



----------



--- Block #555 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Where cool winds brushed by,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Where cool winds brushed by,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Where cool breezes flowed,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Where cool breezes flowed,</span>



----------



--- Block #556 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And buzzing bees and butterflies came,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And buzzing bees and butterflies came,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And buzzing bees and butterflies arrived,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And buzzing bees and butterflies arrived,</span>



----------



--- Block #557 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To rest on the flower’s petals.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

To rest on the flower’s petals.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

To relax on the flower's petals.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To relax on the flower's petals.</span>



----------



--- Block #558 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Down through the leaves, sunlight streamed,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Down through the leaves, sunlight streamed,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Sunlight streamed through the leaves,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Sunlight streamed through the leaves,</span>



----------



--- Block #559 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And seemed to linger there,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And seemed to linger there,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And appeared to linger there,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And appeared to linger there,</span>



----------



--- Block #560 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As though it loved to brighten the home</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As though it loved to brighten the home



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As if it enjoyed lighting up the home.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As if it enjoyed lighting up the home.</span>



----------



--- Block #561 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of someone so sweet and lovely.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Of someone so sweet and lovely.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

About someone who is so sweet and lovely.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">About someone who is so sweet and lovely.</span>



----------



--- Block #562 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Its rosy face smiled kindly down,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Its rosy face smiled kindly down,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Its cheerful face smiled warmly down,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Its cheerful face smiled warmly down,</span>



----------



--- Block #563 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the friendless worm came closer;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As the friendless worm came closer;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As the lonely worm got closer;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the lonely worm got closer;</span>



----------



--- Block #564 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And its gentle voice, softly whispering, said</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And its gentle voice, softly whispering, said



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And its gentle voice, softly whispering, said



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And its gentle voice, softly whispering, said</span>



----------



--- Block #565 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“Poor thing, you are welcome here;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Poor thing, you are welcome here;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Poor thing, you’re welcome here;"



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Poor thing, you’re welcome here;"</span>



----------



--- Block #566 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Close to my side, in the soft green moss,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Close to my side, in the soft green moss,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Next to me, on the soft green moss,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Next to me, on the soft green moss,</span>



----------



--- Block #567 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You’ll find a cozy bed,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

You’ll find a cozy bed,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

You'll find a comfy bed,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You'll find a comfy bed,</span>



----------



--- Block #568 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where you can rest until Spring,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Where you can rest until Spring,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Where you can relax until Spring,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where you can relax until Spring,</span>



----------



--- Block #569 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With my leaves spread above you.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

With my leaves spread above you.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

With my leaves spread over you.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With my leaves spread over you.</span>



----------



--- Block #570 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I pity and love you, friendless worm,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

I pity and love you, friendless worm,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

I feel sorry for you and care about you, lonely worm,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I feel sorry for you and care about you, lonely worm,</span>



----------



--- Block #571 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Though you’re not graceful or pretty;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Though you’re not graceful or pretty;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Even if you're not graceful or attractive;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Even if you're not graceful or attractive;</span>



----------



--- Block #572 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For many an unlovely form,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

For many an unlovely form,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

For many an unattractive shape,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For many an unattractive shape,</span>



----------



--- Block #573 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Hides a kind heart inside;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Hides a kind heart inside;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Hides a kind heart within;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Hides a kind heart within;</span>



----------



--- Block #574 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">No longer will you wander lonely</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

No longer will you wander lonely



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

You won't wander alone anymore.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You won't wander alone anymore.</span>



----------



--- Block #575 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And poor across this pleasant earth,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And poor across this pleasant earth,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And sadly across this beautiful earth,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sadly across this beautiful earth,</span>



----------



--- Block #576 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You have found a loving friend in me,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

You have found a loving friend in me,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

You’ve found a caring friend in me,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You’ve found a caring friend in me,</span>



----------



--- Block #577 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And can rest in my little home.”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And can rest in my little home.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"And can relax in my cozy home."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"And can relax in my cozy home."</span>



----------



--- Block #578 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, deep in its cozy mossy bed,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then, deep in its cozy mossy bed,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then, nestled in its comfy mossy bed,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, nestled in its comfy mossy bed,</span>



----------



--- Block #579 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Sheltered from sun and rain,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Sheltered from sun and rain,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Protected from sun and rain,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Protected from sun and rain,</span>



----------



--- Block #580 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The grateful worm spun its winter tomb,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The grateful worm spun its winter tomb,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The thankful worm created its winter shelter,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The thankful worm created its winter shelter,</span>



----------



--- Block #581 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the shadow of the flower.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

In the shadow of the flower.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

In the shade of the flower.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the shade of the flower.</span>



----------



--- Block #582 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And Clover protected its rest well,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And Clover protected its rest well,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And Clover took good care of its rest,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And Clover took good care of its rest,</span>



----------



--- Block #583 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until Autumn’s leaves were dry,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Until Autumn’s leaves were dry,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Until autumn leaves were dry,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until autumn leaves were dry,</span>



----------



--- Block #584 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Until all her sister flowers had faded,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Until all her sister flowers had faded,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Until all her sister flowers had withered,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Until all her sister flowers had withered,</span>



----------



--- Block #585 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And her winter sleep approached.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And her winter sleep approached.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And her winter slumber approached.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And her winter slumber approached.</span>



----------



--- Block #586 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her withered leaves were gently spread</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then her withered leaves were gently spread



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then her dried leaves were softly spread



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her dried leaves were softly spread</span>



----------



--- Block #587 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Over the sleeping worm below,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Over the sleeping worm below,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Over the sleeping worm beneath,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Over the sleeping worm beneath,</span>



----------



--- Block #588 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Before the faithful little flower lay</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Before the faithful little flower lay



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Before the loyal little flower was spread out



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Before the loyal little flower was spread out</span>



----------



--- Block #589 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Beneath the winter snow.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Beneath the winter snow.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Under the winter snow.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the winter snow.</span>



----------



--- Block #590 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Spring returned, and the flowers emerged</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">From their quiet winter resting places,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And happily danced on their delicate stems,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sang along with the gentle waves.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Softly, the warm winds kissed their cheeks;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Brightly, the sunbeams shone,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As, one by one, they returned</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To settle in their summer homes.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And little Clover bloomed again,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Rosy, sweet, and lovely,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Patiently watching by the mossy spot,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">For the worm still slept there.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her sister flowers scornfully called,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As they swayed in the summer breeze,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“The ugly worm is lonely and poor;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Little Clover, why do you care?</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Stop watching and don’t stay alone,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Away from your sister flowers;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Come, dance and feast, and enjoy</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">These lovely summer days with us.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">We feel sorry for you, silly little flower,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">For believing the false worm’s words;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He won’t show up looking better,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Because he lies dead in the green moss.”</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But little Clover kept watching on,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">All alone in her sunny spot;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">She didn’t doubt the poor worm’s honesty,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And believed he would come.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #591 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Spring returned, and the flowers emerged</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Spring returned, and the flowers emerged



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Spring came back, and the flowers bloomed.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Spring came back, and the flowers bloomed.</span>



----------



--- Block #592 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">From their quiet winter resting places,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

From their quiet winter resting places,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

From their peaceful winter resting spots,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">From their peaceful winter resting spots,</span>



----------



--- Block #593 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And happily danced on their delicate stems,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And happily danced on their delicate stems,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And happily swayed on their fragile stems,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And happily swayed on their fragile stems,</span>



----------



--- Block #594 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sang along with the gentle waves.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And sang along with the gentle waves.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And sang along with the soft waves.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sang along with the soft waves.</span>



----------



--- Block #595 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Softly, the warm winds kissed their cheeks;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Softly, the warm winds kissed their cheeks;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Gently, the warm winds brushed against their cheeks;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Gently, the warm winds brushed against their cheeks;</span>



----------



--- Block #596 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Brightly, the sunbeams shone,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Brightly, the sunbeams shone,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The sunbeams shone brightly,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The sunbeams shone brightly,</span>



----------



--- Block #597 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As, one by one, they returned</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As, one by one, they returned



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As they returned one by one



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As they returned one by one</span>



----------



--- Block #598 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To settle in their summer homes.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

To settle in their summer homes.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

To stay in their summer houses.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To stay in their summer houses.</span>



----------



--- Block #599 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And little Clover bloomed again,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And little Clover bloomed again,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And little Clover bloomed again,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And little Clover bloomed again,</span>



----------



--- Block #600 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Rosy, sweet, and lovely,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Rosy, sweet, and lovely,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Sweet and lovely.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Sweet and lovely.</span>



----------



--- Block #601 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Patiently watching by the mossy spot,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Patiently watching by the mossy spot,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Patiently waiting by the mossy area,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Patiently waiting by the mossy area,</span>



----------



--- Block #602 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">For the worm still slept there.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

For the worm still slept there.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The worm was still sleeping there.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The worm was still sleeping there.</span>



----------



--- Block #603 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her sister flowers scornfully called,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then her sister flowers scornfully called,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then her sister flowers called out mockingly,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her sister flowers called out mockingly,</span>



----------



--- Block #604 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As they swayed in the summer breeze,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As they swayed in the summer breeze,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As they moved gently in the summer breeze,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As they moved gently in the summer breeze,</span>



----------



--- Block #605 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“The ugly worm is lonely and poor;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“The ugly worm is lonely and poor;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"The ugly worm feels lonely and lacks resources;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">"The ugly worm feels lonely and lacks resources;</span>



----------



--- Block #606 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Little Clover, why do you care?</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Little Clover, why do you care?



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Little Clover, why does it matter to you?



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Little Clover, why does it matter to you?</span>



----------



--- Block #607 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Stop watching and don’t stay alone,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Stop watching and don’t stay alone,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Stop watching and don’t be alone.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Stop watching and don’t be alone.</span>



----------



--- Block #608 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Away from your sister flowers;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Away from your sister flowers;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Away from your sister's flowers;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Away from your sister's flowers;</span>



----------



--- Block #609 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Come, dance and feast, and enjoy</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Come, dance and feast, and enjoy



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Come, dance, eat, and have fun.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Come, dance, eat, and have fun.</span>



----------



--- Block #610 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">These lovely summer days with us.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

These lovely summer days with us.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

These beautiful summer days with us.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">These beautiful summer days with us.</span>



----------



--- Block #611 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">We feel sorry for you, silly little flower,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

We feel sorry for you, silly little flower,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

We feel sorry for you, silly little flower,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">We feel sorry for you, silly little flower,</span>



----------



--- Block #612 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">For believing the false worm’s words;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

For believing the false worm’s words;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

For believing the lies of the false worm;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">For believing the lies of the false worm;</span>



----------



--- Block #613 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He won’t show up looking better,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

He won’t show up looking better,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

He won’t show up looking any better,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He won’t show up looking any better,</span>



----------



--- Block #614 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Because he lies dead in the green moss.”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Because he lies dead in the green moss.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Because he lies dead in the green moss."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Because he lies dead in the green moss."</span>



----------



--- Block #615 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But little Clover kept watching on,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

But little Clover kept watching on,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

But little Clover kept watching.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But little Clover kept watching.</span>



----------



--- Block #616 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">All alone in her sunny spot;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

All alone in her sunny spot;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

All by herself in her sunny spot;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">All by herself in her sunny spot;</span>



----------



--- Block #617 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">She didn’t doubt the poor worm’s honesty,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

She didn’t doubt the poor worm’s honesty,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

She believed the poor worm was honest,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">She believed the poor worm was honest,</span>



----------



--- Block #618 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And believed he would come.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And believed he would come.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And believed he would arrive.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And believed he would arrive.</span>



----------



--- Block #619 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Finally, the small space opened wide,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And a shimmering butterfly,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Emerging from the moss, on golden wings,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Soared up into the sunny sky.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the amazed flowers cried out,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“Clover, your watch was pointless;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He only sought shelter here,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And he won't be back again.”</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the unkind flowers danced for joy,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When they saw him leave;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For the affection of a beautiful butterfly</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Is precious to a flower's heart.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They feared he’d stay in Clover’s home,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And repay her tender care;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So they danced with joy when he finally rose</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And silently flew away.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then little Clover bowed her head,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">While her soft tears fell like dew;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For her gentle heart was saddened to find</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">That her sisters’ words were true,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the insect she had watched for so long</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When helpless, poor, and alone,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Thankless for all her loyal care,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On his golden wings had flown.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But as she drooped in silent sadness,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">She heard little Daisy call out,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Oh sisters, look! I see him now,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the sunny sky;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He’s floating back from Cloud-Land now,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Carried by the fragrant air.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Spread your petals wide, so he may choose</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The flower he thinks is the fairest.”</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the wild rose blushed brighter,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she proudly swayed on her stem;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The Cowslip leaned towards the clear blue waves,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And used them as a mirror.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia danced joyfully,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And opened her white petals wide;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">While Daisy shared her joy and hope,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she stood by her cheerful friends’ side.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Violet peeked from the tall green ferns,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And lifted her soft blue eye</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">To watch the shimmering form that sparkled</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the summer sky.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They thought no more of the ugly caterpillar,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who once had earned their scorn;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But looked and longed for the butterfly now,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the gentle wind carried him away.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #620 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Finally, the small space opened wide,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Finally, the small space opened wide,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Finally, the small space expanded.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Finally, the small space expanded.</span>



----------



--- Block #621 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And a shimmering butterfly,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And a shimmering butterfly,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And a shining butterfly,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And a shining butterfly,</span>



----------



--- Block #622 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Emerging from the moss, on golden wings,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Emerging from the moss, on golden wings,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Emerging from the moss with golden wings,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Emerging from the moss with golden wings,</span>



----------



--- Block #623 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Soared up into the sunny sky.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Soared up into the sunny sky.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Soared high into the bright sky.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Soared high into the bright sky.</span>



----------



--- Block #624 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the amazed flowers cried out,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then the amazed flowers cried out,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then the astonished flowers exclaimed,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the astonished flowers exclaimed,</span>



----------



--- Block #625 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“Clover, your watch was pointless;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Clover, your watch was pointless;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Clover, your watch was useless;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Clover, your watch was useless;</span>



----------



--- Block #626 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He only sought shelter here,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

He only sought shelter here,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

He just wanted shelter here,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He just wanted shelter here,</span>



----------



--- Block #627 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And he won't be back again.”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And he won't be back again.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"And he won't be coming back."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"And he won't be coming back."</span>



----------



--- Block #628 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the unkind flowers danced for joy,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And the unkind flowers danced for joy,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And the cruel flowers swayed with happiness,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the cruel flowers swayed with happiness,</span>



----------



--- Block #629 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When they saw him leave;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

When they saw him leave;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

When they saw him leave;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When they saw him leave;</span>



----------



--- Block #630 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For the affection of a beautiful butterfly</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

For the affection of a beautiful butterfly



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

For the love of a beautiful butterfly



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For the love of a beautiful butterfly</span>



----------



--- Block #631 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Is precious to a flower's heart.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Is precious to a flower's heart.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Is precious to a flower's heart.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Is precious to a flower's heart.</span>



----------



--- Block #632 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They feared he’d stay in Clover’s home,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

They feared he’d stay in Clover’s home,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

They were worried he would stay at Clover's house,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They were worried he would stay at Clover's house,</span>



----------



--- Block #633 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And repay her tender care;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And repay her tender care;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And return her loving care;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And return her loving care;</span>



----------



--- Block #634 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So they danced with joy when he finally rose</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

So they danced with joy when he finally rose



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

So they danced with joy when he finally got up.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So they danced with joy when he finally got up.</span>



----------



--- Block #635 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And silently flew away.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And silently flew away.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And quietly flew away.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And quietly flew away.</span>



----------



--- Block #636 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then little Clover bowed her head,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then little Clover bowed her head,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then little Clover lowered her head,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then little Clover lowered her head,</span>



----------



--- Block #637 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">While her soft tears fell like dew;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

While her soft tears fell like dew;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As her gentle tears fell like dew;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As her gentle tears fell like dew;</span>



----------



--- Block #638 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For her gentle heart was saddened to find</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

For her gentle heart was saddened to find



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Her kind heart was saddened to discover



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Her kind heart was saddened to discover</span>



----------



--- Block #639 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">That her sisters’ words were true,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

That her sisters’ words were true,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

That what her sisters said was true,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">That what her sisters said was true,</span>



----------



--- Block #640 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the insect she had watched for so long</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And the insect she had watched for so long



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And the insect she had been observing for so long



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the insect she had been observing for so long</span>



----------



--- Block #641 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When helpless, poor, and alone,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

When helpless, poor, and alone,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

When feeling helpless, broke, and alone,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When feeling helpless, broke, and alone,</span>



----------



--- Block #642 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Thankless for all her loyal care,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Thankless for all her loyal care,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Unappreciative of all her devoted care,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Unappreciative of all her devoted care,</span>



----------



--- Block #643 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On his golden wings had flown.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

On his golden wings had flown.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

He had flown on his golden wings.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">He had flown on his golden wings.</span>



----------



--- Block #644 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But as she drooped in silent sadness,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

But as she drooped in silent sadness,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

But as she sank in quiet sadness,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But as she sank in quiet sadness,</span>



----------



--- Block #645 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">She heard little Daisy call out,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

She heard little Daisy call out,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

She heard little Daisy shout,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">She heard little Daisy shout,</span>



----------



--- Block #646 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Oh sisters, look! I see him now,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Oh sisters, look! I see him now,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Oh sisters, look! I see him now,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">"Oh sisters, look! I see him now,</span>



----------



--- Block #647 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the sunny sky;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Far away in the sunny sky;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Far away in the bright sky;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the bright sky;</span>



----------



--- Block #648 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He’s floating back from Cloud-Land now,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

He’s floating back from Cloud-Land now,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

He's drifting back from Cloud-Land now,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He's drifting back from Cloud-Land now,</span>



----------



--- Block #649 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Carried by the fragrant air.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Carried by the fragrant air.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Carried by the fragrant breeze.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Carried by the fragrant breeze.</span>



----------



--- Block #650 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Spread your petals wide, so he may choose</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Spread your petals wide, so he may choose



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Open your petals wide, so he can choose.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Open your petals wide, so he can choose.</span>



----------



--- Block #651 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The flower he thinks is the fairest.”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The flower he thinks is the fairest.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"The flower he believes is the most beautiful."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"The flower he believes is the most beautiful."</span>



----------



--- Block #652 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the wild rose blushed brighter,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then the wild rose blushed brighter,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then the wild rose turned an even brighter shade of red,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the wild rose turned an even brighter shade of red,</span>



----------



--- Block #653 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she proudly swayed on her stem;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As she proudly swayed on her stem;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As she confidently swayed on her stem;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she confidently swayed on her stem;</span>



----------



--- Block #654 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The Cowslip leaned towards the clear blue waves,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The Cowslip leaned towards the clear blue waves,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The Cowslip leaned over the clear blue waves,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The Cowslip leaned over the clear blue waves,</span>



----------



--- Block #655 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And used them as a mirror.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And used them as a mirror.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And used them as a mirror.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And used them as a mirror.</span>



----------



--- Block #656 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia danced joyfully,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Little Houstonia danced joyfully,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Little Houstonia danced happily,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia danced happily,</span>



----------



--- Block #657 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And opened her white petals wide;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And opened her white petals wide;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And spread her white petals wide;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And spread her white petals wide;</span>



----------



--- Block #658 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">While Daisy shared her joy and hope,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

While Daisy shared her joy and hope,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

While Daisy expressed her happiness and optimism,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">While Daisy expressed her happiness and optimism,</span>



----------



--- Block #659 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she stood by her cheerful friends’ side.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As she stood by her cheerful friends’ side.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As she stood next to her happy friends.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she stood next to her happy friends.</span>



----------



--- Block #660 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Violet peeked from the tall green ferns,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Violet peeked from the tall green ferns,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Violet looked out from behind the tall green ferns,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Violet looked out from behind the tall green ferns,</span>



----------



--- Block #661 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And lifted her soft blue eye</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And lifted her soft blue eye



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And raised her gentle blue eye



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And raised her gentle blue eye</span>



----------



--- Block #662 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">To watch the shimmering form that sparkled</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

To watch the shimmering form that sparkled



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

To see the shimmering shape that glimmered



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">To see the shimmering shape that glimmered</span>



----------



--- Block #663 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the summer sky.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Far away in the summer sky.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Far away in the summer sky.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the summer sky.</span>



----------



--- Block #664 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They thought no more of the ugly caterpillar,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

They thought no more of the ugly caterpillar,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

They stopped thinking about the ugly caterpillar.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They stopped thinking about the ugly caterpillar.</span>



----------



--- Block #665 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who once had earned their scorn;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Who once had earned their scorn;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Who once earned their disdain;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who once earned their disdain;</span>



----------



--- Block #666 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But looked and longed for the butterfly now,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

But looked and longed for the butterfly now,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

But now I searched for and yearned for the butterfly,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But now I searched for and yearned for the butterfly,</span>



----------



--- Block #667 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the gentle wind carried him away.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

As the gentle wind carried him away.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

As the gentle wind took him away.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the gentle wind took him away.</span>



----------



--- Block #668 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Closer and closer the bright figure came,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the blossoms grew more beautiful;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Each greeted him with her sweetest voice;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Each offered her honey and dew.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But they beckoned, smiled, and called in vain,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And their leaves opened wider;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The shimmering figure continued onward,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Past Violet, Daisy, and Rose.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It flew lightly to the lovely home</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the flower most truly beautiful,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It gently landed on Clover’s petal,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And folded its bright wings there.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Dear flower,” the butterfly whispered softly,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“You’ve waited so long for me;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now I’ve arrived, and my thankful love</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will brighten your home for you;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You’ve loved and cared for me while I was alone,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You’ve watched over me so well;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And now I’ll do my best to show my gratitude</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In a way the poor worm couldn’t express.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Sunshine and breezes will come to you,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Along with the coolest dews that fall;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Whatever a flower could wish is yours,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Because you deserve it all.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the home you shared with the lonely worm</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will be the butterfly’s home as well;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And you’ll find, dear, loyal flower,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A loving friend in me.”</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, throughout the long, bright summer days</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through sunshine and through rain,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Together in their joyful home</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Lived the butterfly and the flower.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #669 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Closer and closer the bright figure came,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Closer and closer the bright figure came,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The bright figure approached closer and closer,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The bright figure approached closer and closer,</span>



----------



--- Block #670 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the blossoms grew more beautiful;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And the blossoms grew more beautiful;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And the flowers became even more beautiful;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the flowers became even more beautiful;</span>



----------



--- Block #671 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Each greeted him with her sweetest voice;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Each greeted him with her sweetest voice;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Each welcomed him with her kindest voice;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Each welcomed him with her kindest voice;</span>



----------



--- Block #672 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Each offered her honey and dew.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Each offered her honey and dew.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Each offered her honey and dew.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Each offered her honey and dew.</span>



----------



--- Block #673 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But they beckoned, smiled, and called in vain,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

But they beckoned, smiled, and called in vain,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

But they waved, smiled, and called out without success,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But they waved, smiled, and called out without success,</span>



----------



--- Block #674 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And their leaves opened wider;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And their leaves opened wider;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And their leaves spread wider;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And their leaves spread wider;</span>



----------



--- Block #675 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The shimmering figure continued onward,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The shimmering figure continued onward,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The glowing figure moved forward,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The glowing figure moved forward,</span>



----------



--- Block #676 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Past Violet, Daisy, and Rose.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Past Violet, Daisy, and Rose.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Past Violet, Daisy, and Rose.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Past Violet, Daisy, and Rose.</span>



----------



--- Block #677 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It flew lightly to the lovely home</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

It flew lightly to the lovely home



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

It flew gently to the beautiful home.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It flew gently to the beautiful home.</span>



----------



--- Block #678 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the flower most truly beautiful,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Of the flower most truly beautiful,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Of the flower that is truly beautiful,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the flower that is truly beautiful,</span>



----------



--- Block #679 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It gently landed on Clover’s petal,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

It gently landed on Clover’s petal,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

It softly landed on Clover’s petal,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It softly landed on Clover’s petal,</span>



----------



--- Block #680 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And folded its bright wings there.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And folded its bright wings there.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And folded its bright wings there.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And folded its bright wings there.</span>



----------



--- Block #681 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Dear flower,” the butterfly whispered softly,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Dear flower,” the butterfly whispered softly,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Dear flower,” the butterfly whispered gently,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Dear flower,” the butterfly whispered gently,</span>



----------



--- Block #682 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“You’ve waited so long for me;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“You’ve waited so long for me;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"You've waited so long for me;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"You've waited so long for me;</span>



----------



--- Block #683 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now I’ve arrived, and my thankful love</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Now I’ve arrived, and my thankful love



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Now that I'm here, my grateful love



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now that I'm here, my grateful love</span>



----------



--- Block #684 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will brighten your home for you;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Will brighten your home for you;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Will brighten your home for you;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will brighten your home for you;</span>



----------



--- Block #685 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You’ve loved and cared for me while I was alone,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 10

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

You’ve loved and cared for me while I was alone,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

You’ve loved and taken care of me while I was on my own,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You’ve loved and taken care of me while I was on my own,</span>



----------



--- Block #686 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You’ve watched over me so well;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

You’ve watched over me so well;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

You’ve taken care of me so well;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You’ve taken care of me so well;</span>



----------



--- Block #687 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And now I’ll do my best to show my gratitude</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 10

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And now I’ll do my best to show my gratitude



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Now I’ll do my best to express my gratitude.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now I’ll do my best to express my gratitude.</span>



----------



--- Block #688 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In a way the poor worm couldn’t express.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

In a way the poor worm couldn’t express.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

In a way that the poor worm couldn’t communicate.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In a way that the poor worm couldn’t communicate.</span>



----------



--- Block #689 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Sunshine and breezes will come to you,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Sunshine and breezes will come to you,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Sunshine and gentle breezes will be upon you,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Sunshine and gentle breezes will be upon you,</span>



----------



--- Block #690 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Along with the coolest dews that fall;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Along with the coolest dews that fall;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Along with the coolest drops of dew that fall;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Along with the coolest drops of dew that fall;</span>



----------



--- Block #691 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Whatever a flower could wish is yours,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Whatever a flower could wish is yours,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Whatever a flower could desire is yours,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Whatever a flower could desire is yours,</span>



----------



--- Block #692 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Because you deserve it all.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Because you deserve it all.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Because you deserve everything.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Because you deserve everything.</span>



----------



--- Block #693 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the home you shared with the lonely worm</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And the home you shared with the lonely worm



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And the home you shared with the lonely worm



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the home you shared with the lonely worm</span>



----------



--- Block #694 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will be the butterfly’s home as well;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Will be the butterfly’s home as well;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Will also be the butterfly's home;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will also be the butterfly's home;</span>



----------



--- Block #695 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And you’ll find, dear, loyal flower,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And you’ll find, dear, loyal flower,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And you’ll find, dear, loyal friend,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And you’ll find, dear, loyal friend,</span>



----------



--- Block #696 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A loving friend in me.”</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

A loving friend in me.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

A supportive friend in me.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A supportive friend in me.</span>



----------



--- Block #697 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, throughout the long, bright summer days</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Then, throughout the long, bright summer days



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Then, during the long, sunny summer days



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, during the long, sunny summer days</span>



----------



--- Block #698 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through sunshine and through rain,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Through sunshine and through rain,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Through sun and through rain,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through sun and through rain,</span>



----------



--- Block #699 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Together in their joyful home</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Together in their joyful home



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

In their happy home together



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">In their happy home together</span>



----------



--- Block #700 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Lived the butterfly and the flower.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Lived the butterfly and the flower.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The butterfly and the flower lived.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The butterfly and the flower lived.</span>



----------



--- Block #701 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ah, that is so beautiful,” exclaimed the Elves, gathering around little Sunbeam as she finished, to place a garland in her hair and praise her song.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #702 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now,” said the Queen, “bring forward Moon-light and Summer-Wind, for they have experienced many wonderful things in their long travels, and they will happily share those stories with us.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #703 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Most joyfully, we will do our best, dear Queen,” said the Elves as they folded their wings beside her.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #704 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now, Summer-Wind,” said Moonlight, “while you wait for your turn, please sit here and fan me while I tell this story of</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #705 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>In a large and beautiful garden, little Annie sat all alone, looking very sad. Tears streamed down her face instead of dew falling on the flowers next to her, who gazed up in surprise, leaning in closer as if they wanted to comfort her. The warm breeze lifted her shiny hair and gently brushed her cheek, while the sunbeams, shining kindly on her face, created little rainbows in her tears and stayed close to her. But Annie didn’t notice the sun, the wind, or the flowers; the bright tears kept falling, and all she could think about was her sadness.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #706 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Little Annie, tell me why you’re crying,” said a soft voice in her ear; and, looking up, the child saw a small figure standing on a vine leaf next to her; a beautiful face smiled at her from among bright hair, and shining wings were folded over a white and sparkling dress that fluttered in the breeze.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #707 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Who are you, you adorable little thing?” cried Annie, smiling through her tears.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #708 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m a Fairy, little child, and I’ve come to help and comfort you; now tell me why you’re crying, and let me be your friend,” the spirit said, smiling even more kindly at Annie’s astonished face.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #709 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And are you really a little Elf, like I read about in my fairy tale books? Do you ride on butterflies, sleep in flower cups, and live among the clouds?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #710 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes, I do all these things, and even stranger ones that all your fairy tales can’t describe; but now, dear Annie,” said the Fairy, leaning closer, “tell me why I didn’t see any sunlight on your face; why are these big drops glistening on the flowers, and why are you sitting alone when the BIRD and BEE are inviting you to play?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #711 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ah, you won’t love me anymore if I tell you everything,” said Annie, as the tears started to fall again. “I’m not happy because I’m not good. How can I learn to be a patient, gentle child? Good little Fairy, will you teach me how?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #712 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Of course, I’ll help you, Annie. If you really want to be a happy child, you need to learn to overcome many strong feelings that you care about right now and let your heart be a place for kind emotions and happy thoughts. It will be tough, but I will give you this magical flower to support and guide you. Come closer so I can place it near your heart; no one can take it away until I lift the spell that keeps it there.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #713 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As she spoke, the Elf took a beautiful flower from her chest, its pure white petals glowing with a strange, gentle light. “This is a fairy flower,” the Elf said, “invisible to everyone except you; now listen as I tell you about its power, Annie. When your heart is filled with loving thoughts, when you've done a kind deed or fulfilled a duty well, the flower will release the sweetest, softest fragrance to reward and uplift you. But when a harsh word is about to escape your lips, when selfishness or anger rises in your heart, or you’re about to commit an unkind act, you will hear the soft, gentle chime of the flower’s bell; heed its warning, keep the words unspoken, the actions undone, and in the quiet joy of your own heart, along with the enchanting scent of your flower, you will discover a lovely reward.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #714 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“O kind and generous Fairy, how can I ever thank you for this beautiful gift!” cried Annie. “I will be loyal and pay attention to my little bell whenever it rings. But will I never see YOU again? Ah! If you would only stay with me, I would truly be good.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #715 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I can’t stay right now, little Annie,” said the Elf, “but when the next Spring comes around, I’ll be here again to see how well the fairy gift has worked. And now goodbye, dear child; stay true to yourself, and the magic flower will never lose its brightness.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #716 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then the kind Fairy wrapped her little arms around Annie’s neck, placed a gentle kiss on her cheek, and, spreading her shining wings wide, flew up singing among the white clouds drifting in the sky.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #717 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And little Annie sat among her flowers, watching with joyful wonder the fairy blossom shining on her chest.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #718 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The lovely days of Spring and Summer went by, and in little Annie’s garden, Autumn flowers were blooming all around, becoming more beautiful and bright with each day’s sun and dew; but the fairy flower, which should have been the most stunning of all, hung pale and drooping on little Annie’s chest; its fragrance seemed almost gone, and the soft, low sound of its warning chime often echoed in her ear.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #719 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When the Fairy first placed it there, she was happy with her new gift, and for a while, she listened to the fairy bell, often trying to earn some fragrance from the flower with kind and pleasant words and actions. As the Fairy said, she discovered a sweet reward in the strange, soft perfume of the magic blossom that shimmered on her chest. But selfish thoughts would come to tempt her; she would give in, and unkind words would slip from her lips. Then the flower would droop, pale and scentless, and the fairy bell would ring sadly. Annie would forget her better intentions and revert to being a selfish, willful little child.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #720 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Finally, she stopped trying and got angry with the loyal flower, wanting to rip it from her chest. But the fairy's spell held it in place, and all her angry words only made it sound louder and sadder. Then she ignored the silvery music in her ear, and with each passing day, she became even more unhappy, discontented, and unkind. By the time Autumn arrived, she hadn’t improved at all because of the gentle Fairy’s gift, and she longed for Spring to return it, as the constant echo of the mournful music made her very sad.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #721 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>One sunny morning, with the fresh, cool breeze blowing and not a cloud in the sky, little Annie wandered among her flowers, carefully checking each one, hoping to find the Fairy who could take the magic blossom from her chest. But she lifted their drooping leaves and peeked into their dewy cups in vain; no little Elf was hiding there, and she sadly turned away from them, saying, “I will go into the fields and woods to look for her there. I won't listen to this annoying music anymore, nor will I keep this wilted flower any longer.” So she ventured into the fields, where the tall grass rustled as she walked, and shy birds watched her from their nests; where beautiful wildflowers swayed in the breeze and opened their fragrant petals to welcome the buzzing bees, while butterflies, like flying flowers, danced and sparkled in the sunlight.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #722 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Little Annie looked around, searched, and asked everyone if they knew where the Fairy she was looking for was. But the birds just looked at her curiously with their soft, bright eyes and continued to sing; the flowers swayed knowingly on their stems but didn't say a word, while the butterfly and bee buzzed and fluttered away—one too busy and the other too lazy to stop and answer her question.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #723 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then she walked through wide fields of yellow grain, which swayed around her like a golden forest; here crickets chirped, grasshoppers jumped, and busy ants worked, but they couldn’t tell her what she wanted to know.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #724 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now I’m going to wander among the hills,” said Annie, “she might be there.” So up and down the green hills she went, her little feet busy; she searched for a long time and called out in vain, but still no Fairy appeared. Then she went by the riverbank and asked the colorful dragonflies and the cool white lilies if the Fairy had been there, but the blue waves gently rippled on the white sand at her feet, and no one answered her.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #725 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then little Annie walked into the forest; and as she strolled along the shaded, cool paths, the wildflowers seemed to smile at her, cheerful squirrels peeked at her as they played among the vines, and doves cooed softly as she passed by; but none could respond to her. So, tired from her long and unproductive search, she sat among the ferns and enjoyed the sweet strawberries that grew nearby, all the while watching the red evening clouds that glowed around the setting sun.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #726 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The night breeze rustled through the branches, lulling the flowers to sleep; the wild birds sang their evening songs, and everything in the woods became calm and quiet. The purple light faded more and more, and little Annie's head drooped lower and lower. The tall ferns bent to protect her from the dew, while the whispering pines sang a gentle lullaby. When the Autumn moon rose, its silver light illuminated the child, who lay asleep among the wood-flowers on a bed of green moss in the dim old forest.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #727 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And all night long next to her stood the Fairy she had been looking for, and with magical spells and charms, sent this dream to the sleeping child.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #728 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Little Annie dreamed she was sitting in her own garden, just like she had many times before, feeling angry inside and wanting to say unkind things. The magic flower was softly warning her, but she ignored everything except her own troubled thoughts; she was sitting there when suddenly a quiet voice whispered in her ear,—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #729 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Little Annie, look at the bad things you’re holding onto;  

I will give a proper form to the thoughts and feelings that are now  

in your heart, and you’ll see how strong they get unless you get rid of them for good.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #730 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Annie saw, with fear and wonder, that the angry words she spoke transformed into dark, unpleasant shapes, each clearly reflecting the fault or emotion from which it originated. Some had scowling faces and bright, fiery eyes; these were the spirits of Anger. Others, with gloomy, anxious expressions, seemed to gather everything they could reach, and Annie noticed that the more they collected, the less they appeared to have; these she recognized as the shapes of Selfishness. There were also Spirits of Pride, who wrapped their shadowy garments around themselves and turned dismissively away from everyone else. Annie saw these and many other forms that had emerged from her own heart and materialized before her eyes.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #731 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When she first saw them, they were small and weak; but as she looked, they seemed to grow and gain strength, each one gaining a strange power over her. She couldn't look away from them, and they became stronger, darker, and less appealing in her eyes. They seemed to cast dark shadows over everything nearby, dulling the sunshine, damaging the flowers, and driving away all the bright and beautiful things. As a high, dark wall slowly rose around her, Annie noticed it seemed to block out everything she loved; she didn’t dare move or speak, but, with a strange fear in her heart, she sat there watching the dim shapes that lingered around her.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #732 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Higher and higher rose the shadowy wall, slowly the flowers near her died, and the sunlight faded away; but eventually, both were gone, leaving her all alone behind the gloomy wall. Then the spirits gathered around her, whispering strange things in her ear, urging her to obey, for by her own choice, she had given her heart to be their home, and now she was their slave. After that, she could hear no more, but, sinking down among the withered flowers, she wept sad and bitter tears for her lost freedom and happiness; then through the darkness, a faint, soft light appeared, and on her chest, she saw her fairy flower, upon whose snow-white petals her tears shimmered.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #733 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Clearer and brighter became the radiant light, until the evil spirits turned away to the dark shadow of the wall, leaving the child alone.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #734 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The light and scent of the flower seemed to give Annie new energy, and she stood up, saying, as she leaned down to kiss the blossom on her chest, “Dear flower, help and guide me now, and I will listen to your voice and gladly obey my loyal fairy bell.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #735 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then in her dream, she felt how hard the spirits tried to tempt and disturb her, and how, without her flower, they would have pulled her back, making everything dark and dreary like before. She struggled for a long time, tears often falling; but after each new challenge, her magic flower shone brighter, and its fragrance grew sweeter, while the spirits lost more of their ability to tempt her. Meanwhile, green, flowering vines climbed up the tall, dark wall, hiding its roughness from her view; and she watched over them with great care, for soon, wherever green leaves and flowers bloomed, the wall beneath became weak and crumbled away. Thus, little Annie worked and hoped, until one by one, the evil spirits fled, and in their place came shining figures, with gentle eyes and smiling lips, who gathered around her with such loving words and brought so much strength and joy to Annie’s heart that nothing evil dared to enter; while the gloomy wall slowly sank, and, over wreaths of fragrant flowers, she stepped back into the pleasant world again, the fairy gift no longer pale and drooping, but now shining like a star upon her breast.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #736 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then the soft voice whispered again in Annie’s sleeping ear, saying,  

“The dark, ugly feelings you’ve seen are in your heart;  

be careful while they’re still few and weak, or they might take over your entire life, driving out love and happiness forever. Remember the lesson from the dream, dear child, and let the shining spirits make your heart their home.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #737 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And with that voice echoing in her ear, little Annie woke up to realize it was just a dream; but like other dreams, it didn’t fade away. As she sat alone, wrapped in the soft morning light, and watched the forest come to life, she remembered the strange shapes she had seen. Looking down at the flower on her chest, she silently promised to try, just like she had in her dream, to bring back light and beauty to its wilted leaves by being what the Fairy hoped she would be—a patient, gentle little girl. And as that thought crossed her mind, the flower lifted its drooping head, and looking up at her earnest little face, seemed to respond to Annie’s silent wish with its sweet fragrance, giving her strength for whatever lay ahead.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #738 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Meanwhile, the forest was alive with activity, birds chirped their cheerful good mornings from tree to tree, while leaves and flowers turned to welcome the sun, who rose up smiling upon the world; and so, beneath the forest branches and through the dewy fields, little Annie made her way home, feeling better and wiser from her dream.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #739 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Autumn flowers had faded away, yellow leaves rustled on the ground, bleak winds whistled through the bare trees, and cold, white snow of Winter fell gently; yet now, when everything outside seemed dark and dreary, the fairy flower bloomed even more beautifully on little Annie’s chest. The memory of her forest dream had never faded, and through challenges and temptations, she had stayed true and kept her promise unbroken; rarely now did the warning bell ring in her ears, and rarely did the flower’s fragrance stop surrounding her, or the fairy light stop brightening everything it touched.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #740 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So, throughout the long, cold winter, little Annie shone like a sunbeam in her home, each day becoming more enriched by the love of others and happier within herself; she was often tempted, but remembering her dream, she focused only on the music of the fairy bell. Any unkind thoughts or feelings slipped away, and the warm spirits of kindness and love found a home in her heart, making everything bright once more.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #741 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So the child grew better and happier, and the flower grew fairer and sweeter, until Spring came smiling over the earth, awakening the flowers, freeing the streams, and welcoming back the birds. Then, each day, the happy child sat among her flowers, hoping the gentle Elf would come again so she could express her gratitude for all the magic the gift had done.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #742 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, one day, as she sat singing in the sunny spot where all her prettiest flowers bloomed, tired from looking at the distant sky for the little figure she hoped would arrive, she leaned down to gaze with joyful love at her favorite flower; as she looked, its petals spread wide open, and slowly rising from the deep white cup was the smiling face of the beautiful Elf she had been waiting for so long.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #743 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Dear Annie, stop searching for me; I’m right here with you, for you’ve come to love what I’ve given you, and it has served its purpose well,” the Fairy said, gazing into the joyful child's shining face and wrapping her tiny arms gently around her neck.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #744 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And now I have brought another gift from Fairy-Land, as a perfect reward for you, dear child,” she said, when Annie expressed all her gratitude and love; then, touching the child with her shining wand, the Fairy asked her to look and listen quietly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #745 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And suddenly, everything felt different to Annie; the air was filled with strange, sweet sounds, and beautiful forms floated around her. In every flower, little smiling Elves sat, singing joyfully as they swayed among the leaves. On every breeze, bright, airy spirits drifted by; some brushed her cheek with their cool breath and waved her long hair back and forth, while others chimed the flower-bells and created a pleasant rustling in the leaves. In the fountain, where the water danced and sparkled in the sun, she saw merry little spirits perched on every drop, splashing and floating in the clear, cool waves, singing as happily as the flowers, showering them with glittering dew. The tall trees sang a low, dreamy melody as their branches rustled in the wind, while the swaying grass was filled with little voices she had never heard before. Butterflies whispered sweet stories in her ear, and birds sang cheerful songs in a lovely language she had never understood before. The earth and air felt full of beauty and music she had never imagined until now.</p>
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--- Block #746 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“O tell me what it means, dear Fairy! Is it another and a more beautiful dream, or is the earth really as lovely as this?” she cried, gazing with joyful wonder at the Elf, who lay on the flower in her chest.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #747 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes, it’s true, dear child,” replied the Fairy, “and very few mortals receive this beautiful gift; what is so full of music and light to you is just a nice summer world to others; they never understand the language of butterflies, birds, or flowers, and they’re blind to all that I’ve given you the ability to see. These lovely things are now your friends and playmates, and they will teach you many delightful lessons, bringing you countless happy hours; while the garden where you once sat, crying sad and bitter tears, is now brightened by your own happiness, filled with loving friends created by your own kind thoughts and feelings; and thus turned into a lovely summer home for the gentle, happy child, whose inner flower will never fade. And now, dear Annie, I must go; but every Spring, with the earliest flowers, I will return to visit you and bring some fairy gift. Take good care of the magic flower, so that I may find everything fair and bright when I come back next time.”</p>
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--- Block #748 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then, with a friendly goodbye, the gentle Fairy floated up through the sunny sky, smiling down at the child, until she disappeared into the soft, white clouds. Little Annie stood alone in her enchanted garden, where everything was illuminated by the radiant light and fragrant with the scent of her fairy flower.</p>
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--- Block #749 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When Moonlight ended, Summer-Wind put down her rose-leaf fan and, leaning back in her acorn cup, shared this story of</p>
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--- Block #750 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Down in the deep blue sea lived Ripple, a cheerful little Water Spirit. All day long, she danced beneath the coral arches, made garlands of vibrant ocean flowers, or floated on the big waves that sparkled in the sunlight. But the activity she loved the most was lying on the colorful shells along the shore, listening to the soft, murmuring music the waves had taught them long ago. Here, for hours, the little Spirit lay watching the sea and sky, while singing happily to herself.</p>
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--- Block #751 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But when storms hit, she quickly went below the rough waves, to where everything was calm and peaceful, and with her sister Spirits, she waited for the weather to improve, listening sadly to the cries of those who battled the wild waves and were thrown into the furious sea, and who soon drifted down, pale and cold, to the Spirits’ lovely home; then they shed sympathetic tears over the lifeless bodies and laid them in serene graves, where flowers bloomed and jewels glimmered in the sand.</p>
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--- Block #752 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>This was Ripple’s only sorrow, and she often thought of those who mourned for the friends they loved, who now rested deep in the quiet coral caves. She would have gladly saved the lives of those around her, but the vast ocean was much stronger than all the kind-hearted Spirits living within it. So, she could only cry for them and lay them down to rest where no harsh waves could hurt them again.</p>
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--- Block #753 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>One day, when a fierce storm raged everywhere, and the Spirits saw huge waves rolling like heavy clouds overhead, and heard the wild winds sounding in the distance, a little child floated down through the foaming waves to their home; its eyes were closed as if in sleep, the long hair flowed like seaweed around its pale, cold face, and the little hands still held the shells it had been gathering on the beach when the giant waves swept it into the turbulent sea.</p>
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--- Block #754 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>With gentle tears, the Spirits placed the little body to rest on its bed of flowers and sang soft, sorrowful songs to make its sleep more peaceful and deep. They watched over it with love until the storm had passed, and everything was quiet once more.</p>
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--- Block #755 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>While Ripple sang above the little child, she heard a wild, sorrowful voice through the distant roar of winds and waves, calling for help. She listened for a long time, thinking it was just the echo of their own sad song, but above the music, the sad, wailing cry continued. Then, quietly slipping away, she glided up through the foam and spray until the sunlight broke through the parting clouds, shining down on her from the calm sky. Guided by the mournful sound, she floated on, and there, close to the beach, she saw a woman reaching out her arms, pleading with a sad, imploring voice for the restless sea to return the little child it had so cruelly taken. But the waves crashed foamy against the bare rocks at her feet, mixing their cold spray with her tears and providing no answer to her plea.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #756 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When Ripple saw the mother’s grief, she wanted to comfort her; so, kneeling gently beside her on the shore, the little Spirit told her how her child lay peacefully sleeping, far down in a beautiful place, where sad tears were shed, and loving hands placed flowers over him. But it was all in vain; the crying mother only wept,—</p>
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--- Block #757 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Dear Spirit, can’t you cast a spell or use some magic to make the waves bring my child back, as full of life and strength as when they swept him away from me? Oh, please return my little child, or let me lie next to him in the depths of the cruel sea.”</p>
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--- Block #758 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'm more than happy to help you if I can, even though my power is limited; so stop worrying, because I will search both land and sea to find someone who can bring back everything you’ve lost. Keep watching the shore every day, and if I don’t return, then you’ll know my search was unsuccessful. Goodbye, dear mother, you will see your little child again if Fairy magic can bring him back.” And with these comforting words, Ripple dove into the sea; while, smiling through her tears, the woman watched the gentle Spirit until her bright crown disappeared in the waves.</p>
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--- Block #759 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When Ripple got home, she rushed to the Queen's palace and told her about the little child, the grieving mother, and the promise she had made.</p>
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--- Block #760 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Good little Ripple,” said the Queen, after she had told her everything, “your promise can never be fulfilled; there’s no power beneath the sea to cast this spell, and you can never get to the Fire-Spirits’ home to earn a flame that can bring the little body to life. I feel sorry for the poor mother and would love to help her; but unfortunately, I’m a Spirit just like you and can’t assist you in the way I wish I could.”</p>
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--- Block #761 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ah, dear Queen! If you had seen her sadness, you too would want to keep the promise I made. I can't let her wait for ME in vain until I've done my best: so tell me where the Fire-Spirits live, and I'll ask them for the flame that will bring life to the little child and great happiness to the sad, lonely mother: just tell me the way, and I’ll go.”</p>
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--- Block #762 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s way up in the sky, far beyond the sun, where no spirit has ever dared to go,” replied the Queen. “I can’t show you the way because it’s in the air. Please, Ripple, don’t go; you’ll never reach that faraway place: something bad will definitely happen; and then how will we live without our beloved, gentle spirit? Stay here with us in your comfy home and forget about this, because I can’t let you go.”</p>
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--- Block #763 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But Ripple wouldn’t break the promise she made, and she asked so sincerely, with such heartfelt words, that the Queen finally agreed with sadness. Ripple joyfully got ready to leave. She and her sister Spirits created a tomb of delicate, brightly colored shells for the child to rest in until she returned to bring him back to life. Then, asking them to keep a close watch over it, she said goodbye and bravely set off on her long, unknown journey, far away.</p>
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--- Block #764 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I will search the wide world until I find a way to the sun, or a friendly soul who will take me there; for, unfortunately! I have no wings, and can't glide through the blue sky like I would through the sea,” said Ripple to herself as she danced across the waves, which carried her quickly toward a faraway shore.</p>
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--- Block #765 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Long she traveled through the endless ocean, with no friends to cheer her on, except for the white sea-birds that glided by, occasionally stopping to dip their wide wings beside her before flying away silently. Sometimes, large ships passed by, and with longing eyes, the little Spirit looked up at the faces peering down at the sea; often they were kind and friendly, and she would have loved to call out to them and ask for their friendship. But they could never understand the strange, sweet language she spoke, nor would they see the beautiful face smiling at them from the waves; her blue, transparent clothes appeared as just water to their eyes, and the pearl chains in her hair seemed like foam and sparkling spray. So, wishing for the sea to be gentle with them, she silently continued on her way, leaving them far behind.</p>
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--- Block #766 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>At last, green hills came into view, and the waves happily carried the little Spirit along, until they gently lapped over the soft white sand and brought her to the lovely shore.</p>
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--- Block #767 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ah, what a beautiful place this is!” said Ripple, as she walked through sunny valleys, where flowers were starting to bloom and the young leaves rustled on the trees.</p>
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--- Block #768 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Why are you all so happy, dear birds?” she asked, as their cheerful voices echoed all around; “is there a festival happening on earth, that everything is so beautiful and bright?”</p>
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--- Block #769 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Don’t you know that Spring is on its way? The warm winds hinted at it days ago, and we’re learning the sweetest songs to welcome her when she arrives,” sang the lark, flying away as the music flowed from his little throat.</p>
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--- Block #770 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Will I see her, Violet, while she travels around the world?” Ripple asked again.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #771 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes, you’ll meet her soon because the sunlight told me she was close; let her know we can’t wait to see her again and are ready to welcome her back,” said the blue flower, dancing for joy on her stem as she nodded and smiled at the Spirit.</p>
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--- Block #772 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’ll ask Spring where the Fire-Spirits live; she travels the earth every year and can surely show me the way,” thought Ripple, as she continued on her journey.</p>
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--- Block #773 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Soon she saw Spring come smiling over the earth; sunbeams and breezes floated ahead, and then, with her white dress covered in flowers, with wreaths in her hair, and dew drops and seeds falling quickly from her hands, the beautiful season came singing by.</p>
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--- Block #774 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Dear Spring, will you listen and help a lonely little Spirit, who’s searching everywhere for the Fire-Spirits’ home?” cried Ripple; and then explained why she was there and asked her to share what she was looking for.</p>
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--- Block #775 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The home of the Fire-Spirits is really, really far away, and I can’t take you there; but Summer is coming after me,” said Spring, “and she might know better than I do. But I’ll give you a breeze to help you on your journey; it’ll never wear out or let you down, but will carry you smoothly over land and sea. Goodbye, little Spirit! I wish I could do more, but I have voices calling me from all around, and I can’t linger.”</p>
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--- Block #776 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thanks a lot, dear Spring!” cried Ripple, as she floated away on the breeze; “send a friendly word to the mother who’s waiting on the shore, and let her know I haven’t forgotten my promise, but I hope to see her again soon.”</p>
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--- Block #777 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Spring rushed on with her sunshine and flowers, and Ripple went quickly over hills and valleys until she arrived at the land where Summer lived. Here, the sun warmed the early fruit, the winds blew fresh over fields of fragrant hay, and rustled pleasantly among the green leaves in the forests; heavy dews gently fell at night, and long, bright days brought strength and beauty to the blossoming earth.</p>
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--- Block #778 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now I need to look for Summer,” said Ripple, as she floated slowly through the sunny sky.</p>
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--- Block #779 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m here, what do you want from me, little Spirit?” said a musical voice in her ear; and, floating by her side, she saw a graceful figure, with green robes fluttering in the air, whose friendly face looked kindly at her, from beneath a crown of golden sunbeams that cast a warm, bright glow on everything below.</p>
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--- Block #780 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Ripple shared her story and asked where she should go; but Summer replied,—</p>
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--- Block #781 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I can’t tell you any more than my younger sister Spring about where to find the Spirits you’re looking for; but like her, I’ll give you a gift to help. Take this sunbeam from my crown; it will brighten even the darkest path you walk. Goodbye! I’ll carry news of you to the watcher by the sea, if I find her there on my journey around the world.”</p>
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--- Block #782 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And Summer, sending her sunshine, faded away over the faraway hills, leaving everything green and vibrant in her wake.</p>
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--- Block #783 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So Ripple continued her journey until the land below her sparkled with golden harvests swaying in the sunlight, and the air was filled with joyful voices as the workers sang among the fields or in the lovely vineyards, where shiny purple fruit hung through the leaves. The sky above was clear, and the changing trees in the forest gleamed like a vibrant garland over the hills and plains. Here, along the ripening cornfields, with bright crowns of red leaves and golden wheat stalks in her hair and on her purple cloak, elegant Autumn moved by, wearing a happy smile on her serene face as she scattered generous gifts from her overflowing arms.</p>
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--- Block #784 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But when the wandering Spirit approached her and asked what she was looking for, this season, just like the others, couldn't direct her where to go; so, handing her a yellow leaf, Autumn said, as she continued on,—</p>
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--- Block #785 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ask Winter, little Ripple, when you visit his cold home; he knows the Fire-Spirits well, because when he arrives, they fly down to earth to warm and comfort the people there; maybe he can tell you where they are. So take this gift from me, and when you face his icy winds, wrap it around yourself and stay warm under its protection until you see the sunlight again. I will bring comfort to the patient woman, just like my sisters have already done, and let her know that you are still faithful.”</p>
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--- Block #786 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then the ever-moving Breeze continued on, over forests, hills, and fields, until the sky turned dark and cold winds whistled past. Ripple, wrapped in the soft, warm leaf, looked sadly down at the earth, which seemed so lifeless and quiet under its blanket of snow, and thought about how bitterly cold the leaves and flowers must be; for the little Water-Spirit didn’t realize that Winter laid a soft white cover over their beds so they could safely sleep below until Spring would wake them up again. So she continued on sorrowfully, until Winter, riding on the powerful North-Wind, rushed by, wearing a sparkling ice crown in his flowing hair, while from beneath his red cloak, where shimmering frostwork shone like silver threads, he spread snowflakes far and wide.</p>
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--- Block #787 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What do you want with me, lovely little Spirit, that you come so boldly here among my ice and snow? Don't be afraid; I’m warm at heart, even if I seem rough and cold on the outside,” said Winter, looking kindly at her, while a bright smile lit up his pleasant face, glowing and glistening in the frosty air.</p>
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--- Block #788 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When Ripple explained why she was there, he pointed up, where the sunlight faintly shone through the thick clouds, saying,—</p>
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--- Block #789 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Way over there, beside the sun, is the home of the Fire Spirits; and the only way up is through clouds and mist. It's a long, strange journey for a lonely little Spirit to make; the Fairies are wild and unpredictable, and in their play, they might hurt or bother you. Come back with me, and don’t take this risky trip to the sky. I’ll happily take you home again, if you’ll come.”</p>
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--- Block #790 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But Ripple said, “I can’t go back now, when I’m almost there. The Spirits definitely won’t hurt me when I explain why I’m here; and if I get the flame, I’ll be the happiest Spirit in the sea, because I’ll have kept my promise, and the poor mother will be happy again. So goodbye, Winter! Speak to her gently, and tell her to keep hoping, because I will definitely come.”</p>
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--- Block #791 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Goodbye, little Ripple! May good angels watch over you! Travel bravely on, and take this snowflake that will never melt, as MY gift,” Winter shouted, as the North Wind carried him away, leaving a trail of falling snow behind.</p>
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--- Block #792 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now, dear Breeze,” said Ripple, “fly straight up through the air, until we get to the place we've been searching for; Sunbeam will go ahead to light the way, Yellow-leaf will protect me from heat and rain, while Snow-flake will stay here beside me until it’s needed. So goodbye to the lovely earth, until we return. And now, let’s go, up to the sun!”</p>
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--- Block #793 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When Ripple first started her light journey, everything was dark and gloomy; thick clouds were stacked like hills around her, and a cold mist filled the air. But the Sunbeam, like a star, illuminated the path, the leaf wrapped warmly around her, and the tireless wind blew quickly on. They floated higher and higher, while the air grew darker and darker, the damp mist gathered closer, and the black clouds rolled and tossed like huge waves, back and forth.</p>
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--- Block #794 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ah!” sighed the tired little Spirit, “will I never see the light again or feel the warm winds on my cheek? It’s such a gloomy path, and if it weren't for the Seasons’ gifts, I would have faded away a long time ago; but the dark clouds MUST clear away eventually, and everything will be bright again. So hurry along, good Breeze, and get me quickly to my destination.”</p>
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--- Block #795 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Soon, the cold mist cleared from her path, and the sunshine shone on her warmly; so she happily continued on until she found herself among the stars, where many new and strange sights awaited. With curious eyes, she looked at the bright worlds that once seemed faint and distant when she gazed at them from the sea; but now they floated around her, some glowing with a soft radiance, others encircled by bright, colorful rings, while others burned with a fierce red glare. Ripple would have loved to stay and watch them longer, for she imagined soft, sweet voices calling her, and beautiful faces seemed to gaze at her as she passed; but higher up, closer to the sun, she spotted a distant light that sparkled like a brilliant crimson star, casting a rosy glow across the sky.</p>
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--- Block #796 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The Fire Spirits have to be there, and I can't stay here any longer,” said Ripple. She floated on steadily until a wide, bright path appeared right in front of her, leading up to a golden arch, beyond which she could see figures moving around. As she got closer, the sky became brighter, and the air grew hotter and hotter until Ripple’s leaf cloak shriveled up and could no longer protect her from the heat. Then she opened up the white snowflake and happily wrapped the soft, cool mantle around her before entering through the shining arch.</p>
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--- Block #797 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Through the red mist that surrounded her, she could see tall walls of shifting light, where orange, blue, and violet flames flickered back and forth, creating graceful shapes as they danced and glowed; and beneath these rainbow arches, little Spirits glided, near and far, wearing crowns of fire, under which their wild, bright eyes flashed; and as they spoke, sparks quickly fell from their lips. Ripple saw with wonder, through their translucent garments, that each Fairy's heart held a steady flame that never wavered or went out.</p>
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--- Block #798 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As she stood there, the Spirits gathered around her, and their hot breath could have burned her, but she pulled the snow-cloak tighter around her, saying,—</p>
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--- Block #799 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Take me to your Queen so I can explain why I’m here and request what I need.”</p>
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--- Block #800 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So, through long corridors filled with colorful flames, they took her to a Spirit more beautiful than the others, whose crown of fire swayed like golden feathers, while the light within her chest shone bright and strong beneath her violet robe.</p>
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--- Block #801 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“This is our Queen,” the Spirits said, bowing low before her, as she turned her bright eyes toward the stranger they had brought.</p>
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--- Block #802 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Ripple shared how she had traveled the world searching for them, how the Seasons had generously assisted her by providing Sunbeam, Breeze, Leaf, and Flake; and how, despite many dangers, she had finally come to ask them for the magic flame that could bring the little child back to life.</p>
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--- Block #803 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>When she finished her story, the spirits whispered seriously to each other, and sparks fell rapidly with every word; finally, the Fire-Queen said out loud,—</p>
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--- Block #804 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We can’t give you the flame you’re asking for, because each of us must take it from our own hearts; and we won’t do that, because the brighter our inner fire burns, the more beautiful we become. So please don’t ask us for this; but we will gladly offer you any other gift, because we care about you and want to help you if we can.”</p>
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--- Block #805 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But Ripple asked for nothing else and, crying softly, pleaded with them not to send her back without the gift she had traveled so far to get.</p>
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--- Block #806 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“O dear, warm-hearted Spirits! Please share a little light from your own hearts, and I’m sure it will shine even brighter because of this generous act; and I will happily repay you if I can.” As she said this, the Queen, who had noticed the chain of jewels Ripple wore around her neck, responded,—</p>
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--- Block #807 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“If you give me those bright, sparkling stones, I’ll share some of my own fire with you; we don’t have such beautiful things to wear around our necks, and I really want them. Will you trade them for what I’m offering, little Spirit?”</p>
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--- Block #808 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Joyfully, Ripple handed her the chain; but as soon as it touched her hand, the jewels melted like snow and fell in bright drops to the ground. At this, the Queen’s eyes flashed, and the Spirits gathered angrily around poor Ripple, who sadly looked at the broken chain and thought in vain about what she could offer to get the thing she desired so desperately.</p>
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--- Block #809 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I have many prettier gems than these, in my home beneath the sea; and I will collect all I can from far and wide if you grant my request and give me what I’m looking for,” she said, turning gently to the fiery Spirits, who were swirling around her fiercely.</p>
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--- Block #810 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You need to bring each of us a jewel that won't disappear from our hands like these have,” they said, “and we will share our fire; and when the child is brought to life, you must gather all the jewels you can find from the depths of the sea, so we can test them here in the flames; but if they melt away like these, then we will keep you prisoner until you return the light we gave you. If you agree to this, then take our gift and go back home; but make sure you come back, or we will come looking for you.”</p>
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--- Block #811 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And Ripple said she would agree, even though she didn’t know if the jewels could be found; still, thinking of the promise she had made, she forgot everything else and told the Spirits that what they asked would definitely be done. So each one gave a bit of the fire from their hearts and placed the flame in a crystal vase, through which it shone and sparkled like a star.</p>
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--- Block #812 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then, reminding her to keep all her promises to them, they led her to the golden arch and said goodbye.</p>
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--- Block #813 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So, she made her way down the glowing path, through mist and cloud, back to where she came from; until, far below, she saw the wide blue ocean she had left so long ago.</p>
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--- Block #814 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Gladly, she dove into the clear, cool waves and floated back to her lovely home, where the Spirits joyfully gathered around her, listening with tears and smiles as she shared all her many adventures and showed them the crystal vase she had brought.</p>
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--- Block #815 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Come on,” they said, “and finish the good work you've bravely continued.” So they went to the quiet tomb, where the little child lay like a cold, still marble statue. Ripple placed the flame on his chest and watched it gleam and sparkle there, as light slowly returned to the once dim eyes, a rosy glow spread over the pale face, and breath flowed through the parted lips; the magic fire burned brighter and warmer until the child awoke from his long sleep and looked up in smiling wonder at the faces leaning over him.</p>
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--- Block #816 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Ripple sang with joy, and, along with her sister Spirits, dressed the child in lovely clothes made from colorful seaweed. They adorned his shining hair with long garlands of their most beautiful flowers and draped chains of bright shells around his little arms.</p>
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--- Block #817 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now come with us, dear child,” said Ripple; “we’ll take you safely up into the sunlight and the fresh air; for this isn’t your home, and over there, on the shore, a caring friend is waiting for you.”</p>
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--- Block #818 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>So up they went, through foam and spray, until they reached the beach, where the fresh winds danced through her flowing hair, and the waves broke sparkling at her feet. The lonely mother stood there, gazing longingly across the sea. Suddenly, on a big blue wave that came rolling in, she saw the Water-Spirits smiling at her; and high above, in their bright white arms, her child reached out his hands to welcome her, while the little voice she had missed so much called out cheerfully,—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #819 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Look, dear mother, I’ve arrived; and see what beautiful things the gentle Spirits gave me to make me look more beautiful to you.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #820 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then gently the huge wave broke and rolled back to the sea, leaving Ripple on the shore and the child wrapped in his mother’s arms.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #821 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“O faithful little Spirit! I would happily give you a valuable gift to show my gratitude for this kind deed; but I have nothing except this chain of little pearls: they are the tears I shed, and the sea has transformed them like this, so I could offer them to you,” the happy mother said, after her initial joy had settled, and Ripple turned to leave.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #822 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yes, I will happily wear your gift and see it as my most beautiful ornament,” the Water-Spirit said; and with the pearls on her chest, she left the shore, where the child was playing joyfully back and forth, and the mother’s happy smile beamed upon her until she disappeared beneath the waves.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #823 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And now another task had to be done; she had to keep her promise to the Fire-Spirits. She searched far and wide among the ocean's caves and collected all the brightest jewels sparkling there; and then she set off again with her loyal Breeze, traveling through the sky.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #824 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The Spirits happily welcomed her and took her to the Queen, where she poured out the sparkling gems she had gathered with so much effort and care. But when the Spirits tried to make them into crowns, they slipped through their fingers like colored drops of dew. Ripple watched in fear and sadness as they melted away one by one until none of the many she had brought were left. Then the Fire-Spirits looked at her in anger, and when she pleaded with them to be merciful and let her try again, saying,—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #825 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Don’t keep me trapped here. I can’t handle the flames that sustain you, and if it weren’t for this blanket of snow, I would fade away and disappear like the jewels in your hands. Oh dear Spirits, give me another task, but let me leave this warm place, where everything feels strange and frightening to a Spirit of the sea.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #826 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They wouldn’t listen and got closer, saying, while bright sparks flew from their lips, “We won’t let you go because you promised to be ours if the gems you brought turned out to be worthless. So throw away this cold white cloak, jump in the fire fountains with us, and help us bring back to our embrace the light we gave you for the child.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #827 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Ripple collapsed onto the scorching floor, realizing that her life was almost over; she knew the hot air of the fire palace would be fatal for her. The Spirits gathered around and started to pull off her cloak; but underneath, they saw the pearl chain, glowing with a clear, soft light that shone even brighter when they touched it.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #828 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“O give us this!” they cried; “it’s way more beautiful than everything else, and it doesn’t disappear like the others do; and look how brightly it sparkles in our hands. If we can just have this, everything will be fine, and you’ll be free once again.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #829 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And Ripple, safe again under her snowflake, happily gave them the chain and explained that the pearls they now wore proudly on their chests were made from tears that might still be flowing if it weren't for them. Then the Spirits smiled warmly at her and wanted to wrap their arms around her and kiss her cheek, but she stepped back, saying that every touch from them felt like a wound to her.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #830 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then, if we can’t express our joy like that, we’ll show it in another way and wish you a happy journey home. Join us,” the Spirits said, “and see the beautiful path we’ve created for you.” They took her to the tall gate, and there, from the sky to the ground, a stunning rainbow stretched its vibrant colors in the sunlight.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #831 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“This is such a nice path,” said Ripple. “Thank you, kind Spirits, for your help; and now goodbye. I would love to stay longer, but we can't stay together, and I’m really missing my cool home. Now Sunbeam, Breeze, Leaf, and Flake, go back to the Seasons where you came from, and let them know that, thanks to their thoughtful gifts, Ripple’s work is finally finished.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #832 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then down along the shining path laid out before her, the cheerful little Spirit glided to the sea.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #833 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #834 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thanks, dear Summer-Wind,” said the Queen; “we will remember the lessons you have each taught us, and when we meet again in Fern Dale, you can share more with us. And now, dear Trip, call them from the lake, because the moon is setting quickly, and we need to hurry home.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #835 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The Elves gathered around their Queen, and while the rustling leaves were quiet, and the sweet sounds of the flowers combined with their own, they sang this</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #836 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The moonlight fades from the flowers and trees,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the stars dim one by one;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The story is told, the song is sung,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the Fairy feast is over.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The night breeze rocks the sleeping flowers,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sings to them, soft and low.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The early birds will soon wake:</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1em">It’s time for the Elves to leave.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #837 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The moonlight fades from the flowers and trees,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The moonlight fades from the flowers and trees,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The moonlight dims on the flowers and trees,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The moonlight dims on the flowers and trees,</span>



----------



--- Block #838 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the stars dim one by one;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And the stars dim one by one;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And the stars fade away one by one;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the stars fade away one by one;</span>



----------



--- Block #839 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The story is told, the song is sung,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The story is told, the song is sung,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The story is told, the song is sung,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The story is told, the song is sung,</span>



----------



--- Block #840 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the Fairy feast is over.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And the Fairy feast is over.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And the Fairy feast has ended.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the Fairy feast has ended.</span>



----------



--- Block #841 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The night breeze rocks the sleeping flowers,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The night breeze rocks the sleeping flowers,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The night breeze sways the sleeping flowers,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The night breeze sways the sleeping flowers,</span>



----------



--- Block #842 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sings to them, soft and low.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And sings to them, soft and low.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And sings to them, gently and softly.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sings to them, gently and softly.</span>



----------



--- Block #843 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The early birds will soon wake:</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The early birds will soon wake:



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The early birds will wake up soon:



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The early birds will wake up soon:</span>



----------



--- Block #844 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1em">It’s time for the Elves to leave.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

It’s time for the Elves to leave.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

It’s time for the Elves to go.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1em">It’s time for the Elves to go.</span>



----------



--- Block #845 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Over the sleeping earth we silently move,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Unseen by human eyes,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And send sweet dreams as we gently float</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through the calm moonlit sky;—</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For only the stars' soft eyes can see,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And only the flowers may understand,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The feasts we hold, the stories we share:</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">So it’s time for the Elves to leave.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #846 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Over the sleeping earth we silently move,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Over the sleeping earth we silently move,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

We quietly glide over the sleeping earth,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">We quietly glide over the sleeping earth,</span>



----------



--- Block #847 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Unseen by human eyes,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Unseen by human eyes,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Unseen by human eyes,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Unseen by human eyes,</span>



----------



--- Block #848 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And send sweet dreams as we gently float</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And send sweet dreams as we gently float



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And send sweet dreams as we softly drift



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And send sweet dreams as we softly drift</span>



----------



--- Block #849 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through the calm moonlit sky;—</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Through the calm moonlit sky;—



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Through the peaceful moonlit sky;—



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through the peaceful moonlit sky;—</span>



----------



--- Block #850 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For only the stars' soft eyes can see,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

For only the stars' soft eyes can see,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

For only the gentle eyes of the stars can see,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For only the gentle eyes of the stars can see,</span>



----------



--- Block #851 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And only the flowers may understand,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And only the flowers may understand,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And only the flowers might understand,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And only the flowers might understand,</span>



----------



--- Block #852 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The feasts we hold, the stories we share:</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The feasts we hold, the stories we share:



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The meals we have, the stories we tell:



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The meals we have, the stories we tell:</span>



----------



--- Block #853 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">So it’s time for the Elves to leave.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

So it’s time for the Elves to leave.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

So it's time for the Elves to go.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">So it's time for the Elves to go.</span>



----------



--- Block #854 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">From birds, and flowers, and bees,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">We learn the lessons they share;</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And try, through kind actions, to earn</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A loving friend everywhere.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And even though we’re unseen on earth,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Soft voices whisper softly,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And gentle hearts joyfully welcome</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The Elves wherever they go.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #855 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">From birds, and flowers, and bees,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

From birds, and flowers, and bees,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

From birds, flowers, and bees,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">From birds, flowers, and bees,</span>



----------



--- Block #856 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">We learn the lessons they share;</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

We learn the lessons they share;



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

We take in the lessons they teach;



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">We take in the lessons they teach;</span>



----------



--- Block #857 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And try, through kind actions, to earn</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And try, through kind actions, to earn



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And make an effort, through kind actions, to earn



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And make an effort, through kind actions, to earn</span>



----------



--- Block #858 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A loving friend everywhere.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

A loving friend everywhere.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

A caring friend everywhere.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A caring friend everywhere.</span>



----------



--- Block #859 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And even though we’re unseen on earth,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And even though we’re unseen on earth,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And even though we’re not visible on earth,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And even though we’re not visible on earth,</span>



----------



--- Block #860 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Soft voices whisper softly,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Soft voices whisper softly,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Gentle voices whisper softly,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Gentle voices whisper softly,</span>



----------



--- Block #861 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And gentle hearts joyfully welcome</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And gentle hearts joyfully welcome



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And kind hearts happily welcome



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And kind hearts happily welcome</span>



----------



--- Block #862 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The Elves wherever they go.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The Elves wherever they go.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The Elves wherever they go.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The Elves wherever they go.</span>



----------



--- Block #863 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">When we meet again in the Fairy dell,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">May the soft light of the silver moon</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Shine on our faces just as brightly as now,</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And keep our Elfin hearts light.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now spread your wings, for the eastern sky</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will soon glow with sunlight.</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The morning star will guide us home:</span><br/>

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Farewell! The Elves must go.</span><br/></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #864 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">When we meet again in the Fairy dell,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

When we meet again in the Fairy dell,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

When we meet again in the Fairy dell,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">When we meet again in the Fairy dell,</span>



----------



--- Block #865 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">May the soft light of the silver moon</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

May the soft light of the silver moon



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

May the gentle light of the silver moon



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">May the gentle light of the silver moon</span>



----------



--- Block #866 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Shine on our faces just as brightly as now,</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 9

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Shine on our faces just as brightly as now,



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Shine on our faces just as brightly as you do now,



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Shine on our faces just as brightly as you do now,</span>



----------



--- Block #867 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And keep our Elfin hearts light.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 6

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

And keep our Elfin hearts light.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

And keep our Elfin hearts cheerful.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And keep our Elfin hearts cheerful.</span>



----------



--- Block #868 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now spread your wings, for the eastern sky</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 8

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Now spread your wings, for the eastern sky



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Now spread your wings, for the eastern sky.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now spread your wings, for the eastern sky.</span>



----------



--- Block #869 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will soon glow with sunlight.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Will soon glow with sunlight.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Will soon shine with sunlight.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will soon shine with sunlight.</span>



----------



--- Block #870 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The morning star will guide us home:</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 7

Chosen Prompt: long



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

The morning star will guide us home:



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

The morning star will lead us home:



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The morning star will lead us home:</span>



----------



--- Block #871 (span) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Farewell! The Elves must go.</span>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Farewell! The Elves must go.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Goodbye! The Elves have to leave.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Goodbye! The Elves have to leave.</span>



----------



--- Block #872 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As the music stopped, the Elves gently spread their shimmering wings and quietly flew over the sleeping earth. The flowers shut their bright petals, the gentle winds hushed, because the celebration was over and the Fairy lessons had finished.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



=== LINE-BY-LINE COMPARISON ===

Line 1 (ORIG): <!DOCTYPE html>

Line 1 (NEW):  <!DOCTYPE html>

-----

Line 2 (ORIG): 

Line 2 (NEW):  

-----

Line 3 (ORIG): <html lang="en">

Line 3 (NEW):  <html lang="en">

-----

Line 4 (ORIG): <body><section class="pg-boilerplate pgheader" id="pg-header" lang="en"></section><div style="margin-top:2em; margin-bottom:4em"></div>

Line 4 (NEW):  <body><section class="pg-boilerplate pgheader" id="pg-header" lang="en"></section><div style="margin-top:2em; margin-bottom:4em"></div>

-----

Line 5 (ORIG): <div class="fig" style="width:55%;">

Line 5 (NEW):  <div class="fig" style="width:55%;">

-----

Line 6 (ORIG): <img alt="[Illustration]" id="img_images_cover.jpg" src="images/cover.jpg" style="width:100%;"/>

Line 6 (NEW):  <img alt="[Illustration]" id="img_images_cover.jpg" src="images/cover.jpg" style="width:100%;"/>

-----

Line 7 (ORIG): </div>

Line 7 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 8 (ORIG): <h1>Flower Fables</h1>

Line 8 (NEW):  <h1>Flower Fables</h1>

-----

Line 9 (ORIG): <h2 class="no-break">by Louisa May Alcott</h2>

Line 9 (NEW):  <h2 class="no-break">by Louisa May Alcott</h2>

-----

Line 10 (ORIG): <hr/>

Line 10 (NEW):  <hr/>

-----

Line 11 (ORIG): <h2>Contents</h2>

Line 11 (NEW):  <h2>Contents</h2>

-----

Line 12 (ORIG): <table style="">

Line 12 (NEW):  <table style="">

-----

Line 13 (ORIG): <tbody><tr>

Line 13 (NEW):  <tbody><tr>

-----

Line 14 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap01">FLOWER FABLES</a></td>

Line 14 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap01">FLOWER FABLES</a></td>

-----

Line 15 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 15 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 16 (ORIG): <tr>

Line 16 (NEW):  <tr>

-----

Line 17 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap02">The Frost King: or, The Power of Love</a></td>

Line 17 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap02">The Frost King: or, The Power of Love</a></td>

-----

Line 18 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 18 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 19 (ORIG): <tr>

Line 19 (NEW):  <tr>

-----

Line 20 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap03">Eva’s Visit to Fairy-Land</a></td>

Line 20 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap03">Eva’s Visit to Fairy-Land</a></td>

-----

Line 21 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 21 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 22 (ORIG): <tr>

Line 22 (NEW):  <tr>

-----

Line 23 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap04">The Flower’s Lesson</a></td>

Line 23 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap04">The Flower’s Lesson</a></td>

-----

Line 24 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 24 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 25 (ORIG): <tr>

Line 25 (NEW):  <tr>

-----

Line 26 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap05">Lily-Bell and Thistledown</a></td>

Line 26 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap05">Lily-Bell and Thistledown</a></td>

-----

Line 27 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 27 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 28 (ORIG): <tr>

Line 28 (NEW):  <tr>

-----

Line 29 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap06">Little Bud</a></td>

Line 29 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap06">Little Bud</a></td>

-----

Line 30 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 30 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 31 (ORIG): <tr>

Line 31 (NEW):  <tr>

-----

Line 32 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap07">Clover-Blossom</a></td>

Line 32 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap07">Clover-Blossom</a></td>

-----

Line 33 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 33 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 34 (ORIG): <tr>

Line 34 (NEW):  <tr>

-----

Line 35 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap08">Little Annie’s Dream: or, The Fairy Flower</a></td>

Line 35 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap08">Little Annie’s Dream: or, The Fairy Flower</a></td>

-----

Line 36 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 36 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 37 (ORIG): <tr>

Line 37 (NEW):  <tr>

-----

Line 38 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap09">Ripple, the Water-Spirit</a></td>

Line 38 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap09">Ripple, the Water-Spirit</a></td>

-----

Line 39 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 39 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 40 (ORIG): <tr>

Line 40 (NEW):  <tr>

-----

Line 41 (ORIG): <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap10">Fairy Song</a></td>

Line 41 (NEW):  <td> <a class="pginternal" href="#chap10">Fairy Song</a></td>

-----

Line 42 (ORIG): </tr>

Line 42 (NEW):  </tr>

-----

Line 43 (ORIG): </tbody></table>

Line 43 (NEW):  </tbody></table>

-----

Line 44 (ORIG): <p class="poem">“Thinking about shadows, colors, clouds<br/>

Line 44 (NEW):  <p class="poem">“Thinking about shadows, colors, clouds<br/>

-----

Line 45 (ORIG): Grass sprouts, and caterpillar coverings<br/>

Line 45 (NEW):  Grass sprouts, and caterpillar coverings<br/>

-----

Line 46 (ORIG): Branches where the wild bees land,<br/>

Line 46 (NEW):  Branches where the wild bees land,<br/>

-----

Line 47 (ORIG): Colors that mark the violet’s petal.”<br/>

Line 47 (NEW):  Colors that mark the violet’s petal.”<br/>

-----

Line 48 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 13em">EMERSON’S WOOD-NOTES.</span><br/></p>

Line 48 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 13em">EMERSON'S WOOD NOTES.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 49 (ORIG): <p class="center">TO<br/>

Line 49 (NEW):  <p class="center">TO<br/>

-----

Line 50 (ORIG): ELLEN EMERSON,<br/>

Line 50 (NEW):  ELLEN EMERSON,<br/>

-----

Line 51 (ORIG): FOR WHOM THEY WERE CREATED,<br/>

Line 51 (NEW):  FOR WHOM THEY WERE CREATED,<br/>

-----

Line 52 (ORIG): THESE FLOWER STORIES<br/>

Line 52 (NEW):  THESE FLOWER STORIES<br/>

-----

Line 53 (ORIG): ARE DEDICATED,<br/>

Line 53 (NEW):  ARE DEDICATED,<br/>

-----

Line 54 (ORIG): BY HER FRIEND,</p>

Line 54 (NEW):  BY HER FRIEND,</p>

-----

Line 55 (ORIG): <p><span style="margin-left: 20em">THE AUTHOR.</span><br/></p>

Line 55 (NEW):  <p><span style="margin-left: 20em">THE AUTHOR.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 56 (ORIG): <p>Boston, Dec. 9, 1854.</p>

Line 56 (NEW):  <p>Boston, December 9, 1854.</p>

-----

Line 57 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 57 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 58 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap01"></a>FLOWER FABLES.</h2>

Line 58 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap01"></a>FLOWER FABLES.</h2>

-----

Line 59 (ORIG): <p>The summer moon shone brightly down on the sleeping earth, while far from human sight, the Fairy folk danced. Fireflies hung in glowing clusters on the dewy leaves, which swayed in the cool night breeze; and the flowers watched in amazement at the little Elves, who lounged among the ferns, swung from the vine branches, floated on the lake in lily cups, or danced on the mossy ground, to the music of the harebells, ringing out their happiest chime in celebration of the night.</p>

Line 59 (NEW):  <p>The summer moon shone brightly down on the sleeping earth, while far from human sight, the Fairy folk danced. Fireflies hung in glowing clusters on the dewy leaves, which swayed in the cool night breeze; and the flowers watched in amazement at the little Elves, who lounged among the ferns, swung from the vine branches, floated on the lake in lily cups, or danced on the mossy ground, to the music of the harebells, ringing out their happiest chime in celebration of the night.</p>

-----

Line 60 (ORIG): <p>Under the shade of a wild rose sat the Queen and her little Maids of Honor, next to the silvery mushroom where the feast was laid out.</p>

Line 60 (NEW):  <p>Under the shade of a wild rose sat the Queen and her little Maids of Honor, next to the silvery mushroom where the feast was laid out.</p>

-----

Line 61 (ORIG): <p>“Now, my friends,” she said, “to pass the time until the bright moon sets, let’s each share a story or talk about what we’ve done or learned today. I’ll start with you, Sunny Lock,” she added, turning to a lovely little Elf who was resting among the fragrant leaves of a primrose.</p>

Line 61 (NEW):  <p>“Now, my friends,” she said, “to pass the time until the bright moon sets, let’s each share a story or talk about what we’ve done or learned today. I’ll start with you, Sunny Lock,” she added, turning to a lovely little Elf who was resting among the fragrant leaves of a primrose.</p>

-----

Line 62 (ORIG): <p>With a cheerful smile, “Sunny Lock” started her story.</p>

Line 62 (NEW):  <p>With a cheerful smile, “Sunny Lock” started her story.</p>

-----

Line 63 (ORIG): <p>“As I painted the vibrant petals of a bluebell, it shared this story with me.”</p>

Line 63 (NEW):  <p>“As I painted the vibrant petals of a bluebell, it shared this story with me.”</p>

-----

Line 64 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 64 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 65 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 65 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 66 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap02"></a>

Line 66 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap02"></a>

-----

Line 67 (ORIG): THE FROST-KING:<br/>

Line 67 (NEW):  THE FROST-KING:<br/>

-----

Line 68 (ORIG): OR,<br/>

Line 68 (NEW):  OR,<br/>

-----

Line 69 (ORIG): THE POWER OF LOVE.

