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THE ENCHANTED FEATHERS.

the Prince saw that the light produced upon
them a thousand kaleidoscopic effects; just
as when the jewel-merchant plunges his hand
into his treasure-box is to be seen the sparkle
of diamonds or the milky beauty of pearls, the
flame of rubies, the soft green of emeralds,
and the changing blues of turquotses or
sapphires. And all these tints of the
wonderful feathers seemed to blend into a
harmony caused by their diversity. Even
the rainbow itself was rivalled by the delicate
colours of these wonderful feathers.

Ali looked at them without appreciation
of their beauty, for despair was in his heart.
* Alas ! ” he sighed, “I have failed to fulfil
the first command of my master.”

“ Do not grieve, my son,” said a voice,
which Ali recognised as that of Abd-el-
Kader. *Take these plumes, return to your
native country, and offer them to the present
King of the Richanians.”

Ali immediately set out upon his journey,
greatly comforted by the kind tone of the
magtician. On his arrival at Richa he went
to the palace and offered the plumes to the
King, as he had been told. As soon as the
King saw them he was thrown into ecstasy.

“ How marvellous are these plumes!” he
exclaimed. *“To possess them I would
have given all the treasures of my kingdom.
He who brings them and offers them to me
of his own free will is dearer to me than any
of my subjects.”

And from that day Ali was installed at the
palace, and the King overwhelmed h1m with
presents and dignities.

But all these favours naturally excnted the
jealousy of the courtiers. Courts are always
full of plots and counterplots. Of this Ali
soon had an experience. The King had a
Grand Vizier whose name was Slimane, who
up to that time had been all-powerful.
Slimane, foreseeing in the new favourite his
future rival, conceived an enmity towards
him, but he was artful enough not to show
this sentiment outwardly, and reflected long
on the best means of quietly suppressing Ali.
Ar last, after maturing his plans, Slimane went
to the King and said :—

«« O King, the plumes given to your
Majesty by Ali are unquestionably beautiful
in the extreme. But the bird to which they
belong is far more beautiful. I am astonished
that Ali has only brought you a few feathers,
and has not esteemed you worthy to possess
the bird itself. He knows where it is to be
found. If he loves you truly, he will bring it
to your Majesty.”

The King, thus prompted by the crafty

I1I

Slimane, sent for Ali forthwith, and forbade
him to appear again in his presence until he
was ready to bring the marvellous bird.

Ali heard this edict with consternation.
“What is the good,” he sighed, “ to have
restored me to prosperity, since it was to be
of such brief duration ?”

“Do not afflict yourself, my son,” replied
a voice which Ali instantly recognised; * but
return to the forest and again set your
springe.”

Al obeyed, and arriving at the forest had
no sooner made his preparations than the
bird again came and was caught in the trap.
This time the young Prince took good care
not to allow it to escape, and, filled with joy,
he brought it back to the King. As soon
as the monarch saw the fairy bird Ali was
restored to his favour. He embraced him,
and said :—

“You are the most worthy of my subjects.
I owe you more than life, and I will cherish
you always.”

Ali rejoiced at this promise of the King,
and was simple enough to believe him
sincere.

Meanwhile, Slimane was filled with rage at
the turn of events, nor was it long before he
had invented a new perfidious plot against
the unfortunate Ali. He went to the King
and said, “ Sire, thanks to my wise counsels
you possess a rare and beautiful bird. But
how much more beautiful is the Princess
Halyme, of whose solitude it was the only
charm. The Princess Halyme is as lovely
as the day, and I am surprised that your
Majesty has not been thought worthy to
contemplate her dazzling beauty. Ali knows
where to find her. If he loves your Majesty,
as he pretends, he will conduct this peerless
Princess to the most powerful of Kings.”

When the King informed Ali of what had
taken place, and intimated his Royal pleasure
that the Princess Halyme should be forth-
with brought to his capital, Ali replied boldly,
“Sire, it shall be done,” for he had already
consulted his patron, Abd-el-Kader.

“1 can inform your Majesty,” he added,
“that the Princess Halyme is even more
beautiful than Slimane has told your Majesty.
In fact, her loveliness surpasses all that man
can lmagme I will depart at once, Sire, and
I promise to conduct her hither. But an
enchanter holds her prisoner in an island far
away in the great sea which surrounds the
world. In order that I may approach it I
must be provided with a ship made of gold
and pure silver, constructed from the trea-
sures in the vaults of your Grand Vizier.”
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THE ENCHANTED FEATHERS.

the ship was in motion, sprang like a living
thing through the waves, and in less time
than it takes to write it the shores of the
island were already so far that the eye could
scarcely distinguish the bare outlines.

