





The 500 Hats

OF BARTHOLOMEW CUBBINS

By Dr. Seuss

A Vanguard Press Book

RANDOM HOUSE & NEW YORK



To
Chrysanthemum-Pearl
(aged 59 monch, pang on S0

TM & © 1938, mmrwed 5963 by D Sens Emnrrprines, 1P
All ngke newrvd. ceader Imeerrucsoral and Pea-Amenesn Copynighe Commraraes
Pobdabed = chw Unsend Sesen by Random House, Ine, Bies ok,

Omgeally pubiated = 1956 by Yongueed Prew, Inc.

Loy o Comgeni Cataliging on Podfuorn Date:

Beune, Ov.  The %00 Hais of Bantalomes Coblams by Dy Sams. po oome "A& Vangussd Press bl
suusany Each tome Rantobores [obbara simimp i obey the Kaag oader o sabe off b b,
bk i, T o maaabed o i hiie brsad
ERBMN 0 bRg R X rradey ; 0 304 1iih. bag )

[1. Man—Fiction. I Fury odes) | Tiode. AL Tide: Five hendoed bao of BanSolonew Cohbnw
FESCLMF vy ([El—dei® #8-Riedi

Massinmarnd o e Linsied Soein of Americs
-]



dred hats. He had only one hat. It was an old one that had be-
longed to his father and his father's father before him. It was
probably the oldest and the plainest hat in the whole Kingdom of
Didd, where Bartholomew Cubbins lived. But Bartholomew liked

it—especially because of the feather that always pointed straight up
in the air.

II\' THE beginning, Bartholomew Cubbins didn’t have five hun-



The Kingdom of Didd was ruled by King Derwin. His palace
st !ligh on the top of the mountain. From his balg ony, he looked
down over the houses of all his subjects—first, over the spires of the
noblemen's castles, across the broad roofs of the nch men's mansions,
:l!\'.']:' AW ||:H_' |.I||L{' I'II:II.]H{H '.III '.l":l;, PR T .'Ixr.r-L_ Ly Iili., I'I_I!'. L |1. ||'I':_' 1..\,Jr|'.'||;,|""~
far off in the ﬁ-; Ids.

It was a mughty view and 1 made King Derwin tecl mighey im-

POrtant.




Far off in the fields, on the edge of a cranberry bog, stood the hut
of the Cubbins family. From the small door Bartholomew looked
across the huts of the farmers to the houses of the townsfolk, then
to the rich men's mansions and the noblemen’s castles, up to the great
towering palace of the King. It was exactly the same view that King
Derwin saw from his balcony, but Bartholomew saw it backward.

It was a mighty view, but it made Bartholomew Cubbins feel
mighty small.




Just atter sunrise one Saturday nmnn'u!_: Bartholomew started for
town. He felt very happy. A pleasant breeze whistled through the
feather in his hat. In his right hand he carried a basket of cranberries
to sell at the market. He was anxious to sell them quickly and bring

the money back home to his parcnts,

He walked faster and faster till he got to the gates of the town.

The sound of silver trumpets rang through the air. Hoof beats
clattered on the cobbled streets.

"Clear the '.u..i]." Clear the “'.l.:,.'! Make way for the ]Z\:lJ]LE:”



All the people rushed for the sidewalks. They drove their carts
right up over the curbstones. Bartholomew clutched his basket tighter.

Around the corner dashed fifty trumpeters on yellow-robed
horses. Behind them on crimson-robed horses came the King's Own
Gruards.

"Hats off to the King!" shouted the Captain of the King's Own
Guards,

On came the King's carriage — white and gold and purple. It
rumbled like thunder through the narrow street.

It swept past Bartholomew. Then suddenly its mighty brakes
shricked. It lurched—and then it stopped. The whole procession stood
still.

Bartholomew could hardly believe what he saw. Through the side
window of the carriage, the King himself was staring back—straight
back at him! Bartholomew began to tremble.

"Back up!” the King commanded the Royal Coachman.

The Royal Coachman shouted to the royal horses. The King's
Own Guards shouted to their crimson-robed horses. The trumpeters
shouted to their yellow-robed horses. Very slowly the whole proces-
sion backed down the street, until the King's carriage stopped right in
front of Bartholomew.




