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PRINCE PRIGIO,





TO CHILDREN,

This book, which you now have in your

hands, was made up altogether out of his own

head by the Author, of course with the help of

the historical papers in the kingdom of Pan-

touflia. About that ancient kingdom very

little is known. The natives speak Grerman

;

but the royal family, as usual, \vas of foreign

origin. Just as England has had Norman,

Scottish, and, at present, a line of German

monarch s, so the kings of Pantouflia are de-

scended from an old Greek family, the Hypno-

tidae, who came to Pantouflia during the

Crusades. They wanted, they explained, not

to be troubled with the Crusades, which they

thought very injudicious and tiresome. The

crest of the regal house is a dormouse, dormant,

proper, on a field vert, and the motto, when
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translated out of the original Greek, meaus,

"Anything for a quiet life."

It may surprise the young reader that princes

like Prigio and Ricardo, whose feet were ever

in the stirrup, and whose lances were always in

rest, should have descended from the family

of the Hypnotidse, who were remarkably lazy

and peaceful. But these heroes doubtless inher-

ited the spirit of their great ancestress, whose

story is necessary to be known. On leaving his

native realm during the Crusades, in search of

some secure asylum, the founder of the Pan-

toullian monarchy landed in the island of

Cyprus, where, during the noontide heat, he

lay down to sleep in a cave. Now in this cave

dwelt a dragon of enormous size and unamiable

character. AVhat was the horror of the exiled

prince when he was aroused from slumber by

the fiery breath of the dragon, and felt its scaly

coils about him

!

" Oh, hang your practical jokes !" exclaimed

the prince, imagining that some of his courtiers

were playing a prank on him.

" Do you call this a joke V asked the dragon,
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twisting its forked tail into a line with his royal

highness' eye.

''Do take that thing away,". said the prince,

"and let a man have his nap peacefully."

"Kiss me!" cried the dragon, which had

already devoured many gallant knights for

declinino; to kiss it.

"Give you a kiss," murmured the prince;

"oh, certainly, if that's all! Anything for a

quiet life."

So saying he kissed the dragon, which

instantly became a most beautiful princess; for

she had lain enchanted as a dragon, by a wicked

magician, till somebody should be bold enough

to kiss her.

"My love! my hero! my lord! how long I

have waited for thee; and now I am eternally

thine own !"

So murmured, in the most affectionate

accents, the Lady Dragonissa, as she was now

called.

Though wedded to a bachelor life, the

prince was much too well-bred to make any

remonstrance.
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The Lady Dragonissa, a female of extraordi-

nary spirit, energy, and ambition, took command

of him and of his followers, conducted them up

the Danube, seized a principality whose lord

had gone crusading, set her husband on the

throne, and became in course of time the mother

of a little prince, ^vho, again, was great, great,

great, great-grandfather of our Prince Prigio.

From this adventurous Lady Dragonissa,

Prince Prigio derived his character for gallantry.

But her husband, it is said, was often heard to

remark, by a slight change of his family motto

:

" Anything for a quiet wife !''

You now know as much as the Author does

of the early history of Pantouflia.
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CHAPTER I.

HOW THE FAIRIES WERE NOT INVITED TO COURT.

Once upon a time there reigned in Pantoiiflia

a king and a queen. AVith almost everything

else to make them happy, they wanted one

thing: they had no children. This vexed the

king even more than the queen, who was very

clever and learned, and who had hated dolls

when she was a child. However, she too, in

spite of all the books she read and all the pic-

tures she painted, would have been glad enough

to be the mother of a little prince. The king was
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anxious to consult the fairies, but the queen

would not hear of such a thing. She did not

l)elieve in fairies : she said that they had never

existed ; and that slie maintained, though " The

History of the Royal Family" was full of

chapters about nothing else.

AVell, at long and at last they had a little

boy who was generally regarded as the finest

baby that had ever been seen. Even lier maj-

esty herself remarked that, though she could

never believe all the courtiers told her, yet he

certainly was a fine child—a very fine child.

Now, the time drew near for the christening

party, and the king and queen were sitting at

breakfast in tlieir summer parlor talking over

it. It was a splendid room, hung with por-

traits of the royal ancestors. There was Cin-

derella the grandmother of the reigning mon-

arch, with her little foot in her glass slipper

thrust out before her. There was the Mar(][uis

de Carabas, who, as every one knows, was

raised to the throne as prince consort after his

marriao^e \\ith the (lau2:hter of the kino^ of theo c o

period. On the arm of the throne was seated
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his celebrated cat, wearing boots. There, too,

was a portrait of a beautiful lady, sound asleep :

this was Madame La Belle au Bois-dormant,

also an ancestress of the royal family. Many

other pictures of celebrated persons were liang-

ing on the walls.

''You have asked all the right people, my
dear ?" said the king.

" Every one who should be asked," answered

the queen.

" People are so touchy on these occasions,''

said his majesty. "'You have not forgotten any

of our aunts V
'' No ; the old cats !" replied the queen ; for

the king's aunts were old-fashioned, and did not

approve of her, and she knew it.

'' They are very kind old ladies in their way,"

said the king, '^ and were nice to me when 1 was

a boy.

Then he waited a little, and' remarked:

'' The fairies, of course, you have invited ? It

has always been usual, in our family, on an

occasion like this ; and T think we have neglected

them a little of late,"
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"How can you be so absurd?" cried the

queen. " How often must I tell you that there

are no fairies ? And even if there were—but,

no matter
;
pray let us drop the subject."

" They are very old friends of our family, my

dear, that's all," said the king timidly. '^ Often

and often they have been godmothers to us.

One, in particular, was most kind and most

serviceable to Cinderella I., my own grand-

mother."

" Your grandmother !" interrupted her maj-

esty. " Fiddle-de-dee ! If any one puts such

nonsense into the head of my little Prigio
"

But here the baby was brought in by the

nurse, and the queen almost devoured it \\\th

kisses. And so the fairies were not invited !

It was an extraordinary thing, but none of the

nobles could come to the christening party

when they learned that the fairies had not been

asked. Some were abroad; several were ill

;

a few were in prison among the Saracens;

others were captives in the dens of ogres. The

end of it was that the king and queen had to

sit down alone, one at each end of a. very long
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table arrayed with plates and glasses for a

hundred guests—for a hundred guests who

never came

!

^'Any soup, my dear?" shouted the king,

through a speaking-trumpet ; when suddenly

the air was filled with a sound like the rustling

of the wings of birds.

Flitter, flitter, flutter, went the noise ; and

when the queen looked up, lo and behold ! on

every seat was a lovely fairy, dressed in green,

each with a most interesting-looking parcel in

her hand. Don't you like opening parcels?

The king did, and he was most friendly and

polite to the fairies. But the queen, though

she saw them distinctly, took no notice of them.

You see, she did not believe in fairies, nor in

her own eyes, when she saw them. So she

talked across the fairies to the king, just as if

they had not been there ; but the king behaved

as politely as if they were real—which, of course,

they were.

AVhen dinner was over, and when the nurse

had brought in the baby, all the fairies gave

him the most magnificent presents. One offered
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a purse which could never be empty; and one

a pair of seven-leagued boots ; and another a cap

of darkness, that nobody might see the prince

when he put it on ; and another a wishing-cap

;

and another a carpet, on which, when he sat, he

^vf\s carried wherever he wished to find himself.

Anotlier made him l^eautifnl forever; and

another, brave; and another, lucky; l)ut the

last fairy of all, a cross old thing, crept np and

said, "My child, you shall be too clever!"

This fairy's gift \vould have j^l^^^sed the

queen, if she had believed in it, more than any-

thing else, because she was so clever herself.

But she took no notice at all ; and the fairies

went each to her own country, and none of

them stayed there at the palace, where nobody

believed in them, except the king, a little. But

the queen tossed all their nice boots and caps,

carpets, purses, swords, and all, away into a

dark lumber-room; for of course she thought

that they were all nonsense, and merely old

rubbish out of books, or pantomime " proper-

ties."



PRINCE PRIGIO.

CHAPTER II.

PRINCE PRIGIO AND HIS FAIMILY.

AVell, the little 2^1'ince grew up. I think

I've told you that his name was Prigio—did I

not ? Well, that was his name. You cannot

think how clever he was. He argued with his

nurse as soon as he could speak, which was very-

soon. He argued that he did not like to be

washed, because the soap got into his eyes.

However, when he was told all about the pores

of the skin, and how they could not be healthy

if he was not washed, he at once ceased to

resist, for he was veiy reasonable. He argued

with his father that he did not see why there

should be kings who were rich, while beggars

were poor; and why the king—who was a little

greedy—should have poached eggs and plum-

cake at afternoon tea, while many other persons
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went without dinner. The king was so sur-

prised and hurt at these remarks that he boxed

the prince's ears, saying, " I'll teach you to be

too clever, my lad." Then he remembered the

awful curse of the oldest fairy, and was sorry

for the rudeness of the queen. And when the

prince, after having his ears boxed, said that

" force was no argument," the king Avent away

ma rage.

Indeed, I cannot tell you how the prince was

hated by all ! He would go down into the

kitchen, and show the cook how to make soup.
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He would visit the poor people's cottage, and

teach them how to make the beds, and how to

make plum pudding out of turnip-tops, and

venison cutlets out of rusty bacon. He showed

the fencing-master how to fence, and the profes-

sional cricketer how to bowl, and instructed the

rat-catcher in breeding terriers. He set sums to

the chancellor of the exchequer, and assured

the astronomer royal that the sun does not go

round the earth—which, for my part, I believe

it does. The young ladies of the court disliked
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dancing with himj in spite of his good looks,

because he was always asking, " Have you read

this ?" and " Have you read that ?"—and when

they said they hadn't, he sneered ; and when

tliey said they had, he found them out.

He found out all his tutors and masters in the

same horrid way; correcting the accent of his

French teacher, and trying to get his German

tutor not to eat peas witli his knife. He also

endeavored to teach the queen-dowager, his

grandmother, an art with which she had long

been perfectly familiar ! Tn fact, he knew

everything better than anybody else; and the

worst of it was that he did : and he never was

in the wrong, and he always said, "Didn't I tell

you so ?" And, what was more, he had !

As time went on, Prince Prigio had two

younger brothers, whom everybody liked.

They were not a bit clever, but jolly. Prince

Alphonso, the third son, was round, fat, good-

humored, and as brave as a lion. Prince Enrico,

the second, Avas tall, thin, and a little sad, but

never too clevei*. Both were in love with two of

theirown cousins (with the approval of their dear
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parents); and all the world said, " What nice

unaffected princes they are !" But Prigio

nearl}^ got the country into several wars by

being too clever for the foreign ambassadors.

Now, as Pantouflia was a ricli, lazy country,

which hated fighting, this was very unpleasant,

and did not make people love Prince Prigio any

better.
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CHAPTEK III.

ABOUT THE FIREDPwAKE.

Of all the people who did not like Prigio,

his own dear papa, King Grognio, disliked him

most. For the kins: knew he was not clever

himself. When he was in the counting-house,

counting out his money, and when he haj^pened

to say, " Sixteen shillings and fourteen and two-

pence are three pounds fifteen," it made him wild

to hear Prigio whisper, ^' One pound, ten and

twopence "—which, of course, it is. And the

king ^vas afraid that Prigio would conspire, and

get made king himself—which was the last

thing Prigio really wanted. He much preferred

to idle about, and know everything without

seeming to take any trouble.

Well, the king thought and tliouglit. ITow

was he to get Prigio out of the way, and make
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Enrico or Alphonso bis successor ? He read in

books about it ; and all the books showed that,

if a king sent his three sons to do anything, it

was always the youngest who did it, and got

the crown. And he wished he had the chance.

Well, it arrived at last.

There was a very hot summer ! It began to
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be hot in March. All the rivers were dried up.

The grass did not grow. The corn did not

grow. The thermometers exploded with heat.

The-barometers stood at Set Fair. The people

were much distressed, and came and broke the

palace windows—as they usually do when things

go wrong in Pantouflia.

The king consulted the learned men about

the court, who told him that probably a Fire-

drake was in the neighborhood.

Now, the Firedrake is a beast, or bird, about

the bigness of an elephant. Its body is made

of iron, and it is always red-hot. A more ter-

rible and cruel beast cannot be imas^ined ; for

if you go near it you are at once broiled by the

Firedrake.

But the king was not ill-pleased: "for,"

thought he, ^' of course my three sons must go

after the brute, the eldest first; and, as usnnl,

it will kill the first two, and be beaten by the

youngest. It is a little hard on Enrico, poor

boy; but anything to get rid of that Prigio !"

Then the king went to Prigio and said that

his country was in danger, and that he was de-
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termined to leave the crown to whichever of

them would bring him the horns (for it has

horns) and tail of the Firedrake.

" It is an awkward brute to tackle," the king

said, '^ but you are the oldest, ray lad
;
go where

glory waits you ! Put on your armor and be off

with you !"

This the king said, hoping that either the

Firedrake would roast Prince Prigio alive

(which he could easily do, as I have said ; for

he is all over as hot as a red-hot poker), or that,

if the prince succeeded, at least his country

would be freed from the monster.

But the prince, who was lying on the sofa

doing sums in compound division, for fun, said

in the politest way

:

^' Thanks to the education your majest}^ has

given me, I have learned that the Firedrake,

like the siren, the fairy, and so forth, is a fabu-

lous animal which does not exist. But even

granting, for the sake of argument, that there

is a Firedrake, your majesty is well aware that

there is no kind of use in sending me. It is

always the eldest sou who goes out first, and
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comes to grief on these occasions, and it is

always the third son that succeeds. Send Al-

phonso " (this was the youngest brother), '* and

he wall do the trick at once. At least, if he

fails, it will be most unusual, and Eurico can

try his luck."

Then he w^ent back to his arithmetic and his

slate, and the king had to send for Prince

Alphonso and Prince Enrico. They both came

in very warm ; for they had been \vhij)ping

tops, and the day was unusually hot.

*'Look here," said the king, "just you two

younger ones look at Prigio ! You see how liot

it is and how coolly he takes it, and the country

suffering; and all on account of a Firedrake,

you know, which has apparently built his nest

not far off. Well, I have asked that lout of a

brother of yours to kill it, and he says
"

"That he does not believe in Firedrakes,"

interrupted Prigio. "The weather's warm enough

without going out hunting !''

" Not believe in Firedrakes !" cried Alphonso.

"I wonder what you do believe in ! -Just let

me get at the creature !" for he was as brave as
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a lion. ^^Hi! Page, my claain-armor, helmet,

lance, and buckler ! A Molltula ! A MolindaV
which was his war-cry.

The page ran to get the armor, but it was so

uncommonly hot that he dropped it, and put

his fingers in his mouth,

crying:

"You had better put

on flannels, Alphonso, for

this kind of work," said

Prigio. ''And if I were

you rd take a light

garden - engine, full of

water, to squirt at the

enemy."

"Happy thought !" said Alphonso. " I will
!"

and off lie went, kissed his dear Molinda, bade

her keep a lot of dances for him (there was to

be a dance when he had killed the Firedrake),

and then he rushed to the field.

But lie never came back any more !

Every one wept bitterly—every one but

Prince Prigio; for lie thought it was a practical

joke, and said that Alphonso had taken the



18 PRINCE PRIGIO.

opportunity to start off on his travels and see

the world.

"There is some dreadful mistake, sir," said

Prigio to the king. " You know as well as I

do that the youngest son has always succeeded,

up to now. But I entertain great hopes of

Enrico 1" And he grinned ; for he fancied it was

all nonsense, and that there were no Firedrakes.

Enrico was present when Prigio was consoling

the king in this unfeeling way.

" Eurico, my boy," said his majesty, " the task

awaits you, and the honor. When you come

back with the horns and tail of the Firedrake

you shall be crown prince ; and Prigio shall be

made an usher at the Grammar School—it is all

he is fit for."

Enrico was not quite so confident as Alphonso

had been. He insisted on making his will ; and

he wrote a poem about the pleasures and advan-

tages of dying young. This is part of it

:

The violet is a blossom sweet,

That droops before the day is done

—

Slain by thine overpowering heut,

sun!
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And I, like that sweet purple flower.

May roast, or boil, or broil, or bake.

If burned by thy terrific power,

Firedrake!

This poem comforted Enrico more or less,

and he showed it to Prigio. But the prince

only laughed, and said that the second line of

the last verse was not very good ; for violets do

not " roast, or boil, or broil, or bake."

Enrico tried to improve it, but could not. So

lie read it to his cousin, Lady Kathleena, just as

it was ; and she cried over it (though I don't

think she understood it); and Enrico cried a

little, too. However, next day he started, with

a spear, a patent refrigerator, and a lot of the

bottles people throw at fires to put them out.

But he never came back again !

After shedding torrents of tears the king

summoned Prince Prigio to his presence.

'^Dastard!" he said. "Poltroon! Your turn,

which should have come first, has arrived at

last. You must fetch me the horns and the tail

of the Firedrake. Probably you will be grilled,

thank goodness ; but who will give me back

p]nrico and Alphonso?"
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"Indeed, your majesty," said Prigio, "you

must permit me to correct your policy. Your

only reason for dispatching your sons in pursuit

of this dangerous but I believe fabulous animal

was to ascertain A\'hicli of us would most worthily

succeed to your throne, at the date—long may

it be deferred !—of your lamented decease.

Now, there can be no further question about

the matter. I, unworthy as I am, represent the

sole hope of the royal family. Therefore to

send me after the Firedrake were"^' l)oth dan-

gerous ^nd unnecessary. Dangerous, because, if

he treats me as you say he did my brothers—
my unhappy brothei's—the throne of Pantoutlia

will want an heir. But if I do come back alive

—why, I cannot ])e more the true lieir than 1

am at present ; now can I ? Ask the lord chief

justice, if you don't believe me."

» These arguments were so clearly and und -

niably correct that the king, unable to answ cr

them, withdrew into a solitary place ^vhel•e lie

could exj^ress himself with freedom, and give

i-ein to his passions.

* Subjunctive mood ! He was a great gramiuariau I



PRINCE PRIGIO. 21

CHAPTER IV.

HOW PRINCE PRIGIO WAS DESERTED BY EVERY-

BODY.

Meanwhile Prince Prigio Lad to suffer maiiy

unpleasant things. Though he was the crown

prince (and though his arguments were unnn-

swerable), everybody shunned him for a coward.

The queen, wlio (Jid not believe in Firedrakes,

alone took his side. He was not only avoided

by all, but he had most disagreeable scenes with

his own cousins, Lady Molinda and Lady Kath-

leena. In the garden Lady Molinda met him

walking alone, and did not bow to him.

"Dear Molly," said the prince, who liked her,

" how have I been so unfortunate as to offend

you r
"My name, sir, is Lady Molinda," she said
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very proudly; ''and you have sent your own

brother to his grave !"

" Oh, excuse me," said the prince, " I am cer-

tain he has merely gone off on his travels. He'll

come back when he's tired : there are no Fire-

drakes ; a French writer says they are purement

fdbuleux^ purely fabulous, you know."

" Prince Alphonso has gone on his travels,

and will come back when he is tired ! And

was he then—tired—of me ?" cried poor Mo-

linda, bursting into tears, and forgetting h( r

dignity.

'* Oh ! I beg your pardon, I never n(iti('e(1 ;

I'm sure I am very sorry," cried the pi'itice, w ho,

never having been in love himself, never thouLiht

of other people. And he tried to take ]Mo-

linda's hand, but she snatched it fi'om him an^l

ran away through the garden to the palace,

leaving Prince Pi'igio to feel foolish, for once,

and ashamed.

As for Lady Kathleena, she swept past him

like a queen, without a word. So the prince,

for all his cleverness, was not happy.

After several days had gone by the king
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returned from the solitary place where he had

beeu speaking his mind. He now felt calmer

and better ; and so at last he came back to the

palace. But on seeing Prince Prigio, who was

lolling in a hammock, translating Egyptian

hieroglyphs into French poetry for his mother,

the king broke out afresh, and made use of the

most cruel and impolite expressions.

At last he gave orders that all the conrfc

should pack up and move to a distant city; and

that Prince Prioio sljould be left alone in the

pahice by himself. For he Avas quite unendur-

able, the king said, and lie could not tiust his

own temper when he thought of him. And he

grew so fierce that even the queen was afraid of

him now.

The poor queen cried a good deal ; Prigio

being her favorite son, on account of his

acknowledged ability and talent. T3ut the rest

of the c'oui'tiers were delighted at leaving Prince

Prigio behind. For his part, he veiy good-

naturedly showed them the best and shortest

road to Falkenstein, the city where they were

going; and easily proved that neither the chief
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secretary for geography nor the general of the

army knew anything about the matter—which,

indeed, they did not.

The ungrateful courtiers left Prigio with

hoots and yells, for they disliked him so much

that they forgot he would be king one day. He

therefore reminded them of this little fact in

future history, which made them feel uncomfort-

able enough, and then la}^ down in his hammock

and went to sleep.

When he wakened the air was cold and the

day was beginning to grow dark. Prince Prigio

thought he would go down and dine at a tavern

in the town, for no servants had been left ^vit]l

him. But what was his annoyance when he

found that his boots, his sword, his cap, his

cloak—all his clothes, in fact, except those he

wore—had been taken away by the courtieis,

merely to spite him ! His wardrobe had been

ransacked, and everything that had not been

carried off had been cut up, burned, and

destroyed. Never was such a spectacle of

wicked mischief. It was as if hay liad been

made of everything he possessed. What was
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worse, he had not a penny in his pocket to buy-

new things; and his father had stopped his

allowance of fifty thousand pounds a month.

Can you imagine anything more cruel and

unjust than this conduct ? for it was not the

prince's fault that he was so clever. The cruel

fairy had made him so. But even if the prince

had been born clever (as may have happened to

you), was he to be blamed for that? The other

people were just as much in fault for being

born so stupid ; but the world, my dear chil-

dren, can never be induced to remember this.

If you are clever, you will find it best not to

let people know it—if you want them to like

you.

Well, here was the prince in a pretty plight.

Not a pound in his pocket, not a pair of boots

to wear, not even a cap to cover his head from

the rain ; nothing but cold meat to eat, and

never a servant to answer the bell.
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CHAPTER V.

WHAT PRINCE PRIGIO FOUND IN THE GAREET.

The prince walked from room to room of the

palace ; but unless he wrapped himself up in a

curtain there was nothing for him to wear when

he went out in the rain. At last he climbed u^^

a turret-stair in the very oldest part of the

castle, where he had never been before ; and at

the very top was a little round room, a kind of

garret. The prince pushed in the door mth

some difficulty—not that it was locked, but the

handle was rusty, and the wood had swollen

with the damp. The room was very dark ; only

the last gray light of the rainy evening came

through a slit of a window, one of those narrow

Avindows that they used to fire arrows out of in

old times.

But in the dusk the prince saw a heap of all
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sorts of things lying on the floor and on the

table. There were two caps; he put one on

—

an old, gray, ugly cap it was, made of felt.

There was a pair of boots ; and he kicked off

his slippers, and got into them. They were a

good deal worn, but fitted as if they had been

made for him. On the table was a purse with

just three gold coins—old ones, too—in it ; and

this, as you may fancy, the prince was very well

pleased to put in his pocket. A sword, with a

sword-belt, he buckled about his waist ; and the

rest of the articles, a regular collection of odds

and ends, he left just where they were lying.

Then he ran downstairs, and walked out of the

hall door. x
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CHAPTER VI.

WHAT HAPPENED TO PRINCE PRIGIO IN TOWN.

By this time the prince was very hungry.

The town was just three miles off ; but he had

such a royal appetite that he did not like to

waste it on bad cookery, and the people of the

royal town were bad cooks.

" I wish I were in ' The Bear,' at Gluckstein/'

said he to himself; for he remembered that

there was a very good cook there. But, then,

the town was twenty-one leagues away—sixty-

three long miles !

No sooner had the prince said this, and taken

just three steps, than he found himself at the

door of the " Bear Inn " at Gluckstein !

"This is the most extraordinary dream," said

he to himself ; for he was far too clever, of

course, to believe in seven-league boots. Yet
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he had a pair on at that very moment, and it

was they which had carried him in three strides

from the palace to Ghickstein !

The truth is that the prince, in looking about

the palace for clothes, had found his way into

that very old luml>er-room where the magical

gifts of the fairies had been thrown by his

clever mother, who did not believe in them.

But this, of course, the prince did not know.

Now you should be told that seven-league

boots only take those prodigious steps when

you say you want to go a long distance. Other-

wise they would be very inconvenient—when

you only want to cross the room, for example.

Perhaps this has not been explained to you by

your governess ?

Well, the prince walked into " The Bear,"

and it seemed odd to him that nobody took any

notice of him. And yet his face was as well

known as that of any man in Pantoullia; for

everybody had seen it, at least in j)ictures. He

^vas so puzzled by not being attended to as

usual that he quite forgot to take off his cap.

lie sat down at a table, however, and shouted
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^' Kellner r at whicli all the waiters jumped,

and looked round in every direction, but no-

body came to him. At first he thought they

M^ere too busy, but presently another explana-

tion occurred to him.

"The king," said he to himself, 'Mias threat-

ened to execute anybody who speaks to me, or

helps me in any way. Well, I don't mean to

starve in tlie midst of plenty ; here goes !"

The prince rose, and went to the table in the

midst of the room, where a huge roast turkey

had just been placed. He helped himself to

half the breast, some sausages, chestnut stuffing,

bread sauce, potatoes, and a bottle of red wine

—Burgundy. He then went back to a table in
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a corner, where he dined very well, nobody

taking any notice of him. When he had finished

he sat watching the other people dining, and

smoking his cigarette. As he was sitting thus

a very tall man, an officer in the uniform of the

Guards, came in, and, walking straight to the

prince's table, said :
" Kellner, clean this table,

and bring in the bill of fare."

With these words the officer sat down

suddenly in the prince's lap, as if he did not see

him at all. He was a heavy man, and the

prince, enraged at the insult, pushed him away

and jumped to his feet. As he did so his cap

dropped off. The officer fell on his knees at

once, crying

:

'' Pardon, my prince, pardon ! I never saw

yor. !"

This was more than the prince could be

expected to believe.

'^ Nonsense ! Count Frederick von Matter-

horn," he said ;
" you must be intoxicated. Sir!

you have insulted your piince and your superior

officer. Consider yourself under arrest ! You

.shall be sent to a prison to-morrow."
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On this the poor officer . appealed piteoiisly

to everybody in the tavern. They all declared

that they had not seen the prince, nor ever had

an idea that lie was doino; them the honor of

beino^ iu the neio^hborhood of tlieir town.

More and more oflPended, and convinced that

there was a conspiracy to annoy and insult

him, the pi'ince shouted for the landlord, called

for his bill, threw down his three pieces of gold

without asking for change, and went into the

street.

"It is a disgraceful conspiracy," he said.

"The king shall answ^er for this ! I shall write

to the newspapers at once !"

He was not put in a better temper l)y the

way in which people hustled him in the street.

They ran against him exactly as if they did not

see him, and then staggered back in the greatest

surprise, looking in every direction for the

person they had jostled. In one of these en-

counters the prince pushed so hard against a

poor old beggar woman that she fell doAvn. As

he was usually most kind and polite, he piilh^l

off his cap to beg her pardon, when, behold, the
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beggar woman gave cue dreadful scream and

fainted. A crowd was collecting, and the prince,

forgetting that he had thrown down all his

money in the tavern, pulled out his purse.

Then he remembered what he had done, and

expected to find it empty; but, lo, there were

three pieces of gold in it! Overcome with

surprise, he thrust the money into the woman's

hand and put on his cap again. In a moment

the crowd, which liad been staring at him,

rushed away in every direction, with cries of

terror, declaring that there was a magician in

the town, and a fellow who could appear and

disappear at pleasure !

By this time you or I, or any one who was

not so extremely clever as Prince Prigio, would

have understood what was the matter. He had

put on, without knowing it, not only the seven-

league boots, but the cap of darkness, and had

taken Fortunatus' purse, which could never be

empty, however often you took all the money

out. All those and many other delightful wares

the fairies had given him at his christening, and

the prince had found them in the dark garret.
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But the prince was so extremely Avise, and

learned, and scientific that he did not believe in

fairies nor in fairy gifts.

" It is indigestion," he said to himself :
" those

sausages were not of the best ; and that Biii*-

gimdy was extremely strong. Things are not

as they appear."

Here, as he was arguing with himself, he was

nearly run over by a splendid carriage and six,

the driver of which never took the slightest

notice of him. Annoyed at this, the prince

leaped up behind, threw down the two footmen,

who made no resistance, and so was carried to

the door of a magnificent j)alace. He was de-

termined to challenge the gentleman who was

in the carriage ; but noticing that he had a very

beautiful young lady with him, wliom he had

never seen before, he followed them into the

house, not wishing to alarm the girl, and mean-

ing to speak to the gentleman when alone.

