THE HAPPY PRI NCE

H GH above the city, on a tall colum, stood the statue of
the Happy Prince. He was gilded all over with thin | eaves of
fine gold, for eyes he had two bright sapphires, and a | arge
red ruby glowed on his sword-hilt.

He was very much admred indeed. 'He is as beautiful as a
weat her cock,' remarked one of the Town Councillors who w shed
to gain a reputation for having artistic tastes; 'only not
quite so useful,' he added, fearing | est people should think
hi m unpractical, which he really was not.

"Way can't you be |ike the Happy Prince? asked a sensible
not her of her little boy who was crying for the noon. 'The
Happy Prince never dreans of crying for anything.'

'l amglad there is sonme one in the world who is quite
happy,' nuttered a di sappoi nted nman as he gazed at the
wonder f ul st at ue.

"He | ooks just like an angel,' said the Charity Children as
they canme out of the cathedral in their bright scarlet
cl oaks, and their clean white pinafores.

' How do you know?' said the Mathematical Master, 'you have
never seen one.'

"Ah! but we have, in our dreans,' answered the children; and
t he Mat hematical Master frowned and | ooked very severe, for
he did not approve of children dream ng.

One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. H's
friends had gone away to Egypt six weeks before, but he had
stayed behind, for he was in love with the nost beautiful
Reed. He had net her early in the spring as he was flying
down the river after a big yellow noth, and had been so
attracted by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to
her .

"Shall | |ove you?' said the Swallow, who liked to cone to
the point at once, and the Reed nmade hima | ow bow. So he

fl ew round and round her, touching the water with his w ngs,
and nmaking silver ripples. This was his courtship, and it

| asted all through the sumer.
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"It is aridiculous attachnent,' twittered the other

Swal | ows, 'she has no noney, and far too many relations;' and
indeed the river was quite full of Reeds. Then, when the
autum cane, they all flew away.

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his
| ady-1 ove. ' She has no conversation,' he said, 'and | am
afraid that she is a coquette, for she is always flirting
with the wind." And certainly, whenever the wind blew the
Reed nmade the nost graceful curtsies. 'l admt that she is
donestic,' he continued, 'but | love travelling, and ny wife,
consequently, should |ove travelling also.’

"WIIl you cone away with nme?" he said finally to her; but the
Reed shook her head, she was so attached to her hone.

"You have been trifling with ne," he cried, 'l amoff to the
Pyram ds. Good-bye!' and he flew away.

Al'l day long he flew, and at night-tinme he arrived at the
city. '"Were shall | put up? he said; 'I hope the town has
made preparations.’

Then he saw the statue on the tall colum. "I wll put up
there," he cried; "it is a fine position wth plenty of fresh
air." So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy
Prince.

"l have a gol den bedroom' he said softly to hinself as he

| ooked round, and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he
was putting his head under his wing a | arge drop of water
fell on him '"What a curious thing!" he cried, "there is not
a single cloud in the sky, the stars are quite clear and
bright, and yet it is raining. The climate in the north of
Europe is really dreadful. The Reed used to |ike the rain,
but that was nerely her selfishness.'

Then another drop fell.

"What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?
he said; 'l must |ook for a good chi mey-pot,' and he
determned to fly away.

But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he
| ooked up, and saw -- Ah! what did he see?

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and
tears were running down his golden cheeks. H's face was so
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beautiful in the nmoonlight that the little Swallow was filled
with pity.

"Who are you?' he said.
"l amthe Happy Prince.’

"Wiay are you weepi ng then?' asked the Swal l ow, 'you have
qui te drenched ne.'

"Wien | was alive and had a human heart,’' answered the
statue, 'l did not know what tears were, for | lived in the
pal ace of Sans-Souci, where sorrowis not allowed to enter.
In the daytinme | played with ny conpanions in the garden, and
inthe evening | led the dance in the Geat Hall. Round the
garden ran a very lofty wall, but |I never cared to ask what

| ay beyond it, everything about ne was so beautiful. M
courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy indeed | was,
if pleasure be happiness. So | lived, and so | died. And now
that | am dead they have set ne up here so high that | can
see all the ugliness and all the msery of ny city, and

t hough ny heart is nmade of |ead yet | cannot choose but
weep. '

"What, is he not solid gold? said the Swallow to hinself. He
was too polite to make any personal remarks out | oud.

"Far away,' continued the statue in a | ow nusical voice, 'far
away in alittle street there is a poor house. One of the

wi ndows is open, and through it | can see a worman seated at a
table. Her face is thin and worn, and she has coarse, red
hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a seanstress.
She is enbroidering passion-flowers on a satin gown for the

| ovel i est of the Queen's naids-of-honour to wear at the next
Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the roomher little boy
islyingill. He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. H's
not her has nothing to give himbut river water, so he is
crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring
her the ruby out of ny sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to
this pedestal and | cannot nove.'

"I amwaited for in Egypt,' said the Swallow. 'M/ friends are
flying up and dowmn the Nile, and talking to the large | otus-
flowers. Soon they will go to sleep in the tonb of the great
King. The King is there hinself in his painted coffin. He is
w apped in yellow linen, and enbal med with spices. Round his
neck is a chain of pale green jade, and his hands are |ike
wit hered | eaves.'
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"Swal low, Swallow, little Swallow,' said the Prince, "wll
you not stay with me for one night, and be ny nessenger? The
boy is so thirsty, and the nother so sad.'

"l don't think I Iike boys,' answered the Swall ow. 'Last
sunmer, when | was staying on the river, there were two rude
boys, the mller's sons, who were always throwi ng stones at
me. They never hit nme, of course; we swallows fly far too
well for that, and besides, | cone of a famly fanmous for its
agility; but still, it was a mark of disrespect."

But the Happy Prince | ooked so sad that the little Swall ow
was sorry. 'It is very cold here,' he said; "but I wll stay
with you for one night, and be your nessenger.'

"Thank you, little Swallow,' said the Prince.

So the Swal | ow pi cked out the great ruby fromthe Prince's
sword, and flewaway with it in his beak over the roofs of
t he t own.

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble
angel s were scul ptured. He passed by the pal ace and heard the
sound of dancing. A beautiful girl cane out on the bal cony
with her lover. 'How wonderful the stars are,' he said to
her, and how wonderful is the power of |ove!’

"l hope ny dress will be ready in time for the State-ball,"’
she answered; '| have ordered passion-flowers to be
enbroidered on it; but the seanstresses are so |azy.'

He passed over the river, and saw the | anterns hanging to the
masts of the ships. He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the
old jews bargaining with each other, and wei ghing out noney
in copper scales. At |last he cane to the poor house and

| ooked in. The boy was tossing feverishly on his bed, and the
not her had fallen asleep, she was so tired. In he hopped, and
|aid the great ruby on the table beside the woman' s thinble.
Then he flew gently round the bed, fanning the boy's forehead
with his wings. 'How cool | feel,' said the boy, 'l nust be
getting better;' and he sank into a delicious slunber.

Then the Swal | ow fl ew back to the Happy Prince, and told him
what he had done. 'It is curious,' he remarked, 'but | feel
quite warmnow, although it is so cold.’
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"That is because you have done a good action,' said the
Prince. And the little Swall ow began to think, and then he
fell asleep. Thinking al ways nade hi m sl eepy.

When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath.
"What a renmar kabl e phenonenon,' said the Professor of

O nithol ogy as he was passing over the bridge. 'A swallowin
winter!" And he wote a long letter about it to the |ocal
newspaper. Every one quoted it, it was full of so many words
that they coul d not understand.

"To-night | go to Egypt,' said the Swallow, and he was in
high spirits at the prospect. He visited all the public
nmonunments, and sat a long tinme on top of the church steeple.
Wher ever he went the Sparrows chirruped, and said to each

ot her, 'Wiat a distinguished stranger!' so he enjoyed hinself
very much.

When t he noon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. 'Have
you any comm ssions for Egypt? he cried; 'l amjust
starting.'

"Swal low, Swallow, little Swallow,' said the Prince, '"wll
you not stay with me one night |onger?

"I amwaited for in Egypt,' answered the Swallow ' To-norrow
ny friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-
horse couches there anong the bul rushes, and on a great
granite throne sits the God Mermon. Al night | ong he watches
the stars, and when the norning star shines he utters one cry
of joy, and then he is silent. At noon the yellow |lions cone
down to the water's edge to drink. They have eyes |ike green
beryls, and their roar is |louder than the roar of the
cataract.'

"Swal l ow, Swallow, little Swallow,' said the prince, 'far
away across the city | see a young nman in a garret. He is

| eani ng over a desk covered with papers, and in a tunbler by
his side there is a bunch of withered violets. Hs hair is
brown and crisp, and his lips are red as a ponegranate, and
he has |arge and dreany eyes. He is trying to finish a play
for the Director of the Theatre, but he is too cold to wite
any nore. There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made
himfaint.'

"I will wait with you one night |onger,' said the Swall ow,
who really had a good heart. 'Shall | take hi manother ruby?
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"Alas! | have no ruby now,' said the Prince; 'ny eyes are al
that | have left. They are nade of rare sapphires, which were
brought out of India a thousand years ago. Pluck out one of
themand take it to him He will sell it to the jeweller, and
buy food and firewood, and finish his play.'

"Dear Prince,' said the Swallow, 'l cannot do that:' and he
began to weep.

"Swal low, Swallow, little Swallow, ' said the Prince, 'do as
conmand you. '

So the Swal | ow plucked out the Prince's eye, and flew anway to
the student's garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there
was a hole in the roof. Through this he darted, and cane into
the room The young man had his head buried in his hands, so
he did not hear the flutter of the bird s w ngs, and when he
| ooked up he found the beautiful sapphire lying on the

wi t hered viol ets.

"l am beginning to be appreciated,’ he cried; "this is from
sone great admrer. Now |l can finish ny play,' and he | ooked

qui te happy.

The next day the Swallow fl ew down to the harbour. He sat on
the mast of a |large vessel and watched the sailors hauling
bi g chests out of the hold with ropes. 'Heave a-hoy!' they
shout ed as each chest canme up. 'I amgoing to Egypt!' cried
the Swal | ow, but nobody m nded, and when the noon rose he

fl ew back to the Happy Prince.

"I amcone to bid you good-bye,' he cried.

"Swal low, Swallow, little Swallow,' said the Prince, 'wll
you not stay with me one night |onger?

"It is winter," answered the Swallow, 'and the chill snow

will soon be here. In Egypt the sun is warmon the green palm
trees, and the crocodiles lie in the nud and | ook lazily

about them M conpanions are building a nest in the Tenple

of Baal bec, and the pink and white doves are watching t hem
and cooing to each other. Dear Prince, | nust |eave you, but

| will never forget you, and next spring | will bring you
back two beautiful jewels in place of those you have given
away. The ruby shall be redder than a red rose, and the
sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea.
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"In the square below,' said the Happy Prince, 'there stands a
little match-girl. She has |let her matches fall in the
gutter, and they are all spoiled. Her father will beat her if
she does not bring honme sone noney, and she is crying. She
has no shoes or stockings, and her little head is bare. Pluck
out ny other eye, and give it to her, and her father will not
beat her.'

"I will stay with you one night longer,' said the Swall ow,
"but | cannot pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind
t hen.'

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,' said the Prince, 'do as |
command you.'

So he plucked out the Prince's other eye, and darted down
with it. He swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the
jewel into the pal mof her hand. 'Wat a |ovely bit of
glass,' cried the little girl; and she ran hone, | aughing.

Then the Swal | ow cane back to the Prince. 'You are blind
now,' he said, 'so |l wll stay with you always."

"No, little Swallow,' said the poor Prince, 'you nust go away
to Egypt.'

"I will stay with you always,' said the Swal | ow, and he sl ept
at the Prince's feet.

Al the next day he sat on the Prince's shoulder, and told
himstories of what he had seen in strange |lands. He told him
of the red ibises, who stand in |long rows on the banks of the
Nile, and catch gold fish in their beaks; of the Sphinx, who
is as old as the world itself and lives in the desert, and
knows everything; of the merchants, who walk slowy by the
side of their camels, and carry anber beads in their hands;

of the King of the Muuntains of the Moon, who is as bl ack as
ebony, and worships a large crystal; of the great green snake
that sleeps in a palmtree, and has twenty priests to feed it
wi t h honey-cakes; and of the pygmes who sail over a big | ake
on large flat |eaves, and are always at war with the
butterflies.

"Dear little Swallow,' said the Prince, 'you tell ne of
marvel | ous things, but nore marvellous than anything is the
suffering of men and of wonen. There is no M/stery so great
as Msery. Fly over ny city, little Swallow, and tell me what
you see there.'
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So the Swallow fl ew over the great city, and saw the rich
making nmerry in their beautiful houses, while the beggars
were sitting at the gates. He flew into dark | anes, and saw
the white faces of starving children |ooking out listlessly
at the black streets. Under the archway of a bridge two
little boys were lying in one another's arns to try and keep
t hensel ves warm ' How hungry we are!' they said. 'You nust
not lie here,' shouted the Watchman, and they wandered out
into the rain.

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen.

"I amcovered with fine gold,' said the Prince, 'you nust
take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to ny poor; the living
always think that gold can nake them happy."

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swall ow picked off, till
the Happy Prince | ooked quite dull and grey. Leaf after |eaf
of the fine gold he brought to the poor, and the children's
faces grew rosier, and they |aughed and pl ayed ganes in the
street. 'W have bread now' they cried.

Then the snow cane, and after the snow cane the frost. The
streets | ooked as if they were made of silver, they were so
bright and glistening; long icicles |like crystal daggers hung
down fromthe eaves of the houses, everybody went about in
furs, and the little boys wore scarlet caps and skated on the
i ce.

The poor little Swall ow grew col der and col der, but he would
not |eave the Prince, he loved himtoo well. He picked up
crunbs outside the baker's door where the baker was not

| ooking, and tried to keep hinself warm by flapping his

W ngs.

But at |ast he knew that he was going to die. He had just
strength to fly up to the Prince's shoul der once nore. ' (Good-
bye, dear Prince!' he murnmured, '"will you let ne kiss your
hand?'

"l amglad that you are going to Egypt at last, little
Swal l ow," said the Prince, 'you have stayed too |ong here;
but you nust kiss ne on the lips, for | |ove you.

"It is not to Egypt that | amgoing,' said the Swallow. 'l am
going to the House of Death. Death is the brother of Sl eep,
is he not?
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And he ki ssed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down
dead at his feet.

At that noment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as
i f sonething had broken. The fact is that the | eaden heart
had snapped right in tw. It certainly was a dreadfully hard
frost. Early the next norning the Mayor was wal king in the
square below in conpany with the Town Councillors. As they
passed the colum he | ooked up at the statue: 'Dear ne! how
shabby the Happy Prince | ooks!' he said.

' How shabby indeed!"' cried the Town Councillors, who al ways
agreed with the Mayor, and they went up to ook at it.

"The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and
he is golden no |onger,' said the Mayor; 'in fact, he is
little better than a beggar!’

"Little better than a beggar' said the Town councill ors.

"And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!' continued the
Mayor. 'We nust really issue a proclamation that birds are
not to be allowed to die here.' And the Town O erk nade a
note of the suggestion.

So they pulled dowmn the statue of the Happy Prince. "As he is
no | onger beautiful he is no |onger useful,' said the Art
Prof essor at the University.

Then they nelted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor held
a neeting of the Corporation to decide what was to be done
wth the netal. 'W nust have another statue, of course,' he
said, '"and it shall be a statue of nyself.'

'O nyself,' said each of the Town Councillors, and they
quarrell ed. When | |ast heard of themthey were quarrelling
still.

"What a strange thing!' said the overseer of the worknmen at
the foundry. 'This broken |ead heart will not nelt in the
furnace. W nust throwit away.' So they threwit on a dust-
heap where the dead Swal | ow was al so |vyi ng.

