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FAIRY TALES TOLD AGAIN.

INTRODUCTION.

OME, my dears, come and listen to me!”

No sooner did Grandmamma say this, than all the
little people in the nursery left their pretty little games,
and swarmed around Grandmamma’s great big chair.

First  lattle: Lina, swith -the large” blue’ eyes;  whose

pretty round chin just came up comfortably above her Grand-
mother’s knee, at which she sat herself down, with her mouth
ready to receive every precious word.

Next, flaxen-haired Johnny, leading along his big dog on four
wheels—a genuine Maltese terrier, with real wool on his back—
and led by a strap of leather, which was as real as a strap can
possibly be.

Then came handsome young Maudie, who had long golden
hair that went in large curls all down her shoulders and back.
The vain little puss had been trying on a grand white feather,
and had been much engaged in the delicious thought of how she
would have looked in the glass up-stairs, but at the magic words,
“Come and listen!” she instantly forgot her own charms, for she
knew that from her dear old Granny’s lips she should hear some-
thing worth hearing and altogether delightful.

Then bonny little Georgie (and he was a bonny little boy), who
had been amusing himself and his merry sister beside him with
a figure of “Punch,” he too sat down very attentively, with his
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long-nosed friend reclining gracefully upon his knees, and merry
sister Grace’s arms about his neck.

And Master Willie, eight years old last birthday, and quite
a man, strode from his corner with a slow and stately step—for
was he not (in height and years, at least) above all the others >—
came and climbed on to the back of Grandmamma’s chair, as
being the most dignified position he coul ! find.

And tiny Lily, youngest and baby of them all, was made a
queen for the occasion, and had Grandmamma’s knee for her
throne; for was she not the pet, and the dearest little mite that
ever toddled on a floor?

And then Mamma, who was most happy when her dear little
children were happy, stood there too, to hear all the stories and
fun; and I have no doubt that while she listened, her loving heart
went back to the old times when s/e was 2 little toddler, and sat
in the very same beloved lap that tiny Lily was sitting in, and. all
to hear about the same wonderful things.

And last of all there is — why, you  yourself, dear ljttle
reader, just as ready to listen as they; and,wonderful to tell, with
the whole happy family, Grandmamma and all, upon your own
little knees, and with the very book she is reading placed right
before your eyes. So don't you think that with these ad-
vantages you ought to be the happiest and merriest of them all ?
I do.

But you are all children, and cannot stij] your active little
tomgues all at once and together. In fact there is quite a
hubbub, so that Grandmamma is obliged tosay; « S hi T g
not say, ‘Come here and make as much nojse as you can;’ T said,
‘Come and listen to 7ze.”” | |

“But, Grandmamma,” says - little® Lina,. “svhat is it to
be about ?”

“Wait a little, my dear, and you shall hear.”

“And, oh, Grandmamma !” says Maudie, “is it to be about

grand ladies with——"

“You shall hear, you shall hear; jus listen, my dear.”
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“ And, Gi‘an’ma, dear,” cries bonny little Georgie, ““will there
be any little men with funny noses?” |

“You should not ask questions,” replies Grandmamma,
patting the open pages of the book. “This is a book of
wonderful fairy tales, all about people who go to sleep.”

“ That’s not so wonderful!” puts in Master Willie, “7 go to
sleep every night.”

“Yes, yes, my boy, but not for-——.  Now b be quiet, like
good children, and you'll hear all about it.”

“Does it say anything about wild beasts?” asks Johnny,
who up to this time had been as quict as his own little Maltese
terrier. il

“Yes, my love, that it does; and about strange little boys and
girls, and great men and little men, and pretty ladies and ugly
ones, and fairies that do good deeds and witches that do bad deeds,
and vice versd.”

“ Oh, what’s ‘vicey verser?’” asks merry sister Gracie, with her
little fat arms still round George’s neck.

“ Vice versd, my dear,” replies Grandmamma, rather puzzled
at the question, “means anything that’s just the opposite of what
you say at first.” ~

Here all the children open their eyes very wide, and tiny Lily,
who all this time has been snuggling in Grandmamma’s lap,
makes signs of wishing to say something.

“I sink——,” she begins.

“Well, my pet?”

“ Gran'ma.”