A great ball was going on ; but, as usual,

nobody took any notice of the prince. He
w.dked among the guests, being careful not to

jostle them, and listening to their conversation.
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It was all about himself! Every one had

heard of his disgrace, and almost every one cried

"Serve him right!'' They said that the airs

he gave himself were quite unendurable—that

notliing was more rude than to be always in

the right—that cleverness might be carried far

too far—that it was better even to be born

stupid ('^ Like the rest of you," thought the

prince) ; and, in fact, nobody had a good word

for him.

Yes, one had ! It was the j)retty lady of the

carriage. I never could tell you how pretty

she was. She was tall, with cheeks like white

roses blushing: she had dark hair, and very

large dark-gray eyes, and her face was the kind-

est in the world ! The prince first thought how

nice and good she looked, even before he thought

how pretty she looked. She stood up for

Prince Prigio wdien her partner would speak ill

of him. She had never seen the prince, for she

was but newly come to Pantouflia ; but she

declared that it was his misfortune, not his

fault, to be so clever. "And, then, think how

hard they made him work at school ! Besides,"
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said this kind young lady, "I hear he is ex-

tremely handsome, and very brave ; and he has

a good heart, for he was kind, I have heard, to

a poor boy, and did all his examination papers

for him, so that the boy passed first in every-

thing. And now he is minister for education,

though he can't do a line of Greek prose !"

The prince blushed at this, for he knew his

conduct had not been honorable. But he at

once fell over head and ears in love with the

young lady, a thing he had never done in his

life before, because—he said
—

'' women were so

stupid !" You see he was so clever

!

Now, at this very moment—when the prince,

all of a sudden, was as deep in love as if he had

been the stupidest officer in the room—an ex-

traordinary thing happened ! Something seemed

to give a whir ! in his brain, and in one instant

he knew all about it ! He believed in fairies

and fairy gifts, and understood that his cap was

the cap of darkness, and his shoes the seven-

league boots, and his purse the purse of For-

tunatus ! He had read about those things in

historical books : but now he believed in them.
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CHAPTER VII.

THE PKIIS^CE FALLS IN LOVE.

He understood all this, and burst out laugh-

ing, which nearly frightened an old lady near

him out of her wits. Ah ! how he wished he

was onlj^ in evening dress, that he might dance

with the chai'ming young lady. But there he

was, dressed just as if he were going out to

hunt, if any one could have seen him. So, even

if he took off his cap of darkness, and became

visible, he was no figure for a ball. Once he

would not have cared, but now he cared very

much indeedc

But the prince was not clever for nothing.

He thought for a moment, then went out of the

room, and in three steps of the seven-league

boots w^as at his empty, dark, cold palace again.

He struck a light with a flint and steel, lit a
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torch, and ran upstairs to the garret. The

flaring light of the torch fell on the pile of

"rubbish," as the queen would have called it,

which he turned over with eagjer hands. Was

there—yes, there was another cap ! There it

lay, a handsome green one with a red feather.

The prince pulled off the cap of darkness, put

on the other, and said :

'' I wish I were dressed in my best suit of

white and gold, with the royal Pantouflia dia-

monds !"

In one moment there he was in white and

gold, the greatest and most magnificent dandy

in the whole world, and the handsomest man !

^' How about my boots, I wonder," said the

prince; for his seven-league boots were stout

riding-boots, not good to dance in, whereas now

he was in elegant shoes of silk and gold.

He threw down the wishing cap, jiut on the

other—the cap of darkness—and made three

strides in the direction of Gluckstein. But he

was only three steps nearer it than he had been,

and the seven-lensrue boots were standing: beside

him on the floor

!
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"No," said tlie prince; "no man can be in

two different pairs of boots at one and the same

time ! That's mathematics !"

He then hunted about in the lumber-room

again till he found a small, shabby, old Persian

carpet, the size of a hearthrug. He went to his

own room, took a portmanteau in his hand, sat

down on the carpet, and said

:

" I wish I were in Gluckstein."

In a moment there he found himself; for this

was that famous carpet which Prince Hussein

bought long ago, in the market at Bisnagar, and

which the fairies had brought, \vith the other

presents, to the christening of Prince Prigio.

AVhen he arrived at the house w^iere the ball

was going on he put the magical carpet in the

portmanteau, and left it in the cloakroom,

receiving a numbered ticket in exchange. Then

he marched in all his glory (and, of course,

without the cap of darkness) into the room

where they weie dancing. Everybody made

place for him, bowing down to the ground, and

the loyal band struck up '^ The Prince's March :

"
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Heaven bless onr Prince Prigio!

What is there he doesn't know?

Greek, Swiss, German (High and Low),

And the names of the mountains in Mexico,

Heaven bless the prince!

He used to be very fond of this march, and the

words—some peo})le even said lie bad made

them himself. But now, somehow, he didn't

much like it. He went straight to tlie Duke of

Stumpfelbahn, the hereditary master of the

ceremonies, and asked to be introduced to the

beautiful young lady. She was the daughter

of the new En<2clish ambassador, and her name

was Lady Kosalind. But she neai-ly fainted

when she heard who it was that wished to

dance with her, for she was nc^t at all particu-

larly clever; and the prince had such a b.*id

character for snul)bing girls, and asking them

difficult questions. However, it was impossib e

to refuse, and so she danced with the prince,

and he danced very well. Then they sat out

in the conservatory, among tlie flowers, where

nobody came near them; and then tliey danced

again, and then the prince took her down to
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supper. And all the time he never once said,

'^Have you read this?" or, "Have you read

that?" or, ^'What! you never heard of Alexan-

der the Great?" or Julius Caesar, or Michael

Angelo, or whoever it might be—horrid, diffi-

cult questions lie used to ask. That was tlie

way he used to go on : but now he only talked

to the young lady about herself; and she quite

left off being shy or frightened, and asked him

all about his own country, and about the Fire-

drake shooting, arid said how fond she was of

hunting herself. And the prince said :

"Oh, if you wish it, you shall have the horns

and tail of a Firedrake to hang up in your hall,

to-morrow evening !"

Then she asked if it was not very dangerous

work, Firedrake hunting; and he said it was

nothing when you knew the trick of it; and he

asked her if she would but give him a rose out

of her bouquet ; and, in short, he made himself

so agreeable and unaffected that she thought

him very nice indeed.

For even a clever person can be nice when he

likes—above all, when he is not thinking about
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himself. And now the prince was thinking of

nothing in the world but the daughter of the

English ambassador, and how to please her.

He got introduced to her father, too, and quite

won his heart; and, at last, he was invited to

dine next day at the embassy.

In Pantouflia it is the custom that a ball

must not end while one of the royal family

goes on dancing. This ball lasted till the light

came in, and the birds were singing out of

doors, and all the mothers present Avere sound

asleep. Then notliing would satisfy the prince

but that they all should go honie singing

through the streets; in fact, there never had

been so merry a dance in all Pantouflia. The

prince had made a point of dancing with almost

every girl there; and he had suddenly become
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the most beloved of the royal family. But

everything must end at last; and the prince,

putting on the cap of darkness, and sitting on

the famous carpet, flew back to his lonely castle.
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE PRINCE IS PUZZLED.

Prince Prigio did not go to bed. It was

bright daylight, and he had promised to bring

the horns and tail of a Firedrake as a present to

a pretty lady. He had said it was easy to do

this ; but now, as he sat and thought over it, he

did not feel so victorious.

" First," he said, '' where is the Firedrake ?"

He reflected for a* little, and then ran upstairs

to the garret.

" It should be here !" he cried, tossing the

fairies' gifts about; ^\and, by George, here it

is
!"

Indeed, he had found the spyglass of carved

ivory which Prince Ali, in the Arabian Nights,

bought in the bazaar at Schiraz. Now, this

glass was made so that, by looking through it,

you could see anybody or anything you wished,
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however far away. Prigio's first idea was to

look at his lady. '^ But she does not expect to

be looked at," he thought ;
" and I won't !" On

the other hand, he determined to look at the

Firedrake ; for, of course, he had no delicacy

about spying on him, the brute.

cix*

The prince clapped the glass to his eye,

stared out of window, and there, sure enough,

he saw the Firedrake. He was floating about

in a sea of molten lava, on the top of a volcano.

There he was, swimming and diving for pleas-
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Tire, tossing np the flamiDg waves, and blowing

fountains of lire out of his nostrils, like a whale

spouting

!

The prince did not like the looks of him.

" AVith all my cap of darkness, and my shoes

of swiftness, and my sword of shar]3ness, I never

could get near that beast," he said; "and if I

did stalk him, I could not hurt him. Poor little

Alphonso ! poor Enrico ! what plucky fellows

they were ! I fancied that there was no such

thins: as a Firedrake ; he's not in the natural

history books ; and I thought the boys were

only making fun, and would be back soon, safe

and sound. How horrid being too clever makes

one ! And now, what am I to do ?"

AVhat was he to do, indeed? And what

Avoiild you have done ? Bring the horns and

tail lie must, or perish in the adventure. Other-

wise, how could he meet liis lady ?—why, she

would think him a mere braggart.

The prince sat down, and thought and

thought ; and the day went on, and it was now

high noon.

At last he jumped up and rushed into the
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library, a room where nobody ever went except

himself and the queen. There he turned the

books upside down, in his haste, till he found

an old one, by a French gentleman. Monsieur

Cyrano de Bergerac. It was an account of a

voyage to the moon, in which there is a great

deal of infoi'mation about matters not generally

known; for few travelers have been to the

moon. In that book Prince Piio-io fancied he

would find something he half-remembered, and

that would be of use to him. And he did ! So

you see that cleverness, and minding your book,

have some advantages after all. For here the

prince learned that there is a very rare beas't

called a Eemora, which is at least as cold as the

Firedrake is hot

!

" Now," thought he, " if I can only make

these two fight, why the Remora may kill the

Firedrake, or take the heat out of him, at least,

so that I may have a chance."

Then he seized the ivory glass, clapped it to

his eye, and looked for the Remora. Just the

tip of his nose, as white as snow and as smooth

as ice, was sticking out of a chink in a frozen



48 PRINCE PRIGIO.

mountain, not far from the burning mountain of

the Fired rake.

" Hooray !" said the prince softly to himself;

and he jumped like mad into the winged shoes

of swiftness, stuck on the cap of darkness

girdled himself with the sword of sharpness^

and put a good slice of bread, with some cold

tongue, in a wallet, which he slung on his back.

Never you fight, if you can help it, except with

plenty of food to keep you going and in good

heart. Then oif he flew, and soon he reached

the volcano of the Firedrake.
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CHAPTER IX.

THE PRINCE AND THE FIREDRAKE.

It was dreadfully hot, even high up in the

air, where the prince hung invisible. Great

burning stones were tossed up by the volcano,

and nearly hit him several times. Moreover,

the steam and smoke, and the flames which the

Firedrake spouted like foam from his nostrils,

would have daunted even the bravest man.

The sides of the hill, too, were covered with the

blackened ashes of his victims, whom he had

roasted when they came out to kill him. The

garden-engine of poor little Alphonso was lying

in the valley, all broken and useless. But the

Firedi'ake, as happy as a wild duck on a lonely

loch, was rolling and diving in the liquid flame,

all red-hot and full of frolic.

" Hi !" shouted the prince.
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The Firedrake rose to the surface, liis horns

as red as a red crescent-moon, only bigger, and

lashins: the fire with his hoofs and his blazinoj

tail.

" Who^s there ?" he said in a hoarse, angry

voice. " Just let me cret at you !"

" It's me," answered the prince. It was the

iii'st time he had forgotten his grammar, but he

was terribly excited.

^' What do you want ?" grunted the beast.

" I wish I could see you ;" and, horrible to

relate, he rose on a pair of wide flaming wings,

and came riglit at the prince, guided by the

sound of his voice.

Now, the prince had never heard that Fire-

drakes could fly ; indeed, he had never believed

in them at all, till the night before. For a

moment he was numb with terror ; then he flew

down like a stone to the very bottom of the hill

and shouted :

^' Hi !"

" Well," grunted the Firedrake, ''what's the

matter ? Why can't you give a civil answer to

a civil question ?"
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" Will you go back to your hole and swear,

on your honor as a Firedrake, to listen quietly ?''

" On my sacred word of honor," said the

beast, casually scorching an eagle that flew by

into ashes. The cinders fell, jingling and crack-

ling, round the prince in a little shower.

Then the Firedrake dived back, ^vith an

awful splash of flame, and the mountain roared

round him.

The prince now flew high above him,and cried:

" A message from the Remora. He says } ou

are afraid to flght him.*"

"Don't know him," grunted the Firedrake.

*' He sends you his glove," said Prince Prigio,

"as a challenge to mortal combat, till death do

you part."

Then he dropped his own glove into the fiery

lake.

" Does he ?" yelled the Firedrake. " Just let

me get at him !" and he scrambled out, all red-

hot as he was.

"Pll go nnd tell him youVe coming," snid the

prince ; and with two strides he was over the

frozen mountain of the Remora.
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CHAPTER X.

THE PRINCE AND THE REMORA.

If he had been too warm before, the prince

was too cold now. The hill of the Remora was

one solid mass of frozen steel, and the cold

rushed out of it like the breath of some icy

beast, which indeed it was. All around were

things like marble statues of men in armor;

they were the dead bodies of the knights, horses

and all, who had gone out of old to fight the

Remora, and who had been frosted up by him.

The prince felt his blood stand still, and he

grew faint ; but he took heart, for there was

no time to waste. Yet he could nowhere see

the Remora.

" Hi !" shouted the prince.

Then, from a nni-row chink at the bottom of

the smooth, black hill—a chink no deeper than
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that under a door, but a mile wide—stole out a

hideous head !

It was as flat as the head of a skate-fish, it

was deathly pale, and two chill-blue eyes, dead

colored like stones, looked out of it.

Then there came a whisper like the breath of

the bitter east \vind on a wintry day

:

" Where are you, and how can I come to

you?"

"Here I am !" said the prince from the top

of the hill.

Then the flat, white head set itself against

the edge of the chink from w^hich it had peeped,

and slowly, like the movement of a sheet of ice,

it slipped upward and curled upward, and up

and up ! There seemed no end to it at all ; and

it moved horribly, without feet, holding on by

its own frost to the slippery side of the frozen

hill. Now all the lower part of the black hill

was covered with the horrid white thing coiled

about it in smooth, flat shiny coils ; and still

the head was higher than the rest; and still

the icy cold came nearer and nearer, like

Death.



54 PRINCE PRIGIO.

The pi'ince almost fainted ; everything seemed

to swim ; and in one moment more he would

have fallen stiff on the mountain-top, and the

white head w^ould have cruAvled over him, and

the cold coils would have slipped over him

and turned him to stone. And still the thing

slipped up, from the chink under the moun-

tain.

But the prince made a great effort; he

moved, and in two steps he ^vas far away,

down in the valley where it was not so very

cold.

" Hi r he shouted, as soon as his tongue

could move within his chattering teeth.

There came a clear, hissing answer, like

frozen words dropping round him

:

"Wait till I come down. What do you

want ?"

Then the white folds began to slide, like

melting ice, from the black hill.

Prince Prigio felt the air getting warmer

behind him, and colder in front of him.

He looked round, and there were the trees

beginning to blacken in the heat, and the grass
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looking like a sea of fire along the plains ; for

the Firedrake was coming !

The prince just took time to shout, "The

Firedrake is going to pay you a visit !" and then

he soared to the top of a neighboring hill, and

looked on at what followed.
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CHAPTER XL

THE BATTLE.

It was an awful sight to behold ! When the

Remora heard the name of the Firedrake, his

hated enemy, he slipped with wonderful speed

from the cleft of the mountain into the valley.

On and on and on he poured over rock and tree,

as if a frozen river could slide downhill; on and

on, till there were miles of him stretching along

the valley— miles of the smooth-ribbed icy

creature, crawling and slipping forward. The

green trees dropped their leaves as he advanced

;

the birds fell down dead from the sky, slain by

his frosty breath. But, fast as the Remora stole

forward, the Firedrake came quicker yet, flying

and clashing his fiery wings. At last they were

within striking distance; nnd the Firedrake,

stooping from the air, dashed with his burning
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horns and flaming feet slap into the body of the

Remora.

Then there rose a steam so dreadful, such a

white yet fiery vapor of heat, that no one who

had not the prince's magic glass could have seen

what happened. With horrible grunts and

roars the Firedrake tried to burn his \vay right

through the flat body of the Remora, and to

chase him to his cleft in the rock. But the Re-

mora, hissing terribly, and visibly melting away

in places, yet held his ground; and the prince

could see his cold white folds climbing slowly

up the hoofs of the Firedrake—up and ui), till

they reached his knees, and the great burning

beast roared like a hundred bulls with the pain.

Then up the Firedrake leaped, and hovering on

his flery wings he lighted in the midst of the

Remora's back, and dashed into it with his

horns. But the flat, cruel head writhed back-

ward, and, slowly bending over on itself, the

wounded Remora slid greedily to fasten again

on the limbs of the Firedrake.

Meanwhile the prince, safe on his hill, was
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luncbino: on tli(^ loaf and the cold tono:ue he had

broudit with him.

" Go it, lleraora ! Gb it, Firedrake ! you're

gaining. Give it him, Remora!" he shouted in

the wildest excitement.

Nobo^ly had ever seen such a battle; he had

it all to himself, and he never enjoyed anything

more. He hated the Reraora so much that he

almost wished the Firedrake could beat it; for

the Firedrake was the more natural beast of the

pair. Still, he was alarmed when he saw that

the vast flat body of the Remora was now

slowly coiling backward, backward, into the

cleft below the hill ; while a thick, wet mist

showed how cruelly it had suffered. But the

Firedrake, too, was in an unhappy way; for his

legs were now cold and black, his horns were

black also, though his body, especially near the

heart, glowed still like red-hot iron.

'^ Go it, Remora!" cried the prince; "his legs

are giving way; he's groggy on his pins! One

more effort, and he won't be able to move !"

Encouraged by this advice, the white, slip-

pery Remora streamed out of his cavern again,



PRINCE PRIGIO. 59

more and more of him uncoiling, as if the

mountain were quite full of him. He had lost

strength, no doubt, for the steam and mist went

up from him in clouds, and the hissing of his

angry voice grew fainter; but so did the I'oars

of the Firedrake. Presently they sounded more

like groans ; an ' at last the Kemora slipped up

his legs above the knees, and fastened on his

very heart of fire. Then the Firedrake stood

groaning like a black bull, knee-deep in snow;

and still the Remora climbed and climbed.

"Go it now, Firedrake!" shouted the j^rince;

for he knew that if the Remora won it would

be too cold for him to draw near the place, and

cut off the Firedrake's head and tail.

" Gro it, Drake, he's slackening !" cried the

prince again; and the brave Firedrake made

one last furious effort, and rising on his wings

dropped just on the spine of his enemy.

The wounded Remora curled back his head

again on himself, and again crawled, steaming

terribly, toward his enemy. But the struggle

was too much for tlie gallant Remora. The

flat, cruel head moved slower; the steam from
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his thousand wounds grew fiercer ; and he gently

breathed his last just as the Firedrake, too, fell

over and lay exhausted. With one final roar,

like the breath of a thousand furnaces, the Fire-

drake exj)ired.

The prince, Avatching from the hill-top, could

scarcely believe that these two awful scourges

of nature, ^vhich had so long devastated his

country, were actually dead. But ^vhen he

had looked on for half an hour, and only a river

ran Avhere the liemora had been, while the

body of the Firedrake lay stark and cold, he

hurried to the spot.

Drawing the sword of sharpness, he hacked

off, at two blows, the iron head and the tail of

the Firedrake. They were a ^veary weight to

carry ; but in a few strides of the shoes of

swiftness he was at his castle, where he threw

down his buinlen and nearly fainted with ex-

citement and faticrue.

But the castle clock struck half-[)ast seven;

dinner was at eight, and the poor prince crawled

on hands and knees to the garret. Here he put

on the washing cap; wished for a pint of
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cliampagne, a hot bath, and his best black

velvet and diamond suit. In a moment these

were provided ; he bathed, dressed, drank a

glass of wiiie, packed up the head and tail of

the Firedrake, sat down on the flying carpet,

and knocked at the door of the English ambas-

sador as the clocks were striking eight in

(xluckstein.

Punctuality is the politeness of princes; and

a prince is polite when he is in love !

The prince was received at the door by a

stout porter and led into the hall, ^vhere several

butlers met him, and he laid the mortal remains

of the Firedrake under the cover of the flying

carpet.

Then he was led upstairs, and he made his

bow to the pretty lady, who, of course, made

him a magnificent courtesy. She seemed pret-

tier and kinder than ever. The prince was so

happy that he never noticed how something

went wrong about the dinner. The ambas-

sador looked about, and seemed to miss some-

one, and spoke in a low voice to one of the

servants, who answered also in a low voice, and
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what he said seemed to displease the ambassa-

dor. But the prince was so busy in talking to

liis lady, and in eating his dinner too, that he

never observed anything unusual. He had

never been at such a pleasant dinner !
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CHAPTER XII.

A TERRIBLE MISFORTUNE.

When the ladies left, and tlie prince and tlie

other gentlemen were alone, tlie ambassador

appeared more gloomy than ever. At last lie

took the prince into a corner, on pretense of

showing him a rare statue.

'* Does your royal highness not know," he

asked, '' that you are in considerable danger?"

" Still ?" said the prince, thinking of the

Firedrake.

The ambassador did not know what he meant,

for he liad never heard of the fight, but he

answered gravely

:

" Never more than now."

Then he showed the prince two proclama-

tions, which had been posted all about the

town.

Here is the first:
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TO ALL LOYAL SUBJECTS.

WhereaSj

Our eldest son, Prince Piigio, Lath of late

been guilty of several high crimes and mis-

demeanors.

First : By abandoning the post of danger

against the Firedrake, whereby our beloved

sons, Prince Alphonso and Prince Enrico, have

perished, and been overdone by that monster.

Secondly: By attending an unseemly revel in

the town of Gluckstein, where he brawled in

the streets.
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Thirdly: By trying to seduce away the

hearts of our loyal subjects in that city, and

to blow up a party against our crown and our

peace.

This is to give loarning^

That whoever consorts with, comforts, aids,

or abets the said Prince Prigio is thereby a

partner in his treason ; and

That a reward of Five Thousand Purses

will be given to whomsoever brings the said

prince, alive, to our castle of Falkenstein.

Grognio E.

And here is the second proclamation

:

Reward.

the firedrake.

Whereas,

Our dominions have lately been devastated

by a Firedrake (the Salamander Furiosus of

Buffon)

;

This is to advise all,

That whosoever brings the horns and tail of

the said Firedrake to our Castle of Falkenstein
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shall receive Five Thousand Purses, the posi-

tion of Crown Prince, with the usual perquis-

ites, and the hand of the king's niece, the Lady

Molinda.

(trognio R.

^' H'm," said the prince ;
" 1 did not think his

majesty wrote so well ;" and he would have

liked to say, "Don't you think we might join

the ladies r
" But, sir,'' said the ambassador, " the streets

are lined with soldiers; and I know not how

you have escaped them. Here, under my roof,

you are safe for the moment ; but a prolonged

stay—excuse my inhospitality—could not but

strain the harmonious relations which prevail

between the government of Pantouflia and that

which I have the honor to represent."

" We don't want to fight ; and no more, I

think, do you," said the prince, smiling.

"Then how does your royal highness mean to

treat the proclamations?"

" Why, by winning these ten thousand

purses. I can tell you one million pounds is
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worth having," said the prince. " I'll deliver up

the said prince, alive, at Falkenstein this very

night ; also the horns and tail of the said Fire-

drake. But I don't want to marry my Cousin

Molly."

"May I remind your royal highness that

Falkenstein is three hundred miles away?

Moreover, my head butler, Benson, disappeared

from the house before dinner, and I fear he

went to warn Captain Kopzoffski that you are

here !"

" That is nothing," said the jDrince; "but my

dear Lord Kelso, may I not have the pleasure

of presenting Lady Rosalind with a little gift,

a philopena which I lost to her last night

—

merely the head and tail of a Firedrake which

T stalked this mornincr?"

The ambassador was so astonished that he

ran straight upstairs, forgetting his manners,

and crying

:

" Linda ! Linda ! come down at once ; here's

a surprise for you !"

Lady Rosalind came sweeping down, with a

smile on her kind face. She guessed what it
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was, tbougli the prince had said nothing about

it at dinner.

"Lead the way, your royal highness!" cried

the ambassador ; and the prince, offering Lady

Rosalind his arm, went out into the hall, where

he saw neither his carpet nor the horns and tail

of the Firedrake !

He turned quite pale, and said :

" Will you kindly ask the servants where the

little Persian prayer-rug and the parcel which I

brought wdth me have been placed !

Lord Kelso rang the bell, and in came all the

servants, with the under-butler, at their head.

" William," said his lordship, " where have

you put his royal highness' parcel and his

carpet V
"Please, your lordship," said William, "we

think Benson have took them away with him."

" And w^here is Benson ?"

" We don't know, your lordship. We think

he have been come for
!"

'' Come for—by whom ?"

William stammered, and seemed at a loss for

a reply.
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" Quick ! answer ! what do you know about

it ?"

William said at last, rather as if he were

making a speech

:

" Your royal iness, and my lords and ladies, it

was like this. His royaliness comed in with a

rug over his arm, and summat under it. And
he lays it down on that there seat, and Thomas

shows him into the droring-room. Then Benson

says :
' Dinner'll be ready in five minutes ; how

tired I do feel.' Then he takes the libbuty of

sitting hisself down on his royaliness' rug, and

he says, asking your pardon, 'I've had about

enough of service here. I'm about tired, and I

thinks of bettering myself. I wish I was at the

king's court, and butler.' But before the words

was out of his mouth, off he flies like a shot

through the open door, and his royaliness' parcel

with him. I ran to tbe door, and there he was,

flying I'ight hover the town, in a northerly direc-

tion. And that's all I know ; for I would not

tell a lie, not if it was hever so. And me, and

Thomas—as didn't seee it—and cook, we thinks

as how Benson was come for. And cook says
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as she don't wonder at it, neither ; for a griini-

blinger, more ill conditioneder
"

" Thank you, AVilliam," said Lord Kelso

;

*' that will do
;
you can go for the present."
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CHAPTEK XIIL

SURPRISES.

The prince said nothing, the ambassador

said nothing, Lady Rosalind said never a word

till they were in the drawing-room. It was a

lovely warm evening, and the French windows

were wide open on the balcony, which looked

over the town and away north to the hills.

Below them flowed the clear, green water of

the Gluckthal. And still nobody said a word.

At last the prince spoke :

" This is a very strange story. Lord Kelso !"

" Very, sir !" said the ambassador.

^* But true," added the prince ;
" at least,

there is no reason in the nature of things why

it shouldn't be true."

"I can hardly believe, sir, that the conduct

of Benson, whom I always found a most respect-

able man, deserved
"
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"That be should be ^ come for/" said the

prince. " Oh, no ; it was a mere accident, and

might have hap^^ened to any of us who chanced

to sit down on my carpet."

And then the prince told them, shortly, all

about it : how tlie carpet was one of a number

of fairy properties, which had been given him

at his christening ; and how so long a time had

gone by before he discovered them ; and how,

probably, the carpet had carried the butler

where he had said he wanted to go—namely to

the king's court at Falkenstein.

" It would not matter so much," added the

prince, '' only I had relied on making my peace

with his majesty, my father, by aid of those

horns and that tail. He was set on getting

them ; and if the Lady llosalind had not ex-

pressed a wish for them, they would to-day

have been in his possession."

'^ Oh, sir, you honor us too highly," murmured

Lady Rosalind ; and the prince blushed and

said :

'' Not at all ! Impossible !"

Then, of course, the ambassador became
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quite certain that bis daughter was admired by

the crown prince, who was on bad terms with

the king of the country ; and a more uncom-

fortable position for an ambassador—however,

they are used to them.

" What on earth am I to do with the young

man?" he thought. "He can't stay here for-

ever ; and without his carpet he can't get away,

for the soldiers have orders to seize him as soon

as he appears in the street. And in the mean-

time Benson will be pretending that he killed

the Firedrake—for he must have got to Falken-

stein by now—and they will be for marrying

him to the king's niece, and making my butler

crown prince to the kingdom of Pantouflia ! It

is dreadful
!"

Now all this time the prince was on the

balcony, telling Lady Rosalind all about how

he got the Firedrake done for, in the most

modest way ; for, as he said

:

"I didn't kill him: and it is really the Re-

mora, poor fellow, who should marry Molly
;

but he's dead."

At this very moment there was a whizz in
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the air ; something shot past them, and, through

the o23en window, the king, the queen, Benson,

and the mortal remains of the Firedrake were

shot into the ambassador's drawing-room

!
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CHAPTER XIV.

THE KING EXPLAINS.

