The Rose and the Ring

by WIIliam Makepeace Thackeray

PRELUDE

It happened that the undersigned spent the |ast Christmas season

in a foreign city where there were many English children

In that city, if you wanted to give a child' s party, you could
not even get a nagic-lantern or buy Twel fth-Ni ght
characters--those funny painted pictures of the King, the Queen
the Lover, the Lady, the Dandy, the Captain, and so on-- with
whi ch our young ones are wont to recreate thenselves at this

festive tine.

My friend Mss Bunch, who was governess of a large fanmily that
lived in the Piano Nobile of the house inhabited by nyself and ny
young charges (it was the Pal azzo Poni at owski at Ronme, and
Messrs. Spillnmann, two of the best pastrycooks in Christendom
have their shop on the ground floor): Mss Bunch, | say, begged
me to draw a set of Twelfth-Night characters for the anusenent of

our young peopl e.

She is a lady of great fancy and droll inmagination, and having
| ooked at the characters, she and | conposed a history about
them which was recited to the little folks at night, and served

as our FI RESI DE PANTOM ME.

Qur juvenile audi ence was anused by the adventures of G glio and

Bul bo, Rosal ba and Angelica. | ambound to say the fate of the



Hal |l Porter created a consi derable sensation; and the wath of

Countess Guffanuff was received with extrene pl easure.

If these children are pleased, thought I, why should not others
be anused also? In a fewdays Dr. Birch's young friends will be
expected to reassenble at Rodwell Regis, where they will learn
everything that is useful, and under the eyes of careful ushers

continue the business of their little |ives.

But, in the nmeanwhile, and for a brief holiday, let us |augh and
be as pleasant as we can. And you elder folk--a little joking,
and dancing, and fooling will do even you no harm The aut hor
wi shes you a nerry Christmas, and wel comes you to the Fireside

Pant om ne.

W M THACKERAY. Decenber 1854.
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|. SHONS HOW THE ROYAL FAM LY SATE DOAN TO BREAKFAST

This is Valoroso XXIV., King of Paflagonia, seated with his Queen
and only child at their royal breakfast-table, and receiving the
| etter which announces to His Majesty a proposed visit from
Prince Bul bo, heir of Padella, reigning King of CGimTartary.
Remark the delight upon the nmonarch's royal features. He is so
absorbed in the perusal of the King of Crim T Tartary's letter,
that he allows his eggs to get cold, and | eaves his august

muf f i ns unt ast ed.

"What! that w cked, brave, delightful Prince Bulbo!' cries
Princess Angelica; 'so handsone, so acconplished, so witty--the

conqueror of Ri mbonbanento, where he slew ten thousand giants!'

"Who told you of him ny dear? asks Hi s Mjesty.

"Alittle bird,' says Angelica.

Poor G glio!' says manme, pouring out the tea.

"Bother Gglio!" cries Angelica, tossing up her head, which

rustled with a thousand curl - papers.

"I wish," grows the King--'1 wish Gglio was.

"WAs better? Yes, dear, he is better,' says the Queen.
"Angelica's little nmaid, Betsinda, told ne so when she cane to ny

roomthis norning with ny early tea.'

"You are always drinking tea,' said the nonarch, with a scow .



"It is better than drinking port or brandy and water;' replies

Her Maj esty.

"Well, well, my dear, | only said you were fond of drinking tea,
said the King of Paflagonia, with an effort as if to command his
tenper. 'Angelica! | hope you have plenty of new dresses; your
mlliners' bills are | ong enough. M dear Queen, you nust see
and have sone parties. | prefer dinners, but of course you wll
be for balls. Your everlasting blue velvet quite tires ne: and,
ny love, | should like you to have a new necklace. O der one.

Not nore than a hundred or a hundred and fifty thousand pounds.

"And G glio, dear? says the Queen

"G GI O MAY GO TO THE- -

"Ch, sir,' screams Her Mjesty. 'Your own nephew! our |ate

King's only son.

"Ggliomy go to the tailor's, and order the bills to be sent in
to dunboso to pay. Confound him | mean bless his dear heart.
He need want for nothing; give hima couple of guineas for
pocket - noney, ny dear; and you nay as well| order yourself

bracel ets while you are about the necklace, Ms. V.

Her Majesty, or MRS. V., as the monarch facetiously called her
(for even royalty will have its sport, and this august fanmly
were very much attached), enbraced her husband, and, tw ning her
armround her daughter's waist, they quitted the breakfast-room

in order to nake all things ready for the princely stranger

When they were gone, the smile that had Iighted up the eyes of
t he HUSBAND and FATHER fl ed--the pride of the KING fl ed--the MAN

was alone. Had | the pen of a G P. R Janes, | would describe



Val oroso's torments in the choicest |anguage; in which | would
al so depict his flashing eye, his distended nostril--his

dr essi ng- gown, pocket-handkerchi ef, and boots. But | need not
say | have NOT the pen of that novelist; suffice it to say,

Val oroso was al one.

He rushed to the cupboard, seizing fromthe table one of the many
egg-cups with which his princely board was served for the matin
meal , drew out a bottle of right Nantz or Cognac, filled and
enptied the cup several tinmes, and laid it down with a hoarse

'Ha, ha, ha! now Valoroso is a nan again!

"But oh!' he went on (still sipping, | amsorry to say), 'ere
was a king, | needed not this intoxicating draught; once
detested the hot brandy wi ne, and quaffed no other fount but
nature's rill. It dashes not nore quickly o' er the rocks than
did, as, with blunderbuss in hand, | brushed away the early
nmor ni ng dew, and shot the partridge, snipe, or antlered deer
Ah!  well may England's dramatist remark, "Uneasy |ies the head
that wears a crown!" Wiy did | steal my nephew s, ny young

Gglio's--? Steal! said I? no, no, no, not steal, not steal

Let nme withdraw t hat odi ous expression. | took, and on ny nmanly
head | set, the royal crown of Paflagonia; | took, and with ny
royal arml weld, the sceptral rod of Paflagonia; | took, and in

my outstretched hand | hold, the royal orb of Paflagonia! Could
a poor boy, a snivelling, drivelling boy--was in his nurse's armns
but yesterday, and cried for sugarpluns and pul ed for pap--bear

up the awful weight of crown, orb, sceptre? gird on the sword ny

royal fathers wore, and neet in fight the tough Crinmean foe?