Line 69 (NEW):  THE POWER OF LOVE.

-----

Line 70 (ORIG): </h2>

Line 70 (NEW):  </h2>

-----

Line 71 (ORIG): <p>Three little fairies sat in the fields eating their breakfast; each one among the leaves of her favorite flower, Daisy, Primrose, and Violet, were as happy as elves could be.</p>

Line 71 (NEW):  <p>Three little fairies sat in the fields eating their breakfast; each one among the leaves of her favorite flower, Daisy, Primrose, and Violet, were as happy as elves could be.</p>

-----

Line 72 (ORIG): <p>The morning breeze gently rocked them back and forth, and the sun shone warmly on the dewy grass, where butterflies spread their colorful wings, and bees buzzed with their deep voices among the flowers; while the little birds hopped around happily to check them out.</p>

Line 72 (NEW):  <p>The morning breeze gently rocked them back and forth, and the sun shone warmly on the dewy grass, where butterflies spread their colorful wings, and bees buzzed with their deep voices among the flowers; while the little birds hopped around happily to check them out.</p>

-----

Line 73 (ORIG): <p>On a shiny mushroom was laid out breakfast; tiny flower-dust cakes rested on a large green leaf, next to a red strawberry, which, combined with sugar from the violet and cream from the yellow milkweed, created a magical meal, and their drink was the dew from the flowers' vibrant leaves.</p>

Line 73 (NEW):  <p>On a shiny mushroom was laid out breakfast; tiny flower-dust cakes rested on a large green leaf, next to a red strawberry, which, combined with sugar from the violet and cream from the yellow milkweed, created a magical meal, and their drink was the dew from the flowers' vibrant leaves.</p>

-----

Line 74 (ORIG): <p>“Ah, me,” sighed Primrose, leaning back lazily, “how warm the sun is! Give me another piece of strawberry, and then I need to hurry off to the shade of the ferns. But while I eat, tell me, dear Violet, why does everyone seem so sad? I can hardly remember seeing a happy face since I got back from Rose Land; dear friend, what does it mean?”</p>

Line 74 (NEW):  <p>“Ah, me,” sighed Primrose, leaning back lazily, “how warm the sun is! Give me another piece of strawberry, and then I need to hurry off to the shade of the ferns. But while I eat, tell me, dear Violet, why does everyone seem so sad? I can hardly remember seeing a happy face since I got back from Rose Land; dear friend, what does it mean?”</p>

-----

Line 75 (ORIG): <p>“I’ll tell you,” replied little Violet, tears forming in her soft eyes. “Our good Queen is always trying to protect the lovely flowers from the cruel Frost-King; she has tried many methods, but they’ve all failed. She has sent messengers to his court with expensive gifts, but they’ve all come back weak from a lack of sunlight, tired and sad; we have taken care of them, ignoring the sun or rain, but still his dark spirits do their damage, and we are left to mourn our ruined blossoms. We have fought hard, but it’s been in vain; and tonight our Queen is having her last council. That’s why we are sad, dear Primrose, because she has worked so hard for us, and we can do nothing to help or advise her now.”</p>

Line 75 (NEW):  <p>“I’ll tell you,” replied little Violet, tears forming in her soft eyes. “Our good Queen is always trying to protect the lovely flowers from the cruel Frost-King; she has tried many methods, but they’ve all failed. She has sent messengers to his court with expensive gifts, but they’ve all come back weak from a lack of sunlight, tired and sad; we have taken care of them, ignoring the sun or rain, but still his dark spirits do their damage, and we are left to mourn our ruined blossoms. We have fought hard, but it’s been in vain; and tonight our Queen is having her last council. That’s why we are sad, dear Primrose, because she has worked so hard for us, and we can do nothing to help or advise her now.”</p>

-----

Line 76 (ORIG): <p>“It’s really a harsh thing,” her friend replied, “but since we can’t change it, we have to endure it patiently and not let other people’s sadness ruin our happiness. But, dear sisters, don’t you see how high the sun is getting? I need to curl my hair and get my dress ready for the evening; so I have to go, or I’ll end up looking like a dried-up leaf in this warm light.” With that, she grabbed a little mushroom to use as a parasol and flew away; Daisy soon followed, leaving Violet alone.</p>

Line 76 (NEW):  <p>“It’s really a harsh thing,” her friend replied, “but since we can’t change it, we have to endure it patiently and not let other people’s sadness ruin our happiness. But, dear sisters, don’t you see how high the sun is getting? I need to curl my hair and get my dress ready for the evening; so I have to go, or I’ll end up looking like a dried-up leaf in this warm light.” With that, she grabbed a little mushroom to use as a parasol and flew away; Daisy soon followed, leaving Violet alone.</p>

-----

Line 77 (ORIG): <p>Then she set the table again, and the busy ant and bee, cheerful butterfly and bird came without hesitation; even the poor blind mole and humble worm were included; and with kind words she shared with all, while each learned something from their tiny teacher; and the love that brightened her own heart radiated equally to everyone.</p>

Line 77 (NEW):  <p>Then she set the table again, and the busy ant and bee, cheerful butterfly and bird came without hesitation; even the poor blind mole and humble worm were included; and with kind words she shared with all, while each learned something from their tiny teacher; and the love that brightened her own heart radiated equally to everyone.</p>

-----

Line 78 (ORIG): <p>The ant and bee learned generosity, the butterfly and bird learned contentment, the mole and worm found confidence in the love of others; and each returned home feeling improved by the time they had spent with Violet.</p>

Line 78 (NEW):  <p>The ant and bee learned generosity, the butterfly and bird learned contentment, the mole and worm found confidence in the love of others; and each returned home feeling improved by the time they had spent with Violet.</p>

-----

Line 79 (ORIG): <p>Evening arrived, bringing with it groups of Elves to advise their beloved Queen, who sat on her mossy throne, gazing with concern at the crowd below, whose sparkling wings and flowing robes shined like a patchwork of colorful flowers.</p>

Line 79 (NEW):  <p>Evening arrived, bringing with it groups of Elves to advise their beloved Queen, who sat on her mossy throne, gazing with concern at the crowd below, whose sparkling wings and flowing robes shined like a patchwork of colorful flowers.</p>

-----

Line 80 (ORIG): <p>At last she got up, and in the deep silence said this:—</p>

Line 80 (NEW):  <p>At last she got up, and in the deep silence said this:—</p>

-----

Line 81 (ORIG): <p>“Dear children, let’s not get tired of doing good work, even though it can be tough and exhausting; think of the many little hearts that, in their sadness, look to us for help. What would the green earth be without its beautiful flowers, and how lonely would our home be! Their beauty lights up our hearts, and their love fills us with sweet thoughts. Should we really leave them to wither away, uncared for and alone? They give us everything; shouldn’t we work tirelessly so they can thrive in peace within their quiet homes? We’ve tried to win the affection of the harsh Frost-King, but it's been pointless; his heart is as hard as his own icy territory; no love can thaw it, no kindness can bring it back to warmth and happiness. So how can we protect our delicate blossoms from his cruel spirits? Who will offer us advice? Who will be our messenger one last time? Speak, my subjects.”</p>

Line 81 (NEW):  <p>“Dear children, let’s not get tired of doing good work, even though it can be tough and exhausting; think of the many little hearts that, in their sadness, look to us for help. What would the green earth be without its beautiful flowers, and how lonely would our home be! Their beauty lights up our hearts, and their love fills us with sweet thoughts. Should we really leave them to wither away, uncared for and alone? They give us everything; shouldn’t we work tirelessly so they can thrive in peace within their quiet homes? We’ve tried to win the affection of the harsh Frost-King, but it's been pointless; his heart is as hard as his own icy territory; no love can thaw it, no kindness can bring it back to warmth and happiness. So how can we protect our delicate blossoms from his cruel spirits? Who will offer us advice? Who will be our messenger one last time? Speak, my subjects.”</p>

-----

Line 82 (ORIG): <p>Then a loud murmuring began, and many people spoke, some advocating for more expensive gifts, some for war; and those who were afraid advised patience and compliance.</p>

Line 82 (NEW):  <p>Then a loud murmuring began, and many people spoke, some advocating for more expensive gifts, some for war; and those who were afraid advised patience and compliance.</p>

-----

Line 83 (ORIG): <p>Long and eagerly they talked, and their soft voices soared high.</p>

Line 83 (NEW):  <p>Long and eagerly they talked, and their soft voices soared high.</p>

-----

Line 84 (ORIG): <p>Then sweet music filled the air, and the loud sounds faded away, as the Fairies waited in curious silence for what would happen next.</p>

Line 84 (NEW):  <p>Then sweet music filled the air, and the loud sounds faded away, as the Fairies waited in curious silence for what would happen next.</p>

-----

Line 85 (ORIG): <p>Through the crowd came a small figure, a wreath of pure white violets resting in the bright hair that softly framed the gentle face, which glowed with a deep blush as, kneeling at the throne, little Violet said:—</p>

Line 85 (NEW):  <p>Through the crowd came a small figure, a wreath of pure white violets resting in the bright hair that softly framed the gentle face, which glowed with a deep blush as, kneeling at the throne, little Violet said:—</p>

-----

Line 86 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Queen, we have submitted to the Frost-King’s power, we have brought gifts to feed his pride, but have we approached him with trust and spoken boldly about his evil deeds? Have we surrounded his cold heart with the warm glow of unwavering love, and with gentle patience shown him how bright and beautiful love can make even the darkest circumstances?”</p>

Line 86 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Queen, we have submitted to the Frost-King’s power, we have brought gifts to feed his pride, but have we approached him with trust and spoken boldly about his evil deeds? Have we surrounded his cold heart with the warm glow of unwavering love, and with gentle patience shown him how bright and beautiful love can make even the darkest circumstances?”</p>

-----

Line 87 (ORIG): <p>“Our messengers have gone apprehensively, and with icy stares and formal words offered him valuable gifts, things he didn't care about, and with the same level of pride, he sent them back.”</p>

Line 87 (NEW):  <p>“Our messengers have gone apprehensively, and with icy stares and formal words offered him valuable gifts, things he didn't care about, and with the same level of pride, he sent them back.”</p>

-----

Line 88 (ORIG): <p>“Then let me, the weakest of your group, go to him, trusting in the love I know is hidden in the coldest heart.”</p>

Line 88 (NEW):  <p>“Then let me, the weakest of your group, go to him, trusting in the love I know is hidden in the coldest heart.”</p>

-----

Line 89 (ORIG): <p>“I will only bring a crown made of our most beautiful flowers; I will weave them around him, and their bright faces, gazing lovingly into his, will bring sweet thoughts to his dark mind, and their soft scent will come in like gentle words. Then, when he sees them wilting on his chest, won't he sigh that there is no warmth there to keep them fresh and beautiful? This is what I will do, dear Queen, and I won't leave his gloomy home until the sunlight shines on flowers as lovely as those that bloom in our beloved land.”</p>

Line 89 (NEW):  <p>“I will only bring a crown made of our most beautiful flowers; I will weave them around him, and their bright faces, gazing lovingly into his, will bring sweet thoughts to his dark mind, and their soft scent will come in like gentle words. Then, when he sees them wilting on his chest, won't he sigh that there is no warmth there to keep them fresh and beautiful? This is what I will do, dear Queen, and I won't leave his gloomy home until the sunlight shines on flowers as lovely as those that bloom in our beloved land.”</p>

-----

Line 90 (ORIG): <p>Silently, the Queen had listened, but now, standing up and placing her hand on little Violet’s head, she said, turning to the crowd below:— “In our pride and power, we have made mistakes, while this, the weakest and humblest of our subjects, has advised us more wisely than the noblest among us, using the innocence of her pure heart. All who are willing to support our brave little messenger, raise your wands, so we can see who will put their trust in the Power of Love.”</p>

Line 90 (NEW):  <p>Silently, the Queen had listened, but now, standing up and placing her hand on little Violet’s head, she said, turning to the crowd below:— “In our pride and power, we have made mistakes, while this, the weakest and humblest of our subjects, has advised us more wisely than the noblest among us, using the innocence of her pure heart. All who are willing to support our brave little messenger, raise your wands, so we can see who will put their trust in the Power of Love.”</p>

-----

Line 91 (ORIG): <p>Every fairy wand sparkled in the air, as with shimmering voices they exclaimed, “Love and little Violet.”</p>

Line 91 (NEW):  <p>Every fairy wand sparkled in the air, as with shimmering voices they exclaimed, “Love and little Violet.”</p>

-----

Line 92 (ORIG): <p>Then down from the throne, hand in hand, came the Queen and Violet, and until the moon set, the Fairies worked hard to create a wreath of the most beautiful flowers. They carefully collected them, with the night dew still fresh on their leaves, and as they wove, they sang sweet spells and whispered fairy blessings on the bright messengers they sent out to perish in a bleak land, so that their gentle relatives could bloom unharmed.</p>

Line 92 (NEW):  <p>Then down from the throne, hand in hand, came the Queen and Violet, and until the moon set, the Fairies worked hard to create a wreath of the most beautiful flowers. They carefully collected them, with the night dew still fresh on their leaves, and as they wove, they sang sweet spells and whispered fairy blessings on the bright messengers they sent out to perish in a bleak land, so that their gentle relatives could bloom unharmed.</p>

-----

Line 93 (ORIG): <p>At last it was done; and the beautiful flowers lay glowing in the soft starlight, while beside them stood the Fairies, singing to the music of the wind-harps:—</p>

Line 93 (NEW):  <p>At last it was done; and the beautiful flowers lay glowing in the soft starlight, while beside them stood the Fairies, singing to the music of the wind-harps:—</p>

-----

Line 94 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 94 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 95 (ORIG): <p class="poem">We’re sending you, dear flowers,<br/>

Line 95 (NEW):  <p class="poem">We’re sending you, dear flowers,<br/>

-----

Line 96 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">Off alone to fade,</span><br/>

Line 96 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">Going off to disappear,</span><br/>

-----

Line 97 (ORIG): Where your gentle sisters won't cry<br/>

Line 97 (NEW):  Where your gentle sisters won't cry<br/>

-----

Line 98 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">Over the cold graves where you lay;</span><br/>

Line 98 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">Over the cold graves where you rest;</span><br/>

-----

Line 99 (ORIG): But you’re going to bring them everlasting life<br/>

Line 99 (NEW):  But you’re going to bring them everlasting life<br/>

-----

Line 100 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">In the bright homes where they live,</span><br/>

Line 100 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">In the bright houses where they live,</span><br/>

-----

Line 101 (ORIG): And you gently smile that it’s so,<br/>

Line 101 (NEW):  And you gently smile that it’s so,<br/>

-----

Line 102 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">As we sadly say goodbye.</span><br/></p>

Line 102 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">As we sadly say farewell.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 103 (ORIG): <p class="poem">O please, speak softly for us,<br/>

Line 103 (NEW):  <p class="poem">O please, speak softly for us,<br/>

-----

Line 104 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">And whisper sweetly</span><br/>

Line 104 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">And whisper sweet nothings</span><br/>

-----

Line 105 (ORIG): About the generous love to that distant heart,<br/>

Line 105 (NEW):  About the generous love to that distant heart,<br/>

-----

Line 106 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">And it will respond;</span><br/>

Line 106 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">And it will reply;</span><br/>

-----

Line 107 (ORIG): And even if you fade in a gloomy home,<br/>

Line 107 (NEW):  And even if you fade in a gloomy home,<br/>

-----

Line 108 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">Still, loving hearts will share</span><br/>

Line 108 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">Still, loving hearts will connect</span><br/>

-----

Line 109 (ORIG): The joy and peace you’ve brought:<br/>

Line 109 (NEW):  The joy and peace you’ve brought:<br/>

-----

Line 110 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">Goodbye, dear flowers!</span><br/></p>

Line 110 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">Farewell, dear flowers!</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 111 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 111 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 112 (ORIG): <p>The morning sun shone gently on the wide green earth, which, like a grand altar, was releasing fragrant clouds from its surface. Flowers swayed joyfully in the summer breeze, and birds sang their morning songs among the cool green leaves. Meanwhile, high above, a tiny figure soared on shining wings. The sunlight gently illuminated her silky hair, the winds caressed her bright face, and carried the sweetest scents to uplift her spirit.</p>

Line 112 (NEW):  <p>The morning sun shone gently on the wide green earth, which, like a grand altar, was releasing fragrant clouds from its surface. Flowers swayed joyfully in the summer breeze, and birds sang their morning songs among the cool green leaves. Meanwhile, high above, a tiny figure soared on shining wings. The sunlight gently illuminated her silky hair, the winds caressed her bright face, and carried the sweetest scents to uplift her spirit.</p>

-----

Line 113 (ORIG): <p>Thus went Violet through the clear air, and the earth looked smiling up at her, as, with the bright wreath folded in her arms, she flew among the soft, white clouds.</p>

Line 113 (NEW):  <p>Thus went Violet through the clear air, and the earth looked smiling up at her, as, with the bright wreath folded in her arms, she flew among the soft, white clouds.</p>

-----

Line 114 (ORIG): <p>On and on she went, over hills and valleys, wide rivers and swaying forests, until the warm sunlight disappeared, the winds turned chilly, and the air filled with falling snow. Then, far below, she saw the Frost-King’s home. Pillars of hard, gray ice held up the tall, arched roof, which was draped with crystal icicles. Dreary gardens surrounded it, filled with wilted flowers and bare, drooping trees; while heavy clouds hung low in the dark sky, and a cold wind whispered sadly through the wintry air.</p>

Line 114 (NEW):  <p>On and on she went, over hills and valleys, wide rivers and swaying forests, until the warm sunlight disappeared, the winds turned chilly, and the air filled with falling snow. Then, far below, she saw the Frost-King’s home. Pillars of hard, gray ice held up the tall, arched roof, which was draped with crystal icicles. Dreary gardens surrounded it, filled with wilted flowers and bare, drooping trees; while heavy clouds hung low in the dark sky, and a cold wind whispered sadly through the wintry air.</p>

-----

Line 115 (ORIG): <p>With a pounding heart, Violet held her fading wreath tightly to her chest and, feeling exhausted, flew on toward the gloomy palace.</p>

Line 115 (NEW):  <p>With a pounding heart, Violet held her fading wreath tightly to her chest and, feeling exhausted, flew on toward the gloomy palace.</p>

-----

Line 116 (ORIG): <p>Here, before the closed doors, stood many figures with dark faces and harsh, jarring voices, who sternly asked the trembling little Fairy why she had come to them.</p>

Line 116 (NEW):  <p>Here, before the closed doors, stood many figures with dark faces and harsh, jarring voices, who sternly asked the trembling little Fairy why she had come to them.</p>

-----

Line 117 (ORIG): <p>Gently, she replied, explaining her purpose and asking them to let her through before the cold wind ruined her delicate flowers. Then they opened the doors wide, and she stepped inside.</p>

Line 117 (NEW):  <p>Gently, she replied, explaining her purpose and asking them to let her through before the cold wind ruined her delicate flowers. Then they opened the doors wide, and she stepped inside.</p>

-----

Line 118 (ORIG): <p>Walls of ice, etched with odd shapes, surrounded her; sparkling icicles hung from the tall ceiling, and fluffy white snow covered the hard floors. On a throne draped in clouds sat the Frost-King; a crown of crystals adorned his white hair, and a dark cloak intricately designed with frost patterns was draped over his cold chest.</p>

Line 118 (NEW):  <p>Walls of ice, etched with odd shapes, surrounded her; sparkling icicles hung from the tall ceiling, and fluffy white snow covered the hard floors. On a throne draped in clouds sat the Frost-King; a crown of crystals adorned his white hair, and a dark cloak intricately designed with frost patterns was draped over his cold chest.</p>

-----

Line 119 (ORIG): <p>His serious expression couldn't hold back little Violet, and she continued down the long hall, oblivious to the snow that piled on her feet and the cold wind that whirled around her; while the King watched in amazement at the golden light that danced across the dark walls as she went by.</p>

Line 119 (NEW):  <p>His serious expression couldn't hold back little Violet, and she continued down the long hall, oblivious to the snow that piled on her feet and the cold wind that whirled around her; while the King watched in amazement at the golden light that danced across the dark walls as she went by.</p>

-----

Line 120 (ORIG): <p>The flowers, as if they understood their role, opened their vibrant petals and released their sweetest scent, while, kneeling at the throne, the brave little Fairy said,—</p>

Line 120 (NEW):  <p>The flowers, as if they understood their role, opened their vibrant petals and released their sweetest scent, while, kneeling at the throne, the brave little Fairy said,—</p>

-----

Line 121 (ORIG): <p>“O King of despair and sadness, don't send me away until I’ve brought back the light and joy that will make your dark home bright and beautiful again. Allow me to bring back to the empty gardens the lovely figures that have departed, and their gentle voices will bless you and fill your heart with endless joy. Lay aside your cold crown and scepter, and let the warmth of love gently touch your heart.”</p>

Line 121 (NEW):  <p>“O King of despair and sadness, don't send me away until I’ve brought back the light and joy that will make your dark home bright and beautiful again. Allow me to bring back to the empty gardens the lovely figures that have departed, and their gentle voices will bless you and fill your heart with endless joy. Lay aside your cold crown and scepter, and let the warmth of love gently touch your heart.”</p>

-----

Line 122 (ORIG): <p>“Then the earth will bloom again in all its beauty, and your weary eyes will rest only on beautiful shapes, while music fills these dull halls, and the love of grateful hearts will be yours. Have mercy on the gentle flower spirits, and don’t condemn them to an early death when they could blossom in everlasting beauty, making us wiser with their gentle lessons, and brightening the earth with their lovely forms. I place these beautiful flowers, with the prayers of all Fairy Land, before you; please don’t send me away until they are answered.”</p>

Line 122 (NEW):  <p>“Then the earth will bloom again in all its beauty, and your weary eyes will rest only on beautiful shapes, while music fills these dull halls, and the love of grateful hearts will be yours. Have mercy on the gentle flower spirits, and don’t condemn them to an early death when they could blossom in everlasting beauty, making us wiser with their gentle lessons, and brightening the earth with their lovely forms. I place these beautiful flowers, with the prayers of all Fairy Land, before you; please don’t send me away until they are answered.”</p>

-----

Line 123 (ORIG): <p>And with tears streaming down heavily onto their delicate leaves, Violet placed the wreath at his feet, while the golden light became even brighter as it shone on the small figure kneeling there so humbly.</p>

Line 123 (NEW):  <p>And with tears streaming down heavily onto their delicate leaves, Violet placed the wreath at his feet, while the golden light became even brighter as it shone on the small figure kneeling there so humbly.</p>

-----

Line 124 (ORIG): <p>The King’s serious demeanor softened as he looked at the gentle Fairy, and the flowers seemed to plead with him; their sweet voices whispered softly in his ear about their dying sisters and the happiness it brings to help those who are weak and hurting. But he pulled the dark cloak tighter around himself and replied coldly,—</p>

Line 124 (NEW):  <p>The King’s serious demeanor softened as he looked at the gentle Fairy, and the flowers seemed to plead with him; their sweet voices whispered softly in his ear about their dying sisters and the happiness it brings to help those who are weak and hurting. But he pulled the dark cloak tighter around himself and replied coldly,—</p>

-----

Line 125 (ORIG): <p>“I can’t grant your request, little Fairy; I want the flowers to die. Go back to your Queen and tell her that I won’t give up my power just to satisfy these silly flowers.”</p>

Line 125 (NEW):  <p>“I can’t grant your request, little Fairy; I want the flowers to die. Go back to your Queen and tell her that I won’t give up my power just to satisfy these silly flowers.”</p>

-----

Line 126 (ORIG): <p>Then Violet hung the wreath above the throne and, feeling tired, stepped out into the cold, dark gardens again. The golden shadows still followed her, and wherever they touched, flowers bloomed and green leaves rustled.</p>

Line 126 (NEW):  <p>Then Violet hung the wreath above the throne and, feeling tired, stepped out into the cold, dark gardens again. The golden shadows still followed her, and wherever they touched, flowers bloomed and green leaves rustled.</p>

-----

Line 127 (ORIG): <p>Then came the Frost-Spirits, and under their cold wings the flowers died, while the Spirits took Violet to a dark, low cell, telling her as they left that their King was upset that she had dared to stay after he told her to leave.</p>

Line 127 (NEW):  <p>Then came the Frost-Spirits, and under their cold wings the flowers died, while the Spirits took Violet to a dark, low cell, telling her as they left that their King was upset that she had dared to stay after he told her to leave.</p>

-----

Line 128 (ORIG): <p>So she sat all alone, sad memories of her happy home flooding back to her, and she cried bitterly. But soon, images of the delicate flowers dying in their forest homes appeared, their voices echoing in her ear, begging her to save them. Then she stopped crying and patiently waited for whatever might happen next.</p>

Line 128 (NEW):  <p>So she sat all alone, sad memories of her happy home flooding back to her, and she cried bitterly. But soon, images of the delicate flowers dying in their forest homes appeared, their voices echoing in her ear, begging her to save them. Then she stopped crying and patiently waited for whatever might happen next.</p>

-----

Line 129 (ORIG): <p>Soon the golden light softly shone through the cell, and she heard small voices calling for help. High up among the thick cobwebs, poor little flies hung, struggling to escape, while their cruel enemies sat in their webs, observing their suffering.</p>

Line 129 (NEW):  <p>Soon the golden light softly shone through the cell, and she heard small voices calling for help. High up among the thick cobwebs, poor little flies hung, struggling to escape, while their cruel enemies sat in their webs, observing their suffering.</p>

-----

Line 130 (ORIG): <p>With her wand, the Fairy broke the ties that held them, gently wrapped their broken wings, and healed their wounds; while they rested in the warm light, weakly humming their gratitude to their kind rescuer.</p>

Line 130 (NEW):  <p>With her wand, the Fairy broke the ties that held them, gently wrapped their broken wings, and healed their wounds; while they rested in the warm light, weakly humming their gratitude to their kind rescuer.</p>

-----

Line 131 (ORIG): <p>Then she approached the ugly brown spiders and gently told them how in Fairy Land, their relatives spun all the magical cloth. In return, the Fairies provided them with food, and they happily lived among the green leaves, crafting garments for their neighbors. “And you too,” she said, “will spin for me, and I will give you better food than helpless insects. You will live in peace and spin your delicate threads into a cloak for the stern King; and I will weave golden threads among the gray so that when it’s wrapped around his cold heart, kind thoughts can come in and make it their home.”</p>

Line 131 (NEW):  <p>Then she approached the ugly brown spiders and gently told them how in Fairy Land, their relatives spun all the magical cloth. In return, the Fairies provided them with food, and they happily lived among the green leaves, crafting garments for their neighbors. “And you too,” she said, “will spin for me, and I will give you better food than helpless insects. You will live in peace and spin your delicate threads into a cloak for the stern King; and I will weave golden threads among the gray so that when it’s wrapped around his cold heart, kind thoughts can come in and make it their home.”</p>

-----

Line 132 (ORIG): <p>And while she happily sang, the little weavers spun their silky threads, the flies with shiny wings fluttered lovingly above her head, and the golden light shone softly down on everything.</p>

Line 132 (NEW):  <p>And while she happily sang, the little weavers spun their silky threads, the flies with shiny wings fluttered lovingly above her head, and the golden light shone softly down on everything.</p>

-----

Line 133 (ORIG): <p>When the Frost-Spirits told their King, he was very curious and often sneaked away to watch the sunny little room where friends and foes worked peacefully together. Still, the light grew brighter and floated out into the chilly air, where it hung like bright clouds over the bleak gardens, which all the Spirits’ power couldn't overcome; and green leaves sprouted on the bare trees, and flowers blossomed; but the Spirits piled snow on them, causing them to bow their heads and die.</p>

Line 133 (NEW):  <p>When the Frost-Spirits told their King, he was very curious and often sneaked away to watch the sunny little room where friends and foes worked peacefully together. Still, the light grew brighter and floated out into the chilly air, where it hung like bright clouds over the bleak gardens, which all the Spirits’ power couldn't overcome; and green leaves sprouted on the bare trees, and flowers blossomed; but the Spirits piled snow on them, causing them to bow their heads and die.</p>

-----

Line 134 (ORIG): <p>At last, the cloak was complete, and among the gray threads, golden ones gleamed, giving it a vibrant look; she sent it to the King, asking him to wear it, as it would bring peace and love into his heart.</p>

Line 134 (NEW):  <p>At last, the cloak was complete, and among the gray threads, golden ones gleamed, giving it a vibrant look; she sent it to the King, asking him to wear it, as it would bring peace and love into his heart.</p>

-----

Line 135 (ORIG): <p>But he dismissively tossed it aside and told his spirits to take her to a colder cell, deep underground; and there, with cruel words, they abandoned her.</p>

Line 135 (NEW):  <p>But he dismissively tossed it aside and told his spirits to take her to a colder cell, deep underground; and there, with cruel words, they abandoned her.</p>

-----

Line 136 (ORIG): <p>Still she sang happily on, and the falling drops kept time so melodically, that the King in his cold ice halls wondered at the soft, sweet sounds that drifted up to him.</p>

Line 136 (NEW):  <p>Still she sang happily on, and the falling drops kept time so melodically, that the King in his cold ice halls wondered at the soft, sweet sounds that drifted up to him.</p>

-----

Line 137 (ORIG): <p>Thus Violet lived, and each day the golden light got brighter; and from the cracks in the rocky walls came groups of little velvet-coated moles, hoping they could hear the sweet music and bask in the warm light.</p>

Line 137 (NEW):  <p>Thus Violet lived, and each day the golden light got brighter; and from the cracks in the rocky walls came groups of little velvet-coated moles, hoping they could hear the sweet music and bask in the warm light.</p>

-----

Line 138 (ORIG): <p>“We lead,” they said, “a bleak life in this cold earth; the flower roots are dead, and no gentle dew falls for us to drink, no little seed or leaf can we find. Oh, good Fairy, let us be your servants: give us just a few crumbs of your daily bread, and we will do everything we can to serve you.”</p>

Line 138 (NEW):  <p>“We lead,” they said, “a bleak life in this cold earth; the flower roots are dead, and no gentle dew falls for us to drink, no little seed or leaf can we find. Oh, good Fairy, let us be your servants: give us just a few crumbs of your daily bread, and we will do everything we can to serve you.”</p>

-----

Line 139 (ORIG): <p>And Violet said, "Yes"; so day after day they worked to create a path through the frozen ground so she could reach the roots of the dead flowers. Before long, wherever she wandered through the dark tunnels, a soft light shone on the roots of the flowers, and they began to come back to life in the warm soil, sending fresh sap up to the blossoms above. They bloomed brightly and danced in the gentle light, while the Frost Spirits tried unsuccessfully to harm them, because when they ventured beneath the bright clouds, their ability to do harm was gone.</p>

Line 139 (NEW):  <p>And Violet said, "Yes"; so day after day they worked to create a path through the frozen ground so she could reach the roots of the dead flowers. Before long, wherever she wandered through the dark tunnels, a soft light shone on the roots of the flowers, and they began to come back to life in the warm soil, sending fresh sap up to the blossoms above. They bloomed brightly and danced in the gentle light, while the Frost Spirits tried unsuccessfully to harm them, because when they ventured beneath the bright clouds, their ability to do harm was gone.</p>

-----

Line 140 (ORIG): <p>From his dark castle, the King looked out at the cheerful flowers, who happily nodded at him and tried to express their gratitude for the good little Spirit working hard below so they could thrive. When he turned away from the bright scene outside to his grand palace, it felt so cold and gloomy that he wrapped Violet’s cloak around himself and sat beneath the faded garland on his ice-carved throne, pondering the unusual warmth it brought him. Finally, he ordered his Spirits to bring the little Fairy from her gloomy prison.</p>

Line 140 (NEW):  <p>From his dark castle, the King looked out at the cheerful flowers, who happily nodded at him and tried to express their gratitude for the good little Spirit working hard below so they could thrive. When he turned away from the bright scene outside to his grand palace, it felt so cold and gloomy that he wrapped Violet’s cloak around himself and sat beneath the faded garland on his ice-carved throne, pondering the unusual warmth it brought him. Finally, he ordered his Spirits to bring the little Fairy from her gloomy prison.</p>

-----

Line 141 (ORIG): <p>Soon they rushed back and asked him to come and see how beautiful the dark cell had become. The rough floor was covered with deep green moss, and flowering vines grew over the walls and roof, filling the air with their sweet scent. Above, soft, clear light played, casting rosy shadows on the sparkling drops that rested among the fragrant leaves; and beneath the vines stood Violet, tossing crumbs to the little fluffy moles who ran around fearlessly and listened to her sing.</p>

Line 141 (NEW):  <p>Soon they rushed back and asked him to come and see how beautiful the dark cell had become. The rough floor was covered with deep green moss, and flowering vines grew over the walls and roof, filling the air with their sweet scent. Above, soft, clear light played, casting rosy shadows on the sparkling drops that rested among the fragrant leaves; and beneath the vines stood Violet, tossing crumbs to the little fluffy moles who ran around fearlessly and listened to her sing.</p>

-----

Line 142 (ORIG): <p>When the old King saw how much more beautiful she had made the gloomy cell than his palace rooms, gentle thoughts whispered to him to grant her wish and let the little Fairy return to her friends and home; but the Frost-Spirits blew on the flowers and made him realize how fragile they were and how useless to a King. Then the harsh, cold thoughts returned, and he coldly ordered her to follow him.</p>

Line 142 (NEW):  <p>When the old King saw how much more beautiful she had made the gloomy cell than his palace rooms, gentle thoughts whispered to him to grant her wish and let the little Fairy return to her friends and home; but the Frost-Spirits blew on the flowers and made him realize how fragile they were and how useless to a King. Then the harsh, cold thoughts returned, and he coldly ordered her to follow him.</p>

-----

Line 143 (ORIG): <p>With a heavy heart, she said goodbye to her little friends and followed him, standing before the throne, waiting for his command. When the King noticed how pale and sad her gentle face had become, how thin her robe was, and how weak her wings looked, yet still saw how lovingly the golden shadows danced around her and brightened as they rested on the wand, which, through patient love, had turned his once desolate home into a bright place, he couldn’t be cruel to the one who had done so much for him, and in a compassionate tone he said,—</p>

Line 143 (NEW):  <p>With a heavy heart, she said goodbye to her little friends and followed him, standing before the throne, waiting for his command. When the King noticed how pale and sad her gentle face had become, how thin her robe was, and how weak her wings looked, yet still saw how lovingly the golden shadows danced around her and brightened as they rested on the wand, which, through patient love, had turned his once desolate home into a bright place, he couldn’t be cruel to the one who had done so much for him, and in a compassionate tone he said,—</p>

-----

Line 144 (ORIG): <p>“Little Fairy, I have two things to offer you, and you can choose between them. If I promise never to harm the flowers you care about, will you return to your own kind and let me and my Spirits do as we wish with all the other flowers that bloom? The earth is vast, and we can find flowers anywhere, so why should you be concerned about what happens to their relatives if your own are safe? Will you accept this?”</p>

Line 144 (NEW):  <p>“Little Fairy, I have two things to offer you, and you can choose between them. If I promise never to harm the flowers you care about, will you return to your own kind and let me and my Spirits do as we wish with all the other flowers that bloom? The earth is vast, and we can find flowers anywhere, so why should you be concerned about what happens to their relatives if your own are safe? Will you accept this?”</p>

-----

Line 145 (ORIG): <p>“Ah!” Violet replied sadly, “don’t you realize that under the bright leaves of the flowers is a little heart that loves and feels pain just like us? And can I, ignoring their beauty, condemn them to suffering and sorrow just to protect my own beloved blooms from the cruel enemies I’m leaving them with? Oh no! I would rather stay forever in your darkest cell than lose the love of those warm, trusting hearts.”</p>

Line 145 (NEW):  <p>“Ah!” Violet replied sadly, “don’t you realize that under the bright leaves of the flowers is a little heart that loves and feels pain just like us? And can I, ignoring their beauty, condemn them to suffering and sorrow just to protect my own beloved blooms from the cruel enemies I’m leaving them with? Oh no! I would rather stay forever in your darkest cell than lose the love of those warm, trusting hearts.”</p>

-----

Line 146 (ORIG): <p>“Then listen,” said the King, “to the task I’m giving you. You need to build a palace even more beautiful than this one, and if you can pull off that miracle, I’ll grant your wish or give up my crown. Now go, and start your work; my Spirits won’t harm you, and I’ll wait until it’s finished before I destroy another flower.”</p>

Line 146 (NEW):  <p>“Then listen,” said the King, “to the task I’m giving you. You need to build a palace even more beautiful than this one, and if you can pull off that miracle, I’ll grant your wish or give up my crown. Now go, and start your work; my Spirits won’t harm you, and I’ll wait until it’s finished before I destroy another flower.”</p>

-----

Line 147 (ORIG): <p>Then Violet stepped out into the gardens with a heavy heart; she had worked so hard, and her strength was almost gone. But the flowers whispered their thanks and closed their petals as if to bless her. When she saw the garden filled with loving friends who tried to cheer her up and thank her for her care, her courage and strength came back. Raising thick clouds of mist that hid her from the wondering flowers, she began her work alone and with trust.</p>

Line 147 (NEW):  <p>Then Violet stepped out into the gardens with a heavy heart; she had worked so hard, and her strength was almost gone. But the flowers whispered their thanks and closed their petals as if to bless her. When she saw the garden filled with loving friends who tried to cheer her up and thank her for her care, her courage and strength came back. Raising thick clouds of mist that hid her from the wondering flowers, she began her work alone and with trust.</p>

-----

Line 148 (ORIG): <p>As time passed, the Frost-King worried that the task had been too difficult for the Fairy; sounds were heard behind the misty walls, bright shadows were seen moving inside, but the little voice was never heard. In the meantime, the golden light had disappeared from the garden, the flowers drooped, and everything was dark and cold, just as it had been when the gentle Fairy arrived.</p>

Line 148 (NEW):  <p>As time passed, the Frost-King worried that the task had been too difficult for the Fairy; sounds were heard behind the misty walls, bright shadows were seen moving inside, but the little voice was never heard. In the meantime, the golden light had disappeared from the garden, the flowers drooped, and everything was dark and cold, just as it had been when the gentle Fairy arrived.</p>

-----

Line 149 (ORIG): <p>And to the stern King, his home felt even more empty and sad; he missed the warm light, the cheerful flowers, and, most of all, the lively voice and bright face of little Violet. So he roamed through his gloomy palace, reflecting on how he had ever been happy living without sunlight and love.</p>

Line 149 (NEW):  <p>And to the stern King, his home felt even more empty and sad; he missed the warm light, the cheerful flowers, and, most of all, the lively voice and bright face of little Violet. So he roamed through his gloomy palace, reflecting on how he had ever been happy living without sunlight and love.</p>

-----

Line 150 (ORIG): <p>And little Violet was mourned as if she had died in Fairy-Land, and many tears were shed because the gentle Fairy was loved by everyone, from the Queen down to the simplest flower. They sadly took care of every bird and blossom she had loved and tried to be like her in kind words and actions. They wore cypress wreaths and talked about her as someone they would never see again.</p>

Line 150 (NEW):  <p>And little Violet was mourned as if she had died in Fairy-Land, and many tears were shed because the gentle Fairy was loved by everyone, from the Queen down to the simplest flower. They sadly took care of every bird and blossom she had loved and tried to be like her in kind words and actions. They wore cypress wreaths and talked about her as someone they would never see again.</p>

-----

Line 151 (ORIG): <p>So they lived in deep sorrow until one day an unknown messenger appeared, wrapped in a dark cloak. He gazed in wonder at the bright palace and the flower-crowned elves, who welcomed him warmly and brought fresh dew and rosy fruit to refresh the tired stranger. He told them he came from the Frost-King, who asked the Queen and all her subjects to visit the palace little Violet had built. The mist would soon clear, and since she could not create a more beautiful home than the ice castle, the King wanted her loved ones nearby to comfort her and take her home. While the Elves wept, he shared how patiently she had worked, how her everlasting love had brightened and beautified the dark cell.</p>

Line 151 (NEW):  <p>So they lived in deep sorrow until one day an unknown messenger appeared, wrapped in a dark cloak. He gazed in wonder at the bright palace and the flower-crowned elves, who welcomed him warmly and brought fresh dew and rosy fruit to refresh the tired stranger. He told them he came from the Frost-King, who asked the Queen and all her subjects to visit the palace little Violet had built. The mist would soon clear, and since she could not create a more beautiful home than the ice castle, the King wanted her loved ones nearby to comfort her and take her home. While the Elves wept, he shared how patiently she had worked, how her everlasting love had brightened and beautified the dark cell.</p>

-----

Line 152 (ORIG): <p>These and many other things he shared with them; for little Violet had earned the affection of many of the Frost-Spirits, and even when they destroyed the flowers she had worked so hard to nurture into life and beauty, she spoke kind words to them and tried to show them how beautiful love can be. The messenger stayed for a long time, increasingly amazed that the Fairy could have left such a lovely home to toil in the dreary palace of his cruel master, enduring cold and fatigue to bring life and happiness to the weak and sorrowful. Once the Elves had promised they would come, he said goodbye to joyful Fairy-Land and flew home with a heavy heart.</p>

Line 152 (NEW):  <p>These and many other things he shared with them; for little Violet had earned the affection of many of the Frost-Spirits, and even when they destroyed the flowers she had worked so hard to nurture into life and beauty, she spoke kind words to them and tried to show them how beautiful love can be. The messenger stayed for a long time, increasingly amazed that the Fairy could have left such a lovely home to toil in the dreary palace of his cruel master, enduring cold and fatigue to bring life and happiness to the weak and sorrowful. Once the Elves had promised they would come, he said goodbye to joyful Fairy-Land and flew home with a heavy heart.</p>

-----

Line 153 (ORIG): <p>At last, the time came, and out in his empty garden, under a curtain of dark clouds, sat the Frost-King in front of the misty wall, behind which soft, sweet sounds could be heard, like rustling trees and singing birds.</p>

Line 153 (NEW):  <p>At last, the time came, and out in his empty garden, under a curtain of dark clouds, sat the Frost-King in front of the misty wall, behind which soft, sweet sounds could be heard, like rustling trees and singing birds.</p>

-----

Line 154 (ORIG): <p>Soon, colorful groups of Elves appeared in the air. First came the Queen, recognizable by the silver lilies on her white robe and the shiny crown in her hair. Next to her flew a group of Elves dressed in red and gold, playing lovely tunes on their flower-trumpets, while all around them, with joyful faces and bright eyes, fluttered her adoring subjects.</p>

Line 154 (NEW):  <p>Soon, colorful groups of Elves appeared in the air. First came the Queen, recognizable by the silver lilies on her white robe and the shiny crown in her hair. Next to her flew a group of Elves dressed in red and gold, playing lovely tunes on their flower-trumpets, while all around them, with joyful faces and bright eyes, fluttered her adoring subjects.</p>

-----

Line 155 (ORIG): <p>On they came, like a swarm of colorful butterflies, their shining wings and vibrant outfits sparkling in the dim light; soon the bare trees were bright with living flowers, and their lovely voices filled the gardens with music. Like his subjects, the King gazed at the beautiful Elves and no longer found it strange that little Violet cried and missed her home. His grand home felt darker and more desolate, and when the Fairies asked for flowers, he felt embarrassed that he had none to offer them.</p>

Line 155 (NEW):  <p>On they came, like a swarm of colorful butterflies, their shining wings and vibrant outfits sparkling in the dim light; soon the bare trees were bright with living flowers, and their lovely voices filled the gardens with music. Like his subjects, the King gazed at the beautiful Elves and no longer found it strange that little Violet cried and missed her home. His grand home felt darker and more desolate, and when the Fairies asked for flowers, he felt embarrassed that he had none to offer them.</p>

-----

Line 156 (ORIG): <p>At last, a warm breeze blew through the gardens, and the mist lifted, while the Frost-King and the Elves watched in silent amazement at the scene before them.</p>

Line 156 (NEW):  <p>At last, a warm breeze blew through the gardens, and the mist lifted, while the Frost-King and the Elves watched in silent amazement at the scene before them.</p>

-----

Line 157 (ORIG): <p>As far as the eye could see, there were tall green trees with drooping branches that formed graceful arches, through which the golden light shone softly, casting bright shadows on the lush green moss below, where the most beautiful flowers swayed in the cool breeze and sang, in their gentle, sweet voices, about how beautiful Love is.</p>

Line 157 (NEW):  <p>As far as the eye could see, there were tall green trees with drooping branches that formed graceful arches, through which the golden light shone softly, casting bright shadows on the lush green moss below, where the most beautiful flowers swayed in the cool breeze and sang, in their gentle, sweet voices, about how beautiful Love is.</p>

-----

Line 158 (ORIG): <p>Flowering vines wrapped their soft leaves around the trees, creating green pillars along their rough trunks. Fountains splashed their clear water onto the roof, while flocks of silver-winged birds sang and flitted among the flowers, or watched over their nests affectionately. Doves with gentle eyes cooed among the green leaves, fluffy white clouds drifted in the sunny sky, and the golden light, brighter than ever, glowed softly down.</p>

Line 158 (NEW):  <p>Flowering vines wrapped their soft leaves around the trees, creating green pillars along their rough trunks. Fountains splashed their clear water onto the roof, while flocks of silver-winged birds sang and flitted among the flowers, or watched over their nests affectionately. Doves with gentle eyes cooed among the green leaves, fluffy white clouds drifted in the sunny sky, and the golden light, brighter than ever, glowed softly down.</p>

-----

Line 159 (ORIG): <p>Soon through the long aisles came Violet, flowers and green leaves rustling as she passed. On she went to the Frost King’s throne, carrying two crowns, one made of sparkling icicles and the other of pure white lilies, and kneeling before him, said,—</p>

Line 159 (NEW):  <p>Soon through the long aisles came Violet, flowers and green leaves rustling as she passed. On she went to the Frost King’s throne, carrying two crowns, one made of sparkling icicles and the other of pure white lilies, and kneeling before him, said,—</p>

-----

Line 160 (ORIG): <p>“My task is complete, and, thanks to the Spirits of earth and air, I have created a beautiful home like only Elfin hands can craft. Now it's up to you to decide. Will you be the King of Flower-Land, embracing my gentle kin as your loving friends? Will you enjoy everlasting peace and joy, along with the grateful love of all the fragrant children of the green earth? Then take this crown of flowers. But if you can't find happiness here, return to your own cold home, and live in solitude and darkness, where no ray of sunlight or joy can reach you."</p>

Line 160 (NEW):  <p>“My task is complete, and, thanks to the Spirits of earth and air, I have created a beautiful home like only Elfin hands can craft. Now it's up to you to decide. Will you be the King of Flower-Land, embracing my gentle kin as your loving friends? Will you enjoy everlasting peace and joy, along with the grateful love of all the fragrant children of the green earth? Then take this crown of flowers. But if you can't find happiness here, return to your own cold home, and live in solitude and darkness, where no ray of sunlight or joy can reach you."</p>

-----

Line 161 (ORIG): <p>“Send your Spirits to spread sadness and destruction across the joyful earth, and gain the fear and hatred of those who would gladly love and respect you. Then take this shiny crown, as hard and cold as your own heart will be if you decide to shut out everything bright and beautiful. Both options are before you. Choose.”</p>

Line 161 (NEW):  <p>“Send your Spirits to spread sadness and destruction across the joyful earth, and gain the fear and hatred of those who would gladly love and respect you. Then take this shiny crown, as hard and cold as your own heart will be if you decide to shut out everything bright and beautiful. Both options are before you. Choose.”</p>

-----

Line 162 (ORIG): <p>The old King looked at the little Fairy and saw how lovingly the bright shadows surrounded her, as if to protect her from any harm; the shy birds nestled in her embrace, and the flowers bloomed more beautifully in her presence; while her kind friends, with tears in their bright eyes, clasped their hands in a plea and smiled at her.</p>

Line 162 (NEW):  <p>The old King looked at the little Fairy and saw how lovingly the bright shadows surrounded her, as if to protect her from any harm; the shy birds nestled in her embrace, and the flowers bloomed more beautifully in her presence; while her kind friends, with tears in their bright eyes, clasped their hands in a plea and smiled at her.</p>

-----

Line 163 (ORIG): <p>Kind thoughts crowded into his mind, and he turned to look at the two palaces. Violet's was so beautiful, with its rustling trees, calm sunny skies, and joyful birds and flowers, all created by her patient love and care. His own, however, was cold, dark, and dreary, with empty gardens where no flowers could bloom, no green trees could grow, and no cheerful birds could sing, all desolate and dim;—and as he stared, his own Spirits, shedding their dark cloaks, knelt before him and pleaded not to be sent out to ruin the things that the gentle Fairies cherished so deeply. “We have served you long and faithfully,” they said, “now grant us our freedom so we can learn to be loved by the sweet flowers we’ve harmed for so long. Honor the little Fairy’s wish; let her return to her dear home. She has taught us that Love is stronger than Fear. Choose the Flower crown, and we will be the most loyal subjects you have ever had.”</p>

Line 163 (NEW):  <p>Kind thoughts crowded into his mind, and he turned to look at the two palaces. Violet's was so beautiful, with its rustling trees, calm sunny skies, and joyful birds and flowers, all created by her patient love and care. His own, however, was cold, dark, and dreary, with empty gardens where no flowers could bloom, no green trees could grow, and no cheerful birds could sing, all desolate and dim;—and as he stared, his own Spirits, shedding their dark cloaks, knelt before him and pleaded not to be sent out to ruin the things that the gentle Fairies cherished so deeply. “We have served you long and faithfully,” they said, “now grant us our freedom so we can learn to be loved by the sweet flowers we’ve harmed for so long. Honor the little Fairy’s wish; let her return to her dear home. She has taught us that Love is stronger than Fear. Choose the Flower crown, and we will be the most loyal subjects you have ever had.”</p>

-----

Line 164 (ORIG): <p>Then, with a burst of lively, sweet music, the Frost-King put the flower crown on his head and knelt to little Violet. All around the wide green earth, the voices of flowers echoed, singing their thanks to the kind Fairy. The summer wind carried their fragrances, which they sent as gestures of appreciation. Wherever she went, ancient trees leaned down to wrap their slender branches around her, flowers pressed their soft faces against hers and whispered blessings; even the humble moss bowed over her little feet and kissed them as she walked by.</p>

Line 164 (NEW):  <p>Then, with a burst of lively, sweet music, the Frost-King put the flower crown on his head and knelt to little Violet. All around the wide green earth, the voices of flowers echoed, singing their thanks to the kind Fairy. The summer wind carried their fragrances, which they sent as gestures of appreciation. Wherever she went, ancient trees leaned down to wrap their slender branches around her, flowers pressed their soft faces against hers and whispered blessings; even the humble moss bowed over her little feet and kissed them as she walked by.</p>

-----

Line 165 (ORIG): <p>The old King, surrounded by the cheerful Fairies, sat in Violet’s beautiful home, watching his icy castle melt away under the bright sunlight. Meanwhile, his Spirits, no longer cold and gloomy, danced with the Elves and eagerly attended to their King with affection. The golden light grew brighter, the birds sang more joyfully, and the harmonious voices of thankful flowers echoed across the earth, spreading new joy to all their gentle relatives.</p>

Line 165 (NEW):  <p>The old King, surrounded by the cheerful Fairies, sat in Violet’s beautiful home, watching his icy castle melt away under the bright sunlight. Meanwhile, his Spirits, no longer cold and gloomy, danced with the Elves and eagerly attended to their King with affection. The golden light grew brighter, the birds sang more joyfully, and the harmonious voices of thankful flowers echoed across the earth, spreading new joy to all their gentle relatives.</p>

-----

Line 166 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 166 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 167 (ORIG): <p class="poem">Brighter shone the golden shadows;<br/>

Line 167 (NEW):  <p class="poem">Brighter shone the golden shadows;<br/>

-----

Line 168 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">On the cool wind softly came</span><br/>

Line 168 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The cool wind blew gently.</span><br/>

-----

Line 169 (ORIG): The low, sweet sounds of happy flowers,<br/>

Line 169 (NEW):  The low, sweet sounds of happy flowers,<br/>

-----

Line 170 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Singing little Violet’s name.</span><br/>

Line 170 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Singing Violet's name.</span><br/>

-----

Line 171 (ORIG): ’Mong the green trees it was whispered,<br/>

Line 171 (NEW):  ’Mong the green trees it was whispered,<br/>

-----

Line 172 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the bright waves carried it on</span><br/>

Line 172 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the shining waves transported it forward.</span><br/>

-----

Line 173 (ORIG): To the lonely forest flowers,<br/>

Line 173 (NEW):  To the lonely forest flowers,<br/>

-----

Line 174 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the joyful news had not reached.</span><br/></p>

Line 174 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the happy news hadn't arrived.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 175 (ORIG): <p class="poem">Thus, the Frost King lost his kingdom,<br/>

Line 175 (NEW):  <p class="poem">Thus, the Frost King lost his kingdom,<br/>

-----

Line 176 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And his ability to harm and wither.</span><br/>

Line 176 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And his ability to hurt and weaken.</span><br/>

-----

Line 177 (ORIG): Violet triumphed, and his cold heart<br/>

Line 177 (NEW):  Violet triumphed, and his cold heart<br/>

-----

Line 178 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Heated by music, love, and light;</span><br/>

Line 178 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Energized by music, love, and light;</span><br/>

-----

Line 179 (ORIG): And his beautiful home, once so bleak,<br/>

Line 179 (NEW):  And his beautiful home, once so bleak,<br/>

-----

Line 180 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Bright with lovely Elves and flowers,</span><br/>

Line 180 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Bright with beautiful Elves and flowers,</span><br/>

-----

Line 181 (ORIG): Brought a joy that never faded<br/>

Line 181 (NEW):  Brought a joy that never faded<br/>

-----

Line 182 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Through the long, bright summer hours.</span><br/></p>

Line 182 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">During the long, sunny summer hours.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 183 (ORIG): <p class="poem">Thus, with Violet's magical power,<br/>

Line 183 (NEW):  <p class="poem">Thus, with Violet's magical power,<br/>

-----

Line 184 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">All dark shadows disappeared,</span><br/>

Line 184 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">All dark shadows vanished,</span><br/>

-----

Line 185 (ORIG): And over the home of joyful flowers<br/>

Line 185 (NEW):  And over the home of joyful flowers<br/>

-----

Line 186 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The golden light forever shone.</span><br/>

Line 186 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The golden light always shone.</span><br/>

-----

Line 187 (ORIG): Thus the Fairy's mission came to an end,<br/>

Line 187 (NEW):  Thus the Fairy's mission came to an end,<br/>

-----

Line 188 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And all of Flower-Land learned</span><br/>

Line 188 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And everyone in Flower-Land learned</span><br/>

-----

Line 189 (ORIG): The “Power of Love,” through gentle acts<br/>

Line 189 (NEW):  The “Power of Love,” through gentle acts<br/>

-----

Line 190 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">That little Violet created.</span><br/></p>

Line 190 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">That little Violet made.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 191 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 191 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 192 (ORIG): <p>As Sunny Lock finished, another little Elf stepped forward; and this was the story that “Silver Wing” told.</p>

Line 192 (NEW):  <p>As Sunny Lock finished, another little Elf stepped forward; and this was the story that “Silver Wing” told.</p>

-----

Line 193 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 193 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 194 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 194 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 195 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap03"></a>

Line 195 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap03"></a>

-----

Line 196 (ORIG): EVA’S VISIT TO FAIRY-LAND.

Line 196 (NEW):  EVA’S VISIT TO FAIRY-LAND.

-----

Line 197 (ORIG): </h2>

Line 197 (NEW):  </h2>

-----

Line 198 (ORIG): <p>Down among the grass and fragrant clover lay little Eva by the brookside, watching the bright waves as they flowed by, singing under the drooping flowers that grew on its banks. As she wondered where the water went, she heard a faint, low sound like distant music. She thought it was the wind, but not a leaf was moving, and soon, a strange little boat appeared through the rippling water.</p>

Line 198 (NEW):  <p>Down among the grass and fragrant clover lay little Eva by the brookside, watching the bright waves as they flowed by, singing under the drooping flowers that grew on its banks. As she wondered where the water went, she heard a faint, low sound like distant music. She thought it was the wind, but not a leaf was moving, and soon, a strange little boat appeared through the rippling water.</p>

-----

Line 199 (ORIG): <p>It was a lily of the valley, whose tall stem served as the mast, while the wide leaves that grew from the roots and drooped down to the water were filled with cheerful little Elves, who danced to the music of the silver lily-bells above, ringing out a joyful sound and filling the air with their sweet fragrance.</p>

Line 199 (NEW):  <p>It was a lily of the valley, whose tall stem served as the mast, while the wide leaves that grew from the roots and drooped down to the water were filled with cheerful little Elves, who danced to the music of the silver lily-bells above, ringing out a joyful sound and filling the air with their sweet fragrance.</p>

-----

Line 200 (ORIG): <p>On came the fairy boat, until it reached a moss-covered rock; and here it stopped, while the Fairies rested under the violet leaves and sang with the dancing waves.</p>

Line 200 (NEW):  <p>On came the fairy boat, until it reached a moss-covered rock; and here it stopped, while the Fairies rested under the violet leaves and sang with the dancing waves.</p>

-----

Line 201 (ORIG): <p>Eva looked in awe at their cheerful faces and colorful clothes, and in her joy, she sang along and tossed crimson fruit for the little ones to enjoy.</p>

Line 201 (NEW):  <p>Eva looked in awe at their cheerful faces and colorful clothes, and in her joy, she sang along and tossed crimson fruit for the little ones to enjoy.</p>

-----

Line 202 (ORIG): <p>They smiled at the child, and after whispering for a while among themselves, two little bright-eyed Elves flew over the sparkling water, landed on the clover blossoms, and said softly, “Little girl, thank you so much for your kindness; our Queen wants us to ask if you would like to come with us to Fairy-Land and learn what we can teach you.”</p>

Line 202 (NEW):  <p>They smiled at the child, and after whispering for a while among themselves, two little bright-eyed Elves flew over the sparkling water, landed on the clover blossoms, and said softly, “Little girl, thank you so much for your kindness; our Queen wants us to ask if you would like to come with us to Fairy-Land and learn what we can teach you.”</p>

-----

Line 203 (ORIG): <p>“Sure, I would love to go with you, dear Fairies,” said Eva, “but I can't sail in your little boat. Look! I can hold you in my hand, and I couldn't live among you without hurting your tiny kingdom; I'm just too big.”</p>

Line 203 (NEW):  <p>“Sure, I would love to go with you, dear Fairies,” said Eva, “but I can't sail in your little boat. Look! I can hold you in my hand, and I couldn't live among you without hurting your tiny kingdom; I'm just too big.”</p>

-----

Line 204 (ORIG): <p>Then the Elves laughed joyfully as they wrapped their arms around her, saying, “You’re such a good child, dear Eva, for worrying about hurting those weaker than you. You can’t hurt us now. Look in the water and see what we’ve done.”</p>

Line 204 (NEW):  <p>Then the Elves laughed joyfully as they wrapped their arms around her, saying, “You’re such a good child, dear Eva, for worrying about hurting those weaker than you. You can’t hurt us now. Look in the water and see what we’ve done.”</p>

-----

Line 205 (ORIG): <p>Eva looked into the stream and saw a little kid standing between the Elves. “Now I can join you,” she said, “but look, I can no longer step from the bank to that stone over there, because the stream now looks like a huge river, and you haven’t given me wings like yours.”</p>

Line 205 (NEW):  <p>Eva looked into the stream and saw a little kid standing between the Elves. “Now I can join you,” she said, “but look, I can no longer step from the bank to that stone over there, because the stream now looks like a huge river, and you haven’t given me wings like yours.”</p>

-----

Line 206 (ORIG): <p>But the Fairies took her by the hand and flew easily over the stream. The Queen and her subjects came to greet her, and everyone seemed happy to say a warm word of welcome to the little newcomer. They placed a flower crown on her head, pressed their soft faces against hers, and soon it felt like the kind Elves had always been her friends.</p>

Line 206 (NEW):  <p>But the Fairies took her by the hand and flew easily over the stream. The Queen and her subjects came to greet her, and everyone seemed happy to say a warm word of welcome to the little newcomer. They placed a flower crown on her head, pressed their soft faces against hers, and soon it felt like the kind Elves had always been her friends.</p>

-----

Line 207 (ORIG): <p>“Now we have to go home,” said the Queen, “and you will come with us, little one.”</p>

Line 207 (NEW):  <p>“Now we have to go home,” said the Queen, “and you will come with us, little one.”</p>

-----

Line 208 (ORIG): <p>Then there was a lot of activity as they flew around on shiny wings, some placing cushions of violet leaves in the boat, while others wrapped the Queen's veil and mantle more tightly around her to protect her from the falling dew that might make her cold.</p>

Line 208 (NEW):  <p>Then there was a lot of activity as they flew around on shiny wings, some placing cushions of violet leaves in the boat, while others wrapped the Queen's veil and mantle more tightly around her to protect her from the falling dew that might make her cold.</p>

-----

Line 209 (ORIG): <p>The gentle sound of the waves lapping against the boat and the sweet ringing of the lily-bells softly rocked little Eva to sleep, and when she woke up, she found herself in Fairy-Land. A soft, rosy light, like that of a setting sun, illuminated the white pillars of the Queen’s palace as they entered, and the sleeping flowers gracefully leaned on their stems, dreaming under their delicate green curtains. Everything was cool and quiet, and the Elves moved silently around, careful not to disturb their dreams. They guided Eva to a bed made of pure white leaves, above which hung the fragrant petals of a crimson rose.</p>

Line 209 (NEW):  <p>The gentle sound of the waves lapping against the boat and the sweet ringing of the lily-bells softly rocked little Eva to sleep, and when she woke up, she found herself in Fairy-Land. A soft, rosy light, like that of a setting sun, illuminated the white pillars of the Queen’s palace as they entered, and the sleeping flowers gracefully leaned on their stems, dreaming under their delicate green curtains. Everything was cool and quiet, and the Elves moved silently around, careful not to disturb their dreams. They guided Eva to a bed made of pure white leaves, above which hung the fragrant petals of a crimson rose.</p>

-----

Line 210 (ORIG): <p>“You can admire the bright colors until the light dims, and then the rose will lull you to sleep,” said the Elves, as they wrapped the soft leaves around her, gently kissed her, and quietly left.</p>

Line 210 (NEW):  <p>“You can admire the bright colors until the light dims, and then the rose will lull you to sleep,” said the Elves, as they wrapped the soft leaves around her, gently kissed her, and quietly left.</p>

-----

Line 211 (ORIG): <p>Long she lay watching the bright shadows and listening to the song of the rose, while throughout the long night dreams of beautiful things floated like bright clouds through her mind; as the rose bent lovingly above her and sang in the clear moonlight.</p>

Line 211 (NEW):  <p>Long she lay watching the bright shadows and listening to the song of the rose, while throughout the long night dreams of beautiful things floated like bright clouds through her mind; as the rose bent lovingly above her and sang in the clear moonlight.</p>

-----

Line 212 (ORIG): <p>With the sunrise, the Fairies rose and quickly went with Eva to the fountain, where the cool waters soon filled with little shapes, and the air filled with joyful voices as the Elves floated in the blue waves among the white lilies or sat on the green moss, fixing their shiny hair and wearing fresh garlands of dewy flowers. Finally, the Queen appeared, and her subjects gathered around her. While the flowers bowed their heads and the trees quieted their rustling, the Fairies sang their morning hymn to the Father of birds and blossoms, who had created such a beautiful home for them on earth.</p>

Line 212 (NEW):  <p>With the sunrise, the Fairies rose and quickly went with Eva to the fountain, where the cool waters soon filled with little shapes, and the air filled with joyful voices as the Elves floated in the blue waves among the white lilies or sat on the green moss, fixing their shiny hair and wearing fresh garlands of dewy flowers. Finally, the Queen appeared, and her subjects gathered around her. While the flowers bowed their heads and the trees quieted their rustling, the Fairies sang their morning hymn to the Father of birds and blossoms, who had created such a beautiful home for them on earth.</p>

-----

Line 213 (ORIG): <p>Then they flew off to the gardens, and soon, high up among the tree tops, or under the wide leaves, the Elves sat in small groups, having their breakfast of fruit and fresh dew; while the bright-winged birds approached them without fear, pecking at the same ripe berries and dipping their tiny beaks into the same flower cups, and the Fairies wrapped their arms around them affectionately, smoothed their soft chests, and cheerfully sang to them.</p>

Line 213 (NEW):  <p>Then they flew off to the gardens, and soon, high up among the tree tops, or under the wide leaves, the Elves sat in small groups, having their breakfast of fruit and fresh dew; while the bright-winged birds approached them without fear, pecking at the same ripe berries and dipping their tiny beaks into the same flower cups, and the Fairies wrapped their arms around them affectionately, smoothed their soft chests, and cheerfully sang to them.</p>

-----

Line 214 (ORIG): <p>“Now, little Eva,” they said, “you'll see that Fairies aren’t lazy, rebellious Spirits like humans think. Come, we’ll show you what we do.”</p>

Line 214 (NEW):  <p>“Now, little Eva,” they said, “you'll see that Fairies aren’t lazy, rebellious Spirits like humans think. Come, we’ll show you what we do.”</p>

-----

Line 215 (ORIG): <p>They guided her into a beautiful room, where soft light filtered in through deep green leaves. Inside, many injured insects and helpless little creatures, hurt by cruel hands, lay scattered about; beside urns filled with healing herbs, pale, wilting flowers grew, releasing a faint, sweet fragrance from their fresh leaves.</p>

Line 215 (NEW):  <p>They guided her into a beautiful room, where soft light filtered in through deep green leaves. Inside, many injured insects and helpless little creatures, hurt by cruel hands, lay scattered about; beside urns filled with healing herbs, pale, wilting flowers grew, releasing a faint, sweet fragrance from their fresh leaves.</p>

-----

Line 216 (ORIG): <p>Eva wondered but silently followed her guide, little Rose-Leaf, who with gentle words moved among the delicate blossoms, pouring dew on their fragile roots, uplifting them with her caring words and cheerful smile.</p>

Line 216 (NEW):  <p>Eva wondered but silently followed her guide, little Rose-Leaf, who with gentle words moved among the delicate blossoms, pouring dew on their fragile roots, uplifting them with her caring words and cheerful smile.</p>

-----

Line 217 (ORIG): <p>Then she went to the insects; first to a small fly that was resting in a flower petal cradle.</p>

Line 217 (NEW):  <p>Then she went to the insects; first to a small fly that was resting in a flower petal cradle.</p>

-----

Line 218 (ORIG): <p>“Are you in a lot of pain, dear Gauzy-Wing?” asked the Fairy. “I’ll wrap up your injured leg, and Zephyr will help you sleep.” So she gently wrapped the cool leaves around the poor fly, bathed his wings, and brought him a refreshing drink, while he buzzed his thanks and forgot his pain as Zephyr softly sang and fanned him with her fluttering wings.</p>

Line 218 (NEW):  <p>“Are you in a lot of pain, dear Gauzy-Wing?” asked the Fairy. “I’ll wrap up your injured leg, and Zephyr will help you sleep.” So she gently wrapped the cool leaves around the poor fly, bathed his wings, and brought him a refreshing drink, while he buzzed his thanks and forgot his pain as Zephyr softly sang and fanned him with her fluttering wings.</p>

-----

Line 219 (ORIG): <p>They moved on, and Eva saw a Fairy beside each bed, gently comforting the suffering insects with kind hands and soothing words. Eventually, they stopped beside a bee, who lay among sweet honeysuckle flowers in a cool, quiet spot where the summer breeze blew in, and the green leaves rustled softly. Yet he seemed unable to find peace and murmured about the pain he was forced to endure. “Why must I lie here while my fellow bees are out in the beautiful fields, basking in the sunlight and enjoying the fresh air? Cruel hands have condemned me to this dark place and this awful pain when I haven’t done anything wrong. Unattended and forgotten, I have to remain here among these poor creatures who only think of themselves. Come here, Rose-Leaf, and fix my wounds, for I am much more useful than a lazy bird or a fly.”</p>

Line 219 (NEW):  <p>They moved on, and Eva saw a Fairy beside each bed, gently comforting the suffering insects with kind hands and soothing words. Eventually, they stopped beside a bee, who lay among sweet honeysuckle flowers in a cool, quiet spot where the summer breeze blew in, and the green leaves rustled softly. Yet he seemed unable to find peace and murmured about the pain he was forced to endure. “Why must I lie here while my fellow bees are out in the beautiful fields, basking in the sunlight and enjoying the fresh air? Cruel hands have condemned me to this dark place and this awful pain when I haven’t done anything wrong. Unattended and forgotten, I have to remain here among these poor creatures who only think of themselves. Come here, Rose-Leaf, and fix my wounds, for I am much more useful than a lazy bird or a fly.”</p>

-----

Line 220 (ORIG): <p>Then the Fairy said, while she treated the broken wing,—</p>

Line 220 (NEW):  <p>Then the Fairy said, while she treated the broken wing,—</p>

-----

Line 221 (ORIG): <p>“Love-Blossom, you shouldn’t complain. We might find happiness in trying to be patient even while we’re hurting. You’re not forgotten or neglected, but others need our care more than you do, and to those who accept the pain and sorrow that comes their way, we gladly offer our support. You don’t have to be inactive, even if you’re lying here in darkness and sadness; you can let go of all sad and discontented feelings from your heart, and if love and patience grow there, you’ll feel better for the lonely hours spent here. Look at the bed beside you; this little dove has endured much greater pain than you, and our care can’t ease it; yet through the long days it has lain here, it hasn’t uttered a single unkind word or a complaining sigh. Oh, Love-Blossom, the gentle bird can teach you a lesson that will make you wiser and better.”</p>

Line 221 (NEW):  <p>“Love-Blossom, you shouldn’t complain. We might find happiness in trying to be patient even while we’re hurting. You’re not forgotten or neglected, but others need our care more than you do, and to those who accept the pain and sorrow that comes their way, we gladly offer our support. You don’t have to be inactive, even if you’re lying here in darkness and sadness; you can let go of all sad and discontented feelings from your heart, and if love and patience grow there, you’ll feel better for the lonely hours spent here. Look at the bed beside you; this little dove has endured much greater pain than you, and our care can’t ease it; yet through the long days it has lain here, it hasn’t uttered a single unkind word or a complaining sigh. Oh, Love-Blossom, the gentle bird can teach you a lesson that will make you wiser and better.”</p>

-----

Line 222 (ORIG): <p>Then a soft voice whispered, “Little Rose-Leaf, hurry up, or I won’t be able to thank you properly for all the love and care you’ve shown me.”</p>

Line 222 (NEW):  <p>Then a soft voice whispered, “Little Rose-Leaf, hurry up, or I won’t be able to thank you properly for all the love and care you’ve shown me.”</p>

-----

Line 223 (ORIG): <p>So they moved to the bed next to the unhappy bee, and here on the softest feathers lay the dove, whose gentle eyes looked up appreciatively at the Fairy as she knelt beside the small bed, smoothed the soft white chest, wrapped her arms around it, and shed sorrowful tears, while the bird continued to whisper its gratitude and love.</p>

Line 223 (NEW):  <p>So they moved to the bed next to the unhappy bee, and here on the softest feathers lay the dove, whose gentle eyes looked up appreciatively at the Fairy as she knelt beside the small bed, smoothed the soft white chest, wrapped her arms around it, and shed sorrowful tears, while the bird continued to whisper its gratitude and love.</p>

-----

Line 224 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Fairy, the most beautiful flowers have brightened my day with their lovely scent, fresh dew, and fragrant leaves have always been there for me, gentle hands to care for me, and kind hearts to love me; for this, I can only thank you and say goodbye.”</p>

Line 224 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Fairy, the most beautiful flowers have brightened my day with their lovely scent, fresh dew, and fragrant leaves have always been there for me, gentle hands to care for me, and kind hearts to love me; for this, I can only thank you and say goodbye.”</p>

-----

Line 225 (ORIG): <p>Then the trembling wings became still, and the gentle little dove was dead; but the bee was silent now, and the dew from the flowers fell like tears around the peaceful resting place.</p>

Line 225 (NEW):  <p>Then the trembling wings became still, and the gentle little dove was dead; but the bee was silent now, and the dew from the flowers fell like tears around the peaceful resting place.</p>

-----

Line 226 (ORIG): <p>Sadly, Rose-Leaf took Eva away, saying, “Lily-Bosom will have a grave tonight beneath our most beautiful blossoms, and you'll see that kindness and love are valued far more than gold or beauty here in Fairy-Land. Now, come to the Flower Palace and see the Fairy Court.”</p>

Line 226 (NEW):  <p>Sadly, Rose-Leaf took Eva away, saying, “Lily-Bosom will have a grave tonight beneath our most beautiful blossoms, and you'll see that kindness and love are valued far more than gold or beauty here in Fairy-Land. Now, come to the Flower Palace and see the Fairy Court.”</p>

-----

Line 227 (ORIG): <p>Beneath green arches, vibrant with birds and flowers, alongside singing waves, Eva entered a grand hall. The ceiling, adorned with pure white lilies, rested on pillars of lush green vines, while colorful blooms cast their bright shadows on the walls as they swayed below in the deep green moss. Their soft, melodic voices echoed gently through the sunlit palace, while the rustling leaves provided a rhythm.</p>

Line 227 (NEW):  <p>Beneath green arches, vibrant with birds and flowers, alongside singing waves, Eva entered a grand hall. The ceiling, adorned with pure white lilies, rested on pillars of lush green vines, while colorful blooms cast their bright shadows on the walls as they swayed below in the deep green moss. Their soft, melodic voices echoed gently through the sunlit palace, while the rustling leaves provided a rhythm.</p>

-----

Line 228 (ORIG): <p>Beside the throne stood Eva, watching the beautiful figures around her, each little group in its own color, with shining wings and flower wands.</p>

Line 228 (NEW):  <p>Beside the throne stood Eva, watching the beautiful figures around her, each little group in its own color, with shining wings and flower wands.</p>