The first who recovered his voice and presence

of mind was Benson.

" Did your lordship ring for coffee ?" he

asked quietly; and when he was told ^^ Yes,"

he bowed and withdrew, with majestic com-

posure.

When he had gone the prince threw himself

at the king's feet, crying:

" Pardon, pardon, my liege !"

"Don't speak to me, sir!" answered the king

very angrily ; and the poor prince threw himself

at the feet of the queen.

But she took no notice of him whatever, no

more than if he had been a faiiy ;
and the

prince heard her murmur, as she pinched her

royal arms

:

"I shall waken presently; this is nothing
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out of the way for a dream. Dr. Rumpfino

ascribes it to imperfect nutrition."

All this time the Lady Rosalind, as pale as

a marble statue, was leaning against the side of

the open window. The prince thought he

could do nothing wiser than go and comfort

her, so he induced her to sit down on a chair in

the balcony—for he felt that he was not wanted

in the drawing-room—and soon they were talk-

ing happily about the stars, which had begun

to appear in the summer night.

Meanwhile the ambassador had induced the

king to take a seat; but there was no use in

talking to the queen.

'^ It would be a miracle," she said to herself,

" and miracles do not happen ; therefore this has

not happened. Presently I shall wake up in

my own bed at Falkenstein."

Now, Benson, William, and Thomas brought

in the coffee, but the queen took no notice.

When they went away the rest of the company

slipped off quietly, and the king was left alone

with the ambassador; for tlie queen could

hardly be said to count.



Her Majesty and I rose and went into the outer Court.

Page 77.
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"You want to know all about it, I suppose?"

said his majesty in a sulky voice, ^' Well, you

have a right to it, and I shall tell you. We
were just sitting down to dinner at Falkenstein,

rather late—hours get later every year, I think

—when I heard a row in the premises, and the

captain of the guard. Colonel McDougal, came

and told us that a man had ai'rived with the

horns and tail of the Fired rake, and was claim-

ing tlie reward. Her majesty and I rose and

went into the outer court, where we found, sit-

ting on that carpet, with a glass of beer in his

hand, a respectable-looking upper servant, whom
I recognized as your butler. He informed us

that he had just killed the beast, and showed

us the horns and tail, sure enough; there they

are! The tail is like the iron handle of a

pump, but the horns are genuine. A pair were

thrown up by a volcano in my great-grand-

father's time, Giglio I."^ Excellent coffee, this,

of yours !"

The ambassador bowed.

* The liistory of this prince may be read in a treatise called

" The Rose and the Ring," by M. A. Titmarsh, London, 1855.
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"Well, we asked him where he killed the

Firedrake, and he said in a garden near Gluck-

stein. Then he began to speak about the

reward, and the 'perkisits,' as he called them,

which it seems he had read about in my
proclamation. Rather a neat tiling; drew it up

myself," added his majesty.

''Very much to the point," said the ambassa-

dor, wonderinsc Avhat the kino; was comino^ to.

"Glad you like it," said the king, much

pleased. " Well, where was I? Oh, yes; your

man said he had killed the creature in a garden,

quite near Gluckstein. I didn't much like the

Avhole affair; he's an alien, you see; and then

there was my niece, Moliuda—poor gii'l, she was

certain to give trouble. Her heart is buried, if

I may say so, with poor Alphonso. But the

queen is a very remarkable woman—very

remarkable
"

" Very !" said the ambassador, with j^erfect

truth.

" 'Caitiff!' she cries to your butler," his maj-

esty went on; "'perjured knave, thou liest in

thy throat! Gluckstein is a hundred leagues
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from here, and how sayest thou tliat thou slewest

the monster, and earnest hither in a few hours'

space?' This had not occurred to me—I am a

phiin king; but I at once saw the force of her

majesty's argument. ' Yes,' said I ;
^ how did

you manage it?' But he—your man, I mean

—

was not a bit put out. ^ Wliy, your majesty,'

says he, 'I just sat down on that there bit of

carpet, wished I was here, and here I ham.

And I'd be glad, having had tlie trouble—and

my time not being my own—to see the color of

them perkisits, according to the pi'oclamation.'

On this her majesty grew more indignant, if

possible. 'Nonsense!' she cried; 'a story out of

the Arabian nio^hts is not suited for a modern

public, and fails to win <'^sthetic credence.'

These were her very words."

"Her majesty's expressions are ever choice

and appropriate," said the ambassador.

*'
' Sit down there on the carpet, knave,' she

went on; 'oiirself and consort'—meaning me
—

' will take our places by thy side, and I shall

wish us in Gluckstein, at thy master's ! When
the experiment has failed thy head shall from
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thy shoulders be shorn !' So your man merely

said, ^Very well, mum—your majesty, I mean,'

and sat down. The queen took her place at

the edge of the carpet; I sat between her and

the butler, and she said, *I wish I were in Gluck-

stein !' Then we rose, flew through the air at

an astonishing pace, and here we are ! So I sup-

pose the rest of the butler's tale is true, w^hich

I regret; but a king's word is sacred, and he

shall take the place of that sneak, Prigio. But

as we left home before dinner, and as yours is

over, may I request your lordship to believe tliat

I should be delighted to take something cold?"

The ambassadoi" at once ordered a siimj)tuous

collation, to which the king did full justice
;

and his majesty was shown to the royal cham-

ber, as he complained of fatigue. The queen

accompanied him, remarking that she was sound

asleep, but would waken presently. Neither of

them said " Good-night " to the prince. Indeed,

they did not see him again, for he was on the

balcony with Lady Rosalind. They found a

great deal to say to each other, and at last the

prince asked her to be his wife ; and she said
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that if the king and her father gave their per-

mission—why, then she would ! After this she

went to bed ; and the prince, who had not slept

at all the night before, felt very sleepy also.

But he knew that first he had something that

must be done. So he went into the drawing-

room, took his carpet, and wished to be—now

where do you suppose ? Beside the dead body

of the Firedrake ! There he was in a moment;

and dreadful the body looked, lying stark and

cold in the white moonshine. Then the prince

cut off its four hoofs, put them in his wallet,

and with these he flew back in a second, and

met the ambassador just as he came from usher-

ing the king to bed. Then the prince was

shown his own room, where he locked up the

hoofs, the carpet, the cap of darkness, and his

other things in an iron box; and so he went to

bed and dreamed of his Lady Rosalind.
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CHAPTER XV.

THE king's check.

AVhen they all awakened next morning, their

first ideas were confused. It is often confus-

ing to wake in a strange bed, much more so

when you have flown through the air, like the

king, the queen, and Benson the butler. For

lier part the queen was the most perplexed of

all ; for she did undeniably wake, and yet she

was not at home, w^here she had expected to be.

However, she was a determined woman, and

stood to it that nothing unusual was occurring.

The butler made up his mind to claim the crown

princeship and the hand of the Lady Molinda
;

because, as he justly remarked to William, here

was such a chance to better himself as might

not soon come in his way again. As for the

king he was only anxious to get back to Falk-
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enstein, and bave the whole business settled in a

constitutional manner. The ambassador was

not sorry to get rid of the royal party ; and it

was proposed that they should all sit down on

the flying carpet, and wish themselves at home

again. But the queen would not hear of it

;

she said it was childish and impossible; so the

carriage was got ready for her, and she started

without saying a word of good-by to any one.

The king, Benson, and the prince were not so

particular, and they simply flew back toFalken-

stein in the usual way, arriving there at 11:35

—

a week before her majesty.

The king at once held a court ; the horns and

tail of the monster were exhibited amid general

interest, and Benson and the prince were invited

to state their claims.

Benson's evidence was taken first. He
declined to say exactly where or how he killed

the Firedrake. There might be more of them

left, he remarked—young ones, that would take

a lot of killing—and he refused to part with

his secret. Only he claimed the I'eward, which

was offered, if you remember, not to the man
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who killed the beast, but to him who brought

its horns and tail. This was allowed by the

lawyers present to be very sound law; and

Benson was cheered by the courtiers, who de-

cidedly preferred him to Prigio, and who,

besides, thought he was going to be crown

prince. As for Lady Molinda, she was torn by

the most paiuful feelings; for, much as she

hated Prigio, she could not bear the idea of

marrying Benson. Yet one or the other choice

seemed certain.

Unhappy lady ! Perhaps no girl was ever

more strangely beset by misfortune

!

Prince Prigio was now called on to speak.

He admitted that the reward was offered for

bringing the horns and tail, not for killing the

monster. But were tlie king's intentions to go

for nothing ? AVhen a subject only meant well,

of course he had to suft'er; but when a king

said one thing, was he not to be supposed to

have meant another? Any fellow with a

wagon could hriiuj the horns and tail ; the

difficult thing was to kill the monster. If Ben-

son's claim was allowed, the royal prerogative
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of saying one thing and meaning something else

was in danger.

On hearing this argument, the king so far

forgot himself as to cry, " Bravo, well said !"

and to clap his hands, whereon all the courtiers

shouted and threw up their hats.

The prince then said that whoever had killed

the monster could, of course, tell where to find

him, and could bring his hoofs. He was ready

to do this himself. Was Mr. Benson equally

ready ? On this being interpreted to him—for

he did not speak Panto uflian—Benson grew

pale with horror, but fell back on the proclama-

tion. He had brought the horns and tail, and

so he must have the perquisites, and the Lady

Molinda!

The king's mind was so much confused by

this time, that he determined to leave it to the

Lady Molinda herself.

" Which of them will you have, my dear V^

he asked, in a kind voice.

But poor Molinda merely cried. Then his

majesty was almost driven to say that he would

give the rew^ard to whoever produced the hoofs
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by that day week. But no sooner had he said

this than the prince brought them out of his

wallet, and displayed them in ojDen court.

This ended the case ; and Benson, after l)eing

entertained with sherry and sandwiches in the

steward's room, was sent back to his master.

And T regret to say that his temper was not at

all improved by his failure to better himself.

On the contrar}', he was unusually cross and

disagreeable for several days; but we must,

perhaps, make some allowance for his dis-

appointment.

But if Benson was irritated, and suffered

from the remarks of Jiis fellow-servants, I do

not think we can envy Prince Prigio. Here he

was, restored to Ins position indeed, but by no

means to the royal favor. For the king dis-

liked him as much as ever, and was as angry as

ever about the deaths of Enrico and Alphonso.

Nay, he was even more angry ; and, perhaps,

not without reason. He called up Prigio before

the whole court, and thereon the courtiers

cheered like anything, but the king cried :

"Silence ! McDougal, drag the first man that



PRINCE PRIGIO. 87

shouts at the serpent-house in the zoological

gardens, and lock him up with the rattle-

snakes !"

After that the courtiers were very (juiet.

" Prince," said the kiug as Prigio bowed be-

fore the throne, " you are restored to your

position, because I cannot break my pioniise.

But your base and malevolent nature is even

more conspicuonsly manifest in your selfish

success than in your previous dastardly con-

tempt of duty. Why, confound you !" cried

the king, dropping the high style in which he

had been speaking, and becoming the father,

not the monarch—" why, if you could kill the

Firedrake, did you let your poor little brothers

go and be b—b— b—broiled ? Eh ! what do you

say, you sneak? ^You didn't believe there

were any Fired rakes V That just comes of

your eternal conceit and arrogance ! If you

were clever enough to kill the creature—and I

admit that—you were clever enough to know

that what everybody said must be true. 'You

liave not generally found it so?' Well, }ou

have this time, and let it be a lesson to you

;
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not that there is much comfort in that, for it is

not likely you will ever have such another

chance "—exactly the idea that had occurred to

Benson.

Here the king wept, among the tears of

the lord chief justice, the poet laureate (who

had been awfully frightened when he heard of

the rattlesnakes), the maids of honor, the

chaplain royal, and every one but Colonel

McDougal, a Scottish soldier of fortune, who

maintained a military reserve.

When his majesty had recovered, he said to

Pi'igio (who had not been crying, he was too

much absorbed)

:

"A king's word is his bond. Bring me a

pen, somebody, and my check-book."

The royal check-book, bound in red morocco,

was brought in by eight pages, with ink and a

pen. His majesty then filled up and signed

the following satisfactory document—(Ah ! my
children, how I wish Mr. Arrowsmith would do

as much for me !) :
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No. W. ^961047. FALKEiq-STEiK, Jiilij 10, 1768.

THE BANK OF PANTOUFLIA.
Falkenstein Branch.

^ajj ta Prince Prigio or Order,

Ten Thousand Purses.

C1,000,000 GrognioK

" There !" said his majesty, crossing his check

and throwing sand over it, for hlotting-23aper

had not yet been invented ;
" there, take that,

and be oft' with you !"

Prince Prigio was respectfully but rapidly

obeying his royal command, foi' he thought he

had better cash the royal check as soon as

possible, when his majesty yelled :

" Hi ! here ! come back ! I forgot something
;

youVe got to many Molinda !"
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CHAPTER XVI.

A MELANCHOLY CHAPTER.

The prince had gone some way, when the

king called after him. How he wished he had

the seven-league boots on, or that he had the

cap of darkness in his pocket ! If he had been

so lucky, he would now have got back to

Gluckstein, and crossed the border with Lady

Rosalind. A million of money may not seem

much, but a pair of young people who really

love each other could live happily on less tlian

the check he had in his pocket. However, the

king shouted very loud, as he always did when

he meant to be obeyed, and the prince sauntei'ed

slowly back again.

" Prigio !" said his majesty, " where w^ere you

off to ? Don't you remember that this is yonr

wedding-day ? My proclamation offered, not
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only the money (which you have), but the hand

of the Lady Molinda, ^vhich the court chaphdn

will presently make your own. I congratulate

you, sir ; Molinda is a dear girl."

" I have the hiiT^hest affection and esteem for

my cousin, sir," said the prince, "but "

"I'll never marry him!" cried poor Molinda,

kneeling at the throne, where her streaming

eyes and hair made a pretty and touching pic-

ture. " Never ! I desj^ise him !"

" I was about to say, sir," the prince went on,

"that I cannot possibly have the pleasure of

wedding my cousin."

"The family gibbet, I presume, is in gc^od

working order ?" asked the king of the family

executioner, a tall gaunt man in black and

scarlet, who was only employed in the case of

members of the blood royal.

" Never better, sire," said the man, bowing

with more courtliness than his profession in-

dicated.

" Very well," said the king ;
" Prince Prigio,

you have your choice. There is the o^allows,

here is Lady Molinda. My duty is painful, but
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clear. A king's word cannot be broken. Molly

—

or the gibbet
!"

The prince bowed respectfully to Lady

Molinda

:

" Madam, my cousin," said he, ^* your clem

ency will excuse my answer, and you will not

misinterpret the apparent discourtesy of my

conduct. I am compelled most unwillingly to

slight your charms, and to select the extreme

rigor of the law. Executioner, lead on ! Do

your duty ; for me, Prigio est pret "—for this

was his motto, and meant that he was ready.
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Poor Lady Molinda could not but be hurt by

the priuce^s preference for death over marriage

to her, little as she liked him.

" Is life, then, so worthless ? and is Molinda

so terrible a person that you

prefer those arms," and she

pointed to the gibbet, "to

these?''—here she held out

her own, ^vhicli were very

white, round, and pretty

:

for Molinda was a good-

hearted girl—she could not

bear to see Prigio put to

death ; and then, perhaps,

she reflected that there are

worse positions than the

queenship of Pantouflia. For Alphonso was

gone—crying would not bring him back.

" Ah, madam !" said the prince, " you are

forgiving
"

*^For you are brave!" said Molinda, feeling

quite a respect for him.

" But neither your heart nor mine- is ours to

uive. Since mine was another's I understand
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too well the feeling of yours ! Do not let us

buy life at the price of happiness and honor."

Then, turning to the king the prince said:

" Sir, is there no way but by death or mar-

riage ? You say you cannot keep half only of

your promise ; and that, if I accept the reward,

I must also unite myself with my unwilling

cousin. Cannot the whole proclamation be

annulled, and will you consider the bargain

void if I tear up this flimsy scroll ?"

And here the prince fluttered the check for

one million pounds in the air.

For a moment the king was tempted ; but

then he said to himself

:

*' Never mind, it's only an extra penny on the

income tax." Then, " Keep your dross," he

shouted, meaning the million ;
" but let me

keep my promise. To chapel at once, or
—

"

and he pointed to the executioner. '' The word

(;f a king of Pantouflia is sacred."

•• And so is that of a crown prince," answered

Prigio ;
" and mine is pledged to a lady."

" She shall be a mourning bride," cried the

king savagely, *' unless "—here he paused for a
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moment—'^ unless you bring me back Alphonso

and Enrico, safe and well !"

The prince thought for the space of a flash of

lightning."

" I accept the alternative," he said, " if your

majesty will grant me my conditions."

" Name them !" said the king.

'' Let me be transported to Gluckstein, left

there unguarded, and if in three days I do not

return with my brothers safe and well, your

majesty shall be spared a cruel duty. Prigio of

Pautouflia w^ill perish by his own hand."

The king, whose mind did not work very

quickly, took some minutes to think over it

Then he saw that by granting the prince's con

ditions, he would either recover his dear sons

or, at least, get rid of Prigio without the un

pleasantness of having him executed. For

though some kings have put their eldest sons to

death, and most have wished to do so, they have

never been better loved by the people for their

Poman vii'tue.

" Honor bright ?" said the king at last.

" Honor bright !" answered the prince, and
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for the first time in many months tlie royal

father and son shook hands.

^' For you, madam," said Prigio in a stately

way to Lady Molinda, "in less than a week I

trust we shall be taking our vows at the same

altar, and that the close of the ceremony which

finds us cousins wdll leave us brother and

sister."

Poor Molinda merely stared ; for she could

not imatJ^ine what he meant. In a moment he

was gone ; and having taken, by tlie king's per-

mission, the fiying carpet, he was back at the

ambassador's house in Gluckstein.
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CHAPTER XVII.

THE BLACK CAT AND THE BRETHREN.

Who was glad to see the prince if it was not

Lady Kosalind? The white roses of her cheeks

turned to red roses in a moment, and then back

to white again, they were so alarmed at the

change. So the two went into the gardens

together, and talked about a number of things;

but at last the prince told her that before three

days all would be well or all would be over

with him. For either he would have l)rought

his brothers back, sound and well, to Falken-

stein, or he would not survive his dishonor.

"It is no more than right," be said; "for had

I gone first, neither of them would have been

sent to meet the monster after I had fallen.

And I should have fallen, dear Rosalind, if I

had faced the Fircdrake before I knew you.""

Then when she asked him why, and what
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good she had done him, he told her all tlie

story; and how, before he fell in love with her,

he didn't believe in fairies, or Fired rakes, or

caps of dtu'kiiess, or anything nice and impos-

sible, l)iit only in hori'id, useless facts, ano

chemistry, and geology, and arithmetic, and

mathematics, and even political economy. And

the Firedrake would have made a moutliful of

him, then.

So she was delighted when she heard this,

almost as much deliijhted as she was afraid that

he mio^ht fail in the most difficult adventure.

For it was one thing to eg^ on a Remora to kill

a Firedrake, and quite another to iind the

princes if they were alive, and restore them if

they were dead

!

But the prince said he had his plan, and he

stayed that night at the ambassador's. Next

morning he rose very early, before any one else

was up, that he might not have to say ^'Good-

by " to Lady Rosalind. Then he ilew in a mo-

ment to the old lonely castle, where nobody

went for fear of ghosts ever since the court

retired to Falkenstein.
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How still it was, how deserted ; not a sign of

life, and yet the prince was lookiug everywhere

for some living thing. He hunted the castle

through in vain, and then went out to the stable-

yard; but all the dogs, of course, had been taken

away, and the farmers had offered homes to

the poultry. At last, stretched at full length in

a sunny place, the prince found a very old,

half-blind, miserable cat. The poor creature

was lean, and its fur had fallen off in patches

;

it could no longer catch birds, nor even mice,

and there was nobody to give it milk. But cats

do not look far into the future; and this old

black cat—Frank was his name—had got a

breakfast somehow, and was happy in the sun.

The prince stood and looked at him pityingly,

and he thought that even a sick old cat was, in

some ways, happier than most men.

^^ Well," said the prince at last, ''he could not

live long anyway, and it must be done. He
will feel nothing."

Then -he drew the sword of sharpness, and

with one turn of his wrist cut the cat's head

clean off.
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It did not at once change into a beautiful

young lady, as perhaps you expect ; no, that was

improbable, and, as the prince was in love

already, would have been vastly inconvenient.

The dead cat lay there, like any common cat.

Then the prince built up a heap of straw,

with wood on it; and there he laid poor j)uss,

and set fire to the pile. Very soon there was

nothing of old black Frank left but ashes !

Then the prince ran upstairs to the fairy

cupboard, his heart beating loudly with excite-

ment. The sun was shining through the arrow-

shot window ; all the yellow motes were dancing

in its rays. The light fell on the strange heaps

of fairy things— talismans and spells. The

prince hunted about here and there, and at last

he discov^ered six ancient water-vessels of black

leather, each with a silver plate on it, and on

the plate letters engraved. This was what was

written on the plates:

AQVA. DE. FONTE. LEONVM."'^

*' Thank heaven !" said the prince. " I

thought they were sure to have brought it
!"

* Water from the Fountain of Lions.
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Then he took one of the old black leather

bottles and ran downstairs again to the place

where he had burned the body of the poor old

sick cat.

He opened the bottle and poured a few

drops of the water on the ashes and the dj'mg

embers.

Up there sprang a tall,

white flame of fire, waving

like a tongue of light; and

forth from the heap jumped

the most beautiful, strong,

funny black cat that ever

was seen !

It was Frank as he had

been in the vigor of his youth ; and he knew

the prince at once, and rubbed himself against

him and purred.

The prince lifted up Frank and kissed his

nose for joy ; and a bright tear rolled down on

Frank's face, and made him rub his nose with

his paw in the most comical manner.

Then the prince set him down, and he ran

round and round after his tail; and, lastly,
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cocked his tail up, and marched proudly after

the prince into the castle.

^' Oh, Frank !" said Prince Prigio, " no cat

since the time of Puss in Boots was ever so

well taken care of as you shall be. For if the

fairy water from the Fountain of Lions can

bring you back to life—why, there is a chance

for Alphonso and Enrico !"

Then Prigio bustled about, got ready some

cold luncheon from the stoi'eroom, took all his

fairy things that he was likely to need, sat

down Avith them on the flying carpet, and

wished himself at the mountain of the Fire-

drake.

^* I have the king now," he said ;
" for if I

can't find the ashes of my brothers, by Jove !

I'll
"

Do you know what he meant to do if he

could not find his brothers ? Let every child

guess.

Off he flew ; and there he was in a second,

just beside poor Alphonso's garden-engine.

Then Prigio, seeing a little heap of gray ashes

beside the engine, watered them with the fairy
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water; and up jumped Alphonso, as jolly as

ever, his sword in his hand.

" Halloo, Prigio !" cried he ;
" are you come

after the monster, too ? I've been asleep, and I

had a kind of dream that he beat me. But the

pair of us will tackle him. How is Molinda ?"

*^ Prettier than ever," said Prigio; "bat

anxious about you. However, the Firedrake's

dead and done for ; so never mind him. But I

left Enrico somewhere about. Just you sit

down and wait a minute till I fetch him."

The prince said this, because he did not wish

Alphonso to know that he and Enrico had not

had quite the best of it in the affair with the

monster.

^' All right, old fellow," says Alphonso ;
" but

have you any luncheon with you ? Never was

so hungry in my life !"

Prince Prigio had thought of this, and he

brought out some cold sausage (to which

Alphonso was partial) and some bread, with

which the younger prince expressed himself

satisfied. Then Prigio went up the hill some
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way, first warning Alphonso not to sit on his

carpet for fear of accidents like that which

happened to Benson. In a hollow of the hill,

sure enough, there was the sword of Enrico, the

diamonds of the hilt gleaming in the sun. And

there was- a little heap of gray ashes.

The prince poured a few drops of the water

from the Fountain of Lions on them, and up, of

course, jumped Enrico, just as Alphonso had

done.

^^ Sleepy old chap you are, Enrico," said the

prince; "but come on, Al2)honso will have

finished the grub unless we look smart."

So back they came, in time to get their share

of what was going ; and they drank the

Remora's very good health when Prigio told

them about the fight. But neither of them

ever knew that they had been dead and done

for ; because Prigio invented a story that the

mountain was enchanted, and tliat, as long as

the Firedrake lived every one who came there

fell asleep. He did tell them about the flying

carpet, however, which of course, did not much

surprise them, because they had read all about
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it ill the Arabian Nights and other historical

works.

" And now I'll show you fun !" said Prigio
;

and he asked them both to take their seats on

the carpet, and wished to be in the valley of

the Remora.

There they were in a moment, among the old

knights whom, if you remember, the Remora

had frozen into stone. There was quite a troop

of them, in all sorts of armor—Greek and

Roman, and Knights Templar like Front de

Boeuf and Brian dii Bois Gilbert—all the brave

warriors that had- tried to fight the Remora

since the world began.

Then Prigio gave each of his brothers some of

the water in their caps, and told them to go

round pouring a drop or two on each frozen

knight. And as they did it, lo and behold !

each knight came alive, with his horse^ and

lifted his sword and shouted

:

" Long live Prince Prigio !"

in Greek, Latin, Egyptian, French, German, and
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Spanish—all of which the prince perfectly

understood and spoke like a native.

So he marshaled them in order, and sent

them off to ride to Falkenstein and cry

:

" Prince Prigio is coming !"

Off they went, the horses' hoofs clattering,

banners flying, sunshine glittering on the spear-

points. Off they rode to Falkenstein ; and

when the king saw them come galloping in I

can tell you he had no more notion of hanging

Prigo.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

THE VERY LAST.

The princes returned to Gluckstein on the

carpet, and went to the best inn, where they

dined together and slept. Next morning they

and the ambassador—who had l)een told all the

story—and Lady Rosalind floated comfortably

on the carpet back to Falkenstein, where the

king wept like anything on the shoulders of

Alphonso and Enrico. They could not make

out why he cried so, nor why Lady Molinda and

Lady Kathleena cried ; but soon they were all

laughing and happy again. But then—would

you believe he could be so mean ?—he refused

to keep his royal promise and restore Frigio to

his crown princeship ! Kings are like that.

But Prigio very quietly asking for the head

of the Firedrake, said he'd j^onr the magic water

on that and bring the Firedrake back to life
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again, unless his majesty behaved rightly. This

threat properly frightened King Grognio, and

he apologized. Then the king shook hands

with Prigio in public and thanked him, and

said he was proud of him. As to Lady Rosa-

lind, the old gentleman quite fell in love with

her, and he sent at once to the chaplain royal

to get into his surplice and marry all the young

people off at once, without waiting for wed-

ding-cakes and milliners and all the rest of

it.

Now, just as they were forming a procession

to march into church, who should appear but

the queen ! Her majesty had been traveling

by post all the time, and, luckily, had heard of

none of the doings since Prigio, Benson, and

the king left Gluckstein. I say luckily because

if she had heard of them, she would not have

believed a word of them. But when she saw

Alphonso and Enrico she was much pleased,

and said :

" Naughty boys ! Where have you been

hiding ? The king had some absurd story

al)out you?' having been killed by a fabulous
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monster. Bah ! don't tell rae. I always said

you would come back after a little trip—didn't

I, Prigio ?"

" Certainly, madam," said Prigio ;
" and I

said so, too. Didn't I say so ?" And all the

courtiei's cried; -^Yes, you did;" but some

added, to themselves, '^ He always says, ' Didn't

I say so V
"

Then the queen was introduced to Lady

Rosalind, and she said it was " lather a short

engagement, but she supposed young people

understood their own affairs best." And they

do ! So the three pairs were married, with the

utmost rejoicings ; and her majesty never, her

whole life long, could be got to believe that

anythino^ unusual had occurred.

The honeymoon of Prince Prigio and the

Crown Princess Rosalind was passed at the

castle where the prince had been deserted by

the court. But now it was delightfully fitted

up ; and Master Frank marched about the house

with his tail in the air, as if the place belonged

to him.

Now, on the second day of their honeymoon
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the prince and princess were sitting in tlie

garden together, and the prince said, " Are you

quite happy, my dear V and Kosalind said,

" Yes
;
quite."

But the prince did not like the tone of h^r

voice, and he said :

" No, there's something ; do tell me what it

IS.

^'Well," said Rosalind, putting her head on

his shoulder, and speaking very low, " I want

everybody to love you as much as I do. No,

not quite so very much—but I want them to

like you. Now they can't because they are

afraid of you ; for you are so awfully clever.

Now, couldn't you take the wishing cap, and
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wish to be no cleverer than other people ? Then

everybody would like you !"

The prince thought a minute, then he said

:

"Your will is law, my dear; anything to

please you. Just wait a minute !"

Then he ran upstairs, for the last time,

to the fairy garret, and he put on the wishing

cap.