ENEs.

“I sink you's goin'——

““What to do, pet?”

“To tell a taully.”

“Why, of course, wicked little puss; that's just what I am
going to do. But if youll not waste the time you shall have
more than one story. And although you may be amused, as I am
sure you will be, every one of these wonderful stories will have
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something in it besides, to teach you what is beautiful and good ;
and so each of you must listen attentively to find out all the
beautiful things and the good things you can as I go on. Now
these are very old, old stories, written years and years before you or
I were born, so there must be something very nice about them for
them to have lasted so long. Now then, I will tell you about the
‘Sleeping Beauty.””

But here they all grow clamorous again, and Grandmamma is
~quite bewildered, but at last hits upon a plan to restore order
once more.

“ Now all say after me,” says she, “ Hush!”

“Hush!” says Mamma. |

“ Hush!” says Master Willie.

“ Hush!” says Maudie.
““ Hush!” says Lina.
“ Hush!” says Johnnie.
“ Hush!” says merry Gracie.
“ Hush1” says little Georgic.
““ Hush!” says tiny Lily.
And
“Hush!” say You.

——— T

THE SLEEPING ‘BEAUTY.

I.—HOW IT ALL BEGAN.

X' NCE upon a time, my dears—which means, for anything
I know to the contrary, the year one thousand, one
hundred, and one, of the age of this beautiful world—
77 there lived a certain great and glorious King, whose do-
PR i .

“%  minions stretched for many miles north, south, east, and
west of his palace, and were bounded only by the deep, wide,
blue sea.
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Now this great King had a beautiful Queen to sit at his side ;
and both of them had, within a little time of their marriage, a
sweet little daughter given them to pet and take all possible
care of, and everybody sang the praises of this charming tiny
princess—first, because she was such a pretty little mite;
secondly, because she was heiress to the throne of a great
kingdom ; and, thirdly, because it pleased the great King and
the beautiful Queen to hear them.

In those days lived a wonderful and very powerful race of
beings called Fairies, and these Fairies held great control over
the destinies of the human race. They had a knack of taking
unaccountable likes and dislikes to certain people with whom
they took pains to be acquainted. They would attach themselves
to the fortunes—good or evil—of such people, and follow them
unremittingly to the end of their days. Some of the Iairies
were by nature good—others evil. Happy was he who had a
good one at his back, for his life was then sure to be all that
mortal man could wish; but unhappy indeed was that one who
was followed in his path by a wicked Fairy, for nothing but
misfortune would then be his lot in this world.

Most of these Sprites were very fickle and freakish, using
their powers at random, and caring but little for the good or
bad results of their waywardness. Some of their doings you
shall hear of presently.

Of these wonderful beings there were several kinds. There
were the little Fairies, who slept in the bells and cups of flowers,
and danced in the meadows by moonlight, and I think the queen
of fairies must have lived in a violet. There were the Goblins,
who took all sorts of queer fantastic shapes, and played all
sorts of mischievous tricks upon mankind. Then there were
the Gnomes, horrid giants of creatures, the mere sight of whom
would frighten an honest man out of his senses—creatures who
could topple over whole cities as easily as you could break a
throstle’s egg. And there were the Kelpies and Brownies, and
ever so many other kinds of naughty spirits, who thought

B
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nothing of scaring a poor child- out of its wits, and then
devouring it with the most heartless satisfaction. So don’t you
think, on the whole, we are better off for having none of these
fairy beings about us nowadays ?

But I was nearly forgetting the great King, the beautiful
Queen, and the lovely Princess.

About a month after the birth of the little Princess Royal, the
King and Queen, her parents, determined to have = grand
christening, to which all the nobility of the kingdom should be
invited. This of course was an important event, so the royal
pair held a long consultation upon it. ,

After they had been consulting for exactly three days and a
quarter, they came to the question of godfathers and god-
mothers.

“And now,” said his Majesty, “ what about a godfather ? ” for
the baby being a girl, you know, they wanted only one.

“If your Majesty will not be godfather yourself,” replied the
Queen, “I do not know a fitter person than my Lord Arch-
bishop of Galopinter.” '

“Very good,” said the King; “it shall be done.” (““Neny
good,” by-the-bye, was a pet phrase of the King’s, as also was “ It
shall be done.”) “And that being settled,” continued his Majesty,
“what about the godmothers ?”

