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PRINCE SILVER WINGS

AR, far away in a beautiful southern land, where
the sky has nearly always the deep blue tint of

the ocean, and the sun seems brighter than any-
where else in the world, — far away in the midst of a
great magnolia grove dwelt a little band of fairies.
Now a fairy is a tiny creature, you know; one could
stand on the tip of your smallest finger and you would
not feel its weight. So this band of fairies, though there
were hundreds and hundreds of them, could all creep
into the heart of a great white magnolia blossom, and
sleep there as comfortably as you do in your own white
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PRINCE SILVER WINGS

bed. The fairies, wonderful little people that they are,
live just one thousand years. Then when their work is
done, instead of dying as mortals must, they turn into
bright little stars, and from their places in the heavens
they look down upon us, and watch over us forever. So
you can understand why it is that the fairies deserve all
the love that the world offers them.

Now the grove where these particular fairies lived was
very famous. Its trees were hundreds of years old.
They would stretch their long bodies and lift their great
heads until sometimes they seemed to reach upwards
nearly to the skies. They were very beautiful trees,
with great branching arms laden with creamy sweet-
scented flowers. The petals of these flowers were as
white and sensitive in their purity as snowflakes.
Touch one of them ever so lightly with your finger, or
even breathe upon it, and its snowy beauty was gone.
But the touch of the fairies had no such effect; they
danced around the yellow centre in the heart of the
blossom, or ran across the petals, and did not even stain
the loveliness.

Hundreds upon hundreds of years had the fairies
dwelt in this grove. Each year the trees grew taller
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and handsomer. Men brought their wives and children
from strange cities to view the wonderful sight of the
trees in flower. The perfume from the thousands of
sweet white blossoms was often carried on the breeze to
the sandy beach where the curling waves of the Gulf
rolled in, —and that Gulf was a good long journey
away, even for the fairies.

Late in the fall, when the flowers were gone and the
cold winter was setting in, the fairies had a busy time of
it with the birds, who were very fond of the red magnolia
berries. Now these berries, if one eats very many of
them, make one feel very lively; and sometimes when
the fairy Queen arose in the morning, she would find
dozens of little drunken birds lying around, who had
been up all night eating the berries. Then she would
order the fairies to help these naughty birds to their
homes. This was no easy task, as the frisky little fellows
acted very much like drunken men, and would topple
over and behave very badly indeed.

But the fairies had other duties quite as important
as watching the birds. They must see that on certain
nights every flower and every blade of grass received a
tiny drop of dew. And so the fireflies, who are really

[ 15 ]
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the policemen of fairyland, would light their thousands
of little lanterns and guide the fairies over the dark
places. The children of these southern lands would
watch for the bright signals of the fireflies, and they
knew when they saw them that the little people were
at work.

The Queen of the fairies was very beautiful and kind,
but also very strict. One thing she required without
fail, and would never excuse her subjects for missing.
This was that each day every fairy of her realm must
perform one good deed. Should any subject fail once in
this duty, he was not allowed to join in the nightly revel
or dance. Should he fail more than once, he was made
to pass the night in an ugly marsh near by, under the
leaf of a tiger-lily. Now the tiger-lily grows out of the
cold, dreary marsh ; the slime oozes up, the snakes crawl
around, and the bugs and mosquitoes buzz and quarrel
all night long. No sensible fairy would care to spend
the night in such a horrid place. But one little chap
had to go there a great deal. He was not exactly bad,
but he was awfully lazy; he wanted to play and have
an easy time. He would chase butterflies all the

summer day, or lie under a rosebush watching the sun-
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beams, or go down to the sandy beach and try to steal
the color from the scales of the fishes that were darting
through the bright waters. Idling thus, the day would
pass, and at night he would remember, too late, that he
had not done his good deed. He was a handsome little
fairy, too, with wings more beautiful than any save the
Queen’s ; indeed, so brilliant and flashing were they that
he was called  Silver Wings.”

One evening he started back to the magnolia grove
feeling very sorrowful indeed, for as usual he had no
good action to report. Twice already in that week had
the Queen sent him to spend the night under the tiger-
lily, and he shivered when he thought of the green-eyed
lizards that had crawled around him. Then those awful
frogs, — they kept up such an endless croaking for rain
(as if there wasn’t water enough in the old marsh any-
way) that he had not been able to get a wink of sleep
the night before. But when one does wrong there is
no help for it but to take his punishment like a man,
and little Silver Wings pulled himself together and went
home.

The fairy Queen had never looked so lovely as she did
that night, sitting upon her throne of yellow buttercups.

2 [ 17 1] |
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Our naughty prince had always a warm place in his
heart for her, and if he had had the courage he would
have asked her this very night to marry him. But he
knew she would never give her heart to him until he
had done away with his careless habits and love of
idleness. The Queen no sooner laid eyes upon Silver
Wings than she knew that he was again in trouble.
Her eyes flashed angrily, and with her shining wand she
beckoned him to approach. When he admitted that he
had no good deed to report for the day, she lost all
patience and told him that he was banished from court
for one whole month, and if, on his return, he could not
tell of thirty good deeds done during the month she
would sentence him to banishment forever.