"No," thought he to himself, "I won't wish

that. Every man has one secret from his wife,

and this shall be mine."

Then he said aloud :
" I wish to seem no

cleverer than other people."

Then he ran downstairs again, and the princess

noticed a great diffei'ence in him (though, of

course, there was really none at all), and so did

every one. For the prince remained as clever

as ever he had been ; but, as nobody observed

it, he became the most popular prince, and

finally the best-beloved king who had ever sat

on the throne of Pantouflia.

But occasionally Rosalind would say, "I do

believe, my dear, that you are really as clever

as ever I" And he was I
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INTRODUCTORY.

EXPLAINING MATTERS.

There may bo children whose education has

been so neglected that they have not read

Prince Prigio. As this story is about Prince

Prigio's son, Ricardo, you are to learn that Prigio

was the child and heir of Grognio, King of Pan-

touflia. The fairies gave the little prince

cleverness, beauty, courage ; but one wicked

fairy added, ^' You shall be too clever." His

mother, the queen, hid away in a cupboard

all the fairy presents—the sword of sharpness,

the seven-league boots, the wishing cap, and

many other useful and delightful gifts, in which

her majesty did not believe ! But after Prince

Prigio had become universally disliked and

deserted, because he was so very clever and con-

ceited, he happened to find all the fairy pres-

ents in the old turret chamber where they had
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been thrown. By means of these he delivered

his country from a dreadful red-hot beast called

the Firedrake, and, in addition to many other

triumphs, he married the good and beautiful

Lady Rosalind. His love for her taught him

not to be conceited, thousrh he did not cease to

be extremely clever and fond of reading.

When this new story begins the Prince has

succeeded to the crown, on the death of King

Grognio, and is unhappy about his own son,

Prince Ricardo, who is not clever and who hates

books ! The story tells of Ricardo's adven-

tures ; how he tried to bring back Prince Charlie

to England, how he failed ; how he dealt with

the odious old Yellow Dwarf; how he was

aided by the fair magician the Princess Jaque-

line ; how they both fell into a dreadful trouble
;

how King Prigio saved them ; and how Jaque-

line's dear and royal papa was discovered; with

the end of all these adventures. The moral of

the story will easily be discovered by the

youngest reader, or, if not, it does not much

matter.



CHAPTER I.

THE TEOUBLES OF KING PEIGIO.

" I'm sure I don't know what to do with that

boy !" said King Prigio of Pantouilia.

*'If you don't know, my dear," said Queen

Rosalind, his illustrious consort, "I can't see

what is to be done. You are so clever."

The king and queen were sitting in the royal

library, of Avhich the shelves were full of the

most delightful fairy books in all languages, all

equally familiar to King Prigio. The queen
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could not read most of them herself, Lut the

kino" used to read them aloud to her. A ^ood

many years have passed—seventeen in fact

—

since Queen Rosalind was married, but you

would not think it to look at her. Her gray

eyes were as kind and soft and beautiful, her

dark hair as dark, and her pretty color as like a

white rose blushing as on the day when she

was a bride. And she was as fond of the king

as when he was only Prince Piigio, and he was

as fond of her as on the night when he first met

her at the ball.

'' No, I don't know what to do with Dick,"

said the king.

He meant his son, Prince Eicardo; but he

called him Dick in private.

"I believe it's the fault of his education," his

majesty went on. ^' We have not brought him

up rightly. These fairy books are at tlie bottom

of his provoking behavior," and he glanced

round the shelves. ^' Now, when I was a boy

my dear mother tried to prevent me from read-

ing fairy books, because she did not believe in

fairies."
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" But she was wrong, you know," said the

queen. " Why, if it bad not been for all these

fairy presents—the cap of darkness and all the

rest of them—you never could have killed the

Fire-beast and the Ice-beast, and—you never

could have married me," the queen added, in a

happy whisper, blushing beautifully, for that

was a foolish habit of hers.

'' It is quite true," said the king, '^ and there-

fore I thought it best to bring Dick up on fairy

books, that he might know what is right, and

have no nonsense about him. But perhaps the

thing has been overdone ; at all events, it is not

a success. I wonder if fathers and sons will

ever understand each other, and get on well

together? There was my poor father. King

Grognio, he wanted me to take to adventures,

like other princes, fighting Firedrakes, and so

forth ; and I did not care for it till you set me

on," and he looked very kindly at her majesty.

*^And now, here's Dick," the monarch continued,

"I can't hold him back. He is always after a

giant, or a dragon, or a magician, as the case

may be; he will certainly be plowed for his
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examination at college. Never opens a book.

What does he care, off after every adventure

he can hear about? An idle, restless youth!

Ah, my poor country, when I am gone, what

may not be your misfortunes under Ricardo !"

Here his majesty sighed, and seemed plunged

in thought.

^' But you are not going yet, my dear," said

the queen. '^ Why, you are not forty ! And

young people will be young people. You were

quite proud when poor Dick came home with

his first brace of gigantic fierce birds, killed off

his own sword, and Avith such a pretty princess

he had rescued—dear Jaqueline ! I'm sure she

is like a daus^hter to me. I cannot do without

her."

" I wish she were a daughter-in-law ; I wish

Dick would take a fancy to marry hei*," said

the king. " A nicer girl I never saw."

" And so accomplished," added Queen Rosa-

lind. "That girl can turn herself into any-

thing—a mouse, a fly, a lion, a wheelbarrow, a

church ! I never knew such talent for magic.

Of course she had the best of teachers, the
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faiiy Paribanou herself; but very few girls in

our time devote so many hours to practice as

dear Jaqueline. Even now when she is out of

the schoolroom she still practices her scales.' I

saw her turning little Dollie into a fish and

back again in the bath-room last night. The

child was delis^hted."

In these times, you must know, princesses

learned magic, just as they learn the piano

nowadays; but they had their music lessons,

too, dancing, calisthenics, and the use of the

globes.

" Yes, she's a dear, good girl," said the king

;

^' yet she looks melancholy. I believe, myself,

that if Ricardo asked her to marry him she

would not say ^ No.' But that's just one of the

things 1 object to most in Dick. Round the

world he goes, rescuing ladies from every kind

of horror—from dragons, giants, cannibals,

magicians; and then, when a girl naturally

expects to be married to him, as is usual, off he

rides ! He has no more heart than a flounder.

Why, at his age I
"

"At his age, my dear, you were so hard-
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hearted that you were quite a proverb. Why,

I have been told that you used to ask girls

dreadful puzzling questions, like * Who was

Caesar Borgia V ^ What do you know of Edwin

and Morcar V and so on."

" I had not seen you then," said the king.

"And Ricardo has not seen her, whoever she

may be. Besides, he can't possibly marry all

of them. And I think a girl should consider

herself lucky if she is saved from a dragon or a

giant, without expecting to be married next

day."

"Perhaps; but it is usual," said the king,

"and their families expect it, and keep sending

ambassadors to know what Dick's intentions

are. I would not mind it all so very much if

he killed the monsters off his own sword, as he

did that first brace, in fair fight. But ever

since he found his way into that closet where

the fairy presents lie everything has been made

too easy for him. It is a royal road to glory, or

giant-slaying made easy. In his cap of darkness

a poor brute of a dragon can't see him. In his

shoes of swiftness the giants can't catch him.
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His sword of sharpness would cut any oak

asunder at a blow !"

" But you were very glad of them when you

made the Ice-beast and the Fire-beast fight and

kill each other," said the queen.

*' Yes, my dear; but it wanted some wit, if I

may say so, to do that, and Dick just goes at it

hammer and tongs : anybody could do it. It's

intellect I miss in Ricardo. How am I to know

whether he could make a good fight for it with-

out all these fairy things? I wonder what the

young rogue is about to-day? He'll be late for

dinner, as usual, I dare say. I can't stand want

of punctuality at meals," remarked his majesty,

which is a sign that he was growing old, after

all; for where is the fun of being expected

always to come home in time for dinner when,

perhaps, you are fishing, and the trout are rising

splendidly ?

" Young people will be young people," said

the queen. "If you are anxious about him, why

don't you look for him in the mao-ic crystal ?"

Now the magic crystal was a fairy present, a

great ball of glass in which, if you looked, you
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saw the person you wanted to see, and what he

was doing, however far away he might be, if he

was on the earth at all.'^

'' I'll just take a look at it," said the king ;
'' it

only wants three-quarters of an hour to dinner-

time '

His majesty rose, and walked to the crystal

globe, which was in a stand, like other globes.

He stared into it, he turned it round and round,

and Queen Eosalind saw him grow quite pale

as he gazed.

" I don't see him anywhere," said the king,

" and I have looked everywhere. I do hope

nothing has happened to the boy. He is so

careless. If he dropped his cap of darkness in

a fight with a giant, why who knows what

might occur V
" Oh, 'Gio, how you frighten me !" said the

queen.

King Prigio was still turning the crystal

globe.

*^ Stop !" he cried ;

^' I see a beautiful ]^i'in-

* You can buy these glasses now from the Psychical-

Society at half a crown and upward.
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cess, fastened by iron cliains to a rock beside

the sea, in a lonely place. They must have

fixed her up as a sacrifice to a sea-monster, like

what's-her-name."

This proves how anxious he was, or, being so

clever and learned, he would have remembered

that her name was Andromeda.

"I bet Dick is not far off where there is an

adventure on handc But where on earth can

he be ? ... My word !" suddenly exclaimed

the monarch, in obvious excitement.

*^ "What is it, dear ?" cried the queen, with all

the anxiety of a mother.

" Why, the sea where the girl is has turned

all red as blood !" exclaimed the king. " Now
it is all being churned up by the tail of a tre-

mendous monster. He is a whopper ! He's

coming on shore ; the girl is fainting. He's out

on shore ! He is extremely poorly—blood rush-

ing from his open jaws. He's dying ! And,

hooray ! here's Dick coming out of his enormous

mouth, all in armor set with sharp S23ikes, and a

sword in his hand. He's covered with blood,

but he's well and hearty. He must have been
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swallowed by the brute, and cut him up inside.

Now he's cutting the beast's head off. Now
he's gone to the princess ; a very neat bow lie

has made her. Dick's manners are positively

improving ! Now he's cutting her iron chains off

with the sword of sharpness. And now he's

made her another bow, and he's actually taking

leave of her. Poor thing ! How disappointed

she is looking. And she's so pretty, too. I say,

Rosalind, shall I shout to him through the magic

horn, and tell him to bring her home here, on

the magic carpet ?"

"I think not, dear; the palace is quite full,"

said the queen. But the real reason was that

she wanted Ricardo to marry her favorite Prin-

cess Jaqueline, and she did not wish the new

princess to come in the way.

" As you like," said the king, who knew what

was in her mind very well. ^^ Besides, I see lier

own people coming for her. I'm sorry for her,

but it can't be helped, and Dick is halfway

home by now on the shoes of swiftness. I

dare say he will not keep dinner waiting after

all. But what a fright the boy has given me !"
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At this moment a whirring in the air and

a joyous shout were heard. It was Prince

Ricardo flying home on his seven - league

boots.

" Hi, Ross !" he shouted, ^' just w^eigh this

beast's head. IVe had a splendid day with a

sea-monster. Get the head stuffed, wdll you ?

We'll have it set up in the billiard-room."

" Yes, Master Dick—I mean your royal high-

ness," said Ross, a Highland keeper, who had

not previously been employed by a reigning

family. " It's a fine head, w hatever," he added

meditatively.

Prince Ricardo now came beneath the library

window and gave his parents a brief account

of his adventure.

'^ I picked the monster up early in the morn-

ing," he said, "through the magic telescope,

father."

" What country was he in ?" said the king.

" The country people whom I met called it

Ethiopia. They were niggers."

" And in what part of the globe is Ethiopia,

Ricardo ?"
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^' Oh ! I don't know. Asia, perhaps," an-

swered the prince.

The king groaned. /

" That boy will never understand our foreign

relations. Ethiopia in Asia !" he said to him-

self, but he did not choose to make any remaik

at the moment.

The prince ran upstairs to dress. On the

stairs he met the Princess Jaqueline.

" Oh, Dick ! are you hurt ?" she said, turning

very pale.

" No, not I ; but the monster is. I had a

capital day, Jack ; rescued a princess, too."

"Was she—was she very pretty, Dick?"

"Oh ! I don't know. Pretty enough, I dare

say. Much like other girls. Why, you look

quite white ! What's the matter ? Now you

look all right again ;" for, indeed, the Princess

Jaqueline was blushing.

"I must dress. Pm ever so late," he said,

hurrying upstairs; and the princess, with a

little sigh, went down to the royal drawing-

room.
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CHAPTER II.

PRINCESS JAQUELINE DRINKS THE MOON.

When dinner was over and the ladies had

left the room, the king tried to speak seriously

to Prince Eicardo. This was a thing which he

disliked doing very much.

" There's very little use in preaching," his

majesty used to say, " to a man, or, rather, a boy,

of another generation. My taste was for books
;

I only took to adventures because I was obliged

to do it. Dick's taste is for adventures ; I only

wish some accident would make him take to

books. But every one must get his experience

for himself ; and when he has got it he is lucky

if it is not too late. I w^ish I could see him in

love with some nice girl who would keep him

at home."

The king did not expect much from talking
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seriously to Dick. However, lie began by

askiog questions about the day's s^Dort, which

Ricardo answered with modesty. Then his

majesty observed that, from all he had ever

read or heard, he believed Ethiopia, where the

figlit was, to be in Africa, not in Asia.

" I really wish, Kicardo, that you would at-

tend to your geography a little more. It is

most necessary to a soldier that he should know

where his enemy is, and if he has to fight the

Dutch, for instance, not to start with his army

foi' Central Asia."

'^ I could always spot them through the magic

glass, father," said Dick ;
" it saves such a lot

of trouble. I hate geography."

" But the glass might be lost or broken, or

the fairies might take it away, and then where

are you ?"

" Oh, you would know where to go, or Mr.

Belsham."

Now Mr. Belsham was his tutor from Ox-

ford.

" But I shall not always be here, and when I

die
"
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" Don't talk of dying, sire," said Dick.

^' Why, you are not so very old
;
you may

live for years yet. Besides, I can't stand the

notion. You must live forever !''

" That sentiment is unusual in a crown

prince," thought the king ; but he was pleased

for all that.

" Well, to oblige you, I'll try to struggle

against old age," he said ;
" but there are always

accidents. Now, Dick, like a good fellow, and

to please me, work hard all to-morrow till the

afternoon. I'll come in and help you. And

there's always a splendid evening rise of trout

in the lake just now, so you can have your play

after your work. You'll enjoy it more, and I dare

say you are tired after a long day with

the big game. It used to tire me, I remem-

ber."

" I am rather tired," said Dick ; and indeed

he looked a little pale, for a day in the inside of

a gigantic sea-monster is fatiguing, from the

heat and Avant of fresh air which are usually

found in such places. "I think Til turn in
;

good-night, my dear old governor," he said, in
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an affectionate manner, though he was not

usually given to many words.

Then he went and kissed his mother and the

Princess Jaqueline, whom he engaged to row

him on the lake next evenino^ wliile he fished.

" And don't you go muffing them with the

landing-net, Jack, as you generally do," said

his Royal Highness, as he lit his bedroom

candle.

"I wish he would not call me Jack," said the

princess to the queen.

''It's better than Lina, my dear," said her

majesty, who in late life had become fond of

her little joke ;
" that always sounds as if some

one else was fatter—and I hope there is not

some one else."

The princess was silent, and fixed her eyes

on her book.

Presently the king came in, and played a

game with Lina at picquet. When they weie

all going to bed, he said

:

"Just come into the study, Lina. I want

you to write a few letters for me."

The princess followed him and took her seat
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at the writing table. The letters were very

short. One was to Herr Schnipp, tailor to the

king and royal family ; another was to the royal

swordmaker, another to the bootmaker, another

to the optician, another to the tradesman who

supplied the august family with carpets and

rugs, another to his majesty's hatter. They

were all summoned to be at the palace early

next morning. Then his majesty yawned,

apologized, and Avent to bed.

The princess also went to her room, or bower

as it was theu called, but not to sleep.

8he was unhappy that Dick did not satisfy

his father, and that he was so careless, and also

about other things.

^' And \vhy does the king want all these tailors

and batters so suddenly—telescope-makers and

sw^ordmakers and shoemakers, too ?" she asked

herself, as she stood at the window watching the

moon.

" I could find out. I could turn myself into

a doo; or a cat, and 2fo into the room where he

is giving his orders. But that is awkAvard, for

when the servants see Rip " (that was the dog)
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^^iii two 2^1aces at once, they begin to tliink tlie

palace is haunted, and it makes people talk.

Besides, I know it is wrong to listen to what

one is not meant to hear. It is often difficult

to be a magician and a good girl. The tempta-

tions are so strong, stronger than most people

allow for."

So she remained, with the moon shining on

her pretty yellow hair and her white dress,

wondering what the king intended to do, and

whether it was something that Dick would not

like.

^^How stupid of me," she said at length,

" after all the lessons I have had. AVhy, I can

drink the moon !"

Now, this is a way of knowing what any one

else is thinking of and intends to do, for the

moon sees and knows everything. Whether it,

is quite fair is another matter ; but, at all events,

it is not listening. And any one may see that,

if you are a magician, like the Princess Jaque-

line, a great many difficult questions as to what

is right and wrong at once occur which do not

trouble other people. King Prigio's secret
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why he sent for the tailor and the other people,

was his own secret. The princess decided that

she would not find it out by turning herself

into Kip or the cat (whose name was Semira-

mis), and, so far, she was quite right. But she

was very young, and it never occurred to her

that it was just as wrong to find out what the

king meant by drinking the moon as by listen-

ing in disguise. As she grew older she learned

to know better ; but this is just the danger of

teaching young girls magic, and for that

very reason it has been given up in most

countries.

However, the princess did not think about

right and \vrong, unluckily. She went to the

bookcase and took down her " Cornelius Agrip-

pa," in one great tall black volume, with silver

clasps which nobody else could open ; for, as the

princess said, there are books \vhich it would

never do to leave lying about where the servants

or anybody could read them. Nobody could

undo the clasps, however strong or clever he

might be ; but the princess just breathed on

them and made a sign, and the book flew open
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at tlie right pl.'ice—book iv., chapter vi., about

the middle* of page 576.

The magic spell was in Latin, of course ; but

the princess knew Latin very well, and soon

she had the magic song by heart. Then she

closed the book and put it back on the shelf.

Then she threw^ open the window and drew back

the curtains, and put out all the lights except

two scented candles that burned with a white

tire under a round mirror with a silver frame,

opposite tlie window. And into that mirror the

moon shone wliite and full, filling all tlie S[)ace

of it, so that the room was steeped in a strange

silver lig^ht. Now the whole room seemed

to sway gently, waving and treml)ling; and as

it trembled it sounded and rang with a low

silver music, as if it were filled with the waves

of the sea.

Then the princess took a great silver basin,

covered ^s^ith stranu^e black sii^ns and fifrures

raised in tlie silver. She j)oured water into the

basin, and as she poured it she sang the magic

spell from the Latin book. It was something

like this, in English :



The Princess diunks the Moon.—Page 139.
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*' Oh Lady Moon, on the waters riding,

On shining waters, in silver sheen.

Show me the secret the heart is hiding,

Show me the truth of the thought, oh Queen!

" Oh waters white, where the moon is riding,

That knows what shall be and what has been.

Tell me the secret the heart is hiding,

"Wash me the truth of it, clear and clean!''

As she sang the water in the silver basin foamed

and bubbled, and then fell still again ; and the

princess knelt in the middle of the room, and

the moon and the white light from the mirror

of the moon fell in the water.

Then the princess raised the basin, and stooped

her mouth to it and drank the water, spilling a

few drops—and so she drank the moon and the

knowledge of the moon. Then the moon was

darkened without a cloud, and there was dark-

ness in the sky for a time, and all the dogs

in the world began to howl. When ine moon

shone again, the princess rose and put out the

two white lights, and drew the curtains; and

presently she went to bed.
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" Now I know all about it/' slie said. " It is

clever ; everything the king does is clever, and

he is so kind that I dare say he does not mean

any harm. But it seems a cruel trick to play

on poor liicardo. However, Jaqueline is on

the watch, and I'll show them a girl can do

more than people think "—as, indeed, she

could.

. After meditating in this way, the princess fell

asleep, and did not waken till her maid came

to call her.

" Oh ! your royal highness, what's this on the

floor ?" said the faithful Kosina, as she was

arranging the princess' things for her to get up.

'' Why, what is it ?" asked the princess.

" Ever so many—four, five, six, seven—little

shining drops of silver lying on the carpet, as

if they had melted and fallen there !"

" They have not hurt the carpet ?" said the

princess. " Oh, dear ! the queen won't be

pleased at all. It was a little chemical experi-

ment I was trying last night."

But she knew very well that she must have

dropped seven drops of the enchanted water.
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" No, your royal highness, the carpet is not

harmed," said Eosina ;
'* only your royal high,

ness should do thes^ things in the laboratory.

Her majesty has often ; oke about it."

" You are quite right," said the princess

;

" but as there is no harm done, we'll say nothing

about it this time. And, Rosina, you may keep

the silver drops for yourself."

" Your royal highness is always very kind,"

said Rosina, which was true ; but how mucij

better and wiser it is not to bei^in to deceive !

We never know how far we may be carried, and

so Jaqueline found out.

For when she went down to breakfast there

was the king in a great state of excitement, for

him.

" It's most extraordinary," said his majesty.

" What is ?" asked the queen.

'^ Why, didn't you notice it ? No, you had

gone to bed before it happened. But I was

taking a w^alk in the moonlight, on the balcony,

and I observed it carefully."

" Observed what, my dear?" asked the queen,

who was pouring out the tea.
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" Didn't you see it, Dick ? Late as usual, you

young dog !" the king remarked as Ricardo

entered the room.

'^ See what, sir ?" said Dick.

*^ Oh, you were aslee^^ hours before, now 1

think of it ! But it was the most extraordinary

thing—an unpredicted eclipse of the moon !

You must have noticed it, Jaqueline; you sat up

later. How the dogs howled !"

" No ; I mean yes," murmured poor Jaque-

line, who of course had caused the whole affair

by her magic arts, but who had forgotten in the

excitement of the moment that an eclipse of the

moon, especially if entirely unexpected, is likely

to attract very general attention. eJaqueline

could not bear to tell a fib, especially to a king

w^ho had been so kind to her ; besides, fibbing

would not alter the facts.

"Yes, I did see it," she admitted, blushing.

" Had it not been predicted ?"

" Not a word about it whispered anywhere,"

said his majesty. " I looked up the almanac

at once. It is the most extraordinary thing I

ever saw, and I've seen a good many."
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"The astronomers must be duffers," said

Prince Ricardo. " I never thouglit there was

much in physical science of any sort; most

dreary stuff. Why, they say the earth goes

round the sun, whereas any fool can see it is

just the other way."

King Prigio was struck aghast by these senti-

ments in the mouth of his son and heir, the hope

of Pantouilia. But what was the king to say in

reply ? The astronomers of Pantouilia, who con-

ceived that they knew a great deal, had certainly

been taken by surprise this time. Indeed, they

have not yet satisfactorily explained this eclipse

of the moon, though they have written volumes

about it.

" Why, it may be the sun next !" exclaimed

his majesty. *' Anything may happen. The

very laws of gravitation themselves may go

askew !"

At this moment the butler, William, who

had been in the queen's fatnily when she was. a

girl, entered and annoiuiced

:

" Some of the royal tradesmen, by ap23oint-

ment, to see your majesty."
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So the king, wlio had scarcely eaten any

breakfast, much to the annoyance of the queen,

who was not agitated by eclipses, went out

and joined the tailors and the rest of them.
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CHAPTER HI.

THE ADVENTURE OF THE SHOPKEEPERS.

Dick went on with his breakfast. He ate

cold pastry, and poached eggs, and ham, and

rolls, and raspberry jam, and hot cakes ; and he

drank two cups of coffee. Meanwhile the king

had joined the tradesmen who attended by his

orders. They were all met in the royal study,

where the king made them a most splendid

bow, and requested them to be seated. But

they declined to sit in his sacred presence, and

the king observed that in that case he must

stand up.

"I have invited you here, gentlemen," he

said, '* on a matter of merely private im-

portance, but I must request that you will

be entirely silent as to the nature of your

duties. It is difficult, I know, not to talk
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about one's work, but in this instance I am sure

you will oblige me."

" Your majesty has only to command," said

IleiT Schnipp. " There have been inonarchs,

in neiojhborino^ kinofdoms, who would have cut

off all our heads after we had done a bit of

secret business ; but the merest word of your

majesty is law to your loving subjects."

The other merchants murmured assent, for

King Prigio was really liked by his people.

He was always good-tempered and polite.

He never went to war with anybody. He
spent most of the royal income on public

objects, and of course there were scarcely any

taxes to speak of. Moreover, he had abolished

what is called compulsory education, or making

everybody go to school whether he likes it or

not ; a most mischievous and tyrannical meas-

ure !

" A fellow who can't teach himself to

read," said the king, ^' is not worth teaching."

For all these reasons, and because they were

so fond of the queen, his subjects were ready to

do anything in reason for King Prigio.



IlEiiR Schmidt went down on his knees.—Page U.
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Only one tradesman, bowing very deep and

blushing very much, said :

" Your majesty, will you hear me for one

moment V
^' For an hour, with pleasure, Herr Schmidt,"

said the monarch.

" It is an untradesman-like and an unusual

thing to decline an order ; and if your majesty

asked for my heart's blood, I am ready to shed

it, not to speak of anything in the line of my
business—namely, boot and shoe making. But

keep a secret from my wife, I fairly own to

your majesty that I cannot."

Herr Schmidt went down on his knees and

wept.

^' Rise, Herr Schmidt," said the king, taking

him by the hand. " A more honoi'able and

chivalrous confession of an amiable weakness,

if it is to be called a weakness, I never heard.

Sir, you have been true to your honor and your

prince, in face of what few men can bear, the

chance of ridicule. There is no one here, I

ho]3e, but respects and will keej) the secret of

Herr Schmidt's confession?"
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The assembled shopkeepers could scarcely

refrain from tears.

^'Long live King Prigio the Good!" they

exclaimed, and vowed that everything should

be kept dark.

"Indeed, sire," said the swordmaker, "all the

rest of us are bachelors."

"That is none the worse for my purpose,

gentlemen," said his majesty; "but I trust that

you will not long deprive me of sons and sub-

jects worthy to succeed to such fathers. And

now, if Herr Schmidt will kindly find his way

to the buttery, where refreshments are ready,

I shall have the pleasure of conducting you to

the scene of your labors."

Thus speaking, the king, with another mag-

nificent bow, led the way upstairs to a little

turret-room, in a deserted part of the palace.

Bidding the tradesmen enter, he showed them

a large collection of miscellaneous things: an

old cap or two, a pair of boots of a sort long

out of fashion, an old broadsword, a shabby old

Peisian rug, an ivory spyglass, and other

articles. These were, in fact, the fairy presents,
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which had been given to the king at his

christening, and by aid of which (and his

natural acuteness) he liad, in his youth, suc-

ceeded in many remarkable adventures.

The caps were the wishing cap and the cap

of darkness. The rug was the famous carpet

whicli carried its owner through the air where-

ever he wished to go. The sword was the

sword of sharpness. The ivory glass showed

you any one you wanted to see, however far off.

The boots were the seven-league boots which

Hop-o'-my-Thumb stole from the ogi'e about

1697. There were other valua])le objects, but

these were the most useful and celebrated. Of

course the kino^ did not tell the tradesmen what

they were.

"Now, gentlemen," said his majesty, "you

see these old things. For reasons which I must

ask you to excuse me for keeping to myself, I

wish you to provide me with objects exactly and

precisely similar to these, with all the look of

age."

The tradesmen examined the objects, each

choosing that in his own line of business.
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" As to the sword, sire," said the cutler, " it

is an Andrea Ferrara, a fine old blade. By a

lucky accident I happen to have one at home,

in a small collection of ancient wea2:)ons, exactly

like it. This evening it shall be at your

majesty's disposal."

"Perhaps, Herr Schnitzler, you will kindly

write an order for it, as I Avish no one of you to

leave the palace, if you can conveniently stay,

till your business is finished."

"With pleasure, your majesty," says the

cutler.

" As to the old rug," said the upholsterer, " I

have a Persian one quite identical with it at

home, at your majesty's service."

" Then you can do like Herr Schnitzler," who

was the cutler.

"And I," said the hatter, have two old caps

just like these, part of a bankrupt theatrical

stock."

"AVe are most fortunate," said the king.

"The boots, now I come to think of it, are un-

important, at least for the present. Perhaps

we can borrow a pair from the theatre."
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" As for the glass," said the optician, ^' if your

majesty will allow me to take it home with

me-^
"

" I am afraid I cannot part with it," said the

king ;
^' but that, too, is unimportant, or not very

pressing."