The King leaned from his carriage window and fixed his eyes di-
rectly on Bartholomew Cubbins. "Well .. .7 Well . . .#" he demanded.

Bartholomew shook with fright. "I ought to say something,” he
thought to himself. But he could think of nothing to say.

"Well”” demanded the King again. "Do you or do you not take
off your hat before your King?”

"Yes, indeed, Sire,” answered Bartholomew, feeling greatly re-
licved. "1 do take off my hat before my King."

“Then take it off this very instant,” commanded the King more
loudly than before,

"But, Sire, my hat is off,” answered Bartholomew.

"Such impudcncc.’" shouted the King, shaking an angry finger.
"How dare you stand there and tell me your hat is off!”

"I don’t like to say you are wrong, Sire,” said Bartholomew very
politely, "but you see my hat is off.” And he showed the King the hat
in his hand.

“If that's your hat in your hand,” demanded the King, "what's
that on your head””

"On my head?” gasped Bartholomew. There did scem to be some-
thing on his head. He reached up his hand and touched a hat!




The face of Bartholomew Cubbins turned very red. " It's a hat,
Sire,” he stammered, “but it can’t be mine, Someone behind me must
have put it on my head.”

"I don’t care bow it got there,” said the King. "You take it off.”
And the I{il'lt_; sat back in his urri,lgr:,

Bartholomew quickly snatched off the hat. He stared at it in as-
tonishment. It was exactly the same as his own hat—the same size, the
same color. And it had exactly the same feather.

"By the Crown of my Fathers!” roared the King, again leaning out
of the carriage window. “Did I or did I met command you to take off
your hat?”’

"You did, Sire. . .. [ took it off . . . [ took it off twice.”

"Nonsense! There is still 2 hat upon your head.”

“Another hat?" Again Bartholomew reached up his hand and
touched a hat.

“"Come, come, what 15 the meaning of all thuis?* demanded the
King, his face purple with rage.

“Idon’t know, Sire,” answered Bartholomew. "It never happened
to me before.”

The King was now shaking with such fury that the carriage rocked
on its wheels and the Royal Coachman could hardly sit in his scat.
“Arrest this im]mdcm trickster,” shouted the King to the Caprain of
the King's Own Guards. "“We'll teach him to take off his hat.”



The Royal Coachman cracked his long whip. The King's carriage
swung forward up the street toward the palace.

But the Captain of the King's Own Guards leaned down from his
big brass saddle and grabbed Bartholomew Cubbins by his shirt. Away
flew Bartholomew's basket! The cranberries bounced over the cobble-
stones and rolled down into the gurter,

With a j-.mgling of spurs and a clarrer of horseshocs, the Captain
and Bartholomew sped up the winding street toward the palace. Out
of the narrow streets, on up the hill! Bartholomew clung to the ( ap-
tain’s broad back. On and on they galloped, past the bright gardens of
the wealthy merchants, Higher and higher up the mountain, on past

the walls of the noblemen’s castles. . . .



Flupp! . . . the sharp wind whisked off Bartholomew's hat. Flupp
Flupp . . . two more flew off. Flupp Flupp Flupp flew another . . . and
another. ... 4...5...6...7..." Bartholomew kept counting as
the hats came faster and faster. Lords and ladies stared from the win-
dows of their turrets, wondering what the strange stream of hars
could mean.

Over the palace drawbridge they sped—through the grear gates,
and into the courtyard. The Caprain pulled in his reins.

"His Majesty waits in the Throne Room,” said a guard, saluting
the Captain.

"The Throne Room!” The Captain dropped Bartholomew to the
ground. "I'd certainly hate to be in your shoes,” he said, shaking his
head sadly.

For a moment Bartholomew was terribly frightened. “Still,” he
thought to himself, “the King can do nothing dreadful to punish me,
because I really haven't done anything wrong. It would be cowardly
to teel afraid.”

Bartholomew threw back his shoulders and marched straight
ahead into the palace. “Follow the black L'arpct," said the guard at the
door. All through the long hallway Bartholomew could hear the mut-
tering of voices behind heavy doors. "He won't take off his hat?”
“INo, he won't take off his hat.”