-----

Line 229 (ORIG): <p>Suddenly, the music got louder and sweeter, and the Fairies knelt, bowing their heads as the Queen made her way through the crowd of adoring subjects, with the air filled with cheerful voices singing to welcome her.</p>

Line 229 (NEW):  <p>Suddenly, the music got louder and sweeter, and the Fairies knelt, bowing their heads as the Queen made her way through the crowd of adoring subjects, with the air filled with cheerful voices singing to welcome her.</p>

-----

Line 230 (ORIG): <p>She put the child next to her and said, “Little Eva, you’re about to see how the flowers on your great earth bloom so vibrantly. A group of caring little gardeners sets out every day from Fairy-Land to take care of them, ensuring that no harm comes to the gentle spirits living under their leaves. This is never known because, like all good things, it’s unseen by mortal eyes, and only pure hearts like yours are told our secret. The simplest flower that grows is visited by our messengers and often blooms in fragrant beauty, unknown and unloved by anyone except Fairy friends, who aim to fill the spirits with all sweet and gentle virtues so that they aren’t useless on the earth; for even the noblest mortals stoop to learn about flowers. Now, Eglantine, what do you have to share with us about your rosy namesakes on earth?”</p>

Line 230 (NEW):  <p>She put the child next to her and said, “Little Eva, you’re about to see how the flowers on your great earth bloom so vibrantly. A group of caring little gardeners sets out every day from Fairy-Land to take care of them, ensuring that no harm comes to the gentle spirits living under their leaves. This is never known because, like all good things, it’s unseen by mortal eyes, and only pure hearts like yours are told our secret. The simplest flower that grows is visited by our messengers and often blooms in fragrant beauty, unknown and unloved by anyone except Fairy friends, who aim to fill the spirits with all sweet and gentle virtues so that they aren’t useless on the earth; for even the noblest mortals stoop to learn about flowers. Now, Eglantine, what do you have to share with us about your rosy namesakes on earth?”</p>

-----

Line 231 (ORIG): <p>From a group of Elves, whose rose-wreathed wands showed the flower they loved, came one holding a tiny urn, and, in response to the Queen, she said,—</p>

Line 231 (NEW):  <p>From a group of Elves, whose rose-wreathed wands showed the flower they loved, came one holding a tiny urn, and, in response to the Queen, she said,—</p>

-----

Line 232 (ORIG): <p>“Over hills and valleys, they bloom fresh and beautiful like summer sunshine and dew. No drooping stems or withered leaves show any bad thoughts within their fragrant hearts, and so from the finest of their kind, they have gathered this sweet dew as a sign of their gratitude to someone whose kindness and care have kept them pure and happy; and this, the loveliest of their sisters, I have brought to place among the Fairy flowers that never fade.”</p>

Line 232 (NEW):  <p>“Over hills and valleys, they bloom fresh and beautiful like summer sunshine and dew. No drooping stems or withered leaves show any bad thoughts within their fragrant hearts, and so from the finest of their kind, they have gathered this sweet dew as a sign of their gratitude to someone whose kindness and care have kept them pure and happy; and this, the loveliest of their sisters, I have brought to place among the Fairy flowers that never fade.”</p>

-----

Line 233 (ORIG): <p>Eglantine set the urn in front of the Queen and laid the fragrant rose on the dewy moss next to the throne, while a murmur of approval swept through the hall as each magical wand waved to the little Fairy who had worked so hard and faithfully and could present such a beautiful gift to their beloved Queen.</p>

Line 233 (NEW):  <p>Eglantine set the urn in front of the Queen and laid the fragrant rose on the dewy moss next to the throne, while a murmur of approval swept through the hall as each magical wand waved to the little Fairy who had worked so hard and faithfully and could present such a beautiful gift to their beloved Queen.</p>

-----

Line 234 (ORIG): <p>Then an Elf appeared with a dried leaf, and her multicolored robe and the purple tulips in her hair revealed her name and role.</p>

Line 234 (NEW):  <p>Then an Elf appeared with a dried leaf, and her multicolored robe and the purple tulips in her hair revealed her name and role.</p>

-----

Line 235 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Queen,” she said sadly, “I wish I could bring you as happy news as my sister, but unfortunately, my flowers are proud and stubborn. When I tried to collect my small gift of colorful leaves for your royal garments, they insisted that I bring this wilted bloom and tell you they refuse to serve anyone who won’t make them Queen over all the other flowers. They wouldn’t give any dew or honey and instead closed their leaves defiantly and told me to leave.”</p>

Line 235 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Queen,” she said sadly, “I wish I could bring you as happy news as my sister, but unfortunately, my flowers are proud and stubborn. When I tried to collect my small gift of colorful leaves for your royal garments, they insisted that I bring this wilted bloom and tell you they refuse to serve anyone who won’t make them Queen over all the other flowers. They wouldn’t give any dew or honey and instead closed their leaves defiantly and told me to leave.”</p>

-----

Line 236 (ORIG): <p>“Your task has been too difficult for you,” said the Queen gently, as she placed the wilting flower in the urn Eglantine had given her. “You’ll see how this dew from a sweet, pure heart will breathe new life and beauty into this poor faded flower. Just like this, dear Rainbow, with kind words and gentle guidance, you can restore lost purity and peace to those impacted by pride and selfishness. Go back to the proud flowers and tell them that when they reign over their own hearts, they won’t need a more beautiful kingdom. Take care of them more lovingly than ever, ensure they have enough dew and air, speak to them with kindness, and don’t let their unkind words or actions upset you. Show them through your patient love and care how much more beautiful they could be, and when you return, you’ll be filled with gifts from humble, loving flowers.”</p>

Line 236 (NEW):  <p>“Your task has been too difficult for you,” said the Queen gently, as she placed the wilting flower in the urn Eglantine had given her. “You’ll see how this dew from a sweet, pure heart will breathe new life and beauty into this poor faded flower. Just like this, dear Rainbow, with kind words and gentle guidance, you can restore lost purity and peace to those impacted by pride and selfishness. Go back to the proud flowers and tell them that when they reign over their own hearts, they won’t need a more beautiful kingdom. Take care of them more lovingly than ever, ensure they have enough dew and air, speak to them with kindness, and don’t let their unkind words or actions upset you. Show them through your patient love and care how much more beautiful they could be, and when you return, you’ll be filled with gifts from humble, loving flowers.”</p>

-----

Line 237 (ORIG): <p>Thus they shared what they had done and received from their Queen some gentle reprimand or loving words of praise.</p>

Line 237 (NEW):  <p>Thus they shared what they had done and received from their Queen some gentle reprimand or loving words of praise.</p>

-----

Line 238 (ORIG): <p>“You're going to get tired of this,” said little Rose-Leaf to Eva; “come on and see where we learn to read the stories written on flower leaves, the sweet language of the birds, and everything that can make a Fairy heart smarter and kinder.”</p>

Line 238 (NEW):  <p>“You're going to get tired of this,” said little Rose-Leaf to Eva; “come on and see where we learn to read the stories written on flower leaves, the sweet language of the birds, and everything that can make a Fairy heart smarter and kinder.”</p>

-----

Line 239 (ORIG): <p>Then they entered a joyful place filled with many clusters of flowers, where the young Elves sat among the leaves, learning from their flower-books everything that fairy hands had written. Some studied how to observe the tender buds, when to expose them to sunlight, and when to protect them from rain; how to safeguard the ripening seeds, and when to plant them in the warm earth or send them on the summer breeze to distant hills and valleys, where other fairy hands would care for them until a sisterhood of beautiful flowers grew to brighten and cheer the lonely spot where they had landed. Others learned to heal injured insects, whose delicate limbs a gust of wind could break, and who, without fairy assistance, would perish before halfway through their joyful summer. Some discovered how to uplift and comfort human hearts through sweet dreams, whispering words of love to save those who had lost their way from committing wrongful acts, filling young hearts with gentle thoughts and pure affections, so that no sin could tarnish the beauty of the human flower; while others, like human children, learned the fairy alphabet. In this way, the Elves formed loving connections through care and affection, and no harm could befall them because those they helped to nurture and protect always looked out for them to shield and save them.</p>

Line 239 (NEW):  <p>Then they entered a joyful place filled with many clusters of flowers, where the young Elves sat among the leaves, learning from their flower-books everything that fairy hands had written. Some studied how to observe the tender buds, when to expose them to sunlight, and when to protect them from rain; how to safeguard the ripening seeds, and when to plant them in the warm earth or send them on the summer breeze to distant hills and valleys, where other fairy hands would care for them until a sisterhood of beautiful flowers grew to brighten and cheer the lonely spot where they had landed. Others learned to heal injured insects, whose delicate limbs a gust of wind could break, and who, without fairy assistance, would perish before halfway through their joyful summer. Some discovered how to uplift and comfort human hearts through sweet dreams, whispering words of love to save those who had lost their way from committing wrongful acts, filling young hearts with gentle thoughts and pure affections, so that no sin could tarnish the beauty of the human flower; while others, like human children, learned the fairy alphabet. In this way, the Elves formed loving connections through care and affection, and no harm could befall them because those they helped to nurture and protect always looked out for them to shield and save them.</p>

-----

Line 240 (ORIG): <p>Eva nodded at the cheerful little ones as they peeked through the leaves at the stranger, and then she listened to the Fairy lessons. Several tiny Elves stood on a wide leaf while the teacher sat among the petals of a flower that leaned beside them, asking questions that only Fairies would be interested in.</p>

Line 240 (NEW):  <p>Eva nodded at the cheerful little ones as they peeked through the leaves at the stranger, and then she listened to the Fairy lessons. Several tiny Elves stood on a wide leaf while the teacher sat among the petals of a flower that leaned beside them, asking questions that only Fairies would be interested in.</p>

-----

Line 241 (ORIG): <p>“Twinkle, if there were nine seeds in a flower cup and the wind blew five away, how many would the flower have left?” “Four,” answered the little one.</p>

Line 241 (NEW):  <p>“Twinkle, if there were nine seeds in a flower cup and the wind blew five away, how many would the flower have left?” “Four,” answered the little one.</p>

-----

Line 242 (ORIG): <p>“Rosebud, if a cowslip opens three leaves one day and four the next, how many rosy leaves will there be when the whole flower has bloomed?”</p>

Line 242 (NEW):  <p>“Rosebud, if a cowslip opens three leaves one day and four the next, how many rosy leaves will there be when the whole flower has bloomed?”</p>

-----

Line 243 (ORIG): <p>“Seven,” sang the cheerful little Elf.</p>

Line 243 (NEW):  <p>“Seven,” sang the cheerful little Elf.</p>

-----

Line 244 (ORIG): <p>“Harebell, if a silkworm spins one yard of Fairy cloth in an hour, how many will it spin in a day?”</p>

Line 244 (NEW):  <p>“Harebell, if a silkworm spins one yard of Fairy cloth in an hour, how many will it spin in a day?”</p>

-----

Line 245 (ORIG): <p>“Twelve,” said the Fairy child.</p>

Line 245 (NEW):  <p>“Twelve,” said the fairy kid.</p>

-----

Line 246 (ORIG): <p>“Primrose, where lies Violet Island?”</p>

Line 246 (NEW):  <p>"Primrose, where is Violet Island?"</p>

-----

Line 247 (ORIG): <p>“In the Lake of Ripples.”</p>

Line 247 (NEW):  <p>"In the Lake of Ripples."</p>

-----

Line 248 (ORIG): <p>“Lilla, you can go to Rose Land.”</p>

Line 248 (NEW):  <p>“Lilla, you can go to Rose Land.”</p>

-----

Line 249 (ORIG): <p>“On the north by Ferndale, south by Sunny Wave River, east by the hill of Morning Clouds, and west by the Evening Star.”</p>

Line 249 (NEW):  <p>“On the north by Ferndale, south by Sunny Wave River, east by the hill of Morning Clouds, and west by the Evening Star.”</p>

-----

Line 250 (ORIG): <p>“Okay, kids,” said the teacher, “you can start your painting so our visitor can see how we fix the flowers that have been hurt by human hands.”</p>

Line 250 (NEW):  <p>“Okay, kids,” said the teacher, “you can start your painting so our visitor can see how we fix the flowers that have been hurt by human hands.”</p>

-----

Line 251 (ORIG): <p>Then Eva saw how, on large, white leaves, the Fairies learned to imitate the beautiful colors, and with tiny brushes brightened the blush on the anemone’s cheek, deepened the blue of the violet’s eye, and added new light to the golden cowslip.</p>

Line 251 (NEW):  <p>Then Eva saw how, on large, white leaves, the Fairies learned to imitate the beautiful colors, and with tiny brushes brightened the blush on the anemone’s cheek, deepened the blue of the violet’s eye, and added new light to the golden cowslip.</p>

-----

Line 252 (ORIG): <p>“You've been here long enough,” said the Elves finally, “we have lots of things to show you. Come now and see our most treasured creation.”</p>

Line 252 (NEW):  <p>“You've been here long enough,” said the Elves finally, “we have lots of things to show you. Come now and see our most treasured creation.”</p>

-----

Line 253 (ORIG): <p>So Eva said goodbye to the child Elves and hurried with little Rose-Leaf to the gates. There, she saw many groups of Fairies wrapped in dark cloaks so that mortals wouldn’t recognize them, who, with the child among them, flew away over hills and valleys. Some went to the cottages in the hills, some went to the seaside to keep watch over the humble fishermen; but little Rose-Leaf and many others headed into the bustling city.</p>

Line 253 (NEW):  <p>So Eva said goodbye to the child Elves and hurried with little Rose-Leaf to the gates. There, she saw many groups of Fairies wrapped in dark cloaks so that mortals wouldn’t recognize them, who, with the child among them, flew away over hills and valleys. Some went to the cottages in the hills, some went to the seaside to keep watch over the humble fishermen; but little Rose-Leaf and many others headed into the bustling city.</p>

-----

Line 254 (ORIG): <p>Eva wondered to herself what help the tiny Elves could offer in this vast place; but she soon discovered, as the Fairy group spread out among the poor and lonely, bringing comforting dreams to the sick and elderly, sweet, gentle thoughts of love and kindness to the young, strength to the weak, and patient cheerfulness to those who were poor and alone.</p>

Line 254 (NEW):  <p>Eva wondered to herself what help the tiny Elves could offer in this vast place; but she soon discovered, as the Fairy group spread out among the poor and lonely, bringing comforting dreams to the sick and elderly, sweet, gentle thoughts of love and kindness to the young, strength to the weak, and patient cheerfulness to those who were poor and alone.</p>

-----

Line 255 (ORIG): <p>Then the child stopped wondering, but her love for the kind-hearted Elves grew stronger. They left their own happy home to bring joy and comfort to those who never knew who had clothed and fed them, or what hearts had shared their own happiness to create such joy in others.</p>

Line 255 (NEW):  <p>Then the child stopped wondering, but her love for the kind-hearted Elves grew stronger. They left their own happy home to bring joy and comfort to those who never knew who had clothed and fed them, or what hearts had shared their own happiness to create such joy in others.</p>

-----

Line 256 (ORIG): <p>Long they stayed, and little Eva learned many lessons: but when she asked them to go back, they still urged her on, saying, “Our work isn’t finished yet; should we really leave so many sad hearts when we could uplift them, so many dark homes that we could light up? We have to stay a bit longer, little Eva, and you can learn even more.”</p>

Line 256 (NEW):  <p>Long they stayed, and little Eva learned many lessons: but when she asked them to go back, they still urged her on, saying, “Our work isn’t finished yet; should we really leave so many sad hearts when we could uplift them, so many dark homes that we could light up? We have to stay a bit longer, little Eva, and you can learn even more.”</p>

-----

Line 257 (ORIG): <p>Then they entered a dark and empty room, where they found a pale, sad-eyed child, crying bitterly over a wilted flower.</p>

Line 257 (NEW):  <p>Then they entered a dark and empty room, where they found a pale, sad-eyed child, crying bitterly over a wilted flower.</p>

-----

Line 258 (ORIG): <p>“Ah,” sighed the little one, “it was my only friend, and I cherished it with all my lonely heart’s love; it was all that made my sad life happy; and it’s gone.”</p>

Line 258 (NEW):  <p>“Ah,” sighed the little one, “it was my only friend, and I cherished it with all my lonely heart’s love; it was all that made my sad life happy; and it’s gone.”</p>

-----

Line 259 (ORIG): <p>Tenderly, the child secured the drooping stem and placed it where the one faint ray of sunlight filtered into the dreary room.</p>

Line 259 (NEW):  <p>Tenderly, the child secured the drooping stem and placed it where the one faint ray of sunlight filtered into the dreary room.</p>

-----

Line 260 (ORIG): <p>“Do you see,” said the Elves, “with this simple flower, we will keep the child pure and unblemished despite the sin and sorrow surrounding her. The love from this will guide her through temptation and grief, and she will be a source of joy and comfort to those who are sinful and grieving.”</p>

Line 260 (NEW):  <p>“Do you see,” said the Elves, “with this simple flower, we will keep the child pure and unblemished despite the sin and sorrow surrounding her. The love from this will guide her through temptation and grief, and she will be a source of joy and comfort to those who are sinful and grieving.”</p>

-----

Line 261 (ORIG): <p>And with dedicated love, the Elves worked among the dried leaves, giving new strength to the flower. As the friendless child watered the growing buds each day, her love for the unseen friends who had given her something to cherish in her lonely home grew deeper. Sweet, gentle thoughts filled her heart as she leaned over it, and the flower’s fragrant scent felt like a whispered voice of all things beautiful and lovely. Just as the flower taught her, she passed that knowledge on to others.</p>

Line 261 (NEW):  <p>And with dedicated love, the Elves worked among the dried leaves, giving new strength to the flower. As the friendless child watered the growing buds each day, her love for the unseen friends who had given her something to cherish in her lonely home grew deeper. Sweet, gentle thoughts filled her heart as she leaned over it, and the flower’s fragrant scent felt like a whispered voice of all things beautiful and lovely. Just as the flower taught her, she passed that knowledge on to others.</p>

-----

Line 262 (ORIG): <p>The caring Elves brought her sweet dreams at night and happy thoughts during the day. As she blossomed into a beautiful child, pure and patient despite the struggles of poverty and sorrow, those who were sinful felt ashamed, grieving hearts became lighter, and the weak and selfish forgot their pointless fears when they saw her trustfully living on without anyone to help or comfort her. The love she had for the delicate flower kept her own heart innocent and bright, and this pure human flower served as a lesson to everyone who noticed it. Soon, the once gloomy house was filled with happy hearts, learning from the gentle child how to endure poverty and grief just as she had, to forgive those who brought them pain and wrongs, and to find joy in simple acts of charity and love.</p>

Line 262 (NEW):  <p>The caring Elves brought her sweet dreams at night and happy thoughts during the day. As she blossomed into a beautiful child, pure and patient despite the struggles of poverty and sorrow, those who were sinful felt ashamed, grieving hearts became lighter, and the weak and selfish forgot their pointless fears when they saw her trustfully living on without anyone to help or comfort her. The love she had for the delicate flower kept her own heart innocent and bright, and this pure human flower served as a lesson to everyone who noticed it. Soon, the once gloomy house was filled with happy hearts, learning from the gentle child how to endure poverty and grief just as she had, to forgive those who brought them pain and wrongs, and to find joy in simple acts of charity and love.</p>

-----

Line 263 (ORIG): <p>“Our work is done,” whispered the Elves, and with blessings on the two beautiful flowers, they flew away to other homes;—to a blind old man who lived alone with no one to love him, until through many years of darkness and silent sorrow, the heart inside had grown dim and cold. No sunlight could reach his darkened eyes, and no one was close to whisper kind words, to uplift and comfort him.</p>

Line 263 (NEW):  <p>“Our work is done,” whispered the Elves, and with blessings on the two beautiful flowers, they flew away to other homes;—to a blind old man who lived alone with no one to love him, until through many years of darkness and silent sorrow, the heart inside had grown dim and cold. No sunlight could reach his darkened eyes, and no one was close to whisper kind words, to uplift and comfort him.</p>

-----

Line 264 (ORIG): <p>Thus he lived, forgotten and alone, trying not to bring joy to others, having none himself. Life was dark and sad until the tireless Elves arrived at his dreary home, bringing sunshine and love. They whispered comforting words—how, if his darkened eyes couldn’t find light outside, there could be everlasting happiness within; gentle feelings and kind, loving thoughts could beautify the heart if only the gloomy, selfish sorrow were cast away, and everything would be bright and beautiful.</p>

Line 264 (NEW):  <p>Thus he lived, forgotten and alone, trying not to bring joy to others, having none himself. Life was dark and sad until the tireless Elves arrived at his dreary home, bringing sunshine and love. They whispered comforting words—how, if his darkened eyes couldn’t find light outside, there could be everlasting happiness within; gentle feelings and kind, loving thoughts could beautify the heart if only the gloomy, selfish sorrow were cast away, and everything would be bright and beautiful.</p>

-----

Line 265 (ORIG): <p>They brought cheerful kids who gathered around him, making the lonely home beautiful with their young faces and lifting his heavy heart with their sweet, childish voices. He couldn’t let go of the love they brought; sunlight came in, dark thoughts faded away, and the world felt like a nice home to him.</p>

Line 265 (NEW):  <p>They brought cheerful kids who gathered around him, making the lonely home beautiful with their young faces and lifting his heavy heart with their sweet, childish voices. He couldn’t let go of the love they brought; sunlight came in, dark thoughts faded away, and the world felt like a nice home to him.</p>

-----

Line 266 (ORIG): <p>Thus their little hands led him back to peace and happiness, flowers bloomed by his door, and their sweet scent brought happy thoughts of nice valleys and green hills; birds sang to him, and their lovely voices stirred the music in his own soul, which always managed to calm and comfort him. Happy sounds filled his once lonely home, and bright faces gathered around his knee, listening attentively as he tried to share all the good that kindness and love had done for him.</p>

Line 266 (NEW):  <p>Thus their little hands led him back to peace and happiness, flowers bloomed by his door, and their sweet scent brought happy thoughts of nice valleys and green hills; birds sang to him, and their lovely voices stirred the music in his own soul, which always managed to calm and comfort him. Happy sounds filled his once lonely home, and bright faces gathered around his knee, listening attentively as he tried to share all the good that kindness and love had done for him.</p>

-----

Line 267 (ORIG): <p>Still the Elves watched nearby, and the heart grew brighter as warm thoughts and gentle feelings filled it and made it their home; and when the old man fell asleep, little feet walked lightly above his grave, and loving hands placed fragrant flowers.</p>

Line 267 (NEW):  <p>Still the Elves watched nearby, and the heart grew brighter as warm thoughts and gentle feelings filled it and made it their home; and when the old man fell asleep, little feet walked lightly above his grave, and loving hands placed fragrant flowers.</p>

-----

Line 268 (ORIG): <p>Then the Elves went into the gloomy prisons, where heavy hearts mourned in lonely sadness for the joy and freedom they had lost. To these places came the loving group with gentle words, telling of the peace they could still achieve through patience and sincere regret, thus stirring in their hearts all the pure feelings and warm affections that had been dormant for so long.</p>

Line 268 (NEW):  <p>Then the Elves went into the gloomy prisons, where heavy hearts mourned in lonely sadness for the joy and freedom they had lost. To these places came the loving group with gentle words, telling of the peace they could still achieve through patience and sincere regret, thus stirring in their hearts all the pure feelings and warm affections that had been dormant for so long.</p>

-----

Line 269 (ORIG): <p>They shared cheerful stories and sang their loveliest songs to lift spirits, while the dim rooms brightened with sunlight and filled with the scent of flowers the caring Elves had brought. Through their gentle guidance, those sorrowful, despairing hearts were filled with hopeful patience and a sincere desire to regain their lost innocence and happiness.</p>

Line 269 (NEW):  <p>They shared cheerful stories and sang their loveliest songs to lift spirits, while the dim rooms brightened with sunlight and filled with the scent of flowers the caring Elves had brought. Through their gentle guidance, those sorrowful, despairing hearts were filled with hopeful patience and a sincere desire to regain their lost innocence and happiness.</p>

-----

Line 270 (ORIG): <p>Thus, to everyone who needed help or comfort, the loyal Fairies went; and when they finally headed back to Fairy-Land, they left many grateful and happy hearts behind.</p>

Line 270 (NEW):  <p>Thus, to everyone who needed help or comfort, the loyal Fairies went; and when they finally headed back to Fairy-Land, they left many grateful and happy hearts behind.</p>

-----

Line 271 (ORIG): <p>Then through the summer sky, over the blooming earth, they traveled home, feeling happier for the joy they had shared and wiser for the good they had accomplished.</p>

Line 271 (NEW):  <p>Then through the summer sky, over the blooming earth, they traveled home, feeling happier for the joy they had shared and wiser for the good they had accomplished.</p>

-----

Line 272 (ORIG): <p>All of Fairy-Land was covered in flowers, and the gentle breeze whistled by, filled with their lovely scent. Pleasant music floated through the air, and groups of Elves in their brightest outfits rushed to the palace where the feast was laid out.</p>

Line 272 (NEW):  <p>All of Fairy-Land was covered in flowers, and the gentle breeze whistled by, filled with their lovely scent. Pleasant music floated through the air, and groups of Elves in their brightest outfits rushed to the palace where the feast was laid out.</p>

-----

Line 273 (ORIG): <p>Soon the bright hall was filled with smiling faces and beautiful figures, and little Eva, standing next to the Queen, thought she had never seen a sight so lovely.</p>

Line 273 (NEW):  <p>Soon the bright hall was filled with smiling faces and beautiful figures, and little Eva, standing next to the Queen, thought she had never seen a sight so lovely.</p>

-----

Line 274 (ORIG): <p>The colorful shadows of the prettiest flowers danced on the pure white walls, and fountains glimmered in the sunlight, creating music as the cool waves ebbed and flowed. Meanwhile, the cheerful Elves flitted back and forth with fluttering wings and joyful voices, bringing fruit and honey, or fragrant garlands for each other’s hair.</p>

Line 274 (NEW):  <p>The colorful shadows of the prettiest flowers danced on the pure white walls, and fountains glimmered in the sunlight, creating music as the cool waves ebbed and flowed. Meanwhile, the cheerful Elves flitted back and forth with fluttering wings and joyful voices, bringing fruit and honey, or fragrant garlands for each other’s hair.</p>

-----

Line 275 (ORIG): <p>They feasted for a long time, happily sang, and Eva, dancing joyfully among them, wished to be an Elf so she could live forever in such a beautiful place.</p>

Line 275 (NEW):  <p>They feasted for a long time, happily sang, and Eva, dancing joyfully among them, wished to be an Elf so she could live forever in such a beautiful place.</p>

-----

Line 276 (ORIG): <p>At last, the music stopped, and the Queen said, placing her hand gently on little Eva’s shiny hair:—</p>

Line 276 (NEW):  <p>At last, the music stopped, and the Queen said, placing her hand gently on little Eva’s shiny hair:—</p>

-----

Line 277 (ORIG): <p>“Dear child, tomorrow we have to take you home because, as much as we want to keep you, it would be wrong to bring such sadness to your loving earthly friends. So, we will take you to the brookside and say goodbye until you can visit us again. Please don’t cry, dear Rose-Leaf; you’ll watch over little Eva’s flowers, and when she sees them, she’ll think of you. Now come and guide her to the Fairy garden, and show her what we consider our most beautiful sight. Don’t cry anymore, but try to make her last hours with us as happy as possible.”</p>

Line 277 (NEW):  <p>“Dear child, tomorrow we have to take you home because, as much as we want to keep you, it would be wrong to bring such sadness to your loving earthly friends. So, we will take you to the brookside and say goodbye until you can visit us again. Please don’t cry, dear Rose-Leaf; you’ll watch over little Eva’s flowers, and when she sees them, she’ll think of you. Now come and guide her to the Fairy garden, and show her what we consider our most beautiful sight. Don’t cry anymore, but try to make her last hours with us as happy as possible.”</p>

-----

Line 278 (ORIG): <p>With gentle touches and sweet words, the loving Elves surrounded the child, and, with Rose-Leaf beside her, they guided her through the palace and along green, winding paths, until Eva saw what looked like a wall of flowers rising in front of her, while the air was filled with the most fragrant scents and the soft, sweet music of singing blossoms.</p>

Line 278 (NEW):  <p>With gentle touches and sweet words, the loving Elves surrounded the child, and, with Rose-Leaf beside her, they guided her through the palace and along green, winding paths, until Eva saw what looked like a wall of flowers rising in front of her, while the air was filled with the most fragrant scents and the soft, sweet music of singing blossoms.</p>

-----

Line 279 (ORIG): <p>“Where have you taken me, and what do these beautiful sounds mean?” asked Eva.</p>

Line 279 (NEW):  <p>“Where have you taken me, and what do these beautiful sounds mean?” asked Eva.</p>

-----

Line 280 (ORIG): <p>“Look here, and you’ll see,” said Rose-Leaf, as she pushed aside the vines, “but listen quietly or you won’t be able to hear.”</p>

Line 280 (NEW):  <p>“Look here, and you’ll see,” said Rose-Leaf, as she pushed aside the vines, “but listen quietly or you won’t be able to hear.”</p>

-----

Line 281 (ORIG): <p>Then Eva, peeking through the drooping vines, saw a garden filled with the most beautiful flowers; as lovely as any blooms she had encountered in Fairy-Land, none were as stunning as these. The rose glowed with a deeper red, the lily’s soft petals were a pure white, the crocus and humble cowslip sparkled like sunlight, and the violet was as blue as the sky that smiled above it.</p>

Line 281 (NEW):  <p>Then Eva, peeking through the drooping vines, saw a garden filled with the most beautiful flowers; as lovely as any blooms she had encountered in Fairy-Land, none were as stunning as these. The rose glowed with a deeper red, the lily’s soft petals were a pure white, the crocus and humble cowslip sparkled like sunlight, and the violet was as blue as the sky that smiled above it.</p>

-----

Line 282 (ORIG): <p>“How beautiful they are,” whispered Eva, “but, dear Rose-Leaf, why do you keep them here, and why do you call this your most beautiful sight?”</p>

Line 282 (NEW):  <p>“How beautiful they are,” whispered Eva, “but, dear Rose-Leaf, why do you keep them here, and why do you call this your most beautiful sight?”</p>

-----

Line 283 (ORIG): <p>“Look again, and I’ll tell you,” replied the Fairy.</p>

Line 283 (NEW):  <p>“Look again, and I’ll tell you,” replied the Fairy.</p>

-----

Line 284 (ORIG): <p>Eva looked and saw tiny figures emerging from every flower to greet the Elves, who, except for Rose-Leaf, had flown over the wall. They were now spreading dew on the flowers' bright leaves and chatting happily with the Spirits that gathered around them, clearly delighted by their arrival. The child noticed that each figure wore the colors of the flower it came from. The little forms were delicate and graceful, with bright silken hair cascading around each beautiful face. Eva heard the soft, sweet hum of their silvery voices and the flutter of their wings. She watched in silent awe, forgetting that she didn’t know who they were, until the Fairy said,—</p>

Line 284 (NEW):  <p>Eva looked and saw tiny figures emerging from every flower to greet the Elves, who, except for Rose-Leaf, had flown over the wall. They were now spreading dew on the flowers' bright leaves and chatting happily with the Spirits that gathered around them, clearly delighted by their arrival. The child noticed that each figure wore the colors of the flower it came from. The little forms were delicate and graceful, with bright silken hair cascading around each beautiful face. Eva heard the soft, sweet hum of their silvery voices and the flutter of their wings. She watched in silent awe, forgetting that she didn’t know who they were, until the Fairy said,—</p>

-----

Line 285 (ORIG): <p>“These are the spirits of the flowers, and this is the Fairy Home where those who had pure and loving hearts on earth come to thrive in everlasting beauty when their life ends. The simplest flower has a place with us, because outer beauty is meaningless if there’s not also goodness and sweetness within. Do you see that beautiful spirit singing with my sister Moonlight? A clover blossom was her home, and she lived unnoticed, unloved; yet she remained patient and content, cheerfully enduring her sorrows. We watched and saw how beautiful and sweet the humble flower became, and then we joyfully brought her here, to blossom alongside the lily and the rose. The lives of flowers are often short, as cruel hands destroy them; so it is our greatest joy to bring them here, where no careless foot or harsh wind can harm them, where they bloom in peaceful beauty, repaying our care with their love and sweetest fragrances.”</p>

Line 285 (NEW):  <p>“These are the spirits of the flowers, and this is the Fairy Home where those who had pure and loving hearts on earth come to thrive in everlasting beauty when their life ends. The simplest flower has a place with us, because outer beauty is meaningless if there’s not also goodness and sweetness within. Do you see that beautiful spirit singing with my sister Moonlight? A clover blossom was her home, and she lived unnoticed, unloved; yet she remained patient and content, cheerfully enduring her sorrows. We watched and saw how beautiful and sweet the humble flower became, and then we joyfully brought her here, to blossom alongside the lily and the rose. The lives of flowers are often short, as cruel hands destroy them; so it is our greatest joy to bring them here, where no careless foot or harsh wind can harm them, where they bloom in peaceful beauty, repaying our care with their love and sweetest fragrances.”</p>

-----

Line 286 (ORIG): <p>“I will never break another flower,” cried Eva; “but please let me go to them, dear Fairy; I would love to meet the beautiful spirits and ask for forgiveness for the sadness I have caused. Can I go in?”</p>

Line 286 (NEW):  <p>“I will never break another flower,” cried Eva; “but please let me go to them, dear Fairy; I would love to meet the beautiful spirits and ask for forgiveness for the sadness I have caused. Can I go in?”</p>

-----

Line 287 (ORIG): <p>“Nah, dear Eva, you’re just a human child and can’t go in here; but I’ll tell them about the sweet little girl who has learned to love them, and they’ll remember you when you’re gone. Let’s go now, you’ve seen enough, and we need to leave.”</p>

Line 287 (NEW):  <p>“Nah, dear Eva, you’re just a human child and can’t go in here; but I’ll tell them about the sweet little girl who has learned to love them, and they’ll remember you when you’re gone. Let’s go now, you’ve seen enough, and we need to leave.”</p>

-----

Line 288 (ORIG): <p>On a beautiful morning, Eva floated through the sunny sky, surrounded by the caring Elves. The gentle breeze carried them along, and soon they found themselves by the brook again, its waves sparkling as if to greet them.</p>

Line 288 (NEW):  <p>On a beautiful morning, Eva floated through the sunny sky, surrounded by the caring Elves. The gentle breeze carried them along, and soon they found themselves by the brook again, its waves sparkling as if to greet them.</p>

-----

Line 289 (ORIG): <p>“Now, before we say goodbye,” said the Queen, as they moved closer to the child, “tell me, dear Eva, which of our Fairy gifts will make you the happiest, and it will be yours.”</p>

Line 289 (NEW):  <p>“Now, before we say goodbye,” said the Queen, as they moved closer to the child, “tell me, dear Eva, which of our Fairy gifts will make you the happiest, and it will be yours.”</p>

-----

Line 290 (ORIG): <p>“You wonderful little Fairies,” said Eva, holding them close, since she was no longer the small child she had been in Fairy-Land, “you sweet little Elves, what can I ask of you, who have done so much to make me happy and taught me so many good and gentle lessons that I will always remember? I can only ask you for the ability to be as pure and gentle as you are, as caring and loving to the weak and sorrowful, and as tireless in doing kind things for everyone. Grant me this gift, and you’ll see that little Eva hasn’t forgotten what you’ve taught her.”</p>

Line 290 (NEW):  <p>“You wonderful little Fairies,” said Eva, holding them close, since she was no longer the small child she had been in Fairy-Land, “you sweet little Elves, what can I ask of you, who have done so much to make me happy and taught me so many good and gentle lessons that I will always remember? I can only ask you for the ability to be as pure and gentle as you are, as caring and loving to the weak and sorrowful, and as tireless in doing kind things for everyone. Grant me this gift, and you’ll see that little Eva hasn’t forgotten what you’ve taught her.”</p>

-----

Line 291 (ORIG): <p>“The power will be yours,” said the Elves, as they gently placed their hands on her head. “We’ll look after you in your dreams, and when you want news from us, just ask the flowers in your garden, and they’ll tell you everything you need to know. Goodbye. Don’t forget Fairy-Land and all your caring friends.”</p>

Line 291 (NEW):  <p>“The power will be yours,” said the Elves, as they gently placed their hands on her head. “We’ll look after you in your dreams, and when you want news from us, just ask the flowers in your garden, and they’ll tell you everything you need to know. Goodbye. Don’t forget Fairy-Land and all your caring friends.”</p>

-----

Line 292 (ORIG): <p>They surrounded her affectionately, and little Rose-Leaf put a flower crown on her head, softly whispering, “When you want to come back to us, stand by the stream and wave this in the air, and we will happily bring you back to our home. Goodbye, dear Eva. Remember your little Rose-Leaf when you're among the flowers.”</p>

Line 292 (NEW):  <p>They surrounded her affectionately, and little Rose-Leaf put a flower crown on her head, softly whispering, “When you want to come back to us, stand by the stream and wave this in the air, and we will happily bring you back to our home. Goodbye, dear Eva. Remember your little Rose-Leaf when you're among the flowers.”</p>

-----

Line 293 (ORIG): <p>Long Eva watched their shining wings and listened to the music of their voices as they flew back home, singing. When the last little figure finally disappeared among the clouds, she noticed that all around her, where the Elves had been, the most beautiful flowers had bloomed, and the lonely brook was now a vibrant garden.</p>

Line 293 (NEW):  <p>Long Eva watched their shining wings and listened to the music of their voices as they flew back home, singing. When the last little figure finally disappeared among the clouds, she noticed that all around her, where the Elves had been, the most beautiful flowers had bloomed, and the lonely brook was now a vibrant garden.</p>

-----

Line 294 (ORIG): <p>Thus she stood among the swaying flowers, with the fairy crown in her hair, and joyful feelings in her heart, feeling better and wiser from her visit to Fairy-Land.</p>

Line 294 (NEW):  <p>Thus she stood among the swaying flowers, with the fairy crown in her hair, and joyful feelings in her heart, feeling better and wiser from her visit to Fairy-Land.</p>

-----

Line 295 (ORIG): <p>“Now, Star-Twinkle, what do you have to teach us?” asked the Queen.</p>

Line 295 (NEW):  <p>“Now, Star-Twinkle, what do you have to teach us?” asked the Queen.</p>

-----

Line 296 (ORIG): <p>“Just a little song I heard the hare-bells singing,” replied the Fairy, and, taking her harp, sang in a soft, sweet voice:—</p>

Line 296 (NEW):  <p>“Just a little song I heard the hare-bells singing,” replied the Fairy, and, taking her harp, sang in a soft, sweet voice:—</p>

-----

Line 297 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 297 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 298 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 298 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 299 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap04"></a>

Line 299 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap04"></a>

-----

Line 300 (ORIG): THE FLOWER’S LESSON.

Line 300 (NEW):  THE FLOWER’S LESSON.

-----

Line 301 (ORIG): </h2>

Line 301 (NEW):  </h2>

-----

Line 302 (ORIG): <p class="poem">A fragrant rosebush grew where the stream flows,<br/>

Line 302 (NEW):  <p class="poem">A fragrant rosebush grew where the stream flows,<br/>

-----

Line 303 (ORIG): With two tiny soft buds and one full rose;<br/>

Line 303 (NEW):  With two tiny soft buds and one full rose;<br/>

-----

Line 304 (ORIG): As the sun went down to rest in the west,<br/>

Line 304 (NEW):  As the sun went down to rest in the west,<br/>

-----

Line 305 (ORIG): The little buds leaned against their rose-mother's breast,<br/>

Line 305 (NEW):  The little buds leaned against their rose-mother's breast,<br/>

-----

Line 306 (ORIG): While the bright-eyed stars kept their long watch,<br/>

Line 306 (NEW):  While the bright-eyed stars kept their long watch,<br/>

-----

Line 307 (ORIG): And the valley's flowers slept in their green cradles;<br/>

Line 307 (NEW):  And the valley's flowers slept in their green cradles;<br/>

-----

Line 308 (ORIG): Then silently, in sweet scents, they talked to each other,<br/>

Line 308 (NEW):  Then silently, in sweet scents, they talked to each other,<br/>

-----

Line 309 (ORIG): The two little buds on their mother's bosom.<br/>

Line 309 (NEW):  The two little buds on their mother's bosom.<br/>

-----

Line 310 (ORIG): “O sister,” said the little one, gazing at the sky,<br/>

Line 310 (NEW):  “O sister,” said the little one, gazing at the sky,<br/>

-----

Line 311 (ORIG): “I wish the Dew Elves, as they float by,<br/>

Line 311 (NEW):  “I wish the Dew Elves, as they float by,<br/>

-----

Line 312 (ORIG): Would bring me a star; for they never fade,<br/>

Line 312 (NEW):  Would bring me a star; for they never fade,<br/>

-----

Line 313 (ORIG): And the Father doesn’t need them to shine around him.<br/>

Line 313 (NEW):  And the Father doesn’t need them to shine around him.<br/>

-----

Line 314 (ORIG): The shining drops of dew the Elves bring every day<br/>

Line 314 (NEW):  The shining drops of dew the Elves bring every day<br/>

-----

Line 315 (ORIG): And place in my bosom, soon pass away;<br/>

Line 315 (NEW):  And place in my bosom, soon pass away;<br/>

-----

Line 316 (ORIG): But a star would sparkle brightly through the long summer hours,<br/>

Line 316 (NEW):  But a star would sparkle brightly through the long summer hours,<br/>

-----

Line 317 (ORIG): And I would be prettier than all my sister flowers.<br/>

Line 317 (NEW):  And I would be prettier than all my sister flowers.<br/>

-----

Line 318 (ORIG): That would be much better than the falling dew<br/>

Line 318 (NEW):  That would be much better than the falling dew<br/>

-----

Line 319 (ORIG): That comes to the high and the low alike. <br/>

Line 319 (NEW):  That comes to the high and the low alike. <br/>

-----

Line 320 (ORIG): I would be beautiful and regal, with a bright star to shine<br/>

Line 320 (NEW):  I would be beautiful and regal, with a bright star to shine<br/>

-----

Line 321 (ORIG): And give a queenly air to this crimson dress of mine.”<br/>

Line 321 (NEW):  And give a queenly air to this crimson dress of mine.”<br/>

-----

Line 322 (ORIG): And proudly she declared, “These fireflies will be<br/>

Line 322 (NEW):  And proudly she declared, “These fireflies will be<br/>

-----

Line 323 (ORIG): My jewels, since the stars can never come to me.”<br/>

Line 323 (NEW):  My jewels, since the stars can never come to me.”<br/>

-----

Line 324 (ORIG): Just then a tiny dew-drop that hung over the dell<br/>

Line 324 (NEW):  Just then a tiny dew-drop that hung over the dell<br/>

-----

Line 325 (ORIG): Fell on the bud’s breast like a soft star;<br/>

Line 325 (NEW):  Fell on the bud’s breast like a soft star;<br/>

-----

Line 326 (ORIG): But impatiently she threw it away from her leaf,<br/>

Line 326 (NEW):  But impatiently she threw it away from her leaf,<br/>

-----

Line 327 (ORIG): And it fell on her mother like a tear of sadness,<br/>

Line 327 (NEW):  And it fell on her mother like a tear of sadness,<br/>

-----

Line 328 (ORIG): While she clutched to her breast, in stubborn pride,<br/>

Line 328 (NEW):  While she clutched to her breast, in stubborn pride,<br/>

-----

Line 329 (ORIG): A glittering firefly that hung by her side.<br/>

Line 329 (NEW):  A glittering firefly that hung by her side.<br/>

-----

Line 330 (ORIG): “Listen,” said the mother rose, “my dear,<br/>

Line 330 (NEW):  “Listen,” said the mother rose, “my dear,<br/>

-----

Line 331 (ORIG): Why do you seek beauty that isn’t yours?<br/>

Line 331 (NEW):  Why do you seek beauty that isn’t yours?<br/>

-----

Line 332 (ORIG): The Father has made you as you are;<br/>

Line 332 (NEW):  The Father has made you as you are;<br/>

-----

Line 333 (ORIG): And what he loves most is a sweet, pure heart.<br/>

Line 333 (NEW):  And what he loves most is a sweet, pure heart.<br/>

-----

Line 334 (ORIG): Then why do you reject with such discontent<br/>

Line 334 (NEW):  Then why do you reject with such discontent<br/>

-----

Line 335 (ORIG): The loving gift that he has sent?<br/>

Line 335 (NEW):  The loving gift that he has sent?<br/>

-----

Line 336 (ORIG): For the cool fresh dew will make you far<br/>

Line 336 (NEW):  For the cool fresh dew will make you far<br/>

-----

Line 337 (ORIG): More lovely and sweet than the brightest star;<br/>

Line 337 (NEW):  More lovely and sweet than the brightest star;<br/>

-----

Line 338 (ORIG): They were made for Heaven, and can never shine<br/>

Line 338 (NEW):  They were made for Heaven, and can never shine<br/>

-----

Line 339 (ORIG): Like the firefly you’ve foolishly clutched so close.<br/>

Line 339 (NEW):  Like the firefly you’ve foolishly clutched so close.<br/>

-----

Line 340 (ORIG): Oh my foolish little bud, listen to your mother;<br/>

Line 340 (NEW):  Oh my foolish little bud, listen to your mother;<br/>

-----

Line 341 (ORIG): Care only for true beauty, and seek no other.<br/>

Line 341 (NEW):  Care only for true beauty, and seek no other.<br/>

-----

Line 342 (ORIG): There will be grief and trouble in that stubborn heart;<br/>

Line 342 (NEW):  There will be grief and trouble in that stubborn heart;<br/>

-----

Line 343 (ORIG): Unfold your leaves, my daughter, and let the fly go.”<br/>

Line 343 (NEW):  Unfold your leaves, my daughter, and let the fly go.”<br/>

-----

Line 344 (ORIG): But the proud little bud insisted on her own way,<br/>

Line 344 (NEW):  But the proud little bud insisted on her own way,<br/>

-----

Line 345 (ORIG): And folded the firefly more closely still;<br/>

Line 345 (NEW):  And folded the firefly more closely still;<br/>

-----

Line 346 (ORIG): Until the struggling insect tore open the fabric<br/>

Line 346 (NEW):  Until the struggling insect tore open the fabric<br/>

-----

Line 347 (ORIG): Of purple and green that covered her breast.<br/>

Line 347 (NEW):  Of purple and green that covered her breast.<br/>

-----

Line 348 (ORIG): When the sun rose, she saw with sorrow<br/>

Line 348 (NEW):  When the sun rose, she saw with sorrow<br/>

-----

Line 349 (ORIG): Her sister bud blooming leaf by leaf.<br/>

Line 349 (NEW):  Her sister bud blooming leaf by leaf.<br/>

-----

Line 350 (ORIG): While she, once as bright and lovely as the rest,<br/>

Line 350 (NEW):  While she, once as bright and lovely as the rest,<br/>

-----

Line 351 (ORIG): Hung her weary head down on her wounded breast.<br/>

Line 351 (NEW):  Hung her weary head down on her wounded breast.<br/>

-----

Line 352 (ORIG): The sunshine brightened, and the soft summer air<br/>

Line 352 (NEW):  The sunshine brightened, and the soft summer air<br/>

-----

Line 353 (ORIG): Filled with the music of flowers singing there;<br/>

Line 353 (NEW):  Filled with the music of flowers singing there;<br/>

-----

Line 354 (ORIG): But the little bud grew faint with thirst and pain,<br/>

Line 354 (NEW):  But the little bud grew faint with thirst and pain,<br/>

-----

Line 355 (ORIG): And longed for the cool dew; but now it was in vain.<br/>

Line 355 (NEW):  And longed for the cool dew; but now it was in vain.<br/>

-----

Line 356 (ORIG): Then bitterly she cried for her foolishness and pride,<br/>

Line 356 (NEW):  Then bitterly she cried for her foolishness and pride,<br/>

-----

Line 357 (ORIG): As she drooped beside her fair sister.<br/>

Line 357 (NEW):  As she drooped beside her fair sister.<br/>

-----

Line 358 (ORIG): Then the rose mother leaned the weary little head<br/>

Line 358 (NEW):  Then the rose mother leaned the weary little head<br/>

-----

Line 359 (ORIG): On her bosom to rest and gently said:<br/>

Line 359 (NEW):  On her bosom to rest and gently said:<br/>

-----

Line 360 (ORIG): “You’ve learned, my little bud, that no matter what happens,<br/>

Line 360 (NEW):  “You’ve learned, my little bud, that no matter what happens,<br/>

-----

Line 361 (ORIG): You can’t find joy through passion or pride.<br/>

Line 361 (NEW):  You can’t find joy through passion or pride.<br/>

-----

Line 362 (ORIG): The loving Father sends sunshine and showers<br/>

Line 362 (NEW):  The loving Father sends sunshine and showers<br/>

-----

Line 363 (ORIG): So that you can become a perfect little flower;<br/>

Line 363 (NEW):  So that you can become a perfect little flower;<br/>

-----

Line 364 (ORIG): The sweet dews to nourish you, the soft wind to comfort,<br/>

Line 364 (NEW):  The sweet dews to nourish you, the soft wind to comfort,<br/>

-----

Line 365 (ORIG): And the earth as a pleasant home while you’re here.<br/>

Line 365 (NEW):  And the earth as a pleasant home while you’re here.<br/>

-----

Line 366 (ORIG): Then shouldn’t you be grateful for all this care,<br/>

Line 366 (NEW):  Then shouldn’t you be grateful for all this care,<br/>

-----

Line 367 (ORIG): And strive to remain innocent and fair?<br/>

Line 367 (NEW):  And strive to remain innocent and fair?<br/>

-----

Line 368 (ORIG): So seek, my little blossom, to embrace humility;<br/>

Line 368 (NEW):  So seek, my little blossom, to embrace humility;<br/>

-----

Line 369 (ORIG): Be lovely on the outside, be pure on the inside, and you’ll be happy.<br/>

Line 369 (NEW):  Be lovely on the outside, be pure on the inside, and you’ll be happy.<br/>

-----

Line 370 (ORIG): So when the quiet Autumn of your fragrant life comes,<br/>

Line 370 (NEW):  So when the quiet Autumn of your fragrant life comes,<br/>

-----

Line 371 (ORIG): You may fade away, to bloom in the Flower Spirits’ home.”<br/>

Line 371 (NEW):  You may fade away, to bloom in the Flower Spirits’ home.”<br/>

-----

Line 372 (ORIG): Then from the mother’s breast, where it still lay hidden,<br/>

Line 372 (NEW):  Then from the mother’s breast, where it still lay hidden,<br/>

-----

Line 373 (ORIG): The dew-drop gently slid into the fading bud;<br/>

Line 373 (NEW):  The dew-drop gently slid into the fading bud;<br/>

-----

Line 374 (ORIG): The little form grew stronger, and happy tears fell,<br/>

Line 374 (NEW):  The little form grew stronger, and happy tears fell,<br/>

-----

Line 375 (ORIG): As the dew did its silent work, and the bud thrived,<br/>

Line 375 (NEW):  As the dew did its silent work, and the bud thrived,<br/>

-----

Line 376 (ORIG): While the gentle rose leaned, with motherly pride,<br/>

Line 376 (NEW):  While the gentle rose leaned, with motherly pride,<br/>

-----

Line 377 (ORIG): Over the lovely little ones blooming at her side.<br/></p>

Line 377 (NEW):  Over the lovely little ones blooming at her side.<br/></p>

-----

Line 378 (ORIG): <p class="poem">Night came again, and the fireflies flew;<br/>

Line 378 (NEW):  <p class="poem">Night came again, and the fireflies flew;<br/>

-----

Line 379 (ORIG): But the bud let them pass and drank the dew;<br/>

Line 379 (NEW):  But the bud let them pass and drank the dew;<br/>

-----

Line 380 (ORIG): While the soft stars shone from the quiet summer sky,<br/>

Line 380 (NEW):  While the soft stars shone from the quiet summer sky,<br/>

-----

Line 381 (ORIG): On the happy little flower that had learned the lesson taught.<br/></p>

Line 381 (NEW):  On the happy little flower that had learned the lesson taught.<br/></p>

-----

Line 382 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 382 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 383 (ORIG): <p>The music-loving Elves clapped their hands as Star-Twinkle finished; and the Queen, with a gentle smile, placed a flower crown on the Fairy's head, saying,—</p>

Line 383 (NEW):  <p>The music-loving Elves clapped their hands as Star-Twinkle finished; and the Queen, with a gentle smile, placed a flower crown on the Fairy's head, saying,—</p>

-----

Line 384 (ORIG): <p>“The little bud’s lesson will show us how sad pride is, and that only humility can bring true happiness to both flower and Fairy. You’re up next, Zephyr.”</p>

Line 384 (NEW):  <p>“The little bud’s lesson will show us how sad pride is, and that only humility can bring true happiness to both flower and Fairy. You’re up next, Zephyr.”</p>

-----

Line 385 (ORIG): <p>And the little Fairy, who was rocking back and forth on a fluttering vine leaf, started her story like this:—</p>

Line 385 (NEW):  <p>And the little Fairy, who was rocking back and forth on a fluttering vine leaf, started her story like this:—</p>

-----

Line 386 (ORIG): <p>“As I lay resting in the heart of a cowslip that leaned over the stream, a slight breeze, weary of its games, shared this story with me:</p>

Line 386 (NEW):  <p>“As I lay resting in the heart of a cowslip that leaned over the stream, a slight breeze, weary of its games, shared this story with me:</p>

-----

Line 387 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 387 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 388 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 388 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 389 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap05"></a>

Line 389 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap05"></a>

-----

Line 390 (ORIG): LILY-BELL AND THISTLEDOWN.

Line 390 (NEW):  LILY-BELL AND THISTLEDOWN.

-----

Line 391 (ORIG): </h2>

Line 391 (NEW):  </h2>

-----

Line 392 (ORIG): <p>Once upon a time, two little fairies ventured out into the world to find their fortune. Thistledown was as cheerful and dashing a little elf as ever spread a wing. His purple cloak and green vest were embroidered with the brightest threads, and the feather in his cap always came from the wing of the most colorful butterfly.</p>

Line 392 (NEW):  <p>Once upon a time, two little fairies ventured out into the world to find their fortune. Thistledown was as cheerful and dashing a little elf as ever spread a wing. His purple cloak and green vest were embroidered with the brightest threads, and the feather in his cap always came from the wing of the most colorful butterfly.</p>

-----

Line 393 (ORIG): <p>But he wasn't loved in Fairy-Land because, like the flower he resembled in name and color, he looked pretty but hid many small thorns of cruelty and selfishness underneath his bright exterior. Many gentle flowers and innocent birds suffered at his hands because he only cared about himself, taking whatever brought him joy, no matter how many happy hearts were made sad or peaceful homes were ruined.</p>

Line 393 (NEW):  <p>But he wasn't loved in Fairy-Land because, like the flower he resembled in name and color, he looked pretty but hid many small thorns of cruelty and selfishness underneath his bright exterior. Many gentle flowers and innocent birds suffered at his hands because he only cared about himself, taking whatever brought him joy, no matter how many happy hearts were made sad or peaceful homes were ruined.</p>

-----

Line 394 (ORIG): <p>Such was Thistledown; but his little friend, Lily-Bell, was completely different. Kind, compassionate, and loving, wherever her gentle face appeared, joy and gratitude followed; every suffering flower or insect loved and blessed the kind Fairy, and so all of Elf-Land regarded her as a friend.</p>

Line 394 (NEW):  <p>Such was Thistledown; but his little friend, Lily-Bell, was completely different. Kind, compassionate, and loving, wherever her gentle face appeared, joy and gratitude followed; every suffering flower or insect loved and blessed the kind Fairy, and so all of Elf-Land regarded her as a friend.</p>

-----

Line 395 (ORIG): <p>Nor did this make her vain and careless about others; she humbly lived among them, trying to do as much good as she could; and many a homeless bird and hungry insect that Thistledown had harmed did she feed and shelter, and in return no harm could come to her, for so many friends were around her, wanting to repay her kindness and love with their watchful care.</p>

Line 395 (NEW):  <p>Nor did this make her vain and careless about others; she humbly lived among them, trying to do as much good as she could; and many a homeless bird and hungry insect that Thistledown had harmed did she feed and shelter, and in return no harm could come to her, for so many friends were around her, wanting to repay her kindness and love with their watchful care.</p>

-----

Line 396 (ORIG): <p>She wouldn't have left Fairyland now if it weren't to help and guide her impulsive friend, Thistledown, who, unhappy in his peaceful home, wanted to find his fortune in the outside world. She worried that he would struggle because not everyone would be as kind and forgiving as his family. So, the caring little Fairy left her home and friends to accompany him, and together, they flew beneath the bright summer sky.</p>

Line 396 (NEW):  <p>She wouldn't have left Fairyland now if it weren't to help and guide her impulsive friend, Thistledown, who, unhappy in his peaceful home, wanted to find his fortune in the outside world. She worried that he would struggle because not everyone would be as kind and forgiving as his family. So, the caring little Fairy left her home and friends to accompany him, and together, they flew beneath the bright summer sky.</p>

-----

Line 397 (ORIG): <p>On and on, over hills and valleys, they went, chasing the colorful butterflies or listening to the bees as they buzzed from flower to flower like busy little homemakers, singing as they worked; until finally, they arrived at a lovely garden, filled with flowers and lush, old trees.</p>

Line 397 (NEW):  <p>On and on, over hills and valleys, they went, chasing the colorful butterflies or listening to the bees as they buzzed from flower to flower like busy little homemakers, singing as they worked; until finally, they arrived at a lovely garden, filled with flowers and lush, old trees.</p>

-----

Line 398 (ORIG): <p>“Look,” shouted Thistledown, “what a beautiful home this is; let’s rest among the cool leaves and listen to the flowers sing, because I’m really tired and hungry.”</p>

Line 398 (NEW):  <p>“Look,” shouted Thistledown, “what a beautiful home this is; let’s rest among the cool leaves and listen to the flowers sing, because I’m really tired and hungry.”</p>

-----

Line 399 (ORIG): <p>So they entered the peaceful garden, and the winds cheerfully welcomed them, while the flowers swayed on their stems, offering their vibrant petals for the Elves to rest on, along with fresh, sweet honey to revive them.</p>

Line 399 (NEW):  <p>So they entered the peaceful garden, and the winds cheerfully welcomed them, while the flowers swayed on their stems, offering their vibrant petals for the Elves to rest on, along with fresh, sweet honey to revive them.</p>

-----

Line 400 (ORIG): <p>“Now, dear Thistle, please don’t hurt these friendly flowers,” said Lily-Bell; “look how gracefully they spread their leaves and offer us their dew. It would be very wrong for you to repay their kindness with cruelty and pain. You will be gentle for my sake, dear Thistle.”</p>

Line 400 (NEW):  <p>“Now, dear Thistle, please don’t hurt these friendly flowers,” said Lily-Bell; “look how gracefully they spread their leaves and offer us their dew. It would be very wrong for you to repay their kindness with cruelty and pain. You will be gentle for my sake, dear Thistle.”</p>

-----

Line 401 (ORIG): <p>Then she walked among the flowers, and they bent affectionately toward her, resting their soft leaves against her small face, so she could see how happy they were to welcome someone so good and gentle. They kindly offered their dew and honey to the tired little Fairy, who sat among their fragrant petals and watched the joyful blossoms, which softly sang her to sleep with their low voices.</p>

Line 401 (NEW):  <p>Then she walked among the flowers, and they bent affectionately toward her, resting their soft leaves against her small face, so she could see how happy they were to welcome someone so good and gentle. They kindly offered their dew and honey to the tired little Fairy, who sat among their fragrant petals and watched the joyful blossoms, which softly sang her to sleep with their low voices.</p>

-----

Line 402 (ORIG): <p>While Lily-Bell lay dreaming among the rose leaves, Thistledown wandered through the garden. First, he stole honey from the bees and roughly shook the little flowers to get the dew they had collected to nourish their buds. Then he chased after the brightly colored flies, wounding them with the sharp thorn he carried as a sword; he broke the spider’s shiny webs, injured the birds, and soon, wherever he went, there were wounded insects and wilting flowers. The winds spread the word throughout the garden, and both birds and blossoms saw him as a sinister presence, fleeing or closing their leaves to avoid his harm.</p>

Line 402 (NEW):  <p>While Lily-Bell lay dreaming among the rose leaves, Thistledown wandered through the garden. First, he stole honey from the bees and roughly shook the little flowers to get the dew they had collected to nourish their buds. Then he chased after the brightly colored flies, wounding them with the sharp thorn he carried as a sword; he broke the spider’s shiny webs, injured the birds, and soon, wherever he went, there were wounded insects and wilting flowers. The winds spread the word throughout the garden, and both birds and blossoms saw him as a sinister presence, fleeing or closing their leaves to avoid his harm.</p>

-----

Line 403 (ORIG): <p>Thus he went, leaving sadness and pain behind him, until he reached the roses where Lily-Bell lay sleeping. There, tired of his harsh game, he stopped to rest under a lovely rose tree, where one flower was blooming and a small bud was forming.</p>

Line 403 (NEW):  <p>Thus he went, leaving sadness and pain behind him, until he reached the roses where Lily-Bell lay sleeping. There, tired of his harsh game, he stopped to rest under a lovely rose tree, where one flower was blooming and a small bud was forming.</p>

-----

Line 404 (ORIG): <p>“Why are you taking so long to bloom, little one? You’re too old to be cradled in your green nest any longer and should be out among your sister flowers,” said Thistle, as he lounged lazily in the shade of the tree.</p>

Line 404 (NEW):  <p>“Why are you taking so long to bloom, little one? You’re too old to be cradled in your green nest any longer and should be out among your sister flowers,” said Thistle, as he lounged lazily in the shade of the tree.</p>

-----

Line 405 (ORIG): <p>“My little bud isn't strong enough to go out into the world yet,” replied the rose, bending lovingly over it. “The sunlight and the rain would damage her delicate petals if she bloomed now, but soon she will be ready to handle them. Until then, she’s happy to stay by her mother and wait.”</p>

Line 405 (NEW):  <p>“My little bud isn't strong enough to go out into the world yet,” replied the rose, bending lovingly over it. “The sunlight and the rain would damage her delicate petals if she bloomed now, but soon she will be ready to handle them. Until then, she’s happy to stay by her mother and wait.”</p>

-----

Line 406 (ORIG): <p>“You silly flower,” said Thistledown, “watch how fast I can make you bloom! Your waiting is pointless.” And saying this, he roughly pulled apart the folded leaves, exposing them to the sun and air; while the rose mother begged the cruel Fairy to keep her little bud safe.</p>

Line 406 (NEW):  <p>“You silly flower,” said Thistledown, “watch how fast I can make you bloom! Your waiting is pointless.” And saying this, he roughly pulled apart the folded leaves, exposing them to the sun and air; while the rose mother begged the cruel Fairy to keep her little bud safe.</p>

-----

Line 407 (ORIG): <p>“It’s my first, my only one,” she said, “and I’ve taken care of it so carefully, hoping it would bloom next to me; and now you’ve ruined it. How could you hurt this little helpless thing that never did anything to hurt you?” As her tears fell like summer rain, she leaned over the little bud in grief, watching it fade in the sunlight, while Thistledown, indifferent to the pain he had caused, spread his wings and flew away.</p>

Line 407 (NEW):  <p>“It’s my first, my only one,” she said, “and I’ve taken care of it so carefully, hoping it would bloom next to me; and now you’ve ruined it. How could you hurt this little helpless thing that never did anything to hurt you?” As her tears fell like summer rain, she leaned over the little bud in grief, watching it fade in the sunlight, while Thistledown, indifferent to the pain he had caused, spread his wings and flew away.</p>

-----

Line 408 (ORIG): <p>Soon, the sky darkened, and heavy raindrops started to fall. Thistle quickly rushed to the lily, as her cup was deep, and the white petals fell like curtains over the fragrant bed; he was a delicate little Elf and couldn’t sleep among the clovers and bright buttercups. But when he asked the flower to open her petals and let him in, she turned her pale, soft face away and replied sorrowfully, “I have to protect my little drooping sisters whom you have hurt, and I can’t let you in.”</p>

Line 408 (NEW):  <p>Soon, the sky darkened, and heavy raindrops started to fall. Thistle quickly rushed to the lily, as her cup was deep, and the white petals fell like curtains over the fragrant bed; he was a delicate little Elf and couldn’t sleep among the clovers and bright buttercups. But when he asked the flower to open her petals and let him in, she turned her pale, soft face away and replied sorrowfully, “I have to protect my little drooping sisters whom you have hurt, and I can’t let you in.”</p>

-----

Line 409 (ORIG): <p>Then Thistledown was really angry and turned to find refuge among the grand roses; but they revealed their sharp thorns, and, while their pink faces glowed with irritation, warned him to leave or they would get back at him for the harm he had caused their gentle relatives.</p>

Line 409 (NEW):  <p>Then Thistledown was really angry and turned to find refuge among the grand roses; but they revealed their sharp thorns, and, while their pink faces glowed with irritation, warned him to leave or they would get back at him for the harm he had caused their gentle relatives.</p>

-----

Line 410 (ORIG): <p>He would have stuck around to hurt them, but the rain was coming down hard, so he rushed off, saying, “The tulips will take me in, because I've complimented their beauty, and they’re vain and silly flowers.”</p>

Line 410 (NEW):  <p>He would have stuck around to hurt them, but the rain was coming down hard, so he rushed off, saying, “The tulips will take me in, because I've complimented their beauty, and they’re vain and silly flowers.”</p>

-----

Line 411 (ORIG): <p>But when he arrived, all wet and cold, begging for shelter among their thick leaves, they just laughed and said mockingly, “We know you, and we won’t let you in because you’re deceitful and cruel, and you’ll just bring us trouble. You can’t come to us for another cloak when the rain has ruined your nice one; and don’t linger here, or we’ll cause you harm.”</p>

Line 411 (NEW):  <p>But when he arrived, all wet and cold, begging for shelter among their thick leaves, they just laughed and said mockingly, “We know you, and we won’t let you in because you’re deceitful and cruel, and you’ll just bring us trouble. You can’t come to us for another cloak when the rain has ruined your nice one; and don’t linger here, or we’ll cause you harm.”</p>

-----

Line 412 (ORIG): <p>Then they waved their wide leaves wildly, splattering the heavy drops onto his soaked clothes.</p>

Line 412 (NEW):  <p>Then they waved their wide leaves wildly, splattering the heavy drops onto his soaked clothes.</p>

-----

Line 413 (ORIG): <p>“Now I have to go to the humble daisies and blue violets,” said Thistle, “they will be happy to welcome such a lovely Fairy, and I’m going to freeze in this cold wind and rain.”</p>

Line 413 (NEW):  <p>“Now I have to go to the humble daisies and blue violets,” said Thistle, “they will be happy to welcome such a lovely Fairy, and I’m going to freeze in this cold wind and rain.”</p>

-----

Line 414 (ORIG): <p>So away he flew, as fast as his heavy wings would carry him, to the daisies; but they nodded their heads knowingly and closed their leaves even tighter, saying sharply,—</p>

Line 414 (NEW):  <p>So away he flew, as fast as his heavy wings would carry him, to the daisies; but they nodded their heads knowingly and closed their leaves even tighter, saying sharply,—</p>

-----

Line 415 (ORIG): <p>“Leave us alone, and don’t think we’ll open up to you and ruin our seeds by letting in the rain. You deserve this; to earn our love and trust only to repay it with such cruelty! You won’t find any shelter here for someone whose careless actions harmed our little friend Violet and broke the kindest heart that ever existed in a flower. We are really upset with you, wicked Fairy; go away and hide yourself.”</p>

Line 415 (NEW):  <p>“Leave us alone, and don’t think we’ll open up to you and ruin our seeds by letting in the rain. You deserve this; to earn our love and trust only to repay it with such cruelty! You won’t find any shelter here for someone whose careless actions harmed our little friend Violet and broke the kindest heart that ever existed in a flower. We are really upset with you, wicked Fairy; go away and hide yourself.”</p>

-----

Line 416 (ORIG): <p>“Ah,” cried the shivering Elf, “where can I find shelter? I will go to the violets: they will forgive me and take me in.”</p>

Line 416 (NEW):  <p>“Ah,” cried the shivering Elf, “where can I find shelter? I will go to the violets: they will forgive me and take me in.”</p>

-----

Line 417 (ORIG): <p>But the daisies had spoken honestly; the gentle little flower was gone, and her blue-eyed sisters were crying sadly over her wilted petals.</p>

Line 417 (NEW):  <p>But the daisies had spoken honestly; the gentle little flower was gone, and her blue-eyed sisters were crying sadly over her wilted petals.</p>

-----

Line 418 (ORIG): <p>“Now I have no friends,” sighed poor Thistledown, “and I’m going to freeze to death. Ah, if I had only listened to Lily-Bell, I might be dreaming under some flower's leaves right now.”</p>

Line 418 (NEW):  <p>“Now I have no friends,” sighed poor Thistledown, “and I’m going to freeze to death. Ah, if I had only listened to Lily-Bell, I might be dreaming under some flower's leaves right now.”</p>

-----

Line 419 (ORIG): <p>“Others can forgive and love, besides Lily-Bell and Violet,” said a soft, sweet voice; “I have no little bud to protect now, and you can come in here.” It was the rose mother who spoke, and Thistle noticed how pale the bright leaves had become, and how the slender stem was bent. Feeling sad, ashamed, and puzzled by the flower’s forgiving words, he rested his tired head on the bosom he had filled with sorrow, and the fragrant leaves were gently wrapped around him.</p>

Line 419 (NEW):  <p>“Others can forgive and love, besides Lily-Bell and Violet,” said a soft, sweet voice; “I have no little bud to protect now, and you can come in here.” It was the rose mother who spoke, and Thistle noticed how pale the bright leaves had become, and how the slender stem was bent. Feeling sad, ashamed, and puzzled by the flower’s forgiving words, he rested his tired head on the bosom he had filled with sorrow, and the fragrant leaves were gently wrapped around him.</p>

-----

Line 420 (ORIG): <p>But he couldn’t find any peace. The rose tried to comfort him; but when she thought he was asleep, memories of her lost bud crept in, and her little heart ached so much where he lay that sleep eluded him. The bitter tears he had caused to fall felt colder on him than the rain outside. Then he heard the other flowers quietly talking about his cruelty and the sadness he had brought to their joyful home; many of them wondered how the rose, who had suffered the most, could still forgive and protect him.</p>

Line 420 (NEW):  <p>But he couldn’t find any peace. The rose tried to comfort him; but when she thought he was asleep, memories of her lost bud crept in, and her little heart ached so much where he lay that sleep eluded him. The bitter tears he had caused to fall felt colder on him than the rain outside. Then he heard the other flowers quietly talking about his cruelty and the sadness he had brought to their joyful home; many of them wondered how the rose, who had suffered the most, could still forgive and protect him.</p>

-----

Line 421 (ORIG): <p>“Never could I forgive someone who had taken my children from me. I could lower my head and die, but I couldn't bring myself to give happiness to someone who had taken everything that belonged to me,” said Hyacinth, leaning lovingly over the little ones that thrived beside her.</p>

Line 421 (NEW):  <p>“Never could I forgive someone who had taken my children from me. I could lower my head and die, but I couldn't bring myself to give happiness to someone who had taken everything that belonged to me,” said Hyacinth, leaning lovingly over the little ones that thrived beside her.</p>

-----

Line 422 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Violet isn’t the only one who will leave us,” cried little Mignonette; “the rose mother will wither like her little bud, and we will lose our kindest teacher. Her final lesson is forgiveness; let’s show our love for her and the gentle stranger Lily-Bell by not allowing any unkind words or thoughts about the one who has given us all this sadness.”</p>

Line 422 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Violet isn’t the only one who will leave us,” cried little Mignonette; “the rose mother will wither like her little bud, and we will lose our kindest teacher. Her final lesson is forgiveness; let’s show our love for her and the gentle stranger Lily-Bell by not allowing any unkind words or thoughts about the one who has given us all this sadness.”</p>

-----

Line 423 (ORIG): <p>The angry words faded away, and through the long night, all that could be heard was the sound of the rain falling and the soft sighs of the rose.</p>

Line 423 (NEW):  <p>The angry words faded away, and through the long night, all that could be heard was the sound of the rain falling and the soft sighs of the rose.</p>

-----

Line 424 (ORIG): <p>Soon the sunlight returned, and with it Lily-Bell looking for Thistledown; but he felt embarrassed and slipped away.</p>

Line 424 (NEW):  <p>Soon the sunlight returned, and with it Lily-Bell looking for Thistledown; but he felt embarrassed and slipped away.</p>

-----

Line 425 (ORIG): <p>When the flowers shared their sadness with kind-hearted Lily-Bell, she cried hard about the pain her friend had caused, and with loving words, she tried to comfort those who were hurt. With gentle care, she healed the injured birds and watched over the flowers that had been damaged, bringing them dew and sunlight each day to refresh and strengthen them until they were all okay again. And even though they mourned their lost friends, they still forgave Thistle for the sake of Lily-Bell, who had done so much for them. Soon, beautiful new buds, even fairer than the ones they had lost, rested on the rose mother’s breast, and for all she had endured, she was well compensated by the love of Lily-Bell and her sister flowers.</p>

Line 425 (NEW):  <p>When the flowers shared their sadness with kind-hearted Lily-Bell, she cried hard about the pain her friend had caused, and with loving words, she tried to comfort those who were hurt. With gentle care, she healed the injured birds and watched over the flowers that had been damaged, bringing them dew and sunlight each day to refresh and strengthen them until they were all okay again. And even though they mourned their lost friends, they still forgave Thistle for the sake of Lily-Bell, who had done so much for them. Soon, beautiful new buds, even fairer than the ones they had lost, rested on the rose mother’s breast, and for all she had endured, she was well compensated by the love of Lily-Bell and her sister flowers.</p>

-----

Line 426 (ORIG): <p>And when the bird, bee, and blossom were vibrant and beautiful again, the kind Fairy said goodbye and flew off to find her friend, leaving behind many thankful hearts that owed their happiness and lives to her.</p>

Line 426 (NEW):  <p>And when the bird, bee, and blossom were vibrant and beautiful again, the kind Fairy said goodbye and flew off to find her friend, leaving behind many thankful hearts that owed their happiness and lives to her.</p>

-----

Line 427 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 427 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 428 (ORIG): <p>Meanwhile, Thistledown wandered over hills and valleys, and for a while was kind and gentle to every living thing. He deeply missed the little friend who had left her happy home to look after him, but he was too proud to admit his mistake, so he kept going, hoping she would find him.</p>

Line 428 (NEW):  <p>Meanwhile, Thistledown wandered over hills and valleys, and for a while was kind and gentle to every living thing. He deeply missed the little friend who had left her happy home to look after him, but he was too proud to admit his mistake, so he kept going, hoping she would find him.</p>

-----

Line 429 (ORIG): <p>One day he fell asleep, and when he woke up the sun had set, and the dew started to fall; the flower petals were closed, and he had nowhere to go, until a friendly little bee, delayed by his heavy load of honey, invited the tired Fairy to come with him.</p>

Line 429 (NEW):  <p>One day he fell asleep, and when he woke up the sun had set, and the dew started to fall; the flower petals were closed, and he had nowhere to go, until a friendly little bee, delayed by his heavy load of honey, invited the tired Fairy to come with him.</p>

-----

Line 430 (ORIG): <p>“Help me carry my honey home, and you can stay with us tonight,” he said kindly.</p>

Line 430 (NEW):  <p>“Help me carry my honey home, and you can stay with us tonight,” he said kindly.</p>

-----

Line 431 (ORIG): <p>So Thistle happily went with him, and soon they arrived at a lovely garden, where among the most beautiful flowers stood the hive, draped in vines and shaded by blooming trees. Glow-worms stood at the entrance to guide them home, and as they walked in, the Fairy thought about how wonderful it must be to live in such a gorgeous place. The wax floor was pure and white like marble, while the walls were made of golden honeycomb, and the air was filled with the sweet scent of flowers.</p>

Line 431 (NEW):  <p>So Thistle happily went with him, and soon they arrived at a lovely garden, where among the most beautiful flowers stood the hive, draped in vines and shaded by blooming trees. Glow-worms stood at the entrance to guide them home, and as they walked in, the Fairy thought about how wonderful it must be to live in such a gorgeous place. The wax floor was pure and white like marble, while the walls were made of golden honeycomb, and the air was filled with the sweet scent of flowers.</p>

-----

Line 432 (ORIG): <p>“You can’t see our Queen tonight,” said the little bee, “but I’ll show you to a bed where you can relax.”</p>

Line 432 (NEW):  <p>“You can’t see our Queen tonight,” said the little bee, “but I’ll show you to a bed where you can relax.”</p>

-----

Line 433 (ORIG): <p>And he guided the tired Fairy to a small room, where he folded his wings and fell asleep on a bed of flower petals.</p>

Line 433 (NEW):  <p>And he guided the tired Fairy to a small room, where he folded his wings and fell asleep on a bed of flower petals.</p>

-----

Line 434 (ORIG): <p>As the first ray of sunlight came in, he woke up to sweet music. It was the morning song of the bees.</p>

Line 434 (NEW):  <p>As the first ray of sunlight came in, he woke up to sweet music. It was the morning song of the bees.</p>

-----

Line 435 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 435 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 436 (ORIG): <p class="poem">"Wake up! Wake up! for the first light<br/>

Line 436 (NEW):  <p class="poem">"Wake up! Wake up! for the first light<br/>

-----

Line 437 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of golden sunlight is shining</span><br/>

Line 437 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Golden sunlight is shining.</span><br/>

-----

Line 438 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">On the rippling waves that flow brightly</span><br/>

Line 438 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">On the shimmering waves that sparkle</span><br/>

-----

Line 439 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the flowering vines.</span><br/>

Line 439 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the blooming vines.</span><br/>

-----

Line 440 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Wake up! Wake up! for the soft, sweet song</span><br/>

Line 440 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Wake up! Wake up! because of the soft, sweet song</span><br/>

-----

Line 441 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the birds' morning hymn</span><br/>

Line 441 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the birds' morning song</span><br/>

-----

Line 442 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Is drifting through the scented air,</span><br/>

Line 442 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Is flowing through the fragrant air,</span><br/>

-----

Line 443 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the cool, dim forest;</span><br/>

Line 443 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the cool, shady forest;</span><br/>

-----

Line 444 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Then spread your wings,</span><br/>

Line 444 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Then spread your wings,</span><br/>

-----

Line 445 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span><br/>

Line 445 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span><br/>

-----

Line 446 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Through the long, bright sunny hours;</span><br/>

Line 446 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">During the long, bright sunny hours;</span><br/>

-----

Line 447 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the lovely earth</span><br/>

Line 447 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the beautiful earth</span><br/>

-----

Line 448 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We journey ahead,</span><br/>

Line 448 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We move forward,</span><br/>