Then be called for a servant, to order luncheon

for the shopkeepers, and paper for them to write

their orders on. But no one was within hearing,

and in that very old part of the palace there

were no bells.

"Just pardon me for an instant while I run

downstairs," said his majesty; "and, it seems a

strange thing to ask, but may I advise you not

to sit down on that carpet ? I liave a reason

for it."

In fact, he was afraid that some one might sit

down on it, and wish he was somewhere else,

and be carried away, as was the nature of the

carpet.

King Prigio was not absent a minute, for lie

met William on the stairs; but when he came

back there was not one single person in tlie

turret-room

!
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" Where on earth are they ?" cried the king,

rusliiiig through all the rooms in that part of the

castle. He shouted for them, and looked every-

where ; but there was not a trace of tailor, hatter,

optician, swordmaker, upholsterer.

The king hastened to a window over the gate^

and saw the sentinels on duty.

"Hi!" he called.

And the sentinels turned round, looked up,

and saluted.

"Have you seen any one go ( it?" he cried.

"No one, sire," answered the soldiers.

The king, who began to guess what had hap-

pened, hurried back to the turret-room.

There were all the tradesmen, with parcels

under their arms.

"What means this, gentlemen?" said his maj-

esty severely. "For what reason did you leave

the room without my permission?"

They all knelt down, humbly imploring his

compassion.

" Get up, you donkeys !" said the king, forget-

ting his politeness. "Get up, and tell me where

you have been hiding youiselves."
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The hatter came forward, and said

:

"Sire, you will not believe me; indeed, I can

scarcely believe it myself!"

"Nor none of us can't," said the swordmaker.

" We have been home, and brought the articles.

All orders executed with punctuality and dis-

patch," he added, quoting his own advertisement

without thinking of it.

On this the swordmaker took out and exhib-

ited the Andrea Ferrara blade, which was

exactly like the sword of sharpness.

The upholsterer undid his parcel, and there

was a Persian rug, which no one could tell from

the magical carpet.

The hatter was fumbling with the string of

his parcel, when he suddenly remembered, a\ hat

the king in his astonishment had not noticed,

that he had a cap on himself. He pulled it off

in a hurry, and the king at once saw that it was

his wishing cap, and understood all about the

aifair.

The hatter, in his absence, had tried on

the wishing cap, and had wished that he himself

^nd his friends were all at home and back again
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with their wares at the palace. And what he

wished liappened, of course, as was natural.

In a moment the king saw how much talk

this business would produce in the country, and

he decided on the best way to stop it.

Seizing the wishing cap, he put it on, wished

all the tradesmen, including the shoemaker, back

in the town at their shops, and also wished that

none of them should remember anything about

the whole affair.

In a moment he was alone in the turret-room.

As for the shopkeepers, they had a kind of idea

that they had dreamed something odd ; but, as

it went no further, of course they did not talk

about it, and nobody was any the wiser.

" Owl that I am !" said King Prigio to him-

self. " I might have better wished for a com-

plete set of sham fairy things which would not

work. It would have saved a great deal cf

trouble; but I am so much out of the habit of

using the cap that I never thought of it. How-

ever, what I have got will do very well.

Then, putting on the cap of darkness, that

nobody might see him, he carried all the real
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fairy articles away, except the seven-league

boots, to his own room, where he locked them

up, leaving in their place the sham wishing cap,

the sham cap of darkness, the sham sword of

sharpness, and the carpet which was not a magic

carpet at all.

His idea was, of coarse, that Ricardo would

start on an expedition, confiding in his fairy

things, and he would find that they did not act.

Then he would be left to his own cleverness and

courage to get him out of the scrape. That

would teach him, thought the king, to depend

on himself, and to set a proper value on clever-

ness and learning, and minding his book.

Of course, he might have locked the things

up, and forbidden Ricardo to touch them; but

that might have seemed harsh. And, as you

may easily imagine, with all the powers at his

command, the king fancied he could easily

rescue Ricardo from any very serious danger

at the hands of giants or magicians or monsters.

He only wanted to give him a fright or two, and

make him respect the judgment of older and

wiser people than himselt
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CHAPTER IV.

TWO LECTUKES.

For several days Prince Ricardo minded his

books, and, according to his tutors, made consid-

erable progress in polite learning. Perhaps he

ought not to be praised too highly for this,

because, in fact, he saw no means of distinguish-

ing himself by adventures just at that time.

Every morning he would climb the turret, and

sweep the horizon, and even much beyond tlie

horizon, with the ivory spyglass. But look as

he would he saw no monsters preying on human-

kind anywhere, nor princesses in distress. To

be sure, he saw plenty of poor people in distress,

and, being a good-liearted though careless lad,

Dick would occasionally fly off, with the purse of

Fortunatus in his pocket, and give them as

much money as they needed—it cost him nothing.
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But this was not the kind of adventure which he

enjoyed. Dragons for his money !

One day the Princess Jaqueline took a curi-

ous plan of showing Ricardo how little interest,

after all, there is in performing the most won-

derful exploits without any real difficulty or

danger. They were drifting before a light

breeze on a hill lake ; Ricardo was fishing, and

Jaqueline was sculling a sti'oke now and then,

just to keep the boat right with the wind.

Ricardo had very bad sport, when suddenly the

trout began to rise all over the lake. Dick got

excited and stumbled about the boat from stern

to bow, tripping over Jaqneline's feet, and

nearly upsetting the vessel in his hurry to throw

his flies over every trout he saw feeding. But

as too often occurs, they w^ere taking one par-

ticular fly which was on the water, and would

look at nothing else.

*' Oh, bother them !" cried Ricardo. ^' I can't

find a fly in my book in the least like that little

black one they are feeding on !"

He tried half a dozen different fly-hooks, but

all to no purpose ; he lost his temper, got his
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tackle entangled in Jaque*line's hair and then in

the landing-net ; and, though such a big boy, he

was nearly crying with vexation.

The Princess Jaqueline, with great pains and

patience, disentangled the casting line, first from

her hair, which Ricardo was anxious to cut (the

great stupid oaf—her pretty hair !), then from

the landing-net ; but Dick had grown sulky.

" It's no use," he said ;
" I have not a fly that

will suit. Let's go home," and he threw a tin

can at a rising trout.

^' Now, Dick," said Jaqueline, " you know I

can help you. I did not learn magic for noth-

ing. Just you look the other way for a minute

or two, and you will find the right fly at the

end of your line."

Dick turned his head away (it is not proper

to look on at magical arts), and then in a

moment saw the right hook on his cast

;

but Jaqueline was not in the boat. She had

turned herself into an artificial fly (a small

black gnat), and Dick might set to his sport

asrain.

" What a trump that girl is," he said aloud.
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" Clever, too !" and he began casting. He got

a trout every cast, great big ones, over a pound,

and soon he had a basketful. But he began to

feel rather bored.

" There's not much fun taking them," he said,

*' when they are so silly."

At that very moment he noticed that the fly

was off his cast, and Jaqueline was sitting at

the oars.

" You see, Ricardo," she said, " I was right

after all. There is not much pleasure in sport

that is easy and certain. Now, apply this

moral to drag-oii -kill ins; with niao'ic instruments.o o o

It may be useful when one is obliged to defend

oneself, but surely a prince ought not to give

his whole time to nothing^ else !"

Dick had no answer ready, so he only

grumbled

:

*' You're always preaching at me, Jack

;

everybody always is. I seem to have been born

just to be preached at."

Some people are ; and it does grow rather

tedious in the long run. But perhaps ^^dlat

Jaqueline said may have made some impres-
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sion on Ricardo, for he stuck to his books for

weeks, and was got into decimal fractions and

Euclid.

All this, of course, pleased the king very

much, and he began to entertain hopes of

Ricardo's becoming a wise and learned prince,

and a credit to his illustrious family.

Things were not always to go smoothly—far

from it ; and it was poor Jaqueline who fell into

trouble next. She had been very ready to

lecture Dick, as we saw, and took a good deal

of credit to herself for his steadiness. But one

day King Prigio happened to meet Jaqueline's

maid, Rosina, on the stairs; and as Rosina was

a pretty girl, and the king was always kind to

his dependents, he stopped to have a chat with

her.

" Why, Rosina, what a pretty little silver

cross you are wearing," he said, and he lifted a

curious ornauient which hung from a chain on

Rosina's neck. It consisted of seven drops of

silver, set like this

:



H'm! " SAID THE King. "Very curious and pretty!"—Page 161.
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" May I look at it ?" his majesty asked, and

Rosina, all in a flutter, took it off and gave it to

him. " H'm !' said the king. " Very curious

and pretty ! May I ask you where you got

this, Eosina V
Now Rosina generally had her answer ready,

and I am very sorry to say that she did not

always speak the truth when she could think of

anything better. On this occasion she was

anxious to think of somethins: better for fear of

getting Jaqueline into a scrape about the chem-

ical experiment in her bedroom. But Eosina

was fluttered, as we said, by the royal kindness,

and she could think of nothing but to courtesy,

and say

:

'^ Please, your majesty, the princess gave me

the drops."

" Very interesting," said the king. ^' There is

a little white moon shining in each of them ! I

wonder if they shine in the dark ?"
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He opened the door of a cupboard which had

DO windows, where the housemaid kept her

mops and brooms, and shut himself in. Yes,

there was no mistake ; the darkness was quite

lighted up with the sheen of the seven little

moons in the silver. The king looked rather

grave.

"If you can trust me with this cross till to-

morrow, Rosina, I should like to have it ex-

amined and analyzed. This is no common

silver."

Of course Rosina could only courtesy, but she

was very much ahirined about the consequences

to her mistress.

After luncheon the kinu^ asked Jaqueline to

come into his study, as he often did, to help

him with his letters. When they had sat down,

his majesty said :

" My dear Jaqueline, I never interfere with

your pursuits, but I almost doubt whether

'Cc^rnelius Agrippa' is a good book for a veiy

young lady to read. The Fairy Paribanou, I

am sure, taught you nothing beyond the ordinary

magical accom23lisliments suited to your rank
;
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but there are a great many things in the

^ Cornelius ' which I think you should not study

till you are older and wiser."

" AVhat does your majesty mean ?" said poor

Jaqueline, feeling very imcomfortable ; for the

king tad never lectured her before.

^' Why," said his majesty, taking the silver

cross out of his pocket, '^ did you not give this

to Rosina?"

" Yes, sire, I did give her the drops. She

had them made up herself."

"Then give it back to her when you see her

next. I am glad you are frank, Jaqueline.

And you know, of course, that the di'ops ai*e

not ordinary silver ? They are moon silver,

and that can only be got in one way, so far as

1 know, at least—when one spills the water

when he or she is drinking the moon. Now,

there is only one book which tells how that can

be done, and there is only one reason for doing

it, namely, to find out what is some other per-

son's secret. I shall not ask you whose seci'et

you wanted to find out, but I must request you

never to do such a thing again without consult-
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ing me. You can have no reason for it, such

as a great king might have whose enemies are

plotting against his country."

'^ Oh, sire, I will tell you everything," cried

Jaqueline.

" No, don't ; I don't want to know. ' I am

sure you will make no use of your information

which you think I should not approve of. But

there is another thing—that eclipse of the

moon ! Oh, Jaqueline, was it honorable or fair

to the astronomers and men of science to say

nothing about it? Their European reputations

are seriously injured."

Poor Jaqueline could only cry.

" Never mind," said his majesty, comforting

her. " There is no great harm done yet, and

perhaps they would not believe you if you did

explain ; but just think, if some people ceased

to believe in science what would they have left

to believe in ? But you are young, of course,

and cannot be expected to think of everything."

" I never thought about it at all," wept

Jaqueline.

"
' Evil is wrought by ^\ant of thought,'

"
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said the king, quoting the poet. "Now run

away, dry your tears, and I think you had

better bring me that book, and I'll put it back

in one of the locked-up shelves. Later, when

you are older, we shall see about it."

The princess flew to her room, and returned

with her book. And the king kissed her, and

told her to go and see if her majesty meant to

take a drive.

" I'll never deceive him again, never . . .

unless it is quite necessary," said the princess

to herself. " Indeed, it is not so easy to deceive

the king. What a lot he has read!"

In fact. King Prigio had been very studious

as a young man, before he came to the throne.

" Poor child !" thous^ht the kino:. " No doubt

she was trying her fortune, wondering if Ricardo

cares for her a little. Of course I could not let

her tell me that, poor child
!"

In this guess, as we know, his majesty was

mistaken, which seldom happened to him.

"I wonder who slie is?" the king \\ent on,

speaking to himself. "That great booby,

Ricardo, saved her from wild birds, which were
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just going to eat her. She was fastened to a

mountain top, but where ? that's the question.

Kicardo never has any notion of geography. It

was across the sea, he noticed that ; but which

sea— Atlantic, Pacific, the Bhick Sea, the

Caspian, the Sea of Marmora, the Red Sea, the

Indian Ocean, the German Ocean, the Mediter-

ranean ? Her ornaments were very peculiar

:

there was a broad gold sun on her breast. I

must look at them again some day. She said

she was being sacrificed to wild birds (which

her people worshiped), because there was

some famine, or war, or trouble in the country.

She said she was a daughter of the sun ; but

that, of course, is absurd, unless— By Jove !

I believe I have it,'' said the king, and he went

into the royal library and was looking for some

old Spanish book, when his secretary came and

said that the Russian ambassador was waiting

for an interview with his majesty.

"Dismal old Muscovite!" sighed the king.

" i^ monarch has not a moment to himself for

his private studies. Ah, Prigio ! why wert thou

not born to a private station ? But duty before
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everything," and wreathing liis royal counte-

nance in smiles, his majesty prepared to give

Count Snoreonski an audience.

It was all about the attitude of Pantouilla in

the event of a Polish invasion of Russia. The

king reassured Count Snoreonski, affirming that

Pantouflia, while deeply regretting the disturbed

relations between two states in whose welfare

she was dee[)ly interested, would ever preserve

an attitude of benevolent neutrality, unless her

own interests were threatened.

'' I may give your message to my august

mistress, the czarina?" said the ambassador.

^' By all means, adding an expression of my
tender interest in her majesty's health and wel-

fare," said the king, presenting the count at the

same time with a magnificent diamond snuffbox

containing his portrait.

The old count was affected to tears, and with-

drew, while King Prigio said

:

"I have not lost a day; I have made an

amiable but very stupid man happy."

Such are, or rather such were, the toils of

monarchs

!
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CHAPTER V.

PRINCE RICARDO CROSSES THE PATH OF HISTORY.

^' I SAY, Jack,'' said Prince Ricardo one

morning, '' here's a queer letter for me !"

King Prigio Lad gone to a distant part of bis

dominions, on business of importance, and the

young people were sitting in the royal study.

The letter, which Ricardo handed to Jaqueline,

was written on a great broad sheet of paper,

folded up without any envelope, as was the

custom then, and was sealed with a huge seal

in red wax.

" I don't know the arms," Ricardo said.

" Oh, Ricardo, how you do neglect your

heraldry! Old Green Stocking is in despair

over your ignorance."

Now Green Stocking was the chief herald of

Pantouflia, just like Blue Mantle in England.
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^^ Why, these are the royal arms of England,

you great, ignorant Dick!"

"But Ivonie isn't in England, is it?—and the

postmark is 'Koma:' that's Home in some

lingo, I expect. It is in Latin, anyhow, I know.

Mortuus est RomcB—^Ile died at Kome.' It's

in the Latin grammar. Let's see what the fel-

low says," added Eicardo, breaking the seal.

" He begins, ^Prins and dear Cousin !' I say,

Jaqueline, he spells it ^Prins;' now it is

P-r-i-n-c-e. He must be an ignorant fellow !"

"People in glass houses should not throw

stones, Dick," said Jaqueline.

"He signs himself ' Charles, P. W.' " said

Ricardo, looking at the end. "Who on earth

can he be? Why does he not put 'P. W.
Charles,' if these are his initials? Look here,

it's rather a long letter; you might read it to us,

Jack !"

The princess took the epistle and began:

*' How nice it smells, all scented ! The paper

is gilt-edged, too."

" Luxurious beggar, whoever he is," said

Ricardo.
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"Well, he says : 'Prins and dear Cousin

—

You and me' (oh, what grammar!) 'are much

the same age, I being fifteen next birthday, and

we should be better ackwainted. All the wurld

has herd of the fame of Prins Ricardo, whose

name is feerd, and his sord dreded, wherever

there are Monsters and Tirants. Prins, you

may be less well informed about my situation.

I have not killed any Dragguns, there being

nun of them here; but I have been under fiar,

at Gaeta; Where's Gaeta, Dick?"

" Never heard of it," said Ricardo.

" Well, it is in Italy, and it was besieged

lately. He goes on: 'And I am told that I did

not misbehave myself, nor disgrace the blud of

Bruce.'

"

"I've heard of Robert Bruce," said Dick;

" he was the man who did not kill the spider,

but he cracked the head of Sir Harry Bohun

with one whack of his ax. I remember him

well enough."

"Well, your correspondent seems to be a

descendant of his."

"That's getting more interesting," said Dick,
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" I Avish my father would go to war with some-

body. A¥itb the sword of sharpness I'd make

tlie enemy whistle! Drive on, Jack."

" ' As a prins in distress I apeal to your vallei,

so renouued in Europe. I am kept out of my

own; my royal father, King Gems'—well, this

is the Avorst spelling I ever saw in my life ! He

means King James—^my royal father, King

Gen]s, being druv into exile by a crewl Usurper,

the Elector of Hannover. King Gems is old,

and likes a quiat life; but I am determined to

make an effort, if 1 go alone, and Europe shall

hear of Prins Charles. Having heaid—as who

has not ?—of your royal Highnesses courage and

sordsmanship, I throw myself at your feet, and

implore you to asist a prins in distres. Let

our sorils be drawn tos^ether in the cans of

freedom and an outraged country, my own.
'^

' I remain,

" 'Prins and dear Cuzen,

"^Charles, P. W.'

^'P. W. means Prince of AVales," added

Jaqueline, '' He is turned out of England, you

know, and lives at Rome with bis father,"
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"I like that chap," said Prince Ricardo.

" He does not spell very well, as you say, but

I sometiuies make mistakes myself; and I like

his spirit. IVe been looking out for an adven-

ture ; but the big game is getting shy, and my

sword rusts in its scabbard. I'll tell you what,

Jack—IVe an idea ! I'll put him on the throne

of his fathers; it's as easy as shelling peas : and

as for that other fellow, the elector, I'll send

him back to Hanover, wherever that may be,

and he can go on electing, and polling his vote

in peace and quietness, at home. Just wait till

I spot the places."

The prince ran up to the turret, fetched the

magic spyglass, and looked up London, Rome,

and Hanover, as you would in a map.

*'Well, Dick, but how do you mean to do

it?"

^' Do it ?—nothing simpler ! I just take my

seven-league boots, run over to Rome, pick up

Prince Charles, put him on the magic carpet,

fly to London, clap the cap of darkness on him so

that nobody can see him, set him down on the

tlirone of his fathers
;
pick up the elector, carry
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him over to his beloved Hanover, and the trick

is done—what they call a bloodless revolution

in the history books."

" But if the English don't like Prince Charles

when they get him ?"

'^ Like him? they're sure to like him, a young

fellow like that ! Besides, I'll take the sword

with me in case of accidents."

" But, Dick, it is your father s rule that you

are never to meddle in the affairs of other

countries, and never to start on an expedition

when he is not at home."

"Oh, he won't mind this time! There's no

kind of danger ; and I'm sure he will approve

of the principle of the thing. Kings must stick

up for each other. Why, some electing char-

acter mio:ht come here and kick us out !"

"Your father is not the sort of king who is

kicked out," said Jaqueline.

But there was no use in talking^ to Dick. He
made his simple pre[)arations, and announced

that he would be back in time for luncheon.

What was poor Jaqueline to do ?

She was extremely anxious. She knew, as



I'r4 PRT^XE PRIGIO.

we saw, Avhat King Prigio had intended about

changing the fairy things for others that would

not work. She ^vas certain Dick wouhl get

himself into a scrape ; how was she to help

him ? She made up her mind quickly, while

Dick was putting his things together. She

told the queen (it was the nearest to the truth

she could think of) that she " was going for a

turn with Dick." Then she changed herself into

a mosquito—a kind of gnat that bites—and hid

herself under a fold of Dick's coat. Of course

he knew nothing about her being there. Then

he started off in his seven-league boots, and

before you could say " Jack Kobinson " he was

in Rome, in the grounds of a splendid palace

called the Villa Bors^hese.

There he saw an elderly gentleman, in a great

curled wig, sound asleep on a seat beneath a

tree. The old gentleman had a long, pale,

melancholy face, and across his breast was a

broad blue ribbon witli a star. Ah ! how

chano^ed was Kins; James from the handsome

Prince who had loved fair Beatrix Esmond,

thirty years ago! Near him were two boys,
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not quite so old as Prince Ricardo. The

younger was a pretty dark boy, with a funny

little roundabout white wig. He was splendidly

dressed in a light-blue silk coat ; a delicate

little lace scarf was tied round his neck ; he had

lace ruffles fallins: about his little ring^ed hands:

he had a pretty sword, ^vith a gold handle set

with diamonds—in fact, he was the picture of

a little dandy. The other lad had a broad

Scotch bonnet on, and no wig ; beautiful silky

yellow locks fell about his shoulders. He had

laid his sword on the grass. He was dressed

in tartan, which Ricardo had never seen before
;

and he wore a kilt, which was also new to

Ricardo, who wondered at his bare legs—for he

was wearing shoes with no stockings. In his

hand he held a curious club, with a long slim

handle, and a head made heavy with lead, and

defended with horn. With this he was aiming

at a little white ball ; and suddenly he swung

up the club and sent the ball out of sight in the

air, ovei" several trees.

Prince Ricardo stepped up to this boy, took

off his cap, and said:
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" I think I have the honor of addressing the

Prince of Wales ?"

Prince Charles started at the sight of a

gentleman in long riding-boots, girt with a

broadsword, which was not then generally

worn, and carrying a Persian rug under his

arm.

^' That is what I am called, sir," he said, " by

those who give me the title which is mine by

right. May I inquire the reason which offers

me the pleasure of this unexpected interview ?"

^'Oh, Pm Ricardo of Pantouflia !" says Dick.

^' I had a letter from you this mornings and I

believe you wanted to see me."

'^ From Pantouflia, sir," said Prince Charles
;

" why, that is hundreds of leagues away !"

"It is a good distance," said Dick; "but a

mere step when you wear seven-league boots

like mine."

" My dear prince," said Charles, throwing

himself into his arms with rapture, and kissing

him in the Italian fashion, which Dick did not

half like, "you are, indeed, worthy of your

reputation ; and these are the celebrated seven-
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league boots ? Harry," he cried to his brother,

" come liere at oiice and let me present you to

his royal liighness, our illustrious ally, Prince

Ricardo of Pantouflia. The Duke of York

—

Prince Ricardo of Pantouflia, Gentlemen, know

each other
!"

The prince bowed in the most stately manner.

'^I say," said Dick, who was seldom at all

up to the standard of royal conversation,

" what's that game you were playing ? It's

new to me. You sent the ball a tremendous

Ions: shot."

" The game is called golf, and is the favorite

pastime of my loyal Scottish subjects," said

Prince Charles. '* For that reason, that I may

be able to share the amusements of my people,

whom I soon hope to lead to a glorious victory,

followed by a peaceful and prosperous reign, I

am acquiring a difficult art. Pm practicing

walking Avithout stockings, too, to harden my

feet," he said, in a more familiar tone of voice.

"I fancy there are plenty of long marches be

fore me, and I would not be a spear's length

behind the hardiest Hio-h lander.''
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" By Jove ! I respect you," said Dick, with

the greatest sincerity ;
" but I don't think, with

me on your side, you will need to make many

marches. It will all be plain sailing."

"Pray explain your plan," said Prince

Charles. '^ The task of conquering back the

throne of my fathers is not so simple as you

seem to suppose."

" Pve done a good many difficult things,"

said Dick modestly.

"The conqueror of the magician Gorgon-

zola, and the giant who never knew when he

had enough, need not tell me that," said Prince

Charles, with a courteous allusion to two of

Ricardo's most prodigious adventures.

" Oh ! IVe very little to be proud of, really,"

said Dick, blushing ; "any one could do as much

with my fairy things, of which, no doubt, you

have heard. With a sword of sharpness and a

cap of darkness, and so forth, you have a great

pull over almost anything."

" And you really possess those talismans ?"

said the prince.

" Certainly I do. You see how short a
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time I took in coming to your call from Pan-

touflia."

" And has holy church," asked the Duke of

York with anxiety, " given her sanction and her

blessing to these instruments of an art usually,

in her wisdom, forbidden?"

" Oh, never mind holy church, Harry !" said

Prince Charles. " This is business. Besides,

the English are Protestants."

" I pray for their convei'sion daily," said the

Duke of York.

^' The end justifies the means, you know,"

ans>vered Prince Charles. ^*
^ All's fair in love

and war.'
"

"I should think so," said Picardo, "especially

against those brutes of electors ; they give

trouble at home sometimes."

" You, too, are plagued with an elector ?"

asked Prince Charles.

" An elector ? thousands of them !" answered

Dick, who never could understand anything

about politics.

Prince Charles looked puzzled, but requested

Dick to explain his great plan.
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They sat down on the giass, and Ricardo

showed them how he meant to manage it, just

as he had told Jaqueline. As he said, nothing

could be simpler.

'* Let's start at once,'' he said, and inducini^

Prince Charles to sit down on the magic carpet,

he cried

:

" England ! St. James' Palace !"

But nothing happened !

The carpet was not the right magic carpet,

but the one which King Prigio had put in its

place.

" Get on ! England, I said !" cried Dick.

But there they remained, under the chestnut

tree, sitting on the carpet above the flowery

grass.

Prince Charles leaped to his feet, his face

like fire, his eyes glowing.

*' Enough of this fooling, sir !" he said. '' It

is easy, but cowardly, to mock at an unfortu-

nate prince. Take your carpet and be off with

you, out of the gardens, or your shoulders shall

taste my club."

"There has been some mistake," Ricardo







PRINCE RICARDO. 181

said ;
" the wrong carpet lias been brought by

accident, or the cai-pet has lost its power."

" In this sacred city, blessed by the presence

of his holiness the pope, and the relics of so

many martyrs and saints, magic may well cease

to be potent," said the Duke of York.

" ISTonsense ! You are an imjDostor, sir

!

Leave my presence !" cried Prince Charles, lift-

ing his golf club.

Dick caught it out of his hand, and broke

across his knee as fine a driver as ever came

from Robertson's shop at St. Andrew's.

'' The quarrels of princes are not settled with

clubs, sir ! Draw and defend yourself !" he

said, kicking off his boots and standing in his

socks on the grass.

Think of the horror of poor Jaqueline, who

witnessed this terrible scene of passion from a

fold in Prince Ricardo's dress ! What could the

girl do to save the lives of two princes, the hopes

of one nation, and of a respectable minority in

another ?

In a moment Prince Charles' rapier was shin-

ing in the sunlight, and he fell on guard in the
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most elegaut attitude, his left hand gracefully

raised and curved.

Dick drew his sword, but as suddenly threw

it down again.

"Hang it!" he exclaimed, *' I can't hit you

with this ! This is the sword of shar[)uess ; it

would cut through your steel and your neck at

a touch."

He paused, and thought.

" Let me beseech your royal highness," he

said to the Duke of York, who was in a terrible

taking, '' to lend your blade to a hand not less

royal than your own."

^' Give him it, Hal !" said Prince Charles, who

was standing with the point of his sword on the

ground, and the blade bent. ^' He seems to

believe in his own nonsense."

The duke yielded his sword ; Dick took it,

made a flourish, and rushed at Prince Charles.

Now Ricardo had always neglected his fenc-

ing lessons. " AVhere's the good of it," he used

to ask, " all that stamping, and' posture-making,

and ha-haing? The sword of sharpness is

enough for me."
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But now he could not, in honor, use the

sword of sharpness ; so on he came, waving the

rapier like a claymore, and made a slice at

Prince Charles' head.

The prince, very much surprised, parried in

[)i'ime, riposted, and touched Dick on the hand.

At this moment the Princess Jaqueline did

what she should have thought of sooner. She

flew out of Dick's coat, and stung old King

James on his royal nose. The king wakened,

nearly crushed the princess (so dangerous is the

practice of magic to the artist), and then leaped

up, and saw Dick's blade flying through the

air, glittering in the sun. The prince had dis-

armed him.

" Halloo ! what's all this ? A moi, mes

gardes P'' cried the old king, in French and

English ; and then he ran up, just in time to

hear Prince Charles say :

^^ Sir, take your life ! I cannot strike an un-

armed man. A prince you may be, but you

have not learned the exercises of gentlemen.'"

