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scattered handfuls of
them.

At the same moment her friend Jacques,
the schoolmaster's son—who was making
holiday—appeared, having come to enjoy a
pleasant chat with her; that being his idea
of spending his holiday in the most agreeable
way possible. He was a very sensible as
well as a learned youth—and one of the best-
hearted in the world, into the bargain; but
all his learning, added to all his other good
qualities, did not prevent him from being
dumfounded by the sight that met his eyes.
Wholly bewildered and just a little alarmed,
he hesitatingly asked her the meaning of the
great change that had come to her.

“ All has come from the good fairy ! ” she
cried, falling on her knees in gratitude.

And then she spent all the rest of that, to
her, most precious day in relating to him the
circumstances of the fairy’s visit, and all that
had come of it.

“ Heavens ! ” she cried, at last, on seeing
the sun go down, “ you have made me forget !
One year must pass now before 1 can get
anything more I may wish to
have!”

“Well,” he said, after a
moment’s consideration, “I don’t
know what more you can want.”

On thinking over all that had
come to her she clearly saw that
she already had a hundred times
more than she had ever, before
that day, dreamed of possessing,

 Nothing is worth having that
does not bring us happiness we
have not, or that does not add to happi-
ness we already possess,” said her friend
Jacques, who was wise beyond his years.
* Contentment is better worth having than
millions,” he added, ‘“and he who wishes
for nothing more than he has got is as rich
as a King.” |

The year passed delightfully for her, all
her thoughts given to the smiling task of
deserving the happiness promised by her
friend Jacques.

When the anniversary of the good fairy’s
eventful visit came round, as soon as it
was dawn she earnestly prayed to Heaven
to inspire her, so that she might not
express any but good wishes. Jacques,
who had read many, many books, had told
her about wonderful countries that daring
travellers had explored or discovered, and
of amazing sights and adventures that had
rewarded them. And sometimes, in the
excitement which the recital of these
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things caused him, he had been prompted
to exclaim :—

“Ah! travellers have great advantages
over us home-stayers ! ”

“Yes !” she cried, sharing his enthusiasm,
“I should like to travel and see some of the
wonderful sights about which you have told
me-—great cities, thronged with people,
mountains so2 high that they touch the sky,
forests filled with birds that flash in the air
like flowers with wings ! ”

Hardly were the words out of her lips
than she was suddenly carried away into
space by a multitude of tiny-winged fairies
and laughing elves, who promised her a
thousand joys only known to travellers and
never thought of by her. So sudden was
her carrying off that she had not time to put
on either her hat or cape.  She even let her
Cinderella slipper fall from her foot ; but her
attendant elves picked it up and brought
it with her, respectfully packed in a magnolia-
blossom, which held it nicely.

First of all she was taken to see all the
chief cities of the world, where, naturally,

““ SHE WAS TAKEN T0 /61L& ALL THIE CITIITF CITIRS OF THE WORLD.”
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everything appeared marvellous to her in-
experienced eyes ; but she speedily grew
oppressed — and just a little frightened,
perhaps—by the hurry and noise with which
the life of the crowding populations was
carried on, so different from the peaceful
methods of living with which only she had
till then been acquainted.

So she desired to be taken elsewhere ;
and, in a breathing-space of time, her fairy
attendants transported her to China, to
India, to Africa, as she changed her wishes.
But her impressions of these lands were
not, upon the whole, delightful —the peoples
she saw in them for the most part repelled
and terrified her ; and, as the sun declined,
she was overtaken by an unendurable dread
of finding herself at night in some dark,
fear-inspiring part of the world, and, with
all her heart, wished herself safe back in
her own secure cottage. In a moment
she found herself there!
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“Ah!” she said, “ when this day which I
have so stupidly wasted comes round again
I shall know better than to wish to be taken
so far from my pleasant little home.”

Jacques, as 1 have said, was wise beyvond
his years, but his experience of life did not go
beyond that of the villagers amongst whom
he had lived from the hour of his birth;
hence he was led, quite naturally, to accept
the general belief that the expressions
“ Happy as a King,” “ Happy as a Queen,”
were perfectly correct ; and Susanne believed
it as much as he.

So, when the next day for wishing arrived
the wish she formed was to be made a Queen,
with Jacques to be with her as King, though
she hardly expected it to be realized.

Realized her wish was, however, and
instantly she found herself with Jacques,
both crowned monarchs, on a splendid
double throne in the midst of a resplendent

”»

Court—crowned, not with fresh-gathered roses

* UTTERLY BEWILDERED,"
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or daisies, but with heavy diadems of gold
and glittering jewels that weighed oppressively
upon their brows.

Susanne’s first experience of Court life was
the passing of two hours in being dressed by
twenty ladies, who wrangled all the time over
their rights to do this or that portion of
the dressing, and all wanting to make out
that she owed her beauty entirely to their
taste and skill. Whether it was to make her
look better, or to make her look less well, she
could not discover—she was made to wear a
trained dress that entirely hid her pretty
feet and caused her infinite discomfort by
squeezing her waist. Then her arms were so
loaded with jewellery as to prevent her raising
either of her hands to her head; while she
who was used only to smell the scents of
the fields—of wild thyme, sweetbrier, or
lavender—was so drenched with perfumes as
to make her almost faint.