But Halyme had not called for help,
Halyme had not wept with fear. She con-
tented herself with clasping more strongly
the hand of Ali. And thus was the beautiful
Princess rescued from her prison.

One may easily imagine the feelings of the
King when this enchanted pearl was pre-
sented to him. A gem whose pure lustre,
unseen by all, had only shone upon a desert
island in the midst of the vast ocean which
surrounds the world. Ali was magnificently
rewarded. Amongst other splendid presents
he received the gift of the ship with which
he had carried off the Princess—the ship of
gold covered with silver armour.

Few pitied the avaricious Slimane, who was
deprived of all his wealth and found himself
reduced to miserable penury, whilst his rival,
enriched by the spoils bestowed upon him
by the King, flourished in opulence.

Of course, the King immediately fell
violently in love with the Princess Halyme.
“The time is now come,” said he, “when
you must choose between Ali and me. If
you will consent to be my wife I will give
you half of all my wealth, and you shall be
Queen of the Richanians.”

“Sire,” replied the Princess Halyme, “1
give your Majesty thanks. But before I
accept your offer you must cause a funeral
pile to be erected, surrounded on all sides by
a deep ditch. Then your Majesty and Ali
must each mount his horse, and to him who
succeeds in overcoming this obstacle my
hand will be given.”

The King accepted the test, so overwhelm-
ing was his love for the Princess. Still, he
was by no means easy in his mind concerning
the result.

“ Fear nothing, Sire,” whispered the crafty
Slimane to the King. “It is Ali who must
make the first attempt to ride across the
ditch and the funeral pile. Leave it to me,
your Majesty ; I will cause to be built a pyre
so enormous, and there shall be dug a ditch
so wide, that Ali will certainly be killed in
the attempt to ride over them.”

This cunning idea of the artful Slimane
pleased the King enormously.

It was a memorable day, and one which
became a record in the history of the
Richanians. The people, hastening to Richa
from every part of the kingdom, were ranged

in a circle in the vast plain. They gathered,
Vol. xxii.~16 ,
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too, upon the mountains and the hills which
surrounded the city. It was like a gigantic

_ circus, into which thronged a bustling, noisy

crowd, waiting with anxiety for a spectacle
without parallel. In the centre was raised
a colossal pyre, which certainly measured
several hundred feet in every direction.
Around this was a yawning ditch, 100ft.
wide and deep as an abyss. Already the fire
which had been communicated to the base
of the enormous funeral pile caused a column
of flame and smoke to rise into the clouds.
The fateful moment came when the signal
was about to be given.

Slimane, in imagination, already tasted
the sweets of vengeance.

The King laughed silently in his braided
beard.

As for poor Ali, he was disconsolate.
“This is the time,” he sighed, ‘“when I
stand most in need of the help of Abd-el-
Kader. But what could even he do against
such an extreme danger asthis? I fear, alas,
it is the end of all my hopes! I must
resign myself to perish—to die is nothing in
itself ; to me the most terrible trial is the loss
of my beautiful Princess.”

“ Do not distress yourself,” said a voice
which Ali recognised with joy. “Turn your
gaze towards the East, and profit by the
assistance which your friend sends you.”

Ali turned as directed by Abd-el-Kader,
and saw a horse ready caparisoned; but
what a horse! Could the name of that noble
animal be given to the miserable-looking beast
which met Ali’s astonished eyes, and whose
ribs seemed about to break through its trans-
parent skin? And what trappings for such
an occasion ! Its bridle consisted of ropes
of straw, the reins were pieces of string,
and the saddle was roughly made of boards
loosely tacked together and badly nailed,
whilst from the pommel hung a pair of long
spurs, also of wood. Notwithstanding the
unpromising aspect of this singular steed
Al unhesitatingly mounted upon his back,
seized the reins of string, put on the wooden
spurs, and in this ridiculous guise rejoined
the Royal retinue. As soon as he appeared
thus mounted a roar of laughter burst from
the crowd. This was followed by groans and
hisses, a thousand times repeated by the sur-
rounding echoes. The few who were disposed
in his favour thought Ali had suddenly been
bereft of his senses. If he intended, thought
they, to face the danger nobly, why had he not
selected a thoroughbred charger from the
stables of the King, instead of straddling
such a sorry staed jas, this ?
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