" "What is all this, Carluccio ?" asked the old

king. ^* Swords out ! brawling in my very
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presence ! blood drawn !" for Dick's hand was

bleeding a good deal.

Prince Charles, as briefly as possible, ex-

plained the unusual nature of the circum-

stances.

" A king must hear both sides," said King

James. ^^ What reply have you, sir, to make to

his royal highness' statements ?"

" The carpet would not work, sir," said Dick.

"It never happened before. Had I used my
own sword," and he explained its properties,

" the Prince of Wales would not be alive to tell

his story. I can say no more, beyond offering

my apology for a disappointment which I could

not have foreseen. A gentleman can only say

that he is sorry. But wait !" he added ;
" I can

at least prove that my confidence in some of my

resources is not misplaced. Bid me bring you

something— anything— from the ends of the

earth, and it shall be in your hands. I can't

say fairer."

King James reflected, while Prince Ricardo

was pulling on the seven-league boots, ^vhich

he had kicked off to fight more freely, and
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while the Duke of York bandaged Dick's hand

with a kerchief.

"Bring me," said his majesty, "Lord Lovat's

snuff-mull."

" Where does he live ?" said Dick.

" At Gortuleg, in Scotland," answered King

James.

Dick was out of sight before the words were

fairly spoken, and in ten minutes was back,

bearing a large ram's-horn snuffbox, with' a

big cairngorm set in the top, and the Frazer

arms.

" Most astoiiishinof !" said Kinsf James.

"A miracle!" said the Duke of York.

" You have entirely cleared your character,"

said the king. " Your honor is without a stain,

though it is a pity about the carpet. Your

nobility in not using your magical sword, under

the greatest provocation, reconciles me to this

fresh blighting of my hopes. All my allies

fail me," said the poor king with a sigh ;
" you

alone have failed with honor. Carluccio, em-

brace the prince !"

They fell into each other's arms.
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" Prince," said Dick, " you have taught me a

lesson for which I shall not be ungrateful.

With any blade a gentleman should be able to

hold his own in fair fight. I shall no longer

neglect my fencing lessons."

" AVith any blade," said Prince Charles, '' I

shall be happy to find Prince Ricardo by my

side in a stricken field. We shall not part till

I have induced you to accept a sword which I

can never hope to draw against another adver-

sary so noble. In war, my weapon is the clay-

more."

Here the prince offered to Eicardo the ruby-

studded hilt of his rapier, which had a beauti-

ful white shark-skin sheath.

" You must accept it, sir," said King James

;

^' the hilt holds the rubies of John Sobieski."

^' Thank you, prince," said Ricardo, " for the

weapon, which I shall learn to wneld ; and I

entreat you to honor me by receiving this fairy

gift—which you do not need—a ring w^hich

makes all men faithful to the wearer."

The Prince of Wales bowed, and placed the

talisman on his finger*
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Ricardo then, after a few words of courtesy

on both parts, picked up his useless carpet, took

his farewell of the royal party, and with Jaque-

line still hidden under his collar returned at

full speed, but with a heavy heart, to Pan-

touflia, where the palace gong was just sound-

insr for luncheon.

Kicardo never interfered in foreign affairs

again, but his ring proved very useful to Prince

Charles, as you may have read in history.
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CHAPTER VT.

EICAEDOS REPENTANCE.

The queen, as it happened fortunately, was

lunching with one of the ladies of her court.

Ricardo did not come down to luncheon, and

Jaqueliue ate hers alone ; and very moui'nful

she felt. The prince had certainly not come

well out of the adventure. He had failed (as

all attempts to restore the Stuarts always did)
;

he had been wounded, though he had never re-

ceived a scratch in any of his earlier exploits

;

and if his honor was safe, and his good inten-

tions fully understood, that was chiefly due to

Jaqueline, and to the generosity of King James

and Prince Charles.

"I wonder what he's d:)ing?' she said to her-

self, and at last she went up and knocked at

Ricardo's door.
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" (to away," lie said ;
" I don't want to see

anybody. Wlio is it ?"

" It's only me—Jaqueline."

" Go away ! I want nobody."

^' Do let me in, dear Dick ; I have good news

for you," said the princess.

^' What is it ?" said RicardO; unlocking the

door. *' Why do you bother a fellow so ?"

He had been crying—his hand obviously

hurt him badly ; he looked, and indeed he was,

very sulk}^

^' How did you get on in England, Dick ?"

asked the princess, taking no notice of his

bandaged hand.

" Oh, don't ask me !" said Ricardo. ^^ I've

not been to E norland at all."

" Why, what happened ?"

" Everything that is horrid happened," said

Dick ; and then, unable to keep it any longer to

himself, he said :
" I've failed to keep my

promise ; I've been insulted ; I've been beaten

by a fellow younger than myself; and, oh !

how my hand does hurt, and I've got such a

headache ! And what am I to say to my mother
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when she asks why my arm is in a sling ? And
what will my father say ? I'm quite broken

down and desperate. I think I'll run away to

sea;" and indeed he looked very wild and

miserable.

*' Tell me how it all happened, Dick," said the

princess ;
" I'm sure it's not so bad as you make

out. Perhaps I can help you."

^^ How can a girl help a man ?" cried Dick

angrily; and poor Jaqueline, remembering how

she had helped him at the risk of her own life,

when King James nearly crushed her in the

shape of a mosquito, turned her head away and

cried silently.

" I'm a beast," said Dick. " I beg your par-

don, Jack dear. You are always a trump, I

will say ; but I don't see what you can

do."

Then he told her all the story (which, of

course, she knew perfectly well already), except

the part played by the mosquito, of which he

could not be aware.

'*' I was sure it was not so bad as you made it

out, Dick," she said. " You see the old king,
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who is not very wise, but is a perfectly honor-

able gentlemau, gave you the highest praise."

She thought of lecturing him a little about

disobeying his father, but it did not seem a good

opportunity. Besides, Jaqueline had been

lectured herself lately, and had not enjoyed it.

" What am I to say to my mother ?" Dick

repeated.

^' We must think of something to say," said

Jaqueline.
«

" I can't tell my mother anything but the

truth," Ricardo \vent on. " Here's my hand

—

how it does sting ! and she must find out."

"I think I can cure it," said Jaqueline.

^' Didn't you say Prince Charles gave you his

own sword ?"

^' Yes, there it is ; but what has that to do

with it V
^' Everything in the world to do with it, my

dear Dick. IIow^ lucky it is that he gave it to

you !"

And she ran to her own room and brouo^ht

a beautiful golden casket which contained her

medicines.
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Taking out a small vial marked (in letters

of emerald) :

"Weapon Salve,"

the princess drew the bright sword, extracted a

little of the ointment from the vial, and spread

it on a soft silk handkerchief.

" What are you going to do with the sword?"

asked Ricardo.

" Polish it a little," said Jaqueline, smiling,

and she began gently to rub with the salve the

point of the rapier.

As she did so Ricardo's arm ceased to hnrt,

and the look of pain passed from his mouth.

" Why, I feel quite better !" he said. " I can

use my hand as well as ever."

Then he took off the stained handkerchief,

and, lo, there was not even a mark where the

wound had been ! For this was the famous

weapon salve which you may read about in Sir

Kenelm Digby, and which the Lady of Bra!ix-

holm6 used in "The Lay of the Last Minstrel."

But the secret of making it has long been lost,

except in Pantouflia.

" You are the best girl in the world, Jaque-
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line," said Ricardo. " You may give me a kiss

if you like; and I won't call you ^Jack/ or

laugh at you for reading books any more.

There's something in books after all."

The princess did not take advantage of Dick's

permission, but advised him to lie down and

try to sleep.

^' I say, though," he said, ^' what about my
father?"

" The king need never be told anything about

it," said Jaqueline, '^need he?"

"' Oh, that won't do ! I tell my father every-

thing ; but then I never had anything like this

to tell him before. Don't you think, Jaqueline,

you might break it to him ? He's very fond of

you. Just tell him what I told you ; it's every

word of it true, and he ought to know. He

might see something about it in the Mercure de

France:'

This was the newspaper of the period.

" I don't think it will get into the papers,"

said Jaqueline, smiling. " Nobody could tell,

except the king and the princes, and they have

reasons for keeping it to themselves."
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" I don't trust that younger one," said Dick

moodily ;
'^ I don t care for that young man.

Anyway, my father must be told ; and if you

won't, I must.""

" Well, I'll tell him," said Jaqueline. " And

now lie down till evening."

After dinner, in the conservatory, Jaqueline

told King Prigio all about it.

His majesty was very much moved.

"What extraordinary bad luck that family

has !" he thought. '' If I had not changed the

rug, the merest accident. Prince Charles would

hav^e dined at St. James' to-night, and King

George in Hanover. It was the very nearest

thin^
!"

"This meddling with practical affairs will

never do," he said aloud.

" Dick has had a lesson, sire," said the prin-

cess. " He says he'll never mix himself up with

politics again, whatever happens. And he says

he means to study all about them, for he feels

frightfully ignorant; and above all, he means to

practice his fencing."

These remarks were not part of the con versa-
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tion between Kicardo and Jaqueline, but she

considered that Dick meant all this; and really

he did.

^' That is well, as far as it goes," said the

king. "But, Jaqueline, about tliat mosquito?"

for she had told him this part of the adventure.

" That was a very convenient mosquito, though

I don't know how Dick was able to observe it

from any distance. I see your hand in that, my
dear, and I am glad you can make such kind

and wise use of the lessons of the good Fairy

Paribanou. Jaqueline," he added solemnly,

laying his hand on her head, " you have saved

the honor of Pantouilia, which is dearer to me

than life. Without your help I tremble to

think what might have occurred."

The princess blushed very much, and felt

very happy.

" Now run away to the queen, my dear," said

his majesty; " I want to think things over."

He did think them over, and the more he

thoui^ht the more he felt the inconvenience

attending the possession of fairy things.

" An eclipse one day, as nearly as possible a
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revolution soon after !" lie said to himself. ''But

for Jaqueliue, Kicardo's conduct would have

been blazed abroad, England would have been

irritated. It is true she cannot get at Pantouflia

very easily ; we have no seacoast, and we are

surrounded by friendly countries. But it would

have been a ticklish and discreditable position.

I must really speak to Dick," which he did

next morning after breakfast.

'^ You have broken my rules, Bicardo," he said.

" True, there is no great harm done, and you

have confessed frankly ; but how am I to tnist

you any longer ?"

" ril give you my sacred word of honor,

father, that Til never meddle with politics

again, or start on an expedition, without telling

you. I have had enough of it. And 1^11 turn

over a new leaf. I've learned to be ashamed

of my ignorance; and I've sent for Franca-

lanza, and I'll fence every day and read like

anything."

" Very good," said the king. " I believe you

mean what you say. Now go to your fencing

lesson."
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*^Biit 1 say, father," cried Ricardo, "was it

not strange about the magic carpet?"

" I told you not to trust to these things," said

the king. '^Some enchanter may have deprived

it of its power, it may be worn out, some one

may have substituted a common Persian rug;

anything may happen. You must learn to

depend on yourself. Now, be off with you;

I'm busy. And remember, you don't stir with-

out my permission."

The prince ran off, and presently the sounds of

stamping feet and " un, deux; doithleZj degagez,

vite; coiitre de carte^"^ and so forth, might be

heard over a great part of the royal establish-

ment.
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CHAPTER VII.

PRINCE RICARDO AND AN OLD ENEMY.

'' There is one brute I wish I could get up-

sides with," said Ricardo at breakfast one

morning, his mouth full of sardine.

"Really, Ricardo, your language is most un-

princely," said his august father; "I am always

noticing it. You mean, I suppose, that there is

one enemy of the human race whom you wish

to abolish. What is the name of the doomed

foe?"

"Well, he is the greatest villain in history,"

said Ricardo. "You must have read about

him, sir, the Yellow Dwarf."

" Yes, I have certainly studied what is told

us about him," said the king. " He is no

favorite of mine."

" He is the only one, if you notice, sir, of all

the scoundrels about whom our ancestors inform
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us, wlio escaped the doom which he richly

merited at the sword of a good knight."

You may here remark that, since Dick took

to his studies, he could speak when he chose

like a printed book, which was by no means

the case before.

'^ If you remember, he polished off—I mean,

he slew—the Kino^ of the Golden Mines and

the beautiful, though frivolous, Princess Fru-

tilla. All that the friendly mermaid could do

for them was to turn them into a pair of beau-

tiful trees which intertwine their branches.
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Not mucli use in that, sir ! And nothing was

done to the scoundrel. He may be going on

still; and, with your leave, I'll go and try a

sword-thrust with him. Francalanza says I'm

improving uncommon."

" You'll take the usual sword of sharpness "

said his majesty.

"What, sir, to a dwarf? Not I, indeed; a

common small sword is good enough to settle

him."

^' They say he is very cunning of fence," said

the king; "and besides, I have heard something

of a diamond sword that he stole from the King

of the Golden Mines."

"Very likely he has lost it or sold it, the

shabby little miscreant; hoAvever, I'll risk it.

And now I must make my preparations."

The king did not ask what they were ; as a

rule, they were simple. But being in the shop

of the optician that day, standing with his back

to the door, he heard Dick come in and order a

pair of rose-colored spectacles, Avitli which he

was at once provided. The people of PautouHia

were accustomed to wear them, saying that they
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improved the complexions of ladies whom they

met, and added cheerfulness to things in general.

''Just plain rose-colored glass, Herr Spex,"

said Dick; ''I'm not short-sighted/'

"The boy is beginning to show some sense,"

said the king to himself, knowing the nature

and the difficulties of the expedition.

Ricardo did not disguise his intention of

taking with him a Dandy Dinmont terrier,

named Pepper, and the king, who understood

the motive of this precaution, silently approved.

" The lad has come to some purpose and fore-

thought," the king said, and he gladly advanced

a considerable sum for the puichase of croco-

diles' eggs, which can rarely be got quite fresh.

When Jaqueline had made the crocodiles' eggs,

with millet-seed and sugar-candy, into a cake for

the dwarf's lions, Ricaido announced that his

preparations were complete.

Not to be the mere slave of custom, he made

this expedition on horseback, and the only

magical thing he took with him was the cap of

darkness (the one which would not work, but

he did not know that), and this he put in his



202 PRINCE PRIGIO.

pocket for future use. With plenty of egg

sandwiches and marmalade sandwiches, and cold

minced-collop sandwiches, he pricked forth into

the wilderness, making for the country inhab-

ited by the Yellow Dwarf. The princess was

glad he was riding, for she privately accom-

panied him in the disguise of a wasp; and a

wasp, of course, could not have kept up with

him in his seven-league boots.

" Hang that wasp !" said Prince Ricardo

several times, buffeting it with his pocket-hand-

kerchief when it buzzed in his ear and round

his horse's head.

Meanwhile, King Prigio had taken his pre-

cautions, which were perfectly simple. When

he thought Ricardo was getting near the place,

the king put on his wishing cap, sat down be-

fore the magic crystal ball, and kept his eye on

the proceedings, being ready to wish the right

thing, to help Ricardo at the right moment. He

left the window wide open, smoked his cigar,

and seemed the pattern of a good and wise

father watching the conduct of a promising

son.
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The prince rode and rode, sometimes taking

np Pepper on bis saddle; passing through

forests, sleeping at lonely inns, fording rivers,

till one day he saw that the air was becoming

yellow. He knew that this showed the neigh-

borhood of Jaunia, or Dane I a, the country of

the Yellow Dwarf. He therefore drew bridle,

placed his rose-colored spectacles on his nose,

and pnt spurs to his horse, for the yellow light

of Jaunia makes people melancholy and cow-

ardly. As he pricked on, his horse stumbled

and nearly came on its nose. The prince noticed

that a steel chain had been drawn across the

road.

" AVhat caitiff has dared!" he exclaimed,

when his hat was knocked off by a well-aimed

orange from a neighboring orange tree, and a

vulgar voice squeaked

:

" Hi, Blinkers !"

There Avas the Yellow Dwarf, an odious

little figure, sitting sucking an orange in the tree,

sw^inging his Avooden shoes, and grinning all

over his wrinkled face.

" Well, young Blinkers !" said the dwarf,
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"what are you doing on my grounds ? You're

a prince, by your look. Yah ! down with kings

!

I'm a man of the people !"

"You're a dwarf of the worst descri^Dtion,

that's what you are," said Ricardo; "and let

nie catch you and I'll flog the life out of you

with my riding-whip !"

The very face of the dwarf, even seen

through rose-colored spectacles, made him

nearly ill.

"Yes, when you catch me," said the dwarf,

"but that's not to-day, nor yet to-morrow.

What are you doing here ? Are you an am-

bassador—maybe come to propose a match for

me? I'm not proud, I'll hear you. They say

there's a rather well-looking wench in your

parts, the Princess Jaqueline "

"Mention that lady's name, you villain," cried

Dick, ^' and Til cut down your orange tree !"

and he wished he had brought the sword of

sharpness, for you cannot prod down a tree

with the point of a rapier.

"Fancy her yourself?" said the dwarf, show-

ing his yellow teeth with a detestable grin;
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while Ricardo turned quite white with anger,

and not knowing how to deal with this insuffer-

able little monster.

"I'm a widower, I am," said the dwarf,

'' thouo^h I'm out of mournino^," for he wore a

dirty clay-colored yellow jacket. "My illus-

trious consort, the Pi'incess Frutilla, did not be-

have very nice, and I liad to avenge my honor

;

in fact, Fm open to any offers, however humble.

Going at an alarming sacrifice ! Come to my
box" (and he pointed to a filthy cLiy cottage,

all surrounded by thistles, nettles, and black,

boggy water), "and I'll talk over your pro-

posals."

" Hold your impudent tongue !" said Dick.

" The Princess Frutilla was an injured saint

;

and as for the lady w^hom I shall not name in

your polluting presence, I am her knight, and I

defy you to deadly combat !"

We may imagine how glad the princess was

when (disguised as a wasp) she heard Dick say

he was her knight; not that, in fact, he had

th(mght of it before.

"Oh! you're for a fight, are you?" sneered
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the dwarf. I might tell you to hit one of your

own weight, but Vm not afraid of six of you.

Yah ! mammy's brat ! Look here, young Blink-

ers, I don't want to hurt you. Just turn old

Dobbin's head, and trot back to your mammy,

Queen Rosalind, at Pantouflia. Does she know

you're out ?"

" I'll be into you, pretty quick," said Ricardo.

"But why do I bandy words with a miserable

peasant ?"

" And don't sfet much the best of them

either," said the dw\irf }3i'ovokingly. "But I'll

fight, if you will have it."

The prince leaped from his horse, leaving

Pepper on the saddle-bow.

No sooner had he touched the ground than

the dwarf shouted :

" Hi ! to him, Billy ! to him, Daniel ! at

him, good lions, at him !" and, \vith an awful

roar, two lions rushed from a neighboring

potato-patch and made for Ricardo. These

were not ordinary lions, history avers, each

having two heads, each being eight feet high,
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with four rows of teeth ; their skins as hard as

nails, and briglit red, like morocco.*

The prince did not lose his presence of mind
;

hastily he threw the cake of crocodiles' eggs,

millet'Seed and sugar-candy to the lions. This

is a dainty which lions can never resist, and

running greedily at it, with four tremendous

snaps, they got hold of each other by their

jaws, and their eight rows of teeth were locked

fast in a grim and deadly struggle for existence !

The dwarf took in the affair at a glance.

^* Cursed be he who taught you this !" he

cried, and then whistled in a shrill and vulgar

manner on his very dirty fingers. At his call

rushed up an enormous Spanish cat, ready

saddled and bridled, and darting fire from its

eyes. To leap on its back, while llicardo

sprang on his own steed, was to the active

dwarf the work of a moment. Then chip[)ing

spurs to its sides (his spurs grew naturally on

his bare heels, horrible to relate, like a cock's

spurs) and taking his cat by the head, the

dwarf forced it to leap on to Ricardo's saddle.

* See the works of D'Aulno^
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The diamond sword ^vbicll slew the king of the

golden mines— that invincible sword which

hews iron like a reed—was up and flashing in

the air

!

At this very moment King Prigio, seeing in

the magic globe all that passed, and despair-

ing of Ricardo's life, was just about to wish the

dwarf at Jericho, when through the open

window, with a tremendous ^vhirr, came a huge

vulture, and knocked the king's wishing cap

off ! Wi shins: was now of no use.

This odious fowl was the fairy of the desert,

the dwai'fs trusted ally in every sort of mis-

chief. The vulture flew instantly out of the

window; and ah ! with what awful anxiety the

king again turned his eyes on the crystal ball

only a parent's heart can know. Should he see

Kicardo bleeding at the feet of the al)oininal)le

dwarf? The king scarcely dared to look;

never before had he known the nature of fear.

Plowever, look he did, and saw the dwarf un-

catted, and Pepper, the gallant Dandie Dinmont,

with his teeth in the throat of the monstrous

Spanish cat.
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No sooner had he seen the cat leap on his

masters saddle-bow than Pepper, true to the

instinct of his race, sprang at its neck, just be-

ll ind the head—the usual place—and with an

awful and despairing mew, the cat (Peter Avas

its name) gave up its life.

The dwarf was on his feet in a moment,

waving the diamond sword, which lighted up

the whole scene, and yelling taunts. Pepper

was flying at his heels, and, with great agility,

keeping out of the way of the invincible blade.

" Ah !" screamed the dwarf as Pepper got

him by the ankle. ^' Call off your dog, you

coward, and come down off your horse and fight

fair
!"

At this moment, bleeding yellow blood, dusty^

mad with pain, the dwarf Avas a sight to strike

terror into the boldest.

Dick sprang from his saddle, but so terrific

was the appearance of his adversary, and so

dazzling was the sheen of the diamond sword,

that he put his hand in his pocket, drew out, as

he supposed, the sham cap of darkness, and

placed it on his head.
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" Yah ! who's your hatter ?" screamed the

infuriated dwarf. " I see you !" and he dis-

engaged, feinted in carte, and made a lunge in

seconde at Dick which no mortal blade could

have parried. The prince (thanks to his excel-

lent training) just succeeded in stej^ping aside,

but the dwarf recovered with astonishing quick-

ness.

" Coward, Idclie^ poltroon, runaway !" he

hissed through his clinched teeth, and ^vas

about to make a thrust in tierce which must

infallibly have been fatal, when the Princess

Jaqueline, in her shape as a wasp, stung him

fiercely on the wrist.

With an oath so awful that we dare not set it

down, the dwarf dropped the diamond sword,

sucked his injured limb, and began hopping

about with pain.

In a moment Prince Ricardo's foot was on the

blade of the diamond sword, which he passed

thrice through tlie body of the Yellow Dwarf.

Squirming fearfully, the little monster expired,

his last look a defiance, his latest word an

insults
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" Yah ! Gig-lamps !"

Prince Kicarclo wiped the diamond blade

clean from its yellow stains.

"Princess Frutilla is aveiii^ed!" he cried.

Then pensively looking at his fallen foe,

" Peace to his ashes," he said ;
" he died in

harness !"

Turning at the word, he observed that the

two lions were stiff and dead, locked in each

other's gory jaws !

At that moment King Prigio, looking in the

crystal ball, gave a great sigh of relief.

"All's well that ends w^ell," he said, lighting

a fresh cigar, for he had allowed the other to go

out in his excitement, " but it was a fight ! I

am not satisfied," his majesty went on reflecting,

" with this plan of changing the magical articles.

The first time was of no great importance, and

I could not know that the boy would start on

an expedition without giving me warning. But

in to-day's affair he owes his safety entirely to

himself and Pepper," for he had not seen the

wasp. " The fairy of the desert quite baffled

me : it was terrible. I shall restore the right
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fairy things to-night. As to the fairy of the

desert," he said, forgetting that his wishing cap

was on, " I wish she were dead !"

A hollow groan and the sound of a hea\ y

body falling interrupted the king. He looked

all about the room, but saw nothing. He was

alone !

"She must have been in the room, invisible,"

said the king; "and, of course, she has died in

that condition. But I must find her body !"

The king groped about everywhere like a

blind man, and at last discovered the dead body

of the wicked fairy lying on the sofa. He

could not see it, of course, but he felt it with

his hands.

"Tliis is very awkward," he remarked. "I

cannot rincr for the servants and make them

take her away. There is only one plan."

So he wished she were in her family pyramid,

in the Egyptian desert, and in a second the sofa

was unoccupied.

" A very dangerous and revengeful enemy is

now removed from Kicardo's path in life," said

his majesty, and went to dress for dinner.
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Meanwhile Ricardo was riding gayly home.

The yellow light of Jaunia had vanished, and

pure blue sky broke overhead as soon as the

dauntless dwarf had drawn his latest breath.

The poor, trembling people of the country came

out of their huts and accompanied Dick, cheer-

ing and throwing roses which had been yellow

roses, but blushed red as soon as the dwarf ex-

pired. They attended him to the frontiers of

Pantouflia, singing his praises, which Ricardo

had the new and inestimable pleasure of know-

ing to be deserved.

^^ It was sharp work," he said to liimself, ^^but

much more exciting and glorious than the usual

business."

On his return Dick did not fail to mention the

wasp, and again the king felt how great was his

debt to Jaqueline. But they did not think it

well to trouble the good queen with the dangers

Dick had encountered.
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE GIANT WHO DOES NOT KNOW WHEN HE

HAS HAD ENOUGH."^*

One morning tlie post brought a truly

enormous letter for Dick. It was as broad as a

tablecloth, and the address was written in let-

ters as long as a hoop-stick.

" I seem to know that hand," said Ricardo

,

" but I thought the fingers which held the pen

had long been cold in death."

He opened with his sword the enormous let-

ter, which was couched in the following terms:

^^The Giant as does not know when he has

had enuf, presents his compliments to Prince

Ricardo; and T, having recovered fi'om the

effects of our little recent rally, will be happ\'

to meet you in the old place for a return-match.

* This Giant is mentioned, and Lis picture is drawn, in an old

manuscript of about 1675.
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I not being handy with the pen, the Giant
hopes you will excuse mistakes and bad writingo"

Dick simply gazed with amazement.

" If ever I thought an enemy was killed and

(lone for, it was that Giant," said he. "Why, I

made mere mince-col] ops of him !"

However, he could not refuse a challenge, not

to speak- of his duty to rid the world of so

greedy and odious a tyrant. Dick, therefore,

took the usual things (which the king had

secretly restored), but first he tried them—put-

ting on the cap of darkness before the glass, in

which he could not see himself. On second

thoughts he considered it unfair to take the

cap. All the other articles were in Avorking

order. Jaqueline on this occasion followed him

in the disguise of a crow, flying overhead.

On reaching the cavern—a huge tunnel in

the rock—where the Giant lived, Kicardo blew

a blast on the horn which hung outside, and in

obedience to a written notice, knocked also with

a mace provided by the Giant for that j^urpose.

Presently he heard heavy footsteps sounding

along the cavern, and the Giant came out. He
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was above the common lieiglit for giants, and

liis whole face and body were seamed over with

little red lines, crossing each other like tartan.

These were marks of encounters in whicli he

had been cut to bits and come together again
;

for this was his peculiarity, which made him so

dangerous. If you cut off his head he went on

just as before, only without it; and so about

everything else. By dint of magic he could put

his head on again, just as if it had been his hat,

if you gave him time enough. On the last

occasion of their meetino^ Ricardo had left him

in a painfully-scattered condition, and thought

he ^vas done for. But now, ex-cept that a bird

had flown away with the little finger of his left

hand and one of his ears, the Giant was as com-

fortable as any one could be in his situa-

tion.

"Mornin', sir," he said to Dick, touching his

forehead with his hand. ^'Glad to see you

looking so \vell. No bad feeling, T hope, on

either side ?"

^'None on mine, certainly," said Ricardo,

holding out his hand, which the Giant t(^ok and
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shook; '^biit duty is duty, and giants must go.

The modern world lias no room for them."

"That's hearty," said the Giant; ''1 like a

fellow of your kind. Now, shall we toss for

corners ?"

"All right!" said Dick, calling ''Heads!" and

winninsr. He took the corner with the sun on

his back and in the Giant's face. To it they

went, the Giant aiming a blow with his club

that would have felled an elephant.

Dick dodged, and cut off the Giant's feet at

the ankles.

"First blood for the prince!" said the Giant,

coming up smiling. " Half-minute time!"

He occupied the half-minute in placing the

feet neatly beside each other, as if they had

been a pair of boots.

Round II.—The Giant sparring for wind,

Kicardo cuts him in two at the waist.

The Giant folded his legs up neatly, like a

pair of trousers, and laid them down on a rock.

He had now some difficulty in getting rapidly

over the ground, and stood mainly on the

defensive, and on his waist.
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Hound III.—Dick bisects the Giant. Both

sides now attack Lini on either hand, and the

feet kick him severely.

"No kickins:!" said Dick.

" Nonsense ; all fair in war !" said the Giant.