"Bring nme the two nost precious things in the city,' said CGod
to one of Hs Angels; and the Angel brought H mthe | eaden
heart and the dead bird.
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"You have rightly chosen,' said God, 'for in ny garden of
Paradise this little bird shall sing for evernore, and in ny
city of gold the Happy Prince shall praise ne.'
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THE SELFI SH G ANT

EVERY afternoon, as they were com ng fromschool, the
children used to go and play in the Gant's garden

It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. Here and
there Over the grass stood beautiful flowers |ike stars, and
there were twel ve peach-trees that in the springtine broke
out into delicate bl ossons of pink and pearl, and in the
autumm bore rich fruit. The birds sat on the trees and sang
so sweetly that the children used to stop their ganmes in
order to listen to them How happy we are here! they cried to
each ot her.

One day the G ant cane back. He had been to visit his friend
the Cornish ogre, and had stayed wth himfor seven years.
After the seven years were over he had said all that he had
to say, for his conversation was |limted, and he determ ned
to return to his own castle. Wien he arrived he saw t he
children playing in the garden

"What are you doing there? he cried in a very gruff voice,
and the children ran away.

"My own garden is ny own garden,' said the G ant; any one can
understand that, and I will allow nobody to play in it but
nyself.' So he built a high wall all round it, and put up a
not i ce- boar d.

TRESPASSERS
WLL BE
PROSECUTED

He was a very selfish G ant.

The poor children had now nowhere to play. They tried to play
on the road, but the road was very dusty and full of hard
stones, and they did not like it. They used to wander round
the high wall when their | essons were over, and tal k about

t he beautiful garden inside. 'How happy we were there,' they
said to each other.

Then the Spring cane, and all over the country there were
little blossons and little birds. Only in the garden of the
Selfish Gant it was still winter. The birds did not care to
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singinit as there were no children, and the trees forgot to
bl ossom Once a beautiful flower put its head out fromthe
grass, but when it saw the notice-board it was so sorry for
the children that it slipped back into the ground again, and
went off to sleep. The only people who were pl eased were the
Snow and the Frost. 'Spring has forgotten this garden,' they
cried, "so we will live here all the year round.' The Snow
covered up the grass with her great white cl oak, and the
Frost painted all the trees silver. Then they invited the
North Wnd to stay with them and he cane. He was wapped in
furs, and he roared all day about the garden, and bl ew the
chi mey-pots down. 'This is a delightful spot,' he said, we
nmust ask the Hail on a visit.' So the Hail canme. Every day
for three hours he rattled on the roof of the castle till he
broke nost of the slates, and then he ran round and round the
garden as fast as he could go. He was dressed in grey, and
his breath was |ike ice.

"l cannot understand why the Spring is so late in com ng,
said the Selfish Gant, as he sat at the w ndow and | ooked
out at his cold white garden; 'l hope there will be a change
in the weather.'

But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumm gave
golden fruit to every garden, but to the G ant's garden she
gave none. 'He is too selfish,' she said. So it was al ways
Wnter there, and the North Wnd and the Hail, and the Frost,
and the Snow danced about through the trees.

One norning the Gant was |ying awake in bed when he heard
sone lovely nusic. It sounded so sweet to his ears that he

t hought it nust be the King' s mnusicians passing by. It was
really only a little linnet singing outside his w ndow, but
it was so long since he had heard a bird sing in his garden
that it seemed to himto be the nost beautiful music in the
worl d. Then the Hail stopped dancing over his head, and the
North Wnd ceased roaring, and a delicious perfume canme to

hi mt hrough the open easenent. '| believe the Spring has cone
at last,' said the Gant; and he junped out of bed and | ooked
out .

VWhat did he see?

He saw a nost wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the
wal |l the children had crept in, and they were sitting in the
branches of the trees. In every tree that he could see there
was a little child. And the trees were so glad to have the
children back again that they had covered thensel ves with

bl ossons, and were waving their arnms gently above the
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children's heads. The birds were flying about and twittering
with delight, and the flowers were | ooking up through the
green grass and laughing. It was a |l ovely scene, only in one
corner it was still winter. It was the farthest corner of the
garden, and in it was standing a little boy. He was so snal |
that he could not reach up to the branches of the tree, and
he was wandering all round it, crying bitterly. The poor tree
was still quite covered wth frost and snow, and the North
Wnd was blowi ng and roaring above it. "Cinb up! little
boy,' said the Tree, and it bent its branches down as | ow as
it could; but the boy was too tiny.

And the Gant's heart nelted as he | ooked out. 'How selfish
have been!' he said; 'now | know why the Spring would not
cone here. | will put that poor little boy on the top of the
tree, and then | will knock down the wall, and ny garden
shall be the children's playground for ever and ever.' He was
really very sorry for what he had done.

So he crept downstairs and opened the front door quite
softly, and went out into the garden. But when the children
saw himthey were so frightened that they all ran away, and

t he garden becane winter again. Only the little boy did not
run, for his eyes were so full of tears that he did not see
the Gant comng. And the G ant stole up behind himand took
himgently in his hand, and put himup into the tree. And the
tree broke at once into blossom and the birds canme and sang
onit, and the little boy stretched out his two arns and
flung themround the G ant's neck, and kissed him And the

ot her children, when they saw that the G ant was not w cked
any | onger, came running back, and with them canme the Spring.
"It is your garden now, little children,' said the G ant, and
he took a great axe and knocked down the wall. And when the
peopl e were going to market at twelve o' clock they found the
G ant playing with the children in the nost beautiful garden
t hey had ever seen.

Al day long they played, and in the evening they cane to the
G ant to bid hi mgood- bye.

"But where is your little conpanion? he said: '"the boy | put
into the tree." The G ant | oved himthe best because he had
ki ssed him

"W don't know,' answered the children; 'he has gone away.'

"You nust tell himto be sure and cone here to-norrow said
the Gant. But the children said that they did not know where
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he |lived, and had never seen himbefore; and the G ant felt
very sad.

Every afternoon, when school was over, the children cane and
played with the Gant. But the little boy whomthe G ant

| oved was never seen again. The G ant was very kind to al

the children, yet he longed for his first little friend, and
often spoke of him '"How |l would like to see him' he used to
say.

Years went over, and the G ant grew very old and feeble. He
coul d not play about any nore, so he sat in a huge arnthair,
and watched the children at their ganmes, and admred his
garden. '| have many beautiful flowers,' he said; 'but the
children are the nost beautiful flowers of all.’

One winter norning he | ooked out of his wi ndow as he was
dressing. He did not hate the Wnter now, for he knew that it
was nmerely the Spring asleep, and that the flowers were
resting.

Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder, and | ooked and | ooked.
It certainly was a nmarvel lous sight. Mthe farthest corner of
the garden was a tree quite covered with lovely white

bl ossons. Its branches were all golden, and silver fruit hung
down fromthem and underneath it stood the little boy he had
| oved.

Downstairs ran the Gant in great joy, and out into the
garden. He hastened across the grass, and came near to the
child. And when he cane quite close his face grewred with
anger, and he said, 'Wio hath dared to wound t hee?' For on
the palnms of the child s hands were the prints of two nails,
and the prints of two nails were on the little feet.

"Who hath dared to wound thee?' cried the Gant; 'tell ne,
that | may take ny big sword and slay him'

"Nay!' answered the child; 'but these are the wounds of
Love.'

"Who art thou?' said the Gant, and a strange awe fell on
him and he knelt before the little child.

And the child smled on the Gant, and said to him 'You |et
me play once in your garden, to-day you shall cone with ne to
ny garden, which is Paradise."’
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And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the
G ant |lying dead under the tree, all covered with white
bl ossons.
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THE DEVOTED FRI END

ONE norning the old Water-rat put his head out of his hole.
He had bright beady eyes and stiff grey whiskers, and his
tail was |like a long bit of black india-rubber. The little
ducks were swi mm ng about in the pond, |ooking just like a

| ot of yellow canaries, and their nother, who was pure white
with real red legs, was trying to teach themhow to stand on
their heads in the water.

"You will never be in the best society unless you can stand
on your heads,' she kept saying to them and every now and
there she showed themhow it was done. But the little ducks
paid no attention to her. They were so young that they did
not know what an advantage it is to be in society at all.

"What di sobedient children! cried the old Water-rat; 'they
really deserve to be drowned.'

"Not hing of the kind,' answered the Duck, 'every one nust
make a begi nning, and parents cannot be too patient.'

"Ah! | know not hing about the feelings of parents,' said the
Water-rat; 'l amnot a famly man. In fact, | have never been
married, and | never intend to be. Love is all very well in
its way, but friendship is nuch higher. Indeed, | know of

nothing in the world that is either nobler or rarer than a
devoted friendship.'

"And what, pray, is your idea of the duties of a devoted
friend?" asked a Geen Linnet, who was sitting in a wllow
tree hard by, and had overheard the conversation.

"Yes, that is just what | want to know,' said the Duck, and
she swam away to the end of the pond, and stood upon her
head, in order to give her children a good exanpl e.

"What a silly question! cried the Water-rat. '| shoul d expect
ny devoted friend to be devoted to ne, of course.'

"And what would you do in return?" said the little bird,
swW ngi ng upon a silver spray, and flapping his tiny w ngs.

"l don't understand you,' answered the Water-rat.



W LDE TALES 17

"Let nme tell you a story on the subject,' said the Linnet.

"Is the story about nme?'" asked the Water-rat. 'If so, | wll
listen toit, for | amextrenmely fond of fiction.

"It is applicable to you," answered the Linnet; and he flew
down, and alighting upon the bank, he told the story of The
Devot ed Fri end.

"Once upon a tinme,' said the Linnet, 'there was an honest
little fell ow naned Hans.'

"Was he very distingui shed?" asked the Water-rat.

"No," answered the Linnet, 'I don't think he was

di stingui shed at all, except for his kind heart, and his
funny round good- hunoured face. He lived in a tiny cottage
all by hinself, and every day he worked in his garden. In al
the country-side there was no garden so |lovely as his. Sweet-
williamgrew there, and GIlly-flowers, and Shepherds' - purses,
and Fair-maids of France. There were damask Roses, and yel | ow
Roses, lilac Orocuses, and gold, purple Violets and white.

Col unbi ne and Ladysnock, Marjoramand WIld Basil, the Cowslip
and the Flower-de-luce, the Daffodil and the O ove-Pi nk

bl ooned or bl ossoned in their proper order as the nonths went
by, one flower taking another flower's place, so that there
were al ways beautiful things to | ook at, and pl easant odours
to snell.

"Little Hans had a great many friends, but the nost devoted
friend of all was big Hugh the MIler. |Indeed, so devoted was
the rich Mller to little Hans, that he would never go by his
garden wi thout |eaning over the wall and plucking a | arge
nosegay, or a handful of sweet herbs, or filling his pockets
with pluns and cherries if it was the fruit season

""Real friends should have everything in comon,"” the MIler
used to say, and little Hans nodded and smled, and felt very
proud of having a friend with such nobl e ideas.

" Someti mes, indeed, the neighbours thought it strange that
the rich MIler never gave little Hans anything in return,

t hough he had a hundred sacks of flour stored away in his
mll, and six mlch cows, and a large flock of woolly sheep;
but Hans never troubled his head about these things, and
not hi ng gave himgreater pleasure than to listen to all the
wonderful things the MIler used to say about the
unsel fi shness of true friendship.
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"So little Hans worked away in his garden. During the spring,
the summer, and the autumn he was very happy, but when the

wi nter cane, and he had no fruit or flowers to bring to the
market, he suffered a brood deal fromcold and hunger and
often had to go to bed wi thout any supper but a few dried
pears or sone hard nuts. In the winter, also, he was
extrenely lonely, as the MIler never cane to see himthen.

""There is no good in ny going to see little Hans as | ong as
the snow | asts,” the MIler used to say to his wife, "for
when people are in trouble they should be I eft al one, and not
be bothered by visitors. That at least is ny idea about
friendship, and | amsure | amright. So | shall wait til

the spring conmes, and then | shall pay hima visit, and he
will be able to give ne a | arge basket of prinroses, and that
wi Il make himso happy."

""You are certainly very thoughtful about others," answered
the Wfe, as she sat in her confortable arncthair by the big
pi newood tire; 'very thoughtful indeed. It is quite a treat
to hear you tal k about friendship. I amsure the clergyman
hi nsel f coul d not say such beautiful things as you do,

t hrough he does live in a three-storied house, and wear a
gold ring on his little finger."

""But could we riot ask little Hans up here?" said the
MIller's youngest son. "If poor Hans is in trouble | wll
give himhalf ny porridge, and show himny white rabbits.”
""What a silly boy you are!" cried the MIler; "I really

don't know what is the use of sending you to school. You seem
not to learn anything. Wiy, if little Hans canme up here, and
saw our warmtire, and our good supper, and our great cask of
red wine, he mght get envious, and envy is a nost terrible

t hi ng, and woul d spoil anybody's nature. | certainly will not
allow Hans's nature to be spoiled. I amhis best friend, and

I will always watch over him and see that he is not led into
any tenptations. Besides, if Hans cane here, he night ask ne
to let himhave sone flour on credit, and that | could not

do. Flour is one thing, and friendship is another, and they
shoul d not be confused. Wiy, the words are spelt differently,
and nean quite different things. Everybody can see that."

""How wel | you talk!" said the MIler's Wfe, pouring herself
out a large glass of warmale; "really | feel quite drowsy.
It is just like being in church.”
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""Lots of people act well," answered the MIller; "but very
few people talk well, which shows that talking is nuch the
nore difficult thing of the two, and nmuch the finer thing

al so;" and he | ooked sternly across the table at his little
son, who felt so ashaned of hinself that he hung his head
down, and grew quite scarlet, and began to cry into his tea.
However, he was so young that you nust excuse him'

'"Is that the end of the story?" asked the Water-rat.

"Certainly not,' answered the Linnet, "that is the
begi nni ng."’

"Then you are quite behind the age,' said the Water-rat.

' Every good story-teller nowadays starts with the end, and

t hen goes on to the beginning, and concludes with the m ddl e.
That is the new nmethod. | heard all about it the other day
froma critic who was wal ki ng round the pond with a young
man. He spoke of the matter at great length, and I am sure he
nmust have been right, for he had blue spectacles and a bal d
head, and whenever the young nman nade any renmark, he al ways
answered "Pooh!" But pray go on with your story. | like the
MIler imrensely. | have all kinds of beautiful sentinents
nmyself so there is a great synpathy between us.'

"Wl l,' said the Linnet, hopping now on one |eg and now on
the other, 'as soon as the winter was over, and the prinroses
began to open their pale yellow stars, the mller said to his
wi fe that he would go down and see little Hans.

""Wy, what a good heart you have!" cried his Wfe; "you are
al ways thinking of others. And m nd you take the big basket
with you for the flowers."

"So the MIler tied the sails of the windm |l together with a
strong iron chain, and went down the hill with the basket on
his arm

""Good norning, little Hans," said the Ml ler.

""Good norning," said Hans, | eaning on his spade, and smling
fromear to ear

""And how have you been all the winter?" said the MIler.

""Well, really,” cried Hans, "it is very good of you to ask,
very good indeed. | amafraid | had rather a hard tinme of it,
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but now the spring has conme, and I amquite happy, and all ny
flowers are doing well."

""We often tal ked of you during the winter, Hans," said the
MIller, "and wondered how you were getting on."

""That was kind of you," said Hans; "I was half afraid you
had forgotten ne."

""Hans, | amsurprised at you," said the MIller; "friendship
never forgets. That is the wonderful thing about it, but I am
afraid you don't understand the poetry of life. How | ovely
your prinroses are |ooking, by-the-bye!"

""They are certainly very lovely," said Hans, "and it is a
nost lucky thing for ne that | have so many. | amgoing to
bring theminto the market and sell themto the Burgonaster's
daught er, and buy back ny wheel barrow with the noney."

""Buy back your wheel barrow? You don't nean to say you have
sold it? What a very stupid thing to do!"