-----

Line 449 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For a day among the flowers.</span><br/></p>

Line 449 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For a day surrounded by flowers.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 450 (ORIG): <p class="poem">“Wake up! Wake up! The summer breeze<br/>

Line 450 (NEW):  <p class="poem">“Wake up! Wake up! The summer breeze<br/>

-----

Line 451 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Has told the blossoms to open up,</span><br/>

Line 451 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Has instructed the flowers to bloom,</span><br/>

-----

Line 452 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It has revealed the violet’s soft blue eye,</span><br/>

Line 452 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It has revealed the soft blue eye of the violet,</span><br/>

-----

Line 453 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And stirred the sleeping rose.</span><br/>

Line 453 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And woke the sleeping rose.</span><br/>

-----

Line 454 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They lightly sway on their slender stems</span><br/>

Line 454 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They gently sway on their thin stems.</span><br/>

-----

Line 455 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and beautiful,</span><br/>

Line 455 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and lovely,</span><br/>

-----

Line 456 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Waiting for us as we come singing</span><br/>

Line 456 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Waiting for us as we arrive singing</span><br/>

-----

Line 457 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To collect our honeydew there.</span><br/>

Line 457 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To gather our honeydew there.</span><br/>

-----

Line 458 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">So spread your wings,</span><br/>

Line 458 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">So spread your wings,</span><br/>

-----

Line 459 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span><br/>

Line 459 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">And work, and sing,</span><br/>

-----

Line 460 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Through the long, bright sunny hours;</span><br/>

Line 460 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">During the long, bright sunny hours;</span><br/>

-----

Line 461 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the lovely earth</span><br/>

Line 461 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">Across the beautiful earth</span><br/>

-----

Line 462 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We set out,</span><br/>

Line 462 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 3.5em">We headed out,</span><br/>

-----

Line 463 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For a day among the flowers!”</span><br/></p>

Line 463 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">"For a day among the flowers!"</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 464 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 464 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 465 (ORIG): <p>Soon, his friend came to tell him to get up, as the Queen wanted to speak with him. So, with his purple cloak draped elegantly over his shoulder and his little cap held respectfully in his hand, he followed Nimble-Wing to the grand hall, where the Queen was being attended by her young pages. Some brought her fresh dew and honey, some fanned her with fragrant flower petals, while others sprinkled the sweetest scents in the air.</p>

Line 465 (NEW):  <p>Soon, his friend came to tell him to get up, as the Queen wanted to speak with him. So, with his purple cloak draped elegantly over his shoulder and his little cap held respectfully in his hand, he followed Nimble-Wing to the grand hall, where the Queen was being attended by her young pages. Some brought her fresh dew and honey, some fanned her with fragrant flower petals, while others sprinkled the sweetest scents in the air.</p>

-----

Line 466 (ORIG): <p>“Little Fairy,” said the Queen, “you’re welcome in my palace; and we’d be happy to have you stay with us if you follow our rules. We don’t spend the lovely summer days being lazy or just having fun; instead, everyone works for the happiness and welfare of all. If our home is beautiful, it’s because we’ve created it through hard work; and here, as one big, loving family, we live together; no sadness, worry, or conflict can come in, as long as everyone listens to the voice of the one who aims to be a wise and gentle Queen to them. If you choose to stay with us, we’ll teach you many things. Who better to teach order, patience, and hard work than those who represent these virtues?</p>

Line 466 (NEW):  <p>“Little Fairy,” said the Queen, “you’re welcome in my palace; and we’d be happy to have you stay with us if you follow our rules. We don’t spend the lovely summer days being lazy or just having fun; instead, everyone works for the happiness and welfare of all. If our home is beautiful, it’s because we’ve created it through hard work; and here, as one big, loving family, we live together; no sadness, worry, or conflict can come in, as long as everyone listens to the voice of the one who aims to be a wise and gentle Queen to them. If you choose to stay with us, we’ll teach you many things. Who better to teach order, patience, and hard work than those who represent these virtues?</p>

-----

Line 467 (ORIG): <p>“Our laws are few and straightforward. Each day, you need to collect your share of honey, ensuring your space is clean and pleasant, just like you should be; wake up with the sun, and go to sleep with it too. You mustn’t damage any flowers while doing your work, nor take more than your fair share of honey; since they generously provide us with food, it would be extremely unkind to treat them with anything other than kindness and thankfulness. Now, will you stay with us and learn what even humans strive to understand, that hard work leads to true happiness?”</p>

Line 467 (NEW):  <p>“Our laws are few and straightforward. Each day, you need to collect your share of honey, ensuring your space is clean and pleasant, just like you should be; wake up with the sun, and go to sleep with it too. You mustn’t damage any flowers while doing your work, nor take more than your fair share of honey; since they generously provide us with food, it would be extremely unkind to treat them with anything other than kindness and thankfulness. Now, will you stay with us and learn what even humans strive to understand, that hard work leads to true happiness?”</p>

-----

Line 468 (ORIG): <p>And Thistle said he would stay and live with them; he was tired of wandering alone and thought he might stay here until Lily-Bell showed up or until he got tired of the kind-hearted bees. Then they took away his colorful clothes and dressed him like them, in the black velvet cloak with golden stripes across his chest.</p>

Line 468 (NEW):  <p>And Thistle said he would stay and live with them; he was tired of wandering alone and thought he might stay here until Lily-Bell showed up or until he got tired of the kind-hearted bees. Then they took away his colorful clothes and dressed him like them, in the black velvet cloak with golden stripes across his chest.</p>

-----

Line 469 (ORIG): <p>“Now come with us,” they said. So off into the green fields they went, and had their breakfast among the dewy flowers; and then until sunset they flew from bud to blossom, singing as they went; and Thistle was happier for a while than when breaking flowers and harming gentle birds.</p>

Line 469 (NEW):  <p>“Now come with us,” they said. So off into the green fields they went, and had their breakfast among the dewy flowers; and then until sunset they flew from bud to blossom, singing as they went; and Thistle was happier for a while than when breaking flowers and harming gentle birds.</p>

-----

Line 470 (ORIG): <p>But he quickly got tired of working all day in the sun and wanted to be free again. He found no joy with the hardworking bees and wished he could be with his lazy friends, the butterflies. So, while the others worked, he either slept or played, and then, in a rush to get his share, he ripped the flowers apart and took everything they had saved for their own food. That wasn't all; he told such delightful stories about the life he used to have before joining them that many became unhappy and dissatisfied. Those who once wanted nothing more than the love and praise of their kind Queen now disobeyed her and blamed her for everything she had done for them.</p>

Line 470 (NEW):  <p>But he quickly got tired of working all day in the sun and wanted to be free again. He found no joy with the hardworking bees and wished he could be with his lazy friends, the butterflies. So, while the others worked, he either slept or played, and then, in a rush to get his share, he ripped the flowers apart and took everything they had saved for their own food. That wasn't all; he told such delightful stories about the life he used to have before joining them that many became unhappy and dissatisfied. Those who once wanted nothing more than the love and praise of their kind Queen now disobeyed her and blamed her for everything she had done for them.</p>

-----

Line 471 (ORIG): <p>Long she endured their unkind words and actions; and when she finally discovered that it was the ungrateful Fairy who had caused this trouble in her peaceful kingdom, she tried, with gentle, forgiving words, to explain all the wrong he had done; but he refused to listen and continued to ruin the happiness of those who had done so much for him.</p>

Line 471 (NEW):  <p>Long she endured their unkind words and actions; and when she finally discovered that it was the ungrateful Fairy who had caused this trouble in her peaceful kingdom, she tried, with gentle, forgiving words, to explain all the wrong he had done; but he refused to listen and continued to ruin the happiness of those who had done so much for him.</p>

-----

Line 472 (ORIG): <p>Then, when she realized that no kindness could reach his heart, she said:—</p>

Line 472 (NEW):  <p>Then, when she realized that no kindness could reach his heart, she said:—</p>

-----

Line 473 (ORIG): <p>“Thistledown, we welcomed you as a friendless stranger, fed and clothed you, and did our best to make our home comfortable for you; yet in return for all our care, you have brought discontent and trouble to my people, grief and worry to me. I cannot allow my peaceful kingdom to be disturbed by you; so please leave and find another home. You might find other friends, but none will love you as we did, had you been deserving of it; so goodbye.” And the doors of the once happy home he had disrupted were closed behind him.</p>

Line 473 (NEW):  <p>“Thistledown, we welcomed you as a friendless stranger, fed and clothed you, and did our best to make our home comfortable for you; yet in return for all our care, you have brought discontent and trouble to my people, grief and worry to me. I cannot allow my peaceful kingdom to be disturbed by you; so please leave and find another home. You might find other friends, but none will love you as we did, had you been deserving of it; so goodbye.” And the doors of the once happy home he had disrupted were closed behind him.</p>

-----

Line 474 (ORIG): <p>Then he was really angry and focused on causing great trouble for the good Queen. So he sought out the lazy, stubborn bees, who he had first put in a bad mood, telling them to follow him and steal the honey the Queen had saved for the winter.</p>

Line 474 (NEW):  <p>Then he was really angry and focused on causing great trouble for the good Queen. So he sought out the lazy, stubborn bees, who he had first put in a bad mood, telling them to follow him and steal the honey the Queen had saved for the winter.</p>

-----

Line 475 (ORIG): <p>“Let’s enjoy a feast and have fun in this lovely summer weather,” said Thistle; “winter is a long way off, so why should we waste these beautiful days working to stock up food that we could enjoy right now? Come on, let’s take what we’ve prepared and forget about what the Queen has said.”</p>

Line 475 (NEW):  <p>“Let’s enjoy a feast and have fun in this lovely summer weather,” said Thistle; “winter is a long way off, so why should we waste these beautiful days working to stock up food that we could enjoy right now? Come on, let’s take what we’ve prepared and forget about what the Queen has said.”</p>

-----

Line 476 (ORIG): <p>So while the busy bees were out among the flowers, he led the drones to the hive and took all the honey, destroying and ruining the home of the kind bees; then, worried that their sadness and anger might hurt him, Thistle flew away to find new friends.</p>

Line 476 (NEW):  <p>So while the busy bees were out among the flowers, he led the drones to the hive and took all the honey, destroying and ruining the home of the kind bees; then, worried that their sadness and anger might hurt him, Thistle flew away to find new friends.</p>

-----

Line 477 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 477 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 478 (ORIG): <p>After wandering for a long time, he finally arrived at a vast forest, and here beside a calm lake, he stopped to take a break. Delicate wildflowers grew nearby in the rich green moss, their heads drooping as if they were listening to the gentle wind singing through the pines. Bright-eyed birds peeked at him from their nests, and colorful insects flitted above the cool, tranquil lake.</p>

Line 478 (NEW):  <p>After wandering for a long time, he finally arrived at a vast forest, and here beside a calm lake, he stopped to take a break. Delicate wildflowers grew nearby in the rich green moss, their heads drooping as if they were listening to the gentle wind singing through the pines. Bright-eyed birds peeked at him from their nests, and colorful insects flitted above the cool, tranquil lake.</p>

-----

Line 479 (ORIG): <p>“This is a nice place,” said Thistle; “it will be my home for a while. Come here, blue dragonfly, I would love to befriend you, because I’m all alone.”</p>

Line 479 (NEW):  <p>“This is a nice place,” said Thistle; “it will be my home for a while. Come here, blue dragonfly, I would love to befriend you, because I’m all alone.”</p>

-----

Line 480 (ORIG): <p>The dragonfly folded his shimmering wings next to the Elf, listened to the story he shared, promised to befriend the lonely one, and worked to make the forest a joyful home for him.</p>

Line 480 (NEW):  <p>The dragonfly folded his shimmering wings next to the Elf, listened to the story he shared, promised to befriend the lonely one, and worked to make the forest a joyful home for him.</p>

-----

Line 481 (ORIG): <p>So Thistle lived here, and many kind friends surrounded him, because he spoke gently to them, and they were unaware of the cruel things he had done; for a while, he was happy and content. But eventually, he grew tired of the gentle birds and wildflowers and sought new pleasure in ruining the beauty he had grown weary of; soon, the friends who had welcomed him so kindly saw him as an evil spirit and shrank away as he approached.</p>

Line 481 (NEW):  <p>So Thistle lived here, and many kind friends surrounded him, because he spoke gently to them, and they were unaware of the cruel things he had done; for a while, he was happy and content. But eventually, he grew tired of the gentle birds and wildflowers and sought new pleasure in ruining the beauty he had grown weary of; soon, the friends who had welcomed him so kindly saw him as an evil spirit and shrank away as he approached.</p>

-----

Line 482 (ORIG): <p>At last, his friend the dragonfly asked him to leave the peaceful home he had disrupted. Thistle became very angry, and while the dragonfly was resting among the flowers that draped over the lake, he brought an ugly spider to the scene and commanded it to weave its webs around the sleeping insect and trap him. The cruel spider happily followed the ungrateful fairy's orders, and soon the poor dragonfly couldn't move any of its legs or wings. Then Thistle flew away through the woods, leaving sadness and chaos in his wake.</p>

Line 482 (NEW):  <p>At last, his friend the dragonfly asked him to leave the peaceful home he had disrupted. Thistle became very angry, and while the dragonfly was resting among the flowers that draped over the lake, he brought an ugly spider to the scene and commanded it to weave its webs around the sleeping insect and trap him. The cruel spider happily followed the ungrateful fairy's orders, and soon the poor dragonfly couldn't move any of its legs or wings. Then Thistle flew away through the woods, leaving sadness and chaos in his wake.</p>

-----

Line 483 (ORIG): <p>He hadn't traveled very far before he became tired and lay down to rest. He slept for a long time, and when he woke up and tried to get up, he found that his hands and wings were tied; next to him stood two strange little figures with dark faces and clothes that rustled like dry leaves, who shouted at him as he struggled to break free,—</p>

Line 483 (NEW):  <p>He hadn't traveled very far before he became tired and lay down to rest. He slept for a long time, and when he woke up and tried to get up, he found that his hands and wings were tied; next to him stood two strange little figures with dark faces and clothes that rustled like dry leaves, who shouted at him as he struggled to break free,—</p>

-----

Line 484 (ORIG): <p>“Lie still, you mischievous Fairy. You're at the mercy of the Brownies and will be well punished for your cruelty before we let you go.”</p>

Line 484 (NEW):  <p>“Lie still, you mischievous Fairy. You're at the mercy of the Brownies and will be well punished for your cruelty before we let you go.”</p>

-----

Line 485 (ORIG): <p>So poor Thistle lay sadly, wondering what would happen next, and wishing Lily-Bell would come to help and comfort him; but he had left her, and she couldn’t help him now.</p>

Line 485 (NEW):  <p>So poor Thistle lay sadly, wondering what would happen next, and wishing Lily-Bell would come to help and comfort him; but he had left her, and she couldn’t help him now.</p>

-----

Line 486 (ORIG): <p>Soon a group of Brownies came rustling through the air and gathered around him, while one wearing an acorn cup on his head, who was their King, said, as he stood beside the trembling Fairy,—</p>

Line 486 (NEW):  <p>Soon a group of Brownies came rustling through the air and gathered around him, while one wearing an acorn cup on his head, who was their King, said, as he stood beside the trembling Fairy,—</p>

-----

Line 487 (ORIG): <p>“You have done many terrible things and brought a lot of sadness to joyful hearts; now you are in my control, and I will keep you locked up until you feel remorse. You can't be on this earth without damaging the beautiful things meant for you to enjoy, so you will live alone in isolation and darkness until you learn how to find happiness in kind actions and forget about yourself by bringing joy to others. Once you’ve learned this, I will let you go.”</p>

Line 487 (NEW):  <p>“You have done many terrible things and brought a lot of sadness to joyful hearts; now you are in my control, and I will keep you locked up until you feel remorse. You can't be on this earth without damaging the beautiful things meant for you to enjoy, so you will live alone in isolation and darkness until you learn how to find happiness in kind actions and forget about yourself by bringing joy to others. Once you’ve learned this, I will let you go.”</p>

-----

Line 488 (ORIG): <p>Then the Brownies carried him to a high, dark rock, and, entering a small door, took him to a tiny cell, dimly lit by a crack that allowed a single ray of sunlight to enter; and there, for what felt like endless days, poor Thistle sat alone, gazing longingly at the small opening, wanting to be back on the green earth. No one came to see him, except for the quiet Brownies who brought his food each day; and with bitter tears, he cried for Lily-Bell, regretting his cruelty and selfishness, hoping to find some way to do a kind act that might make up for his wrongs.</p>

Line 488 (NEW):  <p>Then the Brownies carried him to a high, dark rock, and, entering a small door, took him to a tiny cell, dimly lit by a crack that allowed a single ray of sunlight to enter; and there, for what felt like endless days, poor Thistle sat alone, gazing longingly at the small opening, wanting to be back on the green earth. No one came to see him, except for the quiet Brownies who brought his food each day; and with bitter tears, he cried for Lily-Bell, regretting his cruelty and selfishness, hoping to find some way to do a kind act that might make up for his wrongs.</p>

-----

Line 489 (ORIG): <p>A little vine that grew outside his prison rock started creeping up and looked in through the crack, as if to brighten the lonely Fairy's day. The Fairy welcomed it happily and each day sprinkled its soft leaves with his small portion of water so the little vine could thrive, even though it made his dim cell darker and darker.</p>

Line 489 (NEW):  <p>A little vine that grew outside his prison rock started creeping up and looked in through the crack, as if to brighten the lonely Fairy's day. The Fairy welcomed it happily and each day sprinkled its soft leaves with his small portion of water so the little vine could thrive, even though it made his dim cell darker and darker.</p>

-----

Line 490 (ORIG): <p>The attentive Brownies noticed this good deed and brought him fresh flowers and many other gifts, which Thistle gratefully accepted, even though he never realized that it was his kindness to the vine that earned him these rewards.</p>

Line 490 (NEW):  <p>The attentive Brownies noticed this good deed and brought him fresh flowers and many other gifts, which Thistle gratefully accepted, even though he never realized that it was his kindness to the vine that earned him these rewards.</p>

-----

Line 491 (ORIG): <p>Thus did poor Thistle work hard to be kinder and less selfish, and grew happier and better every day.</p>

Line 491 (NEW):  <p>Thus did poor Thistle work hard to be kinder and less selfish, and grew happier and better every day.</p>

-----

Line 492 (ORIG): <p>Now while Thistledown was held captive in the lonely cell, Lily-Bell was searching for him everywhere, and sadly followed the trail of sorrowful hearts he had left behind.</p>

Line 492 (NEW):  <p>Now while Thistledown was held captive in the lonely cell, Lily-Bell was searching for him everywhere, and sadly followed the trail of sorrowful hearts he had left behind.</p>

-----

Line 493 (ORIG): <p>She revived the wilted flowers, comforted the Queen Bee in her sorrow, 

Line 493 (NEW):  <p>She revived the wilted flowers, comforted the Queen Bee in her sorrow, 

-----

Line 494 (ORIG): returned her unhappy subjects, brought peace and order back to their home, 

Line 494 (NEW):  returned her unhappy subjects, brought peace and order back to their home, 

-----

Line 495 (ORIG): and left them grateful for her help.</p>

Line 495 (NEW):  and left them grateful for her help.</p>

-----

Line 496 (ORIG): <p>Thus she continued her journey until she reached the forest where Thistledown had lost his freedom. She freed the starving dragonfly and took care of the injured birds; and although they all grew to love her, none could say where the Brownies had taken her friend, until a gentle breeze came by and revealed that a lovely voice had been heard singing Fairy songs deep inside a moss-covered rock.</p>

Line 496 (NEW):  <p>Thus she continued her journey until she reached the forest where Thistledown had lost his freedom. She freed the starving dragonfly and took care of the injured birds; and although they all grew to love her, none could say where the Brownies had taken her friend, until a gentle breeze came by and revealed that a lovely voice had been heard singing Fairy songs deep inside a moss-covered rock.</p>

-----

Line 497 (ORIG): <p>Then Lily-Bell searched through the forest, listening for the voice. She looked and listened for a long time without success; one day, as she wandered through a quiet valley, she heard a faint, soft sound of music, and soon a distant voice singing sadly,—</p>

Line 497 (NEW):  <p>Then Lily-Bell searched through the forest, listening for the voice. She looked and listened for a long time without success; one day, as she wandered through a quiet valley, she heard a faint, soft sound of music, and soon a distant voice singing sadly,—</p>

-----

Line 498 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 498 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 499 (ORIG): <p class="poem">“Bright shines the summer sun,<br/>

Line 499 (NEW):  <p class="poem">“Bright shines the summer sun,<br/>

-----

Line 500 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">The summer air is soft;</span><br/>

Line 500 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">The summer air is gentle;</span><br/>

-----

Line 501 (ORIG): The birds in the woods sing cheerfully,<br/>

Line 501 (NEW):  The birds in the woods sing cheerfully,<br/>

-----

Line 502 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">Flowers are blooming beautifully.</span><br/></p>

Line 502 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">Flowers are blooming beautifully.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 503 (ORIG): <p class="poem">“But, deep in the dark, cold rock,<br/>

Line 503 (NEW):  <p class="poem">“But, deep in the dark, cold rock,<br/>

-----

Line 504 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">Sadly I dwell,</span><br/>

Line 504 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">Unfortunately, I linger.</span><br/>

-----

Line 505 (ORIG): Longing for you, dear friend,<br/>

Line 505 (NEW):  Longing for you, dear friend,<br/>

-----

Line 506 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">Lily-Bell! Lily-Bell!”</span><br/></p>

Line 506 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">Lily-Bell! Lily-Bell!</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 507 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 507 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 508 (ORIG): <p>“Thistle, dear Thistle, where are you?” joyfully cried Lily-Bell, as she flew from rock to rock. But the voice was silent, and she would have searched in vain if she hadn't noticed a little vine, whose green leaves fluttering back and forth seemed to be beckoning her to come; and as she stood among its flowers, she sang,—</p>

Line 508 (NEW):  <p>“Thistle, dear Thistle, where are you?” joyfully cried Lily-Bell, as she flew from rock to rock. But the voice was silent, and she would have searched in vain if she hadn't noticed a little vine, whose green leaves fluttering back and forth seemed to be beckoning her to come; and as she stood among its flowers, she sang,—</p>

-----

Line 509 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 509 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 510 (ORIG): <p class="poem">“Through the sunlight and summer breeze<br/>

Line 510 (NEW):  <p class="poem">“Through the sunlight and summer breeze<br/>

-----

Line 511 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">I have searched for you for a long time,</span><br/>

Line 511 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">I've been looking for you for a long time,</span><br/>

-----

Line 512 (ORIG): Led by birds and flowers,<br/>

Line 512 (NEW):  Led by birds and flowers,<br/>

-----

Line 513 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">And now by your song.</span><br/></p>

Line 513 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">And now by your tune.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 514 (ORIG): <p class="poem">“Thistledown! Thistledown!<br/>

Line 514 (NEW):  <p class="poem">“Thistledown! Thistledown!<br/>

-----

Line 515 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">Over hill and valley</span><br/>

Line 515 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">Over hills and valleys</span><br/>

-----

Line 516 (ORIG): Here to comfort you<br/>

Line 516 (NEW):  Here to comfort you<br/>

-----

Line 517 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">Comes Lily-Bell.”</span><br/></p>

Line 517 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">“Here comes Lily-Bell.”</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 518 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 518 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 519 (ORIG): <p>Then from the vine leaves, two little arms reached out to her, and Thistledown was found. So Lily-Bell made her home in the shade of the vine, bringing so much joy to Thistle that his lonely space seemed more pleasant than the entire world outside; and he became more like his gentle friend every day. But it didn't last long, because one day she didn't come. He watched and waited for a long time for the little face that used to peek through the vine leaves with a smile. He called and beckoned through the narrow opening, but no Lily-Bell answered; and he cried sadly as he thought of everything she had done for him, knowing that now he couldn't go seek and help her because he had lost his freedom due to his own cruel and wicked actions.</p>

Line 519 (NEW):  <p>Then from the vine leaves, two little arms reached out to her, and Thistledown was found. So Lily-Bell made her home in the shade of the vine, bringing so much joy to Thistle that his lonely space seemed more pleasant than the entire world outside; and he became more like his gentle friend every day. But it didn't last long, because one day she didn't come. He watched and waited for a long time for the little face that used to peek through the vine leaves with a smile. He called and beckoned through the narrow opening, but no Lily-Bell answered; and he cried sadly as he thought of everything she had done for him, knowing that now he couldn't go seek and help her because he had lost his freedom due to his own cruel and wicked actions.</p>

-----

Line 520 (ORIG): <p>At last, he earnestly asked the quiet Brownie to tell him where she had gone.</p>

Line 520 (NEW):  <p>At last, he earnestly asked the quiet Brownie to tell him where she had gone.</p>

-----

Line 521 (ORIG): <p>“O let me go to her,” prayed Thistle; “if she is sad, I will comfort her and show my gratitude for everything she has done for me: dear Brownie, set me free, and when she is found I will come back and be your prisoner again. I will endure any danger for her sake.”</p>

Line 521 (NEW):  <p>“O let me go to her,” prayed Thistle; “if she is sad, I will comfort her and show my gratitude for everything she has done for me: dear Brownie, set me free, and when she is found I will come back and be your prisoner again. I will endure any danger for her sake.”</p>

-----

Line 522 (ORIG): <p>“Lily-Bell is safe,” said the Brownie; “come, you'll find out what challenge is ahead of you.”</p>

Line 522 (NEW):  <p>“Lily-Bell is safe,” said the Brownie; “come, you'll find out what challenge is ahead of you.”</p>

-----

Line 523 (ORIG): <p>Then he led the amazed Fairy out of his prison to a cluster of tall, drooping ferns. Beneath their shade, a large white lily had been set up, creating a small tent. Inside, on a bed of thick green moss, lay Lily-Bell in a deep sleep. The sunlight gently filtered in, and everything was cool and quiet.</p>

Line 523 (NEW):  <p>Then he led the amazed Fairy out of his prison to a cluster of tall, drooping ferns. Beneath their shade, a large white lily had been set up, creating a small tent. Inside, on a bed of thick green moss, lay Lily-Bell in a deep sleep. The sunlight gently filtered in, and everything was cool and quiet.</p>

-----

Line 524 (ORIG): <p>“You can’t wake her,” said the Brownie, as Thistle gently wrapped his arms around her. “She’s under a magical sleep, and she won’t wake up until you bring gifts from the Earth, Air, and Water Spirits. It’s a long and difficult journey because you haven’t made any friends to help you, so you’ll have to find them on your own. This is your challenge; if your love for Lily-Bell is strong enough to keep you from being cruel and selfish, and to make you kind and loving like you should be, she will wake up to greet you and love you even more than before.”</p>

Line 524 (NEW):  <p>“You can’t wake her,” said the Brownie, as Thistle gently wrapped his arms around her. “She’s under a magical sleep, and she won’t wake up until you bring gifts from the Earth, Air, and Water Spirits. It’s a long and difficult journey because you haven’t made any friends to help you, so you’ll have to find them on your own. This is your challenge; if your love for Lily-Bell is strong enough to keep you from being cruel and selfish, and to make you kind and loving like you should be, she will wake up to greet you and love you even more than before.”</p>

-----

Line 525 (ORIG): <p>Then Thistle, with one last glance at the little friend he cared for deeply, set off on his long journey alone.</p>

Line 525 (NEW):  <p>Then Thistle, with one last glance at the little friend he cared for deeply, set off on his long journey alone.</p>

-----

Line 526 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 526 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 527 (ORIG): <p>The home of the Earth Spirits was the first place he searched, but no one would tell him where to find it. He wandered far and wide, through dark forests and across lonely hills, with no one to comfort him when he was sad and tired, and no one to guide him on his journey.</p>

Line 527 (NEW):  <p>The home of the Earth Spirits was the first place he searched, but no one would tell him where to find it. He wandered far and wide, through dark forests and across lonely hills, with no one to comfort him when he was sad and tired, and no one to guide him on his journey.</p>

-----

Line 528 (ORIG): <p>On he went, thinking about Lily-Bell, enduring everything for her; because in his silent confinement, many kind feelings and warm thoughts had grown in his heart, and he was now trying to befriend everyone and earn the love and trust of those he once intended to hurt and cruelly destroy.</p>

Line 528 (NEW):  <p>On he went, thinking about Lily-Bell, enduring everything for her; because in his silent confinement, many kind feelings and warm thoughts had grown in his heart, and he was now trying to befriend everyone and earn the love and trust of those he once intended to hurt and cruelly destroy.</p>

-----

Line 529 (ORIG): <p>But few believed him; they remembered his broken promises and wrongdoings, and wouldn’t trust him now; so poor Thistle found few who loved or cared for him.</p>

Line 529 (NEW):  <p>But few believed him; they remembered his broken promises and wrongdoings, and wouldn’t trust him now; so poor Thistle found few who loved or cared for him.</p>

-----

Line 530 (ORIG): <p>Long he wandered, and carefully he searched; but could not find the Earth Spirits’ home. And when at last he reached the lovely garden where he and Lily-Bell first parted, he said to himself,—</p>

Line 530 (NEW):  <p>Long he wandered, and carefully he searched; but could not find the Earth Spirits’ home. And when at last he reached the lovely garden where he and Lily-Bell first parted, he said to himself,—</p>

-----

Line 531 (ORIG): <p>“Here I will stay for a bit and try to earn the flowers’ forgiveness for the pain and sadness I caused them a long time ago; and they might learn to love and trust me. So, even if I never find the Spirits, I’ll be more deserving of Lily-Bell’s affection if I work to make up for the wrongs I’ve done.”</p>

Line 531 (NEW):  <p>“Here I will stay for a bit and try to earn the flowers’ forgiveness for the pain and sadness I caused them a long time ago; and they might learn to love and trust me. So, even if I never find the Spirits, I’ll be more deserving of Lily-Bell’s affection if I work to make up for the wrongs I’ve done.”</p>

-----

Line 532 (ORIG): <p>Then he walked among the flowers, but they closed their petals and shrank back, trembling with fear, while the birds flew away to hide in the leaves as he went by.</p>

Line 532 (NEW):  <p>Then he walked among the flowers, but they closed their petals and shrank back, trembling with fear, while the birds flew away to hide in the leaves as he went by.</p>

-----

Line 533 (ORIG): <p>This saddened poor Thistle, and he wanted to share how much he had changed; but they wouldn’t listen. So he tried to demonstrate, through small acts of kindness, that he meant no harm to them; and soon the kind-hearted birds began to feel sorry for the lonely Fairy. When he came close, they sang uplifting songs and dropped ripe berries in his way, since he no longer broke their eggs or harmed their young ones.</p>

Line 533 (NEW):  <p>This saddened poor Thistle, and he wanted to share how much he had changed; but they wouldn’t listen. So he tried to demonstrate, through small acts of kindness, that he meant no harm to them; and soon the kind-hearted birds began to feel sorry for the lonely Fairy. When he came close, they sang uplifting songs and dropped ripe berries in his way, since he no longer broke their eggs or harmed their young ones.</p>

-----

Line 534 (ORIG): <p>And when the flowers saw this, and noticed the once cruel Elf now watering and caring for little buds, feeding hungry insects, and helping the busy ants carry their heavy loads, they felt the same pity as the birds and wished to trust him; but they still didn’t dare.</p>

Line 534 (NEW):  <p>And when the flowers saw this, and noticed the once cruel Elf now watering and caring for little buds, feeding hungry insects, and helping the busy ants carry their heavy loads, they felt the same pity as the birds and wished to trust him; but they still didn’t dare.</p>

-----

Line 535 (ORIG): <p>He came one day, while wandering through the garden, to the little rose he had once hurt so badly. Many buds were now blooming beside her, and her soft face shone with motherly pride as she leaned down fondly over them. But when Thistle arrived, he saw with sadness how she told them to close their green curtains and hide beneath the leaves because danger was near; and, leaning even more closely over them, she seemed to wait with trembling fear for the cruel Fairy’s arrival.</p>

Line 535 (NEW):  <p>He came one day, while wandering through the garden, to the little rose he had once hurt so badly. Many buds were now blooming beside her, and her soft face shone with motherly pride as she leaned down fondly over them. But when Thistle arrived, he saw with sadness how she told them to close their green curtains and hide beneath the leaves because danger was near; and, leaning even more closely over them, she seemed to wait with trembling fear for the cruel Fairy’s arrival.</p>

-----

Line 536 (ORIG): <p>But no rough hand snatched her little ones away, no harsh words were spoken; instead, a gentle shower of dew fell softly on them, and Thistle, bending lovingly over them, said,—</p>

Line 536 (NEW):  <p>But no rough hand snatched her little ones away, no harsh words were spoken; instead, a gentle shower of dew fell softly on them, and Thistle, bending lovingly over them, said,—</p>

-----

Line 537 (ORIG): <p>“Dear flower, please forgive the pain I caused you before, and trust me now for Lily-Bell’s sake. Her kindness has transformed my harshness into compassion, and I would happily make up for all the hurt I caused; but no one will love and trust me anymore.”</p>

Line 537 (NEW):  <p>“Dear flower, please forgive the pain I caused you before, and trust me now for Lily-Bell’s sake. Her kindness has transformed my harshness into compassion, and I would happily make up for all the hurt I caused; but no one will love and trust me anymore.”</p>

-----

Line 538 (ORIG): <p>Then the little rose looked up, and while the dew drops sparkled like joyful tears on her leaves, she said,—</p>

Line 538 (NEW):  <p>Then the little rose looked up, and while the dew drops sparkled like joyful tears on her leaves, she said,—</p>

-----

Line 539 (ORIG): <p>“I will love and trust you, Thistle, because you’ve changed so much. Make your home with us, and my sister flowers will soon learn to love you the way you deserve. Not for sweet Lily-Bell’s sake, but for your own, will I become your friend; because you are kind and gentle now, and worthy of our love. Look up, my little ones, there’s no danger nearby; look up, and welcome Thistle to our home.”</p>

Line 539 (NEW):  <p>“I will love and trust you, Thistle, because you’ve changed so much. Make your home with us, and my sister flowers will soon learn to love you the way you deserve. Not for sweet Lily-Bell’s sake, but for your own, will I become your friend; because you are kind and gentle now, and worthy of our love. Look up, my little ones, there’s no danger nearby; look up, and welcome Thistle to our home.”</p>

-----

Line 540 (ORIG): <p>Then the little buds lifted their pink faces, swayed again on their stems, and nodded kindly at Thistle, who smiled at them through happy tears and kissed the sweet, forgiving rose that loved and trusted him when he felt most lonely and abandoned.</p>

Line 540 (NEW):  <p>Then the little buds lifted their pink faces, swayed again on their stems, and nodded kindly at Thistle, who smiled at them through happy tears and kissed the sweet, forgiving rose that loved and trusted him when he felt most lonely and abandoned.</p>

-----

Line 541 (ORIG): <p>But the other flowers whispered among themselves, and Hyacinth said,—</p>

Line 541 (NEW):  <p>But the other flowers whispered among themselves, and Hyacinth said,—</p>

-----

Line 542 (ORIG): <p>“If Rose-Leaf is his friend, then we can be too; but I worry he might soon get tired of this kindness and turn back into the wicked Fairy he used to be, and we’ll pay for our generosity toward him now.”</p>

Line 542 (NEW):  <p>“If Rose-Leaf is his friend, then we can be too; but I worry he might soon get tired of this kindness and turn back into the wicked Fairy he used to be, and we’ll pay for our generosity toward him now.”</p>

-----

Line 543 (ORIG): <p>“Ah, don’t doubt him!” cried the warm-hearted little Mignonette. “Surely some good spirit has turned the wicked Thistle into this good little Elf. Look how gently he moves the leaves that overshadow pale Harebell, and listen to how softly he sings while rocking little Eglantine to sleep. He has done many kind things, even though only Rose-Leaf has been nice to him, and he is really sad. Last night, when I woke up to pull my curtains closer, he was sitting in the moonlight, crying so hard that I wanted to say something kind to him. Dear sisters, let’s trust him.”</p>

Line 543 (NEW):  <p>“Ah, don’t doubt him!” cried the warm-hearted little Mignonette. “Surely some good spirit has turned the wicked Thistle into this good little Elf. Look how gently he moves the leaves that overshadow pale Harebell, and listen to how softly he sings while rocking little Eglantine to sleep. He has done many kind things, even though only Rose-Leaf has been nice to him, and he is really sad. Last night, when I woke up to pull my curtains closer, he was sitting in the moonlight, crying so hard that I wanted to say something kind to him. Dear sisters, let’s trust him.”</p>

-----

Line 544 (ORIG): <p>And they all agreed that little Mignonette was correct; and, opening their leaves wide, they invited him to come, drink their dew, and lie among the fragrant petals, trying to lift his spirits. Thistle shared everything with them, and after a lot of quiet chatting, they said,—</p>

Line 544 (NEW):  <p>And they all agreed that little Mignonette was correct; and, opening their leaves wide, they invited him to come, drink their dew, and lie among the fragrant petals, trying to lift his spirits. Thistle shared everything with them, and after a lot of quiet chatting, they said,—</p>

-----

Line 545 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, we’ll help you find the Earth Spirits because you’re trying to be good, and out of love for Lily-Bell, we’ll do a lot for you.”</p>

Line 545 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, we’ll help you find the Earth Spirits because you’re trying to be good, and out of love for Lily-Bell, we’ll do a lot for you.”</p>

-----

Line 546 (ORIG): <p>So they called a little bright-eyed mole and said, “Downy-Back, we’ve given you a nice home among our roots, and you’re a thankful little friend; will you guide dear Thistle to the Earth Spirits’ home?”</p>

Line 546 (NEW):  <p>So they called a little bright-eyed mole and said, “Downy-Back, we’ve given you a nice home among our roots, and you’re a thankful little friend; will you guide dear Thistle to the Earth Spirits’ home?”</p>

-----

Line 547 (ORIG): <p>Downy-Back said, “Yes,” and Thistle, grateful to the friendly flowers, followed his tiny guide through long, dark tunnels, going deeper and deeper underground, while a glow-worm fluttered ahead to light the way. They continued on, and after a while, arrived at a path illuminated by bright jewels hanging on the walls. Here, Downy-Back and Glimmer, the glow-worm, left him, saying,—</p>

Line 547 (NEW):  <p>Downy-Back said, “Yes,” and Thistle, grateful to the friendly flowers, followed his tiny guide through long, dark tunnels, going deeper and deeper underground, while a glow-worm fluttered ahead to light the way. They continued on, and after a while, arrived at a path illuminated by bright jewels hanging on the walls. Here, Downy-Back and Glimmer, the glow-worm, left him, saying,—</p>

-----

Line 548 (ORIG): <p>“We can't take you any further; you have to continue on your own now, and the music of the Spirits will lead you to their home.”</p>

Line 548 (NEW):  <p>“We can't take you any further; you have to continue on your own now, and the music of the Spirits will lead you to their home.”</p>

-----

Line 549 (ORIG): <p>Then they hurried up the winding path, and Thistle, drawn by the sweet music, continued on alone.</p>

Line 549 (NEW):  <p>Then they hurried up the winding path, and Thistle, drawn by the sweet music, continued on alone.</p>

-----

Line 550 (ORIG): <p>He soon arrived at a beautiful place, where golden halls shone with jewels that sparkled brightly, casting colorful shadows on the shimmering clothes of the little Spirits dancing below to the tune of soft, silvery bells.</p>

Line 550 (NEW):  <p>He soon arrived at a beautiful place, where golden halls shone with jewels that sparkled brightly, casting colorful shadows on the shimmering clothes of the little Spirits dancing below to the tune of soft, silvery bells.</p>

-----

Line 551 (ORIG): <p>Long Thistle stood there, watching the bright shapes that flashed and sparkled around him; but he missed the flowers and the sunlight, and he was glad that he wasn't an Earth Spirit.</p>

Line 551 (NEW):  <p>Long Thistle stood there, watching the bright shapes that flashed and sparkled around him; but he missed the flowers and the sunlight, and he was glad that he wasn't an Earth Spirit.</p>

-----

Line 552 (ORIG): <p>At last, they spotted him and, happily welcoming him, invited him to join their dance. But Thistledown was too sad for that, and when he shared his story with them, they stopped urging him and tried to comfort him. One of them, called little Sparkle (because her crown and dress sparkled with the brightest diamonds), said: “You’ll need to work for us before you can earn a gift to show the Brownies. Do you see those golden bells that make such beautiful music when we wave them back and forth? We worked long and hard to earn those, and you can earn one too, if you take on the task we give you.”</p>

Line 552 (NEW):  <p>At last, they spotted him and, happily welcoming him, invited him to join their dance. But Thistledown was too sad for that, and when he shared his story with them, they stopped urging him and tried to comfort him. One of them, called little Sparkle (because her crown and dress sparkled with the brightest diamonds), said: “You’ll need to work for us before you can earn a gift to show the Brownies. Do you see those golden bells that make such beautiful music when we wave them back and forth? We worked long and hard to earn those, and you can earn one too, if you take on the task we give you.”</p>

-----

Line 553 (ORIG): <p>And Thistle said, “No task will be too difficult for me to take on for dear Lily-Bell’s sake.”</p>

Line 553 (NEW):  <p>And Thistle said, “No task will be too difficult for me to take on for dear Lily-Bell’s sake.”</p>

-----

Line 554 (ORIG): <p>Then they took him to a strange, dark place, illuminated by torches; where groups of Spirits flew back and forth, among damp rocks, and through dark passages that led deep into the earth. “What are they doing here?” asked Thistle.</p>

Line 554 (NEW):  <p>Then they took him to a strange, dark place, illuminated by torches; where groups of Spirits flew back and forth, among damp rocks, and through dark passages that led deep into the earth. “What are they doing here?” asked Thistle.</p>

-----

Line 555 (ORIG): <p>“I will tell,” replied little Sparkle, “because I used to work here myself. Some of them keep an eye on the flower roots, making sure they stay fresh and strong; others collect the clear drops that flow from the damp rocks and create a little spring that keeps growing larger, rising up to the surface, and bursting forth in some lush field or quiet forest; where wild birds come to drink, and wildflowers stretch their thirsty leaves over the clear, cool water as it flows away, spreading joy and freshness wherever it goes. Others shape the bright jewels into beautiful designs and create the lucky pennies that we give to the people we care about. And here, you must work until the golden flower is earned.”</p>

Line 555 (NEW):  <p>“I will tell,” replied little Sparkle, “because I used to work here myself. Some of them keep an eye on the flower roots, making sure they stay fresh and strong; others collect the clear drops that flow from the damp rocks and create a little spring that keeps growing larger, rising up to the surface, and bursting forth in some lush field or quiet forest; where wild birds come to drink, and wildflowers stretch their thirsty leaves over the clear, cool water as it flows away, spreading joy and freshness wherever it goes. Others shape the bright jewels into beautiful designs and create the lucky pennies that we give to the people we care about. And here, you must work until the golden flower is earned.”</p>

-----

Line 556 (ORIG): <p>Then Thistle went among the Spirits and joined in their tasks; he took care of the flower roots, collected the water drops, and made good-luck pennies. He worked long and hard, often feeling sad and tired, and sometimes struggling with unkind and selfish thoughts. But he thought of Lily-Bell and tried to be as kind and loving as she had been. Soon the Spirits came to love the patient Fairy who had left his home to work alongside them for the sake of his gentle friend.</p>

Line 556 (NEW):  <p>Then Thistle went among the Spirits and joined in their tasks; he took care of the flower roots, collected the water drops, and made good-luck pennies. He worked long and hard, often feeling sad and tired, and sometimes struggling with unkind and selfish thoughts. But he thought of Lily-Bell and tried to be as kind and loving as she had been. Soon the Spirits came to love the patient Fairy who had left his home to work alongside them for the sake of his gentle friend.</p>

-----

Line 557 (ORIG): <p>At last, little Sparkle approached him and said, “You've done enough; come now, and dance and celebrate with us, because the golden flower is ours.”</p>

Line 557 (NEW):  <p>At last, little Sparkle approached him and said, “You've done enough; come now, and dance and celebrate with us, because the golden flower is ours.”</p>

-----

Line 558 (ORIG): <p>But Thistle couldn’t stay, as he still had half his task to finish; he missed the sunlight and Lily-Bell. So, saying a kind goodbye, he rushed through the torch-lit path back to the light; and, spreading his wings, he flew over hills and valleys until he reached the forest where Lily-Bell was sleeping.</p>

Line 558 (NEW):  <p>But Thistle couldn’t stay, as he still had half his task to finish; he missed the sunlight and Lily-Bell. So, saying a kind goodbye, he rushed through the torch-lit path back to the light; and, spreading his wings, he flew over hills and valleys until he reached the forest where Lily-Bell was sleeping.</p>

-----

Line 559 (ORIG): <p>It was early morning, and the soft light shone brightly through the lily leaves onto her as Thistle entered and placed his first gift at the Brownie King’s feet.</p>

Line 559 (NEW):  <p>It was early morning, and the soft light shone brightly through the lily leaves onto her as Thistle entered and placed his first gift at the Brownie King’s feet.</p>

-----

Line 560 (ORIG): <p>“You’ve done well,” he said, “we hear great news about you from the birds and flowers, and you’re genuinely trying to make amends for the wrongs you’ve committed. Take a moment to look at your little friend, and then go out to ask the Air Spirits for your next gift.”</p>

Line 560 (NEW):  <p>“You’ve done well,” he said, “we hear great news about you from the birds and flowers, and you’re genuinely trying to make amends for the wrongs you’ve committed. Take a moment to look at your little friend, and then go out to ask the Air Spirits for your next gift.”</p>

-----

Line 561 (ORIG): <p>Then Thistle said goodbye to Lily-Bell once more and flew high and far among the clouds, searching for the Air Spirits. But even after wandering until his tired wings could go no further, it was all in vain. So, feeling weak and downcast, he lay down to rest on a large vine leaf that gently swayed in the wind. As he rested, he looked down and saw the home of the kind bees he had disturbed, the same ones Lily-Bell had helped and comforted.</p>

Line 561 (NEW):  <p>Then Thistle said goodbye to Lily-Bell once more and flew high and far among the clouds, searching for the Air Spirits. But even after wandering until his tired wings could go no further, it was all in vain. So, feeling weak and downcast, he lay down to rest on a large vine leaf that gently swayed in the wind. As he rested, he looked down and saw the home of the kind bees he had disturbed, the same ones Lily-Bell had helped and comforted.</p>

-----

Line 562 (ORIG): <p>“I'll try to earn their forgiveness and prove that I'm no longer the cruel Fairy who hurt them,” thought Thistle. “Once we’re friends again, I’ll ask for their help to find the Air Spirits; and if I've earned it, they’ll happily support me on my journey.”</p>

Line 562 (NEW):  <p>“I'll try to earn their forgiveness and prove that I'm no longer the cruel Fairy who hurt them,” thought Thistle. “Once we’re friends again, I’ll ask for their help to find the Air Spirits; and if I've earned it, they’ll happily support me on my journey.”</p>

-----

Line 563 (ORIG): <p>So he flew down into the field below and quickly moved from flower to flower until he filled a small blue bell with sweet, fresh honey. Then he quietly made his way to the hive and, placing it near the door, hid to watch. Soon, his friend Nimble-Wing flew home, and when he saw the little cup, he buzzed with happiness and called his friends over.</p>

Line 563 (NEW):  <p>So he flew down into the field below and quickly moved from flower to flower until he filled a small blue bell with sweet, fresh honey. Then he quietly made his way to the hive and, placing it near the door, hid to watch. Soon, his friend Nimble-Wing flew home, and when he saw the little cup, he buzzed with happiness and called his friends over.</p>

-----

Line 564 (ORIG): <p>“Surely, some kind Elf put this here for us,” they said; “let's take it to our Queen; it's so fresh and fragrant it will make a perfect gift for her”; and they happily brought it in, unaware of who had placed it there.</p>

Line 564 (NEW):  <p>“Surely, some kind Elf put this here for us,” they said; “let's take it to our Queen; it's so fresh and fragrant it will make a perfect gift for her”; and they happily brought it in, unaware of who had placed it there.</p>

-----

Line 565 (ORIG): <p>So every day Thistle filled a flower cup and placed it at the door; and each day the bees became more and more curious, as many strange things occurred. The field flowers spoke of the kind spirit watching over them, and the birds sang about the same little elf bringing soft moss for their nests and food for their hungry babies; while all around, the area near the hive had become prettier since the fairy arrived.</p>

Line 565 (NEW):  <p>So every day Thistle filled a flower cup and placed it at the door; and each day the bees became more and more curious, as many strange things occurred. The field flowers spoke of the kind spirit watching over them, and the birds sang about the same little elf bringing soft moss for their nests and food for their hungry babies; while all around, the area near the hive had become prettier since the fairy arrived.</p>

-----

Line 566 (ORIG): <p>But the bees never saw him because he thought he hadn't done enough to earn their forgiveness and friendship. So, he lived alone among the vines, bringing them honey every day and doing kind things.</p>

Line 566 (NEW):  <p>But the bees never saw him because he thought he hadn't done enough to earn their forgiveness and friendship. So, he lived alone among the vines, bringing them honey every day and doing kind things.</p>

-----

Line 567 (ORIG): <p>At last, while he was sleeping in a flower bell, a little bee came buzzing by and recognized him as the wicked Thistle; so he called his friends, and as they flew around him making noise, he woke up.</p>

Line 567 (NEW):  <p>At last, while he was sleeping in a flower bell, a little bee came buzzing by and recognized him as the wicked Thistle; so he called his friends, and as they flew around him making noise, he woke up.</p>

-----

Line 568 (ORIG): <p>“What are we going to do with you, mischievous Elf?” they said. “We have control over you, and we’ll poke you if you don’t stay still.”</p>

Line 568 (NEW):  <p>“What are we going to do with you, mischievous Elf?” they said. “We have control over you, and we’ll poke you if you don’t stay still.”</p>

-----

Line 569 (ORIG): <p>“Let’s close the flower petals around him and leave him here to starve,” shouted one, who still hadn’t forgotten all the pain Thistle had caused them long ago.</p>

Line 569 (NEW):  <p>“Let’s close the flower petals around him and leave him here to starve,” shouted one, who still hadn’t forgotten all the pain Thistle had caused them long ago.</p>

-----

Line 570 (ORIG): <p>“No, no, that would be very cruel, dear Buzz,” said little Hum; “let's take him to our Queen, and she will guide us on how to express our anger for the terrible things he did. Look how sadly he cries; be kind to him, he won't hurt us again.”</p>

Line 570 (NEW):  <p>“No, no, that would be very cruel, dear Buzz,” said little Hum; “let's take him to our Queen, and she will guide us on how to express our anger for the terrible things he did. Look how sadly he cries; be kind to him, he won't hurt us again.”</p>

-----

Line 571 (ORIG): <p>“You good little Hum!” exclaimed a kind-hearted robin who had hopped over to listen to the bees. “Dear friends, don’t you realize that this is the good Fairy who has quietly lived among us, watching over birds and flowers, bringing joy to everyone he helps? It’s HIM who brings the honey every day to you and then quietly slips away, so you may never know who works so diligently for you. Be kind to him, because if he has made a mistake, he has regretted it, as you can see.”</p>

Line 571 (NEW):  <p>“You good little Hum!” exclaimed a kind-hearted robin who had hopped over to listen to the bees. “Dear friends, don’t you realize that this is the good Fairy who has quietly lived among us, watching over birds and flowers, bringing joy to everyone he helps? It’s HIM who brings the honey every day to you and then quietly slips away, so you may never know who works so diligently for you. Be kind to him, because if he has made a mistake, he has regretted it, as you can see.”</p>

-----

Line 572 (ORIG): <p>“Is this the naughty Thistle?” asked Nimble-Wing.</p>

Line 572 (NEW):  <p>“Is this the naughty Thistle?” asked Nimble-Wing.</p>

-----

Line 573 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, it’s me,” said Thistle, “but I’m no longer cruel and unkind. I’ve worked hard to earn your love. Please trust me now, and you’ll see I’m not naughty Thistle anymore.”</p>

Line 573 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, it’s me,” said Thistle, “but I’m no longer cruel and unkind. I’ve worked hard to earn your love. Please trust me now, and you’ll see I’m not naughty Thistle anymore.”</p>

-----

Line 574 (ORIG): <p>Then the curious bees took him to their Queen, and after he shared his story and asked for their forgiveness, it was happily granted; everyone made an effort to show him that he was loved and trusted. Then he asked if they could tell him where the Air Spirits lived, as he couldn’t forget dear Lily-Bell; to his great joy, the Queen said, “Yes,” and instructed little Hum to guide Thistle to Cloud-Land.</p>

Line 574 (NEW):  <p>Then the curious bees took him to their Queen, and after he shared his story and asked for their forgiveness, it was happily granted; everyone made an effort to show him that he was loved and trusted. Then he asked if they could tell him where the Air Spirits lived, as he couldn’t forget dear Lily-Bell; to his great joy, the Queen said, “Yes,” and instructed little Hum to guide Thistle to Cloud-Land.</p>

-----

Line 575 (ORIG): <p>Little Hum happily complied; and Thistle followed him as he soared higher and higher among the soft clouds, until they spotted a glowing light in the distance.</p>

Line 575 (NEW):  <p>Little Hum happily complied; and Thistle followed him as he soared higher and higher among the soft clouds, until they spotted a glowing light in the distance.</p>

-----

Line 576 (ORIG): <p>“There is their home, and I have to go now, dear Thistle,” said the little bee; and after saying goodbye, he flew back singing; while Thistle, following the light, soon found himself in the Air Spirits’ home.</p>

Line 576 (NEW):  <p>“There is their home, and I have to go now, dear Thistle,” said the little bee; and after saying goodbye, he flew back singing; while Thistle, following the light, soon found himself in the Air Spirits’ home.</p>

-----

Line 577 (ORIG): <p>The sky was gold and purple like a fall sunset, and long walls of bright clouds surrounded him. A rosy light shone through the silver mist onto shiny columns and the rainbow roof; soft, fragrant breezes whispered by, and light, playful figures flitted back and forth.</p>

Line 577 (NEW):  <p>The sky was gold and purple like a fall sunset, and long walls of bright clouds surrounded him. A rosy light shone through the silver mist onto shiny columns and the rainbow roof; soft, fragrant breezes whispered by, and light, playful figures flitted back and forth.</p>

-----

Line 578 (ORIG): <p>Long Thistle marveled at the beauty around him; then he approached the shining Spirits, shared his story, and requested a gift.</p>

Line 578 (NEW):  <p>Long Thistle marveled at the beauty around him; then he approached the shining Spirits, shared his story, and requested a gift.</p>

-----

Line 579 (ORIG): <p>But they responded like the Earth Spirits. “You have to serve us first, and then we’ll happily give you a robe of sunlight like ours.”</p>

Line 579 (NEW):  <p>But they responded like the Earth Spirits. “You have to serve us first, and then we’ll happily give you a robe of sunlight like ours.”</p>

-----

Line 580 (ORIG): <p>And then they told him how they spread flower seeds across the land, to make lonely places more beautiful and bright; how they kept watch over the blossoms during the day, sprinkled dew at night, brought sunlight into shadowy areas, and gentle breezes to refresh and uplift.</p>

Line 580 (NEW):  <p>And then they told him how they spread flower seeds across the land, to make lonely places more beautiful and bright; how they kept watch over the blossoms during the day, sprinkled dew at night, brought sunlight into shadowy areas, and gentle breezes to refresh and uplift.</p>

-----

Line 581 (ORIG): <p>“These are the things we do,” they said, “and you must help us for a while.”</p>

Line 581 (NEW):  <p>“These are the things we do,” they said, “and you must help us for a while.”</p>

-----

Line 582 (ORIG): <p>And Thistle happily went with the beautiful Spirits; during the day, he collaborated with the sunlight and the breeze in their quiet tasks; at night, alongside Star-Light and her sister spirits, he soared over the moonlit earth, sprinkling cool dew on the closed flowers and bringing sweet dreams to people as they slept. Many kind acts were performed, many gentle words were shared; and with each passing day, his heart felt lighter and his ability to bring joy to others grew stronger.</p>

Line 582 (NEW):  <p>And Thistle happily went with the beautiful Spirits; during the day, he collaborated with the sunlight and the breeze in their quiet tasks; at night, alongside Star-Light and her sister spirits, he soared over the moonlit earth, sprinkling cool dew on the closed flowers and bringing sweet dreams to people as they slept. Many kind acts were performed, many gentle words were shared; and with each passing day, his heart felt lighter and his ability to bring joy to others grew stronger.</p>

-----

Line 583 (ORIG): <p>At last, Star-Light told him to stop working and happily gave him the gift he had earned. With that, his second task was complete, and he joyfully flew back to the green earth and the sleeping Lily-Bell.</p>

Line 583 (NEW):  <p>At last, Star-Light told him to stop working and happily gave him the gift he had earned. With that, his second task was complete, and he joyfully flew back to the green earth and the sleeping Lily-Bell.</p>

-----

Line 584 (ORIG): <p>The silvery moonlight lit her up as he came to give her his second gift, and the Brownie spoke more kindly than he had before.</p>

Line 584 (NEW):  <p>The silvery moonlight lit her up as he came to give her his second gift, and the Brownie spoke more kindly than he had before.</p>

-----

Line 585 (ORIG): <p>“One more challenge, Thistle, and she will wake up. Go forth with courage and earn your final and toughest reward.”</p>

Line 585 (NEW):  <p>“One more challenge, Thistle, and she will wake up. Go forth with courage and earn your final and toughest reward.”</p>

-----

Line 586 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 586 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 587 (ORIG): <p>Then, with a cheerful heart, Thistle headed off to the streams and rivers, searching for the Water Spirits. But he searched in vain; until, wandering through the forest where the Brownies captured him, he paused by the serene lake.</p>

Line 587 (NEW):  <p>Then, with a cheerful heart, Thistle headed off to the streams and rivers, searching for the Water Spirits. But he searched in vain; until, wandering through the forest where the Brownies captured him, he paused by the serene lake.</p>

-----

Line 588 (ORIG): <p>As he stood there, he heard a sound of pain, and looking into the tall grass beside him, he saw the dragonfly whose kindness he once repaid with pain and sorrow, and who now lay suffering and alone.</p>

Line 588 (NEW):  <p>As he stood there, he heard a sound of pain, and looking into the tall grass beside him, he saw the dragonfly whose kindness he once repaid with pain and sorrow, and who now lay suffering and alone.</p>

-----

Line 589 (ORIG): <p>Thistle gently leaned beside him and said, “Dear Flutter, don’t be afraid of me. I would happily ease your pain if you allow it; I’m your friend, and I really want to show you how sorry I am for all the wrong I did to you when you were so kind to me. Please forgive me and let me help and comfort you.”</p>

Line 589 (NEW):  <p>Thistle gently leaned beside him and said, “Dear Flutter, don’t be afraid of me. I would happily ease your pain if you allow it; I’m your friend, and I really want to show you how sorry I am for all the wrong I did to you when you were so kind to me. Please forgive me and let me help and comfort you.”</p>

-----

Line 590 (ORIG): <p>Then he wrapped up the broken wing and spoke so gently that Flutter no longer doubted him, and they became friends again.</p>

Line 590 (NEW):  <p>Then he wrapped up the broken wing and spoke so gently that Flutter no longer doubted him, and they became friends again.</p>

-----

Line 591 (ORIG): <p>Day by day, Thistle stayed by his side, making little beds of cool, fresh moss for him to rest on, fanning him while he slept, and singing sweet songs to lift his spirits when he was awake. Often, when poor Flutter longed to dance again over the blue waves, the Fairy would carry him to the lake, and on a big leaf, with a green flag as a sail, they would float on the calm water, while the dragon-fly's friends buzzed around them, playing joyful games.</p>

Line 591 (NEW):  <p>Day by day, Thistle stayed by his side, making little beds of cool, fresh moss for him to rest on, fanning him while he slept, and singing sweet songs to lift his spirits when he was awake. Often, when poor Flutter longed to dance again over the blue waves, the Fairy would carry him to the lake, and on a big leaf, with a green flag as a sail, they would float on the calm water, while the dragon-fly's friends buzzed around them, playing joyful games.</p>

-----

Line 592 (ORIG): <p>At last, the broken wing was healed, and Thistle said he needed to seek the Water Spirits again. “I can tell you where to find them,” Flutter said. “Just follow that little stream over there, and it will lead you to the sea, where the Spirits live. I would happily do more for you, dear Thistle, but I can’t, since they live deep under the waves. You’ll find a kind friend to help you along the way; so goodbye.”</p>

Line 592 (NEW):  <p>At last, the broken wing was healed, and Thistle said he needed to seek the Water Spirits again. “I can tell you where to find them,” Flutter said. “Just follow that little stream over there, and it will lead you to the sea, where the Spirits live. I would happily do more for you, dear Thistle, but I can’t, since they live deep under the waves. You’ll find a kind friend to help you along the way; so goodbye.”</p>

-----

Line 593 (ORIG): <p>Thistle walked alongside the small stream as it meandered through fields and valleys, getting bigger until it met the sea. The wind was brisk here, and the big waves crashed at Thistle’s feet while he stood on the shore, watching the waves dance and shimmer in the sunlight.</p>

Line 593 (NEW):  <p>Thistle walked alongside the small stream as it meandered through fields and valleys, getting bigger until it met the sea. The wind was brisk here, and the big waves crashed at Thistle’s feet while he stood on the shore, watching the waves dance and shimmer in the sunlight.</p>

-----

Line 594 (ORIG): <p>“How will I find the Spirits in this vast sea, with no one to help or guide me? But this is my final task, and for Lily-Bell’s sake, I must not be afraid or hesitate now,” said Thistle. So he flew back and forth over the sea, searching through the waves. Soon he saw, far below, the branches of the coral tree.</p>

Line 594 (NEW):  <p>“How will I find the Spirits in this vast sea, with no one to help or guide me? But this is my final task, and for Lily-Bell’s sake, I must not be afraid or hesitate now,” said Thistle. So he flew back and forth over the sea, searching through the waves. Soon he saw, far below, the branches of the coral tree.</p>

-----

Line 595 (ORIG): <p>“They have to be here,” he thought, and, folding his wings, he dove into the deep, cold sea. But all he saw were terrifying monsters and dark shapes surrounding him; and, trembling with fear, he fought his way back up.</p>

Line 595 (NEW):  <p>“They have to be here,” he thought, and, folding his wings, he dove into the deep, cold sea. But all he saw were terrifying monsters and dark shapes surrounding him; and, trembling with fear, he fought his way back up.</p>

-----

Line 596 (ORIG): <p>The huge waves tossed him around, leaving him bruised and weak on the shore. He lay there crying helplessly until a voice next to him said, “Poor little Elf, what happened to you? These rough waves aren’t suitable playmates for someone as delicate as you. Share your sadness with me, and I’ll comfort you.”</p>

Line 596 (NEW):  <p>The huge waves tossed him around, leaving him bruised and weak on the shore. He lay there crying helplessly until a voice next to him said, “Poor little Elf, what happened to you? These rough waves aren’t suitable playmates for someone as delicate as you. Share your sadness with me, and I’ll comfort you.”</p>

-----

Line 597 (ORIG): <p>And Thistle, looking up, saw a white sea bird beside him, who tried with friendly words to lift his spirits. So he shared all his adventures and how he was searching for the Sea Spirits.</p>

Line 597 (NEW):  <p>And Thistle, looking up, saw a white sea bird beside him, who tried with friendly words to lift his spirits. So he shared all his adventures and how he was searching for the Sea Spirits.</p>

-----

Line 598 (ORIG): <p>“Of course, if the bees and flowers are helping you, the birds should help you too,” said the Sea-bird. “I’ll call my friend, the Nautilus, and he’ll take you safely to the Coral Palace where the Spirits live.”</p>

Line 598 (NEW):  <p>“Of course, if the bees and flowers are helping you, the birds should help you too,” said the Sea-bird. “I’ll call my friend, the Nautilus, and he’ll take you safely to the Coral Palace where the Spirits live.”</p>

-----

Line 599 (ORIG): <p>So, spreading his big wings, he flew away, and soon Thistle saw a small boat bouncing over the waves, waiting by the shore for him.</p>

Line 599 (NEW):  <p>So, spreading his big wings, he flew away, and soon Thistle saw a small boat bouncing over the waves, waiting by the shore for him.</p>

-----

Line 600 (ORIG): <p>In he jumped. Nautilus hoisted his small sail to catch the wind, and the light boat glided swiftly over the blue sea. Finally, Thistle exclaimed, “I see beautiful arches far below; let me go, it's the home of the Spirits.”</p>

Line 600 (NEW):  <p>In he jumped. Nautilus hoisted his small sail to catch the wind, and the light boat glided swiftly over the blue sea. Finally, Thistle exclaimed, “I see beautiful arches far below; let me go, it's the home of the Spirits.”</p>

-----

Line 601 (ORIG): <p>“Nah, just close your eyes and trust me. I’ll get you down safely,” said Nautilus.</p>

Line 601 (NEW):  <p>“Nah, just close your eyes and trust me. I’ll get you down safely,” said Nautilus.</p>

-----

Line 602 (ORIG): <p>So Thistle closed his eyes and listened to the sound of the sea as they sank slowly through the waves. The gentle noise lulled him to sleep, and when he woke up, the boat was gone, and he found himself among the Water Spirits in their beautiful and unusual home.</p>

Line 602 (NEW):  <p>So Thistle closed his eyes and listened to the sound of the sea as they sank slowly through the waves. The gentle noise lulled him to sleep, and when he woke up, the boat was gone, and he found himself among the Water Spirits in their beautiful and unusual home.</p>

-----

Line 603 (ORIG): <p>Lofty arches of snow-white coral curved overhead, and the walls of brightly colored shells were adorned with beautiful sea flowers, while the sunlight reflecting off the waves cast silvery shadows on the ground, where sparkling stones shimmered in the sand. A cool, fresh breeze swept through the waving strands of vibrant sea moss, and the distant sound of crashing waves floated softly in the air. Soon, groups of graceful spirits flitted by, and when they spotted the amazed elf, they gathered around him, bringing pearl shells piled high with precious stones and all the rare, unusual gifts found beneath the sea. But Thistle did not desire any of these, and when his story was shared, the kind spirits felt sorry for him; little Pearl sighed as she explained the long and tiring task he would have to complete before he could earn a crown of snow-white pearls like theirs. However, Thistle had found strength and courage during his travels and did not hesitate when they guided him to a position among the coral workers, telling him he must work there until the spreading branches reached the light and air through the dancing waves above.</p>

Line 603 (NEW):  <p>Lofty arches of snow-white coral curved overhead, and the walls of brightly colored shells were adorned with beautiful sea flowers, while the sunlight reflecting off the waves cast silvery shadows on the ground, where sparkling stones shimmered in the sand. A cool, fresh breeze swept through the waving strands of vibrant sea moss, and the distant sound of crashing waves floated softly in the air. Soon, groups of graceful spirits flitted by, and when they spotted the amazed elf, they gathered around him, bringing pearl shells piled high with precious stones and all the rare, unusual gifts found beneath the sea. But Thistle did not desire any of these, and when his story was shared, the kind spirits felt sorry for him; little Pearl sighed as she explained the long and tiring task he would have to complete before he could earn a crown of snow-white pearls like theirs. However, Thistle had found strength and courage during his travels and did not hesitate when they guided him to a position among the coral workers, telling him he must work there until the spreading branches reached the light and air through the dancing waves above.</p>

-----

Line 604 (ORIG): <p>With a hopeful patience that he might still be deserving of Lily-Bell, the Fairy left the beautiful spirits and their delightful home to work among the coral builders, where everything was unfamiliar and gloomy. He worked for a long time; but still the waves rolled far above them, and his task was not yet complete; and many bitter tears poor Thistle shed, and he sadly pined for air and sunlight, the sound of birds, and the scent of flowers. Often, wrapped in the magical clothing that the Spirits gave him so he could move safely among the terrifying creatures living there, he rose to the surface of the sea, and, gliding through the waves, gazed longingly at the hills, which now looked blue and distant in the background, or watched the flocks of summer birds flying to a warmer land; they brought back sad memories of lush old forests and sunny fields to the lonely little Fairy floating on the vast, wild sea.</p>

Line 604 (NEW):  <p>With a hopeful patience that he might still be deserving of Lily-Bell, the Fairy left the beautiful spirits and their delightful home to work among the coral builders, where everything was unfamiliar and gloomy. He worked for a long time; but still the waves rolled far above them, and his task was not yet complete; and many bitter tears poor Thistle shed, and he sadly pined for air and sunlight, the sound of birds, and the scent of flowers. Often, wrapped in the magical clothing that the Spirits gave him so he could move safely among the terrifying creatures living there, he rose to the surface of the sea, and, gliding through the waves, gazed longingly at the hills, which now looked blue and distant in the background, or watched the flocks of summer birds flying to a warmer land; they brought back sad memories of lush old forests and sunny fields to the lonely little Fairy floating on the vast, wild sea.</p>

-----

Line 605 (ORIG): <p>Day after day went by, and gradually Thistle’s task came to an end. The coral workers were busy, but he worked even harder; the insects and Spirits increasingly marveled at the hard work and patience of the quiet little Elf, who had a kind word for everyone even though he never joined in their fun.</p>

Line 605 (NEW):  <p>Day after day went by, and gradually Thistle’s task came to an end. The coral workers were busy, but he worked even harder; the insects and Spirits increasingly marveled at the hard work and patience of the quiet little Elf, who had a kind word for everyone even though he never joined in their fun.</p>

-----

Line 606 (ORIG): <p>Higher and higher grew the coral branches, and the Fairy’s heart felt lighter as thoughts of dear Lily-Bell encouraged him each day while he worked hard. Finally, when the sun lit up his finished work, he paused only to take the garland he had earned and to thank the good Spirits for their love and support. Then, he quickly glided up through the cool, blue waves and, shaking the bright drops from his wings, soared up singing into the sunny sky.</p>

Line 606 (NEW):  <p>Higher and higher grew the coral branches, and the Fairy’s heart felt lighter as thoughts of dear Lily-Bell encouraged him each day while he worked hard. Finally, when the sun lit up his finished work, he paused only to take the garland he had earned and to thank the good Spirits for their love and support. Then, he quickly glided up through the cool, blue waves and, shaking the bright drops from his wings, soared up singing into the sunny sky.</p>

-----

Line 607 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 607 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 608 (ORIG): <p>Onward through the fragrant air walked Thistle, his face bright with joy as he looked down at the beautiful, fresh earth, where flowers smiled up at him and green trees gracefully bowed their heads as if to welcome him. Soon, the forest where Lily-Bell lay sleeping appeared before him, and as he strolled along the cool, dim paths of the woods, they had never seemed so lovely.</p>

Line 608 (NEW):  <p>Onward through the fragrant air walked Thistle, his face bright with joy as he looked down at the beautiful, fresh earth, where flowers smiled up at him and green trees gracefully bowed their heads as if to welcome him. Soon, the forest where Lily-Bell lay sleeping appeared before him, and as he strolled along the cool, dim paths of the woods, they had never seemed so lovely.</p>

-----

Line 609 (ORIG): <p>But when he arrived at the spot where his little friend had slept, it was no longer the dark, quiet place where he had last seen her. Garlands hung from every tree, and beautiful flowers filled the air with their sweet fragrance. Birds’ cheerful songs echoed far and wide, and the little brook sang as it flowed beneath the arching ferns above; green leaves rustled in the summer breeze, and the air was filled with music. But the most beautiful sight was Lily-Bell, as she lay on the soft moss that fairy hands had arranged. The golden flower rested beside her, and the sparkling robe was wrapped around her little form. The warm sunlight shone down on her, and the gentlest breezes lifted her shining hair.</p>

Line 609 (NEW):  <p>But when he arrived at the spot where his little friend had slept, it was no longer the dark, quiet place where he had last seen her. Garlands hung from every tree, and beautiful flowers filled the air with their sweet fragrance. Birds’ cheerful songs echoed far and wide, and the little brook sang as it flowed beneath the arching ferns above; green leaves rustled in the summer breeze, and the air was filled with music. But the most beautiful sight was Lily-Bell, as she lay on the soft moss that fairy hands had arranged. The golden flower rested beside her, and the sparkling robe was wrapped around her little form. The warm sunlight shone down on her, and the gentlest breezes lifted her shining hair.</p>

-----

Line 610 (ORIG): <p>Happy tears fell quickly as Thistle wrapped his arms around her, crying, “Oh, Lily-Bell, dear Lily-Bell, wake up! I have been faithful to you, and now my job is finished.”</p>

Line 610 (NEW):  <p>Happy tears fell quickly as Thistle wrapped his arms around her, crying, “Oh, Lily-Bell, dear Lily-Bell, wake up! I have been faithful to you, and now my job is finished.”</p>

-----

Line 611 (ORIG): <p>Then, with a smile, Lily-Bell woke up and looked with curious eyes at the beauty that surrounded her.</p>

Line 611 (NEW):  <p>Then, with a smile, Lily-Bell woke up and looked with curious eyes at the beauty that surrounded her.</p>

-----

Line 612 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Thistle, what do these beautiful things mean, and why are we in this wonderful place?”</p>

Line 612 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Thistle, what do these beautiful things mean, and why are we in this wonderful place?”</p>

-----

Line 613 (ORIG): <p>“Listen, Lily-Bell,” said the Brownie King as he appeared next to her.  

Line 613 (NEW):  <p>“Listen, Lily-Bell,” said the Brownie King as he appeared next to her.  

-----

Line 614 (ORIG): Then he recounted everything Thistle had done to show his love for her; how he had traveled far and wide to find the Fairy gifts and worked long and hard to earn them; how he had been loving, faithful, and caring, even when he felt most alone and abandoned.</p>

Line 614 (NEW):  Then he recounted everything Thistle had done to show his love for her; how he had traveled far and wide to find the Fairy gifts and worked long and hard to earn them; how he had been loving, faithful, and caring, even when he felt most alone and abandoned.</p>

-----

Line 615 (ORIG): <p>“Bird, bee, and flower have forgiven him, and none is more loved and trusted now by all than the once cruel Thistle,” said the King, as he bent down to the happy Elf, who bowed low before him.</p>

Line 615 (NEW):  <p>“Bird, bee, and flower have forgiven him, and none is more loved and trusted now by all than the once cruel Thistle,” said the King, as he bent down to the happy Elf, who bowed low before him.</p>

-----

Line 616 (ORIG): <p>“You have discovered the beauty of a gentle, kind heart, dear Thistle; and you are now deserving to become the friend of the one for whom you have done so much. Put the crown on her head, for she is now the Queen of all the Forest Fairies.”</p>

Line 616 (NEW):  <p>“You have discovered the beauty of a gentle, kind heart, dear Thistle; and you are now deserving to become the friend of the one for whom you have done so much. Put the crown on her head, for she is now the Queen of all the Forest Fairies.”</p>

-----

Line 617 (ORIG): <p>And as the crown sparkled on the head that Lily-Bell leaned down on Thistle’s chest, the forest appeared full of tiny creatures, who jumped from flower and leaf, gathering around her and bringing gifts for their new Queen.</p>

Line 617 (NEW):  <p>And as the crown sparkled on the head that Lily-Bell leaned down on Thistle’s chest, the forest appeared full of tiny creatures, who jumped from flower and leaf, gathering around her and bringing gifts for their new Queen.</p>

-----

Line 618 (ORIG): <p>“If I’m the Queen, then you’re the King, dear Thistle,” said the Fairy. “Take the crown, and I’ll wear a wreath of flowers. You’ve worked hard and endured for me, and you alone should lead these little Elves whose love you’ve earned.”</p>

Line 618 (NEW):  <p>“If I’m the Queen, then you’re the King, dear Thistle,” said the Fairy. “Take the crown, and I’ll wear a wreath of flowers. You’ve worked hard and endured for me, and you alone should lead these little Elves whose love you’ve earned.”</p>

-----

Line 619 (ORIG): <p>“Keep your crown, Lily-Bell, because here come the Spirits with their gifts for Thistle,” said the Brownie. As he pointed with his wand, the Earth Spirits emerged from the mossy roots of an old tree, their flower-bells ringing softly as they approached, and their jeweled outfits sparkling in the sunlight. They moved toward Thistledown, who stood in the shadow of the flowers with Lily-Bell beside him; then little Sparkle jumped forward, waving a golden flower, its silvery music filling the air. “Dear Thistle,” said the shining Spirit, “what you worked so hard to earn for someone else, let us now offer as a symbol of our love for you.”</p>

Line 619 (NEW):  <p>“Keep your crown, Lily-Bell, because here come the Spirits with their gifts for Thistle,” said the Brownie. As he pointed with his wand, the Earth Spirits emerged from the mossy roots of an old tree, their flower-bells ringing softly as they approached, and their jeweled outfits sparkling in the sunlight. They moved toward Thistledown, who stood in the shadow of the flowers with Lily-Bell beside him; then little Sparkle jumped forward, waving a golden flower, its silvery music filling the air. “Dear Thistle,” said the shining Spirit, “what you worked so hard to earn for someone else, let us now offer as a symbol of our love for you.”</p>

-----

Line 620 (ORIG): <p>As she finished, lovely Air Spirits floated down through the air, bringing a shining robe, and they also expressed their love for the gentle Fairy who had lived with them.</p>

Line 620 (NEW):  <p>As she finished, lovely Air Spirits floated down through the air, bringing a shining robe, and they also expressed their love for the gentle Fairy who had lived with them.</p>

-----

Line 621 (ORIG): <p>Then softly on the breeze came distant music, growing ever nearer, till over the rippling waves came the singing Water Spirits, in their boats of many-colored shells; and as they placed their sparkling crown on Thistle’s head, the flowers rang out, and the birds sang joyfully, while all the Forest Fairies shouted in high-pitched voices, “Lily-Bell and Thistledown! Long live our King and Queen!”</p>

Line 621 (NEW):  <p>Then softly on the breeze came distant music, growing ever nearer, till over the rippling waves came the singing Water Spirits, in their boats of many-colored shells; and as they placed their sparkling crown on Thistle’s head, the flowers rang out, and the birds sang joyfully, while all the Forest Fairies shouted in high-pitched voices, “Lily-Bell and Thistledown! Long live our King and Queen!”</p>

-----

Line 622 (ORIG): <p>“Do you have a story for us too, dear Violet-Eye?” said the Queen, as Zephyr finished. The little Elf looked up from among the flower leaves where she sat and smiled as she replied, “While I was weaving garlands in the field, I heard a primrose tell this story to her friend Golden-Rod.”</p>

Line 622 (NEW):  <p>“Do you have a story for us too, dear Violet-Eye?” said the Queen, as Zephyr finished. The little Elf looked up from among the flower leaves where she sat and smiled as she replied, “While I was weaving garlands in the field, I heard a primrose tell this story to her friend Golden-Rod.”</p>

-----

Line 623 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 623 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 624 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 624 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 625 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap06"></a>

Line 625 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap06"></a>

-----

Line 626 (ORIG): LITTLE BUD.