But do not let iis pursue this sanguinary

encounter in all its hoi'rible details.

Let us also remember—otherwise the scene

would be too painful for an elegant mind to

contemplate with entertainment—that the Giant

Avas in excellent training, and thought no more

oE a few wounds than you do of a crack on the

leof from a cricket-ball. He well deserved the

title, given him by the fancy, of "The Giant

who does not Know when He has Had Enous^h."

The contest was over; Dick was resting on a

rock. The lists were strewnwith interesting but

imperfect fragments of the Giant, when a set of

double teeth of enormous size flew up out of

the ground, and caught llicardo by the throat

!

In vain he strove to separate the teeth, when

the crow, stooping from the heavens, became the

Princess Jaqueliiie, and changed Dick into a
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wren— a tiny bird, so small that lie easily flew

out of the jaws of the Giant and winged his

way to a tree, whence he watched the scene.

But the poor Princess Jaqueline !

To pei'forni the feat of changing Dick into a

bird she had, of course, according to all the

laws of mastic, to resume her own natural form

!

There she stood, a beautiful, trembling

maiden, her hands crossed on her bosom, en-

tirely at the mercy of the Giant

!

No sooner had Dick escaped than the monster

began to collect himself ; and before Ja<pieline

could muster streii£!:tli to run awav or summon

to her aid the lessons of the Fairy Paiihanou,

the Giant who never knew when he had enough

was himself again. A boy might have climbed

up a tree (for giants are no tree-climbers, any

more than the grizzly bear), but Jaqueline could

not cliud). She merely stood, pale nnd trem-

bling. She had saved Dick, but at an enor-

mous sacrifice, for the sword and the seven-

league boots were lying on the trampled grass.

He had not brought the cap of darkness, and,

in the sliape of a wren, of course he could not
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carry away the other articles. Dick was

rescued, that was all, and the Princess Jaque-

liue had sacrificed herself to her love for him.

The Giant ^^icked himself up and pulled him-

self together, as we said, and then approached

Jaqueline in a very civil way, for a person of

his breeding, head in hand.

^' Let me introduce myself," he said, and

mentioned his name and titles. " May I ask

what you are doing here, and how you came r

Poor Jaqueline threw herself at his feet, and

murmured a short and not very intelligi))le

account of lierself.

" I don't understand," said the Giant, replacing

his head on his shoulders. '^ What to do with

you, I'm sure I don't know. 'Please don't eat

me,' did you say ? Why, what do you take me

for ? Pm not in that line at all
; low, I call it

!"

Jaqueline was somewdiat comforted at these

words, dropped out of the Giant's lips from a

considerable heisrht.

" But they call you ' the Giant \vli() does not

know when he lias Ijad enough,' " said Jaque-

line.
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'' And proud of tlie title : not enough of

fighting. Of punishment I am a glutton, or so

my friends are pleased to say. A brace of

oxen, a drove of sheep or two, are enougli for

me," the Giant went on complacently, bat for-

getting to mention that the sheep and the oxen

were the property of other people. " AVhere

am I to put you till your friends come and pay

your ransom V the Giant asked again, and stared

at Jaqueline in a perplexed way. ^' I can't take

you home with me, that is out of the question.

I have a little woman of my own, and she's not

very fond of other ladies ; especially, she would

like to poison them that have good looks.''

Now Jaqueline saw that the Giant, big as

he was, courageous too, was afraid of his

wife !

'' I'll tell you what I'll do ; I'll hand you over

to a neighbor of mine who is a bachelor."

"A bachelor giant; would that be quite

proper ?" said Jaqueline, trying to humor him.

" He's not a giant, bless you ; he's a queer

fellow, it is not easy to say what he is. He's

the Earthquaker, him as shakes the earth now
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and then, and brings the bouses about people's

ears."

Jaqueline fairly screamed at hearing this

awful news.

"Hush! be quiet, do!" said the Giant.

" You'll bring out my little woman, au(l she is

not easy to satisfy with explanations when she

finds me conversing with a lady unbeknown to

her. The Earthquaker won t do you any harm
;

it's only for safe-keeping I'll put you with him.

Why, he don't waken, not once in fifty years.

He's quite the dormouse. Turns on his bed

now and then, and things upstairs get upset

more or less ; but, as a rule, a child could phiy

with him. Come on !"

Then, taking Jaqueline up on one hand, on

which she sat as if on a chair, he crossed a fe^v

ranges of mountains in as many strides. In

front was one tall blue hill, with a flattened

peak, and as they drew near the princess felt a

curious kind of wind coming round her and

round her. You have heard of whirlpools in

water; well, this was just like a w^hirlpool of

air. Even the Giant himself could hardly keep
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Bis legs against it ; then he tossed Jaqiieline up,

and the airy whirlpool seized her and carried

her, as if on a tide of water, always rouud and

round in narrowing circles, till she was sucked

do^vn into the hollow hill. Even as she went

slie seemed to remember the liill, as if she had

dreamed about it, and the shape and color of

the country. But presently she sank softly on

to a couch, in a beautifully-lighted rocky halL

All around her the floor was of white and red

marble, but on one side it seemed to end in

black nothing.

Jaqueline, after a few moments, recovered her

senses fully, and changing herself into an eagle,

tried to fly up and out. But as soon as she was

in the funnel, the ^vhirlpool of air, always suck-

ing down and down, was too strong for her

wings. She was a prisoner in this great gleam-

ing hall, ending in black nothingness. So she

resumed her usual form, and walking to the

edge of the darkness, found that it was not

empty air, but something black, soft, and strong

—something living. It had no form or shape,

or none that she could make out; but it pulsed
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with a heart. Jaqueliue placed her foot on this

curious thing, when a voice came, like thunder

heard through a feather-bed:

" Not near time to get up yet !" and then

there was a snore, and the great hall I'ocked like

a si lip at sea.

It was the Earth quaker!

The habits of this monstrous animal are very

little known, as of course he never comes above

ground, or at least very seldom, when he makes

tracks like a dry river-bed across country. We
are certain that there are earthquakers, other-

wise how can we account for earthcjuakes ? But

liow to tackle an earth (pinker, how to get at

him, and what to do witli liim Avhen you have

got at liim, are questions which might })nzzle

even King Prigio.

• It was not easy to have the better of an

enchantress like Jaqueline and a prince like

Kicardo. In no ordinary circumstances could

they have been baffled and defeated; but now

it must be admitted that they Avere in a very

trying and alarming situation, especially the

princess. The worst of it was that as Jaque-
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line sat and thouglit and thought, she began to

remember that slie was back in her own coun-

try. The hills were those she used to see from

her father's palace windows when she was a

child. And she remembered with horror that

once a year her people used to send a beautiful

girl to the Earthqua ker, by way of keeping him

quiet, ns you shall hear presently. And now

she heard light footsteps and a sound of weep-

ing, and lo! a great troop of prett\ girls passed,

sweeping in and out of the halls in a kind of

procession, and looking unhappy and lost.

Jaqueline ran to them.

" Where am I ? wlio are you V she cried in

the language of her owai country, wdiich came

back to her on a sudden.

" We are nurses of the Earthquaker," they

said. ^' Our duty is to sing liim asleep, and

every year he must have a new song; and every

year a new maiden must be sent down from

earth, with a new sleepy song she has learned

from the priests of Manoa, the City of the Sun,

Are you the new singer ?"

"No, I'm not," said Jaqueline. '^ I doirt
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know tlie priests of Manoa ; I don't know any-

new sleepy song. I only want to find the way

out."

" There is no way, or we should have found

it," said one of the maidens; '^and if you are

the wrong girl, by the day after to-morrow they

must send the right one, otherwise the Earth-

quaker will waken, and shake the world, and

destroy Manoa, the City of the Sun."

Then they all wept softly in the still-

ness.

" Can we get anything to eat here V asked

poor Jaqueline at last.

She was beginning to be very hungry, and

however alarmed she might be, she felt that

dinner would not be unwelcome. The tallest

of the maidens clapped her hands, and immedi-

ately a long table was spread by unseen sprites

with meringues and cold chicken, and several

sorts of delicious ices.

We shall desert Jaqueline, who was rather

less alarmed when she found that she ^vas not

to be starved, at all events, and return to Prince

Ricardo, whom we left fluttering about as a
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little golden-crested wren. He followed the

Giant and Jaqueline into the wliir][)ool of air as

far as he dared, and when he saw her vanish

down the cone of the hill, he flew straight back

to Pantouflia.
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CHAPTER IX.

PKIGIO HAS AN IDEA.

A WEARY and wayworn little l>ird \\ as Piince

Ricardo when he fluttered into the royal study

window, in the palace of Pantouflia. The king

was out at a council meeting ; knowing that

Ricardo had the right things, all in good order,

he was not in the least anxious about him. The

kini>: was out, but Semiramis was in—Semir-

amis, the great gray cat, sitting on a big book

on the top of the library steps. Now Semii',

amis was very fond of birds, and no sooner did

Ricardo enter and flutter on to a table than

Semiramis gathered herself together and made

one fell spring at him. She just caught his tail

feather. In all his adventures the prince had

never been in greater danger. He escaped but

no more, and went flyino^ round the ceiling,
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looking for a safe place. Finally he perched on

a chandelier that huns: from the roof. Here he

was safe ; and so weary was he that he put his

head under his wing and fell fast asleep. He
was awakened by the return of the king, who

threw himself on a sofa and exclaimed :

" Oh, that prime minister ! his dullness is as

heavy as lead ; much heavier in fact !"

Then his majesty lit a cigar and took up a

volume ; he certainly was a sad bookworm.

Dick now began to fly about the room, brush-

ing the king's face and trying to attract his

notice.

" Poor little thing !" said his majesty.

And Dick alis^hted and nestled in his breast.

On seeing this Semiramis began to growl, as

cats do when they are angry, and slowly ap-

proached his majesty.

'^ Get out, Semiramis !" said the king; and

lifting her by the neck, he put her out of the

room and shut the door, at which she remained

scratching and mewing.

Dick now crept out of the royal waistcoat,

flew to the king's ear, twittered, pointed out of
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the window witli one claw, and lying down on

Lis back, pretended to be dead. Then he got

lip again, twittered afresh, pointed to the wish-

ing cap, and finally convinced the king that

this was no common fowl.

" An enchanted prince or princess," said

Prigio, "such as I have often read of. Who
can it be ? Not Jaqueline ; she could change

herself back in a moment. By the way, where

is Jaqueline ?"

He rang the bell, and asked the servant to

look for the princess.

Semiramis tried to come in, but was caught

and shut up downstairs.

After doing this, the man replied that her

royal highness had not been in the palace all

day.

The king rushed to the crystal ball, looked

all the world over; but no princess! He be-

came very nervous, and at that moment Dick

lighted on the crystal ball, and put his claw on

che very hill where Jaqueline had disappeared.

Tbe.i he cocked his little eye at the king.

"Nay, she is somewhere in the unknown
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center of South America," said bis majesty;

'^ somewhere behind Mount Roraima, where

nobody has ever been. I must look into this."

Then he put on the wishing cap, and wished

that the bird would assume his natural shape if

he was under enchantment, as there seemed too

good reason to believe.

Instantly Dick stood before him.

" Ricardo !" cried the king in horror ;
*^ and

in this disguise ! Where have you l)een ? What

have yon done with Jaqueline ? Where are the

seven-league boots ? Where is the sword of

sharpness ? Speak ! Get i\]) !" for Dick was

kneeling and weeping bitterly at the royal

feet.

"All lost!". said Dick. "Poor Jaqueline!

she was the best girl, and the prettiest, and the

kindest. And the Earthquaker's got her, and

the Giant's got the other things," Dick ended,

crying bitterly.

" Calm yourself, Ricardo," said his majesty,

very pale, but calm and determined. " Here,

take a glass of port, and explain how all this

happened."
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Dick drank the wine, and then he told his

miserable story.

^' You may well sob ! Why didn't you use

the cap of darkness ? Mere conceit ! But there

is no use in crying over spilt milk. The thing

is to rescue Jaqueline. And what are we to

say to your mother ?"

'^That's tlie worst of it all," said Dick.

" mother will break her heart."

'^ I must see her at once," said the king, " and

break it to her."

This was a terrible task ; but the queen had

such just confidence in her Prigio that she soon

dried her tears, remarking that Heaven would

not desert Jaqueline, and that the king would

find a way out of the trouble.

His majesty retired to his study, put his

head in his hands, and thought and thought.

" The thing is, of course," he said, " to destroy

the Eartbquaker before he wakens ; but how 1

What can kill such a monster ? Prodding him

with the sword would only stir him up and

make him more vicious. And I know of no

other beast we can set against him, as I did ^vith
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the Fire-beast and the Ice-beast, when I was

young. Oh, for an idea !''

Then his mind, somehow, went back to the

council and the ponderous stupidity of the

prime minister.

"Heavier than lead," said the king. "By
Greorge ! I have a plan. If I could get to the

place where tliey keep the stuj^idity, I could

carry away enough of it to flatten out the Earth-

quaker."

Then he remembered how, in an old Italian

poem, he had read about all the strange lumber-

room of odd things which is kept in the

moon.

That is the ad vantage of reading : Knowledge

is power; and you mostly get knowledge that

is really worth having out of good old bocks

which people do not usually read.

'' If the stupidity is kept in stock up in the

moon, and comes from there, falling naturally

down on the earth in small quantities, I might

obtain enough for my purpose," thought King

Prigio. " But—how to get to the moon ?

There are difliculties about that."



234 PRINCE PRIGIO.

But (lifficulties only sharpened the ingenuity

of this admirable king.

" The other fellow had a flying horse," said

he.

By " the other fellow" King Prigio meant

an Italian knight, Astolfo, who, in old times,

visited the moon, and there found and l)rought

back the common sense of his friend Orlando,

as you may read in the poem of Ariosto.

"Now," reasoned King Prigio, ''if there is a

flying horse at all, he is in the stables of the

Kino; of Delhi. 1 must look into this."

Taking the magic spyglass, the king surveye.1

the world from Chini to Peru, and sure enough,

there was the famous flying horse in the

king's stable at Delhi. Hastily the king thrust

his feet into the shoes of swiftness—so hastily,

indeed, that, as the poet says, he '^ madly

crammed a left-hand foot into a ris^ht-hnnd

shoe." But this, many people tliink, is a sign

of good luck ; so he put the shoes on the proper

feet, and in a few minutes was in the presence

of the Great Mogul.

The monarch received him with some sur-
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prise, but with stately kindness, and listened to

Prigio while he explained what he wanted.

*' I am only too happy to assist so adventurous

a prince," remarked the Great Mogul. " This is

like old times! Every horse in my stable is at

your service, but, as you say, only the flying

horse is of any use to you in this expedition."

He clapped his hands, the grand vizier ap-

peared, and the king gave orders to have the

flying horse saddled at once. He then pre-

sented King Prigio with a large diamond, and

came down into the courtyard to see him mount.

"He's very fresh," said the groom who held

the bridle ;
^' has not been out of the stable for

three hundred years !"

Prigio sprang into the saddle, among the

salaams of the dusky multitude, and all the

ladies of the serag^lio waved their scented hand-

kerchiefs out of the windows.

The king, as he had been instructed, turned

a knob of gold in the saddle of the flying

horse, then kissed his hand to the ladies, and

giving the steed his head, cried in excellent

Persian

:
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*' To the moon !"

Up flew the horse with an easy action, and

the king's liead nearly swam with the swiftness

of the flight. Soon tlie eartli below him was

no bigger than a top, spinning on its own axi^

(see geography books for tliis), and as night

fell earth was only a great red moon.

Through the dark rode King Prigio, into the

silver dawn of the moon. All now became

clear and silvery; the coasts of the moon came

into sight, with white seas breaking on them;

and at last the king reached the silver walls,

and the gate of opal. Before the gate stood

two beautiful ladies. One was fair with yellow

locks, the color of the harvest moon. She had

a crown of a golden snake and white water-

lilies, and her dress now shone white, now red,

now golden; and in her hand was the golden

pitcher that sheds the dew, and a golden wand.

The other lady was as dark as night—dark

eyes, dark hair; her crown was of poppies. She

held the ebony wand of sleep. Her dress was

of the deepest blue, sown with stars. The king

knew that they were the maidens of the bright
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and the dark side of the moon—of the side you

see and of the side that no one lias ever seen,

except King Prigio. He stopped the flying

horse by turning the other knob in the saddle,

alighted, and bowed very low to each of the

ladies.

'^ Daring mortal ! What make you here ?"

they asked.

And then the king told them about Jaqueline

and the Earthquaker, and how he needed a great

weight of stupidity to flatten him out with.

The ladies heard him in silence, and then they

said

:

"Follow us," and they flew lightly beside the

flying horse, till they had crossed all the bright

side of the moon, above the silver palaces and

silver seas, and reached the summit of the

Mountains of the Moon which separate the

bright from the dark side.

" Here I may go no further," said the bright

lady; "and beyond, as you see, all is darkness

and heavy sleep."

Then slie touched Prigio with her golden

wand with twisted serpents, and he became
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luminous, light raying out from him ; and the

dark lady, too, shone like silver in the night

:

and on they flew, over black rocks and black

rivers, till they reached a huge mountain, like a

mountain of coal, many thousand feet high, for

its head was lost in the blackness of darkness.

The dark Moon-Lady struck the rock with her

ebony wand, and said, " Open !" and the cliffs

opened like a door, and they were within the

mountain.

" Here," said the dark lady, ^' is the store-

house of all the stupidity ; hence it descends

in showers like star-dust on the earth whenever

this mountain, which is a volcano, is in eruption.

Only a little of the stupidity reaches the earth,

and that only in invisible dust
;
yet you know

how weighty it is, even in that form."

^'Indeed, madam," said the king, "no one

knows it better than I do."

" Then make your choice of the best sort of

stupidity for your purjDose," said the dark

lady.

And in the lii^ht which flowed from their

bodies King Prigio looked round at the various
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kinds of solid stupidity. There it all lay in

masses—the stupidity of bad sermons, of igno-

rant reviewers, of bad poems, of bad speeches,

of dreary novels, of foolish statesmen, of igno-

rant mobs, of fine ladies, of idle, naughty boys

and girls ; and the king examined them all, and

all were very, very heavy. But v^hen he came

to the stupidity of the learned—of dull, blind

writers on Shakespeare and Homer and the

Bible—then King Prigio saw that he had found

the sort he wanted, and that a very little of it

would go a long way. He never could have

got it on the saddle of the flying horse if the

dark lady bad not touched it with her ebony

wand and made it light to carry till it was

wanted for his purpose. When he needed it

for use he was to utter a certain spell, which

she taught him, and then the lump would re-

cover its natural weight. So he easily put a

great block on his saddle-bow, and he and the

dark lady fle^v back till they reached the crest

of the Mountains of the Moon. There she

touched him with her el)ony wand, and tlie

silver light w^hich the bright lady had shed on
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hi 111 (lied from his face and his body, and he

Lecame like other men.

" You see your way r said the dark lady,

pointing to the bright moon of earth, shining

far off in the heavens.

Then he knelt down and thanked her, and

she murmured strange words of blessing which

he did not understand ; but her face was grave

and kind, and he thought of Queen Kosalind,

his wife.

Then lie jumped on the flying horse, galloped

down and down, till he reached his palace gate
;

called for Kicardo, set him behind him on the

saddle, and away they rode, above land and

wide seas, till they saw the crest of the hollow

hill where Jaqueline was with the Earthquaker.

Beyond it they marked the glittering spires

and towers of Manoa, the city of the sun ; and

" Thither," said King Prigio, who had been ex-

plaining how matters stood to Ricardo, *' we

must ride, for I believe they stand in great need

of our assistance."

" Had we not better go to Jaqueline first, sir ?"

said Ricardo.
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" No," said the king ;
" I think mine is the

best plan. Manoa, whose golden spires and

pinnacles are shining below us, is the city of

the sun, which Sir Walter Raleigh and the

Spaniards could never find, so that men have

doubted of its existence. We are needed there,

to judge by that angiy crowd in the market^

place. How they howl !"
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CHAPTER X.

THE END.

It was on a strangle sis^ht that the kins: and

Ricardo looked down from the flying horse.

Beneath them lay the city of Manoa, filling with

its golden battlements and temples a hollow of

the mountains. Here were palaces all carved

over with faces of men and beasts and with

twisted patterns of serpents. The city walls

were built of huge square stones, and among

the groves towered pyramids, on which the

people did service to their gods. From every

temple top came the roar of beaten drums,

great drums of serpent-skin.

But in the center of the chief square of the

town was gathered a ^^ild crowd of men in

shilling copper armor and helmets of gold

and glittering dresses of feathers. Among

them ran about priests with hideous masks.
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crying them on to besiege and break down the

royal palace. From the battlements of the

palace the king's guardsmen were firing arrows

and throwing spears. The mob shot arrows

back, some of tliem tipped with lighted straw,

to burn the palace down.

But in the very center of the square was a

clear space of ground, on w^hich fell the shadow

of a tall column of red stone, all carved with

serpents and faces of gods. Beside it stood a

figure horrible to see : a man clothed in serpent-

skins whose face w^as the grinning face of a

skull ; but the skull w^as shining black and red

in 23atches, and a long white beard flowed from

beneath it. This man, mounted on a kind of

altar of red stone, waved his hand and yelled,

and seemed to point to the shadow of the

column which fell across the square.

The people were so furious and so eager that

they did not at first notice King Prigio as he

slowly descended. But at last the eyes within

the skull looked up and saw him; then the man

gjive a great cry, rent his glittering dress of

serpent-skin, and held up his hands.
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Then all the multitude looked up, and seeing

the flying horse, let their weapons fall ; and

the man of the skull tore it from his face and

knelt before King Prigio with his head in the

dust.

" Thou hast come, O Pachacamac, as is fore-

told in the prophecy of the cord of the vener-

able knots ! Thou hast come, but behold the

shadow of the stone ! Thou art too late, O
lord of the earth and the sea

!"

Then he pointed to the shadow, which,

naturally, was growing shorter as the sun drew^

near midday.

He spoke in the language of the ancient Incas

of Peru, w^hich of course Prigio knew very well

;

and he also knew that Pachacamac was the god

of that people.

"I have come," Prigio said, with presence of

mind, " as it has been prophesied of old."

"Kiding on a beast that flies," said the old

priest, "even as the oracle declared. Glory to

Pachacamac, even though we die to-day !"

'' In what can I help my people V said

Prigio.
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'^Thou kiiowest ; why sbould we instruct

thee ? Thou know est that on midsummer-day

every year, before the shadow shrinks back to

the base of the liuaco7' of Manoa, we must offer

a maiden to lull the Earth(|uaker with a new

song. Lo, now the shadow shrinks to the foot

of the Jiuaca^ and the maid is not offered ! For

the lot fell on the daughter of thy servant the

Inca, and he refuses to give her up. One

daughter of his, he says, has been sacrificed to

the sacred birds, the Cunturs : the Ijirds were

found slain on the hilltop, no man knows how;

but the maiden vanished."

"Why, it must have been Jaqueline. I

killed the birds,*" said Ricardo, in Pantouilian.

" Silence, not a word !" said the king

sternly.

" And what makes you bear arms against the

Inca V he asked the old man.

" We would slay him and her," answered the

priest ;
" for when the shadow shrinks to the

foot of the stone the sun will shine straight

down into the hollow hill of the Earthquaker,

* Huaca, sacred stone.
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and he will waken and destroy Manoa and the

temples of the sun."

'^ Then wherefore would you slay them, when

you must all perish ?"

^' The people, O Pachacamac, would have

revenge before they die."

" Oh, folly of men !" said the king solemnly;

then he cried :
" Lead me to the Inca ; this day

you shall not perish. Is it not predicted in the

cord of the venerable knots that I shall slay

this monster?"

" Hasten, O Pachacamac, for the shadow

shortens !" said the priest.

" Lead me to the Inca," answered Pi'igio.

At this the people arose with a great shout,

for they, too, had been kneeling ; and sending

a flag of truce before King Prigio, the priest

led him into the palace. The ground was

strewn with bodies of the slain, and through

them Prigio rode slowly into the courtyard,

where the Inca was sitting in the dust, weeping

and throwing ashes on his long hair and his

golden raiment. The king bade the priest

remain without the palace gates ; then dis-
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mounted, and advancing to the Inca, raised him

and embraced him.

" I come, a king to a king," he said. '* My
cousin, take courage

;
your sorrows are ended.

If I do not shiy the Earthquaker, sacrifice me

to your gods."

" The 23roj)hecy is fulfilled/' said the Inca, and

wept for joy. "Yet thou must hasten, for it

draws near to noon."

Then Prigio went up to the golden battle,

ments, and saying no word, waved his hand.

In a moment the square was empty, for the

people rushed to give thanks in the temples.

" AVait my coming, my cousin," said Prigio

to the Inca; "I shall bring you back the

daughter that was lost when I have slain your

enemy "

The Inca would have knelt at his feet ; but

the king raised him, and bade him prepare such

a feast as had never been seen in Manoa.

"The lost are found to-day," he said; "be

you ready to welcome them."

Then, mounting tlie fiying horse, with Dick

beside him, he rose toward the peak of the hill
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where the Earthquake!' had his home. Already

the ground was beginning to tremble; the

Earthquaker was stirring in his sleep, for the

maiden of the new sono^ had not been sent to

him, and the year ended at noon, and then he

would rise and ruin Manoa.

The sun was approaching midday, and Prigio

put spurs to the flying horse. Ten minutes

more and the sun would look straight down

the crater of the hollow hill, and the Earth-

quaker would arouse himself when the light and

the heat fell on his body.

Already the light of the sun shone slanting

halfway down the hollow cone as the whirl-

pool of air caught the flying horse and drew

him swiftly down and down to the shadowy

halls. There knelt and wept the nurses of the

Earthquaker on the marble floor ; but Jaqueline

stood a little apart, very pale, but not weeping.

Eicardo had leaped off before the horse

touched the ground, and rushed to Jaqueline,

and embraced her in his arms ; and, oh ! how

glad she was to see him, so that she quite forgot

her danger and laughed for joy.

I
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" Oh ! you have come, you have come; I knew

you would come !" she cried.

Then King Prigio advanced, the mighty

weight in his hand, to the verge of the dreudf ul

gulf of the Earth quaker. The dim walls grew

radiant; a long, slant arm of yellow light

touched the black body of the Earthquaker, ami

a thrill went through him, and shook the world,

so that, far away, the bells rang in Pantouflia.

A moment more, and he would waken in his

strength ; and once awake he would shatter the

city walls and ruin Manoa. Even now a great

mass of rock fell from the roof deep down in

the secret caves, and broke into flying fragments,

and all the echoes roared and ransf.

King Prigio stood with the mighty mass

poised in his hands.

"Die!" he cried; and he uttered the words

of power, the magic spell that the dark Moon-

Lady bad taught him.

Then all its invincible natural weight came

into the mass which the king held, and down it

shot full on the body of the Earthquaker; and

where that had been was nothino^ but a vast
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abyss, silent, empty, blank, and bottomless.

Far, far belo\v, thousands of miles below, in

the very center of the earth, lay the dead Earth-

quaker, crushed flat as a sheet of paper ; and the

sun of midsummer-day shone straight down on

the dreadful chasm and could not waken him

any more forever.

The kino^ drew a lonoj breath.

" Stupidity has saved the world," he said ; and

with only strength to draw back one ste23 from

the abyss, he fell down, hiding his face in his

hands.

But Jaqueline's arms were round his neck,

and the maidens brought him water from an

ice-cold spring; and soon King Prigio was him-

self again, and ready for anything. But after-

ward he used to say that the moment \vhen the

Earthquaker stirred was the most dreadful in

his life.

Now, in Manoa, where all the firm founda-

tions of the city had trembled once Avhen the

sun just touched the Earthquaker, the people,

seeinsf that the shadow of the sacred column

had crept to its foot, and yet Manoa stood firm
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again, and the temple of tlie sun was not over-

thrown, raised such a cry that it echoed even

throuofh the halls within the hollow hill.

AVho shall describe the joy of the maidens,

and how often Jaqueline and Ricardo kissed

each other?

'^ You have saved me!" she cried to the king,

throwing her arms round him again. ^' You

have saved Manoa !"

"And you have saved the hope of Pantouflia,

not once or twice," said his majesty grandly.

And he told Dick how much he had owed to

Jaqueline in the fight with the Yellow Dwarf,

and the fight with the Giant, for he did not

think it necessary to mention the afTair at Kome.

Then Dick kissed Jaqueline again, and all the

maidens kissed eacJi other, and they quite cried

for gladness.

" But we keep his majesty the Inca waiting,"

said Prigio. "Punctuality is the courtesy of

kings. You ladies will excuse me, I am sure, if

I remove first from the duno-eon her whom we

call the Princess Jaqueline. The Inca, lier father,

has a claim on us to this preference."
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Then placing Jaqueline on the saddle, and

leaving Dick to comfort the other young ladies,

Avho were still rather nervous, the king flew oil:'

to Maiioa, for the wind, of course, died with the

death of the Earthquaker.