This was terrible! Never before had a fairy been
banished; the very worst punishment had been the
tiger-lily over in the marsh. But this was far worse
than anything Silver Wings had ever dreamed of. For
"a few minutes he was overcome; but after a while he
recovered himself, and, forlorn and unhappy, he slowly
walked away, his bright wings trailing behind him.

But where could he go? He wandered sadly along
until he found himself again by the shores of the Gulf.

[ 18]
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Then he flitted out across the waters toward a great
steamer whose lights were shining brightly. But he
had no heart for brightness that night, so passing the
glittering steamer with a sigh he sailed away towards
the distant city. Only the stars saw him on his journey,
and he knew those watchful little eyes were fairies and
that they were very much displeased with him.

It was a weary fairy that finally reached a dirty house-
top in the city, and curling himself up close to a chimney
fell asleep, too tired and sad to look further for a more
comfortable resting-place. Now fairies sleep from mid-
night until noon, and never wake before twelve o’clock
in the day. When Silver Wings opened his eyes the
next day, he was surprised for a moment at not seeing
the snow-white magnolia blossoms, or hearing the rustle
of his companions’ wings. Then he remembered his
unhappy lot, and he knew that he must commence upon
his task without delay. _

He was just about to fly away when he heard beneath
him a sigh. Peeping over the edge of the roof, he saw
sitting near a window below him a pale, sad-faced little
boy. A pair of crutches stood near by, and the room in
which he sat was dark and poorly furnished. The boy
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had climbed upon a chair, and was trying to get in the
path of a sunbeam that struck across the window.

“Oh, if I could get a little sunlight on my face!” he
murmured.

Silver Wings watched a few moments.

¢ Dear me,” he said to himself, I wish that I could
help him, but I can hardly change the course of the
sun.”

Suddenly an idea came to him. Did you ever have
any one catch the sun in a piece of looking-glass and
throw it in your eyes? Well, that is just about what
our little fairy did. He opened his beautiful wings, that
shone like spun silver, and waved them gently in the
sun. Back they flashed the golden sunlight in a perfect
flood over the child’s face, and the little cripple laughed
with joy.

Silver Wings soon found out that the boy’s mother
worked hard all day long, and that the child must await
her return at night to be taken out for fresh airin a
wheel-chair. By day he could only hobble about in his
room with his crutches. But at night the mother would
take him out and he could see the bright flowers in the
florists’ windows, and the carriages with fine ladies so
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beautifully dressed. And then all night he would dream
of what he had seen. He had heard of the wonderful
grove where the magnolias grew. But, alas! he could
never hope to see that, for it was many miles away.
If he could have but one rose, a real red rose, — he
would be so happy!

Silver Wings saw all these things in the boy’s heart,
as only fairies can, and he longed to help him. But
evening was not far off, and his work for the day must
be done. So reluctantly he sailed away over the city.
He had gone but a little way when he noticed a dainty
little girl, who, with her governess, was climbing up the
broad stone steps of a fine house. In her arms she car-
ried a big bunch of red roses.

“ I must get one of those flowers for my little cripple,”
thought the fairy ; “ but how am I to do it#”

The little girl would no doubt have given a rose to
the boy if the fairy could have asked her for it, but
fairies cannot talk as we do, — they can only make us
think. So Silver Wings waited patiently until the little
girl had been put to bed and was fast asleep. Then he
whispered in her ear a lovely dream about the crippled
boy. For several nights afterwards the fairy whispered
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dreams to her; and every day when she would walk or
drive, Edith and her governess would search the crowded
streets for a little crippled boy, of whom she was always
dreaming.

Two weeks went by in this way, and Silver Wings
began to lose heart. He had done but one good deed
of the thirty that he must report to his Queen. Each
day he would go to the boy’s window, and flash the
sunlight over his face.

“I cannot desert him,” he would say to himself;
“ perhaps, after all, I may be able to do thirty good
deeds in one day, and that will make everything right.”

It happened one evening, as the mother and son were
passing the florist’s window, that they saw a little girl
tripping out with her arms full of red roses. It was
Edith, and she knew at once that the white-faced boy
in the wheel-chair who stared so eagerly at her roses
was the little cripple of her dreams. She walked right
up to him and laid the flowers in his lap. Then, wait-
ing only to ask where he lived, she hurried away with
her governess.

Edith and her mother came often to the bare little
attic room after this, and soon they took the boy to a
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famous surgeon, who straightened his poor twisted
limbs, and told him that he would soon be well and
strong again.

So busy had Silver Wings been with all this good
work that he had altogether forgotten that his month of
banishment was now up and that he must return to his
Queen in the magnolia grove. He was sad, indeed, as
he thought that he could tell of but one good deed done
during his absence; but even if he was to be banished
forever from the realms of fairyland, he was still proud
of this one. He reached the grove near midnight —
and such a night! The moon shone in full glory as
bright as the day. Hundreds of fairies flitted about,
their silver dresses shining and glittering like diamonds.
Dewdrops, sparkling as the stars, crowned their heads,
and in their hands they carried dazzling wands of moon-
* beams. A splendid feast of rose leaves and honey
awaited them after the ball. But, alas! in all this
splendor our little prince felt like an- exile. He dared
not join them, but stood off under a dark tree watching
the happy throng.