Bartholomew walked on nll he stood

in the very middle of the Throne Room.

The King, in a long scarlet robe, was SIEEINE On
his throne, Beside him stood Sir Alaric, Keeper of
the King's Records. He wore in his belt, instead of a
sword, a long silver ruler. Lords and noblemen of the

court stood solemn and silent.

The King looked down at Bartholomew severely. "Young man,
II][ Hj".‘; :.'li.ll.i. one mone LI'IJ[IL'L'_ T';Il] }'I.:I'l_l. t..lk{,' L?ﬁ :r'ill.,]r h.‘l' hlr :!."I.ill.lr
King?"

“Your Majesty,” said Bartholomew as politely as he possibly could,
“Twill—but I'm afraid it won't do any good.” And he took off his hat
and it didn’t do any good. Another hat sat on Bartholomew's head

middle of a great pile of hats.
The lords and noblemen were so astonished they couldn’t even

hE‘-'L'.I.I-'.. Such a thjng had never |!1Jpp{'nv:'-:] in the Throne Room before




“Heavens!” said Sir Alaric, Keeper of the Records, blinking be-
hind his triangular spectacles. "He's taken off 45!

"And there were 3 more down in the town,"” said the King.

"And you must add on 87 more that blew off my head as we gal-
loped up the hill,” said Bartholomew, trying to be helpful.

“"One hundred and thirty-five hats! Most unusual,” said Sir
Alaric, writing it down on a long scroll.

"Come, come,” said the King impatiently. "Sir Alaric, what do
you make of all this nonsense?”

"Very serious nonsense, Your Majesty,” answered Sir Alaric. "I ad-
vise you to call in an expert on hats.”

"Excellent,” agreed the King. "Ho, Guard! Fetch in Sir Snipps,
maker of hats for all the fine lords.™

Into the Throne Room marched the smallest man, wearing the tall-
est hat that Bartholomew had ever scen. It was Sir Snipps. Instead of a
sword, he wore at his side a large pair of scissors.

"Take a look at this boy's hat,” commanded the King. Sir Snipps
looked at Bartholomew Cubbins’ hat and sniffed in disgust. Then he
turned to the King and bowed suffly. " Your Majesty, I, Sir Snipps, am
the maker of hats for all the fine lords. I make hats of cloth of gold,
fine silks and gems and ostrich plumes. You ask me what I think of this
hat? Pooh! It is the most ordinary hat [ ever set eyes on.”

“In that case,” said the King, it should be very simple for you
to take it off.”

"Simple, indeed,” mumbled Sir Snipps haughtily, and, standing
on his tiptoes, he ]:n.i:-.h!:d his Fudg}' thumb at Bartholomew's hat and

knocked it to the floor. Immediately another :ch:_r:d on Bartholo-
mew's head.




"Dear me!” said the King, looking very puzzled. "If
Snippscantdoir, this must be more than an ordinary hat.”

“"One hundred and |J:;.-rg.-~.:|_~.." wrote Sir Alaric,
wrinkling his brow. “Your Majesty, 1 advise that you call
in your Wise Men.'

"A hne idea!” said the F_lnlu Ho, Guard! 1‘|r:i[|H me

Madd, Nadd knows about ;'-..;*.j;l'rlirllj,__{ i all my L;iJ:LL"-'.iI.II’I'ﬁ,.'

In came an old, old man. He looked at the hat on Bartholomew's
|'l:,.JL|., .|r|1| |'|¢.,' tl“]h‘.'l‘_l ar IJ]{' I'.ll.lf.' l:li ]].H"‘. XA th'
Hoor

Madd. my Wise Man, can you take off
his hat?” asked the I'-f.i:u!:. Nadd shook his
head s -||.r|'|:||:..—~.n|;'r'|‘||:|]:.' i,

Then tetch me the Father ot H.uid."

CVETVEINIRLE" 111 : [y L.i[lLELlI)I!'I .II]J iI'I .L” r!lll_
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world beyond.™

In came an even older man. But when he
looked at Bartholomew's hats, the Father of
“Screcbees!” screamed Sir Snipps, leaping in the air higher than he Nadd merely locked his fingers across his
was tall. Then he turned and ran shrieking out of the Throne Room,

beard and said nothing.