“’T'o have things as they should be,” replied the Queen, “ we
ought to have twelve godmothers.”

“What |” exclaimed the King. *Twelve of them—a dozen!
I never heard of such a thing in my life !”

“Is it possible?” returned the Queen, lifting up her beautiful
eyebrows; ‘7 had twelve godmothers.”

“’This is the first time you have mentioned such a thing,” said
the King. “I call it a great division of responsibility | Never
mind, though, if you wish it. Very good, it shall be done.”

“I am very much obliged to your Majesty,” said the Queen,
with a most lovely smile; “and now I may add that my twelve
godmothers were Fairies.” A
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“You don't say so!” gasped the bewildered Monarch ; “and
if I may ask a question so rude, what are you driving at?”

“Simply this, that one of my godmothers has intimated to
me in a dream that twelve of her tribe are willing to stand for
our little daughter.”

« Hum—ha,” murmured the Monarch, slowly and thought-
fully ; adding, “ Well, I must smoke a pipe over this, and let
you know.” And when he had smoked a pipe over it he let
her know by saying, «“ Very good, it shall be done.”

I1II.—THE MEETING OF THE FAIRIES.

5 UT I must tell you all about how the Fairy godmothers
were chosen. It was on a beautiful moonlit night—
when all the grass and the ferns and the palm-trees above
shone like silver, and the little brooks running hither and
thither sparkled like millions of diamonds—that the Fairy
tribe (all lady Fairies, I must mention) assembled in solemn con-
clave to decide upon the question of godmothers. Now there were
to be two grand christenings on the same day, and at the same
hour of the morning; and besides the twelve godmothers who
had to be chosen for the Princess I am telling you about, twelve
others were to stand for the infant prince who was son and heir to
another mighty king, ruling over a vast tract of country, which,
for all I can tell, went by the name of Somewhere Else. Now
A1l the Fairies in this particular tribe numbered only twenty-five.
There was therefore no little difficulty in selecting the godmothers
for both christenings, because, you see, twelve and twelve being
twenty-four, it was like a game of odd-one-out, and in this case a
very unpleasant game it was, for one of the number must be made
to feel very uncomfortable at being left alone ; so you will not feel
so very much astonished when I tell you there was a very sharp
discussion on this point—who was to be left behind 2 No one was

B\
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found self-denying enough to be odd one of her own accord. So,
after chattering a good deal. till the moon was just ready to sink,
they resolved to settle the question by drawing lots. It was Fairy
Crowsfoot who proposed this plan, and what was her horror,
dismay, and anger, when all the others were successful, and she
herself the one unlucky Fairy., |

To witness her frenzy and despair at this unexpected blow was
very distressing indeed. She tore her hair that was as fine as
thistle-down, until it blinded for a time the eyes of everybody
present.  She shrieked in such a tone that the very field-crickets
quaked in their cases, and quite forgot what part of their tune they
had got to; and she rushed to and fro with such swiftness that the
grasses thought it was the carly wind getting up, and sleepily
nodded their little heads to say “Good morning.” But it was all of
no avail, her exertions having left her just what she was before—
a disappointed, sulky, and, I fear. revengeful little goose of a Fairy

All at once, however, she was seized with an idea, for she
sprung up from the ground like a lark, and flew and flew (the little
blue speck that she was) on and onward, onward and on, keeping

the palace of the great King in view. And what was this sudden
idea of hers? Well, you shall hear,

III.—~THE CHRISTENING.

"¢ N the morning of the christening, the great King and
: the lovely Queen sat down to a quict breakfast, quite by
) themselves. It can’t be said that his Majesty was in the
4 very best of moods. He growled over his smoked tongue
' and choked over his coffee as though something serious had
happened, and he was to be dethroned that day, instead of going
to his own daughter’s christening.,
What was the matter ? Simply this—he had been nudged.
He had been most unceremoniously nudged by the Queen at




7 HE SLEEPING BEAUTY. B2

exactly half-past four that morning, while he was still in the enjoy-
ment of a sweet, sound sleep. Now I may safely say he was not
at all accustomed to this sort of thing, and above all things hated
to be disturbed in the early morning; so that when the Queen
nudged him his good temper was shaken out of him for at least
six hours.