And then the nonarch went on to argue in his own mind (though we
need not say that blank verse is not argunent) that what he had

got it was his duty to keep, and that, if at one tine he had



entertained ideas of a certain restitution, which shall be

nanel ess, the prospect by a CERTAIN MARRI AGE of uniting two
crowns and two nations which had been engaged in bl oody and
expensi ve wars, as the Pafl agoni ans and the Cri neans had been

put the idea of Gglio' s restoration to the throne out of the
question: nay, were his own brother, King Savio, alive, he would
certainly will the crown fromhis own son in order to bring about

such a desirabl e union

Thus easily do we deceive ourselves! Thus do we fancy what we
wish is right! The King took courage, read the papers, finished
his nmuffins and eggs, and rang the bell for his Prine Mnister
The Queen, after thinking whether she should go up and see

G glio, who had been sick, thought 'Not now. Business first;

pl easure afterwards. | will go and see dear Gglio this
afternoon; and now | will drive to the jeweller's, to | ook for
the neckl ace and bracelets.' The Princess went up into her own
room and nade Betsinda, her maid, bring out all her dresses; and
as for Gglio, they forgot himas nmuch as | forget what | had for

di nner | ast Tuesday twel ve-nonth.

I'1. HOWKI NG VALORCSO GOT' THE CROWN, AND PRI NCE G GLI O VEENT

W THOUT

Paf | agoni a, ten or twenty thousand years ago, appears to have
been one of those kingdons where the | aws of succession were not
settled; for when King Savio died, |eaving his brother Regent of
t he ki ngdom and guardi an of Savio's orphan infant, this
unfaithful regent took no sort of regard of the late nonarch's
will; had hinmself proclainmed sovereign of Pafl agonia under the

title of King Valoroso XXIV., had a nost splendid coronation, and



ordered all the nobles of the kingdomto pay himhonage. So |ong
as Val oroso gave themplenty of balls at Court, plenty of nobney
and lucrative places, the Paflagonian nobility did not care who
was king; and as for the people, in those early tines, they were
equally indifferent. The Prince Gglio, by reason of his tender
age at his royal father's death, did not feel the loss of his
crown and enpire. As long as he had plenty of toys and

sweet neats, a holiday five times a week and a horse and gun to go
out shooting when he grewa little older, and, above all, the
conmpany of his darling cousin, the King's only child, poor Gglio
was perfectly contented; nor did he envy his uncle the roya

robes and sceptre, the great hot unconfortable throne of state,
and t he enornous cunbersone crown in which that nonarch appeared
fromnorning till night. King Valoroso's portrait has been |eft
to us; and | think you will agree with ne that he nust have been
sonmeti nes RATHER TI RED of his velvet, and his dianmonds, and his
ermne, and his grandeur. | shouldn't like to sit in that

stifling robe with such a thing as that on ny head.

No doubt, the Queen nust have been lovely in her youth; for

t hough she grew rather stout in after life, yet her features, as
shown in her portrait, are certainly PLEASING |f she was fond
of flattery, scandal, cards, and fine clothes, let us deal gently
with her infirmties, which, after all, nmay be no greater than
our own. She was kind to her nephew, and if she had any scruples
of consci ence about her husband' s taking the young Prince's
crown, consoled herself by thinking that the King, though a
usurper, was a nost respectable man, and that at his death Prince
Gglio would be restored to his throne, and share it with his

cousin, whom he | oved so fondly.

The Prime Mnister was d unboso, an old statesman, who nost

cheerfully swore fidelity to King Valoroso, and in whose hands



the nmonarch left all the affairs of his kingdom Al Val oroso
want ed was plenty of noney, plenty of hunting, plenty of
flattery, and as little trouble as possible. As long as he had
his sport, this nonarch cared little how his people paid for it:
he engaged in some wars, and of course the Pafl agoni an newspapers
announced that he had gai ned prodigious victories: he had
statues erected to hinself in every city of the enpire; and of
course his pictures placed everywhere, and in all the
print-shops: he was Val oroso the Magnani nous, Val oroso the
Victorious, Valoroso the Great, and so forth;--for even in these

early times courtiers and people knew how to flatter

This royal pair had one only child, the Princess Angelica, who,
you may be sure, was a paragon in the courtiers' eyes, in her
parents', and in her own. |t was said she had the |ongest hair,
the | argest eyes, the slinmest waist, the smallest foot, and the
nmost | ovely conpl exion of any young lady in the Pafl agoni an
dom ni ons. Her acconplishnments were announced to be even
superior to her beauty; and governesses used to shane their idle
pupils by telling themwhat Princess Angelica could do. She
could play the nost difficult pieces of nusic at sight. She
coul d answer any one of Mngnall's Questions. She knew every
date in the history of Paflagonia, and every other country. She
knew French, English, Italian, German, Spanish, Hebrew, G eek
Latin, Cappadoci an, Sanothracian, Aegean, and CrimTartar. 1In a
word, she was a nost acconplished young creature; and her

governess and | ady-in-waiting was the severe Countess G uffanuff.

Whul d you not fancy, fromthis picture, that Guffanuff must have
been a person of highest birth? She |ooks so haughty that |
shoul d have thought her a princess at the very least, with a

pedi gree reaching as far back as the Deluge. But this |ady was



no better born than nmany other |adies who give thenselves airs;
and all sensible people |aughed at her absurd pretensions. The
fact is, she had been maid-servant to the Queen when Her Mjesty
was only Princess, and her husband had been head footnan; but
after his death or DI SAPPEARANCE, of which you shall hear
presently, this Ms. Guffanuff, by flattering, toadying, and
wheedl i ng her royal nistress, becane a favourite with the Queen
(who was rather a weak wonman), and Her Majesty gave her a title,

and nmade her nursery governess to the Princess.

And now I rnust tell you about the Princess's |earning and
acconpl i shnments, for which she had such a wonderful character
Clever Angelica certainly was, but as IDLE as POSSIBLE. Play at
sight, indeed! she could play one or two pieces, and pretend that
she had never seen them before; she could answer half a dozen
Mangnal | 's Questions; but then you nust take care to ask the

Rl GHT ones. As for her |anguages, she had masters in plenty, but
| doubt whether she knew nore than a few phrases in each, for al
her presence; and as for her enbroidery and her draw ng, she

showed beautiful specinens, it is true, but WHO D D THEM?