I cannot tell you the delight of all Manoa,

and of the Inca, when they saw the flying

horse returning, and recognized their long-lost

princess, who rushed into the arms of her father.

They beat the serpent drums, for theyhad no hells

on the tops of the temples. They went quite

mad with delight : enemies kissed in the streets

;

and all the parents, without exception, allowed

all the young peo})le who happened to be in

love to l)e married that very day. Then Priuio

brought back all the maidens, one after the

other, and Dick last; and he fell at the Inca's

feet and requested leave to marry Jaqueline.

But before that could be done King Prigio,

mounted on the palace balcony, made a long

but very lucid speech to the assembled people.

He began by explaining that he was not their

God, Pachacamac, but king of a po^verful

country of which they had never heard before,
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as they lived very mucL withdrawn in an un-

known region of the world. Then he pointed

out, in the most considerate manner, that their

religion was not all he could ^vish, otherwise

they would never sacrifice young ladies to wild

birds and Earth(|uaker8. He next sketched out

the merits of his own creed, that of the Lutheran

Church ; and the Inca straightway observed

that he proposed to establish it in Manoa at

once.

Some objection was raised by the old priest

in the skull mask; but when the Inca promised

to make him an archbishop, and to continue all

Ids revenues, the priest admitted that he was

perfectly satisfied ; and the general public

cheered and waved their hats with emotion.

It was arranged that the Inca, with his other

daugliters, should visit Pantouflia immediately,

both because he could not bear to leave Jaque-

line, and also because there were a few points

on which he felt that he still needed informa-

tion. The government was left in the hands of

the arcldjishop, who began at once by burning

his skull mask (you may see one like it in^ the
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British Museum, in the Mexican room), and

by letting loose all the birds and beasts which

the Manoans used to worshi23.

So all the young people were married in the

golden temple of the sun, and all the Earth-

quaker's nurses who were under thirty were

wedded to the young men who had been fond

of them before they were sent into the hollow

hill. These vouno; men had never cared for

any one else. Everybody Avore bridal favors,

all the unengaged young ladies acted as brides-

maids, and such a throwing of rice and old shoes

has very seldom been Avitnessed. As for the

happy royal pair, \\'ith their fathers and the

other princess (who did not happen to be en-

gaged), back they flew to Pantouflia.

And there was Queen Rosalind waiting at

the palace gates, and crying and laughing Avith

pleasure when she heard that the wish of

her heart was fulfilled, and Jaqueline was to be

her daughter.

*' And as for the Earthquaker,'' said lier

majesty, " I never was really anxious in the



PRINCE RICARDO. 255

least, for I knew no beast in the world was a

match for you, my dear."

So, just to make ever\tliing orderly and

correct, Ricardo and Jaqueline were married

over asrain in the cathedral of Pantouflia. The

marriage presents came in afterward, of course,

and among them, what do you think ? Why,

the seven league boots and the sword of sharp-

ness, with a very polite note of extraordinary

size:

'^The Giant who does not know when he

has had enough presents his hearty congratu-

lations to the royal pair, and begs to lay at their

feet the sevendeague boots (they not fitting me)
and the sword which Prince Picardo left in the

Giant's keeping recently. The Giant hopes no

bad blood ; and I am,
^' Yours very faithfully,

" The G., etc.

"P.S.—His little woman sends her cono^ratu-

lations."

So yon see the Giant was not snch a

bad sort of felloAV after all, and Prince Ricardo
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always admitted that lie never met a foe more

gallant and good-humored.

With such a clever \vife, Ilicardo easily

passed all liis examinations; and his little son,

Prince Prigio (named after his august grand-

father), never had to cry, "Mamma, mamma,

fatlier's plucked again."

So tliey lived hapj)ily in a happy country,

occasionally visiting Manoa ; and as they pos-

sessed the mai^ical water of life from the

fountain of lions, I do not believe that any of

them ever died at all, but that Prigio is still

Kinoj of Pantouflia.

" No need such kings should ever die !"

THE END.
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M0U5ER CAT'5 5T0RY
By AMY PRENTICE

With thirty-five illustrations and a frontispiece in colors by J. Watson Davis. Hand-
some Cloth binding. Price, 50 cents.

A List of Mouser Cat's
Stories

Mrs. Mouser Cat calls on Aunt Amy—Why cats catch mice— A kitty

which the snow brought—When Mr
Fox was foolish— A wet weather
party—Mr. Thomas Cat's narrow
escape— Mr. Crow's fancy—A ques-
tion of beauty—When Mr. Elephant
and Mr. Bee had a quarrel—When
Tommy got the best of Mr. Eear—
Mr. Donkey's lesson in good man-
ners—When Mr. Crocodile had his

teeth extracted— The dissatisfied

cat— Mr. Crow's deceit— When
young Thomas Cat painted a canary
—When Mr. Fox was too cunning
—When Sonny Bunny Rabbit was
rash— Mr. Fox and Miss Crab—The baby elephant—The si

A saucy mouse—Fatal sport—A cat's dream—Blood relations

QuACKY DUCK'S Story
By AMY PRENTICE

With thirty-four illustrations and a frontispiece in colors by J. Watson Davis.
Handsome Cloth binding. Price, 50 cents.

A List of Quacky
Duck's Stories

Mrs. Quacky Duck makes
herself known—The end of
Mr. Drake—When little
Ducky was very young

—

The grasshopper's bad habit
—Mr Fox's experiment—

A

silly mother—A great travel-

er—The chipmunk who be-
came a sailor—Strangers

—

When Mrs. Mouse enter-
tained Mr. Cat—Little Nico-
demus Brown—Mr, Crane
pays off old scores—Greedy
Ben—Benny Man's joke—

A

wise lamb—A snug fit—The
caterpillar's ball—When the
fox got a bath—Mrs. Pussy Cat's sly trick—The unfortunate rooster—Surprising the
bull—A dishonest rooster—The foolish butterflies—The foolish peacock— When
Sonny Bunny walked in the moonlight.

ry^ol squVaky mouse

—

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the publishers
A. L. BURT COMPANY, 52-58 Duane Street, New York.
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FRISKY SQUIRREL'S 5T0RY
By AMY PRENTICE

With thirty illustrations and a frontispiece in colors bv J. Watson Davis. Handsome
Cloth binding. Price, 50 cents.

A List of Frisky Squir- W4
rel's Stories

Looking for a new home—The
squirrel's arithmetic— Medicine
for a lazy squirrel—The foolish

butterfly—bonny Bunny's snow-
shoes-When grandmother fooled

the hawks—When the rabbits

lost their coats— Mr. Hawk
catches Mr. Robin Red- Breast

—

Mrs. Hippopotamus has the
toothache—Disputing about the
hat— Mr. Bear and the bees

—

When Sonny Bunny learned to

dance—How Mr. Penguin got a
uniform—The rabbit's victim

—

Funny Mr. Drake—The mos-
quito's partner—An odd boarding
house—Mr. Rooster gets into

trouble—The rash little darky

—

When Mr. Lion tried to look like

a king—Mr. Jackass thought
himseff a bird—When the bats

tried to swim—The industrious

kitten—Sonny Bunny fools Mr. Fox—How Mi. Blackbird lost his life.

THE SPECKLED HEN'S STORY
By AMY PRENTICE

With twenty-eight illustrations and a frontispiece in colors by J. Watson Davis.
Handsome Cloth binding. Price, 50 cents.

A List of the
Speckled lien's

Stories
The richest hen in the

flock — A very stylish

biddy—Hatching Easter

eggs—A very happy
r o o s t e r—When Mr.
Weasel arrived—When
the egg rolled out—Mr.
Shanghai's sad fate—

A

loolish rooster—How the
rooster gained know-
ledge—The deceit of a
hen—Meddlesome Mrs.
Biddy—Mr. Turkey's
fears—Mr. Leghorn and
the cat—When Tommy
climbed a tree—T h e ^
bpec.^led Hen and the :^^_
wildcat—Mama Speckle 4^-^E.
saves a life—Mr. Bug's r

vacation— The rooster's

convention— 1' h e am-
bitious cat—The thin turkey—Mama Speckle's visitor.

For sale by all li.>A-sellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the publishers,
A. L. bUKT COMPANY, 52-58 Duane Street, New York.
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CROAKY FROG'S STORY
By AMY PRENTICE

With twenty-eight illustrations and a frontis-

piece in colors by J. Watson J)avis. liand-
some Cloth binding. Price, 50 cents.

A List of Croaky Frog's Stories
Mr. Croaky Frog introduces himself—

When Mr. Frog tried to be king-—The Stork

who was looking for an office—When Mother

Goose made a mistake—When Mr. Ox was

nervous—When Mr. Frog and Mr. Mouse
fought—Funny Mr. Frog—A Fashionable

Family—The dispute between Mrs. Frog and

Mrs. Mouse—Why Storks build their nests

in high places—When Professor Stork kept

school—When the Wasps had a feast—When
Willie Man was frightened—When the Frog

taught Mr. Deer good manners—When Mr.

Frog led the orchestra—When Mr. Eel went

shopping—When the mosquito lost himself

—

When Mr. Wild Hog taught Mr. Fox—Miss
Goggle Eyes has a new song—When the mice wanted to sing.

The Gray Goose's Story
By AMY PRENTICE

With thirty-two illustrations and a frontispiece in colors by J. Watson Davis,
some Cloth binding. Price, 50 cents.

Hand.

A List of The Gray Goose Stories
Mrs. Gray Goose is angry—Mrs. Wild (loose's visit— An angry pair—Teddy and

the calf—Teddy's dog—When Sammy teased the calf—Where Mr. Crow hid his ap-
ples— The tragedy in the frog family—Searching for the impossible—A suspicious
looking visitor—When Mr. Rooster was suspicious—When Mrs. Monkey was dissat-
isfied—How Runny Ral)l)it fooled the stork—When Mrs. Pea-Hen abandoned the
orphans— Alice (|uestioiis Mr. Turtle— The lazy Mr. Horse-When the geese claimed
to be cranes—When Mr. Pig didn't go to market—The disobedient rat—The true
story of the golden eggs— The race between Mr. Fido and Mr. Shanghai—When
Mrs. Goose's baby wasn't welcome.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the publishers
A. L. BURT COMPANY, 5i-53 Uuane Street. New \ ork.
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Plodding Turtle's Story
By AMY PRENTICE

With thirty illustrations and a frontispiece in colors by J . Watson Davis. Handsome

Cloth binding. Price, 50 cents.

A List of
Plodding Turtle's

Stories
When Mr. Turtle saw
the world—W h y t h e

giraffes have long necks
—How the butterflies

frightened Mr. B u g

—

When Monkey went to

sea-An odd life-saving

crew — The jumping
grassh oppe r— The
greedy fish—When Mr.
Crane thought he was a
stork—A pink tea in the
jungle—The discon-
tented lion—The clown's

lesson—How Mrs. Crow
strangled h e r s e 1 f

—

Hunting for od—The pig who was proud of himself—When Mr. Ape was a tailor-

When the snake tried to charm the crab—A picnic party—When little bruin went
honey-hunting—When the crow tried to swim—The animals who found fault with

themselves—How the rocky mountain sheep got his big horns—The pigs who waited

for the buttermilk.

The Brown Owl's Story
By AMY PRENTICE

With thirty-one illustrations and
a frontispiece in colors by J.
Watson Davis. Handsome Cloth
binding. Price, 50 cents.

A List of The Brown
Owl's Stories

The Brown Owl introduces him-
self-VVhenthe BrownOwl'scousin
was a policeman—When Mr.
Owl robbed the donkey—When
the Brown Owl was sad—Mama
Speckle s mistake—When Billy

ran away—When Sammy was
cross—When the monkey sang
with the fox—When Mrs. Mole
bought anew coat—How the cat

learned to sing—How the pigeon fooled the hawk—The pet mosquito—A troublesome
lover— After Johnny had been to the circus—How King Kile lost his crown— '1 he
caterpillar's love—A new department store— Mr. Brown Owl's sad e.\perience—When
Mr. Stork and Mr. Magpie were partners—How Tommy was frightened into doing
his duty— Life on a farm—When Mr. Rat fooled Squire Owl—How .\lr. Fox was out-
witted—Old Mrs. Brown Owl is disturbed—A funny bird.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the publishers,

A. L. BURT COMPANY, 52-58 Duane Street, New York.
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niCKIE nONKEY'S STORY
By AMY PRENTICE

With thirty-five iUustrations and a frontis-

piece in colors by J. Watson Davis. Hand-
seme Cloth biudiug. i'nce, 50 cents.

A List of Mickic Monkey's Stories

A sad accident— When Mickie Monkey-
left home— M:cklo's sisters

—

Wtica P>lr. Lion

was frightened—Mr. Crow makes trouble^
When Mr. Owl won the badge—When ]Mr.

Lion lost his dinner—What Mickie Monkey
wrote—The famous race—When Mr. Lion

lost his wits—When l!illy Man neglected his

work—What happened through Uilly's care-

lessness—When Mr. Fido turned cook—

A

lazy monkey—Mr. Fido as a pobtician—Mr.
Fox gets fooled—When Mr. Ape was a tailor

—An obstinate pig—When Mr. Mouse made
a mistake—Mr. Monkey's cousin escapes

—

When Mr. Florse got the best of Mr. Lion

—

When Mr. Pig iooled the shop-keeper.

BILLY GOAT'S STORY
By AMY PRENTICE

With thiriy-two illustrations and a frontispiece in colors by J. Watson Davis. Hand-
some i loih binding. Price, 50 cents.

Mr. Billy Goat meets Aunt Amy—When ^Tr. Goat turned stud;o"s— An ambitious
goat—A brave goat—When Mr Donkey wanted an education—Mr. Trout makes a
mistake—How Mr Ram stole the ncorns—A very busy mother—When Mr. Turtle
raced with Mr. F-og—When N' r. Flfp>iant tried co be a man— Wiieii Mr. Wolf was
nntjrateful—How i\lr. l-ieetle was fooled—When Mr. ^nake's teeth were dull—When
Mr. Wild Hog made a mistake—Mr. Calf wants to be the master—More of Mr. Crow's
poetrv—Foolish Mr. Qua-l— Mr. 'I'owser's misfortunes—When ^1 r. Goat fooled Mr.
Wolf— Driven from home—When John learned something—When Mr. Donkey went
on a strike—When Mrs. Cat pot discouraged—When Mr. Monkey tried to bon-ow
money—When Mr. Robin's throat was sore.

For lie by all book'-ellers, or sent postpaid on receipt ot price by the publishers.
A. L. BURT COMPANY, 52-58 Duane Street, New York.
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BUNNY RABBIT'S STORY
By AMY PRENTICE

With thirty illustrations and a fron,;ispiece in colors by J. Watson Davis. Handsome
Cloth binding. Price, 50 cents-

A List of Bunny Rabbit's Stories

Where Mr. Bunny Rabbit lived—Bunny
goes to the Circus—How Mr. Fox cheated

Bunny Rabbit—Mr. Turtle at the Circus

—1'he Elephant's joke — Bunny Rabbit

hunts for elephants—The escape from the

circus—When the chicken was sick— Mr.

Fox's pitiful story— Mr. Turtle's great

scheme—When Mr. Goose and Mr. Frog

wore clothes — Mr. Frog's love story— The
Lamb goes hunting for Marj^—Mr. Turtle

makes a mistake—The sad fate of Mr.

Coon—Mrs. Brahma's queer family— The
Frog's boast—Tommy Man goes hunting

—Mr. Owl at dinner—How Mr. Ape whip-

ped Mr. Leopard — The trap Mr. Man set— How Mr. Turtle won the race—

A

letter for Bunny Rabbit,

TOWSER DOG'S STORY
By AMY PRENTICE

With thirty-two illustrations and a frontispiece in colors by J. Watson Davis. Hand-
some Clo'.h binding. Price, 50 cents.

'^>:

A List ot Towser Dog's Stories
Mr. Towser dog meets Aunt Amy—The Tramp dog's visit—When little Poodle was

tempted—When Mr. Spot was abused—When Mr. Crow stole a bone—When the

Wolvesfell in love— Mr. Towser dog'sdreani-Wlun MammaSpeckle lost an egs—How
Mr. Spot was punished for being greedy—What the dog really did in the manger

—

When Mr. Rover ran away—A very fooli'^h dog—When Mrs. Sheep gave Mr. Wolf a
dinner—When Mr. Rover made a mistake—Old (Iramilather I uck—When l)an(1y ne-

glected his duty—When Mr. Fido lost Mr. Man's dinner—A very wise dog—Mr.
Screw learns how much the wagon weighs—When the Wolf wanted a partner—When
Tommy Man was punished—The inquisitive cat—A lesson on gluttony and meddling.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the publishers*

A. L. BURT COMPANY, 52-58 Duane Stre t, New York.
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BOOKS FOR BOYS.
Joe's Luck: A Boy's Adventures in California. By
Horatio Alger, Jr. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00.

The story is chock fall of stirrius incidents, while the amusing situ-
ations are furnished by Joshua Bicliford, from Pumpkin I^ollow, and the
fellow who modestly styles himself the "Rip-tail Roarer, from Pike Co.,
Missouri." i\Ir. Aljrer never writes a poor book, and "Joe's Luck" is cer-
tainly one of his best.

Tom the Bootblack; or, The Eoad to Success. By
Horatio Alger, Jr. 13mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00.

A bright, enterprising lad was Tom the Bootblack. He was not at all
ashamed of his humble callius, though always on the lookout to better
himself. The lad started for Cincinnati to look up his heritage. Mr.
Grey, the uncle, did not hesitate to employ a ruffian to kill the lad. The
plan failed, and Gill)ert Grey, once Tom the bootblack, came into a com-
fortable fortune. This is one of Mr. AlgerT ^st stories.

Dan the Newsboy. By Horatig _aLGEr^ Jr. 12mo,
cloth, illustrated, price $1.00.

Dan Mordaunt and his mother live in a poor tenement, and the lad la
pluckily trying to make ends meet by selling papers in the streets of New
York. A little heiress of six years is confided to the care of the Mor-
daunts. The child is kidnapped and Dan tracks the child to the house
where she is hidden, and rescues her. The wealthy aunt of the little

heiress is so delighted with Dan's courage and many good qualities
that she adopts him as her heir.

Tony tl^e Hero: A Brave Boy's Adventure with a
Tramp. By Horatio Alger, Jr. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00.

Tony, a sturdy bright-eyed boy of fourteen, is under the control of
Rudolph Rugg, a thorough rascal. After much abuse Tony runs away
and gets a job as stable boy in a country hotel. Tony is heir to a
largo estate. Rudolph for a consideration hunts up Tony and throws
him down a 3eep well. Of course Tony escapes from the fate provided
for him, and by a brave act, a rich friend secures his rights and Tony
is prosperous. A very entertaining book.

The Errand Boy; or, How Phil Brent Won Success.
By Horatio Ai.ger, Jr. 12mo, cloth illustrated, price Sl-00.

The career of "The Errand Boy" embraces the city adventures of a
smart country lad. Philip was brought up by a kind-hearted innkeeper
named Brent. The death of Mrs. Brent paved the way for the hero's
subsequent troubles. A retired merchant in New York secures him the
situation of errand boy, and thereafter stands as his friend.

Tom Temple's Career. By Horatio Alger^ Jr. 12mo,
cloth, illustrated, price SI 00.

Tom Temple is a bright, self-reliant lad. He leaves Plympton village
to seek work in New York, whence he undertakes an important mission
to California. Some of his adventures in the far west are so startling that
the reader will scarcely close the book until the last page sh::ll have been
reached. The tale is written in Mr. Alger's most fascinating style.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by tbe
publisher, A. L. SUET, 52-58 Duane Street, New York.
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BOOKS FOR BOYS.
Frank Fowler, the Cash Boy. By Horatio Alger, Jr.
]2mo, cloth, illustrated, price Sl.OU.

Frank Fowlor. a poor boy, bravoly determines to make a living for
himself and liis foster-sister Grace. Goin^ to New York he obtains a
situation as cash boy in a dry goods store. He renders a service to a
wealthy old gentleman who takes a fancy to the lad, and thereafter
helps the lad to gain success and fortune.

Tom Thatcher's Fortune. By Horatio Alger, Jr.
12mo, clotli, ilhistrated, price Si. 00.

Tom Tliatcher is a brave, ambitious, unselfish boy. Ho supports his
mother and sister on meagre wages earned as a shoe-peggcr in John
Simpson's factory. Tom is discharged from the factory and starts over-
land for California. He meets with many adventures. Tlie story is told
in a way which has made Mr. Alger's name a household word in so many
homes.

The Train Boy. By Horatio Alger, Jr. 12mo,
cloth, iliustrated, price Si -00.

Paul Palmer was a wide-awake boy of sixteen who supported his mother
and sister by selling books and papers on the Chicago and Milwaukee
Railroad, He detects a young man in the act of picking the pocket of a
j'oung ladj'. In a railwaj' accident many passengers are killed, but Paul
is fortunate enough to assist a Chicago merchant, who out of gratitude
takes him into his employ. Paul succeeds with tact and judgment and
Is well started on the road to business prominence.

Mark Mason's Victory. The Trials and Triumphs of
a Telegraph Boy. By Horatio Alger, Jr. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price
$1.00.

Mark Mason, the telegraph boy, was a sturdy, honest lad, who pluckily
won his way to success by his honest manly efforts under many dilfl-

culties. This story will please the very large class of boys who regard
Mr. Alger as a favorite author.

A Debt of Honor. The Story of Gerald Lane's Success
in tlie Far West. By Horatio Alger, Jr. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, pric«
^1.00.

The story of Gerald Lane and the account of the many trials and dis-
appointments which he passed through befoi he attained success, will
Interest all boys who have read the previous stories of this delightful
author.

Ben Bruce. Scenes in the Life of a Bowery Newsboy.
By Horatio Alger, Jr. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00.

Ben Bruce was a brave, manly, generous boy. The story of his efforts,
and many seeminc failures and disappointments, and his final success, ar«
(most interesting to all readers. The tale is written in Mr. Alger's
most fascinating style.

The Castaways; or, On the Florida Eeefs. By James
Otis, 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00.

This tale smacks of the salt sea. From the moment that the Sea
Queen leaves lower New York bay till the breeze leaves her becalmed off

the coast of Florida, one can almost hear the whistle of tlie wind
through her rigging, the creak of her straining cordage as she heels to
the leeward. The adventures of Ben Clark, the hero of the storv and
Jake the cook, cannot fail to charm the reader. As a writer for young
people Mr. Otis is a prime favorite.

For sale by all l)ooksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price hy the
publisher, A. L. BUBT, 52-58 Suane Street, New York.
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BOOKS FOR BOYS.
Wrecked on Spider Island ; or. How Ned Rogers Found
the Treasure. By James Otis, 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00.

Ned Rogers, a "down-east" plucky lad ships as cabin boy to earn
a livelihood. Ned is marooned on Spider Island, and while there dis-

covers a wreck submerged in the sand, and tinds a considerable amount
of treasure. The capture of the treasure and the incidents of the
voyage serve to make as eutertaiuing a story of sea-life as the most
captious boy could desire.

The Search for the Silver City : A Tale of Adventure in
Yucatan. By Jajies Otis. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price ^1.00.

Two lads, Teddy Wright and Neal Emery, embark on the steam
yacht Day Dream for a cruise to the tropics. The yacht is destroyed
by fire, and then the boat is cast upon the coast of Yucatan. They
bear of the wonderful Silver City, of the Chan Santa Cruz Indians,
and '^^•ith the help of a faithful Indian ally carry off a number of the
golden images from the temples. Pursued with relentless vigor at last
their escape is etfected in an astonishing manner. The story is so
full of exciting incidents that the reader is quite carried away with
the novelty and realism of the narrative.

A Runaway Brig; or, An Accidental Cruise. By
James Otis. 12mo, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00.

This is a sea tale, and the reader can look out upon the wide shimmer-
ing sea as it flashes back the sunlight, and imagine himself afloat with
Harry Vandyne, Walter Morse, Jim Libby and that old shell-back. Bob
Brace, on the brig Bonita. The brys discover a mysterious document
which enables them to find a buried treasure. They are stranded on
an island and at last are rescued with the treasure. The boys are sure
to be fascinated with this entertaining story.

The Treasure Finders: A Boy's Adventures in
Nicaragua. By James Otis. 12ino, cloth, illustrated, price $1.00.

Roy and Dean Coloney, with their guide Tongla, leave their father's
indigo plantation to visit the wonderful ruins of an ancient city. The
boys eagerly explore the temples of an extinct race and discover three
golden images cunningly hidden away. They escape with the greatest
difficulty. Eventually they reach safety with their golden prizes. We
doubt if there ever was written a more entertaining story than "The
Treasure Finders."

Jack, tlie Hunchback. A Story of the Coast of Maine.
By James Otis. Price $1.00.

This is the story of a little hunchback who lived on Cape Elizabeth,
on the coast of Maine. His trials and successes are most interesting.
Prom first to last nothing stays the interest of the narrative. It bears us
along as on a stream whose current varies in direction, but never loses
its force.

With Washington at Monmouth: A Story of Three
Philadelphia Boys. By James Otis. 12mo, ornamental cloth, olivine
edges, illustrated, price $1.50.

Three Philadelphia lads assist the American spies and make regular
and freciuent visits to Valley Forge in the Winter while the British
occupied the city. The story abounds with pictures of Colonial life

skillfully drawn, and the glimpses of Washington's soldiers which are
given shown that the work has not been hastily done, or without con-
6i(i( r.iblc study. The story is wholesome and patriotic in tone, as are
all (if Mr. Otis' works.

For sale by all book.sellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the
publisher, A. L. BURT, 52-58 Duane Street, New York.
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BOOKS FOR BOYSo
With Lafayette at Yorktown: A Story of How Two
Boys Joined the Contiuental Army. By James Otis. 12mo, ornamental
cloth, olivine edj^es, illustrated, price $1.50.

Two lads from Portmouth, N. H., attempt to enlist in tho Colonial
Army, and are given employment as spies. There is no lack of exciting
incidents which th.' youthful reader craves, but it is healthful fxciti'-
ment brimming with facts which every boy should be familiar with,
and while the reader is following the adventures of Ren Jaffrays and
Ned Allen he is acquiring a fund of historical lore which will remain
In his memory long after that which he has memorized from text-
books has been forgotten.

At the Siege of Havana. Being the Experiences of
Three Boys Serving under Israel Putnam in 1762. By James Otis. 12mo,
ornamental cloth, olivine edges, illustrated, price SI .50.

"At the Siege of Havana" deals with that portion of the Island's
history when the English king captured the capital, thanks to the
assistance given by the troops from New England, led in part by Col.
Israel Putnam.
The principal characters are Darius Lunt, the lad who, represented as

telling the story, and his comrades, Robert Clement and Nicholas
Vallet. Colonel Putnam also figures to considerable extent, necessarily.
In the tale, and the whole forms one of the most readable stories founded on
historical facts.

The Defense of Fort Henry, A Story of Wheeling
Creek in 1777. By James Otis. 12mo, ornamental cloth, olivine edges,
illustrated, price gl.oO.

Nowhere in the history of our country can be found more heroic or
thrilling incidents than in the story of those brave men and women
who founded the settlement of Wheeling in the Colony of Virginia. The
recital of what Elizabeth Zanc did is in itself as heroic a story as can
be imagined. The wondrous bravery displayed by Major ^McCulloch
and his gallant comrades, the sufferings of the colonists and their sacrifice
of blood and life, stir the blood of old as well as young readers.

The Capture of the Laughing Mary. A Story of Three
New York Boys in 1776. By James Otis. 12mo, ornamental cloth, olivine

edges, price $1.50.

"During the British occupancy of New York, at the outbreak of the
Revolution, a Yankee lad hears of the plot to take General Washington's
person, and calls in two companions to assist the patriot cause. They
do some astonishing things, and. incidentally, lay the way for an
American navy later, by the exploit which gives its name to the
work. Mr. Otis' books are too well known to reauire any particular
commendation to the young."—Evening Post.

With Warren at Bunker Hill. A Story of the Siege of
Boston. By James Otis. 12mo, ornametnal cloth, olivine edges, illus-

trated, price Si.50.

"This is a tale of the siege of Boston, which opens on the day after
the doings at Lexington and Concord, with a description of home life

in Boston, introduces the reader to the British camp at Charlestown,
shows Gen. Warren at home, describes what a boy thought of the
battle of Bunker Hill, and closes with the raising of tne siege. The
three heroes, George Wentworth, Ben Scarlett and an old mpeniaker,
incur the enmity of a young Tory, who causes them many adventures
the boys will like to read."—Detroit Free Press.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the
publisher, A. L. BUHI, 52-58 Duane Street, New York.
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