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MUSCADEL.

mother’s cabinets, and I made it turn me into
a fairy, and. now a horrid ﬂy has buzzed off
with the jewel and I can’t get back to my
right size.”

“I must be dreaming,” said the King.

“I wish you were—I mean I wish I was—
but it's true. I’ll settle on your hand now,
and you’ll see.”

The King looked at the tiny winged
thing—flower-fairy size—that settied on his
hand. And he 'put on his spectacles
and looked again.. And then he got a
magnifying glass and looked through that.

“Yes,” he said, ‘it certainly is you! What
a thing to happen, and on your birthday,
too ! Oh, dear! " Oh, dear!”

“It s rather hard, daddy,” said the poor
Princess ; “but you are so wise and clever,
you’ll be able to get me back to my right
size again.”

“My dear,” said the King, “I received a
thorough commercial education, but I never
learned magic. In fact, I doubt whether it
is still taught even at Oxford.”

“Daddy, dear,” said the Princess, shyly,
“I've read a good many books about magic
—fairy -tales they’re called, you know—
and—"

“Yes,” said the Kmg, who saw at once
what she meant. * Of course, I shall do that
first thing.”

And next morning all the newspapers con-

tained an advertisement : “ Wanted, competent .

Prince to undo magic and restore Princesses
to their right size. None but eldest sons
need apply. The usual reward offered.
Apply at the palace.”

“I think #%2a’s a mistake, daddy,” said
the Princess ; “in the fairy stories it’s always
the youngest son who makes everything come
right. And people don’t know their fairy
history nowadays, they maynt know what
the reward is.”

So the next day the advertisement was
changed to: ‘“Any sons of respectable
monarchs may apply. The successful candi-
date will receive the Princess’s hand in
marriage.”

“It’s all very well to put that in,” said the
Princess to herself, “but if I don’t like him
I sha’'m’t marry him. [I’ll give him all my
jewels instead.”

But all the Kings’ sons in the world had
forgotten their magic, if they ever knew any,
and not one single Prince applled at the
palace.

So the Princess had to do the only possnble
thing—make the best of it. And she did it

bravely.
Vol xxix.—44.
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Now, when the fly, whose name, by the way,
was Muscadel, flew off from the foxglove bell,
with the magic jewel on his feathery foot, he
flew straight to the Princess’s boudoir and
settled down on his favourite spot, the comer
of the frame of her mirror. And there he
sat and wondered how he could best use the
magic jewel. And he thought so hard that
he never noticed a large spider who spun a
web right across the corner where he sat,
and when he spread his wings to assist hls
meditations by a little exercise he was caught
in the web.

‘“ Aha ! ” said the spider, smiling greedily.

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” said the fly.

“How nice you look!” said the spider.
Then very slowly and carefully she began to
move towards him.

“What a terrible thing it is to be a fly!”
said he. “I wish I was a spider.”

And, of course, instantly he was. He broke
the web and scrambled down the mirror, for
he was still horribly frightened of the other
spider. - He got out of the window and down
into the garden, and hid himself under a leaf
of a burdock, which was there because the
gardener was a lazy fellow and neglected his
business. .

But it’s an ill wind that blows nobody
any good. Before Muscadel had got his
breath after the shock of that dreadful web
he saw a slow, wrinkled-skinned creature,
with bright yellow eyes, quite close to him.
It was a toad, and he knew that toads eat
spiders.

“Oh, a spider’s life isn’t worth living,” he
cried ; “1 wish I was a toad.”

And, of course, he was, for the magic jewel
was still on his front foot.

Now that Muscadel was a toad he felt he
should like to find a nice damp place to live
in, so he crawled to the edge of the basin of
the palace fountain.

And when he had found a nice damp
crack in the marble he squeezed in and
stayed there for some days. But one day,
when he went out for a breath of air and a
wood-louse or two, a great beak clattered
quite near him and startled him so that he
nearly jumped out of his toad’s skin.

The person with a beak was a stork, and
Muscadel knew what the stork wanted.

“Oh, a toad’s life is a dog’s life,” said
“T wish I was a stork.”

So he was a stork, and the magic jewel,

'grown‘ bigger, was round his right leg.