Line 626 (NEW):  LITTLE BUD.

-----

Line 627 (ORIG): </h2>

Line 627 (NEW):  </h2>

-----

Line 628 (ORIG): <p>In a vast forest, high up among the green branches, lived Bird Brown-Breast and his bright-eyed little mate. They were very happy; their home was complete, the four blue eggs rested in the cozy nest, and the little wife sat still and patiently on them, while the husband sang, shared charming stories, and brought her sweet berries and tiny worms.</p>

Line 628 (NEW):  <p>In a vast forest, high up among the green branches, lived Bird Brown-Breast and his bright-eyed little mate. They were very happy; their home was complete, the four blue eggs rested in the cozy nest, and the little wife sat still and patiently on them, while the husband sang, shared charming stories, and brought her sweet berries and tiny worms.</p>

-----

Line 629 (ORIG): <p>Things went smoothly until one day she discovered a small white egg in the nest, wrapped in a golden band.</p>

Line 629 (NEW):  <p>Things went smoothly until one day she discovered a small white egg in the nest, wrapped in a golden band.</p>

-----

Line 630 (ORIG): <p>“My friend,” she exclaimed, “come and take a look! Where could this amazing egg have come from? I have my four here, and this one too; what do you think?”</p>

Line 630 (NEW):  <p>“My friend,” she exclaimed, “come and take a look! Where could this amazing egg have come from? I have my four here, and this one too; what do you think?”</p>

-----

Line 631 (ORIG): <p>The husband shook his head seriously and said, “Don’t worry, my love; it’s probably a good fairy who gave us this, and we’ll find some gift inside. Let’s not touch it, but you sit carefully on it, and in time we’ll see what we’ve received.”</p>

Line 631 (NEW):  <p>The husband shook his head seriously and said, “Don’t worry, my love; it’s probably a good fairy who gave us this, and we’ll find some gift inside. Let’s not touch it, but you sit carefully on it, and in time we’ll see what we’ve received.”</p>

-----

Line 632 (ORIG): <p>So they said nothing about it, and soon their home had four little chirping kids; then the white egg hatched, and, behold, a little girl was lying inside, singing. They were so amazed and welcomed her warmly as she lay beneath her mother’s wing, and the young birds loved her dearly.</p>

Line 632 (NEW):  <p>So they said nothing about it, and soon their home had four little chirping kids; then the white egg hatched, and, behold, a little girl was lying inside, singing. They were so amazed and welcomed her warmly as she lay beneath her mother’s wing, and the young birds loved her dearly.</p>

-----

Line 633 (ORIG): <p>Great joy filled the forest, and the parents were proud of their family, especially the little one who had arrived; while all the neighbors gathered to see Dame Brown-Breast’s baby. The tiny girl chatted with them and sang so cheerfully that they could have listened forever. Before long, she became the delight of the entire forest, dancing from tree to tree, treating every nest as her home, and none were more welcomed than little Bud; and so they all lived happily in the lush green forest.</p>

Line 633 (NEW):  <p>Great joy filled the forest, and the parents were proud of their family, especially the little one who had arrived; while all the neighbors gathered to see Dame Brown-Breast’s baby. The tiny girl chatted with them and sang so cheerfully that they could have listened forever. Before long, she became the delight of the entire forest, dancing from tree to tree, treating every nest as her home, and none were more welcomed than little Bud; and so they all lived happily in the lush green forest.</p>

-----

Line 634 (ORIG): <p>The father now had a lot to do to provide food for his family, and he brought tasty treats for little Bud. Wild fruits were her food, fresh dew from the flowers was her drink, and green leaves made her little outfits; so she found clothes in the flowers of the field and a happy home with Mother Brown-Breast. Everything in the woods, from the tall trees to the tiny mosses in the ground, were friends to the cheerful child.</p>

Line 634 (NEW):  <p>The father now had a lot to do to provide food for his family, and he brought tasty treats for little Bud. Wild fruits were her food, fresh dew from the flowers was her drink, and green leaves made her little outfits; so she found clothes in the flowers of the field and a happy home with Mother Brown-Breast. Everything in the woods, from the tall trees to the tiny mosses in the ground, were friends to the cheerful child.</p>

-----

Line 635 (ORIG): <p>And every day she taught the young birds cheerful songs, and as their joyful music filled the old forest, the stern, dark pines stopped their solemn swaying so they could hear the gentle sounds drifting through the dim woodland paths, and human children came to listen, whispering, “Listen to the flowers sing, and don’t touch them, because the Fairies are here.”</p>

Line 635 (NEW):  <p>And every day she taught the young birds cheerful songs, and as their joyful music filled the old forest, the stern, dark pines stopped their solemn swaying so they could hear the gentle sounds drifting through the dim woodland paths, and human children came to listen, whispering, “Listen to the flowers sing, and don’t touch them, because the Fairies are here.”</p>

-----

Line 636 (ORIG): <p>Then a group of sad little Elves came to Bud, hoping to hear the sweet music. When she took them by the hand and spoke gently to them, they cried and said sadly, when she asked where they came from,—</p>

Line 636 (NEW):  <p>Then a group of sad little Elves came to Bud, hoping to hear the sweet music. When she took them by the hand and spoke gently to them, they cried and said sadly, when she asked where they came from,—</p>

-----

Line 637 (ORIG): <p>“We once lived in Fairy-Land, and oh, how happy we were then! But unfortunately, we weren't deserving of such a beautiful home, and we were cast out into the harsh world. Look at our clothes; they're like withered leaves. Our wings are dull, our crowns are lost, and we lead sad, lonely lives in this dark forest. Let us stay with you; your cheerful music sounds like Fairy songs, and you have such a friendly demeanor and speak so softly to us. It's nice to be near someone so lovely and kind; and you can tell us how we can become fair and innocent again. Please say we can stay with you, dear little maiden.”</p>

Line 637 (NEW):  <p>“We once lived in Fairy-Land, and oh, how happy we were then! But unfortunately, we weren't deserving of such a beautiful home, and we were cast out into the harsh world. Look at our clothes; they're like withered leaves. Our wings are dull, our crowns are lost, and we lead sad, lonely lives in this dark forest. Let us stay with you; your cheerful music sounds like Fairy songs, and you have such a friendly demeanor and speak so softly to us. It's nice to be near someone so lovely and kind; and you can tell us how we can become fair and innocent again. Please say we can stay with you, dear little maiden.”</p>

-----

Line 638 (ORIG): <p>And Bud said, “Yes,” and they stayed; but her kind little heart was hurt that they cried so sadly, and nothing she said could make them happy; until finally she said,—</p>

Line 638 (NEW):  <p>And Bud said, “Yes,” and they stayed; but her kind little heart was hurt that they cried so sadly, and nothing she said could make them happy; until finally she said,—</p>

-----

Line 639 (ORIG): <p>“Don’t cry, and I’ll go to Queen Dew-Drop and ask her to let you come back. I’ll tell her that you feel sorry and will do anything to win her love again; that you’re sad and want to be forgiven. I will say this and more, and I hope she will answer my request.”</p>

Line 639 (NEW):  <p>“Don’t cry, and I’ll go to Queen Dew-Drop and ask her to let you come back. I’ll tell her that you feel sorry and will do anything to win her love again; that you’re sad and want to be forgiven. I will say this and more, and I hope she will answer my request.”</p>

-----

Line 640 (ORIG): <p>“She won’t say no to you, dear Bud,” said the poor little Fairies; “she will love you just like we do, and if we can return to our lost home, we won’t be able to thank you enough. Go, Bud, and if there’s any magic in Fairy gifts, you’ll be as happy as our hearts’ best love can make you.”</p>

Line 640 (NEW):  <p>“She won’t say no to you, dear Bud,” said the poor little Fairies; “she will love you just like we do, and if we can return to our lost home, we won’t be able to thank you enough. Go, Bud, and if there’s any magic in Fairy gifts, you’ll be as happy as our hearts’ best love can make you.”</p>

-----

Line 641 (ORIG): <p>The news of Bud's departure spread quickly through the forest, and all her friends came to say goodbye, as she would be leaving with the morning sun; each brought a small gift, since the land of Fairies was far away and she had a long journey ahead.</p>

Line 641 (NEW):  <p>The news of Bud's departure spread quickly through the forest, and all her friends came to say goodbye, as she would be leaving with the morning sun; each brought a small gift, since the land of Fairies was far away and she had a long journey ahead.</p>

-----

Line 642 (ORIG): <p>“Nah, you can't go on your own, my child,” said Mother Brown-Breast; “your friend Golden-Wing will carry you. Call him over so I can set you up properly, because if you fall off, it would break my heart.”</p>

Line 642 (NEW):  <p>“Nah, you can't go on your own, my child,” said Mother Brown-Breast; “your friend Golden-Wing will carry you. Call him over so I can set you up properly, because if you fall off, it would break my heart.”</p>

-----

Line 643 (ORIG): <p>Then Golden-Wing arrived, and Bud was comfortably seated on the cushion of violet leaves. It was truly charming to see her cheerful little face peeking out from under the wide brim of her cowslip hat as her butterfly steed fluttered its bright wings in the sunlight. Soon, a bee showed up with his yellow honey bags and asked her to take them, while a little brown spider that lived under the large leaves brought a veil for her hat, urging her to wear it so the sun wouldn’t shine too brightly. The ant arrived with a tiny strawberry, making sure she wouldn’t miss her favorite fruit. Her mother offered good advice, and her father stood with his head tilted, his round eyes sparkling with joy at the thought that his little Bud was heading off to Fairy-Land.</p>

Line 643 (NEW):  <p>Then Golden-Wing arrived, and Bud was comfortably seated on the cushion of violet leaves. It was truly charming to see her cheerful little face peeking out from under the wide brim of her cowslip hat as her butterfly steed fluttered its bright wings in the sunlight. Soon, a bee showed up with his yellow honey bags and asked her to take them, while a little brown spider that lived under the large leaves brought a veil for her hat, urging her to wear it so the sun wouldn’t shine too brightly. The ant arrived with a tiny strawberry, making sure she wouldn’t miss her favorite fruit. Her mother offered good advice, and her father stood with his head tilted, his round eyes sparkling with joy at the thought that his little Bud was heading off to Fairy-Land.</p>

-----

Line 644 (ORIG): <p>Then they all sang cheerfully together until she disappeared over the hills, and they didn't see her again.</p>

Line 644 (NEW):  <p>Then they all sang cheerfully together until she disappeared over the hills, and they didn't see her again.</p>

-----

Line 645 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 645 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 646 (ORIG): <p>And now Bud left the old forest far behind her. Golden-Wing carried her quickly along, and she looked down on the green mountains and the peasant cottages nestled among the towering trees. The earth looked vibrant, with its wide, blue rivers winding through gentle meadows, the singing birds, and flowers that kept their bright eyes focused on the sky.</p>

Line 646 (NEW):  <p>And now Bud left the old forest far behind her. Golden-Wing carried her quickly along, and she looked down on the green mountains and the peasant cottages nestled among the towering trees. The earth looked vibrant, with its wide, blue rivers winding through gentle meadows, the singing birds, and flowers that kept their bright eyes focused on the sky.</p>

-----

Line 647 (ORIG): <p>And she sang joyfully as they floated in the clear air, while her friend kept rhythm with his flapping wings, and as they moved along, everything became more beautiful; and so they arrived in Fairy-Land.</p>

Line 647 (NEW):  <p>And she sang joyfully as they floated in the clear air, while her friend kept rhythm with his flapping wings, and as they moved along, everything became more beautiful; and so they arrived in Fairy-Land.</p>

-----

Line 648 (ORIG): <p>As Bud walked through the gates, she understood why the exiled Fairies cried and mourned for the beautiful home they had lost. Bright clouds drifted in the sunny sky, casting a rainbow glow on the Fairy palaces below, where the Elves were dancing. The soft, sweet voices of the singing flowers echoed through the fragrant air, blending with the music of the gentle waves as they flowed beneath the blooming vines that hung above them.</p>

Line 648 (NEW):  <p>As Bud walked through the gates, she understood why the exiled Fairies cried and mourned for the beautiful home they had lost. Bright clouds drifted in the sunny sky, casting a rainbow glow on the Fairy palaces below, where the Elves were dancing. The soft, sweet voices of the singing flowers echoed through the fragrant air, blending with the music of the gentle waves as they flowed beneath the blooming vines that hung above them.</p>

-----

Line 649 (ORIG): <p>Everything was bright and beautiful, but kind little Bud didn’t want to stick around, as the shapes of the weeping Fairies were right in front of her. Even though the flowers swayed happily on their stems to greet her and the soft winds brushed against her cheek, she didn’t stop and continued on to the Flower Palace. Inside, there was a lovely hall with walls made of crimson roses, and nestled among the leaves were little Elves playing sweet music on their harps. When they spotted Bud, they gathered around her and guided her through the flower-adorned arches to a group of the most beautiful Fairies, who were gathered around a magnificent lily. In its fragrant cup sat one whose purple gown and sparkling crown signified she was their Queen.</p>

Line 649 (NEW):  <p>Everything was bright and beautiful, but kind little Bud didn’t want to stick around, as the shapes of the weeping Fairies were right in front of her. Even though the flowers swayed happily on their stems to greet her and the soft winds brushed against her cheek, she didn’t stop and continued on to the Flower Palace. Inside, there was a lovely hall with walls made of crimson roses, and nestled among the leaves were little Elves playing sweet music on their harps. When they spotted Bud, they gathered around her and guided her through the flower-adorned arches to a group of the most beautiful Fairies, who were gathered around a magnificent lily. In its fragrant cup sat one whose purple gown and sparkling crown signified she was their Queen.</p>

-----

Line 650 (ORIG): <p>Bud knelt in front of her, and while tears flowed down her tiny face, she shared her mission and earnestly asked that the exiled Fairies be forgiven and not be left to suffer far from their friends and family. As she prayed, many joined her in tears; and when she finished and waited for a response, many knelt beside her, asking for forgiveness for the unfortunate Elves.</p>

Line 650 (NEW):  <p>Bud knelt in front of her, and while tears flowed down her tiny face, she shared her mission and earnestly asked that the exiled Fairies be forgiven and not be left to suffer far from their friends and family. As she prayed, many joined her in tears; and when she finished and waited for a response, many knelt beside her, asking for forgiveness for the unfortunate Elves.</p>

-----

Line 651 (ORIG): <p>With tearful eyes, Queen Dew-Drop replied,—</p>

Line 651 (NEW):  <p>With tearful eyes, Queen Dew-Drop replied,—</p>

-----

Line 652 (ORIG): <p>“Little girl, your prayer has touched my heart. They won’t be left sad and alone, and you won’t leave without a kind word to uplift and comfort them. We will forgive their mistake, and when they can bring a perfect Fairy crown, robe, and wand, they will be welcomed back as children of their loving Queen. The task is challenging, as only the best and purest can create the Fairy garments; however, with patience, they can restore their outfits to their original brightness. Goodbye, dear little girl; come with them, because without you, they would have remained outside the walls of Fairy-Land forever.”</p>

Line 652 (NEW):  <p>“Little girl, your prayer has touched my heart. They won’t be left sad and alone, and you won’t leave without a kind word to uplift and comfort them. We will forgive their mistake, and when they can bring a perfect Fairy crown, robe, and wand, they will be welcomed back as children of their loving Queen. The task is challenging, as only the best and purest can create the Fairy garments; however, with patience, they can restore their outfits to their original brightness. Goodbye, dear little girl; come with them, because without you, they would have remained outside the walls of Fairy-Land forever.”</p>

-----

Line 653 (ORIG): <p>“Safe travels and goodbye,” they all shouted, as, with heartfelt messages to their dear friends, they carried her to the gates.</p>

Line 653 (NEW):  <p>“Safe travels and goodbye,” they all shouted, as, with heartfelt messages to their dear friends, they carried her to the gates.</p>

-----

Line 654 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 654 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 655 (ORIG): <p>Day after day, little Bud worked hard, trying to cheer up the Fairies, who, angry and upset, wouldn’t listen to her kind words but turned away and sat alone, crying. They hurt her kind heart with many cruel remarks; yet she patiently endured them. When they told her they could never handle such a tough task and would have to live forever in the dark forest, she gently replied that the snow-white lily needed to be planted and watered with sincere tears before the robe of innocence could be earned; that the sun of love had to shine in their hearts before the light could return to their dim crowns, and that acts of kindness had to be done before they could regain the power of their now useless wands.</p>

Line 655 (NEW):  <p>Day after day, little Bud worked hard, trying to cheer up the Fairies, who, angry and upset, wouldn’t listen to her kind words but turned away and sat alone, crying. They hurt her kind heart with many cruel remarks; yet she patiently endured them. When they told her they could never handle such a tough task and would have to live forever in the dark forest, she gently replied that the snow-white lily needed to be planted and watered with sincere tears before the robe of innocence could be earned; that the sun of love had to shine in their hearts before the light could return to their dim crowns, and that acts of kindness had to be done before they could regain the power of their now useless wands.</p>

-----

Line 656 (ORIG): <p>Then they planted the lilies; but they soon drooped and died, and no light shone on their crowns. They didn’t do any kind deeds and only cared about themselves; and when they realized their efforts were pointless, they stopped trying and sat there crying. Bud, through constant work and careful attention, took care of the lilies, which bloomed beautifully, the crowns became bright, and in her hands, the wands had power over birds and flowers, because she was trying to bring happiness to others, forgetting about herself. The lazy Fairies, with grateful words, took the clothes from her, and then along with Bud, went to Fairy-Land, standing with racing hearts before the gates; where crowds of Fairy friends came out to greet them.</p>

Line 656 (NEW):  <p>Then they planted the lilies; but they soon drooped and died, and no light shone on their crowns. They didn’t do any kind deeds and only cared about themselves; and when they realized their efforts were pointless, they stopped trying and sat there crying. Bud, through constant work and careful attention, took care of the lilies, which bloomed beautifully, the crowns became bright, and in her hands, the wands had power over birds and flowers, because she was trying to bring happiness to others, forgetting about herself. The lazy Fairies, with grateful words, took the clothes from her, and then along with Bud, went to Fairy-Land, standing with racing hearts before the gates; where crowds of Fairy friends came out to greet them.</p>

-----

Line 657 (ORIG): <p>But when Queen Dew-Drop touched them with her wand as they walked in, the light disappeared from their crowns, their robes turned into shriveled leaves, and their wands lost all power.</p>

Line 657 (NEW):  <p>But when Queen Dew-Drop touched them with her wand as they walked in, the light disappeared from their crowns, their robes turned into shriveled leaves, and their wands lost all power.</p>

-----

Line 658 (ORIG): <p>Amid the tears of all the Fairies, the Queen led them to the gates and said,—</p>

Line 658 (NEW):  <p>Amid the tears of all the Fairies, the Queen led them to the gates and said,—</p>

-----

Line 659 (ORIG): <p>“Goodbye! I can’t help you; innocence and love aren’t in your hearts, and if it weren’t for this tireless little girl, who has worked while you’ve cried, you would never have returned to your lost home. Go and try again, because until everything is beautiful and pure again, I can’t claim you as mine.”</p>

Line 659 (NEW):  <p>“Goodbye! I can’t help you; innocence and love aren’t in your hearts, and if it weren’t for this tireless little girl, who has worked while you’ve cried, you would never have returned to your lost home. Go and try again, because until everything is beautiful and pure again, I can’t claim you as mine.”</p>

-----

Line 660 (ORIG): <p>“Goodbye!” sang the crying Fairies, as the gates shut on their outcast friends; who, feeling defeated and heartbroken, gathered around Bud; and she, with encouraging words, led them back to the forest.</p>

Line 660 (NEW):  <p>“Goodbye!” sang the crying Fairies, as the gates shut on their outcast friends; who, feeling defeated and heartbroken, gathered around Bud; and she, with encouraging words, led them back to the forest.</p>

-----

Line 661 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 661 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 662 (ORIG): <p>Time went by, and the Fairies hadn’t done anything to get their beautiful home back. They no longer cried, but instead watched little Bud as she took care of the flowers every day, bringing back their strength and beauty. With kind words, she flew from nest to nest, teaching the little birds how to live happily together. Wherever she went, blessings showered down, and loving hearts filled with gratitude.</p>

Line 662 (NEW):  <p>Time went by, and the Fairies hadn’t done anything to get their beautiful home back. They no longer cried, but instead watched little Bud as she took care of the flowers every day, bringing back their strength and beauty. With kind words, she flew from nest to nest, teaching the little birds how to live happily together. Wherever she went, blessings showered down, and loving hearts filled with gratitude.</p>

-----

Line 663 (ORIG): <p>Then, one by one, the Elves quietly did small acts of kindness and discovered a quiet joy returning to them. Flowers seemed to look up at them affectionately as they walked by, and birds sang to uplift them when they were feeling down. Soon, little Bud noticed their gentle actions, and her kind words gave them renewed strength. Day after day, they followed her, and like a group of protective spirits, they traveled far and wide, bringing joy and peace with them.</p>

Line 663 (NEW):  <p>Then, one by one, the Elves quietly did small acts of kindness and discovered a quiet joy returning to them. Flowers seemed to look up at them affectionately as they walked by, and birds sang to uplift them when they were feeling down. Soon, little Bud noticed their gentle actions, and her kind words gave them renewed strength. Day after day, they followed her, and like a group of protective spirits, they traveled far and wide, bringing joy and peace with them.</p>

-----

Line 664 (ORIG): <p>And not just birds and flowers blessed them, but people too; for with gentle hands, they guided little kids away from danger and kept their young hearts safe from bad thoughts. They whispered comforting words to the sick and brought pleasant scents and beautiful flowers to their lonely rooms. They sent delightful visions to the elderly and blind, making their hearts feel young and full of happy thoughts.</p>

Line 664 (NEW):  <p>And not just birds and flowers blessed them, but people too; for with gentle hands, they guided little kids away from danger and kept their young hearts safe from bad thoughts. They whispered comforting words to the sick and brought pleasant scents and beautiful flowers to their lonely rooms. They sent delightful visions to the elderly and blind, making their hearts feel young and full of happy thoughts.</p>

-----

Line 665 (ORIG): <p>But they watched over the poor and sorrowful with the utmost care, and many a struggling mother thanked the unseen hands that provided food for her hungry children and wrapped warm clothes around their bare limbs. Many a man marveled at the beautiful flowers that bloomed in his small garden, lifting his spirits with their vibrant colors and making his dreary home beautiful with their charm. He looked at his once barren field, now filled with golden corn, its wide leaves turning towards the warm sun, promising a bounty of golden ears to feed him. His weary face brightened, and his troubled heart swelled with gratitude for the invisible spirits who had brought him such happiness.</p>

Line 665 (NEW):  <p>But they watched over the poor and sorrowful with the utmost care, and many a struggling mother thanked the unseen hands that provided food for her hungry children and wrapped warm clothes around their bare limbs. Many a man marveled at the beautiful flowers that bloomed in his small garden, lifting his spirits with their vibrant colors and making his dreary home beautiful with their charm. He looked at his once barren field, now filled with golden corn, its wide leaves turning towards the warm sun, promising a bounty of golden ears to feed him. His weary face brightened, and his troubled heart swelled with gratitude for the invisible spirits who had brought him such happiness.</p>

-----

Line 666 (ORIG): <p>Thus time went by, and even though the exiled Fairies often yearned for their home, they understood they hadn't earned it. They continued to work hard, hoping one day to reunite with the friends they had lost; meanwhile, the joy in their hearts filled their lives with happiness.</p>

Line 666 (NEW):  <p>Thus time went by, and even though the exiled Fairies often yearned for their home, they understood they hadn't earned it. They continued to work hard, hoping one day to reunite with the friends they had lost; meanwhile, the joy in their hearts filled their lives with happiness.</p>

-----

Line 667 (ORIG): <p>One day, little Bud came to them and said, —</p>

Line 667 (NEW):  <p>One day, little Bud came to them and said, —</p>

-----

Line 668 (ORIG): <p>“Listen, dear friends. I have a difficult task for you. It’s a big sacrifice for you light-loving Fairies to spend the long winter deep in the dark, cold earth, watching over the flower roots to keep them safe from the little grubs and worms that want to harm them. But in the sunny Spring when they bloom again, their love and gratitude will provide you with joyful homes among their bright leaves.”</p>

Line 668 (NEW):  <p>“Listen, dear friends. I have a difficult task for you. It’s a big sacrifice for you light-loving Fairies to spend the long winter deep in the dark, cold earth, watching over the flower roots to keep them safe from the little grubs and worms that want to harm them. But in the sunny Spring when they bloom again, their love and gratitude will provide you with joyful homes among their bright leaves.”</p>

-----

Line 669 (ORIG): <p>“It’s a tiring job, and I can’t offer you any reward for all your kindness, but you will have the blessings of the gentle flowers you saved from dying. I would gladly help you, but my winged friends are getting ready for their journey to warmer places, and I have to help them teach their little ones to fly and make sure they’re safe on their way. Then, throughout the winter, I will seek out the homes of the poor and suffering, comfort the sick and lonely, and give hope and courage to those who are lost in their poverty. I must do these things; but when the flowers bloom again, I will be with you to welcome back our friends from across the sea.”</p>

Line 669 (NEW):  <p>“It’s a tiring job, and I can’t offer you any reward for all your kindness, but you will have the blessings of the gentle flowers you saved from dying. I would gladly help you, but my winged friends are getting ready for their journey to warmer places, and I have to help them teach their little ones to fly and make sure they’re safe on their way. Then, throughout the winter, I will seek out the homes of the poor and suffering, comfort the sick and lonely, and give hope and courage to those who are lost in their poverty. I must do these things; but when the flowers bloom again, I will be with you to welcome back our friends from across the sea.”</p>

-----

Line 670 (ORIG): <p>Then, with tears, the Fairies replied, “Ah, dear little Bud, you’ve taken on the hardest task, and who will reward you for all your kindness and compassion in this big world? If anything bad were to happen to you, we would be heartbroken. We will work diligently in the earth, and thoughts of you will keep us motivated; without you, we would have been worthless and never known the happiness that comes from good deeds. Yes, dear Bud, we will happily work among the roots so that the beautiful flowers can wear their brightest colors to welcome you.”</p>

Line 670 (NEW):  <p>Then, with tears, the Fairies replied, “Ah, dear little Bud, you’ve taken on the hardest task, and who will reward you for all your kindness and compassion in this big world? If anything bad were to happen to you, we would be heartbroken. We will work diligently in the earth, and thoughts of you will keep us motivated; without you, we would have been worthless and never known the happiness that comes from good deeds. Yes, dear Bud, we will happily work among the roots so that the beautiful flowers can wear their brightest colors to welcome you.”</p>

-----

Line 671 (ORIG): <p>Then deep underground, the Fairies lived, and no frost or snow could hurt the flowers they cared for. Every little seed was placed in the soft soil, watered, and looked after. Delicate roots were wrapped in dried leaves to keep the cold drops away; and the flowers safely dreamed until the summer breeze would bring them to life; as each kind act was lovingly done, each Fairy's heart felt lighter.</p>

Line 671 (NEW):  <p>Then deep underground, the Fairies lived, and no frost or snow could hurt the flowers they cared for. Every little seed was placed in the soft soil, watered, and looked after. Delicate roots were wrapped in dried leaves to keep the cold drops away; and the flowers safely dreamed until the summer breeze would bring them to life; as each kind act was lovingly done, each Fairy's heart felt lighter.</p>

-----

Line 672 (ORIG): <p>At last, the snow melted away, and they heard little voices inviting them to come up; but they worked patiently until the seeds and roots were green and sturdy. Then, with excited steps, they rushed to the surface, where bright flowers and blossoming trees greeted them in the warm sunlight, blossoms leaned gently toward them, ringing their colorful bells until the sweet-smelling air was filled with music; while the majestic trees waved their large branches overhead, scattering soft leaves at their feet.</p>

Line 672 (NEW):  <p>At last, the snow melted away, and they heard little voices inviting them to come up; but they worked patiently until the seeds and roots were green and sturdy. Then, with excited steps, they rushed to the surface, where bright flowers and blossoming trees greeted them in the warm sunlight, blossoms leaned gently toward them, ringing their colorful bells until the sweet-smelling air was filled with music; while the majestic trees waved their large branches overhead, scattering soft leaves at their feet.</p>

-----

Line 673 (ORIG): <p>Then the cheerful birds arrived, bringing the woods to life with their joyful songs, calling to each other as they flew among the vines, building their little homes. The Elves waited a long time, and finally, she came with Father Brown-Breast. Happy days went by, and summer flowers were at their most beautiful, when Bud invited the Fairies to join her.</p>

Line 673 (NEW):  <p>Then the cheerful birds arrived, bringing the woods to life with their joyful songs, calling to each other as they flew among the vines, building their little homes. The Elves waited a long time, and finally, she came with Father Brown-Breast. Happy days went by, and summer flowers were at their most beautiful, when Bud invited the Fairies to join her.</p>

-----

Line 674 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 674 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 675 (ORIG): <p>Mounted on brightly colored butterflies, they soared over forests and meadows until, with joyful eyes, they spotted the flower-crowned walls of Fairy-Land.</p>

Line 675 (NEW):  <p>Mounted on brightly colored butterflies, they soared over forests and meadows until, with joyful eyes, they spotted the flower-crowned walls of Fairy-Land.</p>

-----

Line 676 (ORIG): <p>Before the gates they stood, and soon groups of caring Elves emerged to greet them. They walked through the sunny gardens, heading into the Lily Hall, where the Queen sat among the golden stamens of a beautiful flower; around her, the bright-eyed young attendants stood on the broad, green leaves.</p>

Line 676 (NEW):  <p>Before the gates they stood, and soon groups of caring Elves emerged to greet them. They walked through the sunny gardens, heading into the Lily Hall, where the Queen sat among the golden stamens of a beautiful flower; around her, the bright-eyed young attendants stood on the broad, green leaves.</p>

-----

Line 677 (ORIG): <p>Then, in the midst of the deep silence, little Bud, guiding the Fairies to the throne, said,—</p>

Line 677 (NEW):  <p>Then, in the midst of the deep silence, little Bud, guiding the Fairies to the throne, said,—</p>

-----

Line 678 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Queen, I'm here to bring back your subjects, who are wiser from their struggles and better for their challenges. Now, any Queen could be proud of them and learn from them that giving joy and peace to others brings it back to us four times over, creating a double happiness in the blessings we share with those we help. Throughout the dreary months, when they could have been surrounded by beautiful Southern flowers under a sunny sky, they worked tirelessly in the dark and silent earth, filling the hearts of the gentle Flower Spirits with grateful love, seeking no reward but the satisfaction of their good deeds and the joy that always comes from them. They did this willingly and alone; and now, far and wide, flower blessings rain down upon them, and the summer winds carry the joyful news to those who are grieving, bringing them new joy and strength as they long for the friends whose caring has brought such happiness to their beloved kindred.”</p>

Line 678 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Queen, I'm here to bring back your subjects, who are wiser from their struggles and better for their challenges. Now, any Queen could be proud of them and learn from them that giving joy and peace to others brings it back to us four times over, creating a double happiness in the blessings we share with those we help. Throughout the dreary months, when they could have been surrounded by beautiful Southern flowers under a sunny sky, they worked tirelessly in the dark and silent earth, filling the hearts of the gentle Flower Spirits with grateful love, seeking no reward but the satisfaction of their good deeds and the joy that always comes from them. They did this willingly and alone; and now, far and wide, flower blessings rain down upon them, and the summer winds carry the joyful news to those who are grieving, bringing them new joy and strength as they long for the friends whose caring has brought such happiness to their beloved kindred.”</p>

-----

Line 679 (ORIG): <p>“Are they not deserving of your love, dear Queen? Haven't they earned their beautiful home? Just say they are forgiven, and you will have the affection of hearts as pure as the snow-white robes now draped over them.”</p>

Line 679 (NEW):  <p>“Are they not deserving of your love, dear Queen? Haven't they earned their beautiful home? Just say they are forgiven, and you will have the affection of hearts as pure as the snow-white robes now draped over them.”</p>

-----

Line 680 (ORIG): <p>As Bud finished, she touched the amazed Fairies with her wand, and their dark, tattered clothes vanished; underneath, the robes made of lily leaves sparkled, pure and clean in the sunlight. Then, while joyful tears fell, Queen Dew-Drop placed the shining crowns on the bowed heads of the kneeling Fairies and laid out the wands that their own good deeds had made powerful.</p>

Line 680 (NEW):  <p>As Bud finished, she touched the amazed Fairies with her wand, and their dark, tattered clothes vanished; underneath, the robes made of lily leaves sparkled, pure and clean in the sunlight. Then, while joyful tears fell, Queen Dew-Drop placed the shining crowns on the bowed heads of the kneeling Fairies and laid out the wands that their own good deeds had made powerful.</p>

-----

Line 681 (ORIG): <p>They turned to thank little Bud for all her patient love, but she was gone; and high above, in the clear sky, they saw the little figure making its way back to the peaceful forest.</p>

Line 681 (NEW):  <p>They turned to thank little Bud for all her patient love, but she was gone; and high above, in the clear sky, they saw the little figure making its way back to the peaceful forest.</p>

-----

Line 682 (ORIG): <p>She didn’t need any reward other than the happiness she had brought. The hearts of the fairies were pure again, and her job was finished; yet all of Fairy Land had learned a lesson from the kind little Bud.</p>

Line 682 (NEW):  <p>She didn’t need any reward other than the happiness she had brought. The hearts of the fairies were pure again, and her job was finished; yet all of Fairy Land had learned a lesson from the kind little Bud.</p>

-----

Line 683 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 683 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 684 (ORIG): <p>“Now, little Sunbeam, what do you have to share with us?” said the Queen, looking down at a bright-eyed Elf who was half hidden in the thick moss at her feet.</p>

Line 684 (NEW):  <p>“Now, little Sunbeam, what do you have to share with us?” said the Queen, looking down at a bright-eyed Elf who was half hidden in the thick moss at her feet.</p>

-----

Line 685 (ORIG): <p>“I also, like Star-Twinkle, have nothing but a song to give,” replied the Fairy; and then, as the nightingale’s beautiful voice blended with hers, she sang,—</p>

Line 685 (NEW):  <p>“I also, like Star-Twinkle, have nothing but a song to give,” replied the Fairy; and then, as the nightingale’s beautiful voice blended with hers, she sang,—</p>

-----

Line 686 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 686 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 687 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 687 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 688 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap07"></a>

Line 688 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap07"></a>

-----

Line 689 (ORIG): CLOVER-BLOSSOM.

Line 689 (NEW):  CLOVER-BLOSSOM.

-----

Line 690 (ORIG): </h2>

Line 690 (NEW):  </h2>

-----

Line 691 (ORIG): <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">In a quiet, lovely meadow,</span><br/>

Line 691 (NEW):  <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">In a serene, beautiful meadow,</span><br/>

-----

Line 692 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under a summer sky,</span><br/>

Line 692 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under a summer sky,</span><br/>

-----

Line 693 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the old green trees waved their branches,</span><br/>

Line 693 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the old green trees moved their branches,</span><br/>

-----

Line 694 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the winds sang by;</span><br/>

Line 694 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the winds sang along;</span><br/>

-----

Line 695 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where a little brook flowed gently,</span><br/>

Line 695 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where a small stream flowed slowly,</span><br/>

-----

Line 696 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With a soft, musical sound,</span><br/>

Line 696 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With a gentle, melodic sound,</span><br/>

-----

Line 697 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And drifting clouds cast shadows</span><br/>

Line 697 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And drifting clouds create shadows</span><br/>

-----

Line 698 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On the waving grass around;</span><br/>

Line 698 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the waving grass nearby;</span><br/>

-----

Line 699 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the low, sweet notes of singing birds</span><br/>

Line 699 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where the soft, sweet sounds of singing birds</span><br/>

-----

Line 700 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Filled the fragrant air,</span><br/>

Line 700 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Filled the air with fragrance,</span><br/>

-----

Line 701 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And bright sunlight shone clearly</span><br/>

Line 701 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And bright sunlight shone brightly</span><br/>

-----

Line 702 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On everything fresh and fair;—</span><br/>

Line 702 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On everything new and good;—</span><br/>

-----

Line 703 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">There bloomed a beautiful group</span><br/>

Line 703 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A beautiful group blossomed.</span><br/>

-----

Line 704 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of happy little flowers,</span><br/>

Line 704 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of cheerful little flowers,</span><br/>

-----

Line 705 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Together in this happy place,</span><br/>

Line 705 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Together in this joyful space,</span><br/>

-----

Line 706 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through peaceful summer hours.</span><br/>

Line 706 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">During peaceful summer days.</span><br/>

-----

Line 707 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">No rough hand came to pick them,</span><br/>

Line 707 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">No rough hands came to pick them,</span><br/>

-----

Line 708 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">No cold winds to spoil;</span><br/>

Line 708 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">No cold winds to ruin;</span><br/>

-----

Line 709 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Warm sunshine smiled on them during the day,</span><br/>

Line 709 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Warm sunshine shone down on them during the day,</span><br/>

-----

Line 710 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And soft dew fell at night.</span><br/>

Line 710 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And gentle dew fell at night.</span><br/>

-----

Line 711 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So here, along the brookside,</span><br/>

Line 711 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So here, by the creek,</span><br/>

-----

Line 712 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the old green trees,</span><br/>

Line 712 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the old green trees,</span><br/>

-----

Line 713 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The flowers lived among their friends,</span><br/>

Line 713 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The flowers lived with their friends,</span><br/>

-----

Line 714 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The sunbeams and the breeze.</span><br/></p>

Line 714 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The sun's rays and the breeze.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 715 (ORIG): <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">One morning, as the flowers came to life,</span><br/>

Line 715 (NEW):  <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">One morning, as the flowers bloomed,</span><br/>

-----

Line 716 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and lovely,</span><br/>

Line 716 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Fragrant, fresh, and beautiful,</span><br/>

-----

Line 717 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A little worm crawled by,</span><br/>

Line 717 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A tiny worm crawled by,</span><br/>

-----

Line 718 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And asked for a place to rest.</span><br/>

Line 718 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And asked for a place to rest.</span><br/>

-----

Line 719 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Oh! Please have pity on me,” sighed the worm,</span><br/>

Line 719 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Oh! Please feel sorry for me,” sighed the worm,</span><br/>

-----

Line 720 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“I’m lonely, poor, and weak;</span><br/>

Line 720 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“I’m lonely, broke, and vulnerable;</span><br/>

-----

Line 721 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A small spot to rest,</span><br/>

Line 721 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A cozy spot to relax,</span><br/>

-----

Line 722 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Dear flowers, is all I ask.</span><br/>

Line 722 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Dear flowers, that's all I ask.</span><br/>

-----

Line 723 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I’m not beautiful and have been unloved</span><br/>

Line 723 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I’m not beautiful and haven't been loved.</span><br/>

-----

Line 724 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">By butterfly, bird, or bee.</span><br/>

Line 724 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">By butterfly, bird, or bee.</span><br/>

-----

Line 725 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They don't realize that in this dark body</span><br/>

Line 725 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They don’t understand that in this dark body</span><br/>

-----

Line 726 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Lies the beauty they might someday see.</span><br/>

Line 726 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">There lies a beauty they might see one day.</span><br/>

-----

Line 727 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So let me lie in the deep green moss,</span><br/>

Line 727 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So let me rest in the deep green moss,</span><br/>

-----

Line 728 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And make my little resting place,</span><br/>

Line 728 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And create my little resting place,</span><br/>

-----

Line 729 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And sleep my long, uninterrupted sleep</span><br/>

Line 729 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And sleep my deep, uninterrupted sleep</span><br/>

-----

Line 730 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until Spring’s first flowers bloom.</span><br/>

Line 730 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until spring's first flowers bloom.</span><br/>

-----

Line 731 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then I’ll return in a prettier form,</span><br/>

Line 731 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then I'll come back looking better,</span><br/>

-----

Line 732 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And show my gratitude</span><br/>

Line 732 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And express my gratitude</span><br/>

-----

Line 733 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">With the thankful love of the humble worm;</span><br/>

Line 733 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">With the grateful affection of the humble worm;</span><br/>

-----

Line 734 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Kind flowers, oh let me stay!”</span><br/>

Line 734 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Kind flowers, please let me stay!"</span><br/>

-----

Line 735 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But the wild rose revealed her thorns,</span><br/>

Line 735 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But the wild rose showed her thorns,</span><br/>

-----

Line 736 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">While her soft face shone with pride;</span><br/>

Line 736 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">While her gentle face lit up with pride;</span><br/>

-----

Line 737 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The violet hid beneath the drooping ferns,</span><br/>

Line 737 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The violet was hidden under the drooping ferns,</span><br/>

-----

Line 738 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the daisy turned away.</span><br/>

Line 738 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the daisy turned away.</span><br/>

-----

Line 739 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia scoffed,</span><br/>

Line 739 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia rolled her eyes,</span><br/>

-----

Line 740 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she swayed on her slender stem;</span><br/>

Line 740 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she moved gently on her delicate stem;</span><br/>

-----

Line 741 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">While the cowslip bowed to the rippling waves,</span><br/>

Line 741 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As the cowslip bent to the gentle waves,</span><br/>

-----

Line 742 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And whispered the tale to them.</span><br/>

Line 742 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And quietly told them the story.</span><br/>

-----

Line 743 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A blue-eyed grass looked down on the worm,</span><br/>

Line 743 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">A blue-eyed grass looked down at the worm,</span><br/>

-----

Line 744 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As it silently turned away,</span><br/>

Line 744 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As it quietly turned away,</span><br/>

-----

Line 745 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And said, “You’ll hurt our delicate leaves,</span><br/>

Line 745 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And said, “You’ll damage our fragile leaves,</span><br/>

-----

Line 746 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And so you can’t stay.”</span><br/>

Line 746 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"So you can't stay."</span><br/>

-----

Line 747 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then a sweet, soft voice called out from afar,</span><br/>

Line 747 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then a gentle, soft voice called out from a distance,</span><br/>

-----

Line 748 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“Come here, poor worm, to me;</span><br/>

Line 748 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Come here, poor worm, to me;</span><br/>

-----

Line 749 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The sun is warm in this quiet spot,</span><br/>

Line 749 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The sun feels warm in this peaceful place,</span><br/>

-----

Line 750 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And I’ll share my home with you.”</span><br/>

Line 750 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"And I’ll share my home with you."</span><br/>

-----

Line 751 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The amazed flowers looked up to see</span><br/>

Line 751 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The astonished flowers looked up to see</span><br/>

-----

Line 752 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who had offered the worm a home:</span><br/>

Line 752 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who had given the worm a place to live:</span><br/>

-----

Line 753 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It was a clover blossom, whose fluttering leaves</span><br/>

Line 753 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It was a clover flower, with its fluttering leaves</span><br/>

-----

Line 754 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Seemed to invite him to come;</span><br/>

Line 754 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Seemed to encourage him to come;</span><br/>

-----

Line 755 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It lived in a sunny little nook,</span><br/>

Line 755 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It lived in a bright little corner,</span><br/>

-----

Line 756 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Where cool winds brushed by,</span><br/>

Line 756 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Where cool breezes flowed,</span><br/>

-----

Line 757 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And buzzing bees and butterflies came,</span><br/>

Line 757 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And buzzing bees and butterflies arrived,</span><br/>

-----

Line 758 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To rest on the flower’s petals.</span><br/>

Line 758 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To relax on the flower's petals.</span><br/>

-----

Line 759 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Down through the leaves, sunlight streamed,</span><br/>

Line 759 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Sunlight streamed through the leaves,</span><br/>

-----

Line 760 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And seemed to linger there,</span><br/>

Line 760 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And appeared to linger there,</span><br/>

-----

Line 761 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As though it loved to brighten the home</span><br/>

Line 761 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As if it enjoyed lighting up the home.</span><br/>

-----

Line 762 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of someone so sweet and lovely.</span><br/>

Line 762 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">About someone who is so sweet and lovely.</span><br/>

-----

Line 763 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Its rosy face smiled kindly down,</span><br/>

Line 763 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Its cheerful face smiled warmly down,</span><br/>

-----

Line 764 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the friendless worm came closer;</span><br/>

Line 764 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the lonely worm got closer;</span><br/>

-----

Line 765 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And its gentle voice, softly whispering, said</span><br/>

Line 765 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And its gentle voice, softly whispering, said</span><br/>

-----

Line 766 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“Poor thing, you are welcome here;</span><br/>

Line 766 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Poor thing, you’re welcome here;"</span><br/>

-----

Line 767 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Close to my side, in the soft green moss,</span><br/>

Line 767 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Next to me, on the soft green moss,</span><br/>

-----

Line 768 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You’ll find a cozy bed,</span><br/>

Line 768 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You'll find a comfy bed,</span><br/>

-----

Line 769 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where you can rest until Spring,</span><br/>

Line 769 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Where you can relax until Spring,</span><br/>

-----

Line 770 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With my leaves spread above you.</span><br/>

Line 770 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">With my leaves spread over you.</span><br/>

-----

Line 771 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I pity and love you, friendless worm,</span><br/>

Line 771 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">I feel sorry for you and care about you, lonely worm,</span><br/>

-----

Line 772 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Though you’re not graceful or pretty;</span><br/>

Line 772 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Even if you're not graceful or attractive;</span><br/>

-----

Line 773 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For many an unlovely form,</span><br/>

Line 773 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For many an unattractive shape,</span><br/>

-----

Line 774 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Hides a kind heart inside;</span><br/>

Line 774 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Hides a kind heart within;</span><br/>

-----

Line 775 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">No longer will you wander lonely</span><br/>

Line 775 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You won't wander alone anymore.</span><br/>

-----

Line 776 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And poor across this pleasant earth,</span><br/>

Line 776 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sadly across this beautiful earth,</span><br/>

-----

Line 777 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You have found a loving friend in me,</span><br/>

Line 777 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You’ve found a caring friend in me,</span><br/>

-----

Line 778 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And can rest in my little home.”</span><br/>

Line 778 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"And can relax in my cozy home."</span><br/>

-----

Line 779 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, deep in its cozy mossy bed,</span><br/>

Line 779 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, nestled in its comfy mossy bed,</span><br/>

-----

Line 780 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Sheltered from sun and rain,</span><br/>

Line 780 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Protected from sun and rain,</span><br/>

-----

Line 781 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The grateful worm spun its winter tomb,</span><br/>

Line 781 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The thankful worm created its winter shelter,</span><br/>

-----

Line 782 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the shadow of the flower.</span><br/>

Line 782 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In the shade of the flower.</span><br/>

-----

Line 783 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And Clover protected its rest well,</span><br/>

Line 783 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And Clover took good care of its rest,</span><br/>

-----

Line 784 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until Autumn’s leaves were dry,</span><br/>

Line 784 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Until autumn leaves were dry,</span><br/>

-----

Line 785 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Until all her sister flowers had faded,</span><br/>

Line 785 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Until all her sister flowers had withered,</span><br/>

-----

Line 786 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And her winter sleep approached.</span><br/>

Line 786 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And her winter slumber approached.</span><br/>

-----

Line 787 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her withered leaves were gently spread</span><br/>

Line 787 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her dried leaves were softly spread</span><br/>

-----

Line 788 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Over the sleeping worm below,</span><br/>

Line 788 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Over the sleeping worm beneath,</span><br/>

-----

Line 789 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Before the faithful little flower lay</span><br/>

Line 789 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Before the loyal little flower was spread out</span><br/>

-----

Line 790 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Beneath the winter snow.</span><br/></p>

Line 790 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Under the winter snow.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 791 (ORIG): <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Spring returned, and the flowers emerged</span><br/>

Line 791 (NEW):  <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Spring came back, and the flowers bloomed.</span><br/>

-----

Line 792 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">From their quiet winter resting places,</span><br/>

Line 792 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">From their peaceful winter resting spots,</span><br/>

-----

Line 793 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And happily danced on their delicate stems,</span><br/>

Line 793 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And happily swayed on their fragile stems,</span><br/>

-----

Line 794 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sang along with the gentle waves.</span><br/>

Line 794 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sang along with the soft waves.</span><br/>

-----

Line 795 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Softly, the warm winds kissed their cheeks;</span><br/>

Line 795 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Gently, the warm winds brushed against their cheeks;</span><br/>

-----

Line 796 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Brightly, the sunbeams shone,</span><br/>

Line 796 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The sunbeams shone brightly,</span><br/>

-----

Line 797 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As, one by one, they returned</span><br/>

Line 797 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">As they returned one by one</span><br/>

-----

Line 798 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To settle in their summer homes.</span><br/>

Line 798 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">To stay in their summer houses.</span><br/>

-----

Line 799 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And little Clover bloomed again,</span><br/>

Line 799 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And little Clover bloomed again,</span><br/>

-----

Line 800 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Rosy, sweet, and lovely,</span><br/>

Line 800 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Sweet and lovely.</span><br/>

-----

Line 801 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Patiently watching by the mossy spot,</span><br/>

Line 801 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Patiently waiting by the mossy area,</span><br/>

-----

Line 802 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">For the worm still slept there.</span><br/>

Line 802 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The worm was still sleeping there.</span><br/>

-----

Line 803 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her sister flowers scornfully called,</span><br/>

Line 803 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then her sister flowers called out mockingly,</span><br/>

-----

Line 804 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As they swayed in the summer breeze,</span><br/>

Line 804 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As they moved gently in the summer breeze,</span><br/>

-----

Line 805 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“The ugly worm is lonely and poor;</span><br/>

Line 805 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">"The ugly worm feels lonely and lacks resources;</span><br/>

-----

Line 806 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Little Clover, why do you care?</span><br/>

Line 806 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Little Clover, why does it matter to you?</span><br/>

-----

Line 807 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Stop watching and don’t stay alone,</span><br/>

Line 807 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Stop watching and don’t be alone.</span><br/>

-----

Line 808 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Away from your sister flowers;</span><br/>

Line 808 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Away from your sister's flowers;</span><br/>

-----

Line 809 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Come, dance and feast, and enjoy</span><br/>

Line 809 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Come, dance, eat, and have fun.</span><br/>

-----

Line 810 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">These lovely summer days with us.</span><br/>

Line 810 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">These beautiful summer days with us.</span><br/>

-----

Line 811 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">We feel sorry for you, silly little flower,</span><br/>

Line 811 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">We feel sorry for you, silly little flower,</span><br/>

-----

Line 812 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">For believing the false worm’s words;</span><br/>

Line 812 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">For believing the lies of the false worm;</span><br/>

-----

Line 813 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He won’t show up looking better,</span><br/>

Line 813 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He won’t show up looking any better,</span><br/>

-----

Line 814 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Because he lies dead in the green moss.”</span><br/>

Line 814 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Because he lies dead in the green moss."</span><br/>

-----

Line 815 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But little Clover kept watching on,</span><br/>

Line 815 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But little Clover kept watching.</span><br/>

-----

Line 816 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">All alone in her sunny spot;</span><br/>

Line 816 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">All by herself in her sunny spot;</span><br/>

-----

Line 817 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">She didn’t doubt the poor worm’s honesty,</span><br/>

Line 817 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">She believed the poor worm was honest,</span><br/>

-----

Line 818 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And believed he would come.</span><br/></p>

Line 818 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And believed he would arrive.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 819 (ORIG): <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Finally, the small space opened wide,</span><br/>

Line 819 (NEW):  <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Finally, the small space expanded.</span><br/>

-----

Line 820 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And a shimmering butterfly,</span><br/>

Line 820 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And a shining butterfly,</span><br/>

-----

Line 821 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Emerging from the moss, on golden wings,</span><br/>

Line 821 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Emerging from the moss with golden wings,</span><br/>

-----

Line 822 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Soared up into the sunny sky.</span><br/>

Line 822 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Soared high into the bright sky.</span><br/>

-----

Line 823 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the amazed flowers cried out,</span><br/>

Line 823 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the astonished flowers exclaimed,</span><br/>

-----

Line 824 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“Clover, your watch was pointless;</span><br/>

Line 824 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"Clover, your watch was useless;</span><br/>

-----

Line 825 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He only sought shelter here,</span><br/>

Line 825 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He just wanted shelter here,</span><br/>

-----

Line 826 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And he won't be back again.”</span><br/>

Line 826 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"And he won't be coming back."</span><br/>

-----

Line 827 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the unkind flowers danced for joy,</span><br/>

Line 827 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the cruel flowers swayed with happiness,</span><br/>

-----

Line 828 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When they saw him leave;</span><br/>

Line 828 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When they saw him leave;</span><br/>

-----

Line 829 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For the affection of a beautiful butterfly</span><br/>

Line 829 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For the love of a beautiful butterfly</span><br/>

-----

Line 830 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Is precious to a flower's heart.</span><br/>

Line 830 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Is precious to a flower's heart.</span><br/>

-----

Line 831 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They feared he’d stay in Clover’s home,</span><br/>

Line 831 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They were worried he would stay at Clover's house,</span><br/>

-----

Line 832 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And repay her tender care;</span><br/>

Line 832 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And return her loving care;</span><br/>

-----

Line 833 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So they danced with joy when he finally rose</span><br/>

Line 833 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">So they danced with joy when he finally got up.</span><br/>

-----

Line 834 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And silently flew away.</span><br/>

Line 834 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And quietly flew away.</span><br/>

-----

Line 835 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then little Clover bowed her head,</span><br/>

Line 835 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then little Clover lowered her head,</span><br/>

-----

Line 836 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">While her soft tears fell like dew;</span><br/>

Line 836 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As her gentle tears fell like dew;</span><br/>

-----

Line 837 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For her gentle heart was saddened to find</span><br/>

Line 837 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Her kind heart was saddened to discover</span><br/>

-----

Line 838 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">That her sisters’ words were true,</span><br/>

Line 838 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">That what her sisters said was true,</span><br/>

-----

Line 839 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the insect she had watched for so long</span><br/>

Line 839 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the insect she had been observing for so long</span><br/>

-----

Line 840 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When helpless, poor, and alone,</span><br/>

Line 840 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">When feeling helpless, broke, and alone,</span><br/>

-----

Line 841 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Thankless for all her loyal care,</span><br/>

Line 841 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Unappreciative of all her devoted care,</span><br/>

-----

Line 842 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">On his golden wings had flown.</span><br/>

Line 842 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">He had flown on his golden wings.</span><br/>

-----

Line 843 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But as she drooped in silent sadness,</span><br/>

Line 843 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But as she sank in quiet sadness,</span><br/>

-----

Line 844 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">She heard little Daisy call out,</span><br/>

Line 844 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">She heard little Daisy shout,</span><br/>

-----

Line 845 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Oh sisters, look! I see him now,</span><br/>

Line 845 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">"Oh sisters, look! I see him now,</span><br/>

-----

Line 846 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the sunny sky;</span><br/>

Line 846 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the bright sky;</span><br/>

-----

Line 847 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He’s floating back from Cloud-Land now,</span><br/>

Line 847 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">He's drifting back from Cloud-Land now,</span><br/>

-----

Line 848 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Carried by the fragrant air.</span><br/>

Line 848 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Carried by the fragrant breeze.</span><br/>

-----

Line 849 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Spread your petals wide, so he may choose</span><br/>

Line 849 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Open your petals wide, so he can choose.</span><br/>

-----

Line 850 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The flower he thinks is the fairest.”</span><br/>

Line 850 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"The flower he believes is the most beautiful."</span><br/>

-----

Line 851 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the wild rose blushed brighter,</span><br/>

Line 851 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then the wild rose turned an even brighter shade of red,</span><br/>

-----

Line 852 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she proudly swayed on her stem;</span><br/>

Line 852 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she confidently swayed on her stem;</span><br/>

-----

Line 853 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The Cowslip leaned towards the clear blue waves,</span><br/>

Line 853 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The Cowslip leaned over the clear blue waves,</span><br/>

-----

Line 854 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And used them as a mirror.</span><br/>

Line 854 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And used them as a mirror.</span><br/>

-----

Line 855 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia danced joyfully,</span><br/>

Line 855 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Little Houstonia danced happily,</span><br/>

-----

Line 856 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And opened her white petals wide;</span><br/>

Line 856 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And spread her white petals wide;</span><br/>

-----

Line 857 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">While Daisy shared her joy and hope,</span><br/>

Line 857 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">While Daisy expressed her happiness and optimism,</span><br/>

-----

Line 858 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she stood by her cheerful friends’ side.</span><br/>

Line 858 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As she stood next to her happy friends.</span><br/>

-----

Line 859 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Violet peeked from the tall green ferns,</span><br/>

Line 859 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Violet looked out from behind the tall green ferns,</span><br/>

-----

Line 860 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And lifted her soft blue eye</span><br/>

Line 860 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And raised her gentle blue eye</span><br/>

-----

Line 861 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">To watch the shimmering form that sparkled</span><br/>

Line 861 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">To see the shimmering shape that glimmered</span><br/>

-----

Line 862 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the summer sky.</span><br/>

Line 862 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Far away in the summer sky.</span><br/>

-----

Line 863 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They thought no more of the ugly caterpillar,</span><br/>

Line 863 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">They stopped thinking about the ugly caterpillar.</span><br/>

-----

Line 864 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who once had earned their scorn;</span><br/>

Line 864 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Who once earned their disdain;</span><br/>

-----

Line 865 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But looked and longed for the butterfly now,</span><br/>

Line 865 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But now I searched for and yearned for the butterfly,</span><br/>

-----

Line 866 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the gentle wind carried him away.</span><br/></p>

Line 866 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">As the gentle wind took him away.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 867 (ORIG): <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Closer and closer the bright figure came,</span><br/>

Line 867 (NEW):  <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The bright figure approached closer and closer,</span><br/>

-----

Line 868 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the blossoms grew more beautiful;</span><br/>

Line 868 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the flowers became even more beautiful;</span><br/>

-----

Line 869 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Each greeted him with her sweetest voice;</span><br/>

Line 869 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Each welcomed him with her kindest voice;</span><br/>

-----

Line 870 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Each offered her honey and dew.</span><br/>

Line 870 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Each offered her honey and dew.</span><br/>

-----

Line 871 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But they beckoned, smiled, and called in vain,</span><br/>

Line 871 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">But they waved, smiled, and called out without success,</span><br/>

-----

Line 872 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And their leaves opened wider;</span><br/>

Line 872 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And their leaves spread wider;</span><br/>

-----

Line 873 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The shimmering figure continued onward,</span><br/>

Line 873 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The glowing figure moved forward,</span><br/>

-----

Line 874 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Past Violet, Daisy, and Rose.</span><br/>

Line 874 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Past Violet, Daisy, and Rose.</span><br/>

-----

Line 875 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It flew lightly to the lovely home</span><br/>

Line 875 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It flew gently to the beautiful home.</span><br/>

-----

Line 876 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the flower most truly beautiful,</span><br/>

Line 876 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Of the flower that is truly beautiful,</span><br/>

-----

Line 877 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It gently landed on Clover’s petal,</span><br/>

Line 877 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">It softly landed on Clover’s petal,</span><br/>

-----

Line 878 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And folded its bright wings there.</span><br/>

Line 878 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And folded its bright wings there.</span><br/>

-----

Line 879 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Dear flower,” the butterfly whispered softly,</span><br/>

Line 879 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">“Dear flower,” the butterfly whispered gently,</span><br/>

-----

Line 880 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">“You’ve waited so long for me;</span><br/>

Line 880 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">"You've waited so long for me;</span><br/>

-----

Line 881 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now I’ve arrived, and my thankful love</span><br/>

Line 881 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now that I'm here, my grateful love</span><br/>

-----

Line 882 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will brighten your home for you;</span><br/>

Line 882 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will brighten your home for you;</span><br/>

-----

Line 883 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You’ve loved and cared for me while I was alone,</span><br/>

Line 883 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">You’ve loved and taken care of me while I was on my own,</span><br/>

-----

Line 884 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You’ve watched over me so well;</span><br/>

Line 884 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">You’ve taken care of me so well;</span><br/>

-----

Line 885 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And now I’ll do my best to show my gratitude</span><br/>

Line 885 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now I’ll do my best to express my gratitude.</span><br/>

-----

Line 886 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In a way the poor worm couldn’t express.</span><br/>

Line 886 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">In a way that the poor worm couldn’t communicate.</span><br/>

-----

Line 887 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Sunshine and breezes will come to you,</span><br/>

Line 887 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Sunshine and gentle breezes will be upon you,</span><br/>

-----

Line 888 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Along with the coolest dews that fall;</span><br/>

Line 888 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Along with the coolest drops of dew that fall;</span><br/>

-----

Line 889 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Whatever a flower could wish is yours,</span><br/>

Line 889 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Whatever a flower could desire is yours,</span><br/>

-----

Line 890 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Because you deserve it all.</span><br/>

Line 890 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Because you deserve everything.</span><br/>

-----

Line 891 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the home you shared with the lonely worm</span><br/>

Line 891 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And the home you shared with the lonely worm</span><br/>

-----

Line 892 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will be the butterfly’s home as well;</span><br/>

Line 892 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will also be the butterfly's home;</span><br/>

-----

Line 893 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And you’ll find, dear, loyal flower,</span><br/>

Line 893 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And you’ll find, dear, loyal friend,</span><br/>

-----

Line 894 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A loving friend in me.”</span><br/>

Line 894 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A supportive friend in me.</span><br/>

-----

Line 895 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, throughout the long, bright summer days</span><br/>

Line 895 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Then, during the long, sunny summer days</span><br/>

-----

Line 896 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through sunshine and through rain,</span><br/>

Line 896 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through sun and through rain,</span><br/>

-----

Line 897 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Together in their joyful home</span><br/>

Line 897 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">In their happy home together</span><br/>

-----

Line 898 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Lived the butterfly and the flower.</span><br/></p>

Line 898 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The butterfly and the flower lived.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 899 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 899 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 900 (ORIG): <p>“Ah, that is so beautiful,” exclaimed the Elves, gathering around little Sunbeam as she finished, to place a garland in her hair and praise her song.</p>

Line 900 (NEW):  <p>“Ah, that is so beautiful,” exclaimed the Elves, gathering around little Sunbeam as she finished, to place a garland in her hair and praise her song.</p>

-----

Line 901 (ORIG): <p>“Now,” said the Queen, “bring forward Moon-light and Summer-Wind, for they have experienced many wonderful things in their long travels, and they will happily share those stories with us.”</p>

Line 901 (NEW):  <p>“Now,” said the Queen, “bring forward Moon-light and Summer-Wind, for they have experienced many wonderful things in their long travels, and they will happily share those stories with us.”</p>

-----

Line 902 (ORIG): <p>“Most joyfully, we will do our best, dear Queen,” said the Elves as they folded their wings beside her.</p>

Line 902 (NEW):  <p>“Most joyfully, we will do our best, dear Queen,” said the Elves as they folded their wings beside her.</p>

-----

Line 903 (ORIG): <p>“Now, Summer-Wind,” said Moonlight, “while you wait for your turn, please sit here and fan me while I tell this story of</p>

Line 903 (NEW):  <p>“Now, Summer-Wind,” said Moonlight, “while you wait for your turn, please sit here and fan me while I tell this story of</p>

-----

Line 904 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 904 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 905 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 905 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 906 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap08"></a>

Line 906 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap08"></a>

-----

Line 907 (ORIG): LITTLE ANNIE’S DREAM;<br/>

Line 907 (NEW):  LITTLE ANNIE’S DREAM;<br/>

-----

Line 908 (ORIG): OR,<br/>

Line 908 (NEW):  OR,<br/>

-----

Line 909 (ORIG): THE FAIRY FLOWER.<br/>

Line 909 (NEW):  THE FAIRY FLOWER.<br/>

-----

Line 910 (ORIG): </h2>

Line 910 (NEW):  </h2>

-----

Line 911 (ORIG): <p>In a large and beautiful garden, little Annie sat all alone, looking very sad. Tears streamed down her face instead of dew falling on the flowers next to her, who gazed up in surprise, leaning in closer as if they wanted to comfort her. The warm breeze lifted her shiny hair and gently brushed her cheek, while the sunbeams, shining kindly on her face, created little rainbows in her tears and stayed close to her. But Annie didn’t notice the sun, the wind, or the flowers; the bright tears kept falling, and all she could think about was her sadness.</p>

Line 911 (NEW):  <p>In a large and beautiful garden, little Annie sat all alone, looking very sad. Tears streamed down her face instead of dew falling on the flowers next to her, who gazed up in surprise, leaning in closer as if they wanted to comfort her. The warm breeze lifted her shiny hair and gently brushed her cheek, while the sunbeams, shining kindly on her face, created little rainbows in her tears and stayed close to her. But Annie didn’t notice the sun, the wind, or the flowers; the bright tears kept falling, and all she could think about was her sadness.</p>

-----

Line 912 (ORIG): <p>“Little Annie, tell me why you’re crying,” said a soft voice in her ear; and, looking up, the child saw a small figure standing on a vine leaf next to her; a beautiful face smiled at her from among bright hair, and shining wings were folded over a white and sparkling dress that fluttered in the breeze.</p>

Line 912 (NEW):  <p>“Little Annie, tell me why you’re crying,” said a soft voice in her ear; and, looking up, the child saw a small figure standing on a vine leaf next to her; a beautiful face smiled at her from among bright hair, and shining wings were folded over a white and sparkling dress that fluttered in the breeze.</p>

-----

Line 913 (ORIG): <p>“Who are you, you adorable little thing?” cried Annie, smiling through her tears.</p>

Line 913 (NEW):  <p>“Who are you, you adorable little thing?” cried Annie, smiling through her tears.</p>

-----

Line 914 (ORIG): <p>“I’m a Fairy, little child, and I’ve come to help and comfort you; now tell me why you’re crying, and let me be your friend,” the spirit said, smiling even more kindly at Annie’s astonished face.</p>

Line 914 (NEW):  <p>“I’m a Fairy, little child, and I’ve come to help and comfort you; now tell me why you’re crying, and let me be your friend,” the spirit said, smiling even more kindly at Annie’s astonished face.</p>

-----

Line 915 (ORIG): <p>“And are you really a little Elf, like I read about in my fairy tale books? Do you ride on butterflies, sleep in flower cups, and live among the clouds?”</p>

Line 915 (NEW):  <p>“And are you really a little Elf, like I read about in my fairy tale books? Do you ride on butterflies, sleep in flower cups, and live among the clouds?”</p>

-----

Line 916 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, I do all these things, and even stranger ones that all your fairy tales can’t describe; but now, dear Annie,” said the Fairy, leaning closer, “tell me why I didn’t see any sunlight on your face; why are these big drops glistening on the flowers, and why are you sitting alone when the BIRD and BEE are inviting you to play?”</p>

Line 916 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, I do all these things, and even stranger ones that all your fairy tales can’t describe; but now, dear Annie,” said the Fairy, leaning closer, “tell me why I didn’t see any sunlight on your face; why are these big drops glistening on the flowers, and why are you sitting alone when the BIRD and BEE are inviting you to play?”</p>

-----

Line 917 (ORIG): <p>“Ah, you won’t love me anymore if I tell you everything,” said Annie, as the tears started to fall again. “I’m not happy because I’m not good. How can I learn to be a patient, gentle child? Good little Fairy, will you teach me how?”</p>

Line 917 (NEW):  <p>“Ah, you won’t love me anymore if I tell you everything,” said Annie, as the tears started to fall again. “I’m not happy because I’m not good. How can I learn to be a patient, gentle child? Good little Fairy, will you teach me how?”</p>

-----

Line 918 (ORIG): <p>“Of course, I’ll help you, Annie. If you really want to be a happy child, you need to learn to overcome many strong feelings that you care about right now and let your heart be a place for kind emotions and happy thoughts. It will be tough, but I will give you this magical flower to support and guide you. Come closer so I can place it near your heart; no one can take it away until I lift the spell that keeps it there.”</p>

Line 918 (NEW):  <p>“Of course, I’ll help you, Annie. If you really want to be a happy child, you need to learn to overcome many strong feelings that you care about right now and let your heart be a place for kind emotions and happy thoughts. It will be tough, but I will give you this magical flower to support and guide you. Come closer so I can place it near your heart; no one can take it away until I lift the spell that keeps it there.”</p>

-----

Line 919 (ORIG): <p>As she spoke, the Elf took a beautiful flower from her chest, its pure white petals glowing with a strange, gentle light. “This is a fairy flower,” the Elf said, “invisible to everyone except you; now listen as I tell you about its power, Annie. When your heart is filled with loving thoughts, when you've done a kind deed or fulfilled a duty well, the flower will release the sweetest, softest fragrance to reward and uplift you. But when a harsh word is about to escape your lips, when selfishness or anger rises in your heart, or you’re about to commit an unkind act, you will hear the soft, gentle chime of the flower’s bell; heed its warning, keep the words unspoken, the actions undone, and in the quiet joy of your own heart, along with the enchanting scent of your flower, you will discover a lovely reward.”</p>

Line 919 (NEW):  <p>As she spoke, the Elf took a beautiful flower from her chest, its pure white petals glowing with a strange, gentle light. “This is a fairy flower,” the Elf said, “invisible to everyone except you; now listen as I tell you about its power, Annie. When your heart is filled with loving thoughts, when you've done a kind deed or fulfilled a duty well, the flower will release the sweetest, softest fragrance to reward and uplift you. But when a harsh word is about to escape your lips, when selfishness or anger rises in your heart, or you’re about to commit an unkind act, you will hear the soft, gentle chime of the flower’s bell; heed its warning, keep the words unspoken, the actions undone, and in the quiet joy of your own heart, along with the enchanting scent of your flower, you will discover a lovely reward.”</p>

-----

Line 920 (ORIG): <p>“O kind and generous Fairy, how can I ever thank you for this beautiful gift!” cried Annie. “I will be loyal and pay attention to my little bell whenever it rings. But will I never see YOU again? Ah! If you would only stay with me, I would truly be good.”</p>

Line 920 (NEW):  <p>“O kind and generous Fairy, how can I ever thank you for this beautiful gift!” cried Annie. “I will be loyal and pay attention to my little bell whenever it rings. But will I never see YOU again? Ah! If you would only stay with me, I would truly be good.”</p>

-----

Line 921 (ORIG): <p>“I can’t stay right now, little Annie,” said the Elf, “but when the next Spring comes around, I’ll be here again to see how well the fairy gift has worked. And now goodbye, dear child; stay true to yourself, and the magic flower will never lose its brightness.”</p>

Line 921 (NEW):  <p>“I can’t stay right now, little Annie,” said the Elf, “but when the next Spring comes around, I’ll be here again to see how well the fairy gift has worked. And now goodbye, dear child; stay true to yourself, and the magic flower will never lose its brightness.”</p>

-----

Line 922 (ORIG): <p>Then the kind Fairy wrapped her little arms around Annie’s neck, placed a gentle kiss on her cheek, and, spreading her shining wings wide, flew up singing among the white clouds drifting in the sky.</p>

Line 922 (NEW):  <p>Then the kind Fairy wrapped her little arms around Annie’s neck, placed a gentle kiss on her cheek, and, spreading her shining wings wide, flew up singing among the white clouds drifting in the sky.</p>

-----

Line 923 (ORIG): <p>And little Annie sat among her flowers, watching with joyful wonder the fairy blossom shining on her chest.</p>

Line 923 (NEW):  <p>And little Annie sat among her flowers, watching with joyful wonder the fairy blossom shining on her chest.</p>

-----

Line 924 (ORIG): <p>The lovely days of Spring and Summer went by, and in little Annie’s garden, Autumn flowers were blooming all around, becoming more beautiful and bright with each day’s sun and dew; but the fairy flower, which should have been the most stunning of all, hung pale and drooping on little Annie’s chest; its fragrance seemed almost gone, and the soft, low sound of its warning chime often echoed in her ear.</p>

Line 924 (NEW):  <p>The lovely days of Spring and Summer went by, and in little Annie’s garden, Autumn flowers were blooming all around, becoming more beautiful and bright with each day’s sun and dew; but the fairy flower, which should have been the most stunning of all, hung pale and drooping on little Annie’s chest; its fragrance seemed almost gone, and the soft, low sound of its warning chime often echoed in her ear.</p>

-----

Line 925 (ORIG): <p>When the Fairy first placed it there, she was happy with her new gift, and for a while, she listened to the fairy bell, often trying to earn some fragrance from the flower with kind and pleasant words and actions. As the Fairy said, she discovered a sweet reward in the strange, soft perfume of the magic blossom that shimmered on her chest. But selfish thoughts would come to tempt her; she would give in, and unkind words would slip from her lips. Then the flower would droop, pale and scentless, and the fairy bell would ring sadly. Annie would forget her better intentions and revert to being a selfish, willful little child.</p>

Line 925 (NEW):  <p>When the Fairy first placed it there, she was happy with her new gift, and for a while, she listened to the fairy bell, often trying to earn some fragrance from the flower with kind and pleasant words and actions. As the Fairy said, she discovered a sweet reward in the strange, soft perfume of the magic blossom that shimmered on her chest. But selfish thoughts would come to tempt her; she would give in, and unkind words would slip from her lips. Then the flower would droop, pale and scentless, and the fairy bell would ring sadly. Annie would forget her better intentions and revert to being a selfish, willful little child.</p>

-----

Line 926 (ORIG): <p>Finally, she stopped trying and got angry with the loyal flower, wanting to rip it from her chest. But the fairy's spell held it in place, and all her angry words only made it sound louder and sadder. Then she ignored the silvery music in her ear, and with each passing day, she became even more unhappy, discontented, and unkind. By the time Autumn arrived, she hadn’t improved at all because of the gentle Fairy’s gift, and she longed for Spring to return it, as the constant echo of the mournful music made her very sad.</p>

Line 926 (NEW):  <p>Finally, she stopped trying and got angry with the loyal flower, wanting to rip it from her chest. But the fairy's spell held it in place, and all her angry words only made it sound louder and sadder. Then she ignored the silvery music in her ear, and with each passing day, she became even more unhappy, discontented, and unkind. By the time Autumn arrived, she hadn’t improved at all because of the gentle Fairy’s gift, and she longed for Spring to return it, as the constant echo of the mournful music made her very sad.</p>

-----

Line 927 (ORIG): <p>One sunny morning, with the fresh, cool breeze blowing and not a cloud in the sky, little Annie wandered among her flowers, carefully checking each one, hoping to find the Fairy who could take the magic blossom from her chest. But she lifted their drooping leaves and peeked into their dewy cups in vain; no little Elf was hiding there, and she sadly turned away from them, saying, “I will go into the fields and woods to look for her there. I won't listen to this annoying music anymore, nor will I keep this wilted flower any longer.” So she ventured into the fields, where the tall grass rustled as she walked, and shy birds watched her from their nests; where beautiful wildflowers swayed in the breeze and opened their fragrant petals to welcome the buzzing bees, while butterflies, like flying flowers, danced and sparkled in the sunlight.</p>

Line 927 (NEW):  <p>One sunny morning, with the fresh, cool breeze blowing and not a cloud in the sky, little Annie wandered among her flowers, carefully checking each one, hoping to find the Fairy who could take the magic blossom from her chest. But she lifted their drooping leaves and peeked into their dewy cups in vain; no little Elf was hiding there, and she sadly turned away from them, saying, “I will go into the fields and woods to look for her there. I won't listen to this annoying music anymore, nor will I keep this wilted flower any longer.” So she ventured into the fields, where the tall grass rustled as she walked, and shy birds watched her from their nests; where beautiful wildflowers swayed in the breeze and opened their fragrant petals to welcome the buzzing bees, while butterflies, like flying flowers, danced and sparkled in the sunlight.</p>

-----

Line 928 (ORIG): <p>Little Annie looked around, searched, and asked everyone if they knew where the Fairy she was looking for was. But the birds just looked at her curiously with their soft, bright eyes and continued to sing; the flowers swayed knowingly on their stems but didn't say a word, while the butterfly and bee buzzed and fluttered away—one too busy and the other too lazy to stop and answer her question.</p>

Line 928 (NEW):  <p>Little Annie looked around, searched, and asked everyone if they knew where the Fairy she was looking for was. But the birds just looked at her curiously with their soft, bright eyes and continued to sing; the flowers swayed knowingly on their stems but didn't say a word, while the butterfly and bee buzzed and fluttered away—one too busy and the other too lazy to stop and answer her question.</p>

-----

Line 929 (ORIG): <p>Then she walked through wide fields of yellow grain, which swayed around her like a golden forest; here crickets chirped, grasshoppers jumped, and busy ants worked, but they couldn’t tell her what she wanted to know.</p>

Line 929 (NEW):  <p>Then she walked through wide fields of yellow grain, which swayed around her like a golden forest; here crickets chirped, grasshoppers jumped, and busy ants worked, but they couldn’t tell her what she wanted to know.</p>

-----

Line 930 (ORIG): <p>“Now I’m going to wander among the hills,” said Annie, “she might be there.” So up and down the green hills she went, her little feet busy; she searched for a long time and called out in vain, but still no Fairy appeared. Then she went by the riverbank and asked the colorful dragonflies and the cool white lilies if the Fairy had been there, but the blue waves gently rippled on the white sand at her feet, and no one answered her.</p>

Line 930 (NEW):  <p>“Now I’m going to wander among the hills,” said Annie, “she might be there.” So up and down the green hills she went, her little feet busy; she searched for a long time and called out in vain, but still no Fairy appeared. Then she went by the riverbank and asked the colorful dragonflies and the cool white lilies if the Fairy had been there, but the blue waves gently rippled on the white sand at her feet, and no one answered her.</p>

-----

Line 931 (ORIG): <p>Then little Annie walked into the forest; and as she strolled along the shaded, cool paths, the wildflowers seemed to smile at her, cheerful squirrels peeked at her as they played among the vines, and doves cooed softly as she passed by; but none could respond to her. So, tired from her long and unproductive search, she sat among the ferns and enjoyed the sweet strawberries that grew nearby, all the while watching the red evening clouds that glowed around the setting sun.</p>

Line 931 (NEW):  <p>Then little Annie walked into the forest; and as she strolled along the shaded, cool paths, the wildflowers seemed to smile at her, cheerful squirrels peeked at her as they played among the vines, and doves cooed softly as she passed by; but none could respond to her. So, tired from her long and unproductive search, she sat among the ferns and enjoyed the sweet strawberries that grew nearby, all the while watching the red evening clouds that glowed around the setting sun.</p>

-----

Line 932 (ORIG): <p>The night breeze rustled through the branches, lulling the flowers to sleep; the wild birds sang their evening songs, and everything in the woods became calm and quiet. The purple light faded more and more, and little Annie's head drooped lower and lower. The tall ferns bent to protect her from the dew, while the whispering pines sang a gentle lullaby. When the Autumn moon rose, its silver light illuminated the child, who lay asleep among the wood-flowers on a bed of green moss in the dim old forest.</p>