""Well, the fact is,"” said Hans, "that | was obliged to. You
see the winter was a very bad tine for nme, and | really had
no nmoney at all to buy bread with. So I first sold the silver
buttons off ny Sunday coat, and then |I sold ny silver chain,
and then | sold ny big pipe, and at last | sold ny

wheel barrow. But | amgoing to buy themall back again now "

""Hans," said the Mller, "I will give you ny wheel barrow. It
is not in very good repair; indeed, one side is gone, and

there is sonething wong with the wheel -spokes; but in spite
of that I will give it to you. I knowit is very generous of
me, and a great many people would think ne extrenely foolish
for parting with it, but I amnot |ike the rest of the world.
| think that generosity is the essence of friendship, and,

besi des, | have got a new wheel barrow for nyself. Yes, you
may set your mnd at ease, | wll give you ny wheel barrow. "
""Well, really, that is generous of you," said little Hans,

and his funny round face glowed all over with pleasure. "
can easily put it in repair, as | have a plank of wood in the
house. "

""A plank of wood! said the MIler; "why, that is just what |
want for the roof of ny barn. There is a very large hole in
it, and the corn will all get danp if | don't stop it up. How
| ucky you nentioned it! It is quite renmarkabl e how one good
action always breeds another. | have given you ny
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wheel barrow, and now you are going to give nme your plank. O
course, the wheelbarrowis worth far nore than the plank, but
true friendship never notices things like that. Pray get it
at once, and I will set to work at ny barn this very day."

""Certainly,' cried little Hans, and he ran into the shed and
dragged the plank out.

""It is not a very big plank," said the MIler, |ooking at

it, "and | amafraid that after | have nended ny barn-roof
there won't be any left for you to nend the wheel barrow w th;
but, of course, that is not ny fault. And now, as | have

gi ven you ny wheel barrow, | amsure you would like to give ne
sone flowers in return. Here is the basket, and mnd you til
it quite full."”

""Quite full? said little Hans, rather sorrowfully, for it
was really a very big basket, and he knewthat if he tilled
it he would have no flowers left for the nmarket, and he was
very anxious to get his silver buttons back.

""Well, really,” answered the MIler, "as | have given you ny
wheel barrow, | don't think that it is much to ask you for a
fewflowers. I may be wong, but | should have thought that

friendship, true friendship, was quite free fromsel fishness
of any kind."

""My dear friend, ny best friend," cried little Hans, "you
are welconme to all the flowers in ny garden. | would nuch

sooner have your good opinion than ny silver buttons, any

day;" and he ran and plucked all his pretty prinroses, and
tilled the MIler's basket.

'"CGood-bye, little Hans," said the MIler, as he went up the
hill with the plank on his shoul der, and the big basket in
hi s hand.

'"CGood-bye," said little Hans, and he began to dig away quite
merrily, he was so pl eased about the wheel barrow.

' The next day he was nailing up sonme honeysuckl e agai nst the
porch, when he heard the MIller's voice calling to himfrom
the road. So he junped off the | adder, and ran down the
garden, and | ooked over the wall.

"There was the MIler with a large sack of flour on his back

""Dear little Hans," said the MIller, "would you m nd
carrying this sack of flour for ne to market?"
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""Ch, | amso sorry," said Hans, "but | amreally very busy
to-day. | have got all ny creepers to nail up, and all ny
flowers to water, and all ny grass to roll."

""Well, really,” said the MIler, "I think that, considering
that | amgoing to give you ny wheel barrow, it is rather
unfriendly of you to refuse.”

""Ch, don't say that,"” cried little Hans, "I wouldn't be
unfriendly for the whole world;" and he ran in for his cap,
and trudged off with the big sack on his shoul ders.

"It was a very hot day, and the road was terribly dusty, and
bef ore Hans had reached the sixth mlestone he was so tired
that he had to sit down and rest. However, he went on
bravely, and at |ast he reached the nmarket. After he had

wai ted there some tine, he sold the sack of flour for a very
good price, and then he returned home at once, for he was
afraid that if he stopped too | ate he mght neet sone robbers
on the way.

""lIt has certainly been a hard day," said little Hans to

hi nsel f as he was going to bed, "but I amglad I did not
refuse the MIller, for he is ny best friend, and, besides, he
is going to give ne his wheel barrow. "

"Early the next norning the MIler came down to get the noney
for his sack of flour, but little Hans was so tired that he
was still in bed.

""Upon ny word," said the MIller, "you are very lazy. Really,
considering that | amgoing to give you ny wheel barrow, |

thi nk you mght work harder. Idleness is a great sin, and I
certainly don't Iike any of ny friends to be idle or

sl uggi sh. You must riot mnd ny speaking quite plainly to
you. O course | should not dreamof doing so if | were riot
your friend. But what is the good of friendship if one cannot
say exactly what one neans? Anybody can say charm ng thi ngs
and try to please and to flatter, but a true friend al ways
says unpl easant things, and does riot mnd giving pain.
Indeed, if heis areally true friend he prefers it, for he
knows that then he is doing good."

"I amvery sorry," said little Hans, rubbing his eyes and
pulling off his night-cap, "but | was so tired that | thought
| would lie in bed for alittle time, and listen to the birds
singing. Do you know that | always work better after hearing
t he birds sing?"
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""Well, | amglad of that," said the MIller, clapping little
Hans on the back, "for | want you to cone up to the mll as
soon as you are dressed, and nend ny barn-roof for ne."

"Poor little Hans was very anxious to go and work in his
garden, for his flowers had not been watered for two days,
but he did not like to refuse the MIler, as he was such a
good friend to him

""Do you think it would be unfriendly of ne if | said | was
busy?" he inquired in a shy and timd voi ce.

""Well, really,"” answered the MIller, "I do not think it is
much to ask of you, considering that | amgoing to give you
ny wheel barrow;, but of course if you refuse | will go and do
it nyself.”

""Ch! on no account,"” cried little Hans; and he junped out of
bed, and dressed hinself and went up to the barn.

'He worked there all day long, till sunset, and at sunset the
MIler came to see how he was getting on.

'"Have you nended the hole in the roof yet, little Hans?"
cried the MIler in a cheery voi ce.

""lIt is quite nmended,"” answered little Hans, com ng down the
| adder.

""Ah!" said the MIller, "there is no work so delightful as
t he work one does for others."”

""It is certainly a great privilege to hear you talk,"
answered little Hans, sitting down and w ping his forehead,
"a very great privilege. But | amafraid |I shall never have
such beautiful ideas as you have."

""Ch! they will cone to you," said the MIller, "but you nust
take nore pains. At present you have only the practice of
friendshi p; sone day you will have the theory al so."

""Do you really think I shall?" asked little Hans.
"I have no doubt of it," answered the MIler; "but now that

you have nended the roof you had better go home and rest, for
| want you to drive ny sheep to the nountain to-norrow. "
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"Poor little Hans was afraid to say anything to this, and
early the next norning the MIIler brought his sheep round to
the cottage, and Hans started off with themto the nountain.
It took himthe whole day to get there and back; and when he
returned he was so tired that he went off to sleep in his
chair, and did not wake up till it was broad daylight.

""What a delightful tine | shall have in ny garden," he said,
and he went to work at once.

'But sonehow he was never able to | ook after his flowers at

all, for his friend the MIIler was always com ng round and
sending himoff on long errands, or getting himto help at
the mll. Little Hans was very nmuch di stressed at tines, as

he was afraid his flowers would think he had forgotten them
but he consoled hinself by the reflection that the MIler was
his best friend. "Besides," he used to say, "he is going to
give me his wheel barrow, and that is an act of pure
generosity."

"So little Hans worked away for the MIller, and the Ml I er
said all kinds of beautiful things about friendship, which
Hans took down in a note-book, and used to read over at
night, for he was a very good schol ar.

"Now it happened that one evening little Hans was sitting by
his fireside when a loud rap cane at the door. It was a very
wild right, and the wind was bl owi ng and roaring round the
house so terribly that at first he thought it was nerely the
storm But a second rap cane, and then a third, |ouder than
ei ther of the others.

""lIt is some poor traveller,” said little Hans to hinself and
he ran to the door.

"There stood the MIler with a lantern in one hand and a big
stick in the other.

""Dear little Hans," cried the MIler, "I amin great
trouble. My little boy has fallen off a | adder and hurt
hinmsel f and I amgoing for the Doctor. But he lives so far
away, and it is such a bad night, that it has just occurred
to nme that it would be nuch better if you went instead of ne.
You know | am going to give you ny wheel barrow, and so it is
only fair that you should do sonething for ne in return.”

""Certainly,"” cried little Hans, "I take it quite as a
conpliment your comng to ne, and I will start off at once.
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But you nust lend nme your lantern, as the night is so dark
that | amafraid | mght fall into the ditch."

"""l amvery sorry," answered the MIller, "but it is ny new
lantern, and it would be a great loss to ne if anything
happened to it."

""Well, never mnd, | will do without it," cried little Hans,
and he took down his great fur coat, and tied a muffler round
his throat, and started off.

"What a dreadful stormit was! The night was so bl ack that
little Hans could hardly see, and the wind was so strong that
he coul d scarcely stand. However, he was very courageous, and
after he had been wal ki ng about three hours, he arrived at
the Doctor's house, and knocked at the door. "'Wio is there?"
cried the Doctor, putting his head out of his bedroom w ndow.

""Little Hans, Doctor."
""What do you want, little Hans?"

""The MIler's son has fallen froma |adder, and has hurt
hinself and the MIler wants you to cone at once."

""All right! said the Doctor; and he ordered his horse, and
his big boots, and his lantern, and cane downstairs, and rode
off in the direction of the MIler's house, little Hans

t rudgi ng behind him

"But the stormgrew worse and worse, and the rain fell in
torrents, and little Hans could riot see where he was goi ng,
or keep up with the horse. At last he lost his way, and
wandered off on the noor, which was a very dangerous pl ace,
as it was full of deep holes, and there poor little Hans was
drowned. H s body was found the next day by sonme goat herds,
floating in a great pool of water, and was brought back by
themto the cottage.

' Everybody went to little Hans's funeral, as he was so
popul ar, and the MIler was the chief nourner

""As | was his best friend," said the MIller, "it is only
fair that | should have the best place;" so he wal ked at the
head of the procession in a |long black cloak, and every now
and then he wi ped his eyes with a big pocket-handker chi ef.

""Little Hans is certainly a great |loss to every one,"” said
the Bl acksm th, when the funeral was over, and they were all
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seated confortably in the inn, drinking spiced wine and
eati ng sweet cakes.

""Agreat loss to ne at any rate,” answered the MIller; "why,
| had as good as given himny wheel barrow, and now | really
don't know what to do with it. It is very nuch in ny way at
home, and it is in such bad repair that | could not get
anything for it if | soldit. I will certainly take care not
to give away anything again. One always suffers for being
generous. "'

"Wl l?' said the Water-rat, after a | ong pause.
"Wll, that is the end,' said the Linnet.
'"But what becane of the MIler? asked the Water-rat.

"Ch! | really don't know,' replied the Linnet; "and I am sure
that | don't care.'

"It is quite evident then that you have no synpathy in your
nature,' said the Water-rat.

"l amafraid you don't quite see the noral of the story,’
remar ked the Linnet.

' The what ?' screanmed the Water-rat.

"The noral .’

"Do you nean to say that the story has a noral ?'
"Certainly,' said the Linnet.

"Wll, really,’ said the Water-rat, in a very angry nanner,
"I think you should have told ne that before you began. If
you had done so, | certainly would not have |istened to you;
in fact, | should have said "Pooh," like the critic. However,
| can say it now, so he shouted out 'Pooh' at the top of his
voi ce, gave a whisk with his tail, and went back into his

hol e.

"And how do you |ike the Water-rat?' asked the Duck, who cane
paddling up sone mnutes afterwards. 'He has a great nmany
good points, but for ny own part | have a nother's feelings,
and | can never | ook at a confirnmed bachel or w thout the
tears comng into ny eyes.'
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"I amrather afraid that | have annoyed him' answered the
Linnet. 'The fact is, that | told hima story with a noral .’

"Ah! that is always a very dangerous thing to do," said the
Duck.

And | quite agree with her.
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THE REMARKABL E ROCKET

THE King's son was going to be narried, so there were genera
rejoicings. He had waited a whole year for his bride, and at

| ast she had arrived. She was a Russian Princess, and had
driven all the way fromFinland in a sl edge drawn by six

rei ndeer. The sl edge was shaped |ike a great gol den swan, and
between the swan's wings lay the little Princess herself. Her
| ong erm ne cloak reached right down to her feet, on her head
was a tiny cap of silver tissue, and she was as pale as the
Snow Pal ace in which she had always |lived. So pale was she
that as she drove through the streets all the people
wondered. "She is like a white rose!' they cried, and they
threw down flowers on her fromthe bal conies.

At the gate of the Castle the Prince was waiting to receive
her. He had dreany violet eyes, and his hair was like fine
gol d. When he saw her he sank upon one knee, and ki ssed her
hand.

"Your picture was beautiful,' he murmured, 'but you are nore
beautiful than your picture;' and the little Princess
bl ushed.

"She was |like a white rose before,' said a young Page to his
nei ghbour, "but she is like a red rose now,' and the whol e
Court was delighted.

For the next three days everybody went about saying, 'Wite
rose, Red rose, Red rose, Wite rose;' and the King gave
orders that the Page's salary was to be doubled. As he
received no salary at all this was not of nmuch use to him
but it was considered a great honour, and was duly published
in the Court Gazette.

When the three days were over the marriage was celebrated. It
was a magni ficent cerenony, and the bride and bri degroom

wal ked hand i n hand under a canopy of purple velvet
enbroidered with little pearls. Then there was a State
Banquet, which lasted for five hours. The Prince and Princess
sat at the top of the Geat Hall and drank out of a cup of
clear crystal. Only true lovers could drink out of this cup,
for if false lips touched it, it grew grey and dull and

cl oudy.
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"It is quite clear that they | ove each other,' said the
little Page, 'as clear as crystal!' and the King doubled his
salary a second tine. 'Wat an honour!' cried all the
courtiers.

After the banquet there was to be a Ball. The bride and

bri degroom were to dance the Rose-dance together, and the
King had promsed to play the flute. He played very badly,
but no one had ever dared to tell himso, because he was the
King. Indeed, he only knew two airs, and was never quite
certain which one he was playing; but it made no matter, for,
what ever he did, everybody cried out, 'Charmng! charmng!’

The last itemon the programe was a grand di splay of
fireworks, to be let off exactly at mdnight. The little
Princess had never seen a firework in her life, so the King
had gi ven orders that the Royal Pyrotechnist should be in
attendance on the day of her narriage.

"Wiaat are fireworks |ike? she had asked the Prince, one
norni ng, as she was wal king on the terrace.

"They are like the Aurora Borealis,' said the King, who

al ways answered questions that were addressed to other

people, 'only nmuch nore natural. | prefer themto stars
nysel f, as you al ways know when they are going to appear, and
they are as delightful as ny own flute-playing. You nust
certainly see them'

So at the end of the King's garden a great stand had been set
up, and as soon as the Royal Pyrotechni st had put everything
inits proper place, the firewrks began to talk to each

ot her.

"The world is certainly very beautiful,' cried alittle
Squi b. '"Just look at those yellow tulips. Wiy! if they were
real crackers they could not be lovelier. | amvery glad |

have travel |l ed. Travel inproves the m nd wonderfully, and
does away with all one's prejudices.'

"The King's garden is not the world, you foolish squib," said
a big Roman Candle; 'the world is an enornous place, and it
woul d take you three days to see it thoroughly.'

"Any place you love is the world to you,' exclainmed a pensive
Cat hari ne Weel, who had been attached to an old deal box in
early life, and prided herself on her broken heart; 'but |ove
is not fashionable any nore, the poets have killed it."’
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They wote so nmuch about it that nobody believed them and |
amnot surprised. True love suffers, and is silent. |

remenber nyself once -- But it is no matter now. Ronmance is a
t hing of the past.