‘“ My dear,” she had said softly.

e e

“ My dear,” a little louder this time.

“ What now ?”

“] am sorry to disturb you, but I've had a very strange
dream.”

“ You’re always having strange dreams,” the King had growled
out, and turned to sleep again.

“May I tell it you?”

« There you go again; you won't let a fellow sleep! Tell it,
and have done with it.”

«1 dreamt that something whispered in my ear and said, ‘I
am the Fairy Crowsfoot, and am left all alone, so do please invite
me to the christening. I'll bring a most lovely present—indeed I
will” So I said, ‘T'll ask the King, and if he says “Yes,” you may
come and be one of our privileged guests.” And now, my dear,
may she come?”

“ No she mayn’t,” the King had snapped in reply; ‘‘twelve
of them is enough for one party. I don’t want thirteen to the
dozen. Now, as you've had your answer, you'll be good cnough
“to let me go to sleep again.”

You will now no longer wonder at the King’s behaviour at the
breakfast table, and you will be as thankful as the Queen was that
no one was by to see. But the Queen also watched her husband
with anxiety, for to tell the truth she would gladly have given the
Fairy Crowsfoot another chance of the King’s permission to be
present at the feast. By-and-by, however, the King suddenly
smiled, and this sent a ray of hope into the Queen’s breast.

“ My dear,” said she, “I am glad to see you smile.”
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“It was only a joke that just occurred to me, but I fancy I've
heard it before. G-r-r-r-humph 1”

Notwithstanding the concluding growl, her Majesty took
courage. '

“ May it please your Majesty,” she began, and looked perfectly
bewitching. |

But the king had grown used to all that by this time, so he
said shortly, “Well?”

“Will your Majesty allow me to venture to allude to——" .

“ G-r-r-r-humph! I remember it all. Enough. Not a word
more I beg. You NUDGED mel”

Poor unfortunate Queen! Poor unfortunate Fairy Crowsfoot !
Thus was an invitation to Court lost by a nudge.

Ten o'clock arrived at last, and so did the guests. The twelve
Fairy Godmothers were there, arrayed in the beautiful colours of
their respective flowers, but they had enlarged themselves to one
hundred and forty-four times their natural size, so that now
they were nearly as big as ordinary women. Hundreds of ladies
were there too, all smiles and silks and satins and velvets, and I
don’t know what besides. Hundreds of nobles and knights were
there as well, and with their silver armour and cloth of gold they
looked wonderfully brave and fine.

At a quarter past ten precisely they formed the procession,
and in this manner :(—

First went the heralds, threescore of them, blowing as loud as
they could with their silver trumpets. They were followed by the
band of the King's life guards. Then came the King and Queen
in their chariot of state, drawn by a hundred white horses. Then
came the infant Princess in her nurse’s arms in another chariot of
state, drawn by fifty white horses. Immediately after this came
the Fairy Godmothers in their chariots of state, one to each, and
cach drawn by fifty white butterflies of the size of a Shetland pony ;
and the lords and knights and ladies, in the order of their rank,
brought up the rear.

Thus they came to the chief temple, where the Archbishop
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of Galopinter stood ready to receive them; and oh, dear me!
the splendour of that christening service ! How can I describe it ?

And here ‘I don’t mind telling you a secret. I wanted
Monsieur Doré to draw a picture of it for you, and when I
asked him he told me that he really did not dare attempt such
a thing, for the brilliancy of the colours would quite spoil his
eyes, and render him unable to do the pictures that came after-
wards. So I can only say that the christening went off to
perfection, and that the party returned in the same order as
before.

By this time—it being now past noon—the King had quite
recovered his usual good-humour; but the Queen was too full
of the christening to think any more about the disappointed Fairy.

IV..—THE BANQUET.

[‘;'HE christening dinner was a triumph of cooking to the
\ cooks, and a labour of love to the eaters. ki Iweke to
give you a list of all the things that were put upon the
é? tables it would run over three or four pages, and that, I think,
would tire you.

