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“Wanted, respectable King to takef entire
charge of Parliament, and to assist in Cabinet
Councils and Reform of the Army, to open
Bazaars and Schools of Art, and make him-
self generally useful.”

Billy shook his head. “I think that must
be a very hard place,” said he. The next
was: “ Competent Queen wanted; econo-
mical and good manager.”

“Whatever else I am I'm not a Queen,”
said Billy, and he was just turning sadly
away, when he saw a little card stuck away in
the right-hand top comer of the baize field.

“ Hard-working King wanted ; no objection
to one who has not been out before.”

“I can but try,” said Billy, and he opened
the door of the registry office and walked in.
Inside there were several desks. At the first
desk a lion with a pen behind its ear was
dictating to a unicorn, who was writing in a
series of Blue-books with its horn. Billy
noticed that the horn had been sharpened
to a nice point like a lead-pencil when the
drawing-master does it for you as a favour.

“I think you want a King?” said Billy,
timidly.

“No, we don’t,” said the lion, and it
turned on him so quickly that Billy was
sorry he had spoken. * The situation is
filled, young man, and we’re thoroughly
suited.”

Billy was turning away, much dispirited,
when the unicorn said, “Try some of the
others.” So he went on to the next desk,
where a frog sat sadly. But it only wanted
Presidents ; and at the next desk an eagle
told him that only Emperors were wanted,
and those very seldom. It was not till he
got to the very end of the long room that
Billy found a desk where a fat pig in
spectacles sat reading a cookery-book.

“ Do you want a King? " said Billy. “I’'ve
not been out before.”

“Then you're the King for us,” said the
pig, shutting the cookery-book with a bang.
“ Hard-working, I suppose, as the advertise-
ment says?”

“I think I should be,” said Billy, adding,
honestly, “especially if I liked the work.”

The pig gave him a square of silver parch-
ment and said, ‘ That’s the address.”

On the parchment was written :—

“Kingdom of Plurimiregia. Billy King,
Respectable Monarch. Not been out
before.”

“You'd better go by post,” said the pig.
“The five o’clock post will do.”

‘“ But why-—but how—where is it ? ” asked
Billy.
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“I don’t know where it is,” said the pig,
“but the Post Office knows everything. As
to how—why, you just tie a label round your
neck and post yourself in the nearest letter-
box. As to why, that’s a silly question,
really, your Majesty. Don’t you know the
Post Office always takes charge of the Royal
males ?” ’

Billy was just putting the address carefully
away in what would have been his watch-
pocket if he had had any. relation in the
world except a great-uncle, when the swing
door opened gently and a little girl came in.
She looked at the lion and unicorn and the
other busy beasts behind their desks, and she
did not seem to like the look of them. She

" looked up the long room and she saw Billy,

and she came straight up to him and said:
“Please I want a situation as Queen. It says
in the window previous experience not
required.” She was a very shabby little girl,
with a clean, round, rosy face, and she looked
as little like a Queen with previous experience
as anybody could possibly have done.

“I’'m not the registry office, my good kid,”
said Billy. And the pig said, “Try the next
desk.” Rehind the next desk sat a lizard,
but it was so large it was more like an
alligator, only with a more pleasant expression
about the mouth.

“ Speak to him,” said the pig, as the lizard
leaned forward on his front paws like a
draper’s assistant when he says, “ What’s the
next article ?”

“T don't like to,” said the little girl.

“Nonsense, you little silly,” said Billy,
kindly ; “he won’t eat you.”

“Are you sure?” said the little girl, very
earnestly.

Then Billy said, “ Look here, I'm a
King, and so I've got a situation. Are you
a Queen?”

“My name’s Eliza Macqueen,” said the
little girl.  “I suppose that’s near enough.”

“Well, then,” said Billy to the lizard,
“will she do?” :

“Perfectly, I should say,” replied the
lizard, with a smile that did not become him
very well. “Here is the address.” He
gave it to her ; it read : —

“Kingdom of Allexanassa. Queen, not
been out before ; willing, obliging, and
anxious to learn.” “Your kingdoms,” he
added, *are next door to each other.”

“So we shall see each other often,” said
Billy. “ Cheer up ! We might travel together,
perhaps.”

“No,” said the pig; ‘“Queens go by
railway. A Queen has te,begin to get used
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108 THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

and tell me. You might have got off all by
yourself, and left me to the pig’s head.”