"Then bring me the Father of V

the Father of Nadd!" ordered the
King. "He knows about everything in all my kingdom, in all the
world beyond, and in all other worlds that may happen to be.”

Then came the oldest man of them all. But he just looked at Bar-
tholomew and nibbled nervously at the end of his beard.

"Does this mean there is mo one in my whole kingdom who can take
off this boy's hat?” bellowed the King in a terrifying voice.

A small voice came up through the Eu]un::; window. "Whart's
the matter, Uncle Derwin®' To Bartholomew, it sounded like the
voice of a boy.

The King stepped out on the balcony and leaned over the marble
railing. "There’s a boy in here . . . just about your age,” the King said.
“He won't take off his hat.”

Bartholomew tiptoed up behind the King and looked down.
There stood a boy with a big lace collar—a very proud little boy with
his nose in the air. It was the Grand Duke Wilfred, nephew of the
king,

"You send him down here,” said the Grand Duke Wiltred. "TI'li
fix him.”

The King thought for a minute. He pushed back his crown and
scratched his head. "Well . . . maybe you can. There's no harm trying.”

“Take him to the Grand Duke Wilfred!” commanded the King.
And two of the King's Own Guards led Bartholomew out of the
Throne Room,



“Pooh!” said the Grand Duke Wilfred, looking at Bartholomew's
hat and laughing meanly. “That hat won't come off? You stand over
there.” He pointed to a corner where the wall curved out. "I need a
little target practise with my bow and arrow.”

When Bartholomew saw that the Grand Duke Wiltred had only a

child’s bow he didn’t feel frightened. He spoke up proudly, "I can

shoot with my father’s |::if_; bow.”

IP'II} hl.lll-"a ."1 |."i.|:.':i.|:p' |.3|ILL'\. I;_ll.l..ll_I.LL'\.I"I j.l.:lr :'ll'll:ll.l'.irll\!_'\I ]'.'-l‘."'\-""ﬂ_"lE'l[l_i.l.Il}' ]l...ll:";h
like yours,” answered Wilfred. And he let fly an arrow. zz2! . . . it
grazed Bartholomew’s forehead and nipped off his hat. Away it blew,
and over the parapet. But another hat appeared on his head, 222! . . .
pZZ! ... 22ZZ! . thearrows flew . .. ull the Grand Duke’s whole bag-

tul of arrows was gone. And stll a hat sat upon Bartholomew's head.

“It's not fair,” cned the Grand Duke. "lt's not fair!” He threw
down his bow and stamped upon it.
"One hundred and hfty-four hats!™ gulped Sir Alaric.



A gigantic man strode out across the rerrace. His bow was as big
a5 the branch of a tree. The arrow was twice as long as Bartholomew,
and thicker than his wrist.

Yeoman of the Bowmen,” said the King, "shoot off this boy's
hat . . . and make it stay off!™

Bartholomew was trembling so hard thar he could scarce

ﬁ[f.u;hl. The Yeoman bent back his ”'ij-:h':r' how,

y st and

G—r—r—zibb! . . . Like a mad giant hornet the arrow tore through
the air toward Bartholomew Cubbins.

G—r—r—zapp! . . . The sharp arrow head bit through his har and
carried it off—on and on for a full half mile.

G—r—r—zopp! ... It plunked to a stop in the heart of an oak tree.
Yer there on Bartholomew's head sat another hat.

The face of the Yeoman of the Bowmen went white as the palace
walls. "It's black magic!™ he shrieked.

“These hats are driving me mad!" The King's voice rang out

through all the palace. “Why waste uime with a civld’s bow and arrow.,
Fetch me the mightiest bow and arrow in all my realm—fetch the
Teoman of the Bowmen!”

"Yeoman of the Bowmen,” echoed all the lords and noblemen of

the court,




“Black magic, that's just what it 1s,” sighed the King with relicf.

"1 should have thuug]ut of that before. That makes t!:i:lg:& \imp]-:;.

Back to the Throne Room! Call my n1.1£;'ti,mi~f"

In the whole Throne Room there wasn't a sound as loud as a breath.
But from the spiral stairs that led down from the southwest tower
came the H];ufﬁmlu of slow, JLuH-:.'d feet. The m;igit.i:m:-i == tUﬂIillg?
Low and slow, rJ:i'}' were chantung words that were strange . . .