When she asked to see her friend Jacques
she was told that he was presiding at a
council of Ministers, or giving audience to
foreign Ambassadors, or otherwise engaged in
State affairs.

At length came the reception-hour. A
crowd of her subjects of the highest rank,
from all parts of the kingdom, were assem-
bled to pay homage to her, and utterly
bewildered her by their flattery—those
who had nothing to do and nothing to
say being the most wearisome :
and to all she had to listen
and smile graciously, for fear of
giving them offence—making
promises of advancement to
some who had no
need of any more
than they already
possessed, and doing
nothing for others
who needed all the
assistance they could
get.

It was past six
o’'clock before
Jacques could come
to see her—by which
time she had been
thrice dressed and
re-dressed; but,
even then, he had
barely time to kiss
the tips of her fingers
before he, too, was
hurried away, to be
got into another suit
of clothes to dine in.
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At the gorgeous dinner-table there was a
great crowd, but neither gaiety nor charm.
Seated far apart, both Susanne and Jacques
were obliged to say to their neighbours what
they did not think, and listen to what they did
not want to hear. It was a real punishment,
and not the first or last they had to endure.

After dinner there was an official reception,
at which the chief talk referred to rumours of
war and rebellion—terrifying to both Susanne
and Jacques. What was worse was that the

" rumours were well-founded, and it was not

long before Susanne learned that everybody
in her kingdom was discontented—even the
Queen.

“ Ah,” she sighed, as she lay down in a
magnificent bed, raised upon a dais of gold
and hung with velvet curtains lined with
satin, “ why cannot I go to rest on my rustic
bed of sweet-smelling broom twigs ?”
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But her sigh was uttered too late, and she
could do nothing but resign herself to bear
her troubles as well as she could during the
year that was before her.

A terrible year for her it proved to be,
every day of it filled with mortifications and
disappointments—the crown she was com-
pelled to wear, a veritable crown of thorns !

She had to witness with terror three or four
rebellions of a starving people. She was
forced to sell her jewels to pay the cost of a
foreign war. She trembled every hour for the
life of Jacques; for she had learned that, in
a kingdom such as hers, there is always in
the mind of the people an insane idea that
when the King is assassinated or driven out
of his country the people have nothing more
to do than to cross their arms to earn their
living.

Poor Susanne had to the full realized the
vanity of human wishes, and that being
‘““ happy as a King ” was nothing but the idle
notion of poor, ignorant people, who think
that if they were only richer everything in the
world would be delightful to them. As to
her golden crown, it so fretted her forehead
that she would joyfully have given twenty
such, had she had them, for one made of
roses out of her own little garden, or for a
circlet of the wild poppies that made the
fields so gay on which her cottage window
looked out in the bright summer-time.

So she counted every day—every day—
till the happy one arrived when she could
break away from the oppressive grandeur of

her queenly state, by once more wishing for -

something she had not. At the first gleam
of dawn she sprang from her great, unrestful
bed, and raising her little glass slipper to
her lips, kissed 1t with all her heart before
putting it on her foot. And then she wished,
with a longing more intense than she had
ever felt before :—

“Oh, that I were, once more, in my
lovely cottage on the hill-side with my friend
Jacques to come and talk with me as often
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as he is able—and my beautiful cow—and
my yardful of pretty fowls and ducks and
pigeons — my gay field of sweet-smelling
clover—my flowers and my fruits—my vine
and my bubbling spring !—there only 1 wish
to be a queen !”

In a moment her wish was realized, and
she found herself in the midst of the only
happiness which, she now knew, was worth
having, her brow invisibly circled by the only
diadem of abiding brightness in the world—
contentment. Then Jacques, who had been
transported home with her, said : —

“What a fine school we’ve been in. Its
teaching is a vast deal more instructive than
any to be had at my father’s, though his is
the best in all the country. I had always
been wanting to see the world, as it is called,
and I've seenit. A lot of things I didn’t
know a year ago I now know better than I
could have learned them from books—that
grandeur is oftener pleasanter to see than to
bear ; that the cottage in which one is happy
is better than the palace in which one is
miserable. So, I am sure, I can ask for no
greater good fortune than to be permitted to
live quietly here in my village with you, my
beautiful Susanne.”

“QOh, how happy I am to see you so
wise,” she cried, throwing her arms about
his neck.

“I congratulate you, my dear children,”
said the fairy Orientalla, appearing to them
at that moment. “You could not possibly
have better used the power I gave you.
Cinderella’s slipper, for which you have now
no further need, I take back for the use of
others, who probably will not get so much
good from it as you have derived.”

In all the country round there was not a
soul who did not rejoice in the happiness of
Susanne and Jacques when their wedding-day
came ; telling plainly of the esteem in which
they were held by all who knew them,
including even the girl with the largest feet
in the village.



