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THE WRONG PRINCESS.

Now it was Gorgianna’s custom to receive
her wooers very graciously at first, for she
loved admiration, and knew that the more
they admired her the readier they would be
to go out on the adventures in which none -
of them had ever yet succeeded, so that she
could be quit of them when she pleased.
When the young King arrived, therefore, she
was sitting among her maidens in her rose-
bower, robed in a dress that was made
altogether of diamonds, at the sight of which
the King, because he was a little dazzled,
thought her more beautiful even than he
had heard. Her eyes were blue and wide,
her lips pouted, and her hair was a shimmer
of gold.

She gave the King a seat beside her
and let him babble compliments, to which
she only smiled sweetly, while she thought
out a new corset that might be strung from
the diamonds he had brought. She knew
that the Caliph, who had been in a bad
temper for some time, was devising some
‘most impossible adventure for this new
wooer of hers to embark on.  Presently the
Caliph came in; a fierce, small man, with the
bushiest of eyebrows. J

“\Who is this ?” he asked, abruptly.

“I am the King of Landamor,” said the
young man, “and I have comg to ask for
the hand of your daughter.”

“ Do you agree to my conditions?” asked
the Caliph, grimly.

“To any conditions,” said the King.

“Sign, then,” said the . Caliph, and the
King, not being in a_very thoughtful frame
of mind, which was what the C'\hph always
counted on, signed the document that was
handed to him. He read nothing in fact
except the words ‘““on condition that” and
“T give you the hand of iny daughter.”

“Now you must go on your adven-
tures,” said the Caliph. *“By to-morrow
morning you must bring me as a token some-
thing New Done under the sun.”

The King realized at once the nature of
his folly, and began in despair :—

“ But——

“There are no buts about it,” said the
Caliph, frowning, so that for all his small size
he looked like a thundercloud.

“I only wanted to say-—"
poor King.

“Surely you will do this little thing for
me ?” said the crafty Gorgianna, interrupting.
She looked so dazzling that the King forgot
that he had meant to say it was impossible,
and could only stammer :—

“ Of course.”
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“Thank you so much,” said Gorgiann =,
smiling to herself.

“Not at all,” said the King.

“ By to-morrow morning, mind,”
the Caliph.

“ Certainly.”

“Or else you lose your head.” -

The King bowed himself out of the rose-
bower and into the park, where he found his
white horse waiting for him. When he had
mounted, and the cool wind fanned his
heated brow, he remembered again what
lay before him, and cried out, as he rode :—

*“ But it is impossible !”

“ What is impossible ? ”

This time it was the King who nearly rode
into Carolla ; but he was now so desperate
that he was less polite than before.

“You are always in the way, it seems,” he
muttered.

“The road is clear enough,” she said,
smiling. “It is your fault if we have met
again, for I saw you a mile away, and you
have been riding up and down and round
and round till you came right into me.”

“I beg your pardon,” said the King, being
too proud quite to admit his error. “I'm
afraid it was my fault or, rather, my horse’s.
He is a little dazed.”

.1 see,” said Carolla, doubtfully.
aren’t, are you? ”

«“]-—dazed ?” exclaimed the King. “Why
should you suppose so?”

Carolla hesitated.

- “You have been to see Gorgianna,” she
said, at last. ‘““ And you have met the
Cahph and I heard you say something was
1mp0551ble

“So it is,” said the I\mg.

“ What is ? ”

“’T'o bring something done new under the
sun to the Caliph by to-morrow morning.”

“Qh, dear,” exclaimed Carolla. ¢ That
does sound very difficult.  You must go
into the forests at once.” :

“What for?”

- “To fetch it.”

“ But there is nothing done new,” objected
the King. - “ It’s impossible.”

“Not if you go to the forests,” she said,
eagerly. . “ At every turn there are strange
things that the fairies have made, only they
are hard to find. I do not know if you
understand the way to search for them.”

“I don't,” said the King. *“ Do you?”

“Sometimes.”

“T'hen you must come and show me,” he
cried, and before she knew he had stooped
and lifted her up on the saddle before him.
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THE IWRONG PRINCESS. 789

so kind as the ragged girl that helped me
yesterday.”