Line 932 (NEW):  <p>The night breeze rustled through the branches, lulling the flowers to sleep; the wild birds sang their evening songs, and everything in the woods became calm and quiet. The purple light faded more and more, and little Annie's head drooped lower and lower. The tall ferns bent to protect her from the dew, while the whispering pines sang a gentle lullaby. When the Autumn moon rose, its silver light illuminated the child, who lay asleep among the wood-flowers on a bed of green moss in the dim old forest.</p>

-----

Line 933 (ORIG): <p>And all night long next to her stood the Fairy she had been looking for, and with magical spells and charms, sent this dream to the sleeping child.</p>

Line 933 (NEW):  <p>And all night long next to her stood the Fairy she had been looking for, and with magical spells and charms, sent this dream to the sleeping child.</p>

-----

Line 934 (ORIG): <p>Little Annie dreamed she was sitting in her own garden, just like she had many times before, feeling angry inside and wanting to say unkind things. The magic flower was softly warning her, but she ignored everything except her own troubled thoughts; she was sitting there when suddenly a quiet voice whispered in her ear,—</p>

Line 934 (NEW):  <p>Little Annie dreamed she was sitting in her own garden, just like she had many times before, feeling angry inside and wanting to say unkind things. The magic flower was softly warning her, but she ignored everything except her own troubled thoughts; she was sitting there when suddenly a quiet voice whispered in her ear,—</p>

-----

Line 935 (ORIG): <p>“Little Annie, look at the bad things you’re holding onto;  

Line 935 (NEW):  <p>“Little Annie, look at the bad things you’re holding onto;  

-----

Line 936 (ORIG): I will give a proper form to the thoughts and feelings that are now  

Line 936 (NEW):  I will give a proper form to the thoughts and feelings that are now  

-----

Line 937 (ORIG): in your heart, and you’ll see how strong they get unless you get rid of them for good.”</p>

Line 937 (NEW):  in your heart, and you’ll see how strong they get unless you get rid of them for good.”</p>

-----

Line 938 (ORIG): <p>Then Annie saw, with fear and wonder, that the angry words she spoke transformed into dark, unpleasant shapes, each clearly reflecting the fault or emotion from which it originated. Some had scowling faces and bright, fiery eyes; these were the spirits of Anger. Others, with gloomy, anxious expressions, seemed to gather everything they could reach, and Annie noticed that the more they collected, the less they appeared to have; these she recognized as the shapes of Selfishness. There were also Spirits of Pride, who wrapped their shadowy garments around themselves and turned dismissively away from everyone else. Annie saw these and many other forms that had emerged from her own heart and materialized before her eyes.</p>

Line 938 (NEW):  <p>Then Annie saw, with fear and wonder, that the angry words she spoke transformed into dark, unpleasant shapes, each clearly reflecting the fault or emotion from which it originated. Some had scowling faces and bright, fiery eyes; these were the spirits of Anger. Others, with gloomy, anxious expressions, seemed to gather everything they could reach, and Annie noticed that the more they collected, the less they appeared to have; these she recognized as the shapes of Selfishness. There were also Spirits of Pride, who wrapped their shadowy garments around themselves and turned dismissively away from everyone else. Annie saw these and many other forms that had emerged from her own heart and materialized before her eyes.</p>

-----

Line 939 (ORIG): <p>When she first saw them, they were small and weak; but as she looked, they seemed to grow and gain strength, each one gaining a strange power over her. She couldn't look away from them, and they became stronger, darker, and less appealing in her eyes. They seemed to cast dark shadows over everything nearby, dulling the sunshine, damaging the flowers, and driving away all the bright and beautiful things. As a high, dark wall slowly rose around her, Annie noticed it seemed to block out everything she loved; she didn’t dare move or speak, but, with a strange fear in her heart, she sat there watching the dim shapes that lingered around her.</p>

Line 939 (NEW):  <p>When she first saw them, they were small and weak; but as she looked, they seemed to grow and gain strength, each one gaining a strange power over her. She couldn't look away from them, and they became stronger, darker, and less appealing in her eyes. They seemed to cast dark shadows over everything nearby, dulling the sunshine, damaging the flowers, and driving away all the bright and beautiful things. As a high, dark wall slowly rose around her, Annie noticed it seemed to block out everything she loved; she didn’t dare move or speak, but, with a strange fear in her heart, she sat there watching the dim shapes that lingered around her.</p>

-----

Line 940 (ORIG): <p>Higher and higher rose the shadowy wall, slowly the flowers near her died, and the sunlight faded away; but eventually, both were gone, leaving her all alone behind the gloomy wall. Then the spirits gathered around her, whispering strange things in her ear, urging her to obey, for by her own choice, she had given her heart to be their home, and now she was their slave. After that, she could hear no more, but, sinking down among the withered flowers, she wept sad and bitter tears for her lost freedom and happiness; then through the darkness, a faint, soft light appeared, and on her chest, she saw her fairy flower, upon whose snow-white petals her tears shimmered.</p>

Line 940 (NEW):  <p>Higher and higher rose the shadowy wall, slowly the flowers near her died, and the sunlight faded away; but eventually, both were gone, leaving her all alone behind the gloomy wall. Then the spirits gathered around her, whispering strange things in her ear, urging her to obey, for by her own choice, she had given her heart to be their home, and now she was their slave. After that, she could hear no more, but, sinking down among the withered flowers, she wept sad and bitter tears for her lost freedom and happiness; then through the darkness, a faint, soft light appeared, and on her chest, she saw her fairy flower, upon whose snow-white petals her tears shimmered.</p>

-----

Line 941 (ORIG): <p>Clearer and brighter became the radiant light, until the evil spirits turned away to the dark shadow of the wall, leaving the child alone.</p>

Line 941 (NEW):  <p>Clearer and brighter became the radiant light, until the evil spirits turned away to the dark shadow of the wall, leaving the child alone.</p>

-----

Line 942 (ORIG): <p>The light and scent of the flower seemed to give Annie new energy, and she stood up, saying, as she leaned down to kiss the blossom on her chest, “Dear flower, help and guide me now, and I will listen to your voice and gladly obey my loyal fairy bell.”</p>

Line 942 (NEW):  <p>The light and scent of the flower seemed to give Annie new energy, and she stood up, saying, as she leaned down to kiss the blossom on her chest, “Dear flower, help and guide me now, and I will listen to your voice and gladly obey my loyal fairy bell.”</p>

-----

Line 943 (ORIG): <p>Then in her dream, she felt how hard the spirits tried to tempt and disturb her, and how, without her flower, they would have pulled her back, making everything dark and dreary like before. She struggled for a long time, tears often falling; but after each new challenge, her magic flower shone brighter, and its fragrance grew sweeter, while the spirits lost more of their ability to tempt her. Meanwhile, green, flowering vines climbed up the tall, dark wall, hiding its roughness from her view; and she watched over them with great care, for soon, wherever green leaves and flowers bloomed, the wall beneath became weak and crumbled away. Thus, little Annie worked and hoped, until one by one, the evil spirits fled, and in their place came shining figures, with gentle eyes and smiling lips, who gathered around her with such loving words and brought so much strength and joy to Annie’s heart that nothing evil dared to enter; while the gloomy wall slowly sank, and, over wreaths of fragrant flowers, she stepped back into the pleasant world again, the fairy gift no longer pale and drooping, but now shining like a star upon her breast.</p>

Line 943 (NEW):  <p>Then in her dream, she felt how hard the spirits tried to tempt and disturb her, and how, without her flower, they would have pulled her back, making everything dark and dreary like before. She struggled for a long time, tears often falling; but after each new challenge, her magic flower shone brighter, and its fragrance grew sweeter, while the spirits lost more of their ability to tempt her. Meanwhile, green, flowering vines climbed up the tall, dark wall, hiding its roughness from her view; and she watched over them with great care, for soon, wherever green leaves and flowers bloomed, the wall beneath became weak and crumbled away. Thus, little Annie worked and hoped, until one by one, the evil spirits fled, and in their place came shining figures, with gentle eyes and smiling lips, who gathered around her with such loving words and brought so much strength and joy to Annie’s heart that nothing evil dared to enter; while the gloomy wall slowly sank, and, over wreaths of fragrant flowers, she stepped back into the pleasant world again, the fairy gift no longer pale and drooping, but now shining like a star upon her breast.</p>

-----

Line 944 (ORIG): <p>Then the soft voice whispered again in Annie’s sleeping ear, saying,  

Line 944 (NEW):  <p>Then the soft voice whispered again in Annie’s sleeping ear, saying,  

-----

Line 945 (ORIG): “The dark, ugly feelings you’ve seen are in your heart;  

Line 945 (NEW):  “The dark, ugly feelings you’ve seen are in your heart;  

-----

Line 946 (ORIG): be careful while they’re still few and weak, or they might take over your entire life, driving out love and happiness forever. Remember the lesson from the dream, dear child, and let the shining spirits make your heart their home.”</p>

Line 946 (NEW):  be careful while they’re still few and weak, or they might take over your entire life, driving out love and happiness forever. Remember the lesson from the dream, dear child, and let the shining spirits make your heart their home.”</p>

-----

Line 947 (ORIG): <p>And with that voice echoing in her ear, little Annie woke up to realize it was just a dream; but like other dreams, it didn’t fade away. As she sat alone, wrapped in the soft morning light, and watched the forest come to life, she remembered the strange shapes she had seen. Looking down at the flower on her chest, she silently promised to try, just like she had in her dream, to bring back light and beauty to its wilted leaves by being what the Fairy hoped she would be—a patient, gentle little girl. And as that thought crossed her mind, the flower lifted its drooping head, and looking up at her earnest little face, seemed to respond to Annie’s silent wish with its sweet fragrance, giving her strength for whatever lay ahead.</p>

Line 947 (NEW):  <p>And with that voice echoing in her ear, little Annie woke up to realize it was just a dream; but like other dreams, it didn’t fade away. As she sat alone, wrapped in the soft morning light, and watched the forest come to life, she remembered the strange shapes she had seen. Looking down at the flower on her chest, she silently promised to try, just like she had in her dream, to bring back light and beauty to its wilted leaves by being what the Fairy hoped she would be—a patient, gentle little girl. And as that thought crossed her mind, the flower lifted its drooping head, and looking up at her earnest little face, seemed to respond to Annie’s silent wish with its sweet fragrance, giving her strength for whatever lay ahead.</p>

-----

Line 948 (ORIG): <p>Meanwhile, the forest was alive with activity, birds chirped their cheerful good mornings from tree to tree, while leaves and flowers turned to welcome the sun, who rose up smiling upon the world; and so, beneath the forest branches and through the dewy fields, little Annie made her way home, feeling better and wiser from her dream.</p>

Line 948 (NEW):  <p>Meanwhile, the forest was alive with activity, birds chirped their cheerful good mornings from tree to tree, while leaves and flowers turned to welcome the sun, who rose up smiling upon the world; and so, beneath the forest branches and through the dewy fields, little Annie made her way home, feeling better and wiser from her dream.</p>

-----

Line 949 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 949 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 950 (ORIG): <p>Autumn flowers had faded away, yellow leaves rustled on the ground, bleak winds whistled through the bare trees, and cold, white snow of Winter fell gently; yet now, when everything outside seemed dark and dreary, the fairy flower bloomed even more beautifully on little Annie’s chest. The memory of her forest dream had never faded, and through challenges and temptations, she had stayed true and kept her promise unbroken; rarely now did the warning bell ring in her ears, and rarely did the flower’s fragrance stop surrounding her, or the fairy light stop brightening everything it touched.</p>

Line 950 (NEW):  <p>Autumn flowers had faded away, yellow leaves rustled on the ground, bleak winds whistled through the bare trees, and cold, white snow of Winter fell gently; yet now, when everything outside seemed dark and dreary, the fairy flower bloomed even more beautifully on little Annie’s chest. The memory of her forest dream had never faded, and through challenges and temptations, she had stayed true and kept her promise unbroken; rarely now did the warning bell ring in her ears, and rarely did the flower’s fragrance stop surrounding her, or the fairy light stop brightening everything it touched.</p>

-----

Line 951 (ORIG): <p>So, throughout the long, cold winter, little Annie shone like a sunbeam in her home, each day becoming more enriched by the love of others and happier within herself; she was often tempted, but remembering her dream, she focused only on the music of the fairy bell. Any unkind thoughts or feelings slipped away, and the warm spirits of kindness and love found a home in her heart, making everything bright once more.</p>

Line 951 (NEW):  <p>So, throughout the long, cold winter, little Annie shone like a sunbeam in her home, each day becoming more enriched by the love of others and happier within herself; she was often tempted, but remembering her dream, she focused only on the music of the fairy bell. Any unkind thoughts or feelings slipped away, and the warm spirits of kindness and love found a home in her heart, making everything bright once more.</p>

-----

Line 952 (ORIG): <p>So the child grew better and happier, and the flower grew fairer and sweeter, until Spring came smiling over the earth, awakening the flowers, freeing the streams, and welcoming back the birds. Then, each day, the happy child sat among her flowers, hoping the gentle Elf would come again so she could express her gratitude for all the magic the gift had done.</p>

Line 952 (NEW):  <p>So the child grew better and happier, and the flower grew fairer and sweeter, until Spring came smiling over the earth, awakening the flowers, freeing the streams, and welcoming back the birds. Then, each day, the happy child sat among her flowers, hoping the gentle Elf would come again so she could express her gratitude for all the magic the gift had done.</p>

-----

Line 953 (ORIG): <p>At last, one day, as she sat singing in the sunny spot where all her prettiest flowers bloomed, tired from looking at the distant sky for the little figure she hoped would arrive, she leaned down to gaze with joyful love at her favorite flower; as she looked, its petals spread wide open, and slowly rising from the deep white cup was the smiling face of the beautiful Elf she had been waiting for so long.</p>

Line 953 (NEW):  <p>At last, one day, as she sat singing in the sunny spot where all her prettiest flowers bloomed, tired from looking at the distant sky for the little figure she hoped would arrive, she leaned down to gaze with joyful love at her favorite flower; as she looked, its petals spread wide open, and slowly rising from the deep white cup was the smiling face of the beautiful Elf she had been waiting for so long.</p>

-----

Line 954 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Annie, stop searching for me; I’m right here with you, for you’ve come to love what I’ve given you, and it has served its purpose well,” the Fairy said, gazing into the joyful child's shining face and wrapping her tiny arms gently around her neck.</p>

Line 954 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Annie, stop searching for me; I’m right here with you, for you’ve come to love what I’ve given you, and it has served its purpose well,” the Fairy said, gazing into the joyful child's shining face and wrapping her tiny arms gently around her neck.</p>

-----

Line 955 (ORIG): <p>“And now I have brought another gift from Fairy-Land, as a perfect reward for you, dear child,” she said, when Annie expressed all her gratitude and love; then, touching the child with her shining wand, the Fairy asked her to look and listen quietly.</p>

Line 955 (NEW):  <p>“And now I have brought another gift from Fairy-Land, as a perfect reward for you, dear child,” she said, when Annie expressed all her gratitude and love; then, touching the child with her shining wand, the Fairy asked her to look and listen quietly.</p>

-----

Line 956 (ORIG): <p>And suddenly, everything felt different to Annie; the air was filled with strange, sweet sounds, and beautiful forms floated around her. In every flower, little smiling Elves sat, singing joyfully as they swayed among the leaves. On every breeze, bright, airy spirits drifted by; some brushed her cheek with their cool breath and waved her long hair back and forth, while others chimed the flower-bells and created a pleasant rustling in the leaves. In the fountain, where the water danced and sparkled in the sun, she saw merry little spirits perched on every drop, splashing and floating in the clear, cool waves, singing as happily as the flowers, showering them with glittering dew. The tall trees sang a low, dreamy melody as their branches rustled in the wind, while the swaying grass was filled with little voices she had never heard before. Butterflies whispered sweet stories in her ear, and birds sang cheerful songs in a lovely language she had never understood before. The earth and air felt full of beauty and music she had never imagined until now.</p>

Line 956 (NEW):  <p>And suddenly, everything felt different to Annie; the air was filled with strange, sweet sounds, and beautiful forms floated around her. In every flower, little smiling Elves sat, singing joyfully as they swayed among the leaves. On every breeze, bright, airy spirits drifted by; some brushed her cheek with their cool breath and waved her long hair back and forth, while others chimed the flower-bells and created a pleasant rustling in the leaves. In the fountain, where the water danced and sparkled in the sun, she saw merry little spirits perched on every drop, splashing and floating in the clear, cool waves, singing as happily as the flowers, showering them with glittering dew. The tall trees sang a low, dreamy melody as their branches rustled in the wind, while the swaying grass was filled with little voices she had never heard before. Butterflies whispered sweet stories in her ear, and birds sang cheerful songs in a lovely language she had never understood before. The earth and air felt full of beauty and music she had never imagined until now.</p>

-----

Line 957 (ORIG): <p>“O tell me what it means, dear Fairy! Is it another and a more beautiful dream, or is the earth really as lovely as this?” she cried, gazing with joyful wonder at the Elf, who lay on the flower in her chest.</p>

Line 957 (NEW):  <p>“O tell me what it means, dear Fairy! Is it another and a more beautiful dream, or is the earth really as lovely as this?” she cried, gazing with joyful wonder at the Elf, who lay on the flower in her chest.</p>

-----

Line 958 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, it’s true, dear child,” replied the Fairy, “and very few mortals receive this beautiful gift; what is so full of music and light to you is just a nice summer world to others; they never understand the language of butterflies, birds, or flowers, and they’re blind to all that I’ve given you the ability to see. These lovely things are now your friends and playmates, and they will teach you many delightful lessons, bringing you countless happy hours; while the garden where you once sat, crying sad and bitter tears, is now brightened by your own happiness, filled with loving friends created by your own kind thoughts and feelings; and thus turned into a lovely summer home for the gentle, happy child, whose inner flower will never fade. And now, dear Annie, I must go; but every Spring, with the earliest flowers, I will return to visit you and bring some fairy gift. Take good care of the magic flower, so that I may find everything fair and bright when I come back next time.”</p>

Line 958 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, it’s true, dear child,” replied the Fairy, “and very few mortals receive this beautiful gift; what is so full of music and light to you is just a nice summer world to others; they never understand the language of butterflies, birds, or flowers, and they’re blind to all that I’ve given you the ability to see. These lovely things are now your friends and playmates, and they will teach you many delightful lessons, bringing you countless happy hours; while the garden where you once sat, crying sad and bitter tears, is now brightened by your own happiness, filled with loving friends created by your own kind thoughts and feelings; and thus turned into a lovely summer home for the gentle, happy child, whose inner flower will never fade. And now, dear Annie, I must go; but every Spring, with the earliest flowers, I will return to visit you and bring some fairy gift. Take good care of the magic flower, so that I may find everything fair and bright when I come back next time.”</p>

-----

Line 959 (ORIG): <p>Then, with a friendly goodbye, the gentle Fairy floated up through the sunny sky, smiling down at the child, until she disappeared into the soft, white clouds. Little Annie stood alone in her enchanted garden, where everything was illuminated by the radiant light and fragrant with the scent of her fairy flower.</p>

Line 959 (NEW):  <p>Then, with a friendly goodbye, the gentle Fairy floated up through the sunny sky, smiling down at the child, until she disappeared into the soft, white clouds. Little Annie stood alone in her enchanted garden, where everything was illuminated by the radiant light and fragrant with the scent of her fairy flower.</p>

-----

Line 960 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 960 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 961 (ORIG): <p>When Moonlight ended, Summer-Wind put down her rose-leaf fan and, leaning back in her acorn cup, shared this story of</p>

Line 961 (NEW):  <p>When Moonlight ended, Summer-Wind put down her rose-leaf fan and, leaning back in her acorn cup, shared this story of</p>

-----

Line 962 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 962 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 963 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 963 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 964 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap09"></a>

Line 964 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap09"></a>

-----

Line 965 (ORIG): RIPPLE, THE WATER-SPIRIT.

Line 965 (NEW):  RIPPLE, THE WATER-SPIRIT.

-----

Line 966 (ORIG): </h2>

Line 966 (NEW):  </h2>

-----

Line 967 (ORIG): <p>Down in the deep blue sea lived Ripple, a cheerful little Water Spirit. All day long, she danced beneath the coral arches, made garlands of vibrant ocean flowers, or floated on the big waves that sparkled in the sunlight. But the activity she loved the most was lying on the colorful shells along the shore, listening to the soft, murmuring music the waves had taught them long ago. Here, for hours, the little Spirit lay watching the sea and sky, while singing happily to herself.</p>

Line 967 (NEW):  <p>Down in the deep blue sea lived Ripple, a cheerful little Water Spirit. All day long, she danced beneath the coral arches, made garlands of vibrant ocean flowers, or floated on the big waves that sparkled in the sunlight. But the activity she loved the most was lying on the colorful shells along the shore, listening to the soft, murmuring music the waves had taught them long ago. Here, for hours, the little Spirit lay watching the sea and sky, while singing happily to herself.</p>

-----

Line 968 (ORIG): <p>But when storms hit, she quickly went below the rough waves, to where everything was calm and peaceful, and with her sister Spirits, she waited for the weather to improve, listening sadly to the cries of those who battled the wild waves and were thrown into the furious sea, and who soon drifted down, pale and cold, to the Spirits’ lovely home; then they shed sympathetic tears over the lifeless bodies and laid them in serene graves, where flowers bloomed and jewels glimmered in the sand.</p>

Line 968 (NEW):  <p>But when storms hit, she quickly went below the rough waves, to where everything was calm and peaceful, and with her sister Spirits, she waited for the weather to improve, listening sadly to the cries of those who battled the wild waves and were thrown into the furious sea, and who soon drifted down, pale and cold, to the Spirits’ lovely home; then they shed sympathetic tears over the lifeless bodies and laid them in serene graves, where flowers bloomed and jewels glimmered in the sand.</p>

-----

Line 969 (ORIG): <p>This was Ripple’s only sorrow, and she often thought of those who mourned for the friends they loved, who now rested deep in the quiet coral caves. She would have gladly saved the lives of those around her, but the vast ocean was much stronger than all the kind-hearted Spirits living within it. So, she could only cry for them and lay them down to rest where no harsh waves could hurt them again.</p>

Line 969 (NEW):  <p>This was Ripple’s only sorrow, and she often thought of those who mourned for the friends they loved, who now rested deep in the quiet coral caves. She would have gladly saved the lives of those around her, but the vast ocean was much stronger than all the kind-hearted Spirits living within it. So, she could only cry for them and lay them down to rest where no harsh waves could hurt them again.</p>

-----

Line 970 (ORIG): <p>One day, when a fierce storm raged everywhere, and the Spirits saw huge waves rolling like heavy clouds overhead, and heard the wild winds sounding in the distance, a little child floated down through the foaming waves to their home; its eyes were closed as if in sleep, the long hair flowed like seaweed around its pale, cold face, and the little hands still held the shells it had been gathering on the beach when the giant waves swept it into the turbulent sea.</p>

Line 970 (NEW):  <p>One day, when a fierce storm raged everywhere, and the Spirits saw huge waves rolling like heavy clouds overhead, and heard the wild winds sounding in the distance, a little child floated down through the foaming waves to their home; its eyes were closed as if in sleep, the long hair flowed like seaweed around its pale, cold face, and the little hands still held the shells it had been gathering on the beach when the giant waves swept it into the turbulent sea.</p>

-----

Line 971 (ORIG): <p>With gentle tears, the Spirits placed the little body to rest on its bed of flowers and sang soft, sorrowful songs to make its sleep more peaceful and deep. They watched over it with love until the storm had passed, and everything was quiet once more.</p>

Line 971 (NEW):  <p>With gentle tears, the Spirits placed the little body to rest on its bed of flowers and sang soft, sorrowful songs to make its sleep more peaceful and deep. They watched over it with love until the storm had passed, and everything was quiet once more.</p>

-----

Line 972 (ORIG): <p>While Ripple sang above the little child, she heard a wild, sorrowful voice through the distant roar of winds and waves, calling for help. She listened for a long time, thinking it was just the echo of their own sad song, but above the music, the sad, wailing cry continued. Then, quietly slipping away, she glided up through the foam and spray until the sunlight broke through the parting clouds, shining down on her from the calm sky. Guided by the mournful sound, she floated on, and there, close to the beach, she saw a woman reaching out her arms, pleading with a sad, imploring voice for the restless sea to return the little child it had so cruelly taken. But the waves crashed foamy against the bare rocks at her feet, mixing their cold spray with her tears and providing no answer to her plea.</p>

Line 972 (NEW):  <p>While Ripple sang above the little child, she heard a wild, sorrowful voice through the distant roar of winds and waves, calling for help. She listened for a long time, thinking it was just the echo of their own sad song, but above the music, the sad, wailing cry continued. Then, quietly slipping away, she glided up through the foam and spray until the sunlight broke through the parting clouds, shining down on her from the calm sky. Guided by the mournful sound, she floated on, and there, close to the beach, she saw a woman reaching out her arms, pleading with a sad, imploring voice for the restless sea to return the little child it had so cruelly taken. But the waves crashed foamy against the bare rocks at her feet, mixing their cold spray with her tears and providing no answer to her plea.</p>

-----

Line 973 (ORIG): <p>When Ripple saw the mother’s grief, she wanted to comfort her; so, kneeling gently beside her on the shore, the little Spirit told her how her child lay peacefully sleeping, far down in a beautiful place, where sad tears were shed, and loving hands placed flowers over him. But it was all in vain; the crying mother only wept,—</p>

Line 973 (NEW):  <p>When Ripple saw the mother’s grief, she wanted to comfort her; so, kneeling gently beside her on the shore, the little Spirit told her how her child lay peacefully sleeping, far down in a beautiful place, where sad tears were shed, and loving hands placed flowers over him. But it was all in vain; the crying mother only wept,—</p>

-----

Line 974 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Spirit, can’t you cast a spell or use some magic to make the waves bring my child back, as full of life and strength as when they swept him away from me? Oh, please return my little child, or let me lie next to him in the depths of the cruel sea.”</p>

Line 974 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Spirit, can’t you cast a spell or use some magic to make the waves bring my child back, as full of life and strength as when they swept him away from me? Oh, please return my little child, or let me lie next to him in the depths of the cruel sea.”</p>

-----

Line 975 (ORIG): <p>“I'm more than happy to help you if I can, even though my power is limited; so stop worrying, because I will search both land and sea to find someone who can bring back everything you’ve lost. Keep watching the shore every day, and if I don’t return, then you’ll know my search was unsuccessful. Goodbye, dear mother, you will see your little child again if Fairy magic can bring him back.” And with these comforting words, Ripple dove into the sea; while, smiling through her tears, the woman watched the gentle Spirit until her bright crown disappeared in the waves.</p>

Line 975 (NEW):  <p>“I'm more than happy to help you if I can, even though my power is limited; so stop worrying, because I will search both land and sea to find someone who can bring back everything you’ve lost. Keep watching the shore every day, and if I don’t return, then you’ll know my search was unsuccessful. Goodbye, dear mother, you will see your little child again if Fairy magic can bring him back.” And with these comforting words, Ripple dove into the sea; while, smiling through her tears, the woman watched the gentle Spirit until her bright crown disappeared in the waves.</p>

-----

Line 976 (ORIG): <p>When Ripple got home, she rushed to the Queen's palace and told her about the little child, the grieving mother, and the promise she had made.</p>

Line 976 (NEW):  <p>When Ripple got home, she rushed to the Queen's palace and told her about the little child, the grieving mother, and the promise she had made.</p>

-----

Line 977 (ORIG): <p>“Good little Ripple,” said the Queen, after she had told her everything, “your promise can never be fulfilled; there’s no power beneath the sea to cast this spell, and you can never get to the Fire-Spirits’ home to earn a flame that can bring the little body to life. I feel sorry for the poor mother and would love to help her; but unfortunately, I’m a Spirit just like you and can’t assist you in the way I wish I could.”</p>

Line 977 (NEW):  <p>“Good little Ripple,” said the Queen, after she had told her everything, “your promise can never be fulfilled; there’s no power beneath the sea to cast this spell, and you can never get to the Fire-Spirits’ home to earn a flame that can bring the little body to life. I feel sorry for the poor mother and would love to help her; but unfortunately, I’m a Spirit just like you and can’t assist you in the way I wish I could.”</p>

-----

Line 978 (ORIG): <p>“Ah, dear Queen! If you had seen her sadness, you too would want to keep the promise I made. I can't let her wait for ME in vain until I've done my best: so tell me where the Fire-Spirits live, and I'll ask them for the flame that will bring life to the little child and great happiness to the sad, lonely mother: just tell me the way, and I’ll go.”</p>

Line 978 (NEW):  <p>“Ah, dear Queen! If you had seen her sadness, you too would want to keep the promise I made. I can't let her wait for ME in vain until I've done my best: so tell me where the Fire-Spirits live, and I'll ask them for the flame that will bring life to the little child and great happiness to the sad, lonely mother: just tell me the way, and I’ll go.”</p>

-----

Line 979 (ORIG): <p>“It’s way up in the sky, far beyond the sun, where no spirit has ever dared to go,” replied the Queen. “I can’t show you the way because it’s in the air. Please, Ripple, don’t go; you’ll never reach that faraway place: something bad will definitely happen; and then how will we live without our beloved, gentle spirit? Stay here with us in your comfy home and forget about this, because I can’t let you go.”</p>

Line 979 (NEW):  <p>“It’s way up in the sky, far beyond the sun, where no spirit has ever dared to go,” replied the Queen. “I can’t show you the way because it’s in the air. Please, Ripple, don’t go; you’ll never reach that faraway place: something bad will definitely happen; and then how will we live without our beloved, gentle spirit? Stay here with us in your comfy home and forget about this, because I can’t let you go.”</p>

-----

Line 980 (ORIG): <p>But Ripple wouldn’t break the promise she made, and she asked so sincerely, with such heartfelt words, that the Queen finally agreed with sadness. Ripple joyfully got ready to leave. She and her sister Spirits created a tomb of delicate, brightly colored shells for the child to rest in until she returned to bring him back to life. Then, asking them to keep a close watch over it, she said goodbye and bravely set off on her long, unknown journey, far away.</p>

Line 980 (NEW):  <p>But Ripple wouldn’t break the promise she made, and she asked so sincerely, with such heartfelt words, that the Queen finally agreed with sadness. Ripple joyfully got ready to leave. She and her sister Spirits created a tomb of delicate, brightly colored shells for the child to rest in until she returned to bring him back to life. Then, asking them to keep a close watch over it, she said goodbye and bravely set off on her long, unknown journey, far away.</p>

-----

Line 981 (ORIG): <p>“I will search the wide world until I find a way to the sun, or a friendly soul who will take me there; for, unfortunately! I have no wings, and can't glide through the blue sky like I would through the sea,” said Ripple to herself as she danced across the waves, which carried her quickly toward a faraway shore.</p>

Line 981 (NEW):  <p>“I will search the wide world until I find a way to the sun, or a friendly soul who will take me there; for, unfortunately! I have no wings, and can't glide through the blue sky like I would through the sea,” said Ripple to herself as she danced across the waves, which carried her quickly toward a faraway shore.</p>

-----

Line 982 (ORIG): <p>Long she traveled through the endless ocean, with no friends to cheer her on, except for the white sea-birds that glided by, occasionally stopping to dip their wide wings beside her before flying away silently. Sometimes, large ships passed by, and with longing eyes, the little Spirit looked up at the faces peering down at the sea; often they were kind and friendly, and she would have loved to call out to them and ask for their friendship. But they could never understand the strange, sweet language she spoke, nor would they see the beautiful face smiling at them from the waves; her blue, transparent clothes appeared as just water to their eyes, and the pearl chains in her hair seemed like foam and sparkling spray. So, wishing for the sea to be gentle with them, she silently continued on her way, leaving them far behind.</p>

Line 982 (NEW):  <p>Long she traveled through the endless ocean, with no friends to cheer her on, except for the white sea-birds that glided by, occasionally stopping to dip their wide wings beside her before flying away silently. Sometimes, large ships passed by, and with longing eyes, the little Spirit looked up at the faces peering down at the sea; often they were kind and friendly, and she would have loved to call out to them and ask for their friendship. But they could never understand the strange, sweet language she spoke, nor would they see the beautiful face smiling at them from the waves; her blue, transparent clothes appeared as just water to their eyes, and the pearl chains in her hair seemed like foam and sparkling spray. So, wishing for the sea to be gentle with them, she silently continued on her way, leaving them far behind.</p>

-----

Line 983 (ORIG): <p>At last, green hills came into view, and the waves happily carried the little Spirit along, until they gently lapped over the soft white sand and brought her to the lovely shore.</p>

Line 983 (NEW):  <p>At last, green hills came into view, and the waves happily carried the little Spirit along, until they gently lapped over the soft white sand and brought her to the lovely shore.</p>

-----

Line 984 (ORIG): <p>“Ah, what a beautiful place this is!” said Ripple, as she walked through sunny valleys, where flowers were starting to bloom and the young leaves rustled on the trees.</p>

Line 984 (NEW):  <p>“Ah, what a beautiful place this is!” said Ripple, as she walked through sunny valleys, where flowers were starting to bloom and the young leaves rustled on the trees.</p>

-----

Line 985 (ORIG): <p>“Why are you all so happy, dear birds?” she asked, as their cheerful voices echoed all around; “is there a festival happening on earth, that everything is so beautiful and bright?”</p>

Line 985 (NEW):  <p>“Why are you all so happy, dear birds?” she asked, as their cheerful voices echoed all around; “is there a festival happening on earth, that everything is so beautiful and bright?”</p>

-----

Line 986 (ORIG): <p>“Don’t you know that Spring is on its way? The warm winds hinted at it days ago, and we’re learning the sweetest songs to welcome her when she arrives,” sang the lark, flying away as the music flowed from his little throat.</p>

Line 986 (NEW):  <p>“Don’t you know that Spring is on its way? The warm winds hinted at it days ago, and we’re learning the sweetest songs to welcome her when she arrives,” sang the lark, flying away as the music flowed from his little throat.</p>

-----

Line 987 (ORIG): <p>“Will I see her, Violet, while she travels around the world?” Ripple asked again.</p>

Line 987 (NEW):  <p>“Will I see her, Violet, while she travels around the world?” Ripple asked again.</p>

-----

Line 988 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, you’ll meet her soon because the sunlight told me she was close; let her know we can’t wait to see her again and are ready to welcome her back,” said the blue flower, dancing for joy on her stem as she nodded and smiled at the Spirit.</p>

Line 988 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, you’ll meet her soon because the sunlight told me she was close; let her know we can’t wait to see her again and are ready to welcome her back,” said the blue flower, dancing for joy on her stem as she nodded and smiled at the Spirit.</p>

-----

Line 989 (ORIG): <p>“I’ll ask Spring where the Fire-Spirits live; she travels the earth every year and can surely show me the way,” thought Ripple, as she continued on her journey.</p>

Line 989 (NEW):  <p>“I’ll ask Spring where the Fire-Spirits live; she travels the earth every year and can surely show me the way,” thought Ripple, as she continued on her journey.</p>

-----

Line 990 (ORIG): <p>Soon she saw Spring come smiling over the earth; sunbeams and breezes floated ahead, and then, with her white dress covered in flowers, with wreaths in her hair, and dew drops and seeds falling quickly from her hands, the beautiful season came singing by.</p>

Line 990 (NEW):  <p>Soon she saw Spring come smiling over the earth; sunbeams and breezes floated ahead, and then, with her white dress covered in flowers, with wreaths in her hair, and dew drops and seeds falling quickly from her hands, the beautiful season came singing by.</p>

-----

Line 991 (ORIG): <p>“Dear Spring, will you listen and help a lonely little Spirit, who’s searching everywhere for the Fire-Spirits’ home?” cried Ripple; and then explained why she was there and asked her to share what she was looking for.</p>

Line 991 (NEW):  <p>“Dear Spring, will you listen and help a lonely little Spirit, who’s searching everywhere for the Fire-Spirits’ home?” cried Ripple; and then explained why she was there and asked her to share what she was looking for.</p>

-----

Line 992 (ORIG): <p>“The home of the Fire-Spirits is really, really far away, and I can’t take you there; but Summer is coming after me,” said Spring, “and she might know better than I do. But I’ll give you a breeze to help you on your journey; it’ll never wear out or let you down, but will carry you smoothly over land and sea. Goodbye, little Spirit! I wish I could do more, but I have voices calling me from all around, and I can’t linger.”</p>

Line 992 (NEW):  <p>“The home of the Fire-Spirits is really, really far away, and I can’t take you there; but Summer is coming after me,” said Spring, “and she might know better than I do. But I’ll give you a breeze to help you on your journey; it’ll never wear out or let you down, but will carry you smoothly over land and sea. Goodbye, little Spirit! I wish I could do more, but I have voices calling me from all around, and I can’t linger.”</p>

-----

Line 993 (ORIG): <p>“Thanks a lot, dear Spring!” cried Ripple, as she floated away on the breeze; “send a friendly word to the mother who’s waiting on the shore, and let her know I haven’t forgotten my promise, but I hope to see her again soon.”</p>

Line 993 (NEW):  <p>“Thanks a lot, dear Spring!” cried Ripple, as she floated away on the breeze; “send a friendly word to the mother who’s waiting on the shore, and let her know I haven’t forgotten my promise, but I hope to see her again soon.”</p>

-----

Line 994 (ORIG): <p>Then Spring rushed on with her sunshine and flowers, and Ripple went quickly over hills and valleys until she arrived at the land where Summer lived. Here, the sun warmed the early fruit, the winds blew fresh over fields of fragrant hay, and rustled pleasantly among the green leaves in the forests; heavy dews gently fell at night, and long, bright days brought strength and beauty to the blossoming earth.</p>

Line 994 (NEW):  <p>Then Spring rushed on with her sunshine and flowers, and Ripple went quickly over hills and valleys until she arrived at the land where Summer lived. Here, the sun warmed the early fruit, the winds blew fresh over fields of fragrant hay, and rustled pleasantly among the green leaves in the forests; heavy dews gently fell at night, and long, bright days brought strength and beauty to the blossoming earth.</p>

-----

Line 995 (ORIG): <p>“Now I need to look for Summer,” said Ripple, as she floated slowly through the sunny sky.</p>

Line 995 (NEW):  <p>“Now I need to look for Summer,” said Ripple, as she floated slowly through the sunny sky.</p>

-----

Line 996 (ORIG): <p>“I’m here, what do you want from me, little Spirit?” said a musical voice in her ear; and, floating by her side, she saw a graceful figure, with green robes fluttering in the air, whose friendly face looked kindly at her, from beneath a crown of golden sunbeams that cast a warm, bright glow on everything below.</p>

Line 996 (NEW):  <p>“I’m here, what do you want from me, little Spirit?” said a musical voice in her ear; and, floating by her side, she saw a graceful figure, with green robes fluttering in the air, whose friendly face looked kindly at her, from beneath a crown of golden sunbeams that cast a warm, bright glow on everything below.</p>

-----

Line 997 (ORIG): <p>Then Ripple shared her story and asked where she should go; but Summer replied,—</p>

Line 997 (NEW):  <p>Then Ripple shared her story and asked where she should go; but Summer replied,—</p>

-----

Line 998 (ORIG): <p>“I can’t tell you any more than my younger sister Spring about where to find the Spirits you’re looking for; but like her, I’ll give you a gift to help. Take this sunbeam from my crown; it will brighten even the darkest path you walk. Goodbye! I’ll carry news of you to the watcher by the sea, if I find her there on my journey around the world.”</p>

Line 998 (NEW):  <p>“I can’t tell you any more than my younger sister Spring about where to find the Spirits you’re looking for; but like her, I’ll give you a gift to help. Take this sunbeam from my crown; it will brighten even the darkest path you walk. Goodbye! I’ll carry news of you to the watcher by the sea, if I find her there on my journey around the world.”</p>

-----

Line 999 (ORIG): <p>And Summer, sending her sunshine, faded away over the faraway hills, leaving everything green and vibrant in her wake.</p>

Line 999 (NEW):  <p>And Summer, sending her sunshine, faded away over the faraway hills, leaving everything green and vibrant in her wake.</p>

-----

Line 1000 (ORIG): <p>So Ripple continued her journey until the land below her sparkled with golden harvests swaying in the sunlight, and the air was filled with joyful voices as the workers sang among the fields or in the lovely vineyards, where shiny purple fruit hung through the leaves. The sky above was clear, and the changing trees in the forest gleamed like a vibrant garland over the hills and plains. Here, along the ripening cornfields, with bright crowns of red leaves and golden wheat stalks in her hair and on her purple cloak, elegant Autumn moved by, wearing a happy smile on her serene face as she scattered generous gifts from her overflowing arms.</p>

Line 1000 (NEW):  <p>So Ripple continued her journey until the land below her sparkled with golden harvests swaying in the sunlight, and the air was filled with joyful voices as the workers sang among the fields or in the lovely vineyards, where shiny purple fruit hung through the leaves. The sky above was clear, and the changing trees in the forest gleamed like a vibrant garland over the hills and plains. Here, along the ripening cornfields, with bright crowns of red leaves and golden wheat stalks in her hair and on her purple cloak, elegant Autumn moved by, wearing a happy smile on her serene face as she scattered generous gifts from her overflowing arms.</p>

-----

Line 1001 (ORIG): <p>But when the wandering Spirit approached her and asked what she was looking for, this season, just like the others, couldn't direct her where to go; so, handing her a yellow leaf, Autumn said, as she continued on,—</p>

Line 1001 (NEW):  <p>But when the wandering Spirit approached her and asked what she was looking for, this season, just like the others, couldn't direct her where to go; so, handing her a yellow leaf, Autumn said, as she continued on,—</p>

-----

Line 1002 (ORIG): <p>“Ask Winter, little Ripple, when you visit his cold home; he knows the Fire-Spirits well, because when he arrives, they fly down to earth to warm and comfort the people there; maybe he can tell you where they are. So take this gift from me, and when you face his icy winds, wrap it around yourself and stay warm under its protection until you see the sunlight again. I will bring comfort to the patient woman, just like my sisters have already done, and let her know that you are still faithful.”</p>

Line 1002 (NEW):  <p>“Ask Winter, little Ripple, when you visit his cold home; he knows the Fire-Spirits well, because when he arrives, they fly down to earth to warm and comfort the people there; maybe he can tell you where they are. So take this gift from me, and when you face his icy winds, wrap it around yourself and stay warm under its protection until you see the sunlight again. I will bring comfort to the patient woman, just like my sisters have already done, and let her know that you are still faithful.”</p>

-----

Line 1003 (ORIG): <p>Then the ever-moving Breeze continued on, over forests, hills, and fields, until the sky turned dark and cold winds whistled past. Ripple, wrapped in the soft, warm leaf, looked sadly down at the earth, which seemed so lifeless and quiet under its blanket of snow, and thought about how bitterly cold the leaves and flowers must be; for the little Water-Spirit didn’t realize that Winter laid a soft white cover over their beds so they could safely sleep below until Spring would wake them up again. So she continued on sorrowfully, until Winter, riding on the powerful North-Wind, rushed by, wearing a sparkling ice crown in his flowing hair, while from beneath his red cloak, where shimmering frostwork shone like silver threads, he spread snowflakes far and wide.</p>

Line 1003 (NEW):  <p>Then the ever-moving Breeze continued on, over forests, hills, and fields, until the sky turned dark and cold winds whistled past. Ripple, wrapped in the soft, warm leaf, looked sadly down at the earth, which seemed so lifeless and quiet under its blanket of snow, and thought about how bitterly cold the leaves and flowers must be; for the little Water-Spirit didn’t realize that Winter laid a soft white cover over their beds so they could safely sleep below until Spring would wake them up again. So she continued on sorrowfully, until Winter, riding on the powerful North-Wind, rushed by, wearing a sparkling ice crown in his flowing hair, while from beneath his red cloak, where shimmering frostwork shone like silver threads, he spread snowflakes far and wide.</p>

-----

Line 1004 (ORIG): <p>“What do you want with me, lovely little Spirit, that you come so boldly here among my ice and snow? Don't be afraid; I’m warm at heart, even if I seem rough and cold on the outside,” said Winter, looking kindly at her, while a bright smile lit up his pleasant face, glowing and glistening in the frosty air.</p>

Line 1004 (NEW):  <p>“What do you want with me, lovely little Spirit, that you come so boldly here among my ice and snow? Don't be afraid; I’m warm at heart, even if I seem rough and cold on the outside,” said Winter, looking kindly at her, while a bright smile lit up his pleasant face, glowing and glistening in the frosty air.</p>

-----

Line 1005 (ORIG): <p>When Ripple explained why she was there, he pointed up, where the sunlight faintly shone through the thick clouds, saying,—</p>

Line 1005 (NEW):  <p>When Ripple explained why she was there, he pointed up, where the sunlight faintly shone through the thick clouds, saying,—</p>

-----

Line 1006 (ORIG): <p>“Way over there, beside the sun, is the home of the Fire Spirits; and the only way up is through clouds and mist. It's a long, strange journey for a lonely little Spirit to make; the Fairies are wild and unpredictable, and in their play, they might hurt or bother you. Come back with me, and don’t take this risky trip to the sky. I’ll happily take you home again, if you’ll come.”</p>

Line 1006 (NEW):  <p>“Way over there, beside the sun, is the home of the Fire Spirits; and the only way up is through clouds and mist. It's a long, strange journey for a lonely little Spirit to make; the Fairies are wild and unpredictable, and in their play, they might hurt or bother you. Come back with me, and don’t take this risky trip to the sky. I’ll happily take you home again, if you’ll come.”</p>

-----

Line 1007 (ORIG): <p>But Ripple said, “I can’t go back now, when I’m almost there. The Spirits definitely won’t hurt me when I explain why I’m here; and if I get the flame, I’ll be the happiest Spirit in the sea, because I’ll have kept my promise, and the poor mother will be happy again. So goodbye, Winter! Speak to her gently, and tell her to keep hoping, because I will definitely come.”</p>

Line 1007 (NEW):  <p>But Ripple said, “I can’t go back now, when I’m almost there. The Spirits definitely won’t hurt me when I explain why I’m here; and if I get the flame, I’ll be the happiest Spirit in the sea, because I’ll have kept my promise, and the poor mother will be happy again. So goodbye, Winter! Speak to her gently, and tell her to keep hoping, because I will definitely come.”</p>

-----

Line 1008 (ORIG): <p>“Goodbye, little Ripple! May good angels watch over you! Travel bravely on, and take this snowflake that will never melt, as MY gift,” Winter shouted, as the North Wind carried him away, leaving a trail of falling snow behind.</p>

Line 1008 (NEW):  <p>“Goodbye, little Ripple! May good angels watch over you! Travel bravely on, and take this snowflake that will never melt, as MY gift,” Winter shouted, as the North Wind carried him away, leaving a trail of falling snow behind.</p>

-----

Line 1009 (ORIG): <p>“Now, dear Breeze,” said Ripple, “fly straight up through the air, until we get to the place we've been searching for; Sunbeam will go ahead to light the way, Yellow-leaf will protect me from heat and rain, while Snow-flake will stay here beside me until it’s needed. So goodbye to the lovely earth, until we return. And now, let’s go, up to the sun!”</p>

Line 1009 (NEW):  <p>“Now, dear Breeze,” said Ripple, “fly straight up through the air, until we get to the place we've been searching for; Sunbeam will go ahead to light the way, Yellow-leaf will protect me from heat and rain, while Snow-flake will stay here beside me until it’s needed. So goodbye to the lovely earth, until we return. And now, let’s go, up to the sun!”</p>

-----

Line 1010 (ORIG): <p>When Ripple first started her light journey, everything was dark and gloomy; thick clouds were stacked like hills around her, and a cold mist filled the air. But the Sunbeam, like a star, illuminated the path, the leaf wrapped warmly around her, and the tireless wind blew quickly on. They floated higher and higher, while the air grew darker and darker, the damp mist gathered closer, and the black clouds rolled and tossed like huge waves, back and forth.</p>

Line 1010 (NEW):  <p>When Ripple first started her light journey, everything was dark and gloomy; thick clouds were stacked like hills around her, and a cold mist filled the air. But the Sunbeam, like a star, illuminated the path, the leaf wrapped warmly around her, and the tireless wind blew quickly on. They floated higher and higher, while the air grew darker and darker, the damp mist gathered closer, and the black clouds rolled and tossed like huge waves, back and forth.</p>

-----

Line 1011 (ORIG): <p>“Ah!” sighed the tired little Spirit, “will I never see the light again or feel the warm winds on my cheek? It’s such a gloomy path, and if it weren't for the Seasons’ gifts, I would have faded away a long time ago; but the dark clouds MUST clear away eventually, and everything will be bright again. So hurry along, good Breeze, and get me quickly to my destination.”</p>

Line 1011 (NEW):  <p>“Ah!” sighed the tired little Spirit, “will I never see the light again or feel the warm winds on my cheek? It’s such a gloomy path, and if it weren't for the Seasons’ gifts, I would have faded away a long time ago; but the dark clouds MUST clear away eventually, and everything will be bright again. So hurry along, good Breeze, and get me quickly to my destination.”</p>

-----

Line 1012 (ORIG): <p>Soon, the cold mist cleared from her path, and the sunshine shone on her warmly; so she happily continued on until she found herself among the stars, where many new and strange sights awaited. With curious eyes, she looked at the bright worlds that once seemed faint and distant when she gazed at them from the sea; but now they floated around her, some glowing with a soft radiance, others encircled by bright, colorful rings, while others burned with a fierce red glare. Ripple would have loved to stay and watch them longer, for she imagined soft, sweet voices calling her, and beautiful faces seemed to gaze at her as she passed; but higher up, closer to the sun, she spotted a distant light that sparkled like a brilliant crimson star, casting a rosy glow across the sky.</p>

Line 1012 (NEW):  <p>Soon, the cold mist cleared from her path, and the sunshine shone on her warmly; so she happily continued on until she found herself among the stars, where many new and strange sights awaited. With curious eyes, she looked at the bright worlds that once seemed faint and distant when she gazed at them from the sea; but now they floated around her, some glowing with a soft radiance, others encircled by bright, colorful rings, while others burned with a fierce red glare. Ripple would have loved to stay and watch them longer, for she imagined soft, sweet voices calling her, and beautiful faces seemed to gaze at her as she passed; but higher up, closer to the sun, she spotted a distant light that sparkled like a brilliant crimson star, casting a rosy glow across the sky.</p>

-----

Line 1013 (ORIG): <p>“The Fire Spirits have to be there, and I can't stay here any longer,” said Ripple. She floated on steadily until a wide, bright path appeared right in front of her, leading up to a golden arch, beyond which she could see figures moving around. As she got closer, the sky became brighter, and the air grew hotter and hotter until Ripple’s leaf cloak shriveled up and could no longer protect her from the heat. Then she opened up the white snowflake and happily wrapped the soft, cool mantle around her before entering through the shining arch.</p>

Line 1013 (NEW):  <p>“The Fire Spirits have to be there, and I can't stay here any longer,” said Ripple. She floated on steadily until a wide, bright path appeared right in front of her, leading up to a golden arch, beyond which she could see figures moving around. As she got closer, the sky became brighter, and the air grew hotter and hotter until Ripple’s leaf cloak shriveled up and could no longer protect her from the heat. Then she opened up the white snowflake and happily wrapped the soft, cool mantle around her before entering through the shining arch.</p>

-----

Line 1014 (ORIG): <p>Through the red mist that surrounded her, she could see tall walls of shifting light, where orange, blue, and violet flames flickered back and forth, creating graceful shapes as they danced and glowed; and beneath these rainbow arches, little Spirits glided, near and far, wearing crowns of fire, under which their wild, bright eyes flashed; and as they spoke, sparks quickly fell from their lips. Ripple saw with wonder, through their translucent garments, that each Fairy's heart held a steady flame that never wavered or went out.</p>

Line 1014 (NEW):  <p>Through the red mist that surrounded her, she could see tall walls of shifting light, where orange, blue, and violet flames flickered back and forth, creating graceful shapes as they danced and glowed; and beneath these rainbow arches, little Spirits glided, near and far, wearing crowns of fire, under which their wild, bright eyes flashed; and as they spoke, sparks quickly fell from their lips. Ripple saw with wonder, through their translucent garments, that each Fairy's heart held a steady flame that never wavered or went out.</p>

-----

Line 1015 (ORIG): <p>As she stood there, the Spirits gathered around her, and their hot breath could have burned her, but she pulled the snow-cloak tighter around her, saying,—</p>

Line 1015 (NEW):  <p>As she stood there, the Spirits gathered around her, and their hot breath could have burned her, but she pulled the snow-cloak tighter around her, saying,—</p>

-----

Line 1016 (ORIG): <p>“Take me to your Queen so I can explain why I’m here and request what I need.”</p>

Line 1016 (NEW):  <p>“Take me to your Queen so I can explain why I’m here and request what I need.”</p>

-----

Line 1017 (ORIG): <p>So, through long corridors filled with colorful flames, they took her to a Spirit more beautiful than the others, whose crown of fire swayed like golden feathers, while the light within her chest shone bright and strong beneath her violet robe.</p>

Line 1017 (NEW):  <p>So, through long corridors filled with colorful flames, they took her to a Spirit more beautiful than the others, whose crown of fire swayed like golden feathers, while the light within her chest shone bright and strong beneath her violet robe.</p>

-----

Line 1018 (ORIG): <p>“This is our Queen,” the Spirits said, bowing low before her, as she turned her bright eyes toward the stranger they had brought.</p>

Line 1018 (NEW):  <p>“This is our Queen,” the Spirits said, bowing low before her, as she turned her bright eyes toward the stranger they had brought.</p>

-----

Line 1019 (ORIG): <p>Then Ripple shared how she had traveled the world searching for them, how the Seasons had generously assisted her by providing Sunbeam, Breeze, Leaf, and Flake; and how, despite many dangers, she had finally come to ask them for the magic flame that could bring the little child back to life.</p>

Line 1019 (NEW):  <p>Then Ripple shared how she had traveled the world searching for them, how the Seasons had generously assisted her by providing Sunbeam, Breeze, Leaf, and Flake; and how, despite many dangers, she had finally come to ask them for the magic flame that could bring the little child back to life.</p>

-----

Line 1020 (ORIG): <p>When she finished her story, the spirits whispered seriously to each other, and sparks fell rapidly with every word; finally, the Fire-Queen said out loud,—</p>

Line 1020 (NEW):  <p>When she finished her story, the spirits whispered seriously to each other, and sparks fell rapidly with every word; finally, the Fire-Queen said out loud,—</p>

-----

Line 1021 (ORIG): <p>“We can’t give you the flame you’re asking for, because each of us must take it from our own hearts; and we won’t do that, because the brighter our inner fire burns, the more beautiful we become. So please don’t ask us for this; but we will gladly offer you any other gift, because we care about you and want to help you if we can.”</p>

Line 1021 (NEW):  <p>“We can’t give you the flame you’re asking for, because each of us must take it from our own hearts; and we won’t do that, because the brighter our inner fire burns, the more beautiful we become. So please don’t ask us for this; but we will gladly offer you any other gift, because we care about you and want to help you if we can.”</p>

-----

Line 1022 (ORIG): <p>But Ripple asked for nothing else and, crying softly, pleaded with them not to send her back without the gift she had traveled so far to get.</p>

Line 1022 (NEW):  <p>But Ripple asked for nothing else and, crying softly, pleaded with them not to send her back without the gift she had traveled so far to get.</p>

-----

Line 1023 (ORIG): <p>“O dear, warm-hearted Spirits! Please share a little light from your own hearts, and I’m sure it will shine even brighter because of this generous act; and I will happily repay you if I can.” As she said this, the Queen, who had noticed the chain of jewels Ripple wore around her neck, responded,—</p>

Line 1023 (NEW):  <p>“O dear, warm-hearted Spirits! Please share a little light from your own hearts, and I’m sure it will shine even brighter because of this generous act; and I will happily repay you if I can.” As she said this, the Queen, who had noticed the chain of jewels Ripple wore around her neck, responded,—</p>

-----

Line 1024 (ORIG): <p>“If you give me those bright, sparkling stones, I’ll share some of my own fire with you; we don’t have such beautiful things to wear around our necks, and I really want them. Will you trade them for what I’m offering, little Spirit?”</p>

Line 1024 (NEW):  <p>“If you give me those bright, sparkling stones, I’ll share some of my own fire with you; we don’t have such beautiful things to wear around our necks, and I really want them. Will you trade them for what I’m offering, little Spirit?”</p>

-----

Line 1025 (ORIG): <p>Joyfully, Ripple handed her the chain; but as soon as it touched her hand, the jewels melted like snow and fell in bright drops to the ground. At this, the Queen’s eyes flashed, and the Spirits gathered angrily around poor Ripple, who sadly looked at the broken chain and thought in vain about what she could offer to get the thing she desired so desperately.</p>

Line 1025 (NEW):  <p>Joyfully, Ripple handed her the chain; but as soon as it touched her hand, the jewels melted like snow and fell in bright drops to the ground. At this, the Queen’s eyes flashed, and the Spirits gathered angrily around poor Ripple, who sadly looked at the broken chain and thought in vain about what she could offer to get the thing she desired so desperately.</p>

-----

Line 1026 (ORIG): <p>“I have many prettier gems than these, in my home beneath the sea; and I will collect all I can from far and wide if you grant my request and give me what I’m looking for,” she said, turning gently to the fiery Spirits, who were swirling around her fiercely.</p>

Line 1026 (NEW):  <p>“I have many prettier gems than these, in my home beneath the sea; and I will collect all I can from far and wide if you grant my request and give me what I’m looking for,” she said, turning gently to the fiery Spirits, who were swirling around her fiercely.</p>

-----

Line 1027 (ORIG): <p>“You need to bring each of us a jewel that won't disappear from our hands like these have,” they said, “and we will share our fire; and when the child is brought to life, you must gather all the jewels you can find from the depths of the sea, so we can test them here in the flames; but if they melt away like these, then we will keep you prisoner until you return the light we gave you. If you agree to this, then take our gift and go back home; but make sure you come back, or we will come looking for you.”</p>

Line 1027 (NEW):  <p>“You need to bring each of us a jewel that won't disappear from our hands like these have,” they said, “and we will share our fire; and when the child is brought to life, you must gather all the jewels you can find from the depths of the sea, so we can test them here in the flames; but if they melt away like these, then we will keep you prisoner until you return the light we gave you. If you agree to this, then take our gift and go back home; but make sure you come back, or we will come looking for you.”</p>

-----

Line 1028 (ORIG): <p>And Ripple said she would agree, even though she didn’t know if the jewels could be found; still, thinking of the promise she had made, she forgot everything else and told the Spirits that what they asked would definitely be done. So each one gave a bit of the fire from their hearts and placed the flame in a crystal vase, through which it shone and sparkled like a star.</p>

Line 1028 (NEW):  <p>And Ripple said she would agree, even though she didn’t know if the jewels could be found; still, thinking of the promise she had made, she forgot everything else and told the Spirits that what they asked would definitely be done. So each one gave a bit of the fire from their hearts and placed the flame in a crystal vase, through which it shone and sparkled like a star.</p>

-----

Line 1029 (ORIG): <p>Then, reminding her to keep all her promises to them, they led her to the golden arch and said goodbye.</p>

Line 1029 (NEW):  <p>Then, reminding her to keep all her promises to them, they led her to the golden arch and said goodbye.</p>

-----

Line 1030 (ORIG): <p>So, she made her way down the glowing path, through mist and cloud, back to where she came from; until, far below, she saw the wide blue ocean she had left so long ago.</p>

Line 1030 (NEW):  <p>So, she made her way down the glowing path, through mist and cloud, back to where she came from; until, far below, she saw the wide blue ocean she had left so long ago.</p>

-----

Line 1031 (ORIG): <p>Gladly, she dove into the clear, cool waves and floated back to her lovely home, where the Spirits joyfully gathered around her, listening with tears and smiles as she shared all her many adventures and showed them the crystal vase she had brought.</p>

Line 1031 (NEW):  <p>Gladly, she dove into the clear, cool waves and floated back to her lovely home, where the Spirits joyfully gathered around her, listening with tears and smiles as she shared all her many adventures and showed them the crystal vase she had brought.</p>

-----

Line 1032 (ORIG): <p>“Come on,” they said, “and finish the good work you've bravely continued.” So they went to the quiet tomb, where the little child lay like a cold, still marble statue. Ripple placed the flame on his chest and watched it gleam and sparkle there, as light slowly returned to the once dim eyes, a rosy glow spread over the pale face, and breath flowed through the parted lips; the magic fire burned brighter and warmer until the child awoke from his long sleep and looked up in smiling wonder at the faces leaning over him.</p>

Line 1032 (NEW):  <p>“Come on,” they said, “and finish the good work you've bravely continued.” So they went to the quiet tomb, where the little child lay like a cold, still marble statue. Ripple placed the flame on his chest and watched it gleam and sparkle there, as light slowly returned to the once dim eyes, a rosy glow spread over the pale face, and breath flowed through the parted lips; the magic fire burned brighter and warmer until the child awoke from his long sleep and looked up in smiling wonder at the faces leaning over him.</p>

-----

Line 1033 (ORIG): <p>Then Ripple sang with joy, and, along with her sister Spirits, dressed the child in lovely clothes made from colorful seaweed. They adorned his shining hair with long garlands of their most beautiful flowers and draped chains of bright shells around his little arms.</p>

Line 1033 (NEW):  <p>Then Ripple sang with joy, and, along with her sister Spirits, dressed the child in lovely clothes made from colorful seaweed. They adorned his shining hair with long garlands of their most beautiful flowers and draped chains of bright shells around his little arms.</p>

-----

Line 1034 (ORIG): <p>“Now come with us, dear child,” said Ripple; “we’ll take you safely up into the sunlight and the fresh air; for this isn’t your home, and over there, on the shore, a caring friend is waiting for you.”</p>

Line 1034 (NEW):  <p>“Now come with us, dear child,” said Ripple; “we’ll take you safely up into the sunlight and the fresh air; for this isn’t your home, and over there, on the shore, a caring friend is waiting for you.”</p>

-----

Line 1035 (ORIG): <p>So up they went, through foam and spray, until they reached the beach, where the fresh winds danced through her flowing hair, and the waves broke sparkling at her feet. The lonely mother stood there, gazing longingly across the sea. Suddenly, on a big blue wave that came rolling in, she saw the Water-Spirits smiling at her; and high above, in their bright white arms, her child reached out his hands to welcome her, while the little voice she had missed so much called out cheerfully,—</p>

Line 1035 (NEW):  <p>So up they went, through foam and spray, until they reached the beach, where the fresh winds danced through her flowing hair, and the waves broke sparkling at her feet. The lonely mother stood there, gazing longingly across the sea. Suddenly, on a big blue wave that came rolling in, she saw the Water-Spirits smiling at her; and high above, in their bright white arms, her child reached out his hands to welcome her, while the little voice she had missed so much called out cheerfully,—</p>

-----

Line 1036 (ORIG): <p>“Look, dear mother, I’ve arrived; and see what beautiful things the gentle Spirits gave me to make me look more beautiful to you.”</p>

Line 1036 (NEW):  <p>“Look, dear mother, I’ve arrived; and see what beautiful things the gentle Spirits gave me to make me look more beautiful to you.”</p>

-----

Line 1037 (ORIG): <p>Then gently the huge wave broke and rolled back to the sea, leaving Ripple on the shore and the child wrapped in his mother’s arms.</p>

Line 1037 (NEW):  <p>Then gently the huge wave broke and rolled back to the sea, leaving Ripple on the shore and the child wrapped in his mother’s arms.</p>

-----

Line 1038 (ORIG): <p>“O faithful little Spirit! I would happily give you a valuable gift to show my gratitude for this kind deed; but I have nothing except this chain of little pearls: they are the tears I shed, and the sea has transformed them like this, so I could offer them to you,” the happy mother said, after her initial joy had settled, and Ripple turned to leave.</p>

Line 1038 (NEW):  <p>“O faithful little Spirit! I would happily give you a valuable gift to show my gratitude for this kind deed; but I have nothing except this chain of little pearls: they are the tears I shed, and the sea has transformed them like this, so I could offer them to you,” the happy mother said, after her initial joy had settled, and Ripple turned to leave.</p>

-----

Line 1039 (ORIG): <p>“Yes, I will happily wear your gift and see it as my most beautiful ornament,” the Water-Spirit said; and with the pearls on her chest, she left the shore, where the child was playing joyfully back and forth, and the mother’s happy smile beamed upon her until she disappeared beneath the waves.</p>

Line 1039 (NEW):  <p>“Yes, I will happily wear your gift and see it as my most beautiful ornament,” the Water-Spirit said; and with the pearls on her chest, she left the shore, where the child was playing joyfully back and forth, and the mother’s happy smile beamed upon her until she disappeared beneath the waves.</p>

-----

Line 1040 (ORIG): <p>And now another task had to be done; she had to keep her promise to the Fire-Spirits. She searched far and wide among the ocean's caves and collected all the brightest jewels sparkling there; and then she set off again with her loyal Breeze, traveling through the sky.</p>

Line 1040 (NEW):  <p>And now another task had to be done; she had to keep her promise to the Fire-Spirits. She searched far and wide among the ocean's caves and collected all the brightest jewels sparkling there; and then she set off again with her loyal Breeze, traveling through the sky.</p>

-----

Line 1041 (ORIG): <p>The Spirits happily welcomed her and took her to the Queen, where she poured out the sparkling gems she had gathered with so much effort and care. But when the Spirits tried to make them into crowns, they slipped through their fingers like colored drops of dew. Ripple watched in fear and sadness as they melted away one by one until none of the many she had brought were left. Then the Fire-Spirits looked at her in anger, and when she pleaded with them to be merciful and let her try again, saying,—</p>

Line 1041 (NEW):  <p>The Spirits happily welcomed her and took her to the Queen, where she poured out the sparkling gems she had gathered with so much effort and care. But when the Spirits tried to make them into crowns, they slipped through their fingers like colored drops of dew. Ripple watched in fear and sadness as they melted away one by one until none of the many she had brought were left. Then the Fire-Spirits looked at her in anger, and when she pleaded with them to be merciful and let her try again, saying,—</p>

-----

Line 1042 (ORIG): <p>“Don’t keep me trapped here. I can’t handle the flames that sustain you, and if it weren’t for this blanket of snow, I would fade away and disappear like the jewels in your hands. Oh dear Spirits, give me another task, but let me leave this warm place, where everything feels strange and frightening to a Spirit of the sea.”</p>

Line 1042 (NEW):  <p>“Don’t keep me trapped here. I can’t handle the flames that sustain you, and if it weren’t for this blanket of snow, I would fade away and disappear like the jewels in your hands. Oh dear Spirits, give me another task, but let me leave this warm place, where everything feels strange and frightening to a Spirit of the sea.”</p>

-----

Line 1043 (ORIG): <p>They wouldn’t listen and got closer, saying, while bright sparks flew from their lips, “We won’t let you go because you promised to be ours if the gems you brought turned out to be worthless. So throw away this cold white cloak, jump in the fire fountains with us, and help us bring back to our embrace the light we gave you for the child.”</p>

Line 1043 (NEW):  <p>They wouldn’t listen and got closer, saying, while bright sparks flew from their lips, “We won’t let you go because you promised to be ours if the gems you brought turned out to be worthless. So throw away this cold white cloak, jump in the fire fountains with us, and help us bring back to our embrace the light we gave you for the child.”</p>

-----

Line 1044 (ORIG): <p>Then Ripple collapsed onto the scorching floor, realizing that her life was almost over; she knew the hot air of the fire palace would be fatal for her. The Spirits gathered around and started to pull off her cloak; but underneath, they saw the pearl chain, glowing with a clear, soft light that shone even brighter when they touched it.</p>

Line 1044 (NEW):  <p>Then Ripple collapsed onto the scorching floor, realizing that her life was almost over; she knew the hot air of the fire palace would be fatal for her. The Spirits gathered around and started to pull off her cloak; but underneath, they saw the pearl chain, glowing with a clear, soft light that shone even brighter when they touched it.</p>

-----

Line 1045 (ORIG): <p>“O give us this!” they cried; “it’s way more beautiful than everything else, and it doesn’t disappear like the others do; and look how brightly it sparkles in our hands. If we can just have this, everything will be fine, and you’ll be free once again.”</p>

Line 1045 (NEW):  <p>“O give us this!” they cried; “it’s way more beautiful than everything else, and it doesn’t disappear like the others do; and look how brightly it sparkles in our hands. If we can just have this, everything will be fine, and you’ll be free once again.”</p>

-----

Line 1046 (ORIG): <p>And Ripple, safe again under her snowflake, happily gave them the chain and explained that the pearls they now wore proudly on their chests were made from tears that might still be flowing if it weren't for them. Then the Spirits smiled warmly at her and wanted to wrap their arms around her and kiss her cheek, but she stepped back, saying that every touch from them felt like a wound to her.</p>

Line 1046 (NEW):  <p>And Ripple, safe again under her snowflake, happily gave them the chain and explained that the pearls they now wore proudly on their chests were made from tears that might still be flowing if it weren't for them. Then the Spirits smiled warmly at her and wanted to wrap their arms around her and kiss her cheek, but she stepped back, saying that every touch from them felt like a wound to her.</p>

-----

Line 1047 (ORIG): <p>“Then, if we can’t express our joy like that, we’ll show it in another way and wish you a happy journey home. Join us,” the Spirits said, “and see the beautiful path we’ve created for you.” They took her to the tall gate, and there, from the sky to the ground, a stunning rainbow stretched its vibrant colors in the sunlight.</p>

Line 1047 (NEW):  <p>“Then, if we can’t express our joy like that, we’ll show it in another way and wish you a happy journey home. Join us,” the Spirits said, “and see the beautiful path we’ve created for you.” They took her to the tall gate, and there, from the sky to the ground, a stunning rainbow stretched its vibrant colors in the sunlight.</p>

-----

Line 1048 (ORIG): <p>“This is such a nice path,” said Ripple. “Thank you, kind Spirits, for your help; and now goodbye. I would love to stay longer, but we can't stay together, and I’m really missing my cool home. Now Sunbeam, Breeze, Leaf, and Flake, go back to the Seasons where you came from, and let them know that, thanks to their thoughtful gifts, Ripple’s work is finally finished.”</p>

Line 1048 (NEW):  <p>“This is such a nice path,” said Ripple. “Thank you, kind Spirits, for your help; and now goodbye. I would love to stay longer, but we can't stay together, and I’m really missing my cool home. Now Sunbeam, Breeze, Leaf, and Flake, go back to the Seasons where you came from, and let them know that, thanks to their thoughtful gifts, Ripple’s work is finally finished.”</p>

-----

Line 1049 (ORIG): <p>Then down along the shining path laid out before her, the cheerful little Spirit glided to the sea.</p>

Line 1049 (NEW):  <p>Then down along the shining path laid out before her, the cheerful little Spirit glided to the sea.</p>

-----

Line 1050 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 1050 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 1051 (ORIG): <p>“Thanks, dear Summer-Wind,” said the Queen; “we will remember the lessons you have each taught us, and when we meet again in Fern Dale, you can share more with us. And now, dear Trip, call them from the lake, because the moon is setting quickly, and we need to hurry home.”</p>

Line 1051 (NEW):  <p>“Thanks, dear Summer-Wind,” said the Queen; “we will remember the lessons you have each taught us, and when we meet again in Fern Dale, you can share more with us. And now, dear Trip, call them from the lake, because the moon is setting quickly, and we need to hurry home.”</p>

-----

Line 1052 (ORIG): <p>The Elves gathered around their Queen, and while the rustling leaves were quiet, and the sweet sounds of the flowers combined with their own, they sang this</p>

Line 1052 (NEW):  <p>The Elves gathered around their Queen, and while the rustling leaves were quiet, and the sweet sounds of the flowers combined with their own, they sang this</p>

-----

Line 1053 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 1053 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 1054 (ORIG): <div class="chapter">

Line 1054 (NEW):  <div class="chapter">

-----

Line 1055 (ORIG): <h2><a id="chap10"></a>

Line 1055 (NEW):  <h2><a id="chap10"></a>

-----

Line 1056 (ORIG): FAIRY SONG.

Line 1056 (NEW):  FAIRY SONG.

-----

Line 1057 (ORIG): </h2>

Line 1057 (NEW):  </h2>

-----

Line 1058 (ORIG): <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The moonlight fades from the flowers and trees,</span><br/>

Line 1058 (NEW):  <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The moonlight dims on the flowers and trees,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1059 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the stars dim one by one;</span><br/>

Line 1059 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the stars fade away one by one;</span><br/>

-----

Line 1060 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The story is told, the song is sung,</span><br/>

Line 1060 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The story is told, the song is sung,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1061 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the Fairy feast is over.</span><br/>

Line 1061 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And the Fairy feast has ended.</span><br/>

-----

Line 1062 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The night breeze rocks the sleeping flowers,</span><br/>

Line 1062 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The night breeze sways the sleeping flowers,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1063 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sings to them, soft and low.</span><br/>

Line 1063 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And sings to them, gently and softly.</span><br/>

-----

Line 1064 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The early birds will soon wake:</span><br/>

Line 1064 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The early birds will wake up soon:</span><br/>

-----

Line 1065 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1em">It’s time for the Elves to leave.</span><br/></p>

Line 1065 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1em">It’s time for the Elves to go.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 1066 (ORIG): <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Over the sleeping earth we silently move,</span><br/>

Line 1066 (NEW):  <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">We quietly glide over the sleeping earth,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1067 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Unseen by human eyes,</span><br/>

Line 1067 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Unseen by human eyes,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1068 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And send sweet dreams as we gently float</span><br/>

Line 1068 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And send sweet dreams as we softly drift</span><br/>

-----

Line 1069 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through the calm moonlit sky;—</span><br/>

Line 1069 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Through the peaceful moonlit sky;—</span><br/>

-----

Line 1070 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For only the stars' soft eyes can see,</span><br/>

Line 1070 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">For only the gentle eyes of the stars can see,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1071 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And only the flowers may understand,</span><br/>

Line 1071 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And only the flowers might understand,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1072 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The feasts we hold, the stories we share:</span><br/>

Line 1072 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The meals we have, the stories we tell:</span><br/>

-----

Line 1073 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">So it’s time for the Elves to leave.</span><br/></p>

Line 1073 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">So it's time for the Elves to go.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 1074 (ORIG): <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">From birds, and flowers, and bees,</span><br/>

Line 1074 (NEW):  <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">From birds, flowers, and bees,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1075 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">We learn the lessons they share;</span><br/>

Line 1075 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">We take in the lessons they teach;</span><br/>

-----

Line 1076 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And try, through kind actions, to earn</span><br/>

Line 1076 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And make an effort, through kind actions, to earn</span><br/>

-----

Line 1077 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A loving friend everywhere.</span><br/>

Line 1077 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">A caring friend everywhere.</span><br/>

-----

Line 1078 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And even though we’re unseen on earth,</span><br/>

Line 1078 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And even though we’re not visible on earth,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1079 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Soft voices whisper softly,</span><br/>

Line 1079 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Gentle voices whisper softly,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1080 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And gentle hearts joyfully welcome</span><br/>

Line 1080 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">And kind hearts happily welcome</span><br/>

-----

Line 1081 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The Elves wherever they go.</span><br/></p>

Line 1081 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">The Elves wherever they go.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 1082 (ORIG): <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">When we meet again in the Fairy dell,</span><br/>

Line 1082 (NEW):  <p class="poem"><span style="margin-left: 0.5em">When we meet again in the Fairy dell,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1083 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">May the soft light of the silver moon</span><br/>

Line 1083 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">May the gentle light of the silver moon</span><br/>

-----

Line 1084 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Shine on our faces just as brightly as now,</span><br/>

Line 1084 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Shine on our faces just as brightly as you do now,</span><br/>

-----

Line 1085 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And keep our Elfin hearts light.</span><br/>

Line 1085 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">And keep our Elfin hearts cheerful.</span><br/>

-----

Line 1086 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now spread your wings, for the eastern sky</span><br/>

Line 1086 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">Now spread your wings, for the eastern sky.</span><br/>

-----

Line 1087 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will soon glow with sunlight.</span><br/>

Line 1087 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Will soon shine with sunlight.</span><br/>

-----

Line 1088 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The morning star will guide us home:</span><br/>

Line 1088 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 0.5em">The morning star will lead us home:</span><br/>

-----

Line 1089 (ORIG): <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Farewell! The Elves must go.</span><br/></p>

Line 1089 (NEW):  <span style="margin-left: 1.5em">Goodbye! The Elves have to leave.</span><br/></p>

-----

Line 1090 (ORIG): <br/>

Line 1090 (NEW):  <br/>

-----

Line 1091 (ORIG): <p>As the music stopped, the Elves gently spread their shimmering wings and quietly flew over the sleeping earth. The flowers shut their bright petals, the gentle winds hushed, because the celebration was over and the Fairy lessons had finished.</p>

Line 1091 (NEW):  <p>As the music stopped, the Elves gently spread their shimmering wings and quietly flew over the sleeping earth. The flowers shut their bright petals, the gentle winds hushed, because the celebration was over and the Fairy lessons had finished.</p>

-----

Line 1092 (ORIG): </div><!--end chapter-->

Line 1092 (NEW):  </div><!--end chapter-->

-----

Line 1093 (ORIG): <div style="display:block; margin-top:4em"></div><section class="pg-boilerplate pgheader" id="pg-footer" lang="en">

Line 1093 (NEW):  <div style="display:block; margin-top:4em"></div><section class="pg-boilerplate pgheader" id="pg-footer" lang="en">

-----

Line 1094 (ORIG): </section></body>

Line 1094 (NEW):  </section></body>

-----

Line 1095 (ORIG): </html>

Line 1095 (NEW):  </html>

-----
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FLOWER FABLES.






The summer moon shone brightly down upon the sleeping earth, while

far away from mortal eyes danced the Fairy folk. Fire-flies hung

in bright clusters on the dewy leaves, that waved in the cool

night-wind; and the flowers stood gazing, in very wonder, at the

little Elves, who lay among the fern-leaves, swung in the vine-boughs,

sailed on the lake in lily cups, or danced on the mossy ground,

to the music of the hare-bells, who rung out their merriest peal

in honor of the night.








Under the shade of a wild rose sat the Queen and her little

Maids of Honor, beside the silvery mushroom where the feast

was spread.








“Now, my friends,” said she, “to while away the time till the bright

moon goes down, let us each tell a tale, or relate what we have done

or learned this day. I will begin with you, Sunny Lock,” added she,

turning to a lovely little Elf, who lay among the fragrant leaves

of a primrose.








With a gay smile, “Sunny Lock” began her story.








“As I was painting the bright petals of a blue bell, it told me

this tale.”













THE FROST-KING:


OR,


THE POWER OF LOVE.








Three little Fairies sat in the fields eating their breakfast;

each among the leaves of her favorite flower, Daisy, Primrose,

and Violet, were happy as Elves need be.








The morning wind gently rocked them to and fro, and the sun

shone warmly down upon the dewy grass, where butterflies spread

their gay wings, and bees with their deep voices sung

among the flowers; while the little birds hopped merrily about

to peep at them.