“No, I mightn’t,” said Eliza, sharply. “I
know everything that people can learn, the
same as you, and that includes right and
wrong. So you see J mightn’'t.”

“That’s true! I wonder whether our
being clever would help us? Let’s take a
boat and steer straight out, and take our
chance. I can sail and steer beautifully.”

“So can I,” said Eliza, disdainfully ; “but,
you see, it's too late for that. Twenty-four
hours before the beast comes the sea-water
runs away, and great waves of thick treacle
come sweeping round the kingdoms. No
boat can live in such a sea.”

“Well, but how does the dragon get here ?
Is he on the island ? ”

“No,” said Eliza, squeezing up handfuls of
herbs in her agitation till the scent quite
overpowered the scent of the honeysuckle.
*“No ; he comes out of the sea. But he is
very hot inside, and he melts the treacle so
that it gets quite slim, like when it runs out
of a treacle-pudding, and so he can swim in
it, and he comes along to the quay, and is
fed—with Us.”

Billy shuddered. “I wish we were back
in Claremont Square,” said he.

“So do I, I'm sure,” said Eliza. “ Though
I don’t know where it is, nor yet want to
know.”

“Hush |” said Billy, suddenly. “I heara
rustling. It’s the Prime Minister, and I can
hear he’s got straws in his hair again ; most
likely because you're disappeared, and he
thinks he will have to cook the breakfast.
Meet me beside the lighthouse at four this
afternoon. Don’t come out of the summer-
house till the coast’s clear.”

He ran out and took the Prime Minister’s
arm.

““ What is the straw for now? ” :

“ Merely a bad habit,” said the Prime
Minister, wearily.

Then Billy suddenly saw, and he said :—

“You're a beastly mean, cowardly sneak
and you feel it; that's what the straws are
about.”

“Your Majesty ! ” said the Prime Minister,
feebly.

“Yes,” said Billy, firmly, ¢ you know you
are. Now, I know all the laws of Plurimi-
regia, and I'm going to abdicate this morn-
ing, and the next in rank has to be King if
he can’t engage a fresh one. You’re next in
rank to me, so by the time the dragon comes
youll be the King. TI'll attend your Coro-
nation.”

The Prime Minister gasped: “How did
you find out?” and turned the colour of
unripe peaches.

“That’s tellings,” said Billy. “If you
hadn’t all been such sneaks I expect heaps
of your Kings had sense enough to get rid of
the dragon for you. Only I suppose you've
never told them in time.

“Now, look here. I don’t want you to
do anything except keep your mouth shut—
and let there be a boat, and no boatman,
on the beach under the lighthouse at four
o’clock.”

“But the sea’s all treacle.”

“I said on the beach, not on the sea, my
good straw merchant. And you must be
there—and no one else. If you tell a soul
I'll abdicate, and where will you be
then?”

“I don’t know,” said the wretched Prime
Minister, stooping to gather some more straws
from the strawberry bed.

“But I do,” said Billy.
breakfast.”

Before four o’clock that afternoon the
Prime Minister’s head was a perfect bird’s-
nest of straws. But he met Billy at the
appointed place, and there was a boat—and
also Eliza. Billy carried his Lee-Metford.

A wind blew from the shore, and the
straws in the Prime Minister’s hair rustled
like a barley-field in August.

“Now,” said Billy the King, “ my Royal
Majesty commands you to speak to the
dragon as soon as it arrives, and to say that
your King has abdicated ”

“ But he hasn’t,” said the Prime Minister,
in tears.

“ But he does now—so you won’t be telling
alie. I abdicate. But I give you my word
of honour I'll turn King again as soon as
I’ve tried my little plan. I shall be quite in
time to meet my fate—and the dragon.
Say ‘The King has abdicated. You’d better
just look in at Allexanassa and get the
Queen, and when you call again I'll have a
nice fat King all ready for you.””

The straws trembled and Eliza sobbed.

Billy went on; and he had never felt so
truly regal as now, when he was preparing to
risk his life in order to save his subjects from
the monthly temptation to be mean and
cowardly and sneakish. I think myself it
was good of Billy. He might just have
abdicated and let things slide. Some boys
would have.

The sea of greeny-black treacle heaved and
swelled sulkily against the beach. The
Prime Minister said, “ Very well ; I'll do it.

