between her and the sun, and then, sighing, she turned her
head and looked sideways up the bank among the grass
stems. Startled, she caught her breath. Something had
moved above her on the bank. Something had glitrered.

Arrietty stared.
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It was an eye. Or it looked like an eye. Clear and bright
like the color of the sky. An eye like her own but enor-
mous. A glaring eye. Breathless with fear, she sat up. And
the eye blinked. A great fringe of lashes came curving
down and flew up again out of sight. Cautiously, Arrietty
moved her legs: she would slide noiselessly in among the
grass stems and slither away down the bank. ’

“Don’t move!” said a voice, and the voice, like the eye,
was enormous but, somehow, hushed—and hoarse like a
surge of wind through the grating on a stormy night in °
March.

Arrietty froze. “So this is it,” she thought, “the worst
and most terrible thing of all: I have been ‘seen’! What-
ever happened to Eggletina will now, almost certainly,
happen to me!”

There was a pause and Arrietty, her heart pounding in
her ears, heard the breath again drawn swiftly into the vast
lungs. “Or,” said the voice, whispering still, “I shall hit you
with my ash stick.”
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“Why?” she asked.
Crystal thin and

Suddenly Arrietty became calm.
How strange her own voice sounded!
harebell clear, it tinkled on the air.

“In case,” came the surprised whisper at last, “you ran
toward me, quickly, through the grass . . . in case,” it
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went on, trembling a little, “you came and scrabbled at me
with your nasty little hands.”

Arrietty stared at the eye; she held herself quite still.
“Why?” she asked again, and again the word tinkled—icy
cold it sounded this time, and needle sharp.
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