" Nonsense! said the Roman Candl e, 'Romance never dies. It is
i ke the noon, and lives for ever. The bride and bri degroom
for instance, |ove each other very dearly. | heard all about
themthis norning froma brown-paper cartridge, who happened
to be staying in the sane drawer as nyself and knew t he

| atest Court news.'

But the Cat hari ne Wheel shook her head. 'Romance is dead,
Romance i s dead, Romance is dead,' she murrmured. She was one
of those people who think that, if you say the same thing
over and over a great many tines, it beconmes true in the end.

Suddenly, a sharp, dry cough was heard, and they all | ooked
round.

It came froma tall, supercilious-Iooking Rocket, who was
tied to the end of a long stick. He always coughed before he
made any observation, so as to attract attention.

"Ahenml aheml' he said, and everybody |istened except the poor
Cat hari ne Wieel, who was still shaking her head, and
mur muri ng, ' Romance i s dead.’

"Order! order!" cried out a Cracker. He was sonething of a
politician, and had al ways taken a prom nent part in the

| ocal elections, so he knew the proper Parlianentary
expressions to use.

"Quite dead,' whispered the Catharine Weel, and she went off
to sl eep.

As soon as there was perfect silence, the Rocket coughed a
third tinme and began. He spoke with a very slow, distinct
voice, as if he was dictating his nmenoirs, and al ways | ooked
over the shoul der of the person to whom he was talking. In
fact, he had a nost distinguished nanner.

"How fortunate it is for the King's son,' he remarked, 'that
he is to be married on the very day on which | amto be |et
off. Really, if it had been arranged beforehand, it could not
have turned out better for him but Princes are always

| ucky."
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"Dear ne! said the little Squib, 'l thought it was quite the
ot her way, and that we were to be let off in the Prince's
honour .’

"It may be so with you,' he answered; 'indeed, | have no
doubt that it is, but with me it is different. | ama very
remar kabl e Rocket, and cone of renmarkable parents. My not her
was the nost cel ebrated Cathari ne Wieel of her day, and was
renowned for her graceful dancing. Wen she nade her great
publ i ¢ appearance she spun round nineteen tinmes before she
went out, and each tine that she did so she threwinto the
air seven pink stars. She was three feet and a half in

di aneter, and nade of the very best gunpowder. My father was
a Rocket |ike nyself, and of French extraction. He flew so
hi gh that the people were afraid that he would never cone
down again. He did, though, for he was of a kindly

di sposition, and he made a nost brilliant descent in a shower
of golden rain. The newspapers wote about his performance in
very flattering terns. Indeed, the Court Gazette called hima
triunph of Pylotechnic art.'

"Pyrotechnic, Pyrotechnic, you nean,' said a Bengal Light; "I
know it is Pyrotechnic, for | sawit witten on ny own
cani ster.'

"Wll, | said Pylotechnic,' answered the Rocket, in a severe
tone of voice, and the Bengal Light felt so crushed that he
began at once to bully the little squibs, in order to show
that he was still a person of some inportance.

"I was saying,' continued the Rocket, 'I was saying -- Wat
was | sayi ng?

"You were tal king about yourself," replied the Roman Candl e.

"Of course; | knew | was discussing sone interesting subject
when | was so rudely interrupted. | hate rudeness and bad
manners of every kind, for | amextrenely sensitive. No one
inthe whole world is so sensitive as | am | amquite sure
of that.'

"What is a sensitive person?' said the Cracker to the Roman
Candl e.

" A person who, because he has corns hinself, always treads on
ot her people's toes,' answered the Ronman Candle in a | ow
whi sper; and the Cracker nearly exploded with |aughter.
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‘Pray, what are you laughing at?" inquired the Rocket; 'I am
not | aughing.'

"1 am | aughi ng because | am happy,' replied the O acker.

"That is a very selfish reason,' said the Rocket angrily.
"What right have you to be happy? You shoul d be thinking
about others. In fact, you should be thinking about nme. I am
al ways thinking about nyself, and | expect everybody else to
do the sane. That is what is called synpathy. It is a
beautiful virtue, and | possess it in a high degree. Suppose,
for instance, anything happened to nme to-night, what a

m sfortune that woul d be for every one! The Prince and
Princess woul d never be happy again, their whole nmarried life

woul d be spoiled; and as for the King, I know he woul d not
get over it. Really, when I begin to reflect on the
i nportance of ny position, I am al nost noved to tears.'

"If you want to give pleasure to others,' cried the Roman
Candl e, 'you had better keep yourself dry.

"Certainly,' exclained the Bengal Light, who was now in
better spirits; 'that is only combn sense.'

' Common sense, indeed!' said the Rocket indignantly; 'you
forget that | amvery unconmon, and very renarkable. Wy,
anybody can have common sense, provided that they have no

i magi nation. But | have inmagination, for | never think of
things as they really are; | always think of them as being
quite different. As for keeping nyself dry, there is
evidently no one here who can at all appreciate an enoti onal
nature. Fortunately for nyself, | don't care. The only thing
that sustains one through life is the consciousness of the
imense inferiority of everybody else, and this is a feeling
that | have always cultivated. But none of you have any
hearts. Here you are |aughing and making nerry just as if the
Prince and Princess had not just been nmarried.'

"Vell, really,' exclainmed a snmall Fire-balloon, '"why not? It
is a nost joyful occasion, and when | soar up into the air |
intend to tell the stars all about it. You will see them
twinkle when | talk to them about the pretty bride.’

"Ah! what a trivial viewof lifel said the Rocket; '"but it is
only what | expected. There is nothing in you; you are hol | ow
and enpty. Wiy, perhaps the Prince and Princess may go to
live in a country where there is a deep river, and perhaps
they may have one only son, a little fair-haired boy with
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violet eyes |like the Prince hinself, and perhaps sone day he
may go out to walk with his nurse; and perhaps the nurse may
go to sleep under a great elder-tree; and perhaps the little

boy may fall into the deep river and be drowned. Wat a
terrible msfortune! Poor people, to lose their only son! It
isreally too dreadful! | shall never get over it.'

"But they have not lost their only son,' said the Roman
Candl e; 'no m sfortune has happened to themat all.’

"l never said that they had,' replied the Rocket; 'I said
that they mght. If they had lost their only son there would
be no use in saying anything nore about the matter. | hate
people who cry over spilt mlk. But when | think that they
m ght |l ose their only son, | certainly amvery nuch
affected.’

"You certainly are!' cried the Bengal Light. '"In fact, you

are the nost affected person | ever net.'

"You are the rudest person | ever net,' said the Rocket, 'and
you cannot understand ny friendship for the Prince.’

Wiy, you don't even know him"' grow ed the Roman Candl e.

"I never said | knew him' answered the Rocket. 'l dare say
that if I knew himl should not be his friend at all. It is a
very dangerous thing to know one's friends.'

"You had really better keep yourself dry,' said the Fire-
bal l oon. 'That is the inportant thing.'

"Very inportant for you, | have no doubt,' answered the
Rocket, 'but | shall weep if | choose;' and he actually burst
into real tears, which flowed down his stick |ike raindrops,
and nearly drowed two little beetles, who were just thinking
of setting up house together, and were | ooking for a nice dry
spot to live in.

'He nmust have a truly romantic nature,' said the Catharine
Weel, 'for he weeps when there is nothing at all to weep
about ;' and she heaved a deep sigh, and thought about the
deal box.

But the Roman Candl e and the Bengal Light were quite

i ndi gnant, and kept saying, 'Hunbug! hunbug!' at the top of
their voices. They were extrenely practical, and whenever
they objected to anything they called it hunbug.
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Then the noon rose like a wonderful silver shield; and the
stars began to shine, and a sound of nusic canme fromthe
pal ace.

The Prince and Princess were | eading the dance. They danced
so beautifully that the tall white lilies peeped in at the
wi ndow and wat ched them and the great red poppi es nodded
their heads and beat tine.

Then ten o' clock struck, and then el even, and then twel ve,
and at the | ast stroke of m dnight every one cane out on the
terrace, and the King sent for the Royal Pyrotechnist.

"Let the fireworks begin,' said the King; and the Royal
Pyrotechni st made a | ow bow, and marched down to the end of
the garden. He had six attendants with him each of whom
carried a lighted torch at the end of a | ong pole.

It was certainly a magnificent display.

Wi zz! Wi zz! went the Catharine Weel, as she spun round and
round. Booml Boonml went the Roman Candl e. Then the Squi bs
danced all over the place, and the Bengal Lights nade
everything | ook scarlet. 'Good-bye,' cried the Fire-ball oon,
as he soared away dropping tiny blue sparks. Bang! Bang!
answered the Crackers, who were enjoying thensel ves

i nmensely. Every one was a great success except the

Remar kabl e Rocket. He was so danp with crying that he could
not go off at all. The best thing in himwas the gunpowder,
and that was so wet with tears that it was of no use. Al his
poor relations, to whom he woul d never speak, except with a
sneer, shot up into the sky |ike wonderful golden flowers
with blossons of fire. Huzza! Huzza! cried the Court; and the
little Princess |aughed with pleasure.

"l suppose they are reserving ne for some grand occasion,'
said the Rocket; 'no doubt that is what it neans,' and he
| ooked nore supercilious than ever.

The next day the workmen canme to put everything tidy. 'This
is evidently a deputation,' said the Rocket; 'I will receive
themw th becomng dignity:' so he put his nose in the air,
and began to frown severely as if he were thinking about sone
very inportant subject. But they took no notice of himat al
till they were just going away. Then one of them caught sight
of him "Hallo!" he cried, 'what a bad rocket!' and he threw
hi mover the wall into the ditch
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' BAD ROCKET? BAD ROCKET?' he said as he whirled through the
air; 'inpossible! GRAND ROCKET, that is what the man said.
BAD and GRAND sound very nuch the sane, indeed they often are
the sane;' and he fell into the nud.

"It is not confortable here,' he renmarked, 'but no doubt it

i s sonme fashionabl e watering-place, and they have sent ne
away to recruit nmy health. My nerves are certainly very nuch
shattered, and | require rest.'

Then a little Frog, with bright jewelled eyes, and a green
nottled coat, swamup to him

"Anew arrival, | seel said the Frog. 'Wll, after all there
is nothing like nud. Gve ne rainy weather and a ditch, and
amquite happy. Do you think it will be a wet afternoon? I am
sure | hope so, but the sky is quite blue and cl oudl ess. Wat

a pity!'
" Aheml aheml' said the Rocket, and he began to cough.

"What a delightful voice you have!' cried the Frog. 'Really
it is quite like a croak, and croaking is of course the nost
nmusi cal sound in the world. You will hear our glee-club this
evening. W sit in the old duck-pond close by the farner's
house, and as soon as the noon rises we begin. It is so
entrancing that everybody |lies awake to listen to us. In
fact, it was only yesterday that | heard the farner's wife
say to her nother that she could not get a wink of sleep at
ni ght on account of us. It is nost gratifying to find oneself
so popul ar.'

" Aheml aheml' said the Rocket angrily. He was very nuch
annoyed that he could not get a word in.

"A delightful voice, certainly,' continued the Frog; 'I hope
you wi Il cone over to the duck-pond. | amoff to | ook for ny
daughters. | have six beautiful daughters, and | amso afraid
the Pike may neet them He is a perfect nonster, and woul d
have no hesitation in breakfasting off them WIlI, good-bye:

| have enjoyed our conversation very much, | assure you.'

"Conversation, indeed!' said the Rocket. 'You have tal ked the
whol e tine yourself. That is not conversation.'

" Somebody nust listen,' answered the Frog, 'and | like to do
all the talking nyself. It saves tinme, and prevents
argunents. '’
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"But | |ike argunents,' said the Rocket.

"l hope not,' said the Frog conplacently. 'Argunents are
extremely vul gar, for everybody in good society holds exactly
t he sane opinions. Good-bye a second tine; | see ny daughters
in the distance;' and the little Frog swam away.

"You are a very irritating person,' said the Rocket, 'and
very ill-bred. | hate people who tal k about thenselves, as
you do, when one wants to tal k about oneself, as | do. It is
what | call selfishness, and selfishness is a nost detestable
thing especially to any one of ny tenperanent, for | am well
known for ny synpathetic nature. In fact, you should take
exanpl e by ne, you could not possibly have a better nodel.
Now t hat you have the chance you had better avail yourself of
it, for I amgoing back to Court alnost imediately. | ama
great favourite at Court; in fact, the Prince and Princess
were married yesterday in nmy honour. O course you know

not hing of these matters, for you are a provincial.'

"There is no good talking to him' said a Dragon-fly, who was
sitting on the top of a large brown bul rush; 'no good at all,
for he has gone away.'

"Wll, that is his loss, not mne," answered the Rocket. "I
amnot going to stop talking to himnerely because he pays no
attention. | like hearing nyself talk. It is one of ny
greatest pleasures. | often have |ong conversations all by
nyself, and | amso clever that sonetines | don't understand
a single word of what | am saying.'

"Then you should certainly lecture G| Philosophy,' said the
Dragon-fly; and he spread a pair of |ovely gauze w ngs and
soared away into the sky. 'How very silly of himnot to stay
here!' said the Rocket. 'I amsure that he has not often got
such a chance of inproving his mnd. However, | don't care a
bit. Genius |ike mne is sure to be appreci ated sone day;'
and he sank dowmn a little deeper into the nud.

After sone tine a |large Wiite Duck swamup to him She had
yel l ow | egs, and webbed feet, and was consi dered a great
beauty on account of her waddl e.

" Quack, quack, quack,' she said. 'What a curious shape you
are! May | ask were you born like that, or is it the result
of an accident?
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"It is quite evident that you have always lived in the
country,' answered the Rocket, 'otherw se you woul d know who
| am However, | excuse your ignorance. It would be unfair to
expect other people to be as renmarkabl e as oneself. You will
no doubt be surprised to hear that | can fly up into the sky,
and come down in a shower of golden rain.'

"l don't think nmuch of that,' said the Duck, 'as | cannot see
what use it is to any one. Now, if you could plough the
fields Iike the ox, or draw a cart |ike the horse, or |ook
after the sheep like the collie-dog, that woul d be
sonet hi ng. "

"My good creature,' cried the Rocket in a very haughty tone
of voice, 'l see that you belong to the | ower orders. A
person of ny position is never useful. W have certain
acconplishnents, and that is nore than sufficient. I have no
synpat hy nyself with industry of any kind, least of all with
such industries as you seemto recommend. |ndeed, | have

al ways been of opinion that hard work is sinply the refuge of
peopl e who have not hi ng whatever to do.'

"Well, well," said the Duck, who was of a very peaceabl e
di sposition, and never quarrelled with any one, 'everybody
has different tastes. | hope, at any rate, that you are going

to take up your residence here.'

"Ch! dear no,' cried the Rocket. 'I amnerely a visitor, a

di stingui shed visitor. The fact is that |I find this place
rather tedious. There is neither society here, nor solitude.
In fact, it is essentially suburban. | shall probably go back
to Court, for I know that | amdestined to nmake a sensati on
inthe world.'

"l had thoughts of entering public |ife once nyself,’
answered the Duck; 'there are so many things that need
reformng. Indeed, | took the chair at a neeting sone tine
ago, and we passed resol uti ons condemi ng everything that we
did not |ike. However, they did not seemto have nmuch effect.
Now I go in for domesticity and | ook after ny famly.'

"I ammade for public life,' said the rocket, 'and so are al
nmy relations, even the hunbl est of them W enever we appear
we excite great attention. | have not actually appeared
nyself, but when | do so it will be a magnificent sight. As
for donesticity, it ages one rapidly, and distract's one m nd
from hi gher things.'
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"Ah! the higher things of life, howfine they are!' said the
Duck; "and that remnds ne how hungry I feel:' and she swam
away down the stream saying 'Quack, quack, quack.'