This obliges ne to tell the truth, and to do so | nust go back

ever so far, and tell you about the FAI RY BLACKSTI CK

I'11. TELLS WHO THE FAI RY BLACKSTI CK WAS, AND WHO WERE EVER SO

MANY GRAND PERSONAGES BESI DES

Bet ween t he ki ngdons of Paflagonia and Crim Tartary, there |ived
a mysterious personage, who was known in those countries as the
Fairy Bl ackstick, fromthe ebony wand or crutch which she
carried; on which she rode to the noon sometines, or upon other

excursi ons of business or pleasure, and with which she perforned



her wonder s.

When she was young, and had been first taught the art of
conjuring by the necronmancer, her father, she was al ways
practicing her skill, whizzing about from one ki ngdomto another
upon her black stick, and conferring her fairy favours upon this
Prince or that. She had scores of royal godchildren; turned
nunberl ess w cked people into beasts, birds, millstones, clocks,
punps, boot jacks, unbrellas, or other absurd shapes; and, in a
word, was one of the nost active and officious of the whole

Col I ege of fairies.

But after two or three thousand years of this sport, | suppose

Bl ackstick grewtired of it. O perhaps she thought, 'Wat good
am | doing by sending this Princess to sleep for a hundred years?
by fixing a black pudding on to that booby's nose? by causing

di anmonds and pearls to drop fromone little girl's nmouth, and

vi pers and toads fromanother's? | begin to think I do as nuch
harm as good by ny performances. | nmight as well shut ny

incantations up, and allow things to take their natural course.

"There were ny two young goddaughters, King Savio's wfe, and
Duke Padella's wife, | gave them each a present, which was to
render themcharnming in the eyes of their husbands, and secure
the affection of those gentlenen as long as they lived. What
good did ny Rose and ny Ring do these two women? None on earth
From having all their whins indul ged by their husbands, they
becane capricious, lazy, ill-hunoured, absurdly vain, and |eered
and | angui shed, and fanci ed thenselves irresistibly beautiful,
when they were really quite old and hi deous, the ridicul ous
creatures! They used actually to patronise me when | went to pay
thema visit--Mg, the Fairy Bl ackstick, who knows all the w sdom

of the necromancers, and coul d have turned theminto baboons, and



all their dianonds into strings of onions, by a single wave of ny
rod!" So she | ocked up her books in her cupboard, declined
further nmagical performances, and scarcely used her wand at al

except as a cane to wal k about with.

So when Duke Padella's lady had a little son (the Duke was at
that time only one of the principal noblenmen in Crim Tartary),

Bl ackstick, although invited to the christening, would not so
much as attend; but nerely sent her conplinments and a silver
papboat for the baby, which was really not worth a couple of

gui neas. About the sane tine the Queen of Paflagonia presented
His Majesty with a son and heir; and guns were fired, the capita
illum nated, and no end of feasts ordained to cel ebrate the young
Prince's birth. It was thought the fairy, who was asked to be
hi s godnother, would at |east have presented himw th an
invisible jacket, a flying horse, a Fortunatus's purse, or sone
ot her val uabl e token of her favour; but instead, Blackstick went
up to the cradle of the child Gglio, when everybody was adnmiring
hi m and conplinmenting his royal papa and mamma, and said, 'MWy
poor child, the best thing | can send you is a little

M SFORTUNE' ; and this was all she would utter, to the disgust of
Gglio' s parents, who died very soon after, when Gglio's uncle

took the throne, as we read in Chapter |I.

In Iike nmanner, when CAVOLFIORE, King of Crim Tartary, had a
christening of his only child, ROSALBA, the Fairy Bl ackstick, who
had been invited, was not nore gracious than in Prince Gglio's
case. Wilst everybody was expatiating over the beauty of the
darling child, and congratulating its parents, the Fairy

Bl ackstick | ooked very sadly at the baby and its nother, and
said, 'My good wonan (for the Fairy was very fanmiliar, and no
nmore ninded a Queen than a washerwoman)--ny good wonan, these

peopl e who are following you will be the first to turn against



you; and as for this little lady, the best thing | can wi sh her
is a LITTLE M SFORTUNE.' So she touched Rosal ba with her bl ack
wand, | ooked severely at the courtiers, notioned the Queen an
adieu with her hand, and sailed slowy up into the air out of the

w ndow.

When she was gone, the Court people, who had been awed and sil ent
in her presence, began to speak. 'What an odious Fairy she is
(they said)--a pretty Fairy, indeed! Wy, she went to the King
of Pafl agonia's christening, and pretended to do all sorts of
things for that famly; and what has happened--the Prince, her
godson, has been turned off his throne by his uncle. Wuld we

al | ow our sweet Princess to be deprived of her rights by any

eneny? Never, never, never, never!

And they all shouted in a chorus, 'Never, never, never, never!

Now, | should like to know, and how did these fine courtiers show
their fidelity? One of King Cavolfiore's vassals, the Duke
Padel | a just nentioned, rebelled against the King, who went out
to chastise his rebellious subject. 'Any one rebel against our
bel oved and august Mnarch!' cried the courtiers; 'any one resist
H M? Pooh! He is invincible, irresistible. He will bring hone
Padell a a prisoner, and tie himto a donkey's tail, and drive him
round the town, saying, "This is the way the Great Cavolfiore

treats rebels.

The King went forth to vanqui sh Padell a; and the poor Queen, who
was a very timd, anxious creature, grew so frightened and il

that | amsorry to say she died; |eaving injunctions with her
ladies to take care of the dear little Rosal ba.--O course they
said they would. O course they vowed they would die rather than

any harm shoul d happen to the Princess. At first the GimTartar



Court Journal stated that the King was obtaining great victories

over the audacious rebel: then it was announced that the troops

of the infamous Padella were in flight: then it was said that the
royal army would soon cone up with the eneny, and then--then the

news cane that King Cavol fiore was vanqui shed and slain by Hi s

Maj esty, King Padella the First!

At this news, half the courtiers ran off to pay their duty to the
conquering chief, and the other half ran away, |aying hands on
all the best articles in the palace; and poor little Rosal ba was
left there quite alone-- quite alone; and she toddled from one
roomto another, crying, 'Countess! Duchess!' (Only she said

' Tountess, Duttess,' not being able to speak plain) 'bring ne ny
mutton sop; ny Royal H ghness hungy! Tountess! Duttess!' And she
went fromthe private apartnents into the throne-room and nobody
was there;--and thence into the ballroom and nobody was
there;--and thence into the pages' room and nobody was there;
--and she toddl ed down the great staircase into the hall and
nobody was there;--and the door was open, and she went into the
court, and into the garden, and thence into the w |l derness, and
thence into the forest where the wild beasts |ive, and was never

heard of any nore!