At the chief table sat the King, the Queen, my Lord Arch-
bishop, my Lord Chancellor, and the twelve Godmothers. At
the second table sat the Ambassadors and the Officers of ‘State;
and at fifty other tables were the rest of the distinguished guests.

When the feast was over the usual toasts were given, and
of course the toast of the day was the infant Princess, who, I
forgot to tell you, was named Prettipet. Here the Court
minstrels came in with a song specially composed for the
occasion ; and, I am sorry to say, 1 cannot remember all the
words of it. But just as they were singing—

“ And may she spin the whitest wool
That ever spinster span,”

there was a sudden sensation in the hall, for who should march
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through the door, with her arms a-kimbo and her wrinkled
face all inflamed with rage, but an ugly old woman, who I
may as well tell you at once was none other than the Fairy
Crowsfoot in disguise. VYes, it was the Fairy Crowsfoot! and
she stalked up the hall, elbowing her way, until she reached the
royal table, when she stopped and made this speech :—

“ Hard-hearted and unmannerly King, you refused to invite
me here just because you didn’t like thirteen to the dozen, and
wouldnt be nudged. You think a great deal of your royal
self, I have no doubt, but if you don’t mind your ‘p’s’ and ‘q’s’
I'll humble you yet. And I have no doubt you think a fine
deal of your daughter too. As I came in your stupid fellows
were singing—

¢ And may she spin the whitest wool
That ever spinster span ;’

but mark my words: if she ever lays hands on a spindle before
she’s full twenty years old, I'll send you all to sleep for a
hundred years at least, and I know what will wake you up after
that. Only one thing, but I am not going to tell you what it
is.” And having finished her speech, the Fairy vanished.

Here was a pretty to-do, to be sure! Nobody thought of any
more festivity after such a speech as that. The twelve Fairy
Godmothers and the Queen all fainted away, and the Lord
Archbishop said he must really be excused. The Lord Chan-
cellor had an important appointment to keep; and all the rest
of the company disappeared without saying “ Good-bye !”

Left to himself—for the Queen had been carried to her room,
and the twelve Fairy Godmothers had somehow vanished—the
King, as he looked round the now deserted hall, knitted his
brows, used intemperate language, and was altogether in no
enviable frame of mind. He could only console himself with
batching such a scheme as should frustrate the evil designs of
the Fairy Crowsfoot; and presently he hit on a plan which he
thought would be most effective. He determined to banish



THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. 17

every spindle out of the land, whether it belonged to high or
low, rich or poor; and, being a person of great determination,
he resolved to carry out his purpose at once, and so sent for
the Royal Chief Crier. |

This eminent man appeared very quickly, and with several
large bright tears trickling down his nose. The sight of the tears
greatly irritated the king. ,

« Put an end to your blubbering, man, or it shall be the worse
for you.”

“Sire,” murmured the official, sinking down on his knees in
terror, “I am your most noble Majesty’s Royal Chief Crier, and I
hope I know my duty.”

“ Getup,” said his Majesty, *“ or you will spoil the knees of your
breeches. I beg to inform you that your uniform is expensive.”

Thus admonished, the Crier raised himself from the dust, and
proceeded to take orders for a royal proclamation.

As soon as he had done so, he went out from the king's
presence, and published throughout the country the following
decree —

“QO-yes! O-yes! O-yes! This is to give notice, that our
sovereign lord the King hath made a decree that every man,
woman, or child in this realm who hath possessed, doth possess,
or hereafter may possess, a certain article of industry commonly
called and known as a spindle, shall destroy the same, or cause it
to be destroyed without delay, on pain of instant death.”

But at so stern a decree all the people murmured greatly, and
spinsters of high and low degree conspired to stir up their
husbands, brothers, and lovers against it; so for a time you heard
of nothing but mobs and riots, and the life of a courtier was
hardly safe. The rioters went even so far as to pelt the palace
cates with rotten eggs, but the numbers of offenders that were
beheaded every day soon brought the rebels to their senses, and
by degrees quiet was restored once more. In short, within three
months from the date of this decree there was not a spindle to be
seen or heard in all that land.