' Come back! come back!' screaned the Rocket, '|I have a great
deal to say to you;' but the Duck paid no attention to him

"I amglad that she has gone,' he said to hinself, 'she has a
decidedly mddle-class mnd;' and he sank a little deeper
still into the nud, and began to think about the Ioneliness
of genius, when suddenly two little boys in white snocks cane
runni ng down the bank, with a kettle and sone faggots.

"This nust be the deputation,' said the Rocket, and he tried
to |l ook very dignified.

"Hallo!" cried one of the boys, 'look at this old stick! |
wonder how it canme here;' and he picked the rocket out of the
di tch.

"OLD STICK!' said the Rocket, 'inpossible! GOLD STICK, that
is what he said. Gold Stick is very conplinentary. In fact,
he m stakes ne for one of the Court dignitaries!

"Let us put it intothe fire!'" said the other boy, "it wll
help to boil the kettle.'

So they piled the faggots together, and put the Rocket on
top, and lit the fire.

"This is magnificent,' cried the Rocket, "they are going to
let me off in broad daylight, so that every one can see ne.'

"W will go to sleep now,' they said, 'and when we wake up
the kettle will be boiled;" and they |ay down on the grass,
and shut their eyes.

The Rocket was very danp, so he took a long tine to burn. At
| ast, however, the fire caught him

"Now | amgoing off!" he cried, and he nade hinself very

stiff and straight. 'I know | shall go rmuch higher than the
stars, nuch higher than the nmoon, nuch higher than the sun.
In fact, | shall go so high that--

Fizz! Fizz! Fizz! and he went straight up into the air.

"Delightful! he cried, "I shall go on like this for ever.
What a success | anml’
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But nobody saw him

Then he began to feel a curious tingling sensation all over
hi m

"Now | amgoing to explode,' he cried. 'l shall set the whole
world on fire, and nake such a noise, that nobody will talk
about anything else for a whole year.' And he certainly did
expl ode. Bang! Bang! Bang! went the gunpowder. There was no
doubt about it.

But nobody heard him not even the two little boys, for they
wer e sound asl eep.

Then all that was left of himwas the stick, and this fell
down on the back of a Goose who was taking a wal k by the side
of the ditch.

' God heavens!' cried the Goose. "It is going to rain
sticks;' and she rushed into the water.

"l knew | should create a great sensation,' gasped the
Rocket, and he went out.
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THE NI GHTI NGALE AND THE ROSE

'SHE said that she would dance with me if | brought her red
roses,' cried the young Student; 'but in all ny garden there
is no red rose.'

From her nest in the holmoak tree the N ghtingale heard him
and she | ooked out through the | eaves, and wonder ed.

"No red rose in all ny garden!' he cried, and his beautiful
eyes filled with tears. "Ah, on what little things does
happi ness depend! | have read all that the w se nen have
witten, and all the secrets of philosophy are mne, yet for
want of a red rose is ny |life made wetched."

"Here at last is a true lover,' said the N ghtingale. 'N ght
after night have | sung of him though | knew himnot: night
after night have | told his story to the stars, and now | see
him Hs hair is dark as the hyacinth-blossom and his |ips
are red as the rose of his desire; but passion has nade his

| ace |ike pale lIvory, and sorrow has set her seal upon his
brow. '

"The Prince gives a ball to-nmorrow night,' nurnured the young
Student, 'and ny love will be of the company. If | bring her

a red rose she will dance with ne till dawn. If | bring her a
red rose, | shall hold her in ny arns, and she will |ean her
head upon ny shoul der, and her hand will be clasped in m ne.

But there is no red rose in ny garden, so | shall sit |onely,
and she will pass ne by. She will have no heed of ne, and ny
heart will break."’

"Here indeed is the true lover,' said the N ghtingale. 'Wat

| sing of he suffers: what is joy to ne, to himis pain.
Surely Love is a wonderful thing. It is nore precious than
eneral ds, and dearer than fine opals. Pearls and ponegranates
cannot buy it, nor is it set forth in the nmarket-place. it
may not be purchased of the merchants, 'or can it be wei ghed
out in the balance for gold."'

"The nmusicians will sit intheir gallery,' said the young
Student, 'and play upon their stringed instrunents, and ny
love will dance to the sound of the harp and the violin. She
will dance so lightly that her feet will not touch the floor,
and the courtiers in their gay dresses will throng round her.
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But with me she will not dance, for | have no red rose to
give her;' and he flung hinself down on the grass, and buried
his face in his hands, and wept.

"Wiy is he weeping? asked a little Geen Lizard, as he ran
past himwth his tail in the air.

"Wiy, indeed? said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about
after a sunbeam

"Wy, indeed?" whispered a Daisy to his neighbour, in a soft,
| ow voi ce

"He is weeping for a red rose,' said the N ghtingale.

"For a red rose!' they cried; 'how very ridiculous!' and the
little Lizard, who was sonething of a cynic, |aughed
outright.

But the N ghtingal e understood the secret of the Student's
sorrow, and she sat silent in the oak-tree, and thought about
the nystery of Love.

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared
into the air. She passed through the grove |ike a shadow, and
I i ke a shadow she sail ed across the garden

In the centre of the grass-plot was standing a beautiful Rose-
tree, and when she sawit, she flewover to it, and lit upon
a spray.

"Gve ne aredrose,' she cried, "and I wll sing you ny
sweet est song.'

But the Tree shook its head.

"My roses are white,' it answered; 'as white as the foam of
the sea, and whiter than the snow upon the nountain. But go
to ny brother who grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps
he will give you what you want.'

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was
growi ng round the old sun-dial.

"Gve ne aredrose,' she cried, "and I will sing you ny
sweet est song.'

But the Tree shook its head.
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"My roses are yellow,' it answered; 'as yellow as the hair of
t he mermai den who sits upon an anber throne, and yell ower
than the daffodil that bloons in the nmeadow before the nower
cones with his scythe. But go to ny brother who grows beneath
the Student's wi ndow, and perhaps he will give you what you
want . '

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was
growi ng beneath the Student's w ndow.

"Gve ne aredrose,’ she cried, "and I will sing you ny
sweet est song.'

But the Tree shook its head.

"My roses are red,' it answered, 'as red as the feet of the
dove, and redder than the great fans of coral that wave and
wave in the ocean-cavern. But the winter has chilled ny
veins, and the frost has nipped ny buds, and the storm has
broken ny branches, and | shall have no roses at all this
year.'

"One red rose is all | want,' cried the Nightingale, 'only
one red rose! |Is there no way by which | can get it?

"There is a way,' answered the Tree; '"but it is so terrible
that | dare not tell it to you.'

"Tell it to nme,' said the Nghtingale, 'I amnot afraid.

"If you want a red rose,' said the Tree, 'you nust build it
out of nusic by noonlight, and stain it with your own heart's-
bl ood. You nust sing to ne with your breast against a thorn.
Al night long you nust sing to ne, and the thorn nust pierce
your heart, and your life-blood nmust flow into ny veins, and
becone m ne."

"Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,’' cried the

Ni ghtingale, "and Life is very dear to all. It is pleasant to
sit in the green wood, and to watch the Sun in his chariot of
gold, and the Moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the
scent of the hawt horn, and sweet are the bluebells that hide
in the valley, and the heather that blows on the hill. Yet
Love is better than Life, and what is the heart of a bird
conpared to the heart of a man?
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So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the
air. She swept over the garden |like a shadow, and like a
shadow she sail ed through the grove.

The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had
left him and the tears were not yet dry in his beautiful
eyes.

'Be happy,' cried the N ghtingale, 'be happy; you shall have

your red rose. | will build it out of music by noonlight, and
stain it with ny own heart's-blood. Al that I ask of you in
return is that you will be a true lover, for Love is w ser

t han Phil osophy, though she is wise, and mghtier than Power,
t hough he is mghty. Flame-coloured are his w ngs, and
coloured like flame is his body. Hs |ips are sweet as honey,
and his breath is |ike frankincense.'

The Student | ooked up fromthe grass, and |istened, but he
coul d not understand what the N ghtingale was saying to him
for he only knew the things that are witten down in books.

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very
fond of the little N ghtingale who had built her nest in his
branches.

'Sing nme one | ast song,' he whispered; 'I shall feel very
| onel y when you are gone.'

So the Nightingale sang to the Cak-tree, and her voi ce was
i ke water bubbling froma silver jar.

Wien she had fini shed her song the Student got lip, and
pul  ed a note-book and a | ead-pencil out of his pocket.

"She has form' he said to hinself, as he wal ked away t hrough
the grove -- 'that cannot be denied to her; but has she got
feeling? | amafraid not. In fact, she is |ike nost artists;
she is all style, without any sincerity. She woul d not
sacrifice herself for others. She thinks nerely of nusic, and
everybody knows that the arts are selfish. Still, it nust be
admtted that she has some beautiful notes in her voice. Wat
apity it is that they do not mean anything, or do any
practical good." And he went into his room and |ay down on
his little pallet-bed, and began to think of his |ove; and,
after a tine, he fell asleep.

And when the Moon shone in the heavens the N ghtingale flew
to the Rose-tree, and set her breast against the thorn. A
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ni ght | ong she sang with her breast agai nst the thorn, and
the cold crystal Mon | eaned down and |istened. Al night

| ong she sang, and the thorn went deeper and deeper into her
breast, and her |ife-blood ebbed away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and
agirl. And on the topnost spray of the Rose-tree there

bl ossoned a nmarvel | ous rose, petal follow ng petal, as song
followed song. Yale was it, at first, as the m st that hangs
over the river -- pale as the feet of the norning, and silver
as the wings of the dawmn. As the shadow of a rose in a mrror
of silver, as the shadow of a rose in a water-pool, so was
the rose that bl ossoned on the topnost spray of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the N ghtingale to press cl oser agai nst
the thorn. "Press closer, little N ghtingale,' cried the
Tree, 'or the Day will cone before the rose is finished.'

So the N ghtingal e pressed cl oser against the thorn, and
| ouder and | ouder grew her song, for she sang of the birth of
passion in the soul of a man and a nai d.

And a delicate flush of pink cane into the | eaves of the
rose, like the flush in the face of the bridegroomwhen he

ki sses the lips of the bride. But the thorn had not yet
reached her heart, so the rose's heart remained white, for
only a N ghtingale's heart's-blood can crinson the heart of a
rose.

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against
the thorn. '"Press closer, little N ghtingale,' cried the
Tree, '"or the Day will cone before the rose is finished.'

So the N ghtingal e pressed cl oser against the thorn, and the
thorn touched her heart, and a fierce pang of pain shot
through her. Bitter, bitter was the pain, and w | der and
wi | der grew her song, for she sang of the Love that is
perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not in the tonb.

And the marvel | ous rose becane crinson, |like the rose of the
eastern sky. Crinmson was the girdle of petals, and crinson as
a ruby was the heart.

But the Nightingale's voice grew fainter, and her little

wi ngs began to beat, and a fil mcanme over her eyes. Fainter
and fainter grew her song, and she felt sonething choking her
in her throat.
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Then she gave one | ast burst of nusic. The white Mbon heard
it, and she forgot the dawn, and lingered on in the sky. The
red rose heard it, and it trenbled all over with ecstasy, and
opened its petals to the cold norning air. Echo bore it to
her purple cavern in the hills, and woke the sl eeping
shepherds fromtheir dreans. It floated through the reeds of
the river, and they carried its nessage to the sea.

‘Look, look!' cried the Tree, '"the rose is finished now ' but
the N ghtingal e made no answer, for she was |lying dead in the
long grass, with the thorn in her heart.

And at noon the Student opened his wi ndow and | ooked out.

Wiy, what a wonderful piece of luck! he cried; '"here is a
red rose! | have never seen any rose like it inall ny life.
It is so beautiful that | amsure it has a long Latin nane;’
and he | eaned down and plucked it.

Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor’'s house
with the rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway
wi nding blue silk on a reel, and her little dog was |ying at
her feet.

"You said that you would dance with nme if | brought you a red
rose,' cried the Student. Here is the reddest rose in all the
world. You will wear it to-night next your heart, and as we
dance together it will tell you how !l |ove you.'

But the girl frowned.

"I amafraidit will not go with nmy dress,' she answered;
"and, besides, the Chanberlain's nephew has sent ne sone rea
jewels, and everybody knows that jewels cost far nore than
flowers.'

"Well, upon ny word, you are very ungrateful,' said the
Student angrily; and he threw the rose into the street, where
it fell into the gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it.
"Ungrateful!' said the girl. "I tell you what, you are very

rude; and, after all, who are you? Only a Student. Wy, |
don't believe you have even got silver buckles to your shoes
as the Chanberl ain's nephew has;' and she got up from her
chair and went into the house.
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"What a silly thing Love is,' said the Student as he wal ked
away. 'It is not half as useful as Logic, for it does not
prove anything, and it is always telling one of things that
are not going to happen, and naki ng one believe things that
are not true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in
this age to be practical is everything, | shall go back to
Phi | osophy and study Met aphysics.'

So he returned to his roomand pulled out a great dusty book,
and began to read.
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THE YOUNG KI NG

| T was the night before the day fixed for his coronation, and
the young King was sitting alone in his beautiful chanber.
Hs courtiers had all taken their |eave of him bow ng their
heads to the ground, according to the cerenoni ous usage of
the day, and had retired to the Geat Hall of the Pal ace, to
receive a fewlast |essons fromthe Professor of Etiquette;

t here being sone of themwho had still quite natural nmanners,
which in a courtier is, | need hardly say, a very grave

of fence.

The lad -- for he was only a | ad, being but sixteen years of
age -- was not sorry at their departure, and had flung

hi nsel f back with a deep sigh of relief on the soft cushions
of his enbroidered couch, lying there, wld-eyed and open-
nout hed, |ike a brown woodl and Faun, or sone young ani nal of
the forest newy snared by the hunters.

And, indeed, it was the hunters who had found him com ng
upon hi m al nost by chance as, bare-linbed and pi pe in hand,
he was followi ng the flock of the poor goatherd who had
brought hi mup, and whose son he had al ways fanci ed hinsel f
to be. The child of the old King's only daughter by a secret
marriage with one nmuch beneath her in station -- a stranger,
sone said, who, by the wonderful magic of his |ute-playing,
had made the young Princess |ove him while others spoke of
an artist fromR mni, to whomthe Princess had shown nuch,
per haps too nuch honour, and who had suddenly di sappeared
fromthe city, leaving his work in the Cathedral unfinished --
he had been, when but a week old, stolen away fromhis

not her's side, as she slept, and given into the charge of a
conmon peasant and his wife, who were w thout children of
their own, and lived in a renote part of the forest, nore
than a day's ride fromthe town. Gief, or the plague, as the
court physician stated, or, as sonme suggested, a sw ft
Italian poison admnistered in a cup of spiced w ne, slew,

wi thin an hour of her wakening, the white girl who had given
himbirth, and as the trusty messenger who bare the child
across his saddl e-bow, stooped fromhis weary horse and
knocked at the rude door of the goatherd' s hut, the body of
the Princess was being |owered into an open grave that had
been dug in a deserted churchyard, beyond the city gates, a
grave where, it was said, that another body was al so |ying,
that of a young man of narvellous and forei gn beauty, whose
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hands were tied behind himwith a knotted cord, and whose
breast was stabbed with nmany red wounds.

Such, at least, was the story that nen whi spered to each
other. Certain it was that the old King, when on his death-
bed, whet her noved by renorse for his great sin, or nerely
desiring that the ki ngdom should not pass away fromhis |ine,
had had the lad sent for, and, in the presence of the
Counci |, had acknow edged himas his heir.