Suddenly a great firefly tumbled against him and
"made him come out from his hiding-place. Slowly and
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sadly he approached his Queen. Never had she looked
80 beautiful. Clad in a dress of moonbeams, ornamented
with golden stars, she stood in the centre of her brilliant
court.” She commanded silence from her subjects with a
wave of her wand. Then bidding Silver Wings to give
an account of his deeds, she awaited his answer.

“Alas!” he said, “ I have only one to tell of.”

Then he told them of the little cripple, and how he
had helped him and made his life more happy. This
was all, and he was almost overcome with shame as he
thought that he had spent the whole month in doing
only this. But the next moment the Queen spoke.

“Oh, my prince,” she said, “ you have done nobly
indeed. You have brought health and happiness to one
poor mortal, and your one great deed is worth many,
many times thirty smaller ones. Before all of fairyland,
I choose you to be my wedded husband, to share my
throne, and to be our king.”

And so Silver Wings was rewarded, and he and his
lovely Queen reigned over fairyland long and happily,

and their subjects always loved their kind and wise
rulers.
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THE VEILED LADY

NCE upon a time there lived a king who ruled
O over the most beautiful country in the world.
Never were greener fields or yellower grain ;
and the bright sun seemed to shine into the hearts of all
the people, making them happy and kind and gentle.
Life was always joyous here, and the sky was never
clouded. Each one did what he could to make life
pleasant for his neighbor. The little kingdom was
known far and wide by the name of the Happy Valley.
[ 2 ]
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You would never suppose that the king of such a
country could have anything to worry him ; neverthe-
less he did. He had but one son, —a fine, handsome
young fellow, whom he loved dearly, and who returned
his father’s love. Yet this son was the cause of all the
trouble. His father was growing old, and wished before
he died to see his son married and settled in life. But
the young man had an idea that he must fall in love
before he could marry any one, and somehow he had
never seen a girl that took his fancy.

The months and the years crept by, and the young
Prince showed no desire to choose a queen from among
the maidens of his country. The old King worried a
great deal over this. He sent to all the neighboring
kingdoms for pictures of the unmarried princesses; but
his son found fault with them all. One was too tall,
another too short, while a third was too fat, and a fourth
too thin. Then one was too dark, or perhaps too fair;
one squinted a little, or the other’s eyes had a straight
bold stare in them. In short, young Prince Sarus could
not be pleased. But he was at heart a pretty good sort
of chap, and he hated to worry his dear old father,
especially about such a trifle as choosing a wife; so

[ 28]



THE VEILED LADY

finally he began to feel a little down-hearted himself.
Surely, he thought, there must be some good-looking
young princess in the world whom he could learn to
love.

Following the example of some great ancestor of his,
Prince Sarus had chosen twelve of the bravest young
nobles of his court for a body-guard. These youths
were sworn to protect the weak and defend the right,
whenever necessary; and they were famous throughout
the country for their courage. The Prince was very
fond of hunting, and often followed the chase through
the forests with his knights. Returning one afternoon
from this pursuit, the party suddenly saw running before
them a beautiful white deer with silver-tipped horns.
They made every effort to capture it, but the graceful
creature sprang into a thicket and escaped. Several
times afterwards, when out hunting, the Prince saw the
same deer, but it always escaped from him. At last, one
day he made up his mind that he would follow it alone
until he overtook it. Through fields and woods he went,
sometimes almost losing sight of the little animal, but
still trying harder than ever to overtake it. Towards
sunset, when he was just on the point of giving up the
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chase, the deer stopped suddenly before a little cottage.
Sarus was astonished to see a building like this out in
the heart of the woods, especially as he did not remem-
ber ever to have noticed it before. He was even more
surprised when he saw the door of the cottage open
and a lady, wrapped from head to foot in a long
white veil, step out. She caressed and fed the deer,
and then, though Sarus was not close enough to hear
what was said, she spoke a few words to it. The little
animal bowed three times before her, and ran off. The
lady then went back into the cottage and closed the
door.

Surprised as he was at all this, there was nothing for
Prince Sarus to do but return home. His curiosity had -
got the better of him, however, and the next afternoon
he slipped away from the hunters again. After a long
search he found the little cottage, and hid himself under
a rose-bush just below the steps where the lady would
appear, and where he could see and hear all that passed
without being seen. About sundown the white deer
came bounding up to the cottage. The door opened as
before, and the veiled lady appeared. This time Sarus
heard her voice very plainly as she said, —
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¢ Faithful friend,
How will this end ¢
When comes the knight,
Bold and bright,
Who will bring the Magic Ring1”

The deer, bowing three times, replied, —

“ When the moon shines, three nights old,
Then comes a prince, brave and bold.”

Then it disappeared in the forest, and the lady went
back into the cottage as before.

Three times the Prince saw and heard this strange
thing. On the third night, no longer able to conceal his
curiosity, he came out quickly from his hiding-place, just
as the deer was disappearing, and stood before the lady.
“ Tell me,” he cried, ““ what is the Magic Ring ?”

Startled at the sudden appearance of so handsome a
stranger, it was several moments before she could reply.