On a silvery mushroom was spread the breakfast; little cakes

of flower-dust lay on a broad green leaf, beside a crimson

strawberry, which, with sugar from the violet, and cream

from the yellow milkweed, made a fairy meal, and their drink was

the dew from the flowers’ bright leaves.








“Ah me,” sighed Primrose, throwing herself languidly back,

“how warm the sun grows! give me another piece of strawberry,

and then I must hasten away to the shadow of the ferns. But

while I eat, tell me, dear Violet, why are you all so sad?

I have scarce seen a happy face since my return from Rose Land;

dear friend, what means it?”








“I will tell you,” replied little Violet, the tears gathering

in her soft eyes. “Our good Queen is ever striving to keep

the dear flowers from the power of the cruel Frost-King; many ways

she tried, but all have failed. She has sent messengers to his court

with costly gifts; but all have returned sick for want of sunlight,

weary and sad; we have watched over them, heedless of sun or shower,

but still his dark spirits do their work, and we are left to weep

over our blighted blossoms. Thus have we striven, and in vain;

and this night our Queen holds council for the last time. Therefore

are we sad, dear Primrose, for she has toiled and cared for us,

and we can do nothing to help or advise her now.”








“It is indeed a cruel thing,” replied her friend; “but as we cannot

help it, we must suffer patiently, and not let the sorrows of others

disturb our happiness. But, dear sisters, see you not how high

the sun is getting? I have my locks to curl, and my robe to prepare

for the evening; therefore I must be gone, or I shall be brown as

a withered leaf in this warm light.” So, gathering a tiny mushroom

for a parasol, she flew away; Daisy soon followed, and Violet was

left alone.








Then she spread the table afresh, and to it came fearlessly the busy

ant and bee, gay butterfly and bird; even the poor blind mole and

humble worm were not forgotten; and with gentle words she gave to all,

while each learned something of their kind little teacher; and the

love that made her own heart bright shone alike on all.








The ant and bee learned generosity, the butterfly and bird

contentment, the mole and worm confidence in the love of others;

and each went to their home better for the little time they had been

with Violet.








Evening came, and with it troops of Elves to counsel their good Queen,

who, seated on her mossy throne, looked anxiously upon the throng

below, whose glittering wings and rustling robes gleamed like

many-colored flowers.








At length she rose, and amid the deep silence spoke thus:—








“Dear children, let us not tire of a good work, hard though it be

and wearisome; think of the many little hearts that in their sorrow

look to us for help. What would the green earth be without its

lovely flowers, and what a lonely home for us! Their beauty fills

our hearts with brightness, and their love with tender thoughts.

Ought we then to leave them to die uncared for and alone? They give

to us their all; ought we not to toil unceasingly, that they may

bloom in peace within their quiet homes? We have tried to gain

the love of the stern Frost-King, but in vain; his heart is hard as

his own icy land; no love can melt, no kindness bring it back to

sunlight and to joy. How then may we keep our frail blossoms

from his cruel spirits? Who will give us counsel? Who will be

our messenger for the last time? Speak, my subjects.”








Then a great murmuring arose, and many spoke, some for costlier gifts,

some for war; and the fearful counselled patience and submission.








Long and eagerly they spoke, and their soft voices rose high.








Then sweet music sounded on the air, and the loud tones were hushed,

as in wondering silence the Fairies waited what should come.








Through the crowd there came a little form, a wreath of pure

white violets lay among the bright locks that fell so softly

round the gentle face, where a deep blush glowed, as, kneeling at

the throne, little Violet said:—








“Dear Queen, we have bent to the Frost-King’s power, we have borne

gifts unto his pride, but have we gone trustingly to him and

spoken fearlessly of his evil deeds? Have we shed the soft light

of unwearied love around his cold heart, and with patient tenderness

shown him how bright and beautiful love can make even the darkest lot?








“Our messengers have gone fearfully, and with cold looks and

courtly words offered him rich gifts, things he cared not for,

and with equal pride has he sent them back.








“Then let me, the weakest of your band, go to him, trusting

in the love I know lies hidden in the coldest heart.








“I will bear only a garland of our fairest flowers; these

will I wind about him, and their bright faces, looking lovingly

in his, will bring sweet thoughts to his dark mind, and their

soft breath steal in like gentle words. Then, when he sees them

fading on his breast, will he not sigh that there is no warmth there

to keep them fresh and lovely? This will I do, dear Queen, and

never leave his dreary home, till the sunlight falls on flowers

fair as those that bloom in our own dear land.”








Silently the Queen had listened, but now, rising and placing her hand

on little Violet’s head, she said, turning to the throng below:—

“We in our pride and power have erred, while this, the weakest and

lowliest of our subjects, has from the innocence of her own pure heart

counselled us more wisely than the noblest of our train.

All who will aid our brave little messenger, lift your wands,

that we may know who will place their trust in the Power of Love.”








Every fairy wand glistened in the air, as with silvery voices

they cried, “Love and little Violet.”








Then down from the throne, hand in hand, came the Queen and Violet,

and till the moon sank did the Fairies toil, to weave a wreath

of the fairest flowers. Tenderly they gathered them, with the

night-dew fresh upon their leaves, and as they wove chanted sweet

spells, and whispered fairy blessings on the bright messengers

whom they sent forth to die in a dreary land, that their gentle

kindred might bloom unharmed.








At length it was done; and the fair flowers lay glowing

in the soft starlight, while beside them stood the Fairies, singing

to the music of the wind-harps:—











We are sending you, dear flowers,


Forth alone to die,


Where your gentle sisters may not weep


O’er the cold graves where you lie;


But you go to bring them fadeless life


In the bright homes where they dwell,


And you softly smile that ’t is so,


As we sadly sing farewell.









O plead with gentle words for us,


And whisper tenderly


Of generous love to that cold heart,


And it will answer ye;


And though you fade in a dreary home,


Yet loving hearts will tell


Of the joy and peace that you have given:


Flowers, dear flowers, farewell!”












The morning sun looked softly down upon the broad green earth,

which like a mighty altar was sending up clouds of perfume from its

breast, while flowers danced gayly in the summer wind, and birds sang

their morning hymn among the cool green leaves. Then high above,

on shining wings, soared a little form. The sunlight rested softly

on the silken hair, and the winds fanned lovingly the bright face,

and brought the sweetest odors to cheer her on.








Thus went Violet through the clear air, and the earth looked

smiling up to her, as, with the bright wreath folded in her

arms, she flew among the soft, white clouds.








On and on she went, over hill and valley, broad rivers and

rustling woods, till the warm sunlight passed away, the winds

grew cold, and the air thick with falling snow. Then far below

she saw the Frost-King’s home. Pillars of hard, gray ice supported

the high, arched roof, hung with crystal icicles. Dreary gardens

lay around, filled with withered flowers and bare, drooping trees;

while heavy clouds hung low in the dark sky, and a cold wind

murmured sadly through the wintry air.








With a beating heart Violet folded her fading wreath more closely

to her breast, and with weary wings flew onward to the dreary palace.








Here, before the closed doors, stood many forms with dark faces and

harsh, discordant voices, who sternly asked the shivering little Fairy

why she came to them.








Gently she answered, telling them her errand, beseeching them

to let her pass ere the cold wind blighted her frail blossoms.

Then they flung wide the doors, and she passed in.








Walls of ice, carved with strange figures, were around her;

glittering icicles hung from the high roof, and soft, white snow

covered the hard floors. On a throne hung with clouds sat

the Frost-King; a crown of crystals bound his white locks, and

a dark mantle wrought with delicate frost-work was folded over

his cold breast.








His stern face could not stay little Violet, and on through

the long hall she went, heedless of the snow that gathered on

her feet, and the bleak wind that blew around her; while the King

with wondering eyes looked on the golden light that played upon the

dark walls as she passed.








The flowers, as if they knew their part, unfolded their bright leaves,

and poured forth their sweetest perfume, as, kneeling at the throne,

the brave little Fairy said,—








“O King of blight and sorrow, send me not away till I have

brought back the light and joy that will make your dark home bright

and beautiful again. Let me call back to the desolate gardens the

fair forms that are gone, and their soft voices blessing you will

bring to your breast a never failing joy. Cast by your icy crown

and sceptre, and let the sunlight of love fall softly on your heart.








“Then will the earth bloom again in all its beauty, and your dim eyes

will rest only on fair forms, while music shall sound through these

dreary halls, and the love of grateful hearts be yours. Have pity

on the gentle flower-spirits, and do not doom them to an early death,

when they might bloom in fadeless beauty, making us wiser by their

gentle teachings, and the earth brighter by their lovely forms.

These fair flowers, with the prayers of all Fairy Land, I lay

before you; O send me not away till they are answered.”








And with tears falling thick and fast upon their tender leaves,

Violet laid the wreath at his feet, while the golden light grew ever

brighter as it fell upon the little form so humbly kneeling there.








The King’s stern face grew milder as he gazed on the gentle Fairy,

and the flowers seemed to look beseechingly upon him; while their

fragrant voices sounded softly in his ear, telling of their dying

sisters, and of the joy it gives to bring happiness to the weak

and sorrowing. But he drew the dark mantle closer over his breast

and answered coldly,—








“I cannot grant your prayer, little Fairy; it is my will

the flowers should die. Go back to your Queen, and tell her

that I cannot yield my power to please these foolish flowers.”








Then Violet hung the wreath above the throne, and with weary foot

went forth again, out into the cold, dark gardens, and still the

golden shadows followed her, and wherever they fell, flowers bloomed

and green leaves rustled.








Then came the Frost-Spirits, and beneath their cold wings the

flowers died, while the Spirits bore Violet to a low, dark cell,

saying as they left her, that their King was angry that she had dared

to stay when he had bid her go.








So all alone she sat, and sad thoughts of her happy home came back

to her, and she wept bitterly. But soon came visions of the gentle

flowers dying in their forest homes, and their voices ringing

in her ear, imploring her to save them. Then she wept no longer,

but patiently awaited what might come.








Soon the golden light gleamed faintly through the cell, and she heard

little voices calling for help, and high up among the heavy cobwebs

hung poor little flies struggling to free themselves, while their

cruel enemies sat in their nets, watching their pain.








With her wand the Fairy broke the bands that held them, tenderly bound

up their broken wings, and healed their wounds; while they lay in the

warm light, and feebly hummed their thanks to their kind deliverer.








Then she went to the ugly brown spiders, and in gentle words

told them, how in Fairy Land their kindred spun all the elfin cloth,

and in return the Fairies gave them food, and then how happily they

lived among the green leaves, spinning garments for their neighbors.

“And you too,” said she, “shall spin for me, and I will give you

better food than helpless insects. You shall live in peace,

and spin your delicate threads into a mantle for the stern King;

and I will weave golden threads amid the gray, that when folded over

his cold heart gentle thoughts may enter in and make it their home.”








And while she gayly sung, the little weavers spun their silken

threads, the flies on glittering wings flew lovingly above her head,

and over all the golden light shone softly down.








When the Frost-Spirits told their King, he greatly wondered and

often stole to look at the sunny little room where friends and enemies

worked peacefully together. Still the light grew brighter, and

floated out into the cold air, where it hung like bright clouds

above the dreary gardens, whence all the Spirits’ power could not

drive it; and green leaves budded on the naked trees, and

flowers bloomed; but the Spirits heaped snow upon them, and

they bowed their heads and died.








At length the mantle was finished, and amid the gray threads

shone golden ones, making it bright; and she sent it to the King,

entreating him to wear it, for it would bring peace and love

to dwell within his breast.








But he scornfully threw it aside, and bade his Spirits take her

to a colder cell, deep in the earth; and there with harsh words

they left her.








Still she sang gayly on, and the falling drops kept time so musically,

that the King in his cold ice-halls wondered at the low, sweet sounds

that came stealing up to him.








Thus Violet dwelt, and each day the golden light grew stronger; and

from among the crevices of the rocky walls came troops of little

velvet-coated moles, praying that they might listen to the sweet

music, and lie in the warm light.








“We lead,” said they, “a dreary life in the cold earth; the

flower-roots are dead, and no soft dews descend for us to drink,

no little seed or leaf can we find. Ah, good Fairy, let us be

your servants: give us but a few crumbs of your daily bread, and we

will do all in our power to serve you.”








And Violet said, Yes; so day after day they labored to make

a pathway through the frozen earth, that she might reach the roots

of the withered flowers; and soon, wherever through the dark galleries

she went, the soft light fell upon the roots of flowers, and they

with new life spread forth in the warm ground, and forced fresh sap

to the blossoms above. Brightly they bloomed and danced in the

soft light, and the Frost-Spirits tried in vain to harm them, for when

they came beneath the bright clouds their power to do evil left them.








From his dark castle the King looked out on the happy flowers,

who nodded gayly to him, and in sweet colors strove to tell him

of the good little Spirit, who toiled so faithfully below,

that they might live. And when he turned from the brightness without,

to his stately palace, it seemed so cold and dreary, that he folded

Violet’s mantle round him, and sat beneath the faded wreath upon his

ice-carved throne, wondering at the strange warmth that came from it;

till at length he bade his Spirits bring the little Fairy from

her dismal prison.








Soon they came hastening back, and prayed him to come and see

how lovely the dark cell had grown. The rough floor was spread

with deep green moss, and over wall and roof grew flowery vines,

filling the air with their sweet breath; while above played the clear,

soft light, casting rosy shadows on the glittering drops that lay

among the fragrant leaves; and beneath the vines stood Violet,

casting crumbs to the downy little moles who ran fearlessly about

and listened as she sang to them.








When the old King saw how much fairer she had made the dreary cell

than his palace rooms, gentle thoughts within whispered him to grant

her prayer, and let the little Fairy go back to her friends and home;

but the Frost-Spirits breathed upon the flowers and bid him see how

frail they were, and useless to a King. Then the stern, cold thoughts

came back again, and he harshly bid her follow him.








With a sad farewell to her little friends she followed him, and

before the throne awaited his command. When the King saw how pale and

sad the gentle face had grown, how thin her robe, and weak her wings,

and yet how lovingly the golden shadows fell around her and brightened

as they lay upon the wand, which, guided by patient love, had made

his once desolate home so bright, he could not be cruel to the one

who had done so much for him, and in kindly tone he said,—








“Little Fairy, I offer you two things, and you may choose

between them. If I will vow never more to harm the flowers you may

love, will you go back to your own people and leave me and my Spirits

to work our will on all the other flowers that bloom? The earth

is broad, and we can find them in any land, then why should you care

what happens to their kindred if your own are safe? Will you do this?”








“Ah!” answered Violet sadly, “do you not know that beneath

the flowers’ bright leaves there beats a little heart that loves

and sorrows like our own? And can I, heedless of their beauty,

doom them to pain and grief, that I might save my own dear blossoms

from the cruel foes to which I leave them? Ah no! sooner would I

dwell for ever in your darkest cell, than lose the love of those

warm, trusting hearts.”








“Then listen,” said the King, “to the task I give you. You shall

raise up for me a palace fairer than this, and if you can work

that miracle I will grant your prayer or lose my kingly crown.

And now go forth, and begin your task; my Spirits shall not harm you,

and I will wait till it is done before I blight another flower.”








Then out into the gardens went Violet with a heavy heart; for

she had toiled so long, her strength was nearly gone. But the

flowers whispered their gratitude, and folded their leaves as if they

blessed her; and when she saw the garden filled with loving friends,

who strove to cheer and thank her for her care, courage and strength

returned; and raising up thick clouds of mist, that hid her from the

wondering flowers, alone and trustingly she began her work.








As time went by, the Frost-King feared the task had been

too hard for the Fairy; sounds were heard behind the walls of mist,

bright shadows seen to pass within, but the little voice was never

heard. Meanwhile the golden light had faded from the garden,

the flowers bowed their heads, and all was dark and cold as when

the gentle Fairy came.








And to the stern King his home seemed more desolate and sad; for

he missed the warm light, the happy flowers, and, more than all,

the gay voice and bright face of little Violet. So he wandered

through his dreary palace, wondering how he had been content

to live before without sunlight and love.








And little Violet was mourned as dead in Fairy-Land, and many tears

were shed, for the gentle Fairy was beloved by all, from the Queen

down to the humblest flower. Sadly they watched over every bird

and blossom which she had loved, and strove to be like her in

kindly words and deeds. They wore cypress wreaths, and spoke of her

as one whom they should never see again.








Thus they dwelt in deepest sorrow, till one day there came to them an

unknown messenger, wrapped in a dark mantle, who looked with wondering

eyes on the bright palace, and flower-crowned elves, who kindly

welcomed him, and brought fresh dew and rosy fruit to refresh the

weary stranger. Then he told them that he came from the Frost-King,

who begged the Queen and all her subjects to come and see the palace

little Violet had built; for the veil of mist would soon be withdrawn,

and as she could not make a fairer home than the ice-castle, the King

wished her kindred near to comfort and to bear her home. And while

the Elves wept, he told them how patiently she had toiled, how

her fadeless love had made the dark cell bright and beautiful.








These and many other things he told them; for little Violet had won

the love of many of the Frost-Spirits, and even when they killed the

flowers she had toiled so hard to bring to life and beauty, she spoke

gentle words to them, and sought to teach them how beautiful is love.

Long stayed the messenger, and deeper grew his wonder that the Fairy

could have left so fair a home, to toil in the dreary palace of his

cruel master, and suffer cold and weariness, to give life and joy to

the weak and sorrowing. When the Elves had promised they would come,

he bade farewell to happy Fairy-Land, and flew sadly home.








At last the time arrived, and out in his barren garden, under a canopy

of dark clouds, sat the Frost-King before the misty wall, behind which

were heard low, sweet sounds, as of rustling trees and warbling birds.








Soon through the air came many-colored troops of Elves. First the

Queen, known by the silver lilies on her snowy robe and the bright

crown in her hair, beside whom flew a band of Elves in crimson and

gold, making sweet music on their flower-trumpets, while all around,

with smiling faces and bright eyes, fluttered her loving subjects.








On they came, like a flock of brilliant butterflies, their shining

wings and many-colored garments sparkling in the dim air; and soon

the leafless trees were gay with living flowers, and their sweet

voices filled the gardens with music. Like his subjects, the King

looked on the lovely Elves, and no longer wondered that little Violet

wept and longed for her home. Darker and more desolate seemed his

stately home, and when the Fairies asked for flowers, he felt ashamed

that he had none to give them.








At length a warm wind swept through the gardens, and the mist-clouds

passed away, while in silent wonder looked the Frost-King and

the Elves upon the scene before them.








Far as eye could reach were tall green trees whose drooping boughs

made graceful arches, through which the golden light shone softly,

making bright shadows on the deep green moss below, where the fairest

flowers waved in the cool wind, and sang, in their low, sweet voices,

how beautiful is Love.








Flowering vines folded their soft leaves around the trees,

making green pillars of their rough trunks. Fountains threw their

bright waters to the roof, and flocks of silver-winged birds flew

singing among the flowers, or brooded lovingly above their nests.

Doves with gentle eyes cooed among the green leaves, snow-white clouds

floated in the sunny sky, and the golden light, brighter than before,

shone softly down.








Soon through the long aisles came Violet, flowers and green leaves

rustling as she passed. On she went to the Frost-King’s throne,

bearing two crowns, one of sparkling icicles, the other of pure

white lilies, and kneeling before him, said,—








“My task is done, and, thanks to the Spirits of earth and air, I have

made as fair a home as Elfin hands can form. You must now decide.

Will you be King of Flower-Land, and own my gentle kindred for your

loving friends? Will you possess unfading peace and joy, and the

grateful love of all the green earth’s fragrant children? Then take

this crown of flowers. But if you can find no pleasure here,

go back to your own cold home, and dwell in solitude and darkness,

where no ray of sunlight or of joy can enter.








“Send forth your Spirits to carry sorrow and desolation over

the happy earth, and win for yourself the fear and hatred of those

who would so gladly love and reverence you. Then take this glittering

crown, hard and cold as your own heart will be, if you will shut out

all that is bright and beautiful. Both are before you. Choose.”








The old King looked at the little Fairy, and saw how lovingly

the bright shadows gathered round her, as if to shield her

from every harm; the timid birds nestled in her bosom, and the

flowers grew fairer as she looked upon them; while her gentle friends,

with tears in their bright eyes, folded their hands beseechingly,

and smiled on her.








Kind thought came thronging to his mind, and he turned to look at

the two palaces. Violet’s, so fair and beautiful, with its rustling

trees, calm, sunny skies, and happy birds and flowers, all created

by her patient love and care. His own, so cold and dark and dreary,

his empty gardens where no flowers could bloom, no green trees dwell,

or gay birds sing, all desolate and dim;—and while he gazed, his own

Spirits, casting off their dark mantles, knelt before him and besought

him not to send them forth to blight the things the gentle Fairies

loved so much. “We have served you long and faithfully,” said they,

“give us now our freedom, that we may learn to be beloved by the sweet

flowers we have harmed so long. Grant the little Fairy’s prayer;

and let her go back to her own dear home. She has taught us that

Love is mightier than Fear. Choose the Flower crown, and we will be

the truest subjects you have ever had.”








Then, amid a burst of wild, sweet music, the Frost-King placed

the Flower crown on his head, and knelt to little Violet; while far

and near, over the broad green earth, sounded the voices of flowers,

singing their thanks to the gentle Fairy, and the summer wind

was laden with perfumes, which they sent as tokens of their gratitude;

and wherever she went, old trees bent down to fold their slender

branches round her, flowers laid their soft faces against her own,

and whispered blessings; even the humble moss bent over the little

feet, and kissed them as they passed.








The old King, surrounded by the happy Fairies, sat in Violet’s

lovely home, and watched his icy castle melt away beneath the bright

sunlight; while his Spirits, cold and gloomy no longer, danced

with the Elves, and waited on their King with loving eagerness.

Brighter grew the golden light, gayer sang the birds, and the

harmonious voices of grateful flowers, sounding over the earth,

carried new joy to all their gentle kindred.











Brighter shone the golden shadows;


On the cool wind softly came


The low, sweet tones of happy flowers,


Singing little Violet’s name.


’Mong the green trees was it whispered,


And the bright waves bore it on


To the lonely forest flowers,


Where the glad news had not gone.









Thus the Frost-King lost his kingdom,


And his power to harm and blight.


Violet conquered, and his cold heart


Warmed with music, love, and light;


And his fair home, once so dreary,


Gay with lovely Elves and flowers,


Brought a joy that never faded


Through the long bright summer hours.









Thus, by Violet’s magic power,


All dark shadows passed away,


And o’er the home of happy flowers


The golden light for ever lay.


Thus the Fairy mission ended,


And all Flower-Land was taught


The “Power of Love,” by gentle deeds


That little Violet wrought.












As Sunny Lock ceased, another little Elf came forward; and this was

the tale “Silver Wing” told.













EVA’S VISIT TO FAIRY-LAND.








Down among the grass and fragrant clover lay little Eva by the

brook-side, watching the bright waves, as they went singing by under

the drooping flowers that grew on its banks. As she was wondering

where the waters went, she heard a faint, low sound, as of far-off

music. She thought it was the wind, but not a leaf was stirring,

and soon through the rippling water came a strange little boat.








It was a lily of the valley, whose tall stem formed the mast,

while the broad leaves that rose from the roots, and drooped again

till they reached the water, were filled with gay little Elves,

who danced to the music of the silver lily-bells above, that rang

a merry peal, and filled the air with their fragrant breath.








On came the fairy boat, till it reached a moss-grown rock; and here

it stopped, while the Fairies rested beneath the violet-leaves,

and sang with the dancing waves.








Eva looked with wonder on their gay faces and bright garments, and

in the joy of her heart sang too, and threw crimson fruit for the

little folks to feast upon.








They looked kindly on the child, and, after whispering long among

themselves, two little bright-eyed Elves flew over the shining water,

and, lighting on the clover-blossoms, said gently, “Little maiden,

many thanks for your kindness; and our Queen bids us ask if you will

go with us to Fairy-Land, and learn what we can teach you.”








“Gladly would I go with you, dear Fairies,” said Eva, “but I cannot

sail in your little boat. See! I can hold you in my hand, and could

not live among you without harming your tiny kingdom, I am so large.”








Then the Elves laughed gayly, as they folded their arms about her,

saying, “You are a good child, dear Eva, to fear doing harm to those

weaker than yourself. You cannot hurt us now. Look in the water

and see what we have done.”








Eva looked into the brook, and saw a tiny child standing between

the Elves. “Now I can go with you,” said she, “but see, I can

no longer step from the bank to yonder stone, for the brook seems now

like a great river, and you have not given me wings like yours.”








But the Fairies took each a hand, and flew lightly over the stream.

The Queen and her subjects came to meet her, and all seemed glad to

say some kindly word of welcome to the little stranger. They placed

a flower-crown upon her head, laid their soft faces against her own,

and soon it seemed as if the gentle Elves had always been her friends.








“Now must we go home,” said the Queen, “and you shall go with us,

little one.”








Then there was a great bustle, as they flew about on shining wings,

some laying cushions of violet leaves in the boat, others folding the

Queen’s veil and mantle more closely round her, lest the falling dews

should chill her.








The cool waves’ gentle plashing against the boat, and the sweet chime

of the lily-bells, lulled little Eva to sleep, and when she woke

it was in Fairy-Land. A faint, rosy light, as of the setting sun,

shone on the white pillars of the Queen’s palace as they passed in,

and the sleeping flowers leaned gracefully on their stems, dreaming

beneath their soft green curtains. All was cool and still, and the

Elves glided silently about, lest they should break their slumbers.

They led Eva to a bed of pure white leaves, above which drooped

the fragrant petals of a crimson rose.








“You can look at the bright colors till the light fades, and then

the rose will sing you to sleep,” said the Elves, as they folded the

soft leaves about her, gently kissed her, and stole away.








Long she lay watching the bright shadows, and listening to the song

of the rose, while through the long night dreams of lovely things

floated like bright clouds through her mind; while the rose bent

lovingly above her, and sang in the clear moonlight.








With the sun rose the Fairies, and, with Eva, hastened away to

the fountain, whose cool waters were soon filled with little forms,

and the air ringing with happy voices, as the Elves floated in the

blue waves among the fair white lilies, or sat on the green moss,

smoothing their bright locks, and wearing fresh garlands of dewy

flowers. At length the Queen came forth, and her subjects gathered

round her, and while the flowers bowed their heads, and the trees

hushed their rustling, the Fairies sang their morning hymn to

the Father of birds and blossoms, who had made the earth so fair a

home for them.








Then they flew away to the gardens, and soon, high up among the

tree-tops, or under the broad leaves, sat the Elves in little groups,

taking their breakfast of fruit and pure fresh dew; while the

bright-winged birds came fearlessly among them, pecking the same

ripe berries, and dipping their little beaks in the same flower-cups,

and the Fairies folded their arms lovingly about them, smoothed their

soft bosoms, and gayly sang to them.








“Now, little Eva,” said they, “you will see that Fairies are not

idle, wilful Spirits, as mortals believe. Come, we will show you

what we do.”








They led her to a lovely room, through whose walls of deep green

leaves the light stole softly in. Here lay many wounded insects,

and harmless little creatures, whom cruel hands had hurt; and pale,

drooping flowers grew beside urns of healing herbs, from whose fresh

leaves came a faint, sweet perfume.








Eva wondered, but silently followed her guide, little Rose-Leaf,

who with tender words passed among the delicate blossoms,

pouring dew on their feeble roots, cheering them with her loving words

and happy smile.








Then she went to the insects; first to a little fly who lay in a

flower-leaf cradle.








“Do you suffer much, dear Gauzy-Wing?” asked the Fairy. “I will

bind up your poor little leg, and Zephyr shall rock you to sleep.”

So she folded the cool leaves tenderly about the poor fly, bathed his

wings, and brought him refreshing drink, while he hummed his thanks,

and forgot his pain, as Zephyr softly sung and fanned him with her

waving wings.








They passed on, and Eva saw beside each bed a Fairy, who with gentle

hands and loving words soothed the suffering insects. At length

they stopped beside a bee, who lay among sweet honeysuckle flowers,

in a cool, still place, where the summer wind blew in, and the green

leaves rustled pleasantly. Yet he seemed to find no rest, and

murmured of the pain he was doomed to bear. “Why must I lie here,

while my kindred are out in the pleasant fields, enjoying the sunlight

and the fresh air, and cruel hands have doomed me to this dark place

and bitter pain when I have done no wrong? Uncared for and forgotten,

I must stay here among these poor things who think only of themselves.

Come here, Rose-Leaf, and bind up my wounds, for I am far more useful

than idle bird or fly.”








Then said the Fairy, while she bathed the broken wing,—








“Love-Blossom, you should not murmur. We may find happiness in

seeking to be patient even while we suffer. You are not forgotten or

uncared for, but others need our care more than you, and to those

who take cheerfully the pain and sorrow sent, do we most gladly give

our help. You need not be idle, even though lying here in darkness

and sorrow; you can be taking from your heart all sad and discontented

feelings, and if love and patience blossom there, you will be better

for the lonely hours spent here. Look on the bed beside you; this

little dove has suffered far greater pain than you, and all our care

can never ease it; yet through the long days he hath lain here, not an

unkind word or a repining sigh hath he uttered. Ah, Love-Blossom,

the gentle bird can teach a lesson you will be wiser and better for.”








Then a faint voice whispered, “Little Rose-Leaf, come quickly, or

I cannot thank you as I ought for all your loving care of me.”








So they passed to the bed beside the discontented bee, and here upon

the softest down lay the dove, whose gentle eyes looked gratefully

upon the Fairy, as she knelt beside the little couch, smoothed the

soft white bosom, folded her arms about it and wept sorrowing tears,

while the bird still whispered its gratitude and love.








“Dear Fairy, the fairest flowers have cheered me with their sweet

breath, fresh dew and fragrant leaves have been ever ready for me,

gentle hands to tend, kindly hearts to love; and for this I can only

thank you and say farewell.”








Then the quivering wings were still, and the patient little dove

was dead; but the bee murmured no longer, and the dew from the flowers

fell like tears around the quiet bed.








Sadly Rose-Leaf led Eva away, saying, “Lily-Bosom shall have a grave

tonight beneath our fairest blossoms, and you shall see that

gentleness and love are prized far above gold or beauty, here in

Fairy-Land. Come now to the Flower Palace, and see the Fairy Court.”








Beneath green arches, bright with birds and flowers, beside singing

waves, went Eva into a lofty hall. The roof of pure white lilies

rested on pillars of green clustering vines, while many-colored

blossoms threw their bright shadows on the walls, as they danced below

in the deep green moss, and their low, sweet voices sounded softly

through the sunlit palace, while the rustling leaves kept time.








Beside the throne stood Eva, and watched the lovely forms around her,

as they stood, each little band in its own color, with glistening

wings, and flower wands.








Suddenly the music grew louder and sweeter, and the Fairies knelt,

and bowed their heads, as on through the crowd of loving subjects

came the Queen, while the air was filled with gay voices singing

to welcome her.








She placed the child beside her, saying, “Little Eva, you shall see

now how the flowers on your great earth bloom so brightly. A band

of loving little gardeners go daily forth from Fairy-Land, to tend

and watch them, that no harm may befall the gentle spirits that dwell

beneath their leaves. This is never known, for like all good it is

unseen by mortal eyes, and unto only pure hearts like yours do we

make known our secret. The humblest flower that grows is visited by

our messengers, and often blooms in fragrant beauty unknown, unloved

by all save Fairy friends, who seek to fill the spirits with all sweet

and gentle virtues, that they may not be useless on the earth; for the

noblest mortals stoop to learn of flowers. Now, Eglantine, what have

you to tell us of your rosy namesakes on the earth?”








From a group of Elves, whose rose-wreathed wands showed the flower

they loved, came one bearing a tiny urn, and, answering the Queen,

she said,—








“Over hill and valley they are blooming fresh and fair as summer sun

and dew can make them. No drooping stem or withered leaf tells of any

evil thought within their fragrant bosoms, and thus from the fairest

of their race have they gathered this sweet dew, as a token of their

gratitude to one whose tenderness and care have kept them pure and

happy; and this, the loveliest of their sisters, have I brought to

place among the Fairy flowers that never pass away.”








Eglantine laid the urn before the Queen, and placed the fragrant rose

on the dewy moss beside the throne, while a murmur of approval went

through the hall, as each elfin wand waved to the little Fairy

who had toiled so well and faithfully, and could bring so fair a gift

to their good Queen.








Then came forth an Elf bearing a withered leaf, while her many-colored

robe and the purple tulips in her hair told her name and charge.








“Dear Queen,” she sadly said, “I would gladly bring as pleasant

tidings as my sister, but, alas! my flowers are proud and wilful,

and when I went to gather my little gift of colored leaves for royal

garments, they bade me bring this withered blossom, and tell you

they would serve no longer one who will not make them Queen over all

the other flowers. They would yield neither dew nor honey, but

proudly closed their leaves and bid me go.”








“Your task has been too hard for you,” said the Queen kindly, as she

placed the drooping flower in the urn Eglantine had given, “you will

see how this dew from a sweet, pure heart will give new life and

loveliness even to this poor faded one. So can you, dear Rainbow, by

loving words and gentle teachings, bring back lost purity and peace

to those whom pride and selfishness have blighted. Go once again

to the proud flowers, and tell them when they are queen of their own

hearts they will ask no fairer kingdom. Watch more tenderly than ever

over them, see that they lack neither dew nor air, speak lovingly

to them, and let no unkind word or deed of theirs anger you. Let them

see by your patient love and care how much fairer they might be,

and when next you come, you will be laden with gifts from humble,

loving flowers.”








Thus they told what they had done, and received from their Queen some

gentle chiding or loving word of praise.








“You will be weary of this,” said little Rose-Leaf to Eva; “come now

and see where we are taught to read the tales written on flower-leaves,

and the sweet language of the birds, and all that can make a Fairy

heart wiser and better.”








Then into a cheerful place they went, where were many groups of

flowers, among whose leaves sat the child Elves, and learned from

their flower-books all that Fairy hands had written there. Some

studied how to watch the tender buds, when to spread them to the

sunlight, and when to shelter them from rain; how to guard the

ripening seeds, and when to lay them in the warm earth or send them

on the summer wind to far off hills and valleys, where other Fairy

hands would tend and cherish them, till a sisterhood of happy flowers

sprang up to beautify and gladden the lonely spot where they had

fallen. Others learned to heal the wounded insects, whose frail limbs

a breeze could shatter, and who, were it not for Fairy hands, would

die ere half their happy summer life had gone. Some learned how by

pleasant dreams to cheer and comfort mortal hearts, by whispered words

of love to save from evil deeds those who had gone astray, to fill

young hearts with gentle thoughts and pure affections, that no sin

might mar the beauty of the human flower; while others, like mortal

children, learned the Fairy alphabet. Thus the Elves made loving

friends by care and love, and no evil thing could harm them, for

those they helped to cherish and protect ever watched to shield and

save them.








Eva nodded to the gay little ones, as they peeped from among the

leaves at the stranger, and then she listened to the Fairy lessons.

Several tiny Elves stood on a broad leaf while the teacher sat

among the petals of a flower that bent beside them, and asked

questions that none but Fairies would care to know.








“Twinkle, if there lay nine seeds within a flower-cup and the wind

bore five away, how many would the blossom have?” “Four,” replied the

little one.








“Rosebud, if a Cowslip opens three leaves in one day and four the

next, how many rosy leaves will there be when the whole flower

has bloomed?”








“Seven,” sang the gay little Elf.








“Harebell, if a silkworm spin one yard of Fairy cloth in an hour,

how many will it spin in a day?”








“Twelve,” said the Fairy child.








“Primrose, where lies Violet Island?”








“In the Lake of Ripples.”








“Lilla, you may bound Rose Land.”








“On the north by Ferndale, south by Sunny Wave River, east by the hill

of Morning Clouds, and west by the Evening Star.”








“Now, little ones,” said the teacher, “you may go to your painting,

that our visitor may see how we repair the flowers that earthly hands

have injured.”








Then Eva saw how, on large, white leaves, the Fairies learned to

imitate the lovely colors, and with tiny brushes to brighten the blush

on the anemone’s cheek, to deepen the blue of the violet’s eye, and

add new light to the golden cowslip.








“You have stayed long enough,” said the Elves at length, “we have

many things to show you. Come now and see what is our dearest work.”








So Eva said farewell to the child Elves, and hastened with little

Rose-Leaf to the gates. Here she saw many bands of Fairies, folded in

dark mantles that mortals might not know them, who, with the child

among them, flew away over hill and valley. Some went to the cottages

amid the hills, some to the sea-side to watch above the humble fisher

folks; but little Rose-Leaf and many others went into the noisy city.








Eva wondered within herself what good the tiny Elves could do in this

great place; but she soon learned, for the Fairy band went among the

poor and friendless, bringing pleasant dreams to the sick and old,

sweet, tender thoughts of love and gentleness to the young, strength

to the weak, and patient cheerfulness to the poor and lonely.








Then the child wondered no longer, but deeper grew her love

for the tender-hearted Elves, who left their own happy home to cheer

and comfort those who never knew what hands had clothed and fed them,

what hearts had given of their own joy, and brought such happiness

to theirs.








Long they stayed, and many a lesson little Eva learned: but when

she begged them to go back, they still led her on, saying, “Our work

is not yet done; shall we leave so many sad hearts when we may

cheer them, so many dark homes that we may brighten? We must stay

yet longer, little Eva, and you may learn yet more.”








Then they went into a dark and lonely room, and here they found

a pale, sad-eyed child, who wept bitter tears over a faded flower.








“Ah,” sighed the little one, “it was my only friend, and I

cherished it with all my lone heart’s love; ’t was all that made

my sad life happy; and it is gone.”








Tenderly the child fastened the drooping stem, and placed it

where the one faint ray of sunlight stole into the dreary room.








“Do you see,” said the Elves, “through this simple flower will we

keep the child pure and stainless amid the sin and sorrow around her.

The love of this shall lead her on through temptation and through

grief, and she shall be a spirit of joy and consolation to the sinful

and the sorrowing.”








And with busy love toiled the Elves amid the withered leaves,

and new strength was given to the flower; while, as day by day the

friendless child watered the growing buds, deeper grew her love for

the unseen friends who had given her one thing to cherish in her

lonely home; sweet, gentle thoughts filled her heart as she bent

above it, and the blossom’s fragrant breath was to her a whispered

voice of all fair and lovely things; and as the flower taught her,

so she taught others.








The loving Elves brought her sweet dreams by night, and happy thoughts

by day, and as she grew in childlike beauty, pure and patient amid

poverty and sorrow, the sinful were rebuked, sorrowing hearts grew

light, and the weak and selfish forgot their idle fears, when they saw

her trustingly live on with none to aid or comfort her. The love

she bore the tender flower kept her own heart innocent and bright,

and the pure human flower was a lesson to those who looked upon it;

and soon the gloomy house was bright with happy hearts, that learned

of the gentle child to bear poverty and grief as she had done, to

forgive those who brought care and wrong to them, and to seek for

happiness in humble deeds of charity and love.








“Our work is done,” whispered the Elves, and with blessings on the

two fair flowers, they flew away to other homes;—to a blind old man

who dwelt alone with none to love him, till through long years of

darkness and of silent sorrow the heart within had grown dim and cold.

No sunlight could enter at the darkened eyes, and none were near

to whisper gentle words, to cheer and comfort.








Thus he dwelt forgotten and alone, seeking to give no joy to others,

possessing none himself. Life was dark and sad till the untiring

Elves came to his dreary home, bringing sunlight and love. They

whispered sweet words of comfort,—how, if the darkened eyes could

find no light without, within there might be never-failing happiness;

gentle feelings and sweet, loving thoughts could make the heart fair,

if the gloomy, selfish sorrow were but cast away, and all would be

bright and beautiful.








They brought light-hearted children, who gathered round him, making

the desolate home fair with their young faces, and his sad heart gay

with their sweet, childish voices. The love they bore he could not

cast away, sunlight stole in, the dark thoughts passed away, and the

earth was a pleasant home to him.








Thus their little hands led him back to peace and happiness,

flowers bloomed beside his door, and their fragrant breath brought

happy thoughts of pleasant valleys and green hills; birds sang to him,

and their sweet voices woke the music in his own soul, that never

failed to calm and comfort. Happy sounds were heard in his once

lonely home, and bright faces gathered round his knee, and listened

tenderly while he strove to tell them all the good that gentleness and

love had done for him.








Still the Elves watched near, and brighter grew the heart as kindly

thoughts and tender feelings entered in, and made it their home;

and when the old man fell asleep, above his grave little feet trod

lightly, and loving hands laid fragrant flowers.








Then went the Elves into the dreary prison-houses, where sad hearts

pined in lonely sorrow for the joy and freedom they had lost. To

these came the loving band with tender words, telling of the peace

they yet might win by patient striving and repentant tears, thus

waking in their bosoms all the holy feelings and sweet affections

that had slept so long.








They told pleasant tales, and sang their sweetest songs to cheer and

gladden, while the dim cells grew bright with the sunlight, and

fragrant with the flowers the loving Elves had brought, and by their

gentle teachings those sad, despairing hearts were filled with patient

hope and earnest longing to win back their lost innocence and joy.








Thus to all who needed help or comfort went the faithful Fairies; and

when at length they turned towards Fairy-Land, many were the grateful,

happy hearts they left behind.








Then through the summer sky, above the blossoming earth, they

journeyed home, happier for the joy they had given, wiser for the good

they had done.








All Fairy-Land was dressed in flowers, and the soft wind went singing

by, laden with their fragrant breath. Sweet music sounded through the

air, and troops of Elves in their gayest robes hastened to the palace

where the feast was spread.








Soon the bright hall was filled with smiling faces and fair forms, and

little Eva, as she stood beside the Queen, thought she had never seen

a sight so lovely.








The many-colored shadows of the fairest flowers played on the pure

white walls, and fountains sparkled in the sunlight, making music

as the cool waves rose and fell, while to and fro, with waving wings

and joyous voices, went the smiling Elves, bearing fruit and honey,

or fragrant garlands for each other’s hair.








Long they feasted, gayly they sang, and Eva, dancing merrily

among them, longed to be an Elf that she might dwell forever

in so fair a home.








At length the music ceased, and the Queen said, as she laid her hand

on little Eva’s shining hair:—








“Dear child, tomorrow we must bear you home, for, much as we long

to keep you, it were wrong to bring such sorrow to your loving earthly

friends; therefore we will guide you to the brook-side, and there say

farewell till you come again to visit us. Nay, do not weep, dear

Rose-Leaf; you shall watch over little Eva’s flowers, and when she

looks at them she will think of you. Come now and lead her to the

Fairy garden, and show her what we think our fairest sight. Weep

no more, but strive to make her last hours with us happy as you can.”








With gentle caresses and most tender words the loving Elves gathered

about the child, and, with Rose-Leaf by her side, they led her through

the palace, and along green, winding paths, till Eva saw what seemed

a wall of flowers rising before her, while the air was filled with the

most fragrant odors, and the low, sweet music as of singing blossoms.








“Where have you brought me, and what mean these lovely sounds?”

asked Eva.








“Look here, and you shall see,” said Rose-Leaf, as she bent aside

the vines, “but listen silently or you cannot hear.”








Then Eva, looking through the drooping vines, beheld a garden filled

with the loveliest flowers; fair as were all the blossoms she had seen

in Fairy-Land, none were so beautiful as these. The rose glowed

with a deeper crimson, the lily’s soft leaves were more purely white,

the crocus and humble cowslip shone like sunlight, and the violet

was blue as the sky that smiled above it.








“How beautiful they are,” whispered Eva, “but, dear Rose-Leaf, why

do you keep them here, and why call you this your fairest sight?”








“Look again, and I will tell you,” answered the Fairy.








Eva looked, and saw from every flower a tiny form come forth to

welcome the Elves, who all, save Rose-Leaf, had flown above the wall,

and were now scattering dew upon the flowers’ bright leaves and

talking gayly with the Spirits, who gathered around them, and seemed

full of joy that they had come. The child saw that each one wore the

colors of the flower that was its home. Delicate and graceful were

the little forms, bright the silken hair that fell about each lovely

face; and Eva heard the low, sweet murmur of their silvery voices and

the rustle of their wings. She gazed in silent wonder, forgetting she

knew not who they were, till the Fairy said,—








“These are the spirits of the flowers, and this the Fairy Home where

those whose hearts were pure and loving on the earth come to bloom in

fadeless beauty here, when their earthly life is past. The humblest

flower that blooms has a home with us, for outward beauty is a

worthless thing if all be not fair and sweet within. Do you see

yonder lovely spirit singing with my sister Moonlight? a clover

blossom was her home, and she dwelt unknown, unloved; yet patient and

content, bearing cheerfully the sorrows sent her. We watched and saw

how fair and sweet the humble flower grew, and then gladly bore her

here, to blossom with the lily and the rose. The flowers’ lives

are often short, for cruel hands destroy them; therefore is it our

greatest joy to bring them hither, where no careless foot or wintry

wind can harm them, where they bloom in quiet beauty, repaying our

care by their love and sweetest perfumes.”








“I will never break another flower,” cried Eva; “but let me go

to them, dear Fairy; I would gladly know the lovely spirits, and ask

forgiveness for the sorrow I have caused. May I not go in?”








“Nay, dear Eva, you are a mortal child, and cannot enter here; but I

will tell them of the kind little maiden who has learned to love them,

and they will remember you when you are gone. Come now, for you have

seen enough, and we must be away.”








On a rosy morning cloud, surrounded by the loving Elves, went Eva

through the sunny sky. The fresh wind bore them gently on, and soon

they stood again beside the brook, whose waves danced brightly as if

to welcome them.








“Now, ere we say farewell,” said the Queen, as they gathered nearer

to the child, “tell me, dear Eva, what among all our Fairy gifts

will make you happiest, and it shall be yours.”








“You good little Fairies,” said Eva, folding them in her arms, for

she was no longer the tiny child she had been in Fairy-Land, “you dear

good little Elves, what can I ask of you, who have done so much

to make me happy, and taught me so many good and gentle lessons,

the memory of which will never pass away? I can only ask of you the

power to be as pure and gentle as yourselves, as tender and loving

to the weak and sorrowing, as untiring in kindly deeds to all. Grant

me this gift, and you shall see that little Eva has not forgotten

what you have taught her.”








“The power shall be yours,” said the Elves, and laid their soft hands

on her head; “we will watch over you in dreams, and when you would have

tidings of us, ask the flowers in your garden, and they will tell you

all you would know. Farewell. Remember Fairy-Land and all your

loving friends.”








They clung about her tenderly, and little Rose-Leaf placed a flower

crown on her head, whispering softly, “When you would come to us

again, stand by the brook-side and wave this in the air, and we will

gladly take you to our home again. Farewell, dear Eva. Think of your

little Rose-Leaf when among the flowers.”








Long Eva watched their shining wings, and listened to the music of

their voices as they flew singing home, and when at length the last

little form had vanished among the clouds, she saw that all around her

where the Elves had been, the fairest flowers had sprung up, and the

lonely brook-side was a blooming garden.








Thus she stood among the waving blossoms, with the Fairy garland in

her hair, and happy feelings in her heart, better and wiser for her

visit to Fairy-Land.








“Now, Star-Twinkle, what have you to teach?” asked the Queen.








“Nothing but a little song I heard the hare-bells singing,” replied

the Fairy, and, taking her harp, sang, in a low, sweet voice:—













THE FLOWER’S LESSON.








There grew a fragrant rose-tree where the brook flows,


With two little tender buds, and one full rose;


When the sun went down to his bed in the west,


The little buds leaned on the rose-mother’s breast,


While the bright eyed stars their long watch kept,


And the flowers of the valley in their green cradles slept;


Then silently in odors they communed with each other,


The two little buds on the bosom of their mother.


“O sister,” said the little one, as she gazed at the sky,


“I wish that the Dew Elves, as they wander lightly by,


Would bring me a star; for they never grow dim,


And the Father does not need them to burn round him.


The shining drops of dew the Elves bring each day


And place in my bosom, so soon pass away;


But a star would glitter brightly through the long summer hours,


And I should be fairer than all my sister flowers.


That were better far than the dew-drops that fall


On the high and the low, and come alike to all.


I would be fair and stately, with a bright star to shine


And give a queenly air to this crimson robe of mine.”


And proudly she cried, “These fire-flies shall be


My jewels, since the stars can never come to me.”


Just then a tiny dew-drop that hung o’er the dell


On the breast of the bud like a soft star fell;


But impatiently she flung it away from her leaf,


And it fell on her mother like a tear of grief,


While she folded to her breast, with wilful pride,


A glittering fire-fly that hung by her side.


“Heed,” said the mother rose, “daughter mine,


Why shouldst thou seek for beauty not thine?


The Father hath made thee what thou now art;


And what he most loveth is a sweet, pure heart.


Then why dost thou take with such discontent


The loving gift which he to thee hath sent?


For the cool fresh dew will render thee far


More lovely and sweet than the brightest star;


They were made for Heaven, and can never come to shine


Like the fire-fly thou hast in that foolish breast of thine.


O my foolish little bud, do listen to thy mother;


Care only for true beauty, and seek for no other.


There will be grief and trouble in that wilful little heart;


Unfold thy leaves, my daughter, and let the fly depart.”


But the proud little bud would have her own will,


And folded the fire-fly more closely still;


Till the struggling insect tore open the vest


Of purple and green, that covered her breast.


When the sun came up, she saw with grief


The blooming of her sister bud leaf by leaf.


While she, once as fair and bright as the rest,


Hung her weary head down on her wounded breast.


Bright grew the sunshine, and the soft summer air


Was filled with the music of flowers singing there;


But faint grew the little bud with thirst and pain,


And longed for the cool dew; but now ’t was in vain.


Then bitterly she wept for her folly and pride,


As drooping she stood by her fair sister’s side.


Then the rose mother leaned the weary little head


On her bosom to rest, and tenderly she said:


“Thou hast learned, my little bud, that, whatever may betide,


Thou canst win thyself no joy by passion or by pride.


The loving Father sends the sunshine and the shower,


That thou mayst become a perfect little flower;—


The sweet dews to feed thee, the soft wind to cheer,


And the earth as a pleasant home, while thou art dwelling here.


Then shouldst thou not be grateful for all this kindly care,


And strive to keep thyself most innocent and fair?


Then seek, my little blossom, to win humility;


Be fair without, be pure within, and thou wilt happy be.


So when the quiet Autumn of thy fragrant life shall come,


Thou mayst pass away, to bloom in the Flower Spirits’ home.”


Then from the mother’s breast, where it still lay hid,


Into the fading bud the dew-drop gently slid;


Stronger grew the little form, and happy tears fell,


As the dew did its silent work, and the bud grew well,


While the gentle rose leaned, with motherly pride,


O’er the fair little ones that bloomed at her side.









Night came again, and the fire-flies flew;


But the bud let them pass, and drank of the dew;


While the soft stars shone, from the still summer heaven,


On the happy little flower that had learned the lesson given.












The music-loving Elves clapped their hands, as Star-Twinkle ceased;

and the Queen placed a flower crown, with a gentle smile, upon the

Fairy’s head, saying,—








“The little bud’s lesson shall teach us how sad a thing is pride,

and that humility alone can bring true happiness to flower and Fairy.

You shall come next, Zephyr.”








And the little Fairy, who lay rocking to and fro upon a fluttering

vine-leaf, thus began her story:—








“As I lay resting in the bosom of a cowslip that bent above the brook,

a little wind, tired of play, told me this tale of













LILY-BELL AND THISTLEDOWN.








Once upon a time, two little Fairies went out into the world, to

seek their fortune. Thistledown was as gay and gallant a little Elf

as ever spread a wing. His purple mantle, and doublet of green, were

embroidered with the brightest threads, and the plume in his cap

came always from the wing of the gayest butterfly.








But he was not loved in Fairy-Land, for, like the flower whose

name and colors he wore, though fair to look upon, many were the

little thorns of cruelty and selfishness that lay concealed by his

gay mantle. Many a gentle flower and harmless bird died by his hand,

for he cared for himself alone, and whatever gave him pleasure must

be his, though happy hearts were rendered sad, and peaceful homes

destroyed.








Such was Thistledown; but far different was his little friend,

Lily-Bell. Kind, compassionate, and loving, wherever her gentle face

was seen, joy and gratitude were found; no suffering flower or insect,

that did not love and bless the kindly Fairy; and thus all Elf-Land

looked upon her as a friend.








Nor did this make her vain and heedless of others; she humbly dwelt

among them, seeking to do all the good she might; and many a houseless

bird and hungry insect that Thistledown had harmed did she feed and

shelter, and in return no evil could befall her, for so many

friends were all about her, seeking to repay her tenderness and love

by their watchful care.








She would not now have left Fairy-Land, but to help and counsel her

wild companion, Thistledown, who, discontented with his quiet home,

WOULD seek his fortune in the great world, and she feared he would

suffer from his own faults for others would not always be as gentle

and forgiving as his kindred. So the kind little Fairy left her home

and friends to go with him; and thus, side by side, they flew beneath

the bright summer sky.








On and on, over hill and valley, they went, chasing the gay

butterflies, or listening to the bees, as they flew from flower to

flower like busy little housewives, singing as they worked; till

at last they reached a pleasant garden, filled with flowers and green,

old trees.








“See,” cried Thistledown, “what a lovely home is here; let us rest

among the cool leaves, and hear the flowers sing, for I am sadly tired

and hungry.”








So into the quiet garden they went, and the winds gayly welcomed them,

while the flowers nodded on their stems, offering their bright leaves

for the Elves to rest upon, and fresh, sweet honey to refresh them.








“Now, dear Thistle, do not harm these friendly blossoms,” said

Lily-Bell; “see how kindly they spread their leaves, and offer us

their dew. It would be very wrong in you to repay their care with

cruelty and pain. You will be tender for my sake, dear Thistle.”








Then she went among the flowers, and they bent lovingly before her,

and laid their soft leaves against her little face, that she might see

how glad they were to welcome one so good and gentle, and kindly

offered their dew and honey to the weary little Fairy, who sat among

their fragrant petals and looked smilingly on the happy blossoms, who,

with their soft, low voices, sang her to sleep.








While Lily-Bell lay dreaming among the rose-leaves, Thistledown went

wandering through the garden. First he robbed the bees of their

honey, and rudely shook the little flowers, that he might get the dew

they had gathered to bathe their buds in. Then he chased the bright

winged flies, and wounded them with the sharp thorn he carried for a

sword; he broke the spider’s shining webs, lamed the birds, and soon

wherever he passed lay wounded insects and drooping flowers; while

the winds carried the tidings over the garden, and bird and blossom

looked upon him as an evil spirit, and fled away or closed their

leaves, lest he should harm them.








Thus he went, leaving sorrow and pain behind him, till he came to the

roses where Lily-Bell lay sleeping. There, weary of his cruel sport,

he stayed to rest beneath a graceful rose-tree, where grew one

blooming flower and a tiny bud.








“Why are you so slow in blooming, little one? You are too old to be

rocked in your green cradle longer, and should be out among your

sister flowers,” said Thistle, as he lay idly in the shadow of the

tree.








“My little bud is not yet strong enough to venture forth,” replied the

rose, as she bent fondly over it; “the sunlight and the rain would

blight her tender form, were she to blossom now, but soon she will be

fit to bear them; till then she is content to rest beside her mother,

and to wait.”








“You silly flower,” said Thistledown, “see how quickly I will make you

bloom! your waiting is all useless.” And speaking thus, he pulled

rudely apart the folded leaves, and laid them open to the sun and air;

while the rose mother implored the cruel Fairy to leave her little bud

untouched.








“It is my first, my only one,” said she, “and I have watched over it

with such care, hoping it would soon bloom beside me; and now you have

destroyed it. How could you harm the little helpless one, that never

did aught to injure you?” And while her tears fell like summer rain,

she drooped in grief above the little bud, and sadly watched it fading

in the sunlight; but Thistledown, heedless of the sorrow he had given,

spread his wings and flew away.








Soon the sky grew dark, and heavy drops began to fall. Then Thistle

hastened to the lily, for her cup was deep, and the white leaves

fell like curtains over the fragrant bed; he was a dainty little Elf,

and could not sleep among the clovers and bright buttercups. But

when he asked the flower to unfold her leaves and take him in, she

turned her pale, soft face away, and answered sadly, “I must shield my

little drooping sisters whom you have harmed, and cannot let you in.”








Then Thistledown was very angry, and turned to find shelter among the

stately roses; but they showed their sharp thorns, and, while their

rosy faces glowed with anger, told him to begone, or they would repay

him for the wrong he had done their gentle kindred.








He would have stayed to harm them, but the rain fell fast, and he

hurried away, saying, “The tulips will take me in, for I have praised

their beauty, and they are vain and foolish flowers.”








But when he came, all wet and cold, praying for shelter among their

thick leaves, they only laughed and said scornfully, “We know you,

and will not let you in, for you are false and cruel, and will

only bring us sorrow. You need not come to us for another mantle,

when the rain has spoilt your fine one; and do not stay here, or

we will do you harm.”








Then they waved their broad leaves stormily, and scattered the heavy

drops on his dripping garments.








“Now must I go to the humble daisies and blue violets,” said Thistle,

“they will be glad to let in so fine a Fairy, and I shall die in

this cold wind and rain.”








So away he flew, as fast as his heavy wings would bear him, to the

daisies; but they nodded their heads wisely, and closed their leaves

yet closer, saying sharply,—








“Go away with yourself, and do not imagine we will open our leaves

to you, and spoil our seeds by letting in the rain. It serves you

rightly; to gain our love and confidence, and repay it by such

cruelty! You will find no shelter here for one whose careless hand

wounded our little friend Violet, and broke the truest heart that ever

beat in a flower’s breast. We are very angry with you, wicked Fairy;

go away and hide yourself.”








“Ah,” cried the shivering Elf, “where can I find shelter? I will go

to the violets: they will forgive and take me in.”








But the daisies had spoken truly; the gentle little flower was dead,

and her blue-eyed sisters were weeping bitterly over her faded leaves.








“Now I have no friends,” sighed poor Thistledown, “and must die of

cold. Ah, if I had but minded Lily-Bell, I might now be dreaming

beneath some flower’s leaves.”








“Others can forgive and love, beside Lily-Bell and Violet,” said

a faint, sweet voice; “I have no little bud to shelter now, and you

can enter here.” It was the rose mother that spoke, and Thistle saw

how pale the bright leaves had grown, and how the slender stem was

bowed. Grieved, ashamed, and wondering at the flower’s forgiving

words, he laid his weary head on the bosom he had filled with sorrow,

and the fragrant leaves were folded carefully about him.








But he could find no rest. The rose strove to comfort him; but when

she fancied he was sleeping, thoughts of her lost bud stole in, and

the little heart beat so sadly where he lay, that no sleep came; while

the bitter tears he had caused to flow fell more coldly on him than

the rain without. Then he heard the other flowers whispering among

themselves of his cruelty, and the sorrow he had brought to their

happy home; and many wondered how the rose, who had suffered most,

could yet forgive and shelter him.








“Never could I forgive one who had robbed me of my children. I could

bow my head and die, but could give no happiness to one who had taken

all my own,” said Hyacinth, bending fondly over the little ones that

blossomed by her side.








“Dear Violet is not the only one who will leave us,” sobbed little

Mignonette; “the rose mother will fade like her little bud, and we

shall lose our gentlest teacher. Her last lesson is forgiveness;

let us show our love for her, and the gentle stranger Lily-Bell,

by allowing no unkind word or thought of him who has brought us all

this grief.”








The angry words were hushed, and through the long night nothing was

heard but the dropping of the rain, and the low sighs of the rose.








Soon the sunlight came again, and with it Lily-Bell seeking for

Thistledown; but he was ashamed, and stole away.








When the flowers told their sorrow to kind-hearted Lily-Bell, she wept

bitterly at the pain her friend had given, and with loving words

strove to comfort those whom he had grieved; with gentle care she

healed the wounded birds, and watched above the flowers he had harmed,

bringing each day dew and sunlight to refresh and strengthen, till all

were well again; and though sorrowing for their dead friends, still

they forgave Thistle for the sake of her who had done so much for

them. Thus, erelong, buds fairer than that she had lost lay on the

rose mother’s breast, and for all she had suffered she was well repaid

by the love of Lily-Bell and her sister flowers.








And when bird, bee, and blossom were strong and fair again, the gentle

Fairy said farewell, and flew away to seek her friend, leaving behind

many grateful hearts, who owed their joy and life to her.















Meanwhile, over hill and dale went Thistledown, and for a time was

kind and gentle to every living thing. He missed sadly the little

friend who had left her happy home to watch over him, but he was

too proud to own his fault, and so went on, hoping she would find him.








One day he fell asleep, and when he woke the sun had set, and the dew

began to fall; the flower-cups were closed, and he had nowhere to go,

till a friendly little bee, belated by his heavy load of honey, bid

the weary Fairy come with him.








“Help me to bear my honey home, and you can stay with us tonight,”

he kindly said.








So Thistle gladly went with him, and soon they came to a pleasant

garden, where among the fairest flowers stood the hive, covered with

vines and overhung with blossoming trees. Glow-worms stood at the

door to light them home, and as they passed in, the Fairy thought how

charming it must be to dwell in such a lovely place. The floor of wax

was pure and white as marble, while the walls were formed of golden

honey-comb, and the air was fragrant with the breath of flowers.








“You cannot see our Queen to-night,” said the little bee, “but

I will show you to a bed where you can rest.”








And he led the tired Fairy to a little cell, where on a bed of

flower-leaves he folded his wings and fell asleep.








As the first ray of sunlight stole in, he was awakened by sweet music.

It was the morning song of the bees.











“Awake! awake! for the earliest gleam


Of golden sunlight shines


On the rippling waves, that brightly flow


Beneath the flowering vines.


Awake! awake! for the low, sweet chant


Of the wild-birds’ morning hymn


Comes floating by on the fragrant air,


Through the forest cool and dim;


Then spread each wing,


And work, and sing,


Through the long, bright sunny hours;


O’er the pleasant earth


We journey forth,


For a day among the flowers.









“Awake! awake! for the summer wind


Hath bidden the blossoms unclose,


Hath opened the violet’s soft blue eye,


And wakened the sleeping rose.


And lightly they wave on their slender stems


Fragrant, and fresh, and fair,


Waiting for us, as we singing come


To gather our honey-dew there.


Then spread each wing,


And work, and sing,


Through the long, bright sunny hours;


O’er the pleasant earth


We journey forth,


For a day among the flowers!”












Soon his friend came to bid him rise, as the Queen desired to speak

with him. So, with his purple mantle thrown gracefully over his

shoulder, and his little cap held respectfully in his hand, he

followed Nimble-Wing to the great hall, where the Queen was being

served by her little pages. Some bore her fresh dew and honey, some

fanned her with fragrant flower-leaves, while others scattered the

sweetest perfumes on the air.








“Little Fairy,” said the Queen, “you are welcome to my palace; and

we will gladly have you stay with us, if you will obey our laws.

We do not spend the pleasant summer days in idleness and pleasure, but

each one labors for the happiness and good of all. If our home is

beautiful, we have made it so by industry; and here, as one large,

loving family, we dwell; no sorrow, care, or discord can enter in,

while all obey the voice of her who seeks to be a wise and gentle

Queen to them. If you will stay with us, we will teach you many

things. Order, patience, industry, who can teach so well as they

who are the emblems of these virtues?








“Our laws are few and simple. You must each day gather your share of

honey, see that your cell is sweet and fresh, as you yourself must be;

rise with the sun, and with him to sleep. You must harm no flower in

doing your work, nor take more than your just share of honey; for they

so kindly give us food, it were most cruel to treat them with aught

save gentleness and gratitude. Now will you stay with us, and learn

what even mortals seek to know, that labor brings true happiness?”








And Thistle said he would stay and dwell with them; for he was tired

of wandering alone, and thought he might live here till Lily-Bell

should come, or till he was weary of the kind-hearted bees. Then they

took away his gay garments, and dressed him like themselves, in the

black velvet cloak with golden bands across his breast.








“Now come with us,” they said. So forth into the green fields

they went, and made their breakfast among the dewy flowers; and then

till the sun set they flew from bud to blossom, singing as they went;

and Thistle for a while was happier than when breaking flowers and

harming gentle birds.








But he soon grew tired of working all day in the sun, and longed to be

free again. He could find no pleasure with the industrious bees, and

sighed to be away with his idle friends, the butterflies; so while the

others worked he slept or played, and then, in haste to get his share,

he tore the flowers, and took all they had saved for their own food.

Nor was this all; he told such pleasant tales of the life he led

before he came to live with them, that many grew unhappy and

discontented, and they who had before wished no greater joy than

the love and praise of their kind Queen, now disobeyed and blamed her

for all she had done for them.








Long she bore with their unkind words and deeds; and when at length

she found it was the ungrateful Fairy who had wrought this trouble in

her quiet kingdom, she strove, with sweet, forgiving words, to show

him all the wrong he had done; but he would not listen, and still went

on destroying the happiness of those who had done so much for him.








Then, when she saw that no kindness could touch his heart, she said:—








“Thistledown, we took you in, a friendless stranger, fed and clothed

you, and made our home as pleasant to you as we could; and in return

for all our care, you have brought discontent and trouble to my

subjects, grief and care to me. I cannot let my peaceful kingdom

be disturbed by you; therefore go and seek another home. You may find

other friends, but none will love you more than we, had you been

worthy of it; so farewell.” And the doors of the once happy home

he had disturbed were closed behind him.








Then he was very angry, and determined to bring some great sorrow on

the good Queen. So he sought out the idle, wilful bees, whom he had

first made discontented, bidding them follow him, and win the honey

the Queen had stored up for the winter.








“Let us feast and make merry in the pleasant summer-time,” said

Thistle; “winter is far off, why should we waste these lovely days,

toiling to lay up the food we might enjoy now. Come, we will take

what we have made, and think no more of what the Queen has said.”








So while the industrious bees were out among the flowers, he led

the drones to the hive, and took possession of the honey, destroying

and laying waste the home of the kind bees; then, fearing that

in their grief and anger they might harm him, Thistle flew away to

seek new friends.











After many wanderings, he came at length to a great forest, and here

beside a still lake he stayed to rest. Delicate wood-flowers grew near

him in the deep green moss, with drooping heads, as if they listened

to the soft wind singing among the pines. Bright-eyed birds peeped

at him from their nests, and many-colored insects danced above the

cool, still lake.








“This is a pleasant place,” said Thistle; “it shall be my home for a

while. Come hither, blue dragon-fly, I would gladly make a friend of

you, for I am all alone.”








The dragon-fly folded his shining wings beside the Elf, listened to

the tale he told, promised to befriend the lonely one, and strove

to make the forest a happy home to him.








So here dwelt Thistle, and many kind friends gathered round him,

for he spoke gently to them, and they knew nothing of the cruel deeds

he had done; and for a while he was happy and content. But at length

he grew weary of the gentle birds, and wild-flowers, and sought new

pleasure in destroying the beauty he was tired of; and soon the

friends who had so kindly welcomed him looked upon him as an evil

spirit, and shrunk away as he approached.








At length his friend the dragon-fly besought him to leave the quiet

home he had disturbed. Then Thistle was very angry, and while the

dragon-fly was sleeping among the flowers that hung over the lake, he

led an ugly spider to the spot, and bade him weave his nets about the

sleeping insect, and bind him fast. The cruel spider gladly obeyed

the ungrateful Fairy; and soon the poor fly could move neither leg nor

wing. Then Thistle flew away through the wood, leaving sorrow and

trouble behind him.








He had not journeyed far before he grew weary, and lay down to rest.

Long he slept, and when he awoke, and tried to rise, his hands and

wings were bound; while beside him stood two strange little figures,

with dark faces and garments, that rustled like withered leaves; who

cried to him, as he struggled to get free,—








“Lie still, you naughty Fairy, you are in the Brownies’ power, and

shall be well punished for your cruelty ere we let you go.”








So poor Thistle lay sorrowfully, wondering what would come of it,

and wishing Lily-Bell would come to help and comfort him; but he had

left her, and she could not help him now.








Soon a troop of Brownies came rustling through the air, and gathered

round him, while one who wore an acorn-cup on his head, and was their

King, said, as he stood beside the trembling Fairy,—








“You have done many cruel things, and caused much sorrow to happy

hearts; now you are in my power, and I shall keep you prisoner

till you have repented. You cannot dwell on the earth without harming

the fair things given you to enjoy, so you shall live alone in

solitude and darkness, till you have learned to find happiness in

gentle deeds, and forget yourself in giving joy to others. When you

have learned this, I will set you free.”








Then the Brownies bore him to a high, dark rock, and, entering a

little door, led him to a small cell, dimly lighted by a crevice

through which came a single gleam of sunlight; and there, through

long, long days, poor Thistle sat alone, and gazed with wistful eyes

at the little opening, longing to be out on the green earth. No one

came to him, but the silent Brownies who brought his daily food; and

with bitter tears he wept for Lily-Bell, mourning his cruelty and

selfishness, seeking to do some kindly deed that might atone for his

wrong-doing.








A little vine that grew outside his prison rock came creeping up,

and looked in through the crevice, as if to cheer the lonely Fairy,

who welcomed it most gladly, and daily sprinkled its soft leaves

with his small share of water, that the little vine might live,

even if it darkened more and more his dim cell.








The watchful Brownies saw this kind deed, and brought him fresh

flowers, and many things, which Thistle gratefully received, though

he never knew it was his kindness to the vine that gained for him

these pleasures.








Thus did poor Thistle strive to be more gentle and unselfish, and

grew daily happier and better.








Now while Thistledown was a captive in the lonely cell, Lily-Bell was

seeking him far and wide, and sadly traced him by the sorrowing hearts

he had left behind.








She healed the drooping flowers, cheered the Queen Bee’s grief,

brought back her discontented subjects, restored the home to peace

and order, and left them blessing her.








Thus she journeyed on, till she reached the forest where Thistledown

had lost his freedom. She unbound the starving dragon-fly, and tended

the wounded birds; but though all learned to love her, none could tell

where the Brownies had borne her friend, till a little wind came

whispering by, and told her that a sweet voice had been heard, singing

Fairy songs, deep in a moss-grown rock.








Then Lily-Bell went seeking through the forest, listening for the

voice. Long she looked and listened in vain; when one day, as she was

wandering through a lonely dell, she heard a faint, low sound of

music, and soon a distant voice mournfully singing,—











“Bright shines the summer sun,


Soft is the summer air;


Gayly the wood-birds sing,


Flowers are blooming fair.









“But, deep in the dark, cold rock,


Sadly I dwell,


Longing for thee, dear friend,


Lily-Bell! Lily-Bell!”












“Thistle, dear Thistle, where are you?” joyfully cried Lily-Bell,

as she flew from rock to rock. But the voice was still, and she

would have looked in vain, had she not seen a little vine, whose green

leaves fluttering to and fro seemed beckoning her to come; and as she

stood among its flowers she sang,—











“Through sunlight and summer air


I have sought for thee long,


Guided by birds and flowers,


And now by thy song.









“Thistledown! Thistledown!


O’er hill and dell


Hither to comfort thee


Comes Lily-Bell.”












Then from the vine-leaves two little arms were stretched out to her,

and Thistledown was found. So Lily-Bell made her home in the shadow

of the vine, and brought such joy to Thistle, that his lonely cell

seemed pleasanter to him than all the world beside; and he grew daily

more like his gentle friend. But it did not last long, for one day

she did not come. He watched and waited long, for the little face

that used to peep smiling in through the vine-leaves. He called and

beckoned through the narrow opening, but no Lily-Bell answered; and

he wept sadly as he thought of all she had done for him, and that now

he could not go to seek and help her, for he had lost his freedom

by his own cruel and wicked deeds.








At last he besought the silent Brownie earnestly to tell him

whither she had gone.








“O let me go to her,” prayed Thistle; “if she is in sorrow, I will

comfort her, and show my gratitude for all she has done for me: dear

Brownie, set me free, and when she is found I will come and be your

prisoner again. I will bear and suffer any danger for her sake.”








“Lily-Bell is safe,” replied the Brownie; “come, you shall learn

the trial that awaits you.”








Then he led the wondering Fairy from his prison, to a group of tall,

drooping ferns, beneath whose shade a large white lily had been

placed, forming a little tent, within which, on a couch of thick green

moss, lay Lily-Bell in a deep sleep; the sunlight stole softly in,

and all was cool and still.








“You cannot wake her,” said the Brownie, as Thistle folded his arms

tenderly about her. “It is a magic slumber, and she will not wake

till you shall bring hither gifts from the Earth, Air, and Water

Spirits. ’T is a long and weary task, for you have made no friends

to help you, and will have to seek for them alone. This is the trial

we shall give you; and if your love for Lily-Bell be strong enough

to keep you from all cruelty and selfishness, and make you kind and

loving as you should be, she will awake to welcome you, and love you

still more fondly than before.”








Then Thistle, with a last look on the little friend he loved so well,

set forth alone to his long task.











The home of the Earth Spirits was the first to find, and no one

would tell him where to look. So far and wide he wandered, through

gloomy forests and among lonely hills, with none to cheer him when

sad and weary, none to guide him on his way.








On he went, thinking of Lily-Bell, and for her sake bearing all;

for in his quiet prison many gentle feelings and kindly thoughts had

sprung up in his heart, and he now strove to be friends with all, and

win for himself the love and confidence of those whom once he sought

to harm and cruelly destroy.








But few believed him; for they remembered his false promises and

evil deeds, and would not trust him now; so poor Thistle found few

to love or care for him.








Long he wandered, and carefully he sought; but could not find the

Earth Spirits’ home. And when at length he reached the pleasant

garden where he and Lily-Bell first parted, he said within himself,—








“Here I will stay awhile, and try to win by kindly deeds the flowers’

forgiveness for the pain and sorrow I brought them long ago; and they

may learn to love and trust me. So, even if I never find the Spirits,

I shall be worthier of Lily-Bell’s affection if I strive to atone for

the wrong I have done.”








Then he went among the flowers, but they closed their leaves, and

shrank away, trembling with fear; while the birds fled to hide

among the leaves as he passed.








This grieved poor Thistle, and he longed to tell them how changed

he had become; but they would not listen. So he tried to show, by

quiet deeds of kindness, that he meant no harm to them; and soon

the kind-hearted birds pitied the lonely Fairy, and when he came near

sang cheering songs, and dropped ripe berries in his path, for he

no longer broke their eggs, or hurt their little ones.








And when the flowers saw this, and found the once cruel Elf now

watering and tending little buds, feeding hungry insects, and

helping the busy ants to bear their heavy loads, they shared the pity

of the birds, and longed to trust him; but they dared not yet.








He came one day, while wandering through the garden, to the little

rose he had once harmed so sadly. Many buds now bloomed beside her,

and her soft face glowed with motherly pride, as she bent fondly over

them. But when Thistle came, he saw with sorrow how she bade them

close their green curtains, and conceal themselves beneath the leaves,

for there was danger near; and, drooping still more closely over them,

she seemed to wait with trembling fear the cruel Fairy’s coming.








But no rude hand tore her little ones away, no unkind words were

spoken; but a soft shower of dew fell lightly on them, and Thistle,

bending tenderly above them, said,—








“Dear flower, forgive the sorrow I once brought you, and trust me now

for Lily-Bell’s sake. Her gentleness has changed my cruelty to

kindness, and I would gladly repay all for the harm I have done;

but none will love and trust me now.”








Then the little rose looked up, and while the dew-drops shone

like happy tears upon her leaves, she said,—








“I WILL love and trust you, Thistle, for you are indeed much

changed. Make your home among us, and my sister flowers will soon

learn to love you as you deserve. Not for sweet Lily-Bell’s sake,

but for your own, will I become your friend; for you are kind and

gentle now, and worthy of our love. Look up, my little ones, there is

no danger near; look up, and welcome Thistle to our home.”








Then the little buds raised their rosy faces, danced again upon

their stems, and nodded kindly at Thistle, who smiled on them through

happy tears, and kissed the sweet, forgiving rose, who loved and

trusted him when most forlorn and friendless.








But the other flowers wondered among themselves, and Hyacinth said,—








“If Rose-Leaf is his friend, surely we may be; yet still I fear he may

soon grow weary of this gentleness, and be again the wicked Fairy he

once was, and we shall suffer for our kindness to him now.”








“Ah, do not doubt him!” cried warm-hearted little Mignonette; “surely

some good spirit has changed the wicked Thistle into this good little

Elf. See how tenderly he lifts aside the leaves that overshadow pale

Harebell, and listen now how softly he sings as he rocks little

Eglantine to sleep. He has done many friendly things, though none

save Rose-Leaf has been kind to him, and he is very sad. Last night

when I awoke to draw my curtains closer, he sat weeping in the

moonlight, so bitterly, I longed to speak a kindly word to him.

Dear sisters, let us trust him.”








And they all said little Mignonette was right; and, spreading wide

their leaves, they bade him come, and drink their dew, and lie among

the fragrant petals, striving to cheer his sorrow. Thistle told them

all, and, after much whispering together, they said,—








“Yes, we will help you to find the Earth Spirits, for you are striving

to be good, and for love of Lily-Bell we will do much for you.”








So they called a little bright-eyed mole, and said, “Downy-Back,

we have given you a pleasant home among our roots, and you are

a grateful little friend; so will you guide dear Thistle to the

Earth Spirits’ home?”








Downy-Back said, “Yes,” and Thistle, thanking the kindly flowers,

followed his little guide, through long, dark galleries, deeper

and deeper into the ground; while a glow-worm flew before to light

the way. On they went, and after a while, reached a path lit up by

bright jewels hung upon the walls. Here Downy-Back, and Glimmer,

the glow-worm, left him, saying,—








“We can lead you no farther; you must now go on alone, and the music

of the Spirits will guide you to their home.”








Then they went quickly up the winding path, and Thistle, guided

by the sweet music, went on alone.








He soon reached a lovely spot, whose golden halls were bright

with jewels, which sparkled brightly, and threw many-colored shadows

on the shining garments of the little Spirits, who danced below

to the melody of soft, silvery bells.








Long Thistle stood watching the brilliant forms that flashed and

sparkled round him; but he missed the flowers and the sunlight,

and rejoiced that he was not an Earth Spirit.








At last they spied him out, and, gladly welcoming him, bade him join

in their dance. But Thistledown was too sad for that, and when he

told them all his story they no longer urged, but sought to comfort

him; and one whom they called little Sparkle (for her crown and robe

shone with the brightest diamonds), said: “You will have to work

for us, ere you can win a gift to show the Brownies; do you see

those golden bells that make such music, as we wave them to and fro?

We worked long and hard ere they were won, and you can win one of

those, if you will do the task we give you.”








And Thistle said, “No task will be too hard for me to do for dear

Lily-Bell’s sake.”