And it seens that fromthe very first nonment of his

recogni tion he had shown signs of that strange passion for
beauty that was destined to have so great an influence over
his |ife. Those who acconpanied himto the suite of roons set
apart for his service, often spoke of the cry of pleasure
that broke fromhis |ips when he saw the delicate rai nent and
rich jewels that had been prepared for him and of the al nost
fierce joy with which he flung aside his rough | eathern tunic
and coarse sheepskin cloak. He m ssed, indeed, at times the
fine freedomof his forest life, and was al ways apt to chafe
at the tedious Court cerenonies that occupied so nuch of each
day, but the wonderful palace -- Joyeuse, as they called it --
of which he now found hinself |lord, seemed to himto be a new
worl d fresh-fashioned for his delight; and as soon as he
coul d escape fromthe council-board or audi ence-chanber, he
woul d run down the great staircase, with its lions of gilt
bronze and its steps of bright porphyry, and wander fromroom
to room and fromcorridor to corridor, |ike one who was
seeking to find in beauty an anodyne from pain, a sort of
restoration fromsickness.

Upon these journeys of discovery, as he would call them --
and, indeed, they were to himreal voyages through a
marvel | ous | and, he woul d soneti nes be acconpani ed by the
slim fair-haired Court pages, with their floating mantles,
and gay fluttering ribands; but nore often he woul d be al one,
feeling through a certain quick instinct, which was al nost a
divination, that the secrets of art are best learned in
secret, and that Beauty, |ike Wsdom I|oves the |onely

wor shi pper.

Many curious stories were related about himat this period.

It was said that a stout Burgomaster, who had come to deliver
a florid oratorical address on behalf of the citizens of the
town, had caught sight of himkneeling in real adoration
before a great picture that had just been brought from

Veni ce, and that seened to herald the worship of some new
gods. On anot her occasi on he had been m ssed for several
hours, and after a | engthened search had been discovered in a
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little chanber in one of the northern turrets of the pal ace
gazing, as one in a trance, at a Geek gemcarved wth the
figure of Adonis. He had been seen, so the tale ran, pressing
his warmlips to the marble brow of an antique statue that
had been di scovered in the bed of the river on the occasion
of the building of the stone bridge, and was inscribed with
the nane of the Bithynian slave of Hadrian. He had passed a
whol e night in noting the effect of the noonlight on a silver
i mage of Endym on.

Al rare and costly materials had certainly a great
fascination for him and in his eagerness to procure them he
had sent away nmany nerchants, some to traffic for anber with
the rough fisher-folk of the north seas, sone to Egypt to

| ook for that curious green turquoise which is found only in
the tonbs of kings, and is said to possess nagi ca
properties, some to Persia for silken carpets and pai nted
pottery, and others to India to buy gauze and stained ivory,
noonst ones and bracel ets of jade, sandal wod and bl ue enanel
and shawl s of fine wool

But what had occupi ed hi m nost was the robe he was to wear at
his coronation, the robe of tissued gold, and the ruby-
studded crown, and the sceptre with its rows and rings of
pearls. Indeed, it was of this that he was thinking to-night,
as he lay back on his |uxurious couch, watching the great

pi newood | og that was burning itself out on the open hearth.
The designs, which were fromthe hands of the nost fanous
artists of the tinme, had been submtted to hi mmany nonths
bef ore, and he had given orders that the artificers were to
toil night and day to carry themout, and that the whole
world was to be searched for jewels that would be worthy of
their work. He saw hinself in fancy standing at the high
altar of the cathedral in the fair rainent of a King, and a
smle played and lingered about his boyish lips, and lit up
with a bright lustre his dark woodl and eyes.

After sone tinme he rose fromhis seat, and | eani ng agai nst

t he carved pent house of the chimey, |ooked round at the
dimMy-lit room The walls were hung with rich tapestries
representing the Triunph of Beauty. A large press, inlaid
with agate and | apis-lazuli, filled one corner, and facing

t he wi ndow stood a curiously wought cabinet with | acquer
panel s of powdered and nosai ced gold, on which were pl aced
sonme delicate goblets of Venetian glass, and a cup of dark-
vei ned onyx. Pal e poppies were broidered on the silk coverl et
of the bed, as though they had fallen fromthe tired hands of
sleep, and tall reeds of fluted ivory bare up the vel vet
canopy, fromwhich great tufts of ostrich plunes sprang, |ike
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white foam to the pallid silver of the fretted ceiling. A
| aughi ng Narci ssus in green bronze held a polished mrror
above its head. On the table stood a flat bow of anethyst.

Qut si de he coul d see the huge donme of the cathedral, |oom ng
i ke a bubbl e over the shadowy houses, and the weary
sentinel s pacing up and down on the msty terrace by the
river. Far away, in an orchard, a nightingale was singing. A
faint perfume of jasm ne cane through the open w ndow. He
brushed his brown curls back fromhis forehead, and taking up
alute, let his fingers stray across the cords. H s heavy
eyel i ds drooped, and a strange | anguor came over him Never
before had he felt so keenly, or with such exquisite joy, the
magi ¢ and the nystery of beautiful things.

When m dni ght sounded fromthe cl ock-tower he touched a bell
and his pages entered and di srobed himw th nmuch cerenony,
pouring rose-water over his hands, and strew ng flowers on
his pillow. A few nonents after that they had | eft the room
he fell asleep.

And as he slept he dreanmed a dream and this was his dream
He thought that he was standing in a long, low attic, am dst
the whirr and clatter of many | oons. The neagre dayli ght
peered in through the grated w ndows, and showed hi mthe
gaunt figures of the weavers bending over their cases. Pale,
si ckl y-1 ooki ng children were crouched on the huge cross-
beans. As the shuttles dashed through the warp they lifted up
t he heavy battens, and when the shuttles stopped they let the
battens fall and pressed the threads together. Their faces
were pinched with fam ne, and their thin hands shook and
trenbl ed. Sone haggard wonen were seated at a table sewing. A
horrible odour filled the place. The air was foul and heavy,
and the walls dripped and streaned w th danp.

The young King went over to one of the weavers, and stood by
hi m and wat ched him

And the weaver | ooked at himangrily, and said, 'Wwy art thou
wat ching ne? Art thou a spy set on us by our master?

"Who is thy master?' asked the young King.

"Qur master!' cried the weaver, bitterly. "He is a man |ike
nyself. Indeed, "there is but this difference between us that
he wears fine clothes while | go in rags, and that while I am
weak from hunger he suffers not a little fromoverfeeding.'
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"The land is free,' said the young King, 'and thou art no
man's sl ave.'

"In war,' answered the weaver, 'the strong nake sl aves of the
weak, and in peace the rich nake slaves of the poor. W nust
work to live, and they give us such nean wages that we die.
W toil for themall day long, and they heap up gold in their
coffers, and our children fade away before their tine, and
the faces of those we |ove becone hard and evil. W tread out
t he grapes, and another drinks the wine. W sow the corn, and
our own board is enpty. W have chains, though no eye behol ds
them and are slaves, though nmen call us free.'

"Isit sowith all? he asked.

"It is sowthall," answered the weaver, '"with the young as
well as with the old, with the wonen as well as with the nen,
with the little children as well as with those who are
stricken in years. The nmerchants grind us down, and we nust
needs do their bidding. The priest rides by and tells his
beads, and no man has care of us. Through our sunless | anes
creeps Poverty with her hungry eyes, and Sin with his sodden
face follows close behind her. Msery wakes us in the

norni ng, and Shane sits with us at night. But what are these
things to thee? Thou art not one of us. Thy face is too
happy.' And he turned away scowl ing, and threw the shuttle
across the loom and the young King saw that it was threaded
with a thread of gold.

And a great terror seized upon him and he said to the
weaver, 'Wiat robe is this that thou art weavi ng?'

"It is the robe for the coronation of the young King,' he
answered; 'what is that to thee?

And the young King gave a loud cry and woke, and | o! he was
in his own chanber, and through the wi ndow he saw the great
honey- col oured noon hanging in the dusky air.

And he fell asleep again and dreaned, and this was his dream

He thought that he was lying on the deck of a huge galley
that was being rowed by a hundred slaves. On a carpet by his
side the master of the galley was seated. He was bl ack as
ebony, and his turban was of crinson silk. Geat earrings of
silver dragged down the thick | obes of his ears, and in his
hands he had a pair of ivory scales.
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The sl aves were naked, but for a ragged |oincloth, and each
man was chained to his neighbour. The hot sun 'beat brightly
upon them and the negroes ran up and down the gangway and

| ashed themw th whips of hide. They stretched out their |ean
arns and pulled the heavy oars through the water. The salt
spray flew fromthe bl ades

At last they reached a little bay, and began to take
soundings. Alight wind blew fromthe shore, and covered the
deck and the great |ateen sail with a fine red dust. Three
Arabs nounted on wild asses rode out and threw spears at

them The master of the galley took a painted bowin his hand
and shot one of themin the throat. He fell heavily into the
surf, and his compani ons gal |l oped away. A woman w apped in a
yellow veil followed slowy on a canel, |ooking back now and
then at the dead body.

As soon as they had cast anchor and haul ed down the sail, the
negroes went into the hold and brought up a | ong rope-I| adder,
heavily weighted with | ead. The master of the galley threw it
over the side, making the ends fast to two iron stanchions.
Then the negroes seized the youngest of the slaves, and
knocked his gyves oil, and filled his nostrils and his ears
with wax, and tied a big stone round his waist. He crept
wearily down the | adder, and di sappeared into the sea. A few
bubbl es rose where he sank. Sone of the other slaves peered
curiously over the side. At the prow of the galley sat a
shar k- charner, beati ng nonot onously upon a drum

After sonme time the diver rose up out of the water, and cl ung
panting to the ladder with a pearl in his right hand. The
negroes seized it fromhim and thrust himback. The sl aves
fell asleep over their oars.

Agai n and again he came up, and each tine that he did so he
brought with hima beautiful pearl. The master of the galley
wei ghed them and put theminto a little bag of green

| eat her.

The young King tried to speak, but his tongue seened to
cleave to the roof of his nouth, and his lips refused to
nove. The negroes chattered to each other, and began to
quarrel over a string of bright beads. Two cranes flew round
and round the vessel.

Then the diver cane up for the last tinme, and the pearl that
he brought with himwas fairer than all the pearls of O nuz,
for it was shaped like the full nmoon, and whiter than the
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norning star. But his face was strangely pale, and as he fel
upon the deck the bl ood gushed fromhis ears and nostrils. He
quivered for a little, and then he was still. The negroes
shrugged their shoul ders, and threw the body overboard.

And the master of the galley |aughed, and, reaching out, he
took the pearl, and when he saw it he pressed it to his
forehead and bowed. 'It shall be,'" he said, 'for the sceptre
of the young King,' and he nade a sign to the negroes to draw
up the anchor.

And when the young King heard this he gave a great cry, and
woke, and through the wi ndow he saw the |Iong grey fingers of
the dawn clutching at the fading stars.

And he fell asleep again, and dreanmed, and this was his
dr eam

He thought that he was wandering through a di mwood, hung
with strange fruits and with beautiful poisonous flowers. The
adders hissed at himas he went by, and the bright parrots

fl ew scream ng frombranch to branch. Huge tortoises |ay

asl eep upon the hot nmud. The trees were full of apes and
peacocks.

On and on he went, till he reached the outskirts of the wood,
and there he saw an imense nmultitude of nmen toiling in the
bed of a dried-up river. They swarnmed up the crag |like ants.
They dug deep pits in the ground and went down into them
Sone of themcleft the rocks with great axes; others grabbl ed
in the sand. They tore up the cactus by its roots, and
tranpled on the scarlet blossons. They hurried about, calling
to each other, and no man was idle.

From t he darkness of a cavern Death and Avarice watched them
and Death said, 'Il amweary; give ne a third of themand | et
nme go.'

But Avarice shook her head. 'They are ny servants,' she
answer ed.

And Death said to her, 'Wuat hast thou in thy hand?

"l have three grains of corn,' she answered; 'what is that to
t hee?'

"@ve nme one of them' cried Death, 'to plant in ny garden;
only one of them and I will go away.'



W LDE TALES 54

"I will not give thee anything,' said Avarice, and she hid
her hand in the fold of her rainent.

And Deat h | aughed, and took a cup, and dipped it into a pool
of water, and out of the cup rose Ague. She passed through
the great multitude, and a third of themlay dead. A cold

m st followed her, and the water-snakes ran by her side.

And when Avarice saw that a third of the nultitude was dead
she beat her breast and wept. She beat her barren bosom and
cried aloud. 'Thou hast slain a third of ny servants,' she
cried, 'get thee gone. There is war in the nountains of
Tartary, and the kings of each side are calling to thee. The
Af ghans have slain the black ox, and are marching to battle.
They have beaten upon their shields wth their spears, and
have put on their helnets of iron. What is ny valley to thee,
that thou should' st tarry in it? Get thee gone, and come here
no nore.

"Nay,' answered Death, 'but till thou hast given ne a grain
of cornl wll not go.'

But Avari ce shut her hand, and clenched her teeth. 'I wll
not give thee anything,' she nuttered.

And Deat h | aughed, and took up a black stone, and threw it
into the forest, and out of a thicket of wild hem ock cane
Fever in a robe of flane. She passed through the nultitude,
and touched them and each man that she touched died. The
grass wi thered beneath her feet as she wal ked.

And Avarice shuddered, and put ashes on her head. 'Thou art
cruel,' she cried; "thou art cruel. There is famne in the
walled cities of India, and the cisterns of Samarcand have
run dry. There is famne in the walled cities of Egypt, and
the | ocusts have conme up fromthe desert. The N | e has not
overflowed its banks, and the priests have cursed Isis and
GCsiris. Get thee gone to those who need thee, and | eave ne ny
servants.'

"Nay,' answered Death, '"but till thou hast given ne a grain
of cornl will not go.'

"I will not give thee anything,' said Avarice.
And Deat h | aughed again, and he whistled through his fingers,

and a woman cane flying through the air. Plague was witten
upon her forehead, and a crowd of |ean vultures wheel ed round
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her. She covered the valley with her wings, and no man was
left alive.

And Avarice fled shrieking through the forest, and Death
| eaped upon his red horse and gal | oped away, and his
gal l oping was faster than the w nd.

And out of the sline at the bottomof the valley crept
dragons and horrible things with scales, and the jackals cane
trotting along the sand, sniffing up the air with their
nostrils.

And the young King wept, and said: 'Wwo were these nen and
for what were they seeking?

"For rubies for a king's crown,' answered one who stood
behi nd him

And the young King started, and, turning round, he saw a nman
habited as a pilgrimand holding in his hand a mrror of
silver.

And he grew pale, and said: 'For what king?

And the pilgrimanswered: 'Look in this mrror, and thou
shalt see him'

And he | ooked in the mrror, and, seeing his ow face, he
gave a great cry and woke, and the bright sunlight was
streamng into the room and fromthe trees of the garden and
pl easaunce the birds were singing.

And the Chanberlain and the high officers of State cane in
and nmade obei sance to him and the pages brought himthe robe
of tissued gold, and set the crown and the sceptre before
hi m

And the young King | ooked at them and they were beautiful.
More beautiful were they than aught that he had ever seen.

But he renmenbered his dreans, and he said to his |lords: 'Take
these things away, for I will not wear them'

And the courtiers were amazed, and sone of them | aughed, for
t hey thought that he was jesting.

But he spake sternly to them again, and said: 'Take these

t hi ngs away, and hide themfromnme. Though it be the day of
nmy coronation, | will not wear them For on the | oom of
Sorrow, and by the white hands of Pain, has this ny robe been
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woven. There is Blood in the heart of the ruby, and Death in
the heart of the pearl.' And he told themhis three dreans.

And when the courtiers heard themthey | ooked at each ot her
and whi spered, saying: 'Surely he is mad; for what is a dream
but a dream and a vision but a vision? They are not real

t hi ngs that one should heed them And what have we to do with
the lives of those who toil for us? Shall a man not eat bread
till he has seen the sower, nor drink wwine till he has tal ked
with the vinedresser?

And t he Chanberl ain spake to the young King, and said, 'MW
lord, | pray thee set aside these bl ack thoughts of thine,
and put on this fair robe, and set this crown upon thy head.
For how shall the people know that thou art a king, if thou
hast not a king's rainment?

And the young King |l ooked at him 'Is it so, indeed? he
guestioned. 'WII they not know ne for a king if | have not a
king's rainent?