C
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V.—THE FAIRY'S SPINDLE,

. OW the Princess Prettipet grew from babyhood into
girlhood, and from girlhoed into womanhood, and be-
y  came famed as the most beautiful woman in the world,
l I can only tell you in as many words. Plenty of handsome
young princes there were to admire her and try to obtain
her for a wife, but for not one of them did Prettipet care in the
least. If she did have any preference it was for the Prince who
was exactly her age, and had been christened on the very same day
(and was heir to the throne of Somewhere Else); yet even he was
rejected by the royal damsel, and he left her father’s palace in
disgust, never dreaming that he could forget Prettipet, marry
another princess, and have sons, grandsons, and great grandsons.

Now very shortly after the disappointed Prince left the Court
the King ordained that there should be a great hunting day, and
all the great folks in the kingdom were invited. The Princess,
attended by her gentlewomen, rode out to the meet upon a splendid
white horse. She was within a few days of her twentieth birthday,
and her beauty had reached its full perfection, so the glory of her
appearance put all the other ladies completely in the shade. Her
horsemanship was quite charming, and all the royal visitors
showered compliments upon it. Presently the hunt began, but,
unfortunately, as her favourite was taking his first leap, he
stumbled over a large stone and was badly lamed. Prettipet’s
mortification knew no bounds; and although several horsemen
drew up and offered their horses, she would not accept any, but
resolutely set her face homeward.

When she reached the palace she found it quite deserted, not a
soul was to be seen, so she had to content herself with listlessly
rambling through the palace grounds, and this she did for several
hours. Ever and anon she could hear the horns of the huntsmen
sounding very faintly, and after a long time she could fancy they
were'coming nearer, and approaching the palace. Then she
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“ What beautiful white wool you are making there !”
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thought she could hear a low, persistent, rumbling sound, which
seemed to come from within. Was it fancy? No; she was not
mistaken; she would go and see. So she went within doors
just as the hunting party had returned, and, guided by the rumbling
noise, made her way up the stairs leading to her own bedroom.
She entered, and what was her surprise when she saw a wrinkled
old dame seated there quite comfortably, working with some
strange implements she had never seen before! At first she was
inclined to be angry, so she said, “ Old woman, what business have
you here ?” «

“ May it please your Royal Highness,” said the Iairy (for 1t
was the naughty Fairy Crowsfoot), “ I am spinning.”

Struck by the self-confident air of her strange visitor, and by
the novel things with which she was working, the Princess could
only say, “ What beautiful white wool you are making there!”

“ May it please your Royal Highness,” returned the dame, “you
may well say so, for it is the whitest wool that ever was spun.
Would you like to try ?”

“ Well,” replied Prettipet, “I think I should.” And the Princess
took the old dame’s place and began to spin; but no sooner did
she touch the spindle than she fell back into her chair, and sank
into a deep sleep.

Then the old dame took Prettipet in her arms and laid her on
the bed, saying, with a wicked little laugh, ‘“Sleep there my
pretty pet, for a hundred years at least ;” and then taking her own
form again, Fairy Crowsfoot flew out of the window.

Yes, the Princess Prettipet and everybody else in the palace
or its grounds had gone to sleep for a hundred years |

VI.—A MAGICAL KISS.

@0 NE beautiful spring morning his Royal Highness the

3 s . .
Q_ﬁﬁ Crown Prince of Somewhere Else called together his
/I

u@« hounds and his men and all to go a-hunting. In the
30 course of a few hours they found fine sport; and carried
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away by the spirit of the chase, the Prince rode hither and
thither, up hill and down dale, across rivers and through forests,
until it suddenly occurred to him that he must have strayed very
far away from home. Not a soul was with him, and how long he
had Dbeen left alone he could scarcely say.

Raising his horn to his lips, he blew a loud blast which lasted
fora whole minute; but he heard no reply. He therefore thought it
wise that he Should turn back. He did so as he thought, but only
found the country stranger and wilder than ever. He looked
round him in the hope of secing some wayfarer of whom he could
ask his way, but could not distinguish a single sign of humanity
anywhere near, so he had to content himself with wandering in
search of such luck as he could find.

The day was far advanced when, emerging from the gloom of
a vast forest, he caught sight of two of his attendants, followed by
some half-score of hounds. The Prince was overjoyed to meet
them, and so were they to see their young Prince.