It was fine to be a stork, and he did not
envy even the golden eagle that flew down
to drink at the fountain. And when the
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eagle came within a yard or two of him he
felt so large and brave that he said :(—

“ Keep to your .own side, will you? Where
are you shoving to?”

The golden eagle, whose temper is very
short, looked at him with evil golden eyes,
and said :—

“You’ll soon see where I am shoving to,”
and flew at him.

Muscadel saw that he had 'made a mistake
that might cost him his life.

“Oh, what’s the good of being a stork ?”
he said. “I wish I was an eagle.”

And as soon as he was one he flew away,
leaving the other eagle with its beak open
in amazement, too much “struck of a heap,”
as he told his wife afterwards, to follow the
new bird and finish off their quarrel in
the air.

“Oh, how grand it is to be an eagle ! ” said
Muscadel, sailing on wide-spread wings ; and
just as he said it an arrow caught him under

the left wing. It hurt horribly.

“What a powerful thing an arrow is!” he
said. “ Dear me, how it hurts! I wish I was
an arrow.”

So he was one, but he was an arrow in the
quiver of a very stupid bowman, who shot
next day at a buzzard and missed it. So the
arrow, which was Muscadel, lodged high in
an oak tree, and the stupid bowman could
not get it down again.

“I don’t like being a slave to a mere bow,”
said Muscadel ; “I’ll be a bow myself!”

But when he was a bow the archer who
owned him hurt his bow-back so in fitting
him with a new string that he got very cross,
and said :—

“This is worse slavery than the other. I
want to be an archer.”

So he was an archer. And as it happened
he was one of the King’s archers. The
magic jewel was round his arm like a brace-
let, and no one saw it, for he kept it hidden
up his arm under the sleeve of his buff
coat.

Now that Muscadel was a man, of course
he read the newspapers, and in them he saw
the King’s advertisement, which was still
appearing every day.

“ Dear me!” said Muscadel; “of course
the Princess couldn’t get back to her right
size when I had taken the magic jewel away.
I never thought of that. Flies are thought-
less little things. And, by the way, taking
that jewel was stealing. Very wrong indeed.
But I didn’t know that when I was a fly. So
I'm not a thief, and no more was the fly,
because he didn’t know any better.”

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

That evening he had a little talk with the
captain of the King’s archers, and in the
morning the captain called on the King very
early and said :—

“Sire, there’s a crack-brained chap among
my archers who says he can make the Princess
her right size again. Of course, it’s all tommy-
rot, your Majesty, if I may be pardoned the
expression, but I thought your Majesty would
like to know.”

“Oh, let him try,” said the King, wearily ;
“it’s something to find someone who even
thinks he can do it.”

So next day Muscadel, the archer, put on
his Sunday clothes and went up to the
palace, and a great, red-faced, burly fellow
he was.

The King and all the Court were assembled
to see the archer make the Princess her own
size again, though nobody believed he could
do it.

The King was on his throne, and Pandora,
still flower-fairy size, was sitting on one of the
carved gold flowers that adorned the throne’s
right arm. -

The archer. bowed to the King and the
Court, and to the Princess, though he could
not see her.

Then he looked round the crowded
throne-room, and said :(—

“Look here, your Majesty, this will never
do.”

“Eh?” said the King.

“Magic can’t be done in this sort of

public way. I must be left alone with
the Princesss. No; I can’t have anyone
bothering round. Not even you, your
Majesty.” '

The King was rather offended, but the
Princess got to his ear and whispered, and
then he gave the order for the throne-room to
be cleared, and when that was done he set
the tiny Princess on the table and went away
himself and shut the door honourably behind
him.

Then the archer said :—

“Little Princess, you can be made your
right size again if you will do just what I tell
you. Do you promise?”

The Princess’s little voice said *“ Yes.”

“Well, then,” said the archer, “ I have got
the ]ewel here that the fly stole from you,
and I will lend it to you, and you can wish
yourself Princess size again, and then you
must give me back the jewel.”

“Why, the jewel was stolen! You've no
right to it. I shall call the guard,” said
Pandora, angrily.