"They will not know thee, ny lord,' cried the Chanberl ain.

"l had thought that there had been nen who were kinglike,' he
answered, 'but it nay be as thou sayest. And yet | wll not

wear this robe, nor wll | be crowed with this crown, but
even as | cane to the palace so will I go forth fromit.'
And he bade themall |eave him save one page whom he kept as

his conpanion, a |ad a year younger than hinself. H m he kept
for his service, and when he had bathed hinself in clear

wat er, he opened a great painted chest, and fromit he took
the | eathern tunic and rough sheepskin cloak that he had worn
when he had watched on the hillside the shaggy goats of the
goat herd. These he put on, and in his hand he took his rude
shepherd's staff.

And the little page opened his big blue eyes in wonder, and
said smling to him "My lord, | see thy robe and thy
sceptre, but where is thy crown?

And the young King plucked a spray of wild briar that was

cli mbi ng over the bal cony, and bent it, and nmade a circlet of
it, and set it on his own head.

"This shall be ny crown,' he answered.

And thus attired he passed out of his chanber into the Geat
Hal |, where the nobles were waiting for him
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And the nobles nade nerry, and sone of themcried out to him
"My lord, the people wait for their king, and thou showest
them a beggar,' and others were woth and said, 'He brings
shame upon our state, and is unworthy to be our master.' But
he answered them not a word, but passed on, and went down the
bri ght porphyry staircase, and out through the gates of
bronze, and nounted upon his horse, and rode towards the
cathedral, the little page running beside him

And the peopl e |aughed and said, 'It is the King's fool who
is riding by, and they nocked him

And he drew rein and said, 'Nay, but | amthe King.' And he
told themhis three dreans

And a man cane out of the crowd and spake bitterly to him
and said, 'Sir, knowest thou not that out of the |uxury of
the rich cometh the life of the poor? By your ponp we are
nurtured, and your vices give us bread. To toil for a hard
master is bitter, but to have no naster to toil for is nore
bitter still. Thinkest thou that the ravens will feed us? And
what cure hast thou for these things? WIt thou say to the
buyer, "Thou shalt buy for so nuch,” and to the seller, "Thou
shalt sell at this price?" | trow not. Therefore go back to
thy Palace and put on thy purple and fine |inen. Wat hast
thou to do with us, and what we suffer?

"Are not the rich and the poor brothers? asked the young
Ki ng.

"Aye,' answered the man, 'and the nane of the rich brother is
Cain.'

And the young King's eyes filled with tears, and he rode on
t hrough the nurnurs of the people, and the little page grew
afraid and left him

And when he reached the great portal of the cathedral, the
soldiers thrust their halberts out and said, 'Wat dost thou
seek here? None enters by this door but the King.

And his face flushed with anger, and he said to them 'I am
the King,' and waved their hal berts aside and passed in.

And when the old Bishop saw himcomng in his goatherd's
dress, he rose up in wonder fromhis throne, and went to neet
him and said to him 'My son, is this a king' s apparel ? And
with what crown shall | crown thee, and what sceptre shall |
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place in thy hand? Surely this should be to thee a day of
joy, and not a day of abasenent.’

"Shall Joy wear what Gief has fashioned? said the young
King. And he told himhis three dreans.

And when the Bi shop had heard them he knit his brows, and
said, "My son, | aman old man, and in the winter of ny days,
and I know that many evil things are done in the w de world.
The fierce robbers cone down fromthe nountains, and carry
off the little children, and sell themto the Mwors. The
lions lie in wait for the caravans, and | eap upon the canels.
The wild boar roots up the corn in the valley, and the foxes
gnaw the vines upon the hill. The pirates |ay waste the sea-
coast and burn the ships of the fishernen, and take their
nets fromthem In the salt-marshes live the |epers; they
have houses of wattled reeds, and none may cone nigh them
The beggars wander through the cities, and eat their food
with the dogs. Canst thou nmake these things not to be? WIt
thou take the leper for thy bedfellow, and set the beggar at
thy board? Shall the lion do thy bidding, and the wild boar
obey thee? Is not He who nmade m sery wi ser than thou art?
Wierefore | praise thee not for this that thou hast done, but
| bid thee ride back to the Pal ace and nake thy face gl ad,
and put on the rainent that beseeneth a king, and with the
crown of gold I will crown thee, and the sceptre of pearl
will | place in thy hand. And as for thy dreans, think no
nore of them The burden of this world is too great for one
man to bear, and the world's sorrow too heavy for one heart
to suffer.’

" Sayest thou that in this house?" said the young King, and he
strode past the Bishop, and clinbed up the steps of the
altar, and stood before the inmage of Christ.

He stood before the image of Christ, and on his right hand
and on his left were the marvel |l ous vessels of gold, the
chalice wwth the yellow wine, and the vial with the holy oil
He knelt before the image of Christ, and the great candl es
burned brightly by the jewell ed shrine, and the snoke of the
incense curled in thin blue weaths through the donme. He
bowed his head in prayer, and the priests in their stiff
copes crept away fromthe altar.

And suddenly a wild tunult canme fromthe street outside, and
in entered the nobles with drawn swords and noddi ng pl unes,
and shields of polished steel. 'Were is this dreaner of
dreans?' they cried. '"Wiere is this King, who is apparelled



W LDE TALES 59

like a beggar -- this boy who brings shane upon our state?
Surely we will slay him for he is unworthy to rule over us.'

And the young King bowed his head again, and prayed, and when
he had finished his prayer he rose up, and turning round he
| ooked at them sadly.

And | o! through the painted wi ndows cane the sunlight
stream ng upon him and the sunbeans wove round hima tissued
robe that was fairer than the robe that had been fashi oned
for his pleasure. The dead staff bl ossonmed, and bare lilies
that were whiter than pearls. The dry thorn bl ossoned, and
bare roses that were redder than rubies. Witer than fine
pearls were the lilies, and their stens were of bright

silver. Redder than male rubies were the roses, and their

| eaves were of beaten gol d.

He stood there in the rainent of a king, and the gates of the
jewel |l ed shrine flew open, and fromthe crystal of the nmany-
rayed nonstrance shone a nmarvel |l ous and nystical light. He
stood there in a king's rainment, and the Gory of God filled
the place, and the saints in their carven niches seened to
nove. In the fair rainent of a king he stood before them and
the organ pealed out its nusic, and the trunpeters bl ew upon
their trunpets, and the singing boys sang.

And the people fell upon their knees in awe, and the nobl es
sheat hed their swords and did honage, and the Bi shop's face
grew pale, and his hands trenbled. 'A greater than | hath
crowmed thee,' he cried, and he knelt before him

And the young King cane down fromthe high altar, and passed
hone through the mdst of the people. But no man dared | ook
upon his face, for it was |like the face of an angel .
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THE Bl RTHDAY OF THE | NFANTA

| T was the birthday of the Infanta. She was just twelve years
of age, and the sun was shining brightly in the gardens of
t he pal ace.

Al t hough she was a real Princess and the Infanta of Spain,
she had only one birthday every year, just like the children
of quite poor people, so it was naturally a matter of great

i nportance to the whole country that she should have a really
fine day for the occasion. And a really fine day it certainly
was. The tall striped tulips stood straight up upon their

stal ks, like long rows of soldiers, and | ooked defiantly
across the grass at the roses, and said: 'W are quite as
splendid as you are now.' The purple butterflies fluttered
about with gold dust on their wings, visiting each flower in
turn; the little lizards crept out of the crevices of the
wal |, and lay basking in the white glare; and the
ponegranates split and cracked with the heat, and showed
their bleeding red hearts. Even the pale yellow | enons, that
hung in such profusion fromthe nmoul dering trellis and al ong
t he di m arcades, seened to have caught a richer colour from

t he wonderful sunlight, and the nmagnolia trees opened their
great gl obe-like blossons of folded ivory, and filled the air
with a sweet heavy perfune.

The little Princess herself wal ked up and down the terrace

wi th her conpanions, and played at hide and seek round the
stone vases and the ol d noss-grown statues. On ordi nary days
she was only allowed to play with children of her own rank,
so she had always to play alone, but her birthday was an
exception, and the King had given orders that she was to
invite any of her young friends whomshe |iked to cone and
anuse thenselves with her. There was a stately grace about

t hese slim Spanish children as they glided about, the boys
with their |large-pluned hats and short fluttering cloaks, the
girls holding up the trains of their |ong brocaded gowns, and
shielding the sun fromtheir eyes with huge fans of black and
silver. But the Infanta was the nost graceful of all, and the
nost tastefully attired, after the sonewhat cunbrous fashion
of the day. Her robe was of grey satin, the skirt and the

wi de puffed sl eeves heavily enbroidered with silver, and the
stiff corset studded with rows of fine pearls. Two tiny
slippers with big pink rosettes peeped out beneath her dress
as she wal ked. Pink and pearl was her great gauze fan, and in



W LDE TALES 61

her hair, which |ike an aureole of faded gold stood out
stiffly round her pale little face, she had a beautiful white
rose.

Froma wi ndow i n the pal ace the sad nel ancholy Ki ng wat ched
them Behind himstood his brother, Don Pedro of Aragon, whom
he hated, and his confessor, the Grand I nquisitor of Ganada,
sat by his side. Sadder even than usual was the King, for as
he | ooked at the Infanta bowing wth childish gravity to the
assenbl ing counters, or |aughing behind her fan at the grim
Duchess of Al buguerque who al ways acconpani ed her, he thought
of the young Queen, her nother, who but a short tinme before --
so it seenmed to him-- had cone fromthe gay country of
France, and had withered away in the sonbre spl endour of the
Spani sh court, dying just six nonths after the birth of her
child, and before she had seen the al nonds bl ossomtw ce in
the orchard, or plucked the second year's fruit fromthe old
gnarled fig-tree that stood in the centre of the now grass-
grown courtyard. So great had been his love for her that he
had not suffered even the grave to hide her fromhim She had
been enbal ned by a Moorish physician, who in return for this
service had been granted his life, which for heresy and

suspi cion of nmagical practices had been already forfeited,
men said, to the Holy Ofice, and her body was still |ying on
its tapestried bier in the black nmarbl e chapel of the Pal ace,
just as the nonks had borne her in on that wi ndy March day
nearly twel ve years before. Once every nonth the King,

w apped in a dark cloak and with a nuffled lantern in his
hand, went in and knelt by her side calling out, 'M reinal

M reinal' and sonetinmes breaking through the fornal
etiquette that in Spain governs every separate action of

life, and sets limts even to the sorrow of a King, he would
clutch at the pale jewelled hands in a wld agony of grief,
and try to wake by his nad kisses the cold painted face.

Today he seened to see her again, as he had seen her first at
the Castl e of Fontainebl eau, when he was but fifteen years of
age, and she still younger. They had been formally betrothed
on that occasion by the Papal Nuncio in the presence of the
French King and all the Court, and he had returned to the
Escurial bearing with hima little ringlet of yellow hair,
and the nmenory of two childish |lips bending down to kiss his
hand as he stepped into his carriage. Later on had foll owed
the marriage, hastily perfornmed at Burgos, a small town on
the frontier between the two countries, and the grand public
entry into Madrid with the customary cel ebrati on of high mass
at the Church of La Atocha, and a nore than usually sol emn
auto-da-fé, in which nearly three hundred heretics, anongst
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whom were many Englishnen, had been delivered over to the
secul ar armto be burned.

Certainly he had | oved her nadly, and to the ruin, many

t hought, of his country, then at war with England for the
possession of the enpire of the New Wrld. He had hardly ever
permtted her to be out of his sight; for her, he had
forgotten, or seened to have forgotten, all grave affairs of
State; and, with that terrible blindness that passion brings
upon its servants, he had failed to notice that the el aborate
cerenoni es by which he sought to please her did but aggravate
t he strange nmal ady from which she suffered. Wen she died he
was, for a tine, |ike one bereft of reason. Indeed, there is
no doubt but that he woul d have formally abdi cated and
retired to the great Trappi st nonastery at G anada, of which
he was already titular Prior, had he not been afraid to | eave
the little Infanta at the nmercy of his brother, whose
cruelty, even in Spain, was notorious, and who was suspected
by many of havi ng caused the Queen's death by neans of a pair
of poi soned gl oves that he had presented to her on the
occasion of her visiting his castle in Aragon. Even after the
expiration of the three years of public nmourning that he had
ordai ned throughout his whole dom nions by royal edict, he
woul d never suffer his mnisters to speak about any new

al liance, and when the Enperor hinself sent to him and
offered himthe hand of the |ovely Archduchess of Bohem a,
his niece, in marriage, he bade the anbassadors tell their
master that the King of Spain was already wedded to Sorrow,
and that though she was but a barren bride he | oved her
better than Beauty; an answer that cost his crown the rich
provi nces of the Netherlands, which soon after, at the
Enperor's instigation, revolted agai nst himunder the

| eadership of sone fanatics of the Refornmed Church

Hs whole married life, with its fierce, fiery-coloured joys
and the terrible agony of its sudden ending, seened to cone
back to himto-day as he watched the Infanta playing on the
terrace. She had all the Queen's pretty petul ance of manner,
the same wilful way of tossing her head, the same proud
curved beautiful nouth, the sane wonderful smle -- vra
sourire de France indeed -- as she glanced up now and then at
the wi ndow, or stretched out her little hand for the stately
Spani sh gentlenmen to kiss. But the shrill laughter of the
children grated on his ears, and the bright pitiless sunlight
nmocked his sorrow, and a dull odour of strange spices, spices
such as enbal mers use, seened to taint -- or was it fancy? --
the clear norning air. He buried his face in his hands, and
when the Infanta | ooked up again the curtains had been drawn,
and the King had retired.
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She nade a little noue of disappointnent, and shrugged her
shoul ders. Surely he m ght have stayed with her on her

bi rthday. What did the stupid State-affairs matter? O had he
gone to that gl oony chapel, where the candl es were al ways
burni ng, and where she was never allowed to enter? How silly
of him when the sun was shining so brightly, and everybody
was so happy! Besides, he would mss the shambul | -fight for
whi ch the trunpet was al ready sounding, to say nothing of the
puppet - show and t he ot her wonderful things. Her uncle and the
G and I nquisitor were rmuch nore sensible. They had cone out
on the terrace, and paid her nice conplinents. So she tossed
her pretty head, and taking Don Pedro by the hand, she wal ked
slowy down the steps towards a |long pavilion of purple silk
that had been erected at the end of the garden, the other
children following in strict order of precedence, those who
had the | ongest nanes going first.

A procession of noble boys, fantastically dressed as
toreadors, cane out to neet her, and the young Count of

Ti erra-Nueva, a wonderfully handsone | ad of about fourteen
years of age, uncovering his head with all the grace of a
born hi dal go and grandee of Spain, |led her solemmly in to a
little gilt and ivory chair that was placed on a raised dais
above the arena. The children grouped thenselves all round,
fluttering their big fans and whi spering to each other, and
Don Pedro and the Grand I nquisitor stood | aughing at the

entrance. Even the Duchess -- the Canerera-Mayor as she was

called -- a thin, hard-featured woman with a yellow ruff, did
not | ook quite so bad-tenpered as usual, and something |ike a
chill smle flitted across her winkled face and twitched her

thin bl oodless |ips.

It certainly was a marvel |l ous bul | -fight, and much nicer, the
| nfanta thought, than the real bull-fight that she had been
brought to see at Seville, on the occasion of the visit of
the Duke of Parma to her father. Sonme of the boys pranced
about on richly- caparisoned hobby-horses brandi shing | ong
javelins wth gay streamers of bright ribands attached to
them others went on foot waving their scarlet cloaks before

the bull, and vaulting lightly over the barrier when he
charged them and as for the bull hinself, he was just like a
live bull, though he was only nmade of w cker-work and

stretched hide, and sonetines insisted on running round the
arena on his hind I egs, which no live bull ever dreans of
doing. He nmade a splendid fight of it too, and the children
got so excited that they stood up upon the benches, and waved
their | ace handkerchiefs and cried out: Bravo toro! Bravo
toro! just as sensibly as if they had been grown-up peopl e.
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At |ast, however, after a prolonged conbat, during which
several of the hobby-horses were gored through and through,
and, their riders disnmounted, the young Count of Tierra-Nueva
brought the bull to his knees, and havi ng obtai ned perm ssion
fromthe Infanta to give the coup de grace, he plunged his
wooden sword into the neck of the animal with such viol ence
that the head cane right off, and disclosed the | aughing face
of little Monsieur de Lorraine, the son of the French
Anbassador at Madri d.