“ Now for
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King he would have been boiled. But now
that the dreadful dragon was cold in death
there was nothing to keep the treacle sea
thin and warm, and it began to thicken so
fast that swimming was very difficult indeed.
If you don’t understand this, you need only
ask the attendants at your nearest swimming
baths to fill the baths with treacle instead of
water, and you will very soon comprehend
how it was that Billy reached the shore of
his kingdom quite exhausted and almost
speechless.

The Prime Minister was there. He had
fetched a whole truss of straw when he
thought Billy’s plan had failed, and that the
dragon would eat him as the next in rank,
and he wanted to do the thing thoroughly ;
and when he warmly embraced the treacly
King, Billy became so covered with straws
that he hardly knew himself. He pulled
himself together, however, enough to with-
draw his resignation, and then looked out
over the sea. In mid-channel lay the dead
dragon, and far in the distance he could see
the white sails of the boat nearing the shores
of Allexanassa.

“ And what are we to do now?” asked
the Prime Minister.

“Have a bath,” said the King. “The
dragon’s dead, and I'll fetch Eliza in the
morning. They won’t hurt her over there
now the dragon’s killed.”

“They won’t hurt her,” said the Prime
Minister. “It’s the treacle. Allexanassa is
an island. The dragon brought the treacle
up by his enchantments, and now there is
no one to take it away again. You'll never
get a boat to live in a sea like that—never.”

“Won't I?” said Billy. “I'm cleverer
than you.”

But, all the same, he didn’t quite see his
way to sailing a boat in that sea, and with a
sad and aching heart he went back to the
palace to the silver bath. The treacle and
straws took hours to wash off, and after that
he was so tired that he did not want any
supper, which was just as well, because
there was no one to cook it. Tired as he
was, Billy slept very badly. He woke up again
and again to wonder what had become of his
brave little friend, and to wish that he could
have done something to prevent her being
carried away in that boat; but, think as
he might, he failed to see that he could
have done any differently. And his
heart sank, for, in spite of his bold words
to the Prime Minister, he had no more idea
than you have how to cross the sea of thick
treacle that lay between his kingdom and
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Allexanassa. He invented steamships with
red-hot screws and paddle-wheels all through
his dreams, and when he got up in the
morning he looked out of his window on the
dark sea and longed for a good, grey, foamy,
salt, tumbling sea like we have at home In
England, no matter how high the waves and
the winds might be. But the wind had
fallen, and the dark brown. sea looked
strangely calm.

Hastily snatching a dozen peaches out of
the palace garden by way of breakfast, Billy
the King hurried to the beach by the light-
house. No heaving of the treacle sea broke
the smooth line of it against the beach. Billy
looked—Ilooked again, swallowed the last
peach, stone and all, and tore back to the town.

He rushed into the chief ironmonger’s and
bought a pair of skates and a gimlet. In less
time than I can write it he had scurried back
to the beach, bored holes in his gold heels,
fastened on the skates, and was skating away
over the brown sea towards Allexanassa. For
the treacle heated to boiling point by the
passing of the dragon had now grown
cold, and, of course, it was now Zoffee/ Far
off Eliza had had the same idea as soon as
she saw the toffee, and, of course, as Queen
of Allexanassa she could skate beautifully. So
the two skated into each other's arms some-
where near the middle of the channel
between the two islands.

They stood telling each other how happy
they were for a few moments, or it may have
been about an hour ; and when they turned
to go back to Plurimiregia they found that
the toffee-ice of the treacle sea was black
with crowds of skaters—for the Allexanas-
sians and the Plurimiregians had found out
the wonderful truth, and were hurrying across
to pay visits to their friends and relations in
the opposite islands. Near the shore the
toffee was hidden by troops of children, who
had borrowed the family hammers and were
chipping into the solid toffee and eating the
flakes of it as they splintered off.

People were pointing out to each other
the spot where the dragon had sunk, and
when they perceived Billy the King and
Eliza the Queen they sent up a shout that
you could have heard miles out at sea—if
there had been any sea—which, of course,
there wasn’t. The Prime Minister had lost
no time in issuing a proclamation setting
forth Billy’s splendid conduct in ridding the
country of the dragon, and all the populace
were in a frenzy of gratitude and loyalty.

Billy turned on a little tap inside his head
by some means which I cannot describe to
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