“They wouldn’t hear you, little Princess,
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MUSCADEL.

maid, with oily black hair and shining red
cheeks, and little black eyes like the currant
eyes in gingerbread pigs. Her hands were
fat and red, and her feet would not bear
looking at for a moment.

“ Good old Muscadel ! ” said the dairymaid
that Pandora had turned into; “now we’ll be
married and live as happy as two mice in a
cheese !

“Never in this world,” cried Muscadel,
snatching the ring from her hand, which was
not manners, but we must remember that he
was very much upset. He snatched the ring
and he rushed out of the room and out of the
palace, and when he got to the archers’
quarters he flung himself face down among
the rushes on the floor, and lay there till his
comrades began to mock him and even to
kick him as he lay ; and then he got up and
fought them with his red fists, one down,
t'other come on, till seven of them had owned
that they did not want any more.

“QOh, dear! Oh, dear!” said the King in his
palace ; *“I'd rather have had you flower-fairy
size for life than like this. We must get
back the jewel and make you into your old
self.”

“Not a bit of it,” said the dairymaid
Princess. “I never was so happy in my life.
I love that lovely archer, and if I'm a
Princess you can order him to marry me, and
he’ll have to.”

“Lackaday !” said the King. * Dairy-
maids don’t seem to love like Princesses do.”

“1 dare say not,” said she, ‘ but we know
our own minds. I tell you I’'m happy,
governor, and I'll stay as I am.”

The dairymaid Princess called for cold
pork and cheese and beer, and, having had
quite enough of all three, she went to bed in
the Princess’s green and white bedroom.

Now, when all the archers had gone to
sleep poor Muscadel stole out and wandered
through the palace gardens, and looked at the
white fountains rising and falling in the
moonlight. He saw the white lilies sleeping
standing up, just like real live sentinels. He
saw the white peacocks roosting in the yew
trees, and the white swans cuddled up among
the reeds by the lake. He went hither and
thither through the cold white beauty of the
night, and he thought and thought, but he
could not think any thought that was worth
the trouble of thinking.

And at last he sat down on a marble bench
and very nearly wished that he were dead.
Not. quite, of course, because people very
seldom do that; and if he had there would
have been an end to this story.
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The silence and the moonlight soothed
him, his poor brain felt clearer and brighter,
and at last he had the sense to say, without
at all knowing that he was saying anything
sensible :—

“T wish I was clever.”

And instantly he was.

The change was so great, so sudden, and
so violent that it nearly choked him. He
drew two or three difficult breaths, and then
he said :—

“Oh, I see! How stupid of me! I wish
I were the kind of person the real Princess
could love.”

And he felt his body change. He grew
thinner and his face seemed to grow a different
shape. He hastened to the lake and leaned
over it, and saw by the moonlight the re-
flection of his own face in the water. It was
not particularly handsome, but he was not
ashamed of the deep-set eyes, largish nose,
and firm lips and chin.

“So that’s the sort of man she could love ! ”
he said, and went home to bed like a sensible
person.

Early in the morning he went out into the
palace garden, and it was not all grey and
white as it had been the night before, with
moonlight and white lilies, but gold and red,
with sunshine and roses, and hollyhocks and
carnations.

He went and waited under the Princess’s
window, for he had grown clever enough to
know that the Princess, since she was now a
dairymaid, would be up awake betimes.
And sure enough the green silk curtains
were presently drawn back, and the drowsy,
blowzy, frouzy face of the dairymaid looked
out.

“Halloa!” she said to Muscadel, among the
roses, ‘“ what are you up to?”

“Tam the archer you love,” said Muscadel,
among the roses.

“Not you,” she said.

“ But indeed ! ” said he.

“ Lawks !” said the dairymaid.

“Don’t you love me like this?” said
Muscadel.

“Not a bit,” said she; “go along, do.
You've got a face as long as a fiddle, and I
never could abide black hair.”

“I'm going to stay like this,” said he.

“Then what’s to become of me?” she
asked, and waited for an answer with her
mouth half open.

“T’ll tell you,” said Muscadel. “You can
stay as you are all your life, and go on loving
an archer who isn’t anywhere at all, or T'll
lend you the magic jewel, and then you can
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