‘Being struck by the contrast between the
Princess and one whom he took for a beggar-
girl he began to call her name: “ Carolla.”

But no one came.

“She has forgotten me,” thought the King,
bitterly, but he did not remember that he
had forgotten her until this moment. He
had come in the course of his riding to the
little place of downs outside the forests
where he had met the rolling barrel on the
first day. The track it had left in the grass
reminded him of the Vizier’s saying, and it
struck him with remorse how that in that
hour of what he believed to be his own
approaching happiness he had left the poor
man to roll on for ever, just because he had
told the truth about the Caliph and
Gorgianna. At least he could remedy this
unkindness, even if he could not find the
Wood that Sings or save his own head. As
he came to this conclusion, and spurred his
white horse on, it seemed to him that all the
trees about him became musical with birds,
and the words they sang were “ Carolla,
Carolla, Carolla.” But he could not very
well take the forest to the Caliph, so
that he banished all thought of himself
and his danger from his mind, and followed
the traces of the barrel. They led him
farther and farther into the forest. Rabbits
came out and peeped at him, unscared, and
squirrels dropped nuts into his lap from their
store-rooms in the trees. Even a hind, most
timid of creatures, ran beside him for some
way and made soft eyes at him.

The King wondered how it was they
knew that he was not come a-hunting that
day. :

Presently he had quite a retinue of
followers in his train: skylarks and doves,
hares and foxes, stags, two honey-bears, a
lynx, and, toiling in the rear, perseveringly, a
tortoise. It was a little ridiculous, perhaps,
and the King was not quite pleased to hear a
sudden ring of silvery laughter as he galloped
through a glade. But when he saw who
laughed he could not be angry.

“Carolla!” he cried, looking at her,
eagerly. Before, he had scarcely noticed
her; but now, though she was still dressed
raggedly, he saw her great beauty. Brown
cheeks, and small brown hands, and a maze
of brown hair, lips more cherry-red than
Gorgianna’s—he thought—and great grey
eyes, like clear deep pools seen through a
fringe of dark lashes—that was Carolla. And
with the sun shining upon her, and the trill

of her laughter still in the air, he quite forgo ¢
Gorgianna. So changeable is a King.

“\Vhat a train!” she laughed. “But I

am glad the creatures like you.”
"“Then, I am glad,” the King agreed.

“But why do you ride this way?” she
asked.

“To find the Vizier.”

The King confessed his heartlessness of
the previous day, and Carolla rebuked him.

“I too am looking for him,” she said. ‘It
was only this morning that I heard of his
mishap. It seems that he insulted the
Caliph in trying to protect you.”

“It’s all my fault,” said the King, regret-
fully.

“ But I think,” went on Carolla, “ that we
shall find him soon. I only stopped because
I fancied that I heard him singing.”

“Singing ? ”

“ Hark !”

She held up her hand and, listening hard,
they caught the following words :
Hoots ! monie a wearie hour’s to seek
Since wi’ Kirsteen I walkit :
A red, red rose was on her cheek
An’ saxpence in ma pocket.

“That’s the Vizier,” said Carolla, nodding.
“Come.”

The King and she advanced, and saw—
not far off-—the barrel, which had stuck in a
bush. Again the song rose : —

I've trampit over Arctic snows
Where walruses bereft me :

But, losh, I’ve no forgot the rose,
The saxpence hasna left me.

“Why,” said the King, *“that is the Wood
that Sings'”

He explained to Carolla what sort of
second adventure the Caliph had set him,
and she listened gravely.

“You must roll the barrel back,” she said,
‘“to the palace.”

“ But I don’t want to marry the Princess,”
said the King, obstinately.

“Then you’ll lose your head,” answered
Carolla.

“It’s not worth much,” said the King,
gloomily, but she would not listen to him,
and went over to the barrel to comfort the
Vizier. .

“Eh, is it you, Princess ? ” he cried.

“Yes,” she said; “and I've brought the
King with me to take you back to the palace
in safety, unless you would rather get out
here.”

“Is yon the King that I happened on
yesterday ? ” asked the Vizier, indignantly.

“ Yes,” said Carolla.

“But I had no idea then,” added the
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