“ The Ring,” she said at last, *“is the magic charm for
good in my family. To those who rightfu]lsr own it, it
brings all the blessings of life. But the owner must live
in the ways of truth, —he must have great love and
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charity for all mankind ; otherwise the magic powers of
the Ring are useless to him. This Ring has been an
heirloom in my family for many years, but, alas! at my
christening it was stolen from us by a wicked fairy, who
was angry because she had not been invited to the party.
Feeling that the Ring was not quite safe with her, this
fairy gave it to the Demon of Unrest, an ugly monster
living in the Haunted Mountain. He who attempts to
regain the treasure will meet with many difficulties and
dangers; but if any knight is willing to undertake the
task, he has only to take with him twelve brave soldiers
and three charms that I will give him, and he cannot
fail to be successful. And I have made a vow to marry
the man who restores to me the Magic Ring.”

Prince Sarus was eager for just such an adventure as
this. He hesitated, however, when he thought that, if
successful, he would have to marry a person whose
face he had never seen. * But,” he said to himself,
“my father is anxious to see me married. I do not
love any one else, and perhaps, after all, this lady may
be very lovely; she certainly has a queenly air about
her.”

So he decided that he would take the risk. When he
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had pledged himself to the task, the lady opened a
locket that she wore about her throat and gave him a
pretty little acorn of gold and green. Then going into
the cottage she returned in a moment and put into his
hands a sword, the hilt of which was set with hundreds
of flashing diamonds. Last of all she unpinned from the
bosom of her gown a tiny golden rose, and this also she
gave him.

“These three charms, Sir Knight,” she said,  will
protect you and your followers through the enchanted
forest which you must pass before you come to the
Haunted Mountain where the wicked demon lives. Take
them, and on the day that you return successful I will
meet you in your father’s palace.”

That night the Prince called together his twelve fol-
lowers, and asked them if they were willing to under-
take the journey with him. They consented joyfully,
for of late they had not had much fighting to do, and
they longed for a little excitement. Having made all
anangements, Sarus went alone to bid farewell to the
veiled lady of the forest. His surprise was great, how-
ever, to find no trace whatever of the cottage. He
rubbed his eyes, thinking it must all have been a dream ;

] [ 33 ]



THE VEILED LADY

but there was the sword, the acorn, and the rose, which
had been given him the day before, so he knew he could
not have been dreaming.

Next he went to his father, and told him of his plans.
The King pleaded with Sarus to give up so foolish an
idea, and told him of a picture he had received that very
morning of a beautiful princess whom he had hoped
would win his son’s affection, and so brighten his own
life forever. The young man’s heart was touched by his
father’s grief, and, though he would not give up his jour-
ney, he promised to stop on his way and see this lovely
Princess Martine, whose picture was certainly charming.

At last Prince Sarus set forth with his twelve com-
rades, each mounted on a snowy-white horse. After
several days they came to the kingdom of the Princess
Martine, and, remembering his promise, Sarus sent a
messenger to say that he would be pleased to wait on
the Princess if she would permit him to do so. An
answer came at once, saying that she would receive him
that night, in the great hall of the palace. So, early in
the evening Sarus dressed himself as became a prince of
royal blood, and, with his followers gayly attired, set
out to greet the Princess Martine.
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As they approached her palace, the building and
grounds seemed ablaze with light and splendor. Tiny
lanterns were thickly scattered over the lawns, and the
windows and halls of the palace were lit with thousands
of colored lamps. Nightingales were singing sweetly
from golden cages hung everywhere about. On a gor-
geous throne in the great hall sat the Princess Martine,
with twelve lovely maidens grouped about her. She
was far lovelier than anything Sarus had ever dreamed
of, and at first sight he was completely overcome by her
beauty. She was very much like the portrait he had
seen, and yet a thousand times more attractive. No
artist could have painted her bewitching mouth, or
caught the glint of fire in her golden hair or the beau-
tiful blue of her eyes.

Before the night had passed, Sarus was so much in
love that he joyfully accepted the Princess’s invitation to
spend several days as her guest. All thought of the
Magic Ring, of his father, and of his country, had left
his mind. Nor did his followers think to remind
him of his duty, for they too were just as much in love
with the Princess’s twelve maidens. With hunting
parties by day, and balls and banquets by night, the
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time passed all too swiftly. At the close of one very
happy day, when they had ridden together, and Sarus
had told her of his love, the Princess wished to
know how it was that he had come to her kingdom.
Then he told her the story of the Magic Ring, and how
he had engaged to rescue it and bring it back to the
lady of the forest. But he added that his love had
now overcome every other desire, and that if the
Princess would return with him to his father’s king-
dom he would ask for no greater joy.

“No, no,” she replied earnestly, “I could not love
you as I would, unless I felt that you loved your own
honor above all else. The word of a prince is sacred,
and must not be broken. Restore the Magic Ring to its
rightful owner ; then tell her that you love another and
wish to be released from your vow. If she is willing
to set you free, return to me.”

