How Turlupin Won the Princess.

A STORY FOR CHILDREN.

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF JEROME DOUCET.

By G. H. W0OODHOUSE.

T the back of his garret
Turlupin kept an old chest
which he had never dared to
open, although there was
q nothing alarming in its ap-
pearance.
heavily banded with iron, nor was it of
leather all studded with nails. It was simply
a small box of comwmon wood, painted dark
green, with a bunch of flowers painted on
the top of the lid. Still, Turlupin, so far,
had been afraid to open it.

One morning—it was a Friday and the
thirteenth of the month, but Turlupin was
not superstitious—he climbed the stairs, de-
termined at last to see what the wonderful
box contained. When he first raised the lid
he thought the chest was empty, and having
got so used to the idea that it must contain
something mysterious and wonderful he felt
quite disappointed. At last, however, he
espied something lying in a corner, and put-
ting in his hand drew out a pair of gloves. He
found they were white ones. At least they
had been white once, but they were soiled
with use and yellowed with age, and the dust
which covered them had certainly not im-
proved their appearance. Still, they had been
white once, and therefore we will continue to
flatter them by calling them a pair of *“ white
gloves.”

Turlupin put them on, and as he did so
they reminded him of a wedding, naturally
his own. Having put them on he went
downstairs in such a hurry that he forgot to
close the lid of the box, and, putting on his
best hat—he only had two, for he was very
poor—he immediately started to find the fair
unknown who, he was sure, was destined to
become his wife.

He had not walked very far along the high
road when he met an old woman riding to
market on her donkey. On either side she
carried a pannier of apples, which she hoped
to be able to sell.

Turlupin stopped and
politely.

“ Madam,” he said, with a low bow, “I
have the honour to ask your daughter’s hand
in marriage.”

The old dame laughed so heartily that you
could have heard the apples rattling together.

raised his hat

It was not of oak .

“ Of my daughter, you foolish fellow !” she
cried. ‘“My old donkey, perhaps! Why,
you are not half rich enough for a daughter
of mine, I can tell you.”

Turlupin answered, quietly : “ You deserve
that I should take you at your word,” and
the donkey, with a loud * hee-haw,” seemed
quite to agree with him.

Perhaps it did really understand him, for
you must know that donkeys are not half so
stupid as people pretend to believe; but
whether it did or did not, it started off so
suddenly that the old woman was taken by
surprise and, losing her balance, was left
sitting in the road with her apples rolling in
all directions around her.

The good-natured Turlupin came to the
rescue and lifted her to her feet, after which
he picked up her apples and caught the
donkey for her.

“Let this be a lesson to you,” he said, as
he left her to continue on her way. *Choose
an honest man for your daughter’s husband
because he #s honest, not because he is
rich.”

Turlupin had walked about three leagues
farther when he met an old man hobbling
along with the aid of his stick.

“Good-day, friend,” he said.

“ Good-day to you, stranger,” the old man
replied.

“T have the honour to ask your daughter’s
hand in marriage,” Turlupin continued.

“I am sorry. I am afraid you are a little
late, for she has been married this last thirty
years ; and her daughter even is married too.
Otherwise I should have been quite willing
to accept you as a son-in-law ; I like the look
of you.”

Turlupin thanked him for his good opinion
and went on his way once more.

The next person he met was also a man,
and again he was unsuccessful, for although
the man had seven children they were, un-
fortunately, all boys.

Decidedly, Turlupin was unlucky so far,
and his ill-luck seemed likely to continue,
for the next person he met informed him,
when he had made the usual request, that she
was an old maid who was very satisfied with
her condition and had no desire to change it.

Turlupin' ‘was' 'beginning to grow tired of
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Turlupin, however, appeared in no way
moved.

“8Since she demands these things, sire,”
he said, “the only thing to do isto en-
deavour to find them with as little delay as
possible. Ina year from now, come what may,
I will place in her own hand what she asks.”