A piece of her torn mantle and one of her shoes were found in the
wood in the mouths of two |ionesses' cubs whom KI NG PADELLA and a

royal hunting party shot--for he was King now, and reigned over

CrimTartary. 'So the poor little Princess is done for,' said
he; 'well, what's done can't be helped. Gentlenen, let us go to
| uncheon!' And one of the courtiers took up the shoe and put it

in his pocket. And there was an end of Rosal ba!

I'V. HOW BLACKSTI CK WAS NOT ASKED TO THE PRI NCESS ANCELI CA' S



CHRI STENI NG

When the Princess Angelica was born, her parents not only did not
ask the Fairy Blackstick to the christening party, but gave
orders to their porter absolutely to refuse her if she called.
This porter's name was G uffanuff, and he had been selected for
the post by their Royal Hi ghnesses because he was a very tal
fierce man, who could say 'Not at hone' to a tradesman or an
unwel come visitor with a rudeness which frightened nost such
persons away. He was the husband of that Countess whose picture
we have just seen, and as long as they were together they
quarrelled fromnmorning till night. Nowthis fellowtried his
rudeness once too often, as you shall hear. For the Fairy

Bl ackstick comng to call upon the Prince and Princess, who were
actually sitting at the open draw ng-room w ndow, G uffanuff not
only denied them but nade the nost ODI QUS VULGAR SI GN as he was
going to slamthe door in the Fairy's face! 'Gt away, hold

Bl ackstick!' said he. 'l tell you, Master and Mssis ain't at
hone to you;' and he was, as we have said, GONG to slamthe

door.

But the Fairy, with her wand, prevented the door being shut; and
G uffanuff came out again in a fury, swearing in the nost
abomi nabl e way, and asking the Fairy 'whether she thought he was

a going to stay at that there door hall day?

"You ARE going to stay at that door all day and all night, and
for many a long year,' the Fairy said, very mgjestically; and

G uffanuff, coming out of the door, straddling before it with his
great calves, burst out laughing, and cried, 'Ha, ha, ha! this is
a good un! Ha--ah--what's this? Let ne down--O-0-- Hnl' and

t hen he was dunb!



For, as the Fairy waved her wand over him he felt hinself rising
off the ground, and fluttering up agai nst the door, and then, as
if a screwran into his stomach, he felt a dreadful pain there,
and was pinned to the door; and then his arns flew up over his
head; and his legs, after withing about wildly, tw sted under
hi s body; and he felt cold, cold, growing over him as if he was
turning into netal; and he said, 'O-o--HmM' and could say no

nore, because he was dunb.

He WAS turned into nmetal! He was, from bei ng BRAZEN, BRASS! He
was neither nore nor less than a knocker! And there he was,
nailed to the door in the blazing sunmer day, till he burned

al nost red-hot; and there he was, nailed to the door all the
bitter winter nights, till his brass nose was dropping with
icicles. And the postman cane and rapped at him and the

vul garest boy with a letter came and hit hi mup against the door
And the King and Queen (Princess and Prince they were then)

com ng hone froma wal k that evening, the King said, 'Hullo, ny
dear! you have had a new knocker put on the door. Wy, it's
rather like our porter in the face! Wat has becone of that
boozy vagabond?' And the house-nmi d canme and scrubbed his nose
wi t h sandpaper; and once, when the Princess Angelica's little
sister was born, he was tied up in an old kid glove; and, another
ni ght, some LARKING young nen tried to wench himoff, and put
himto the nost excruciating agony with a turn screw. And then
the Queen had a fancy to have the col our of the door altered; and
t he pai nters dabbed hi mover the nouth and eyes, and nearly
choked him as they painted himpea-green. | warrant he had

| eisure to repent of having been rude to the Fairy Bl ackstick

As for his wife, she did not mss him and as he was al ways
guzzling beer at the public-house, and notoriously quarrelling

with his wife, and in debt to the tradesnen, it was supposed he



had run away fromall these evils, and emigrated to Australia or
Anerica. And when the Prince and Princess chose to becone King
and Queen, they left their old house, and nobody thought of the

porter any nore.

V. HOW PRI NCESS ANGELI CA TOOK A LITTLE MAI D

One day, when the Princess Angelica was quite a little girl, she
was wal king in the garden of the palace, with Ms. Guffanuff,

t he governess, hol ding a parasol over her head, to keep her sweet
compl exion fromthe freckles, and Angelica was carrying a bun, to

feed the swans and ducks in the royal pond.

They had not reached the duck-pond, when there canme toddling up
to themsuch a funny little girl! She had a great quantity of
hair bl owi ng about her chubby little cheeks, and |ooked as if she
had not been washed or conbed for ever so long. She wore a

ragged bit of a cloak, and had only one shoe on.

"You little wetch, who let you in here?" asked Ms. Guffanuff.

"Div me dat bun,' said the little girl, 'ne vely hungy.

"Hungry! what is that?' asked Princess Angelica, and gave the

child the bun.

"Oh, Princess!' says Ms. Guffanuff, 'how good, how kind, how
truly angelical you are! See, Your Majesties,’ she said to the
Ki ng and Queen, who now cane up, along with their nephew, Prince
Gglio, "how kind the Princess is! She met this little dirty
wetch in the garden--1 can't tell how she cane in here, or why

the guards did not shoot her dead at the gate!--and the dear



darling of a Princess has given her the whol e of her bun!

"I didn't want it,' said Angelica

"But you are a darling little angel all the sane,' says the

gover ness.

"Yes; | know | am' said Angelical 'Dirty little girl, don't you
think I amvery pretty? Indeed, she had on the finest of little
dresses and hats; and, as her hair was carefully curled, she

really | ooked very well.

"Ch, pooty, pooty!' says the little girl, capering about,

| aughi ng, and danci ng, and rmunchi ng her bun; and as she ate it
she began to sing, 'Ch, what fun to have a plumbun! how | wis it
never was done!' At which, and her funny accent, Angelica,

G glio, and the King and Queen began to |augh very nerrily.

"I can dance as well as sing,' says the little girl. 'l can
dance, and | can sing, and | can do all sorts of ting.' And she
ran to a flower-bed, and pulling a few pol yant huses,
rhododendrons, and other flowers, made herself a little weath,
and danced before the King and Queen so drolly and prettily, that

everybody was del i ghted.