Sarus knew that this was the only honorable course
for him to follow. So, hard as it was, he quickly made
up his mind; and early the next morning the little
party, sad at heart, set out once more on their journey.
For three days they travelled through trackless wastes
and hot desert sands. On the fourth day they came
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in sight of the enchanted forest, just beyond which
stood the Haunted Mountain. The great trees of the
forest nodded invitingly to them, and after the scorch-
ing sand of the desert the green shade seemed heavenly.
Little streams of cool water bubbled among the trees,
and beautiful wild flowers made a soft carpet beneath
their feet. The forest seemed filled with birds, whose
sweet singing lulled the knights almost to sleep. The
gentle swaying of the trees made them dizzy, also, and,
worn out as they were, it was with great difficulty that
they could resist the temptation to lie down and rest.

They had gone but a little way in the wood when
they saw before them a group of beautiful young girls
dancing and making merry. Feeling sure that such
lovely creatures could do them no harm, the knights
approached, and were about to accept the drinks of
cooling water offered them by the maidens. But some-
thing aroused Sarus’s suspicions, and drawing his dia-
mond-hilted sword he threw it among the group of
girls. Instantly they changed to ugly old witches,
and fled wildly in every direction.

The Prince and his men were now wide awake, and
their brains were clear once more. Strange to say, they
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could now understand what the birds were singing. How
clear it sounded, and how well they understood !

“Alack a day!
Turn not that way.
Back again we pray.
Turn to the right ;
There you must fight,
Fight till dawn of day.”

They guessed that these birds were no other than
knights who had been bewitched in the forest, and they
knew that their advice should be followed. So taking
a long path which led to the right, Sarus and his party
were going along very quietly, when they noticed just
ahead of them a queer-looking old man hobbling along
ag if in great pain. The Prince felt sorry for the poor
fellow, and starting forward to help him placed his hand
very kindly on the old man’s shoulder. He had hardly
done 8o, however, when he heard shouts of wild laughter,
and found himself and his companions struggling in a
slimy marsh. Snakes and other hideous things crawled
around them, and they felt themselves sinking deeper
and deeper in the mire. Suddenly a bird above them
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sang out, “Touch the acorn, Prince Sarus.” By a
mighty effort the young man did so, and in an instant
he and his companions were safe on sound land and
their horses’ backs once more.

They now found themselves at the foot of a great iron
mountain, the only entrance to which was by means of
a huge gate guarded by two fierce dragons, whose roar
could be heard for miles around. Brave as the knights
were, they felt a thrill of horror at the sight of these awful
creatures. But remembering his sword, Sarus drew it forth
and swung its flashing blade in the faces of the dragons.
Instantly their roaring ceased, and they crouched on the
ground like huge dogs, permitting the party to pass
safely through. Once inside, Sarus made his way
straight to the palace of the Demon of Unrest, which
stood at the very top of the mountain. They found the
entrance to the palace guarded by a witch with one eye
in the middle of her forehead, and claws instead of
hands. At sight of the magic acorn, she meekly unlocked
the great door and ushered the party into a long hall.
This was a damp and mouldy place; toads hopped
about the floor, owls hooted from above, and groans and
cries echoed from all directions. Through this hall they
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passed into a large room with no windows at all. In
the dim light they could just manage to see a chair in
the middle of the room, on which perched a queer old
dwarf about two feet in height and as broad as he was
long. This was the Demon of Unrest, the ruler of the
Haunted Mountain. His eyes, deep set in his head, were
formed of balls of fire that flashed out red and yellow,
and when he spoke his voice actually shook the whole
palace. Black bats flew about his head ; and around his
feet, so thick that it was impossible for any one to
approach him, were hundreds and hundreds of frogs,
which kept up a continual croaking. At his side stood
two other dwarfs, even smaller than himself, each with
one hand resting on a tiny trunk or box, inside of which,
on a red velvet cushion, glittered the Magic Ring.

The Prince and his men had barely time to notice all
these things when the room suddenly swarmed with
little imps, who quickly overpowered the knights by
mere force of numbers, and bound and gagged them.

«“ Well, well,” laughed the Demon, “ you thought to
get the Ring, did you? That Ring never leaves my
sight, for I sleep with one eye open, and, day or night, it
is always before me. Now of all those who have tried
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to take it from me, your fate shall be the worst. You
have actually entered my palace, while none of the
others ever got beyond the enchanted forest. You shall
be cast into the dungeon of torture until I can think of
some more terrible punishment.”

When our little company of knights found themselves
bound hand and foot, and lying in the bottom of a
dark slimy dungeon beneath the palace, they lost all
hope. But Sarus now remembered the words of the
Veiled Lady: ¢ When you are helpless and in great
need, press the centre of the golden rose.” With diffi-
culty the Prince managed to reach the rose and to press
its centre. In a moment a wonderful thing happened, —
the fetters that bound them fell away, and a great blaze
of light filled the dungeon. In the midst of this light
stood a fairy with golden wings, who spoke in a sweet
voice, saying, —

“ Master of the golden rose, command me, and I will
obey.”

Dazed at his sudden delivery, the Prince replied, —

“ Show me how I may secure the Magic Ring.”

He had hardly said the words when he and his fol-
lowers found themselves in the bedchamber of the
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Demon of Unrest. The awful dwarf was asleep, but
with one eye open, as usual. With her brilliant light the
fairy completely dazzled this eye, and he was helpless.
The two guardians of the Ring started up in astonish-
ment, and for an instant forgot to hold the box containing
their treasure. They, too, were now blinded by the light,
and in a moment Sarus had the Ring on his own finger.