“Dig a bole fire faerlom g .."::t,".
Doten fo where the night sakes creep,
Mix and mold the mystic mud,
.1I]||'| '.-': F, |I:].-1 i.'.'l; I .j.l.n.l!ll.llllf.l . -I -ﬂ'd'nll.-'

In came seven black-gowned magicians, and beside cach one
stalked a lean black cat. They circled around Bartholomew Cubbins
muttering deep and mysterious sounds.

“Stop this uscless muttening,” ordered the King. "1 want a chant
that will charm away this boy's hat.”

The magicians huddled over Bartholomew and chanted.

"W kb
Tinkibus
Fotrchee
Klay
Hat on this demon’s bead,
Fly far away!
Howi, men, bow! away,
Howil away, [T dudy,
Youd, cats, yowl away,
Yol away, yowl away!
Hat on this demon’s bead,
Seep away, creep away, leap away, gleap awa)
Never come back!”’



“A mighty good chant,” said the King, looking very pleased.
“Are you sure it will work?”

All the magicians nodded rogether.

“But,” said the King, looking puzzled, “there still seems to be a
hat upon his head. How long will it take for the charm to work?”

" Be calm, ob, Stre, and have no fears,”
chanted the magicians,
"Our charm will work in ten short years.”

“Ten years!" gasped the King. " Away, fools!” he shouted. "Out
of my sight! I can’t wait ten years to get rid of his hat. Oh, dear, what
can 1 do . . . what can I do?”

“If I were King," whispered the Grand Duke Wilfred, "I'd chop
off his head.”

“A dreadful thought,” said the King, biting his hp. "But I'm
afraid I'll have to.”

“Young man,” he said to Bartholomew Cubbins, and he pointed
to a small door at the end of the room, “march down those steps to
the dungeon and tell the executioner to chop off your head.”

Bartholomew's heart sank into his boots, but he did as the King
commanded. "T must take off my hat,” he said to himself as he
started down the long black stairway, "This is my last chance.” One

hat after another hetorefromhishead ... 156...157...158..." I
grew colder and damper, ... 217...218...219..." Down...
down...down. "...231...232...233 _." It scemed to Bartholo-
mew he must be in the very heart of the mountain.

"Who's there?” said a voice from the blackness.

Bartholomew turned a corner and stepped into the dungeon.
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“The King says you must ch P off my head,” said Bartholomew

“0Oh, I'd hate to,” said the executioner, L:-.:-Lll'.l;._: at lhim with a
||'|5\.'||'\.|..:| :"\-”'I:IL. "t:-:l.'. SCCTTE ||I\.|: SLE :'I @ T i'".l}'_l.

“NWell ... the ]"'-.-.llnl'L: 5dys you have to,” said Bartholomew, 'so
j"lL'.I""\-:.' I.ﬁ_'l'.'| Il OVET W ir]].l.

“All nght,” sighed - the executioner, “but first you've got to rake
oft your hat.”

'1'»1';'||}'*'” asked Bartholomew.

"I don't know,” said the executioner, "but it's one of the rules
I can’t execute anyone with his hat on.”

“All right,” said Bartholomew, “you rtake it off for me

The executioner leaned across the chopping block and flipped off

Bartholomew's hat,
What's thas?" '.'|n:'_:-_;.|x|1c'n|_ l~|||.|~'.i::l" thiri lI.._:._'ii the holes in s mask,
15 another hat sar on Bartholomew's head. He thpped this one off