"Who was your nother--who were your relations, little girl? said

t he Queen.

The little girl said, '"Little Iion was ny brudder; great big
I ioness my nudder; neber heard of any udder.' And she capered

away on her one shoe, and everybody was exceedingly diverted.

So Angelica said to the Queen, 'Mamma, ny parrot flew away



yesterday out of its cage, and | don't care any nore for any of
my toys; and | think this funny little dirty child will anuse ne.

I will take her hone, and give her some of ny old frocks.

"Ch, the generous darling!'" says Ms. Guffanuff.

"Which | have worn ever so many times, and amquite tired of,
Angelica went on; 'and she shall be ny little maid. WII you

cone home with me, little dirty girl?

The child cl apped her hands, and said, 'Go hone with you--yes!

You pooty Princess!--Have a nice dinner, and wear a new dress!

And they all |aughed again, and took hone the child to the

pal ace, where, when she was washed and conbed, and had one of the
Princess's frocks given to her, she | ooked as handsone as
Angelica, alnmost. Not that Angelica ever thought so; for this
little | ady never inmagined that anybody in the world could be as
pretty, as good, or as clever as herself. |In order that the
little girl should not becone too proud and conceited, Ms.

G uffanuff took her old ragged nantl e and one shoe, and put them
into a glass box, with a card laid upon them upon which was
witten, 'These were the old clothes in which little BETSI NDA was
found when the great goodness and adnirabl e ki ndness of Her Roya
Hi ghness the Princess Angelica received this little outcast.

And the date was added, and the box | ocked up

For a while little Betsinda was a great favourite with the
Princess, and she danced, and sang, and nmade her little rhynes,
to amuse her mistress. But then the Princess got a nonkey, and
afterwards a little dog, and afterwards a doll, and did not care
for Betsinda any nore, who becane very nelancholy and quiet, and
sang no nore funny songs, because nobody cared to hear her. And

then, as she grew older, she was nmade a little lady's-nmaid to the



Princess; and though she had no wages, she worked and nended, and
put Angelica's hair in papers, and was never cross when scol ded,
and was al ways eager to please her nistress, and was al ways up
early and to bed |l ate, and at hand when wanted, and in fact
becane a perfect little maid. So the two girls grew up, and,
when the Princess cane out, Betsinda was never tired of waiting
on her; and nmade her dresses better than the best nmilliner, and
was useful in a hundred ways. VWhilst the Princess was having her
masters, Betsinda would sit and watch themy and in this way she
pi cked up a great deal of learn ing; for she was al ways awake,
though her mistress was not, and listened to the w se professors
when Angelica was yawning or thinking of the next ball. And when
t he danci ng-master cane, Betsinda | earned al ong with Angeli ca;
and when the nusic-nmaster came, she watched him and practiced
the Princess's pieces when Angelica was away at balls and
parties; and when the draw ng-master cane, she took note of al

he said and did; and the sane with French, Italian, and all other
| anguages--she | earned them fromthe teacher who cane to
Angelica. Wen the Princess was going out of an evening she
woul d say, 'My good Betsinda, you may as well finish what | have
begun.' 'Yes, niss,' Betsinda would say, and sit down very

cheerful, not to FIN SH what Angelica began, but to DOit.

For instance, the Princess would begin a head of a warrior, |et

us say, and when it was begun it was sonething like this--

But when it was done, the warrior was |like this--

(only handsoner still if possible), and the Princess put her name
to the drawing; and the Court and King and Queen, and above al
poor Gglio, admred the picture of all things, and said, 'Was
there ever a genius like Angelica? So, | amsorry to say, was

it with the Princess's enbroidery and ot her acconplishnents; and



Angelica actually believed that she did these things herself, and
received all the flattery of the Court as if every word of it was
true. Thus she began to think that there was no young wonman in
all the world equal to herself, and that no young man was good
enough for her. As for Betsinda, as she heard none of these

prai ses, she was not puffed up by them and being a nost

grateful, good-natured girl, she was only too anxious to do
everyt hing which might give her mstress pleasure. Now you begin
to perceive that Angelica had faults of her own, and was by no
means such a wonder of wonders as people represented Her Roya

H ghness to be.

VI. HOW PRI NCE G GLI O BEHAVED HI MSELF

And now | et us speak about Prince Gglio, the nephew of the

rei gni ng monarch of Paflagonia. It has already been stated, in
page seven, that as long as he had a smart coat to wear, a good
horse to ride, and noney in his pocket, or rather to take out of
hi s pocket, for he was very good-natured, nmy young Prince did not
care for the loss of his crown and sceptre, being a thoughtless
youth, not nuch inclined to politics or any kind of learning. So
his tutor had a sinecure. Gglio would not |earn classics or

mat hemati cs, and the Lord Chancel |l or of Pafl agonia, SQUARETCSO
pulled a very long face because the Prince could not be got to
study the Paflagonian | aws and constitution; but, on the other

hand, the King' s ganekeepers and huntsnen found the Prince an apt

pupi | ; the danci ng-nmaster pronounced that he was a nost el egant
and assi duous scholar; the First Lord of the Billiard Tabl e gave
the nmost flattering reports of the Prince's skill; so did the

Groom of the Tennis Court; and as for the Captain of the Guard

and Fencing Master, the VALI ANT and VETERAN Count KUTASOFF



HEDZOFF, he avowed that since he ran the General of Crim Tartary,
t he dreadful G unbuskin, through the body, he never had

encountered so expert a swordsman as Prince G glio.

I hope you do not imagine that there was any inpropriety in the
Prince and Princess wal king together in the pal ace garden, and
because G glio kissed Angelica's hand in a polite manner. In the
first place they are cousins; next, the Queen is walking in the
garden too (you cannot see her, for she happens to be behind that
tree), and Her Majesty always w shed that Angelica and Gglio
should marry: so did Gglio: so did Angelica sometines, for she
t hought her cousin very handsonme, brave, and good-natured: but
then you know she was so cl ever and knew so many things, and poor
G glio knew not hi ng, and had no conversation. Wen they |ooked
at the stars, what did Gglio know of the heavenly bodies? Once,
when on a sweet night in a balcony where they were standing,
Angelica said, 'There is the Bear.' 'Wuere? says Gglio.