“Now,” said the fairy, ‘“your power is greater than
mine ; see that you use it well.”

Slowly the light about her grew fainter and fainter,
and with her finally disappeared.

From the moment of slipping the Ring on his finger,
the Prince felt a strange new feeling of unlimited
strength and power. As he stood facing the dwarf, who
was slowly recovering from his stupor, he felt that he
could easily conquer him. But the Demon had also
undergone a great change. His eyes were no longer
fire, but dull and heavy, and he could only move with
great difficulty. He crawled to where Sarus stood, and
fawned like a dog before him.

“ Wretch!” cried the Prince, “1 would that I had
the power to restore all of your victims, and to make

you suffer as they have suffered.”
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At these words the dwarf uttered a cry of rage; there
was a terrific crash, and the palace walls seemed to be
falling. The wish of the Prince had been fulfilled.
All the enchanted people had been restored to their
human forms, and the Demon of Unrest had vanished
forever.

The crash and tumbling of the palace had caused
Sarus to close his eyes for a moment. When he opened
them again, he found himself and his companions lying
at the foot of a green hill not far from his father’s palace.
He felt of the Ring on his finger, and knew with joy
that the object of his journey had been accomplished.
His next thought was of the Princess Martine. What
should he do if the Veiled Lady insisted on claiming
him for her husband ¥ But surely she would listen to
reason and would release him.

Sarus and his men were welcomed home with great
joy, and there was general rejoicing throughout the
kingdom. But the Prince was sad at heart, and could
think only of the Veiled Lady. It was late in the after-
noon, when Sarus and his father had about made up
their minds that this mysterious person had forgotten
the engagement, that a herald announced her arrival.
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She was admitted at once, and Sarus placed within her
hands the long-lost Magic Ring. Then, before she could
thank him for his great bravery, he told her the story
of his love for the Princess Martine, and begged that he
might be allowed to marry her.

“ Brave Sarus,” replied the lady, ¢ you have given
me your pledge, and it must be fulfilled. But if at the
altar, when you see my face, you still desire to be
released, your wish will be granted.”

Though he could not possibly guess the meaning of
these strange words, the Prince was satisfied. The mar-
riage had been set for that evening, and the hour was
now at hand. The whole court was assembled in the
chapel ; and here at the altar, dressed in his finest robes
of silk and ermine, the Prince sadly awaited the arrival
of his unwelcome bride. It was not long before a
blast of trumpets announced her entrance. Twelve lovely
maidens attended her, and after each maiden walked
two little pages carrying the trains. Following these
were two handsome boys bearing the soft white cushion
on which the couple were to kneel. Last of all came
the bride, a heavy veil of soft fine lace falling to the hem
of her lovely gown and completely hiding her features.
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She reached the altar, and then, before the ceremony
could begin, she raised her hand and spoke.

“I have something to say to you all. Though he
has never seen my face, Prince Sarus has kept his word
of honor and fulfilled his pledge, as a brave knight
should. Know you all that I now release him from his
vow, if he so wishes it, and hold him no longer bound
to me.”

As she finished speaking she threw back the veil
which covered her head, and there, smiling with love
and happiness, stood the Princess Martine.

“ Forgive me,” she whispered to the Prince, who stood
before her quite overcome by this sudden turn of affairs.
“] am the Veiled Lady of the forest. I had heard of
your indifference to all maidens, and so I took this way
of winning your love and of regaining the Magic Ring.
If you do not wish to make me your queen, I can go
back to my own country.”

But, needless to say, she did not go back; and Prince
Sarus and the Princess Martine lived in great happiness
for many years after.
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THE SICK PRINCESS

NCE upon a time there lived a king and queen
O who had but one child, a beautiful daughter.
Her parents allowed her everything that her
heart could wish, and her youth was passed in happiness
and contentment. Being very fond of companionship, a
great many little children came often to play with her
in her younger days. But as she grew to maidenhood
the King gradually separated her from her comrades,
saying that a princess had many things to learn, and
must begin at an early age to cultivate queenly dignity
and proper reserve toward her subjects.
s [ 49 ]
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~ Among the playmates of the Princess Lalla was the

son of a poor nobleman, a handsome boy a few years
older than the little Princess, and so well favored with
intelligence that he was chosen from among all the
others to share her studies. These two were together
a great deal, and it is not surprising, therefore, that they
fell in love with each other. When the King decided,
after some years, that the Princess was old enough to
continue at her books alone, the boy and girl were very
unhappy indeed. The youth Roland returned to his
father’s quiet castle, where he tried to forget his sorrow
in deep study.

A few years went by, and the Princess reached the
age of eighteen. She had grown more beautiful with
each year, so that now she was a delight to behold.
With her long black hair, lovely brown eyes, pearly
teeth, rosy cheeks, and fine good health, she certainly
made a most charming picture. The King decided that
it was time to choose a husband for his daughter. So
he gave a great tournament, and invited all the young
princes and nobles from far and near to take part in it,
hoping that among so many brave men his daughter
might make her selection. But the Princess was in-
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different to them all, and in spite of her father’s urgent
wish she declined to choose a husband.