The arena was then cl eared am dst nuch appl ause, and the dead
hobbyhor ses dragged solemmly away by two Morish pages in
yel l ow and bl ack liveries, and after a short interl ude,
during which a French posture-naster perforned upon the
tightrope, sone Italian puppets appeared in the sem -

cl assical tragedy of Sophoni sba on the stage of a snall
theatre that had been built up for the purpose. They acted so
well, and their gestures were so extrenely natural, that at
the close of the play the eyes of the Infanta were quite dim
with tears. Indeed sone of the children really cried, and had
to be conforted with sweetneats, and the G and Inquisitor

hi nsel f was so affected that he could not hel p saying to Don
Pedro that it seemed to himintol erable that things nade
sinply out of wood and col oured wax, and wor ked nechanically
by wires, should be so unhappy and neet with such terrible

m sfortunes.

An African juggler followed, who brought in a large flat
basket covered with a red cloth, and having placed it in the
centre of the arena, he took fromhis turban a curious reed
pi pe, and blew through it. In a few nonents the cloth began
to nove, and as the pipe grew shriller and shriller two green
and gol d snakes put out their strange wedge-shaped heads and
rose slowy up, swaying to and fro with the nmusic as a pl ant
sways in the water. The children, however, were rather
frightened at their spotted hoods and qui ck darting tongues,
and were much nore pl eased when the juggler made a tiny
orange-tree grow out of the sand and bear pretty white

bl ossons and clusters of real fruit; and when he took the fan
of the little daughter of the Marquess de Las-Torres, and
changed it into a blue bird that flew all round the pavilion
and sang, their delight and anazenent knew no bounds. The

sol etm m nuet, too, perforned by the dancing boys fromthe
church of Nuestra Senora Del Pilar, was charmng. The Infanta
had never before seen this wonderful cerenony which takes

pl ace every year at Maytinme in front of the high altar of the
Virgin, and in her honour; and indeed none of the royal
famly of Spain had entered the great cathedral of Saragossa
since a mad priest, supposed by nmany to have been in the pay
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of Elizabeth of England, had tried to adm nister a poi soned
wafer to the Prince of the Asturias. So she had known only by
hearsay of 'Qur Lady's Dance,' as it was called, and it
certainly was a beautiful sight. The boys wore ol d-fashi oned
court dresses of white velvet, and their curious three-
cornered hats were fringed with silver and surnmounted w th
huge plunes of ostrich feathers, the dazzling whiteness of
their costunes, as they noved about in the sunlight, being
still nore accentuated by their swarthy faces and | ong bl ack
hai r. Everybody was fascinated by the grave dignity with

whi ch they noved through the intricate figures of the dance,
and by the el aborate grace of their slow gestures, and
stately bows, and when they had finished their performance
and doffed their great pluned hats to the Infanta, she
acknow edged their reverence with nuch courtesy, and nade a
vow t hat she would send a | arge wax candle to the shrine of
Qur Lady of Pilar in return for the pleasure that she had

gi ven her.

A troop of handsone Egyptians -- as the gipsies were terned
in those days -- then advanced into the arena, and sitting
down cross-legs, in a circle, began to play softly upon their
zithers, noving their bodies to the tune, and humm ng, al nost
bel ow their breath, a |ow dreany air. Wen they caught sight
of Don Pedro they scowl ed at him and sone of them | ooked
terrified, for only a few weeks before he had had two of
their tribe hanged for sorcery in the nmarket-pl ace at
Seville, but the pretty Infanta charnmed them as she | eaned
back peeping over her fan with her great blue eyes, and they
felt sure that one so lovely as she was coul d never be crue
to anybody. So they played on very gently and just touching
the cords of the zithers with their long pointed nails, and
their heads began to nod as though they were falling asl eep.
Suddenly, with a cry so shrill that all the children were
startled and Don Pedro's hand clutched at the agate pommel of
his dagger, they leapt to their feet and whirled madly round
t he encl osure beating their tanbourines, and chaunting some
wild love-song in their strange guttural |anguage. Then at
anot her signal they all flung thenselves again to the ground
and lay there quite still, the dull strummng of the zithers
being the only sound that broke the silence. After that they
had done this several tinmes, they di sappeared for a nonent
and cane back | eading a brown shaggy bear by a chain, and
carrying on their shoulders sone little Barbary apes. The
bear stood upon his head with the utnost gravity, and the

w zened apes played all kinds of amusing tricks with two

gi psy boys who seened to be their nasters, and fought with
tiny swords, and fired off guns, and went through a regul ar
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soldier's drill just like the King's own bodyguard. In fact
the gipsies were a great success.

But the funniest part of the whole norning' s entertainnent,
was undoubtedly the dancing of the little Dnarf. Wien he
stunbled into the arena, waddling on his crooked | egs and
waggi ng his huge m sshapen head fromside to side, the
children went off into a | oud shout of delight, and the

I nfanta herself |aughed so much that the Canerera was obliged
to remnd her that although there were many precedents in
Spain for a King' s daughter weeping before her equals, there
were none for a Princess of the blood royal naking so nerry
bef ore those who were her inferiors in birth. The Dwarf,
however, was really quite irresistible, and even at the
Spani sh Court, always noted for its cultivated passion for
the horrible, so fantastic a little nonster had never been
seen. It was his first appearance, too. He had been

di scovered only the day before, running wild through the
forest, by two of the nobles who happened to have been
hunting in a renote part of the great cork-wood that
surrounded the town, and had been carried off by themto the
Pal ace as a surprise for the Infanta; his father, who was a
poor charcoal -burner, being but too well pleased to get rid
of so ugly and usel ess a child. Perhaps the nost anusing

t hi ng about hi mwas his conpl ete unconsci ousness of his own
gr ot esque appearance. |ndeed he seened quite happy and full

of the highest spirits. Wen the children | aughed, he I aughed
as freely and as joyously as any of them and at the close of
each dance he nade them each the funniest of bows, smling
and nodding at themjust as if he was really one of

t hensel ves, and not a little m sshapen thing that Nature, in
sone hunourous nood, had fashioned for others to nock at. As
for the Infanta, she absolutely fascinated him He could not
keep his eyes off her, and seened to dance for her alone, and
when at the close of the performance, renenbering how she had
seen the great |adies of the Court throw bouquets to
Caffarelli, the fanous Italian treble, whomthe Pope had sent
fromhis own chapel to Madrid that he mght cure the King's
nmel ancholy by the sweetness of his voice, she took out of her
hair the beautiful white rose, and partly for a jest and
partly to tease the Canerera, threwit to himacross the
arena with her sweetest smle, he took the whole nmatter quite
seriously, and pressing the flower to his rough coarse |ips
he put his hand upon his heart, and sank on one knee before
her, grinning fromear to ear, and with his little bright
eyes sparkling with pleasure.

This so upset the gravity of the Infanta that she kept on
| aughing long after the little Dwarf had ran out of the
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arena, and expressed a desire to her uncle that the dance
shoul d be i medi ately repeated. The Canerera, however, on the
pl ea that the sun was too hot, decided that it would be
better that her H ghness should return wi thout delay to the
Pal ace, where a wonderful feast had been already prepared for
her, including a real birthday cake with her own initials
worked all over it in painted sugar and a lovely silver flag
wavi ng fromthe top. The Infanta accordingly rose up with
much dignity, and having given orders that the little dwarf
was to dance again for her after the hour of siesta, and
conveyed her thanks to the young Count of Tierra-Nueva for
his charm ng reception, she went back to her apartnents, the
children following in the same order in which they had
ent er ed.

Now when the little Dwarf heard that he was to dance a second
time before the Infanta, and by her own express command, he
was so proud that he ran out into the garden, kissing the
white rose in an absurd ecstasy of pleasure, and naking the
nmost uncout h and cl unsy gestures of delight.

The Flowers were quite indignant at his daring to intrude
into their beautiful home, and when they saw hi m capering up
and down the wal ks, and wavi ng his arns above his head in
such a ridiculous manner, they could not restrain their
feelings any | onger.

'"He is really far too ugly to be allowed to play in any pl ace
where we are,' cried the Tulips.

"He shoul d drink poppy-juice, and go to sleep for a thousand
years,' said the great scarlet Lilies, and they grew quite
hot and angry.

'"He is a perfect horror!' screaned the Cactus. 'Wy, he is
twi sted and stunpy, and his head is conpletely out of
proportion with his legs. Really he makes ne feel prickly al
over, and if he cones near ne I will sting himwith ny
thorns.'

"And he has actually got one of ny best bloons,' exclained
the White Rose-Tree. '|I gave it to the Infanta this norning
nysel f, as a birthday present, and he has stolen it from
her.' And she called out: 'Thief, thief, thief!' at the top
of her voi ce.

Even the red Geraniuns, who did not usually give thensel ves
airs, and were known to have a great nany poor relations
t hensel ves, curled up in disgust when they saw him and when
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the Violets neekly remarked that though he was certainly
extrenely plain, still he could not help it, they retorted
with a good deal of justice that that was his chief defect,
and that there was no reason why one should admre a person
because he was incurable; and, indeed, some of the Violets

t hensel ves felt that the ugliness of the little Dnarf was

al nost ostentatious, and that he woul d have shown nuch better
taste if he had | ooked sad, or at |east pensive, instead of

j unpi ng about nerrily, and throwing hinself into such
grotesque and silly attitudes.

As for the old Sundial, who was an extrenely renarkabl e

i ndi vidual, and had once told the time of day to no less a
person than the Enperor Charles V. hinself, he was so taken
aback by the little Dwarf's appearance, that he al nost forgot
to mark two whole mnutes with his | ong shadow finger, and
could not help saying to the great m | k-white Peacock, who
was sunni ng herself on the balustrade, that every one knew
that the children of Kings were Kings, and that the children
of charcoal -burners were charcoal -burners, and that it was
absurd to pretend that it wasn't so; a statenent with which

t he Peacock entirely agreed, and indeed screaned out,
"Certainly, certainly,’ in such a |oud, harsh voice, that the
gold-fish who lived in the basin of the cool splashing
fountain put their heads out of the water, and asked the huge
stone Tritons what on earth was the nmatter.

But sonehow the Birds |iked him They had seen himoften in
the forest, dancing about |ike an elf after the eddying

| eaves, or crouched up in the holl ow of sone ol d oak-tree,
sharing his nuts with the squirrels. They did not mind his
being ugly, a bit. Wy, even the nightingale herself, who
sang so sweetly in the orange groves at night that sonetines
t he Moon | eaned down to |listen, was not nmuch to | ook at after
all; and, besides, he had been kind to them and during that
terribly bitter winter, when there were no berries on the
trees, and the ground was as hard as iron, and the wol ves had
cone down to the very gates of the city to | ook for food, he
had never once forgotten them but had al ways given them
crunbs out of his little hunch of black bread, and divided

wi th them what ever poor breakfast he had.

So they flew round and round him just touching his cheek
with their wings as they passed, and chattered to each ot her,
and the little Dnarf was so pleased that he could not help
showi ng themthe beautiful white rose, and telling themthat
the Infanta herself had given it to himbecause she | oved
hi m
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They did not understand a single word of what he was sayi ng,
but that made no matter, for they put their heads on one
side, and | ooked wi se, which is quite as good as
understanding a thing, and very nuch easier.

The Lizards al so took an i nmense fancy to him and when he
grew tired of running about and flung hinself down on the
grass to rest, they played and ronped all over him and tried
to anuse himin the best way they could. 'Every one cannot be
as beautiful as a lizard,' they cried; 'that would be too
much to expect. And, though it sounds absurd to say so, he is
really not so ugly after all, provided, of course, that one
shuts one's eyes, and does not | ook at him"' The Lizards were
extrenely phil osophical by nature, and often sat thinking for
hours and hours together, when there was nothing else to do,
or when the weather was too rainy for themto go out.

The Fl owers, however, were excessively annoyed at their

behavi our, and at the behaviour of the birds. "It only
shows,' they said, '"what a vulgarising effect this incessant
rushing and flying about has. Wl l-bred peopl e al ways stay
exactly in the sane place, as we do. No one ever saw us
hoppi ng up and down the wal ks, or galloping nadly through the
grass after dragon-flies. Wien we do want change of air, we
send for the gardener, and he carries us to another bed. This
is dignified, and as it should be. But birds and |izards have
no sense of repose, and indeed birds have not even a

per manent address. They are nmere vagrants |i ke the gipsies,
and should be treated in exactly the same manner.' So they
put their noses in the air, and | ooked very haughty, and were
quite delighted when after sone tine they saw the little
Dnarf scranble up fromthe grass, and make his way across the
terrace to the pal ace.

"He shoul d certainly be kept indoors for the rest of his
natural life,' they said. 'Look at his hunched back, and his
crooked legs,' and they began to titter.

But the little Dwarf knew nothing of all this. He |liked the
birds and the lizards i mensely, and thought that the flowers
were the nost nmarvellous things in the whole world, except of
course the Infanta, but then she had given himthe beautiful
white rose, and she loved him and that nade a great

di fference. How he wi shed that he had gone back with her! She
woul d have put himon her right hand, and smled at him and
he woul d have never |eft her side, but woul d have nmade her
his playmate, and taught her all kinds of delightful tricks.
For though he had never been in a pal ace before, he knew a
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great many wonderful things. He could nmake little cages out
of rushes for the grasshoppers to sing in, and fashion the

| ong jointed banboo into the pipe that Pan | oves to hear. He
knew the cry of every bird, and could call the starlings from
the tree-top, or the heron fromthe nere. He knew the trai

of every animal, and could track the hare by its delicate
footprints, and the boar by the tranpled |leaves. Al the wld-
dances he knew, the nmad dance in red rainent with the autum,
the light dance in blue sandals over the corn, the dance with
white snowweaths in winter, and the bl ossom dance t hrough
the orchards in spring. He knew where the wood- pi geons built
their nests, and once when a fow er had snared the parent
birds, he had brought up the young ones hinsel f, and had
built alittle dovecot for themin the cleft of a pollard
elm They were quite tane, and used to feed out of his hands
every norning. She would |like them and the rabbits that
scurried about in the long fern, and the jays with their
steely feathers and black bills, and the hedgehogs that could
curl thenselves up into prickly balls, and the great wi se
tortoises that craw ed sl owy about, shaking their heads and
ni bbling at the young | eaves. Yes, she nust certainly cone to
the forest and play with him He would give her his own
l[ittle bed, and would watch outside the window till dawn, to
see that the wild horned cattle did not harm her, nor the
gaunt wol ves creep too near the hut. And at dawn he woul d tap
at the shutters and wake her, and they would go out and dance
together all the day long. It was really not a bit lonely in
the forest. Sonetines a Bishop rode through on his white
nmul e, readi ng out of a painted book. Sonmetines in their green
vel vet caps, and their jerkins of tanned deerskin, the

fal coners passed by, with hooded hawks on their wists. At
vintage-tinme cane the grape-treaders, wth purple hands and
feet, weathed with glossy ivy and carrying dripping skins of
wi ne; and the charcoal -burners sat round their huge braziers
at night, watching the dry logs charring slowy in the fire,
and roasting chestnuts in the ashes, and the robbers cane out
of their caves and nmade nerry with them Once, too, he had
seen a beautiful procession winding up the long dusty road to
Tol edo. The nonks went in front singing sweetly, and carrying
bri ght banners and crosses of gold, and then, in silver
arnour, with mat