The monarch patted him on the back
approvingly.

“That is capital,” he said, “capital! Go
then, Turlupin, and return quickly. I long
for your success, for you are worthy to
become my son-in-law.”

Turlupin went first to the heart of a great
forest. “It is there,” he said to himself,
“that I shall have the best chance of finding
a nightingale which possesses the teeth I
require, for nightingales love old trees and
lonely places.”

He chose an old oak, gnarled and mossy
with age, and sat upon the soft grass at its
foot, his back leaning against the trunk, and
then he waited patiently.

The birds, frightened at first; hid them-
selves among the thickest foliage, but
gradually, seeing that Turlupin was motion-
less, they began to move about above his
head, emboldened and curious, and some of
the less timid at last fluttered to the ground
and moved about around him.

Turlupin had taken the precaution to
bring some corn with him, and this he threw
in handfuls towards the birds. Greedily they
picked it and waited for more, but Turlupin
did not gratify them at once. When evening
came, however, he gave them another meal,
and for several days continued to feed them
regularly. The birds were now almost tame,
and perched on his hands and feet and head,
and would even let him handle them. In
vain, however, he examined the nightingales.
Not one of them could he find possessing
any teeth.

His bag of corn rapidly grew empty, until
at last it was quite exhausted. Then he
began to dig with his knife, and found
beetles and grubs among the moss and grass
with which to feed his little friends. One
day he uncovered a golden ring. Taking off
a glove he put his finger through it, and,
pulling with all his might, drew up a golden
cage. Inside the cage a bird sat pining, with
drooping wings.

Turlupin, always kind-hearted, opened the
little door. The bird came quickly out and,
fluttering its feathers and uttering little cries
of gratitude and pleasure, was suddenly
transformed into a most beautiful maiden,
who addressed him thus i —

“Turlupin, I am the Queen of the Birds!
Your kindness has won my people’s hearts,
and you have rescued me from the power of
the Giant of the Forest, who had cast a spell
over me. I know what you are seeking—
what you so earnestly desire —and, at the
needful hour, I will teach you how to procure
it. In the meanwhile I give to your voice
all the sweetness and the knowledge which
my subjects themselves possess. The gift
will enable you to give pleasure to yourself
and to others. From this moment you are
able to sing as sweetly as any nightingale.”

With a noise like the soft rustling of
feathers the fairy disappeared, and Turlupin
was alone once more.

Turlupin thereupon set out for home and,
when he reached it, he found to his surprise
that he had been absent for half a year. He
still, therefore, had six months before him in
which to accomplish his two remaining tasks.

“ Fish,” he reflected, “ are found in rivers,
and it is at the water’s edge, therefore, that I
must seek the wonderful carp which Harpi-
gelle has ordered me to find.”

He proceeded to establish himself upon a
small island situated in the middle of the
nearest large river and, full of confidence
in the future, began his search.

Our hero had taken the precaution to
bring with him a number of jars which con-
tained every variety of the worms and grubs
of which fish are so greedy that they swallow
the hooks as well, and he also had paste,
flies, and grasshoppers in order to be able to
suit all possible tastes.

Turlupin at once began to feed the fish, -
and by throwing in the food less and less far
each time was able to bring them so near
the bank that he could see and distinguish
them quite easily.

Alas! all the carp he saw were covered
with scales instead of feathers. Their shin-
ing sides gleamed in the sun as they leapt
from the water, and the wretched Turlupin
saw his bait exhausted without setting eyes
once on the strange fish he was so anxious to
find.

In time all the bait was gone, and there
was nothing more to give the shoals of greedy
fishes which hungrily lined the shore in a
compact, expectant mass.

One day, walking along the water’s edge,
he knocked his foot against a sharp stone,
and, stooping to examine what had hurt him,
saw that the stone was surrounded by a
strongly knotted cord. ‘This he picked up
and pulled.

Presently'alwicker trap appeared weighted
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