While the subject of her marriage was being hotly
argued in the royal family, the wilful young Princess
went about her pleasures as usual. One day, while
hunting, a wild boar attacked her, and as her attendants
were not close enough at hand to protect her, she would
undoubtedly have lost her life had it not been for the
sudden appearance of an unknown knight, who charged
bravely upon the furious animal, killed it after a struggle,
and then disappeared in the forest. The King, learning
of this gallant act, made every effort to discover the
knight and properly reward him, but the young man
could not be found.

From that day in the forest a great change came over
the Princess Lalla. She was no longer a happy, light-
hearted girl. She became quiet and thoughtful, and a
fixed melancholy seemed to have settled upon her. She
would not allow her father to mention the subject of
marriage ; and as for the suitors themselves, she abso-
lutely refused even to see them.

Days and weeks went by, and the Princess got no
better, — in fact, she grew paler and thinner all the time.
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The King and Queen, who loved her dearly, were wild
with anxiety when they saw their only child gradually
fading away before their eyes. They could do nothing
for her. She did not complain at all, but only became
steadily whiter and weaker. The King summoned all
the court doctors and the famous men of science in his
kingdom, promising them gold and silver in plenty if
they would restore the roses to his daughter’s cheeks.
But the doctors were powerless, their medicines and
advice had no effect whatever, and the sick Princess
continued to grow worse. At last, in despair, the King
issued a proclamation to his people, stating that who-
ever would bring about the cure of his beloved child
should be given one half of his entire kingdom.

A few days after this an old man came to the palace,
and asked the privilege of a private interview with the
Princess. His request was granted, and after a few
moments in the sick girl's room he returned to the
anxious King and Queen. He had made a close study of
scientific works for many years, he said, and believed he
understood their daughter’s case perfectly. There was
but one thing in all the world that would cure her. She
must have a salad made from the tender leaves of a
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white lily growing in the heart of a glass mountain
which stood at the foot of the rainbow. Now, every one
knows that a pot of gold is buried at the end of the
rainbow, but the King and Queen had never heard of
the glass mountain. To reach this mountain, the old
man said, one must travel nine days and nights, straight
as the crow flies; at the end of that time he would come
to the Rainbow City, and in the heart of the glass moun-
tain near this city the famous lily could be seen growing.
After giving these directions, the old man went his way.

Strange as this advice was, the King determined to
follow it. He sent his herald at once throughout the
town to announce that whoever would secure the leaves
of the white lily should be crowned a prince and receive
in addition one half of the kingdom. The offer was a
tempting one, but the young men hesitated about accept-
ing it. It was a very dangerous undertaking. The end
of the rainbow is really the end of the world, and of all
the people who had gone forth to secure the pot of gold,
not one had ever returned to tell the tale. It was not
until the next day that young Roland, who had been
able to see his beloved playmate only at long intervals,
heard of the King’s proclamation. Without losing a
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moment, he hastened to the palace and announced that
he was ready to start at once in search of the lily, pro-
vided only that in case he was successful he should be
rewarded with the hand of the Princess Lalla. At first
the King was highly indignant at the young man’s pre-
~sumption, and was on the point of turning him out of
the palace. But the Queen fell upon her knees, and
begged him to consent to the proposal, saying that if he
did not they would surely lose their daughter by death.
Reluctantly the King gave way, and at last made the
promise.

That same evening young Roland started out on his
nine days’ journey. He travelled steadily day and night,
stopping occasionally only for an hour’s sleep. On the
third day, as he was passing through a meadow, he
came to a stream of water, on the edge of which sat a
beautiful white cat with large green eyes. She seemed
to be in great distress, and every now and then would
start to cross the rivulet; but as soon as her white paws
touched the water, she would shrink back, mewing
piteously. Cats 'do not like to get their feet wet, you
know, and do not like to cross muddy places. The
next time you see a cat try to cross the street, watch
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her. No lady was ever daintier in saving her skirts
than Miss Pussy her paws. Knowing that she wished
to reach the other bank, Roland picked her up and
carried her safely across. His surprise was great when
she thanked him in words for his kindness.

“You have conferred a great favor upon me,” she
said. “I am an enchanted queen, condemned by a
wicked witch to remain in a cat’s form until three things
have been accomplished. One of these, which you have
just enabled me to do, was to cross a stream of water
without wetting my feet and without stone, stick, or iron
to assist me. Many people have passed the stream, but
you are the first that has taken pity on me. As a token
of my gratitude I will give you a valuable glass, which
will aid you in climbing the mountain you are now
seeking.”

So saying, she jumped upon his arm, and putting her
head in his hand dropped into it one of her sparkling
green eyes. Upon examination he found it to be a sun-
glass of great clearness and strength. He turned to
thank the cat, but she had disappeared.

On the sixth day, in passing through a forest, Roland
noticed a stork with a broken wing fluttering before him.
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He lifted the suffering bird, and bound up the wing with
strips torn from his handkerchief. When he had finished
the operation, to his amazement the stork spoke,—

“ Kind stranger, you have just done the second good
act required for the enchanted Queen. Many travellers
have passed here in search of the pot of gold which lies
at the foot of the rainbow, but you are the first to con-
sider a poor suffering bird worthy of notice. Take this
reed, and should you find yourself confronted with any
great obstacle on your journey, whistle upon it three
times, and you will receive help at once.”