"Don't be afraid, Angelica! if a dozen bears come, | wll kill
themrather than they shall hurt you.' 'Ch, you silly creature!
says she; 'you are very good, but you are not very w se.' When
they | ooked at the flowers, Gglio was utterly unacquainted with
bot any, and had never heard of Linnaeus. Wen the butterflies
passed, G glio knew not hing about them being as ignorant of
entonol ogy as | am of algebra. So you see, Angelica, though she
liked Gglio pretty well, despised himon account of his

i gnorance. | think she probably val ued HER OAN LEARNI NG r at her
too nuch; but to think too well of one's self is the fault of
peopl e of all ages and both sexes. Finally, when nobody el se was

there, Angelica |liked her cousin well enough

Ki ng Val oroso was very delicate in health, and withal so fond of
good di nners (which were prepared for himby his French cook

Marnitonio), that it was supposed he could not live |long. Now



the i dea of anything happening to the King struck the artfu
Prime Mnister and the designing old |ady-in-waiting with terror
For, thought d unboso and the Countess, 'when Prince Gglio
marries his cousin and cones to the throne, what a pretty
position we shall be in, whom he dislikes, and who have al ways
been unkind to him W shall |ose our places in a trice; Ms.
Guffanuff will have to give up all the jewels, |aces
snuf f - boxes, rings, and watches which bel onged to the Queen
Gglio' s mother; and G unboso will be forced to refund two
hundred and seventeen thousand nillions nine hundred and

ei ghty-seven thousand four hundred and thirty-nine pounds,
thirteen shillings, and sixpence hal fpenny, noney left to Prince

Gglio by his poor dear father.'

So the Lady of Honour and the Prine Mnister hated G glio because
they had done hima wong; and these unprincipled people invented
a hundred cruel stories about poor Gglio, in order to influence
the King, Queen, and Princess against him how he was so ignorant
that he could not spell the commonest words, and actually wote
Val oroso Val |l oroso, and spelt Angelica with two I's; how he drank
a great deal too nuch wine at dinner, and was always idling in
the stables with the groons; how he owed ever so much noney at
the pastry-cook's and the haberdasher's; how he used to go to

sl eep at church; how he was fond of playing cards with the pages.
So did the Queen like playing cards; so did the King go to sleep
at church, and eat and drink too nmuch; and, if Gglio owd a
trifle for tarts, who owed himtwo hundred and seventeen thousand
m | 1ions nine hundred and ei ghty-seven t housand four hundred and
thirty-nine pounds, thirteen shillings, and sixpence hal f penny,
should Iike to know? Detractors and tale-bearers (in my hunbl e
opi ni on) had much better |ook at HOVE. Al this backbiting and
sl andering had effect upon Princess Angelica, who began to | ook

coldly on her cousin, then to | augh at himand scorn himfor



bei ng so stupid, then to sneer at himfor having vul gar
associ ates; and at Court balls, dinners, and so forth, to treat
hi m so unkindly that poor G glio became quite ill, took to his

bed, and sent for the doctor

H s Majesty King Val oroso, as we have seen, had his own reasons
for disliking his nephew, and as for those innocent readers who
ask why?--1 beg (with the perm ssion of their dear parents) to
refer themto Shakespeare's pages, where they will read why King
John disliked Prince Arthur. Wth the Queen, his royal but
weak- m nded aunt, when G glio was out of sight he was out of

m nd. Wile she had her whist and her evening parties, she cared

for little el se.

| dare say TWO VILLAINS, who shall be nanel ess, w shed Doct or
Pildrafto, the Court Physician, had killed Gglio right out, but
he only bl ed and physi cked him so severely that the Prince was

kept to his roomfor several nmonths, and grew as thin as a post.

Whi I st he was lying sick in this way, there came to the Court of
Paf | agoni a a fanmous pai nter, whose nane was Tomaso Lorenzo, and
who was Painter in Odinary to the King of Crim  Tartary,

Paf | agoni a' s nei ghbour. Tomaso Lorenzo painted all the Court,
who were delighted with his works; for even Countess G uffanuff

| ooked young and d unboso good-hunoured in his pictures. 'He
flatters very nuch,' some people said. 'Nay!' says Princess
Angelica, 'I am above flattery, and I think he did not nake ny
pi cture handsonme enough. | can't bear to hear a nan of genius
unjustly cried down, and | hope ny dear papa will rmake Lorenzo a

kni ght of his Order of the Cucunber.

The Princess Angelica, although the courtiers vowed Her Roya
H ghness coul d draw so BEAUTI FULLY that the idea of her taking

| essons was absurd, yet chose to have Lorenzo for a teacher, and



it was wonderful, AS LONG AS SHE PAINTED IN H' S STUDI O, what
beautiful pictures she nade! Some of the performances were
engraved for the Book of Beauty: others were sold for enornous
suns at Charity Bazaars. She wote the SIGNATURES under the
drawi ngs, no doubt, but | think | know who-did the pictures--this
artful painter, who had conme with other designs on Angelica than

nmerely to teach her to draw

One day, Lorenzo showed the Princess a portrait of a young nan in
armour, with fair hair and the | oveliest blue eyes, and an

expression at once nelancholy and interesting.

' Dear Signor Lorenzo, who is this? asked the Princess.

"l never saw anyone so handsone,' says Countess G uffanuff (the

ol d hunbug).

"That,' said the painter, 'that, Madam is the portrait of ny
august young master, his Royal Hi ghness Bul bo, Crown Prince of
Crim Tartary, Duke of Acroceraunia, Marquis of Pol uphl oi sboi o,
and Knight Grand Cross of the Order of the Punpkin. That is the
order of the Punpkin glittering on his manly breast, and received
by H s Royal H ghness from his august father, H's Majesty King
PADELLA |., for his gallantry at the battle of Ri nbonbanento,
when he slew with his own princely hand the King of Ograria and
two hundred and el even giants of the two hundred and ei ghteen who
fornmed the King's bodyguard. The remrmi nder were destroyed by the
brave Crim Tartar arny after an obstinate conbat, in which the

CrimTartars suffered severely.'

What a Prince! thought Angelica: so brave--so cal m| ooking--so

young- - what a hero!



'"He is as acconplished as he is brave,' continued the Court
Painter. 'He knows all |anguages perfectly: sings deliciously:
pl ays every instrument: conposes operas which have been acted a
thousand nights running at the Inperial Theatre of Crim Tartary,
and danced in a ballet there before the King and Queen; in which
he | ooked so beautiful, that his cousin, the |ovely daughter of

the King of Circassia, died for love of him'

"Way did he not marry the poor Princess? asked Angelica, with a

si gh.