Then they led him to a strange, dark place, lit up with torches;

where troops of Spirits flew busily to and fro, among damp rocks, and

through dark galleries that led far down into the earth. “What do

they here?” asked Thistle.








“I will tell,” replied little Sparkle, “for I once worked here

myself. Some of them watch above the flower-roots, and keep them

fresh and strong; others gather the clear drops that trickle from the

damp rocks, and form a little spring, which, growing ever larger,

rises to the light above, and gushes forth in some green field or

lonely forest; where the wild-birds come to drink, and wood-flowers

spread their thirsty leaves above the clear, cool waves, as they go

dancing away, carrying joy and freshness wherever they go. Others

shape the bright jewels into lovely forms, and make the good-luck

pennies which we give to mortals whom we love. And here you must toil

till the golden flower is won.”








Then Thistle went among the Spirits, and joined in their tasks;

he tended the flower-roots, gathered the water-drops, and formed the

good-luck pennies. Long and hard he worked, and was often sad and

weary, often tempted by unkind and selfish thoughts; but he thought

of Lily-Bell, and strove to be kind and loving as she had been; and

soon the Spirits learned to love the patient Fairy, who had left his

home to toil among them for the sake of his gentle friend.








At length came little Sparkle to him, saying, “You have done enough;

come now, and dance and feast with us, for the golden flower is won.”








But Thistle could not stay, for half his task was not yet done; and

he longed for sunlight and Lily-Bell. So, taking a kind farewell,

he hastened through the torch-lit path up to the light again; and,

spreading his wings, flew over hill and dale till he reached the

forest where Lily-Bell lay sleeping.








It was early morning, and the rosy light shone brightly through the

lily-leaves upon her, as Thistle entered, and laid his first gift

at the Brownie King’s feet.








“You have done well,” said he, “we hear good tidings of you from

bird and flower, and you are truly seeking to repair the evil

you have done. Take now one look at your little friend, and then

go forth to seek from the Air Spirits your second gift.”








Then Thistle said farewell again to Lily-Bell, and flew far and wide

among the clouds, seeking the Air Spirits; but though he wandered till

his weary wings could bear him no longer, it was in vain. So, faint

and sad, he lay down to rest on a broad vine-leaf, that fluttered

gently in the wind; and as he lay, he saw beneath him the home

of the kind bees whom he had so disturbed, and Lily-Bell had helped

and comforted.








“I will seek to win their pardon, and show them that I am no longer

the cruel Fairy who so harmed them,” thought Thistle, “and when they

become again my friends, I will ask their help to find the Air

Spirits; and if I deserve it, they will gladly aid me on my way.”








So he flew down into the field below, and hastened busily from

flower to flower, till he had filled a tiny blue-bell with sweet,

fresh honey. Then he stole softly to the hive, and, placing it near

the door, concealed himself to watch. Soon his friend Nimble-Wing

came flying home, and when he spied the little cup, he hummed with

joy, and called his companions around him.








“Surely, some good Elf has placed it here for us,” said they; “let us

bear it to our Queen; it is so fresh and fragrant it will be a fit

gift for her”; and they joyfully took it in, little dreaming who had

placed it there.








So each day Thistle filled a flower-cup, and laid it at the door;

and each day the bees wondered more and more, for many strange things

happened. The field-flowers told of the good spirit who watched

above them, and the birds sang of the same kind little Elf bringing

soft moss for their nests, and food for their hungry young ones;

while all around the hive had grown fairer since the Fairy came.








But the bees never saw him, for he feared he had not yet done enough

to win their forgiveness and friendship; so he lived alone among the

vines, daily bringing them honey, and doing some kindly action.








At length, as he lay sleeping in a flower-bell, a little bee came

wandering by, and knew him for the wicked Thistle; so he called his

friends, and, as they flew murmuring around him, he awoke.








“What shall we do to you, naughty Elf?” said they. “You are in

our power, and we will sting you if you are not still.”








“Let us close the flower-leaves around him and leave him here

to starve,” cried one, who had not yet forgotten all the sorrow

Thistle had caused them long ago.








“No, no, that were very cruel, dear Buzz,” said little Hum; “let us

take him to our Queen, and she will tell us how to show our anger for

the wicked deeds he did. See how bitterly he weeps; be kind to him,

he will not harm us more.”








“You good little Hum!” cried a kind-hearted robin who had hopped near

to listen to the bees. “Dear friends, do you not know that this is

the good Fairy who has dwelt so quietly among us, watching over bird

and blossom, giving joy to all he helps? It is HE who brings the

honey-cup each day to you, and then goes silently away, that you may

never know who works so faithfully for you. Be kind to him, for if

he has done wrong, he has repented of it, as you may see.”








“Can this be naughty Thistle?” said Nimble-Wing.








“Yes, it is I,” said Thistle, “but no longer cruel and unkind. I have

tried to win your love by patient industry. Ah, trust me now, and you

shall see I am not naughty Thistle any more.”








Then the wondering bees led him to their Queen, and when he had told

his tale, and begged their forgiveness, it was gladly given; and

all strove to show him that he was loved and trusted. Then he asked

if they could tell him where the Air Spirits dwelt, for he must not

forget dear Lily-Bell; and to his great joy the Queen said, “Yes,”

and bade little Hum guide Thistle to Cloud-Land.








Little Hum joyfully obeyed; and Thistle followed him, as he flew

higher and higher among the soft clouds, till in the distance they saw

a radiant light.








“There is their home, and I must leave you now, dear Thistle,” said

the little bee; and, bidding him farewell, he flew singing back; while

Thistle, following the light, soon found himself in the Air Spirits’

home.








The sky was gold and purple like an autumn sunset, and long walls of

brilliant clouds lay round him. A rosy light shone through the silver

mist, on gleaming columns and the rainbow roof; soft, fragrant winds

went whispering by, and airy little forms were flitting to and fro.








Long Thistle wondered at the beauty round him; and then he went

among the shining Spirits, told his tale, and asked a gift.








But they answered like the Earth Spirits. “You must serve us first,

and then we will gladly give you a robe of sunlight like our own.”








And then they told him how they wafted flower-seeds over the earth,

to beautify and brighten lonely spots; how they watched above the

blossoms by day, and scattered dews at night, brought sunlight

into darkened places, and soft winds to refresh and cheer.








“These are the things we do,” said they, “and you must aid us

for a time.”








And Thistle gladly went with the lovely Spirits; by day he joined

the sunlight and the breeze in their silent work; by night, with

Star-Light and her sister spirits, he flew over the moon-lit earth,

dropping cool dew upon the folded flowers, and bringing happy dreams

to sleeping mortals. Many a kind deed was done, many a gentle word

was spoken; and each day lighter grew his heart, and stronger his

power of giving joy to others.








At length Star-Light bade him work no more, and gladly gave him

the gift he had won. Then his second task was done, and he flew gayly

back to the green earth and slumbering Lily-Bell.








The silvery moonlight shone upon her, as he came to give his second

gift; and the Brownie spoke more kindly than before.








“One more trial, Thistle, and she will awake. Go bravely forth and

win your last and hardest gift.”











Then with a light heart Thistle journeyed away to the brooks and

rivers, seeking the Water Spirits. But he looked in vain; till,

wandering through the forest where the Brownies took him captive,

he stopped beside the quiet lake.








As he stood here he heard a sound of pain, and, looking in the tall

grass at his side, he saw the dragon-fly whose kindness he once

repayed by pain and sorrow, and who now lay suffering and alone.








Thistle bent tenderly beside him, saying, “Dear Flutter, do not

fear me. I will gladly ease your pain, if you will let me; I am your

friend, and long to show you how I grieve for all the wrong I did you,

when you were so kind to me. Forgive, and let me help and comfort

you.”








Then he bound up the broken wing, and spoke so tenderly that Flutter

doubted him no longer, and was his friend again.








Day by day did Thistle watch beside him, making little beds of

cool, fresh moss for him to rest upon, fanning him when he slept,

and singing sweet songs to cheer him when awake. And often when

poor Flutter longed to be dancing once again over the blue waves,

the Fairy bore him in his arms to the lake, and on a broad leaf,

with a green flag for a sail, they floated on the still water; while

the dragon-fly’s companions flew about them, playing merry games.








At length the broken wing was well, and Thistle said he must again

seek the Water Spirits. “I can tell you where to find them,” said

Flutter; “you must follow yonder little brook, and it will lead you

to the sea, where the Spirits dwell. I would gladly do more for you,

dear Thistle, but I cannot, for they live deep beneath the waves.

You will find some kind friend to aid you on your way; and so

farewell.”








Thistle followed the little brook, as it flowed through field and

valley, growing ever larger, till it reached the sea. Here the wind

blew freshly, and the great waves rolled and broke at Thistle’s feet,

as he stood upon the shore, watching the billows dancing and sparkling

in the sun.








“How shall I find the Spirits in this great sea, with none to help or

guide me? Yet it is my last task, and for Lily-Bell’s sake I must not

fear or falter now,” said Thistle. So he flew hither and thither

over the sea, looking through the waves. Soon he saw, far below,

the branches of the coral tree.








“They must be here,” thought he, and, folding his wings, he plunged

into the deep, cold sea. But he saw only fearful monsters and dark

shapes that gathered round him; and, trembling with fear, he struggled

up again.








The great waves tossed him to and fro, and cast him bruised and faint

upon the shore. Here he lay weeping bitterly, till a voice beside him

said, “Poor little Elf, what has befallen you? These rough waves are

not fit playmates for so delicate a thing as you. Tell me your

sorrow, and I will comfort you.”








And Thistle, looking up, saw a white sea-bird at his side, who tried

with friendly words to cheer him. So he told all his wanderings,

and how he sought the Sea Spirits.








“Surely, if bee and blossom do their part to help you, birds should

aid you too,” said the Sea-bird. “I will call my friend, the

Nautilus, and he will bear you safely to the Coral Palace where the

Spirits dwell.”








So, spreading his great wings, he flew away, and soon Thistle saw

a little boat come dancing over the waves, and wait beside the shore

for him.








In he sprang. Nautilus raised his little sail to the wind, and the

light boat glided swiftly over the blue sea. At last Thistle cried,

“I see lovely arches far below; let me go, it is the Spirits’ home.”








“Nay, close your eyes, and trust to me. I will bear you safely down,”

said Nautilus.








So Thistle closed his eyes, and listened to the murmur of the sea,

as they sank slowly through the waves. The soft sound lulled him

to sleep, and when he awoke the boat was gone, and he stood among

the Water Spirits, in their strange and lovely home.








Lofty arches of snow-white coral bent above him, and the walls

of brightly tinted shells were wreathed with lovely sea-flowers, and

the sunlight shining on the waves cast silvery shadows on the ground,

where sparkling stones glowed in the sand. A cool, fresh wind swept

through the waving garlands of bright sea-moss, and the distant murmur

of dashing waves came softly on the air. Soon troops of graceful

Spirits flitted by, and when they found the wondering Elf, they

gathered round him, bringing pearl-shells heaped with precious stones,

and all the rare, strange gifts that lie beneath the sea. But Thistle

wished for none of these, and when his tale was told, the kindly

Spirits pitied him; and little Pearl sighed, as she told him of the

long and weary task he must perform, ere he could win a crown of

snow-white pearls like those they wore. But Thistle had gained

strength and courage in his wanderings, and did not falter now, when

they led him to a place among the coral-workers, and told him he must

labor here, till the spreading branches reached the light and air,

through the waves that danced above.








With a patient hope that he might yet be worthy of Lily-Bell,

the Fairy left the lovely spirits and their pleasant home, to toil

among the coral-builders, where all was strange and dim. Long, long,

he worked; but still the waves rolled far above them, and his task was

not yet done; and many bitter tears poor Thistle shed, and sadly he

pined for air and sunlight, the voice of birds, and breath of flowers.

Often, folded in the magic garments which the Spirits gave him, that

he might pass unharmed among the fearful creatures dwelling there,

he rose to the surface of the sea, and, gliding through the waves,

gazed longingly upon the hills, now looking blue and dim so far away,

or watched the flocks of summer birds, journeying to a warmer land;

and they brought sad memories of green old forests, and sunny fields,

to the lonely little Fairy floating on the great, wild sea.








Day after day went by, and slowly Thistle’s task drew towards an end.

Busily toiled the coral-workers, but more busily toiled he; insect

and Spirit daily wondered more and more, at the industry and patience

of the silent little Elf, who had a friendly word for all, though

he never joined them in their sport.








Higher and higher grew the coral-boughs, and lighter grew the Fairy’s

heart, while thoughts of dear Lily-Bell cheered him on, as day by day

he steadily toiled; and when at length the sun shone on his work,

and it was done, he stayed but to take the garland he had won, and

to thank the good Spirits for their love and care. Then up through

the cold, blue waves he swiftly glided, and, shaking the bright drops

from his wings, soared singing up to the sunny sky.











On through the fragrant air went Thistle, looking with glad face

upon the fair, fresh earth below, where flowers looked smiling up,

and green trees bowed their graceful heads as if to welcome him. Soon

the forest where Lily-Bell lay sleeping rose before him, and as he

passed along the cool, dim wood-paths, never had they seemed so fair.








But when he came where his little friend had slept, it was no longer

the dark, silent spot where he last saw her. Garlands hung from every

tree, and the fairest flowers filled the air with their sweet breath.

Bird’s gay voices echoed far and wide, and the little brook went

singing by, beneath the arching ferns that bent above it; green

leaves rustled in the summer wind, and the air was full of music.

But the fairest sight was Lily-Bell, as she lay on the couch of

velvet moss that Fairy hands had spread. The golden flower lay

beside her, and the glittering robe was folded round her little form.

The warmest sunlight fell upon her, and the softest breezes lifted

her shining hair.








Happy tears fell fast, as Thistle folded his arms around her,

crying, “O Lily-Bell, dear Lily-Bell, awake! I have been true to you,

and now my task is done.”








Then, with a smile, Lily-Bell awoke, and looked with wondering eyes

upon the beauty that had risen round her.








“Dear Thistle, what mean these fair things, and why are we in this

lovely place?”








“Listen, Lily-Bell,” said the Brownie King, as he appeared beside her.

And then he told all that Thistle had done to show his love for her;

how he had wandered far and wide to seek the Fairy gifts, and toiled

long and hard to win them; how he had been loving, true, and tender,

when most lonely and forsaken.








“Bird, bee, and blossom have forgiven him, and none is more loved

and trusted now by all, than the once cruel Thistle,” said the King,

as he bent down to the happy Elf, who bowed low before him.








“You have learned the beauty of a gentle, kindly heart, dear Thistle;

and you are now worthy to become the friend of her for whom you have

done so much. Place the crown upon her head, for she is Queen of all

the Forest Fairies now.”








And as the crown shone on the head that Lily-Bell bent down on

Thistle’s breast, the forest seemed alive with little forms, who

sprang from flower and leaf, and gathered round her, bringing gifts

for their new Queen.








“If I am Queen, then you are King, dear Thistle,” said the Fairy.

“Take the crown, and I will have a wreath of flowers. You have toiled

and suffered for my sake, and you alone should rule over these little

Elves whose love you have won.”








“Keep your crown, Lily-Bell, for yonder come the Spirits with their

gifts to Thistle,” said the Brownie. And, as he pointed with his

wand, out from among the mossy roots of an old tree came trooping

the Earth Spirits, their flower-bells ringing softly as they came,

and their jewelled garments glittering in the sun. On to where

Thistledown stood beneath the shadow of the flowers, with Lily-Bell

beside him, went the Spirits; and then forth sprang little Sparkle,

waving a golden flower, whose silvery music filled the air. “Dear

Thistle,” said the shining Spirit, “what you toiled so faithfully

to win for another, let us offer now as a token of our love for you.”








As she ceased, down through the air came floating bands of lovely

Air Spirits, bringing a shining robe, and they too told their love

for the gentle Fairy who had dwelt with them.








Then softly on the breeze came distant music, growing ever nearer,

till over the rippling waves came the singing Water Spirits, in their

boats of many-colored shells; and as they placed their glittering

crown on Thistle’s head, loud rang the flowers, and joyously sang

the birds, while all the Forest Fairies cried, with silvery voices,

“Lily-Bell and Thistledown! Long live our King and Queen!”








“Have you a tale for us too, dear Violet-Eye?” said the Queen, as

Zephyr ceased. The little Elf thus named looked from among the

flower-leaves where she sat, and with a smile replied, “As I was

weaving garlands in the field, I heard a primrose tell this tale

to her friend Golden-Rod.”













LITTLE BUD.








In a great forest, high up among the green boughs, lived Bird

Brown-Breast, and his bright-eyed little mate. They were now very

happy; their home was done, the four blue eggs lay in the soft nest,

and the little wife sat still and patient on them, while the husband

sang, and told her charming tales, and brought her sweet berries

and little worms.








Things went smoothly on, till one day she found in the nest a little

white egg, with a golden band about it.








“My friend,” cried she, “come and see! Where can this fine egg have

come from? My four are here, and this also; what think you of it?”








The husband shook his head gravely, and said, “Be not alarmed, my

love; it is doubtless some good Fairy who has given us this, and we

shall find some gift within; do not let us touch it, but do you sit

carefully upon it, and we shall see in time what has been sent us.”








So they said nothing about it, and soon their home had four little

chirping children; and then the white egg opened, and, behold,

a little maiden lay singing within. Then how amazed were they,

and how they welcomed her, as she lay warm beneath the mother’s wing,

and how the young birds did love her.








Great joy was in the forest, and proud were the parents of their

family, and still more of the little one who had come to them;

while all the neighbors flocked in, to see Dame Brown-Breast’s

little child. And the tiny maiden talked to them, and sang so

merrily, that they could have listened for ever. Soon she was

the joy of the whole forest, dancing from tree to tree, making

every nest her home, and none were ever so welcome as little Bud;

and so they lived right merrily in the green old forest.








The father now had much to do to supply his family with food, and

choice morsels did he bring little Bud. The wild fruits were her

food, the fresh dew in the flower-cups her drink, while the green

leaves served her for little robes; and thus she found garments in

the flowers of the field, and a happy home with Mother Brown-Breast;

and all in the wood, from the stately trees to the little mosses

in the turf, were friends to the merry child.








And each day she taught the young birds sweet songs, and as their gay

music rang through the old forest, the stern, dark pines ceased their

solemn waving, that they might hear the soft sounds stealing through

the dim wood-paths, and mortal children came to listen, saying softly,

“Hear the flowers sing, and touch them not, for the Fairies are here.”








Then came a band of sad little Elves to Bud, praying that they might

hear the sweet music; and when she took them by the hand, and spoke

gently to them, they wept and said sadly, when she asked them whence

they came,—








“We dwelt once in Fairy-Land, and O how happy were we then! But alas!

we were not worthy of so fair a home, and were sent forth into the

cold world. Look at our robes, they are like the withered leaves;

our wings are dim, our crowns are gone, and we lead sad, lonely lives

in this dark forest. Let us stay with you; your gay music sounds

like Fairy songs, and you have such a friendly way with you, and speak

so gently to us. It is good to be near one so lovely and so kind; and

you can tell us how we may again become fair and innocent. Say we may

stay with you, kind little maiden.”








And Bud said, “Yes,” and they stayed; but her kind little heart

was grieved that they wept so sadly, and all she could say could not

make them happy; till at last she said,—








“Do not weep, and I will go to Queen Dew-Drop, and beseech her

to let you come back. I will tell her that you are repentant,

and will do anything to gain her love again; that you are sad, and

long to be forgiven. This will I say, and more, and trust she will

grant my prayer.”








“She will not say no to you, dear Bud,” said the poor little Fairies;

“she will love you as we do, and if we can but come again to our lost

home, we cannot give you thanks enough. Go, Bud, and if there be

power in Fairy gifts, you shall be as happy as our hearts’ best love

can make you.”








The tidings of Bud’s departure flew through the forest, and all her

friends came to say farewell, as with the morning sun she would go;

and each brought some little gift, for the land of Fairies was

far away, and she must journey long.








“Nay, you shall not go on your feet, my child,” said Mother

Brown-Breast; “your friend Golden-Wing shall carry you. Call him

hither, that I may seat you rightly, for if you should fall off

my heart would break.”








Then up came Golden-Wing, and Bud was safely seated on the cushion

of violet-leaves; and it was really charming to see her merry little

face, peeping from under the broad brim of her cow-slip hat, as

her butterfly steed stood waving his bright wings in the sunlight.

Then came the bee with his yellow honey-bags, which he begged she

would take, and the little brown spider that lived under the great

leaves brought a veil for her hat, and besought her to wear it,

lest the sun should shine too brightly; while the ant came bringing a

tiny strawberry, lest she should miss her favorite fruit. The mother

gave her good advice, and the papa stood with his head on one side,

and his round eyes twinkling with delight, to think that his

little Bud was going to Fairy-Land.








Then they all sang gayly together, till she passed out of sight

over the hills, and they saw her no more.















And now Bud left the old forest far behind her. Golden-Wing

bore her swiftly along, and she looked down on the green mountains,

and the peasant’s cottages, that stood among overshadowing trees;

and the earth looked bright, with its broad, blue rivers winding

through soft meadows, the singing birds, and flowers, who kept their

bright eyes ever on the sky.








And she sang gayly as they floated in the clear air, while her friend

kept time with his waving wings, and ever as they went along all grew

fairer; and thus they came to Fairy-Land.








As Bud passed through the gates, she no longer wondered that the

exiled Fairies wept and sorrowed for the lovely home they had lost.

Bright clouds floated in the sunny sky, casting a rainbow light on

the Fairy palaces below, where the Elves were dancing; while the

low, sweet voices of the singing flowers sounded softly through the

fragrant air, and mingled with the music of the rippling waves, as

they flowed on beneath the blossoming vines that drooped above them.








All was bright and beautiful; but kind little Bud would not linger,

for the forms of the weeping Fairies were before her; and

though the blossoms nodded gayly on their stems to welcome her,

and the soft winds kissed her cheek, she would not stay, but on

to the Flower Palace she went, into a pleasant hall whose walls

were formed of crimson roses, amid whose leaves sat little Elves,

making sweet music on their harps. When they saw Bud, they gathered

round her, and led her through the flower-wreathed arches to a group

of the most beautiful Fairies, who were gathered about a stately lily,

in whose fragrant cup sat one whose purple robe and glittering crown

told she was their Queen.








Bud knelt before her, and, while tears streamed down her little face,

she told her errand, and pleaded earnestly that the exiled Fairies

might be forgiven, and not be left to pine far from their friends and

kindred. And as she prayed, many wept with her; and when she ceased,

and waited for her answer, many knelt beside her, praying forgiveness

for the unhappy Elves.








With tearful eyes, Queen Dew-Drop replied,—








“Little maiden, your prayer has softened my heart. They shall not be

left sorrowing and alone, nor shall you go back without a kindly word

to cheer and comfort them. We will pardon their fault, and when they

can bring hither a perfect Fairy crown, robe, and wand, they shall be

again received as children of their loving Queen. The task is hard,

for none but the best and purest can form the Fairy garments; yet with

patience they may yet restore their robes to their former brightness.

Farewell, good little maiden; come with them, for but for you they

would have dwelt for ever without the walls of Fairy-Land.”








“Good speed to you, and farewell,” cried they all, as, with loving

messages to their poor friends, they bore her to the gates.











Day after day toiled little Bud, cheering the Fairies, who,

angry and disappointed, would not listen to her gentle words,

but turned away and sat alone weeping. They grieved her kind heart

with many cruel words; but patiently she bore with them, and when

they told her they could never perform so hard a task, and must dwell

for ever in the dark forest, she answered gently, that the snow-white

lily must be planted, and watered with repentant tears, before the

robe of innocence could be won; that the sun of love must shine

in their hearts, before the light could return to their dim crowns,

and deeds of kindness must be performed, ere the power would come

again to their now useless wands.








Then they planted the lilies; but they soon drooped and died, and

no light came to their crowns. They did no gentle deeds, but cared

only for themselves; and when they found their labor was in vain,

they tried no longer, but sat weeping. Bud, with ceaseless toil and

patient care, tended the lilies, which bloomed brightly, the crowns

grew bright, and in her hands the wands had power over birds and

blossoms, for she was striving to give happiness to others,

forgetful of herself. And the idle Fairies, with thankful words, took

the garments from her, and then with Bud went forth to Fairy-Land,

and stood with beating hearts before the gates; where crowds of Fairy

friends came forth to welcome them.








But when Queen Dew-Drop touched them with her wand, as they passed in,

the light faded from their crowns, their robes became like withered

leaves, and their wands were powerless.








Amid the tears of all the Fairies, the Queen led them to the gates,

and said,—








“Farewell! It is not in my power to aid you; innocence and love are

not within your hearts, and were it not for this untiring little

maiden, who has toiled while you have wept, you never would have

entered your lost home. Go and strive again, for till all is once

more fair and pure, I cannot call you mine.”








“Farewell!” sang the weeping Fairies, as the gates closed on their

outcast friends; who, humbled and broken-hearted, gathered around Bud;

and she, with cheering words, guided them back to the forest.











Time passed on, and the Fairies had done nothing to gain their

lovely home again. They wept no longer, but watched little Bud,

as she daily tended the flowers, restoring their strength and beauty,

or with gentle words flew from nest to nest, teaching the little birds

to live happily together; and wherever she went blessings fell, and

loving hearts were filled with gratitude.








Then, one by one, the Elves secretly did some little work of kindness,

and found a quiet joy come back to repay them. Flowers looked

lovingly up as they passed, birds sang to cheer them when sad thoughts

made them weep. And soon little Bud found out their gentle deeds,

and her friendly words gave them new strength. So day after day

they followed her, and like a band of guardian spirits they flew

far and wide, carrying with them joy and peace.








And not only birds and flowers blessed them, but human beings also;

for with tender hands they guided little children from danger, and

kept their young hearts free from evil thoughts; they whispered

soothing words to the sick, and brought sweet odors and fair flowers

to their lonely rooms. They sent lovely visions to the old and blind,

to make their hearts young and bright with happy thoughts.








But most tenderly did they watch over the poor and sorrowing,

and many a poor mother blessed the unseen hands that laid food

before her hungry little ones, and folded warm garments round

their naked limbs. Many a poor man wondered at the fair flowers

that sprang up in his little garden-plot, cheering him with their

bright forms, and making his dreary home fair with their loveliness,

and looked at his once barren field, where now waved the golden corn,

turning its broad leaves to the warm sun, and promising a store of

golden ears to give him food; while the care-worn face grew bright,

and the troubled heart filled with gratitude towards the invisible

spirits who had brought him such joy.








Thus time passed on, and though the exiled Fairies longed often for

their home, still, knowing they did not deserve it, they toiled on,

hoping one day to see the friends they had lost; while the joy of

their own hearts made their life full of happiness.








One day came little Bud to them, saying,—








“Listen, dear friends. I have a hard task to offer you. It is a

great sacrifice for you light loving Fairies to dwell through the long

winter in the dark, cold earth, watching over the flower roots, to keep

them free from the little grubs and worms that seek to harm them.

But in the sunny Spring when they bloom again, their love and

gratitude will give you happy homes among their bright leaves.








“It is a wearisome task, and I can give you no reward for all your

tender care, but the blessings of the gentle flowers you will have

saved from death. Gladly would I aid you; but my winged friends are

preparing for their journey to warmer lands, and I must help them

teach their little ones to fly, and see them safely on their way.

Then, through the winter, must I seek the dwellings of the poor

and suffering, comfort the sick and lonely, and give hope and courage

to those who in their poverty are led astray. These things must I do;

but when the flowers bloom again I will be with you, to welcome back

our friends from over the sea.”








Then, with tears, the Fairies answered, “Ah, good little Bud, you have

taken the hardest task yourself, and who will repay you for all your

deeds of tenderness and mercy in the great world? Should evil befall

you, our hearts would break. We will labor trustingly in the earth,

and thoughts of you shall cheer us on; for without you we had been

worthless beings, and never known the joy that kindly actions bring.

Yes, dear Bud, we will gladly toil among the roots, that the fair

flowers may wear their gayest robes to welcome you.”








Then deep in the earth the Fairies dwelt, and no frost or snow

could harm the blossoms they tended. Every little seed was laid

in the soft earth, watered, and watched. Tender roots were folded

in withered leaves, that no chilling drops might reach them; and

safely dreamed the flowers, till summer winds should call them forth;

while lighter grew each Fairy heart, as every gentle deed was

tenderly performed.








At length the snow was gone, and they heard little voices calling them

to come up; but patiently they worked, till seed and root were green

and strong. Then, with eager feet, they hastened to the earth above,

where, over hill and valley, bright flowers and budding trees smiled

in the warm sunlight, blossoms bent lovingly before them, and rang

their colored bells, till the fragrant air was full of music; while

the stately trees waved their great arms above them, and scattered

soft leaves at their feet.








Then came the merry birds, making the wood alive with their gay

voices, calling to one another, as they flew among the vines,

building their little homes. Long waited the Elves, and at last

she came with Father Brown-Breast. Happy days passed; and

summer flowers were in their fullest beauty, when Bud bade the Fairies

come with her.











Mounted on bright-winged butterflies, they flew over forest and

meadow, till with joyful eyes they saw the flower-crowned walls

of Fairy-Land.








Before the gates they stood, and soon troops of loving Elves

came forth to meet them. And on through the sunny gardens they went,

into the Lily Hall, where, among the golden stamens of a graceful

flower, sat the Queen; while on the broad, green leaves around it

stood the brighteyed little maids of honor.








Then, amid the deep silence, little Bud, leading the Fairies to the

throne, said,—








“Dear Queen, I here bring back your subjects, wiser for their sorrow,

better for their hard trial; and now might any Queen be proud of them,

and bow to learn from them that giving joy and peace to others

brings it fourfold to us, bearing a double happiness in the blessings

to those we help. Through the dreary months, when they might have

dwelt among fair Southern flowers, beneath a smiling sky, they toiled

in the dark and silent earth, filling the hearts of the gentle Flower

Spirits with grateful love, seeking no reward but the knowledge of

their own good deeds, and the joy they always bring. This they have

done unmurmuringly and alone; and now, far and wide, flower blessings

fall upon them, and the summer winds bear the glad tidings unto those

who droop in sorrow, and new joy and strength it brings, as they look

longingly for the friends whose gentle care hath brought such

happiness to their fair kindred.








“Are they not worthy of your love, dear Queen? Have they not won

their lovely home? Say they are pardoned, and you have gained

the love of hearts pure as the snow-white robes now folded over them.”








As Bud ceased, she touched the wondering Fairies with her wand,

and the dark faded garments fell away; and beneath, the robes

of lily-leaves glittered pure and spotless in the sun-light.

Then, while happy tears fell, Queen Dew-Drop placed the bright crowns

on the bowed heads of the kneeling Fairies, and laid before them

the wands their own good deeds had rendered powerful.








They turned to thank little Bud for all her patient love,

but she was gone; and high above, in the clear air, they saw

the little form journeying back to the quiet forest.








She needed no reward but the joy she had given. The Fairy hearts

were pure again, and her work was done; yet all Fairy-Land had learned

a lesson from gentle little Bud.











“Now, little Sunbeam, what have you to tell us?” said the Queen,

looking down on a bright-eyed Elf, who sat half hidden in the deep

moss at her feet.








“I too, like Star-Twinkle, have nothing but a song to offer,”

replied the Fairy; and then, while the nightingale’s sweet voice

mingled with her own, she sang,—













CLOVER-BLOSSOM.








In a quiet, pleasant meadow,


Beneath a summer sky,


Where green old trees their branches waved,


And winds went singing by;


Where a little brook went rippling


So musically low,


And passing clouds cast shadows


On the waving grass below;


Where low, sweet notes of brooding birds


Stole out on the fragrant air,


And golden sunlight shone undimmed


On all most fresh and fair;—


There bloomed a lovely sisterhood


Of happy little flowers,


Together in this pleasant home,


Through quiet summer hours.


No rude hand came to gather them,


No chilling winds to blight;


Warm sunbeams smiled on them by day,


And soft dews fell at night.


So here, along the brook-side,


Beneath the green old trees,


The flowers dwelt among their friends,


The sunbeams and the breeze.









One morning, as the flowers awoke,


Fragrant, and fresh, and fair,


A little worm came creeping by,


And begged a shelter there.


“Ah! pity and love me,” sighed the worm,


“I am lonely, poor, and weak;


A little spot for a resting-place,


Dear flowers, is all I seek.


I am not fair, and have dwelt unloved


By butterfly, bird, and bee.


They little knew that in this dark form


Lay the beauty they yet may see.


Then let me lie in the deep green moss,


And weave my little tomb,


And sleep my long, unbroken sleep


Till Spring’s first flowers come.


Then will I come in a fairer dress,


And your gentle care repay


By the grateful love of the humble worm;


Kind flowers, O let me stay!”


But the wild rose showed her little thorns,


While her soft face glowed with pride;


The violet hid beneath the drooping ferns,


And the daisy turned aside.


Little Houstonia scornfully laughed,


As she danced on her slender stem;


While the cowslip bent to the rippling waves,


And whispered the tale to them.


A blue-eyed grass looked down on the worm,


As it silently turned away,


And cried, “Thou wilt harm our delicate leaves,


And therefore thou canst not stay.”


Then a sweet, soft voice, called out from far,


“Come hither, poor worm, to me;


The sun lies warm in this quiet spot,


And I’ll share my home with thee.”


The wondering flowers looked up to see


Who had offered the worm a home:


’T was a clover-blossom, whose fluttering leaves


Seemed beckoning him to come;


It dwelt in a sunny little nook,


Where cool winds rustled by,


And murmuring bees and butterflies came,


On the flower’s breast to lie.


Down through the leaves the sunlight stole,


And seemed to linger there,


As if it loved to brighten the home


Of one so sweet and fair.


Its rosy face smiled kindly down,


As the friendless worm drew near;


And its low voice, softly whispering, said


“Poor thing, thou art welcome here;


Close at my side, in the soft green moss,


Thou wilt find a quiet bed,


Where thou canst softly sleep till Spring,


With my leaves above thee spread.


I pity and love thee, friendless worm,


Though thou art not graceful or fair;


For many a dark, unlovely form,


Hath a kind heart dwelling there;


No more o’er the green and pleasant earth,


Lonely and poor, shalt thou roam,


For a loving friend hast thou found in me,


And rest in my little home.”


Then, deep in its quiet mossy bed,


Sheltered from sun and shower,


The grateful worm spun its winter tomb,


In the shadow of the flower.


And Clover guarded well its rest,


Till Autumn’s leaves were sere,


Till all her sister flowers were gone,


And her winter sleep drew near.


Then her withered leaves were softly spread


O’er the sleeping worm below,


Ere the faithful little flower lay


Beneath the winter snow.









Spring came again, and the flowers rose


From their quiet winter graves,


And gayly danced on their slender stems,


And sang with the rippling waves.


Softly the warm winds kissed their cheeks;


Brightly the sunbeams fell,


As, one by one, they came again


In their summer homes to dwell.


And little Clover bloomed once more,


Rosy, and sweet, and fair,


And patiently watched by the mossy bed,


For the worm still slumbered there.


Then her sister flowers scornfully cried,


As they waved in the summer air,


“The ugly worm was friendless and poor;


Little Clover, why shouldst thou care?


Then watch no more, nor dwell alone,


Away from thy sister flowers;


Come, dance and feast, and spend with us


These pleasant summer hours.


We pity thee, foolish little flower,


To trust what the false worm said;


He will not come in a fairer dress,


For he lies in the green moss dead.”


But little Clover still watched on,


Alone in her sunny home;


She did not doubt the poor worm’s truth,


And trusted he would come.









At last the small cell opened wide,


And a glittering butterfly,


From out the moss, on golden wings,


Soared up to the sunny sky.


Then the wondering flowers cried aloud,


“Clover, thy watch was vain;


He only sought a shelter here,


And never will come again.”


And the unkind flowers danced for joy,


When they saw him thus depart;


For the love of a beautiful butterfly


Is dear to a flower’s heart.


They feared he would stay in Clover’s home,


And her tender care repay;


So they danced for joy, when at last he rose


And silently flew away.


Then little Clover bowed her head,


While her soft tears fell like dew;


For her gentle heart was grieved, to find


That her sisters’ words were true,


And the insect she had watched so long


When helpless, poor, and lone,


Thankless for all her faithful care,


On his golden wings had flown.


But as she drooped, in silent grief,


She heard little Daisy cry,


“O sisters, look! I see him now,


Afar in the sunny sky;


He is floating back from Cloud-Land now,


Borne by the fragrant air.


Spread wide your leaves, that he may choose


The flower he deems most fair.”


Then the wild rose glowed with a deeper blush,


As she proudly waved on her stem;


The Cowslip bent to the clear blue waves,


And made her mirror of them.


Little Houstonia merrily danced,


And spread her white leaves wide;


While Daisy whispered her joy and hope,


As she stood by her gay friends’ side.


Violet peeped from the tall green ferns,


And lifted her soft blue eye


To watch the glittering form, that shone


Afar in the summer sky.


They thought no more of the ugly worm,


Who once had wakened their scorn;


But looked and longed for the butterfly now,


As the soft wind bore him on.









Nearer and nearer the bright form came,


And fairer the blossoms grew;


Each welcomed him, in her sweetest tones;


Each offered her honey and dew.


But in vain did they beckon, and smile, and call,


And wider their leaves unclose;


The glittering form still floated on,


By Violet, Daisy, and Rose.


Lightly it flew to the pleasant home


Of the flower most truly fair,


On Clover’s breast he softly lit,


And folded his bright wings there.


“Dear flower,” the butterfly whispered low,


“Long hast thou waited for me;


Now I am come, and my grateful love


Shall brighten thy home for thee;


Thou hast loved and cared for me, when alone,


Hast watched o’er me long and well;


And now will I strive to show the thanks


The poor worm could not tell.


Sunbeam and breeze shall come to thee,


And the coolest dews that fall;


Whate’er a flower can wish is thine,


For thou art worthy all.


And the home thou shared with the friendless worm


The butterfly’s home shall be;


And thou shalt find, dear, faithful flower,


A loving friend in me.”


Then, through the long, bright summer hours


Through sunshine and through shower,


Together in their happy home


Dwelt butterfly and flower.












“Ah, that is very lovely,” cried the Elves, gathering round

little Sunbeam as she ceased, to place a garland in her hair and

praise her song.








“Now,” said the Queen, “call hither Moon-light and Summer-Wind,

for they have seen many pleasant things in their long wanderings,

and will gladly tell us them.”








“Most joyfully will we do our best, dear Queen,” said the Elves,

as they folded their wings beside her.








“Now, Summer-Wind,” said Moonlight, “till your turn comes, do you sit

here and fan me while I tell this tale of













LITTLE ANNIE’S DREAM;


OR,


THE FAIRY FLOWER.









In a large and pleasant garden sat little Annie all alone, and

she seemed very sad, for drops that were not dew fell fast upon the

flowers beside her, who looked wonderingly up, and bent still nearer,

as if they longed to cheer and comfort her. The warm wind lifted up

her shining hair and softly kissed her cheek, while the sunbeams,

looking most kindly in her face, made little rainbows in her tears,

and lingered lovingly about her. But Annie paid no heed to sun,

or wind, or flower; still the bright tears fell, and she forgot

all but her sorrow.








“Little Annie, tell me why you weep,” said a low voice in her ear;

and, looking up, the child beheld a little figure standing on a

vine-leaf at her side; a lovely face smiled on her, from amid

bright locks of hair, and shining wings were folded on a white and

glittering robe, that fluttered in the wind.








“Who are you, lovely little thing?” cried Annie, smiling through

her tears.








“I am a Fairy, little child, and am come to help and comfort you; now

tell me why you weep, and let me be your friend,” replied the spirit,

as she smiled more kindly still on Annie’s wondering face.








“And are you really, then, a little Elf, such as I read of

in my fairy books? Do you ride on butterflies, sleep in flower-cups,

and live among the clouds?”








“Yes, all these things I do, and many stranger still, that all

your fairy books can never tell; but now, dear Annie,” said the Fairy,

bending nearer, “tell me why I found no sunshine on your face; why are

these great drops shining on the flowers, and why do you sit alone

when BIRD and BEE are calling you to play?”








“Ah, you will not love me any more if I should tell you all,”

said Annie, while the tears began to fall again; “I am not happy,

for I am not good; how shall I learn to be a patient, gentle child?

good little Fairy, will you teach me how?”








“Gladly will I aid you, Annie, and if you truly wish to be

a happy child, you first must learn to conquer many passions that

you cherish now, and make your heart a home for gentle feelings and

happy thoughts; the task is hard, but I will give this fairy flower

to help and counsel you. Bend hither, that I may place it in your

breast; no hand can take it hence, till I unsay the spell that

holds it there.”








As thus she spoke, the Elf took from her bosom a graceful flower,

whose snow-white leaves shone with a strange, soft light. “This is

a fairy flower,” said the Elf, “invisible to every eye save yours;

now listen while I tell its power, Annie. When your heart is filled

with loving thoughts, when some kindly deed has been done, some duty

well performed, then from the flower there will arise the sweetest,

softest fragrance, to reward and gladden you. But when an unkind word

is on your lips, when a selfish, angry feeling rises in your heart,

or an unkind, cruel deed is to be done, then will you hear the soft,

low chime of the flower-bell; listen to its warning, let the word

remain unspoken, the deed undone, and in the quiet joy of your own

heart, and the magic perfume of your bosom flower, you will find

a sweet reward.”








“O kind and generous Fairy, how can I ever thank you for this lovely

gift!” cried Annie. “I will be true, and listen to my little bell

whenever it may ring. But shall I never see YOU more? Ah! if you

would only stay with me, I should indeed be good.”








“I cannot stay now, little Annie,” said the Elf, “but when

another Spring comes round, I shall be here again, to see how well

the fairy gift has done its work. And now farewell, dear child;

be faithful to yourself, and the magic flower will never fade.”








Then the gentle Fairy folded her little arms around Annie’s neck,

laid a soft kiss on her cheek, and, spreading wide her shining wings,

flew singing up among the white clouds floating in the sky.








And little Annie sat among her flowers, and watched with wondering joy

the fairy blossom shining on her breast.








The pleasant days of Spring and Summer passed away, and in

little Annie’s garden Autumn flowers were blooming everywhere,

with each day’s sun and dew growing still more beautiful and bright;

but the fairy flower, that should have been the loveliest of all,

hung pale and drooping on little Annie’s bosom; its fragrance seemed

quite gone, and the clear, low music of its warning chime rang often

in her ear.








When first the Fairy placed it there, she had been pleased with

her new gift, and for a while obeyed the fairy bell, and often tried

to win some fragrance from the flower, by kind and pleasant words

and actions; then, as the Fairy said, she found a sweet reward in

the strange, soft perfume of the magic blossom, as it shone upon her

breast; but selfish thoughts would come to tempt her, she would yield,

and unkind words fell from her lips; and then the flower drooped pale

and scentless, the fairy bell rang mournfully, Annie would forget

her better resolutions, and be again a selfish, wilful little child.








At last she tried no longer, but grew angry with the faithful flower,

and would have torn it from her breast; but the fairy spell still

held it fast, and all her angry words but made it ring a louder,

sadder peal. Then she paid no heed to the silvery music sounding

in her ear, and each day grew still more unhappy, discontented,

and unkind; so, when the Autumn days came round, she was no better

for the gentle Fairy’s gift, and longed for Spring, that it might

be returned; for now the constant echo of the mournful music made her

very sad.








One sunny morning, when the fresh, cool Winds were blowing,

and not a cloud was in the sky, little Annie walked among her flowers,

looking carefully into each, hoping thus to find the Fairy, who alone

could take the magic blossom from her breast. But she lifted up their

drooping leaves, peeped into their dewy cups in vain; no little Elf

lay hidden there, and she turned sadly from them all, saying, “I will

go out into the fields and woods, and seek her there. I will not

listen to this tiresome music more, nor wear this withered flower

longer.” So out into the fields she went, where the long grass

rustled as she passed, and timid birds looked at her from their nests;

where lovely wild-flowers nodded in the wind, and opened wide their

fragrant leaves, to welcome in the murmuring bees, while butterflies,

like winged flowers, danced and glittered in the sun.








Little Annie looked, searched, and asked them all if any one

could tell her of the Fairy whom she sought; but the birds looked

wonderingly at her with their soft, bright eyes, and still sang on;

the flowers nodded wisely on their stems, but did not speak,

while butterfly and bee buzzed and fluttered away, one far too busy,

the other too idle, to stay and tell her what she asked.








Then she went through broad fields of yellow grain, that waved

around her like a golden forest; here crickets chirped, grasshoppers

leaped, and busy ants worked, but they could not tell her what

she longed to know.








“Now will I go among the hills,” said Annie, “she may be there.”

So up and down the green hill-sides went her little feet; long she

searched and vainly she called; but still no Fairy came. Then

by the river-side she went, and asked the gay dragon-flies, and the

cool white lilies, if the Fairy had been there; but the blue waves

rippled on the white sand at her feet, and no voice answered her.








Then into the forest little Annie went; and as she passed along the

dim, cool paths, the wood-flowers smiled up in her face, gay squirrels

peeped at her, as they swung amid the vines, and doves cooed softly

as she wandered by; but none could answer her. So, weary with

her long and useless search, she sat amid the ferns, and feasted

on the rosy strawberries that grew beside her, watching meanwhile

the crimson evening clouds that glowed around the setting sun.








The night-wind rustled through the boughs, rocking the flowers

to sleep; the wild birds sang their evening hymns, and all within

the wood grew calm and still; paler and paler grew the purple light,

lower and lower drooped little Annie’s head, the tall ferns bent

to shield her from the dew, the whispering pines sang a soft lullaby;

and when the Autumn moon rose up, her silver light shone on the child,

where, pillowed on green moss, she lay asleep amid the wood-flowers

in the dim old forest.








And all night long beside her stood the Fairy she had sought, and

by elfin spell and charm sent to the sleeping child this dream.








Little Annie dreamed she sat in her own garden, as she had often

sat before, with angry feelings in her heart, and unkind words upon

her lips. The magic flower was ringing its soft warning, but she paid

no heed to anything, save her own troubled thoughts; thus she sat,

when suddenly a low voice whispered in her ear,—








“Little Annie, look and see the evil things that you are cherishing;

I will clothe in fitting shapes the thoughts and feelings that now

dwell within your heart, and you shall see how great their power

becomes, unless you banish them for ever.”








Then Annie saw, with fear and wonder, that the angry words she uttered

changed to dark, unlovely forms, each showing plainly from what fault

or passion it had sprung. Some of the shapes had scowling faces and

bright, fiery eyes; these were the spirits of Anger. Others, with

sullen, anxious looks, seemed gathering up all they could reach, and

Annie saw that the more they gained, the less they seemed to have;

and these she knew were shapes of Selfishness. Spirits of Pride were

there, who folded their shadowy garments round them, and turned

scornfully away from all the rest. These and many others

little Annie saw, which had come from her own heart, and taken form

before her eyes.








When first she saw them, they were small and weak; but as she looked

they seemed to grow and gather strength, and each gained a

strange power over her. She could not drive them from her sight,

and they grew ever stronger, darker, and more unlovely to her eyes.

They seemed to cast black shadows over all around, to dim the

sunshine, blight the flowers, and drive away all bright and lovely

things; while rising slowly round her Annie saw a high, dark wall,

that seemed to shut out everything she loved; she dared not move,

or speak, but, with a strange fear at her heart, sat watching the dim

shapes that hovered round her.








Higher and higher rose the shadowy wall, slowly the flowers near her

died, lingeringly the sunlight faded; but at last they both were gone,

and left her all alone behind the gloomy wall. Then the spirits

gathered round her, whispering strange things in her ear, bidding her

obey, for by her own will she had yielded up her heart to be their

home, and she was now their slave. Then she could hear no more, but,

sinking down among the withered flowers, wept sad and bitter tears,

for her lost liberty and joy; then through the gloom there shone

a faint, soft light, and on her breast she saw her fairy flower,

upon whose snow-white leaves her tears lay shining.








Clearer and brighter grew the radiant light, till the evil spirits

turned away to the dark shadow of the wall, and left the child alone.








The light and perfume of the flower seemed to bring new strength

to Annie, and she rose up, saying, as she bent to kiss the blossom

on her breast, “Dear flower, help and guide me now, and I will listen

to your voice, and cheerfully obey my faithful fairy bell.”








Then in her dream she felt how hard the spirits tried to tempt

and trouble her, and how, but for her flower, they would have led

her back, and made all dark and dreary as before. Long and hard

she struggled, and tears often fell; but after each new trial,

brighter shone her magic flower, and sweeter grew its breath, while

the spirits lost still more their power to tempt her. Meanwhile,

green, flowering vines crept up the high, dark wall, and hid its

roughness from her sight; and over these she watched most tenderly,

for soon, wherever green leaves and flowers bloomed, the wall beneath

grew weak, and fell apart. Thus little Annie worked and hoped,

till one by one the evil spirits fled away, and in their place

came shining forms, with gentle eyes and smiling lips, who gathered

round her with such loving words, and brought such strength and joy

to Annie’s heart, that nothing evil dared to enter in; while slowly

sank the gloomy wall, and, over wreaths of fragrant flowers, she

passed out into the pleasant world again, the fairy gift no longer

pale and drooping, but now shining like a star upon her breast.








Then the low voice spoke again in Annie’s sleeping ear, saying,

“The dark, unlovely passions you have looked upon are in your heart;

watch well while they are few and weak, lest they should darken your

whole life, and shut out love and happiness for ever. Remember well

the lesson of the dream, dear child, and let the shining spirits

make your heart their home.”








And with that voice sounding in her ear, little Annie woke to find

it was a dream; but like other dreams it did not pass away; and as she

sat alone, bathed in the rosy morning light, and watched the forest

waken into life, she thought of the strange forms she had seen, and,

looking down upon the flower on her breast, she silently resolved to

strive, as she had striven in her dream, to bring back light and

beauty to its faded leaves, by being what the Fairy hoped to render

her, a patient, gentle little child. And as the thought came to her

mind, the flower raised its drooping head, and, looking up into the

earnest little face bent over it, seemed by its fragrant breath to

answer Annie’s silent thought, and strengthen her for what might come.








Meanwhile the forest was astir, birds sang their gay good-morrows

from tree to tree, while leaf and flower turned to greet the sun,

who rose up smiling on the world; and so beneath the forest boughs

and through the dewy fields went little Annie home, better and wiser

for her dream.











Autumn flowers were dead and gone, yellow leaves lay rustling on the

ground, bleak winds went whistling through the naked trees, and cold,

white Winter snow fell softly down; yet now, when all without looked

dark and dreary, on little Annie’s breast the fairy flower bloomed

more beautiful than ever. The memory of her forest dream had never

passed away, and through trial and temptation she had been true, and

kept her resolution still unbroken; seldom now did the warning bell

sound in her ear, and seldom did the flower’s fragrance cease to float

about her, or the fairy light to brighten all whereon it fell.








So, through the long, cold Winter, little Annie dwelt like a sunbeam

in her home, each day growing richer in the love of others, and

happier in herself; often was she tempted, but, remembering her dream,

she listened only to the music of the fairy bell, and the unkind

thought or feeling fled away, the smiling spirits of gentleness

and love nestled in her heart, and all was bright again.








So better and happier grew the child, fairer and sweeter grew the

flower, till Spring came smiling over the earth, and woke the flowers,

set free the streams, and welcomed back the birds; then daily did

the happy child sit among her flowers, longing for the gentle Elf

to come again, that she might tell her gratitude for all the magic

gift had done.








At length, one day, as she sat singing in the sunny nook where

all her fairest flowers bloomed, weary with gazing at the far-off sky

for the little form she hoped would come, she bent to look with joyful

love upon her bosom flower; and as she looked, its folded leaves

spread wide apart, and, rising slowly from the deep white cup,

appeared the smiling face of the lovely Elf whose coming she had

waited for so long.








“Dear Annie, look for me no longer; I am here on your own breast,

for you have learned to love my gift, and it has done its work

most faithfully and well,” the Fairy said, as she looked into the

happy child’s bright face, and laid her little arms most tenderly

about her neck.








“And now have I brought another gift from Fairy-Land, as a fit reward

for you, dear child,” she said, when Annie had told all her gratitude

and love; then, touching the child with her shining wand, the Fairy

bid her look and listen silently.








And suddenly the world seemed changed to Annie; for the air was filled

with strange, sweet sounds, and all around her floated lovely forms.

In every flower sat little smiling Elves, singing gayly as they rocked

amid the leaves. On every breeze, bright, airy spirits came floating

by; some fanned her cheek with their cool breath, and waved her long

hair to and fro, while others rang the flower-bells, and made a

pleasant rustling among the leaves. In the fountain, where the water

danced and sparkled in the sun, astride of every drop she saw merry

little spirits, who plashed and floated in the clear, cool waves, and

sang as gayly as the flowers, on whom they scattered glittering dew.

The tall trees, as their branches rustled in the wind, sang a low,

dreamy song, while the waving grass was filled with little voices

she had never heard before. Butterflies whispered lovely tales in

her ear, and birds sang cheerful songs in a sweet language she had

never understood before. Earth and air seemed filled with beauty

and with music she had never dreamed of until now.








“O tell me what it means, dear Fairy! is it another and a lovelier

dream, or is the earth in truth so beautiful as this?” she cried,

looking with wondering joy upon the Elf, who lay upon the flower

in her breast.








“Yes, it is true, dear child,” replied the Fairy, “and few are the

mortals to whom we give this lovely gift; what to you is now so full

of music and of light, to others is but a pleasant summer world;

they never know the language of butterfly or bird or flower, and they

are blind to all that I have given you the power to see. These fair

things are your friends and playmates now, and they will teach you

many pleasant lessons, and give you many happy hours; while the garden

where you once sat, weeping sad and bitter tears, is now brightened

by your own happiness, filled with loving friends by your own kindly

thoughts and feelings; and thus rendered a pleasant summer home

for the gentle, happy child, whose bosom flower will never fade.

And now, dear Annie, I must go; but every Springtime, with the

earliest flowers, will I come again to visit you, and bring

some fairy gift. Guard well the magic flower, that I may find all

fair and bright when next I come.”








Then, with a kind farewell, the gentle Fairy floated upward

through the sunny air, smiling down upon the child, until she vanished

in the soft, white clouds, and little Annie stood alone in her

enchanted garden, where all was brightened with the radiant light,

and fragrant with the perfume of her fairy flower.











When Moonlight ceased, Summer-Wind laid down her rose-leaf fan, and,

leaning back in her acorn cup, told this tale of













RIPPLE, THE WATER-SPIRIT.








Down in the deep blue sea lived Ripple, a happy little Water-Spirit;

all day long she danced beneath the coral arches, made garlands

of bright ocean flowers, or floated on the great waves that sparkled

in the sunlight; but the pastime that she loved best was lying

in the many-colored shells upon the shore, listening to the low,

murmuring music the waves had taught them long ago; and here

for hours the little Spirit lay watching the sea and sky, while

singing gayly to herself.








But when tempests rose, she hastened down below the stormy billows,

to where all was calm and still, and with her sister Spirits waited

till it should be fair again, listening sadly, meanwhile, to the cries

of those whom the wild waves wrecked and cast into the angry sea,

and who soon came floating down, pale and cold, to the Spirits’

pleasant home; then they wept pitying tears above the lifeless forms,

and laid them in quiet graves, where flowers bloomed, and jewels

sparkled in the sand.








This was Ripple’s only grief, and she often thought of those who

sorrowed for the friends they loved, who now slept far down in the dim

and silent coral caves, and gladly would she have saved the lives

of those who lay around her; but the great ocean was far mightier than

all the tender-hearted Spirits dwelling in its bosom. Thus she could

only weep for them, and lay them down to sleep where no cruel waves

could harm them more.








One day, when a fearful storm raged far and wide, and the Spirits saw

great billows rolling like heavy clouds above their heads, and heard

the wild winds sounding far away, down through the foaming waves

a little child came floating to their home; its eyes were closed as if

in sleep, the long hair fell like sea-weed round its pale, cold face,

and the little hands still clasped the shells they had been gathering

on the beach, when the great waves swept it into the troubled sea.








With tender tears the Spirits laid the little form to rest upon its

bed of flowers, and, singing mournful songs, as if to make its sleep

more calm and deep, watched long and lovingly above it, till the storm

had died away, and all was still again.








While Ripple sang above the little child, through the distant roar

of winds and waves she heard a wild, sorrowing voice, that seemed to

call for help. Long she listened, thinking it was but the echo of

their own plaintive song, but high above the music still sounded

the sad, wailing cry. Then, stealing silently away, she glided up

through foam and spray, till, through the parting clouds, the sunlight

shone upon her from the tranquil sky; and, guided by the mournful

sound, she floated on, till, close before her on the beach, she saw

a woman stretching forth her arms, and with a sad, imploring voice

praying the restless sea to give her back the little child it had

so cruelly borne away. But the waves dashed foaming up among the

bare rocks at her feet, mingling their cold spray with her tears,

and gave no answer to her prayer.








When Ripple saw the mother’s grief, she longed to comfort her;

so, bending tenderly beside her, where she knelt upon the shore,

the little Spirit told her how her child lay softly sleeping, far down

in a lovely place, where sorrowing tears were shed, and gentle hands

laid garlands over him. But all in vain she whispered kindly words;

the weeping mother only cried,—








“Dear Spirit, can you use no charm or spell to make the waves bring

back my child, as full of life and strength as when they swept him

from my side? O give me back my little child, or let me lie beside

him in the bosom of the cruel sea.”








“Most gladly will I help you if I can, though I have little power

to use; then grieve no more, for I will search both earth and sea,

to find some friend who can bring back all you have lost. Watch daily

on the shore, and if I do not come again, then you will know my search

has been in vain. Farewell, poor mother, you shall see your little

child again, if Fairy power can win him back.” And with these

cheering words Ripple sprang into the sea; while, smiling through her

tears, the woman watched the gentle Spirit, till her bright crown

vanished in the waves.








When Ripple reached her home, she hastened to the palace of the Queen,

and told her of the little child, the sorrowing mother, and the

promise she had made.








“Good little Ripple,” said the Queen, when she had told her all,

“your promise never can be kept; there is no power below the sea

to work this charm, and you can never reach the Fire-Spirits’ home,

to win from them a flame to warm the little body into life. I pity

the poor mother, and would most gladly help her; but alas! I am a

Spirit like yourself, and cannot serve you as I long to do.”








“Ah, dear Queen! if you had seen her sorrow, you too would seek to

keep the promise I have made. I cannot let her watch for ME in

vain, till I have done my best: then tell me where the Fire-Spirits

dwell, and I will ask of them the flame that shall give life to the

little child and such great happiness to the sad, lonely mother:

tell me the path, and let me go.”








“It is far, far away, high up above the sun, where no Spirit ever

dared to venture yet,” replied the Queen. “I cannot show the path,

for it is through the air. Dear Ripple, do not go, for you can

never reach that distant place: some harm most surely will befall;

and then how shall we live, without our dearest, gentlest Spirit?

Stay here with us in your own pleasant home, and think no more of this,

for I can never let you go.”








But Ripple would not break the promise she had made, and besought

so earnestly, and with such pleading words, that the Queen at last

with sorrow gave consent, and Ripple joyfully prepared to go. She,

with her sister Spirits, built up a tomb of delicate, bright-colored

shells, wherein the child might lie, till she should come to wake him

into life; then, praying them to watch most faithfully above it,

she said farewell, and floated bravely forth, on her long, unknown

journey, far away.








“I will search the broad earth till I find a path up to the sun,

or some kind friend who will carry me; for, alas! I have no wings,

and cannot glide through the blue air as through the sea,” said Ripple

to herself, as she went dancing over the waves, which bore her swiftly

onward towards a distant shore.








Long she journeyed through the pathless ocean, with no friends

to cheer her, save the white sea-birds who went sweeping by, and

only stayed to dip their wide wings at her side, and then flew

silently away. Sometimes great ships sailed by, and then with

longing eyes did the little Spirit gaze up at the faces that looked

down upon the sea; for often they were kind and pleasant ones, and

she gladly would have called to them and asked them to be friends.

But they would never understand the strange, sweet language that

she spoke, or even see the lovely face that smiled at them above the

waves; her blue, transparent garments were but water to their eyes,

and the pearl chains in her hair but foam and sparkling spray; so,

hoping that the sea would be most gentle with them, silently she

floated on her way, and left them far behind.








At length green hills were seen, and the waves gladly bore the little

Spirit on, till, rippling gently over soft white sand, they left her

on the pleasant shore.








“Ah, what a lovely place it is!” said Ripple, as she passed through

sunny valleys, where flowers began to bloom, and young leaves rustled

on the trees.








“Why are you all so gay, dear birds?” she asked, as their cheerful

voices sounded far and near; “is there a festival over the earth,

that all is so beautiful and bright?”








“Do you not know that Spring is coming? The warm winds whispered it

days ago, and we are learning the sweetest songs, to welcome her

when she shall come,” sang the lark, soaring away as the music gushed

from his little throat.








“And shall I see her, Violet, as she journeys over the earth?” asked

Ripple again.








“Yes, you will meet her soon, for the sunlight told me she was near;

tell her we long to see her again, and are waiting to welcome her

back,” said the blue flower, dancing for joy on her stem, as she

nodded and smiled on the Spirit.








“I will ask Spring where the Fire-Spirits dwell; she travels over

the earth each year, and surely can show me the way,” thought Ripple,

as she went journeying on.








Soon she saw Spring come smiling over the earth; sunbeams and breezes

floated before, and then, with her white garments covered with

flowers, with wreaths in her hair, and dew-drops and seeds falling

fast from her hands the beautiful season came singing by.








“Dear Spring, will you listen, and help a poor little Spirit,

who seeks far and wide for the Fire-Spirits’ home?” cried Ripple; and

then told why she was there, and begged her to tell what she sought.








“The Fire-Spirits’ home is far, far away, and I cannot guide you

there; but Summer is coming behind me,” said Spring, “and she may know

better than I. But I will give you a breeze to help you on your way;

it will never tire nor fail, but bear you easily over land and sea.

Farewell, little Spirit! I would gladly do more, but voices are

calling me far and wide, and I cannot stay.”








“Many thanks, kind Spring!” cried Ripple, as she floated away on the

breeze; “give a kindly word to the mother who waits on the shore, and

tell her I have not forgotten my vow, but hope soon to see her again.”








Then Spring flew on with her sunshine and flowers, and Ripple went

swiftly over hill and vale, till she came to the land where Summer

was dwelling. Here the sun shone warmly down on the early fruit,

the winds blew freshly over fields of fragrant hay, and rustled with

a pleasant sound among the green leaves in the forests; heavy dews

fell softly down at night, and long, bright days brought strength

and beauty to the blossoming earth.








“Now I must seek for Summer,” said Ripple, as she sailed slowly

through the sunny sky.








“I am here, what would you with me, little Spirit?” said a musical

voice in her ear; and, floating by her side, she saw a graceful form,

with green robes fluttering in the air, whose pleasant face looked

kindly on her, from beneath a crown of golden sunbeams that cast

a warm, bright glow on all beneath.








Then Ripple told her tale, and asked where she should go; but

Summer answered,—








“I can tell no more than my young sister Spring where you may find

the Spirits that you seek; but I too, like her, will give a gift to

aid you. Take this sunbeam from my crown; it will cheer and brighten

the most gloomy path through which you pass. Farewell! I shall carry

tidings of you to the watcher by the sea, if in my journey round the

world I find her there.”








And Summer, giving her the sunbeam, passed away over the distant

hills, leaving all green and bright behind her.








So Ripple journeyed on again, till the earth below her shone

with yellow harvests waving in the sun, and the air was filled

with cheerful voices, as the reapers sang among the fields or in

the pleasant vineyards, where purple fruit hung gleaming through

the leaves; while the sky above was cloudless, and the changing

forest-trees shone like a many-colored garland, over hill and plain;

and here, along the ripening corn-fields, with bright wreaths of

crimson leaves and golden wheat-ears in her hair and on her purple

mantle, stately Autumn passed, with a happy smile on her calm face,

as she went scattering generous gifts from her full arms.








But when the wandering Spirit came to her, and asked for what she

sought, this season, like the others, could not tell her where to go;

so, giving her a yellow leaf, Autumn said, as she passed on,—








“Ask Winter, little Ripple, when you come to his cold home; he knows

the Fire-Spirits well, for when he comes they fly to the earth,

to warm and comfort those dwelling there; and perhaps he can tell you

where they are. So take this gift of mine, and when you meet his

chilly winds, fold it about you, and sit warm beneath its shelter,

till you come to sunlight again. I will carry comfort to the

patient woman, as my sisters have already done, and tell her you are

faithful still.”








Then on went the never-tiring Breeze, over forest, hill, and field,

till the sky grew dark, and bleak winds whistled by. Then Ripple,

folded in the soft, warm leaf, looked sadly down on the earth,

that seemed to lie so desolate and still beneath its shroud of snow,

and thought how bitter cold the leaves and flowers must be; for the

little Water-Spirit did not know that Winter spread a soft white

covering above their beds, that they might safely sleep below till

Spring should waken them again. So she went sorrowfully on, till

Winter, riding on the strong North-Wind, came rushing by, with

a sparkling ice-crown in his streaming hair, while from beneath his

crimson cloak, where glittering frost-work shone like silver threads,

he scattered snow-flakes far and wide.








“What do you seek with me, fair little Spirit, that you come

so bravely here amid my ice and snow? Do not fear me; I am warm

at heart, though rude and cold without,” said Winter, looking kindly

on her, while a bright smile shone like sunlight on his pleasant face,

as it glowed and glistened in the frosty air.








When Ripple told him why she had come, he pointed upward, where the

sunlight dimly shone through the heavy clouds, saying,—








“Far off there, beside the sun, is the Fire-Spirits’ home; and the

only path is up, through cloud and mist. It is a long, strange path,

for a lonely little Spirit to be going; the Fairies are wild, wilful

things, and in their play may harm and trouble you. Come back with

me, and do not go this dangerous journey to the sky. I’ll gladly

bear you home again, if you will come.”








But Ripple said, “I cannot turn back now, when I am nearly there.

The Spirits surely will not harm me, when I tell them why I am come;

and if I win the flame, I shall be the happiest Spirit in the sea,

for my promise will be kept, and the poor mother happy once again.

So farewell, Winter! Speak to her gently, and tell her to hope still,

for I shall surely come.”








“Adieu, little Ripple! May good angels watch above you! Journey

bravely on, and take this snow-flake that will never melt, as MY

gift,” Winter cried, as the North-Wind bore him on, leaving a cloud

of falling snow behind.








“Now, dear Breeze,” said Ripple, “fly straight upward through the air,

until we reach the place we have so long been seeking; Sunbeam shall

go before to light the way, Yellow-leaf shall shelter me from heat and

rain, while Snow-flake shall lie here beside me till it comes of use.

So farewell to the pleasant earth, until we come again. And now away,

up to the sun!”








When Ripple first began her airy journey, all was dark and dreary;

heavy clouds lay piled like hills around her, and a cold mist

filled the air but the Sunbeam, like a star, lit up the way, the leaf

lay warmly round her, and the tireless wind went swiftly on. Higher

and higher they floated up, still darker and darker grew the air,

closer the damp mist gathered, while the black clouds rolled and

tossed, like great waves, to and fro.








“Ah!” sighed the weary little Spirit, “shall I never see the light

again, or feel the warm winds on my cheek? It is a dreary way indeed,

and but for the Seasons’ gifts I should have perished long ago; but

the heavy clouds MUST pass away at last, and all be fair again.

So hasten on, good Breeze, and bring me quickly to my journey’s end.”








Soon the cold vapors vanished from her path, and sunshine shone

upon her pleasantly; so she went gayly on, till she came up among

the stars, where many new, strange sights were to be seen. With

wondering eyes she looked upon the bright worlds that once seemed dim

and distant, when she gazed upon them from the sea; but now they moved

around her, some shining with a softly radiant light, some circled

with bright, many-colored rings, while others burned with a red,

angry glare. Ripple would have gladly stayed to watch them longer,

for she fancied low, sweet voices called her, and lovely faces

seemed to look upon her as she passed; but higher up still, nearer

to the sun, she saw a far-off light, that glittered like a brilliant

crimson star, and seemed to cast a rosy glow along the sky.








“The Fire-Spirits surely must be there, and I must stay no longer

here,” said Ripple. So steadily she floated on, till straight

before her lay a broad, bright path, that led up to a golden arch,

beyond which she could see shapes flitting to and fro. As she drew

near, brighter glowed the sky, hotter and hotter grew the air, till

Ripple’s leaf-cloak shrivelled up, and could no longer shield her from

the heat; then she unfolded the white snow-flake, and, gladly wrapping

the soft, cool mantle round her, entered through the shining arch.








Through the red mist that floated all around her, she could see

high walls of changing light, where orange, blue, and violet flames

went flickering to and fro, making graceful figures as they danced

and glowed; and underneath these rainbow arches, little Spirits

glided, far and near, wearing crowns of fire, beneath which flashed

their wild, bright eyes; and as they spoke, sparks dropped quickly

from their lips, and Ripple saw with wonder, through their garments

of transparent light, that in each Fairy’s breast there burned a

steady flame, that never wavered or went out.








As thus she stood, the Spirits gathered round her, and their

hot breath would have scorched her, but she drew the snow-cloak

closer round her, saying,—








“Take me to your Queen, that I may tell her why I am here, and ask

for what I seek.”








So, through long halls of many-colored fire, they led her to

a Spirit fairer than the rest, whose crown of flames waved to and fro

like golden plumes, while, underneath her violet robe, the light

within her breast glowed bright and strong.








“This is our Queen,” the Spirits said, bending low before her,

as she turned her gleaming eyes upon the stranger they had brought.








Then Ripple told how she had wandered round the world in search

of them, how the Seasons had most kindly helped her on, by giving

Sun-beam, Breeze, Leaf, and Flake; and how, through many dangers, she

had come at last to ask of them the magic flame that could give life

to the little child again.








When she had told her tale, the spirits whispered earnestly

among themselves, while sparks fell thick and fast with every word;

at length the Fire-Queen said aloud,—








“We cannot give the flame you ask, for each of us must take a part

of it from our own breasts; and this we will not do, for the brighter

our bosom-fire burns, the lovelier we are. So do not ask us for this

thing; but any other gift we will most gladly give, for we feel kindly

towards you, and will serve you if we may.”








But Ripple asked no other boon, and, weeping sadly, begged them

not to send her back without the gift she had come so far to gain.








“O dear, warm-hearted Spirits! give me each a little light from your

own breasts, and surely they will glow the brighter for this kindly

deed; and I will thankfully repay it if I can.” As thus she spoke,

the Queen, who had spied out a chain of jewels Ripple wore upon her

neck, replied,—








“If you will give me those bright, sparkling stones, I will bestow on

you a part of my own flame; for we have no such lovely things to wear

about our necks, and I desire much to have them. Will you give it me

for what I offer, little Spirit?”








Joyfully Ripple gave her the chain; but, as soon as it touched her

hand, the jewels melted like snow, and fell in bright drops to the

ground; at this the Queen’s eyes flashed, and the Spirits gathered

angrily about poor Ripple, who looked sadly at the broken chain,

and thought in vain what she could give, to win the thing she longed

so earnestly for.








“I have many fairer gems than these, in my home below the sea;

and I will bring all I can gather far and wide, if you will grant

my prayer, and give me what I seek,” she said, turning gently to

the fiery Spirits, who were hovering fiercely round her.








“You must bring us each a jewel that will never vanish from our hands

as these have done,” they said, “and we will each give of our fire;

and when the child is brought to life, you must bring hither all the

jewels you can gather from the depths of the sea, that we may try them

here among the flames; but if they melt away like these, then we shall

keep you prisoner, till you give us back the light we lend. If you

consent to this, then take our gift, and journey home again; but

fail not to return, or we shall seek you out.”








And Ripple said she would consent, though she knew not if the jewels

could be found; still, thinking of the promise she had made, she

forgot all else, and told the Spirits what they asked most surely

should be done. So each one gave a little of the fire from their

breasts, and placed the flame in a crystal vase, through which

it shone and glittered like a star.








Then, bidding her remember all she had promised them, they led her

to the golden arch, and said farewell.








So, down along the shining path, through mist and cloud, she

travelled back; till, far below, she saw the broad blue sea she left

so long ago.








Gladly she plunged into the clear, cool waves, and floated back

to her pleasant home; where the Spirits gathered joyfully about her,

listening with tears and smiles, as she told all her many wanderings,

and showed the crystal vase that she had brought.








“Now come,” said they, “and finish the good work you have so bravely

carried on.” So to the quiet tomb they went, where, like a marble

image, cold and still, the little child was lying. Then Ripple placed

the flame upon his breast, and watched it gleam and sparkle there,

while light came slowly back into the once dim eyes, a rosy glow shone

over the pale face, and breath stole through the parted lips; still

brighter and warmer burned the magic fire, until the child awoke

from his long sleep, and looked in smiling wonder at the faces bending

over him.








Then Ripple sang for joy, and, with her sister Spirits, robed the

child in graceful garments, woven of bright sea-weed, while in

his shining hair they wreathed long garlands of their fairest flowers,

and on his little arms hung chains of brilliant shells.








“Now come with us, dear child,” said Ripple; “we will bear you safely

up into the sunlight and the pleasant air; for this is not your home,

and yonder, on the shore, there waits a loving friend for you.”








So up they went, through foam and spray, till on the beach, where

the fresh winds played among her falling hair, and the waves broke

sparkling at her feet, the lonely mother still stood, gazing wistfully

across the sea. Suddenly, upon a great blue billow that came rolling

in, she saw the Water-Spirits smiling on her; and high aloft, in their

white gleaming arms, her child stretched forth his hands to welcome

her; while the little voice she so longed to hear again cried gayly,—








“See, dear mother, I am come; and look what lovely things the

gentle Spirits gave, that I might seem more beautiful to you.”








Then gently the great wave broke, and rolled back to the sea, leaving

Ripple on the shore, and the child clasped in his mother’s arms.








“O faithful little Spirit! I would gladly give some precious gift

to show my gratitude for this kind deed; but I have nothing save

this chain of little pearls: they are the tears I shed, and the sea

has changed them thus, that I might offer them to you,” the happy

mother said, when her first joy was passed, and Ripple turned to go.








“Yes, I will gladly wear your gift, and look upon it as my fairest

ornament,” the Water-Spirit said; and with the pearls upon her breast,

she left the shore, where the child was playing gayly to and fro,

and the mother’s glad smile shone upon her, till she sank beneath

the waves.








And now another task was to be done; her promise to the

Fire-Spirits must be kept. So far and wide she searched among

the caverns of the sea, and gathered all the brightest jewels

shining there; and then upon her faithful Breeze once more went

journeying through the sky.








The Spirits gladly welcomed her, and led her to the Queen,

before whom she poured out the sparkling gems she had gathered

with such toil and care; but when the Spirits tried to form them

into crowns, they trickled from their hands like colored drops of dew,

and Ripple saw with fear and sorrow how they melted one by one away,

till none of all the many she had brought remained. Then the

Fire-Spirits looked upon her angrily, and when she begged them

to be merciful, and let her try once more, saying,—








“Do not keep me prisoner here. I cannot breathe the flames that

give you life, and but for this snow-mantle I too should melt away,

and vanish like the jewels in your hands. O dear Spirits, give me

some other task, but let me go from this warm place, where all is

strange and fearful to a Spirit of the sea.”








They would not listen; and drew nearer, saying, while bright sparks

showered from their lips, “We will not let you go, for you have

promised to be ours if the gems you brought proved worthless; so fling

away this cold white cloak, and bathe with us in the fire fountains,

and help us bring back to our bosom flames the light we gave you

for the child.”








Then Ripple sank down on the burning floor, and felt that her life

was nearly done; for she well knew the hot air of the fire-palace

would be death to her. The Spirits gathered round, and began to lift

her mantle off; but underneath they saw the pearl chain, shining with

a clear, soft light, that only glowed more brightly when they laid

their hands upon it.








“O give us this!” cried they; “it is far lovelier than all the rest,

and does not melt away like them; and see how brilliantly it glitters

in our hands. If we may but have this, all will be well, and you

are once more free.”








And Ripple, safe again beneath her snow flake, gladly gave

the chain to them; and told them how the pearls they now placed

proudly on their breasts were formed of tears, which but for them

might still be flowing. Then the Spirits smiled most kindly on her,

and would have put their arms about her, and have kissed her cheek,

but she drew back, telling them that every touch of theirs was

like a wound to her.








“Then, if we may not tell our pleasure so, we will show it in a

different way, and give you a pleasant journey home. Come out with

us,” the Spirits said, “and see the bright path we have made for you.”

So they led her to the lofty gate, and here, from sky to earth,

a lovely rainbow arched its radiant colors in the sun.








“This is indeed a pleasant road,” said Ripple. “Thank you,

friendly Spirits, for your care; and now farewell. I would gladly

stay yet longer, but we cannot dwell together, and I am longing sadly

for my own cool home. Now Sunbeam, Breeze, Leaf, and Flake, fly back

to the Seasons whence you came, and tell them that, thanks to their

kind gifts, Ripple’s work at last is done.”








Then down along the shining pathway spread before her, the happy

little Spirit glided to the sea.















“Thanks, dear Summer-Wind,” said the Queen; “we will remember the

lessons you have each taught us, and when next we meet in Fern Dale,

you shall tell us more. And now, dear Trip, call them from the lake,

for the moon is sinking fast, and we must hasten home.”








The Elves gathered about their Queen, and while the rustling leaves

were still, and the flowers’ sweet voices mingled with their own,

they sang this













FAIRY SONG.








The moonlight fades from flower and tree,


And the stars dim one by one;


The tale is told, the song is sung,


And the Fairy feast is done.


The night-wind rocks the sleeping flowers,


And sings to them, soft and low.


The early birds erelong will wake:


’T is time for the Elves to go.









O’er the sleeping earth we silently pass,


Unseen by mortal eye,


And send sweet dreams, as we lightly float


Through the quiet moonlit sky;—


For the stars’ soft eyes alone may see,


And the flowers alone may know,


The feasts we hold, the tales we tell:


So ’t is time for the Elves to go.









From bird, and blossom, and bee,


We learn the lessons they teach;


And seek, by kindly deeds, to win


A loving friend in each.


And though unseen on earth we dwell,


Sweet voices whisper low,


And gentle hearts most joyously greet


The Elves where’er they go.









When next we meet in the Fairy dell,


May the silver moon’s soft light


Shine then on faces gay as now,


And Elfin hearts as light.


Now spread each wing, for the eastern sky


With sunlight soon will glow.


The morning star shall light us home:


Farewell! for the Elves must go.












As the music ceased, with a soft, rustling sound the Elves spread

their shining wings, and flew silently over the sleeping earth; the

flowers closed their bright eyes, the little winds were still, for

the feast was over, and the Fairy lessons ended.
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