[ P —— v r
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"Fiddlesticks!" I!_:ru.'l'_m| the executioner. [!'I.-".'.:Il_'-_: his axe on the

floor. "' can't execute vou at all."”" And he shook hands with Bartholo-

mew and sent him back upstairs to the King,

The King had been taking a nap on the throne. "What are you
doing back here?” he said to Bartholomew, angry at being awakened.
I.[Il'f'l \LJIr:,', 1:|I|.IL|T hl.]]ﬂ"ﬂ:ﬂ"“ I:,"xl'.ll.l.illl:_'l.l H.Lrt]nlhllﬂcu : :'r{:. JE':,'.iLi
l;..”'l.| Come I.:Iﬁ 'h".il‘li .'”}' I'l.i.| 1 Ir.'\ .|'-L:..|'i[|"'|| 1|"|L' ju]{";..”
"30 1t can't,” said the King, |{;.|J1|J:H back 'l.".'-L'Jl'il}. “"INow how
many hats does that make .|]lu-'§:_+_'lhrr"'
The executioner knocked oft 13, .. and I left 178 more on the
durlgqnn *\.‘.lt.'lhlh answered Bartholomew.
ITI‘l:{'L I'll.l]il.:alL"ai .i.rll.I Fﬂ-rl:,‘-*.i.}; h.‘l['}.,“ |!|'|_||:|'|.hll:_'l.‘| :;'lr .|'"|||.1ri1_ {TIH”
behind his scroll.
Uncle Derwin,” yaw ned the Grand Duke Wilfred, "1 suppose
I'll have to do AWay w ith him. Send him up to the ]:iﬁ]l-;":.[ turret and
I, in person, will push him off.”
"Wilfred! I'm surprised at you,” said the King. "But I guess it's
d #UUJ jdi.'J.l.
So the King and the Grand Duke led Bartholomew Cubbins
toward the highest rurret.
Up and up and up the turret stairs he climbed behind them.
“This is my last—my very last chance,” thought Bartholomew. He
snatched off his hat. "Three hundred and forty-seven!” He snatched
off another. He pulled and he tore and he flung them behind him.
.. 5398..399..." Hisarms ached from pulling off hats. But sull
the hats came. Bartholomew climbed on.
. 448 ... 449. .. 450 . .." counted Sir Alaric, puffing up the

stairs behind him,



Suddenly Sir Alaric stopped. He looked. He took off his tiangular
spectacles and wiped them on his sleeve. And then he looked again.
The bats began to change! Hat 451 had, not one, but tue teathers! Hat
452 had three . . . and 453 also had three and a litle red jewel! Each
new hat was fancier than the hat just before.

“Your Majesty! Your Majesty!” cried out Sir Alaric,

But the King and the Grand Duke were 'way up where they
couldn’t hear. They had already reached the top of the highest tur-
ret. Bartholomew was following just behind.

"Step right out here and get out on that wall,” snapped the Grand
Duke Wilfred. "I can't wait to push you off.”




HI...' ll-"-]:l';.'l'l I1.l|:||l.li.l.||1:|:,'|-'|. "'\.!(_']'EE'IL'I‘I '|_|Fl L ||"|I._ “'.l]l [JEL} I.L\I".I"i-J'II:,'I.l i|'|
amazement. He was weaning the most beautiful hat that had ever
been seen in the Ringdom ol Didd. It had a JLJE‘.-:.' EJ[E-L‘J’ than any the
King himself had ever owned. It had ostrich plumes, and cockatoo
]-'lln.““'n."'ll ..:il"IIJ. IO LI]LFI’IE"..J J'llLIJ:'II:."'l. .1[|',,l E?.i.r.jl.il"'\{_' J"l'.l.l:l“:"n- ik"".l\.iﬂ_' ||'|'|..|:
o j||.||: C¥Cn [J'J'\'.' ]"-.-.Ii'.IL:."l L L] h':.'[,'['I'IL"\,,i. ;IL._I._' II_I.:I||"|L|'|5.

The Grand Duke Wilfred took a quick step forward. Bartholo-
mew thought his end had come at last,

“Wait!” shouted the King. He could not take his eyes off the
|1‘|.LH|1|I§|L ent hat.

"I won't wait,” the Grand Duke talked back to the King. "I'm
going to push him off now! That new big hat makes me madder

than ever.” And he ﬂung out his arms to push Bartholomew off.



But the King was quicker than Wilfred. He grabbed him by the
back of his fine lace collar. "This is to teach you,” His Majesty said
sternly, “that Grand Dukes merer talk back to their King.” And he
turned the Grand Duke Wilfred over his knee and spanked him
soundly, right on the seat of his royal silk pants.

“And now,” smiled the King, hifing Bartholomew down from
the wall, "1t would be nice if you'd sell me that wonderful har!”