' Because they were FIRST COUSINS, Madam and the clergy forbid
these unions,' said the Painter. 'And, besides, the young Prince

had given his royal heart ELSEWHERE.

"And to whon?' asked Her Royal Hi ghness.

"I amnot at liberty to nention the Princess's nane,' answered

the Painter.

"But you may tell me the first letter of it,' gasped out the

Pri ncess.

" That Your Royal Highness is at liberty to guess,' said Lorenzo.

"Does it begin with a Z?' asked Angeli ca.

The Painter said it wasn't a Z; then she tried a Y; then an X
then a W and went so backwards through al nost the whol e

al phabet .

When she cane to D, and it wasn't D, she grew very excited; when
she cane to C, and it wasn't C, she was still nore nervous; when

she cane to B, AND IT WASN T B, 'O dearest G uffanuff,' she said



‘lend me your snelling-bottle!" and, hiding her head in the
Count ess's shoul der, she faintly whispered, 'Ah, Signor, can it

be A?

"I't was A; and though | may not, by ny Royal Master's orders,
tell Your Royal Hi ghness the Princess's nane, whom he fondly,
madl y, devotedly, rapturously |oves, | may show you her
portrait,' says this slyboots: and leading the Princess up to a

gilt frame, he drew a curtain which was before it.

O goodness! the frame contai ned A LOOKI NG GLASS! and Angelica saw

her own face!

VI1. HON G GLI O AND ANGELI CA HAD A QUARREL

The Court Painter of His Majesty the King of Crim  Tartary
returned to that nonarch's dom nions, carrying away a nunber of
sket ches which he had nade in the Pafl agoni an capital (you know,
of course, ny dears, that the nane of that capital is

Bl ombodi nga); but the nost charming of all his pieces was a
portrait of the Princess Angelica, which all the Crim Tartar
nobl es cane to see. Wth this work the King was so deli ghted,
that he decorated the Painter with his Oder of the Punpkin
(sixth class) and the artist becane Sir Tomaso Lorenzo, K. P.

t henceforth.

Ki ng Val oroso al so sent Sir Tonmaso his Order of the Cucunber,
besi des a handsone order for noney, for he painted the King,
Queen, and principal nobility while at Bl onbodi nga, and becane
all the fashion, to the perfect rage of all the artists in

Paf | agoni a, where the King used to point to the portrait of



Prince Bul bo, which Sir Tonaso had | eft behind him and say

"Whi ch anmong you can paint a picture like that?

It hung in the royal parlour over the royal sideboard, and
Princess Angelica could always |ook at it as she sat making the
tea. Each day it seened to grow handsoner and handsoner, and the
Princess grew so fond of looking at it, that she would often
spill the tea over the cloth, at which her father and nother
woul d wi nk and wag their heads, and say to each other, 'Aha! we

see how things are going.

In the meantine poor Gglio lay upstairs very sick in his
chanmber, though he took all the doctor's horrible nmedicines |like
a good young lad; as | hope YQU do, ny dears, when you are il

and manma sends for the nmedical man. And the only person who
visited Gglio (besides his friend the captain of the guard, who
was al nost al ways busy or on parade), was little Betsinda the
housemai d, who used to do his bedroom and sitting-room out, bring

him his gruel, and warm his bed.

When the little housemaid came to himin the norning and eveni ng,
Prince Gglio used to say, 'Betsinda, Betsinda, howis the

Princess Angelica?

And Betsinda used to answer, 'The Princess is very well, thank
you, ny Lord." And Gglio wuld heave a sigh, and think, if

Angelica were sick, | amsure _|_should not be very well

Then G glio would say, 'Betsinda, has the Princess Angelica asked
for me today?' And Betsinda would answer, 'No, ny Lord, not
today'; or, 'she was very busy practicing the piano when | saw
her'; or, 'she was witing invitations for an evening party, and

did not speak to nme'; or nmake sonme excuse or other, not strictly

consonant with truth: for Betsinda was such a good-nat ured



creature that she strove to do everything to prevent annoyance to
Prince Gglio, and even brought himup roast chicken and jellies
fromthe kitchen (when the Doctor allowed them and Gglio was
getting better), saying, 'that the Princess had nade the jelly,

or the bread-sauce, with her own hands, on purpose for Gglio.

When Gglio heard this he took heart and began to nend

i medi ately; and gobbled up all the jelly, and picked the |ast
bone of the chicken--drunsticks, nerry-thought, sides'-bones,
back, pope's nose, and all--thanking his dear Angelica; and he
felt so nuch better the next day, that he dressed and went
downstai rs, where, whom should he neet but Angelica going into
the draw ng-roonf? All the covers were off the chairs, the
chandel i ers taken out of the bags, the damask curtains uncovered,
the work and things carried away, and the handsonest al buns on
the tables. Angelica had her hair in papers: in a word, it was

evi dent there was going to be a party.

'Heavens, G glio!' cries Angelica: 'YOU here in such a dress!

What a figure you are!

'Yes, dear Angelica, | amcone downstairs, and feel so well

today, thanks to the FOAL and the JELLY.

"What do | know about fows and jellies, that you allude to them

in that rude way?' says Angelica

"Way, didn't--didn't you send them Angelica dear?' says Gglio.

‘"I send themindeed! Angelica dear! No, Gglio dear,' says she,
nmocking him '_I_ was engaged in getting the roons ready for Hs
Royal Hi ghness the Prince of CrimTartary, who is com ng to pay

my papa's Court a visit.



"The--Prince--of--Crim-Tartary! G glio said, aghast.

"Yes, the Prince of CrimTartary,' says Angelica, nocking him

'l dare say you never heard of such a country. What DI D you ever
hear of? You don't know whether Crim Tartary is on the Red Sea

or on the Black Sea, | dare say.

"Yes, | do, it's on the Red Sea,' says G glio, at which the
Princess burst out laughing at him and said, 'GCh, you ninny! You
are so ignorant, you are really not fit for society! You know
not hi ng but about horses and dogs, and are only fit to dine in a
mess-room wi th ny Royal father's heaviest dragoons. Don't | ook
so surprised at me, sir: go and put your best clothes on to

receive the Prince, and let ne get the draw ng-room ready.