“ We have been wandering in search of your Royal Highness,”
said they, ““for we were not a little alarmed to have missed you,
but we are totally ignorant of the way back, and must trust to your
Royal Highness’s wisdom to find it for yourself and us.”

“Ah mel” sighed the Prince, “I am just as ignorant of that
as yourselves. We can only move onward and see what will
become of it.”

The ground now became very rough and hilly, and as their
horses were weary, they tied them up to three trees that grew
together, and proceeded on foot towards what they thouorht to be
two human figures.

In this they were not deceived. In a little time they came
upon two ancient-looking wood- oratheler:,, who were labouring
together very carnestly and silently. At the same time they
espied farther off, on a slight-wooded eminence, the ruins of what
appeared to have been a magnificent building. Struck with this
unexpected sight, the Prince forgot all about the way home,
and questioned the couple about the ruin.
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“For 10ound the' doorway was gathered a group of huntsmen.”
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“‘Halloa !” he exclaimed, as he caught sight of a sleeping form stretched across the doorway.”
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“Yes, it was a famous place once,” replied the more talkative
of the two, ¢ for if you'll believe me it was a king’s palace many,
many years ago ; but it is haunted now, and no one has ever been
found bold enough to enter within the building.”

“Ts it so indeed ?” returned the Prince; “then I am no coward,
I will go and see what is to be seen. Come,” added he to his
attendants; but they could not be prevailed upon to accompany
their master to a haunted ruin, and notwithstanding the entreaties
of all four, he determined to go alone.

Now I think that this is the time to tell you that his Royal
Highness was not the very Prince of whom I have before told
you, nor yet his son, nor yet his grandson, but his great
grandson.

“It s rather dull,” said the Prince to himself, as he paced
forward through the gloomy shades, and at last found himself
entering a long avenue that led to one of the entrances of the
palace.

““ Halloa!” he exclaimed, as he caught sight of a sleeping form
stretched across the doorway, “who is that, I wonder? Some
drowsy porter I have no doubt, who has been fee’'d to watch the
building by day, and has fallen asleep while on duty. Well, T
shall have much pleasure in giving him a gentle cuff on the ear
that will wake him effectually.” Then he quickened his steps, and
soon reached the palace door.

~ “Why, what do I find here?” he cried in astonishment, as
well he might, for round the doorway was gathered a group of
huntsmen with their hounds, some standing, some reclining
against the wall or on the ground, but all evidently fast asleep.

“ The lazy vagabonds!” he exclaimed, “I'll quickly stir them
up!” And he rushed into the midst of them, kicking some with
his foot and cuffing others with his hands, but all to no purpose,
for all remained as soundly asleep as before.” This surprised him
not alittle, I can assure you, and on examining the party closcly he
was more bewildered than ever. Some had their horns half-way
raised to their lips, as though they had been seized with sleep while
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in the very act of blowing a blast. Around others the creeping
plants that grew upon the walls had twined themselves, as though
the forms that seemed so human were in reality parts of the stone-
work, and had been cunningly carved to imitate the human figure
in every respect. Very strange was all this to the Prince, and
enough to make any one feel a kind of dread of all this unearthly
stillness ; but being curious, and brave as well as curious, he went
close to one of the sleepers, felt his face, and found it was warm
and living, and saw his nostrils quivering with the breath that
regularly came and went.

“ Never before did I behold anything so marvellous!” said the
Prince aloud to himself; and his own voice as he spoke sounded
hollow and unnatural in that place.

There was not a braver man living than his Royal Highness
the Crown Prince, yet he hesitated before passing through the
portal of the ruined palace. If things so strange and almost
terrible be met with at the entrance of the ruin, what unexpected
horrors might he not find within? But nothing could daunt the
Prince for long, and summoning all his courage he entered.

Then what a scene met his eyes! At every turn of the long
passages he found men and women in all kinds of life-like atti-
tudes, and all fast asleep !

There were primly-attired maids and grandly-robed ladies,
cooks in their white aprons, and soldiers in their uniforms, gen-
tlemen in hunting dress, and pages in blue cloth and buttons.
Some looked as though they were running, some walking, others
lounging against the walls, as though waiting patiently for an
audience, and others still in little groups of two or three, as if
conferring together on some important private business. Yet all
were motionless, and silent as the grave.
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