YL 498 ... 499 .. ." broke in the tired voice of Sir Alaric, who
had just arrived at the top of the steps, “and thar . .. he pointed to
the hat on Bartholomew’s head, “"makes exactly 500!

"Frre Hundred!" exclaimed the King. "Will you sell it for 500
pieces of gold?”

"Anything you say, Sire,” answered Bartholomew. "You see .
I've never sold one before.”

The King's hands trembled with joy as he reached for the har,

Slowly, slowly, Bartholomew felt the weight of the grear har lift-
ing from his head. He held his breath. . . . Then suddenly he felt the
o0l cvening breezes blow IFITHLI‘L:l'l his hair. His face broke into a
.rl..:l]_'l:‘_'r "'i””ji.'. [ .ill'. J:l:..ll.l Of H.:rlhuh'-.‘lln;l‘.' { '.|.!'I|'l|:'_'\. wWis ::'l_il"l;,"

"Look, Your Majesty! Look!” he shouted 1o the King




I.HHIE 11:.1.?!' ]l:ﬂ.?L: Al ﬂ“-“ .trl'-.".'.t.']L'-J ||'|L' }‘;.l.l'l_L';. .'Ill[lkl IH_' E"."l.][ !J'H_' H[L’J[
hat on right over his crown.

Arm in arm, the King and Bartholomew went down to the count-
ing room to count out the gold. Then the King sent Bartholomew
home to his parents . . . no basket on his arm, no hat on his head, but
with five hundred pieces of gold in a bag,

And the King commanded that the hat he had bought, and all the
other hats, too, be kept forever in a great crystal case by the side of his
throne.,

But ncither Bartholomew Cubbins, nor King Derwin himself,
nor anyone else in the Kitlﬂd{:m of Didd could ever {".-.'}'ll.ml how the
strange thing had happened. They only could say it just "happened to
]HFPL‘”” and was not Very ]l]'..t:]}l' [ (0 !'LLI]‘IE':-L'H jy.iin,







Dr. Seuss

wrote and illustrated 44 world-famous books
for children...and their lucky parents.

AND TO THINK THAT I 3AW IT ON MULBERRY STREET
THE 500 HATS OF BARTHOLOMEW CUBBINS
THE KEING'S 5TILTS
HORTON HATCHES THE EGG
McELLIGOT™S POOL
THIDWICK THE BIG-HEARTED MOOSE
BARTHOLOMEW AND THE OOBLECK
IF 1 RAN THE Z0O0O
SCRAMBLED EGGS SUPER!

HORTON HEARS A WHO!

ON BEYOND ZEBRA!

IF I RAN THE CIRCUS
HOW THE GRINCH STOLE CHRISTMAS!
YERTLE THE TURTLE AND OTHER STORIES
HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU'!

THE SNEETCHES AND OTHER STORIES
DR. SEUSS'S SLEEP BOOK
I HAD TROUBLE IN GETTING TO SOLLA SOLLEW
THE CAT IN THE HAT SONGBOOK
I CAN LICK 30 TIGERS TODAY! AND OTHER STORIES
I CAN DREAW IT MYSELF
THE LORAX
DID 1 EVER TELL YOU HOW LUCKY YOU ARE?
HUNCHES IN BUNCHES
THE BUTTER BATTLE BOOK
YOU'RE ONLY OLD ONCE!

OH, THE PLACES YOU'LL GO!
DAISY-HEAD MAYZIE

Beginner Books
THE CAT IN THE HAT
THE CAT IN THE HAT COMES BACK
ONE FISH TWO FISH RED FISH BLUE FISH
GREEN EGGS AND HAM
HOP ON POP
DR. SEUSS'S ABC
FOX IN SOCKS
THE FOOT BOOK
MR. BROWN CAN MOO! CAN YOU?
MARVIN K. MOODNEY WILL YOU PLEASE GO ROW!
THE SHAPE OF ME AND OTHER STUFF
THERE'S A WOCKET IN MY POCKET!
OH, THE THINKS YOU CAN THINK!
THE CATS QUIZZER
1 CAN READ WITH MY EYES SHUT!
OH SAY CAN YOU SAY?

Random House
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