Placing the reed in his hands, the stork then flew off.

Roland continued his journey, and on the morning of
the ninth day he came to a large body of water lying like
a great turquoise beneath the sun. Close in toward the
shore the shallow places lightened in color, losing the
wonderful blue shade, and lay a mass of shimmering
green against the white sand. It was a glorious sight,
and for some moments the young adventurer stood
admiring it. Then it suddenly occurred to him that this
water lay directly in his path, and that he must cross it
somehow. He realized in despair that he could not
possibly swim so far. What was he to do? Then he
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remembered the reed which the stork had given him,
and taking it from his pocket he blew loudly upon it
three times. At the third note he saw far out in the sea
a sudden splashing of water, and in a few moments a
beautiful dolphin swam up close to the shore where he
stood. It was a large strong fish, exquisitely colored.
Sometimes it looked all shining green, then its scales
would turn to gold in the sunlight; paling again, the
brilliant tints would become almost silver, shot with
dark spots of blue. Every second the color of its
beautiful scales would change as it played and splashed
about in the water.

“ Trust yourself to me,” said the fish. “I am one of
the Queen’s enchanted slaves, and will bear you safely
to the Rainbow City, which was her kingdom before she
was changed into a white cat.”

Without hesitation Roland placed himself on the
frisky dolphin’s back, and in a few moments they were
plunging through the water toward the other shore.
During this singular ride the dolphin confided to the
young man some of the white cat’s history. She had
been a very beautiful and talented queen, governing her
subjects kindly and sensibly, but she had an ambition to
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be considered very wise. So she wrote several books,
among which was one on how to climb glass mountains
without slipping backwards, and another to prove that
the mountain in her city was not glass. These books
were laughed at a great deal by her subjects. Finally
she got into an argument with an ugly old witch, who
considered herself an authority on such matters. Both
lost their tempers in the quarrel which followed, and the
witch, in revenge, changed the Queen into a white cat
and put all her subjects to sleep under a magic spell.

By the time this story was finished, the travellers had
reached the other side of the water, and the dolphin
bade Roland good-bye. To his delight, the young man
saw the marvellous colors of the rainbow directly over-
head, the delicate lights and colors seeming to blend
together right in the centre of the little city beneath it.
The city was built along the water’s edge, and pre-
sented a charming appearance. The various hues of the
rainbow shone down upon it in such a way as to make
it appear to be painted in many colors, the whole effect
being very curious. For instance, one section of the
town would be bright crimson, and all the people lying
asleep there would have the ruddy complexions of rose
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leaves. Another part would be of a brilliant golden glow,
and there everything would look as yellow as an orange.

Roland saw no one in the streets, but in the houses and
gardens he noticed people sitting in groups, with books
and papers in their hands, as if they had been reading
and discussing grave matters just when the wicked witch
cast her spell upon them. They were in such deep
slumber that he made no effort to awaken them; but he
opened the books which they held, hoping to find infor-
mation that would be of use to him. The volumes were
written in a clear, concise style, and he was surprised to
find so much knowledge contained in such small space.
The people of the city had evidently spent a great deal
of time in theorizing about the best way of climbing
glass mountains, and must have had great discussions on
the subject. In spite of all these books, however, Roland
did not gain any especial information, except that the
mountain was about a half-hour’s walk from the Rain-
bow City. So he resumed his journey through the silent,
many-colored streets. It seemed very strange to be
walking in such profound quiet. Nothing whatever
could be heard but the faint lapping of the waves on the
beach beyond and the echo of his own footsteps.
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But the young man was too happy at reaching the
end of his journey to think much of his queer surround-
ings. He had gone but a little way, it seemed to him,
when a sudden turn brought him face to face with the
glass mountain. It stood in a city of crystal lights;
the streets, the houses, and the sleeping people about
it were all deathly pale. The mountain itself was a
magnificent sight. Its polished surface shone and glit-
tered as though it were an immense diamond. Roland
approached it rapidly, and examined it more closely.
There seemed to be an opening in its centre, for a small
plateau or meadow could be seen. In the middle of
this green level space, its yellow centre and tender green
leaves tantalizingly close, bloomed the beautiful white
lily, —the object of his journey.

How could he ever obtain that precious flower, which
seemed so close and yet might just as well be hundreds
of miles away? There seemed to be no possibility of
reaching it. Every attempt he made to climb the
mountain was useless; the steep polished surface gave
not the least foothold, and he only slipped backwards at
each trial. Roland felt that he was facing a great
problem. It certainly was discouraging to think that the
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people of the Rainbow City had studied the subject for
years without success. But he did not lose heart, for he
knew that it is not always the wisest who achieve
success.

It was now evening, and as he felt very tired after his
long journey, he wrapped his cloak about him and lay
down at the foot of the mountain. He soon fell asleep,
and dreamed that the Princess Lalla appeared before
him.

“My beloved Roland,” she said, “your plans for
climbing the mountain are all wrong. It is a very
simple thing to do if you go about it in the right way.
First of all, you must know that the mountain;is not
glass but ice. Take the sun-glass that the white cat
gave you, and with it burn small holes at regular intervals
in the ice. This will give you hollows for your feet to
rest in, and you can thus mount easily to the top. Once
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