Gglio said, 'OCh, Angelica, Angelica, | didn't think this of you
THI S wasn't your | anguage to ne when you gave ne this ring, and

gave you mne in the garden, and you gave ne that k--

But what k was we never shall know, for Angelica, in a rage
cried, 'CGet out, you saucy, rude creature! How dare you to
rem nd ne of your rudeness? As for your little trunpery twopenny

ring, there, sir, there!" And she flung it out of the w ndow

"It was my nother's narriage-ring,' cried Gglio.
" I _don't care whose marriage-ring it was,' cries Angelica.
"Marry the person who picks it up if she's a woman; you shan't
marry ME. And give ne back MY ring. |'ve no patience with
peopl e who boast about the things they give away! _|I_ know who'll
give me nmuch finer things than you ever gave nme. A beggarly ring

i ndeed, not worth five shillings!



Now Angelica little knew that the ring which Gglio had given her
was a fairy ring: if a man wore it, it nade all the wonen in
love with him if a woman, all the gentlenen. The Queen
Gglio' s mother, quite an ordi nary-1ooking person, was adnired

i mensely whil st she wore this ring, and her husband was frantic
when she was ill. But when she called her little Gglio to her
and put the ring on his finger, King Savio did not seemto care
for his wife so nuch any nore, but transferred all his love to
little Gglio. So did everybody |ove himas long as he had the
ring; but when, as quite a child, he gave it to Angelica, people
began to love and admire HER, and G glio, as the saying is,

pl ayed only second fiddle.

"Yes,' says Angelica, going on in her foolish ungrateful way.
"_I_ know who' Il give me nuch finer things than your beggarly

little pearl nonsense.

"Very good, m ss! You may take back your ring too!' says Gglio,
his eyes flashing fire at her, and then, as his eyes had been
suddenly opened, he cried out, 'Ha! what does this nean? Is TH' S
the woman | have been in love with all ny life? Have |I been such
a ninny as to throw away ny regard upon you? Wy-- actually--

yes--you are a little crooked!

"Oh, you wetch!' cries Angelica.

" And, upon ny conscience, you--you squint a little.

"Eh!" cries Angelica.

"And your hair is red--and you are narked with the small pox--and
what ? you have three fal se teeth--and one | eg shorter than the

ot her!"



"You brute, you brute, you!' Angelica screaned out: and as she
seized the ring with one hand, she dealt G glio one, two, three
smacks on the face, and would have pulled the hair off his head

had he not started |aughing, and crying--

"Ch dear nme, Angelica, don't pull out MY hair, it hurts! You
m ght renove a great deal of YOUR OMN, as | perceive, wthout

scissors or pulling at all. ©Ch, ho, ho! ha, ha, ha! ho he he!

And he nearly choked himself with | aughing, and she with rage;
when, with a | ow bow, and dressed in his Court habit, Count
Ganbabel l a, the first lord-in-waiting, entered and said, 'Roya
H ghnesses! Their Myjesties expect you in the Pink Throne-room

where they await the arrival of the Prince of CRI M TARTARY.

VI11. HOW GRUFFANUFF Pl CKED THE FAI RY RI NG UP, AND PRI NCE BULBO

CAME TO COURT

Prince Bul bo's arrival had set all the court in a flutter:
everybody was ordered to put his or her best clothes on: the
footmen had their gala liveries; the Lord Chancellor his new w g;
the Guards their last new tunics; and Countess G uffanuff, you
may be sure, was glad of an opportunity of decorating HER old
person with her finest things. She was wal king through the court
of the Pal ace on her way to wait upon Their Myjesties, when she
espi ed sonething glittering on the pavenent, and bade the boy in
buttons who was holding up her train, to go and pick up the
article shining yonder. He was an ugly little wetch, in some of
the late groomporter's old clothes cut down, and nuch too tight
for him and yet, when he had taken up the ring (as it turned out

to be), and was carrying it to his mstress, she thought he



| ooked like a little cupid. He gave the ring to her; it was a
trunpery little thing enough, but too small for any of her old

knuckl es, so she put it into her pocket.

"Ch, mum' says the boy, |ooking at her 'how -how beyoutiful you

do | ook, mum today, nmum'

"And you, too, Jacky,' she was going to say; but, |ooking down at
hi m-no, he was no | onger good-looking at all--but only the
carroty-haired little Jacky of the norning. However, praise is
wel come fromthe ugliest of men or boys, and G uffanuff, bidding
the boy hold up her train, walked on in high good-hunmour. The
guards saluted her with peculiar respect. Captain Hedzoff, in
the anteroom said, 'My dear nadam you | ook Iike an ange

today.' And so, bowing and smrking, Guffanuff went in and took
her place behind her Royal Master and M stress, who were in the
throne-room awaiting the Prince of Crim T Tartary. Princess
Angelica sat at their feet, and behind the King's chair stood

Prince Gglio, |ooking very savage.

The Prince of CrimTartary nade his appearance, attended by Baron
Sl ei bootz, his chanberlain, and followed by a black page carrying
the nmost beautiful crown you ever sawi He was dressed in his
travelling costune, and his hair, as you see, was a little in
disorder. 'l have ridden three hundred niles since breakfast,
said he, 'so eager was | to behold the Prin--the Court and august
famly of Paflagonia, and | could not wait one mnute before

appearing in Your Majesties' presences.

Gglio, frombehind the throne, burst out into a roar of
cont enpt uous | aughter; but all the Royal party, in fact, were so
flurried, that they did not hear this little outbreak. 'Your R

H is welconme in any dress,' says the King. 'd unboso, a chair



for H s Royal Hi ghness.

"Any dress His Royal H ghness wears IS a Court dress,' says

Princess Angelica, smling graciously.

" Ah! but you should see ny other clothes,' said the Prince. 'I
shoul d have had them on, but that stupid carrier has not brought

them Wio's that |aughing?

It was Gglio laughing. 'l was |laughing,' he said, 'because you
said just now that you were in such a hurry to see the Princess,
that you could not wait to change your dress; and now you say you

come in those cl othes because you have no ot hers.

"And who are you?' says Prince Bul bo, very fiercely.

"My father was King of this country, and I amhis only son

Prince!' replies Gglio, with equal haughtiness.

"Ha!' said the King and d unboso, |ooking very flurried; but the
former, collecting hinself, said, 'Dear Prince Bulbo, | forgot to
i ntroduce to Your Royal Hi ghness ny dear nephew, Hi s Roya

H ghness Prince G glio! Know each other! Enbrace each other
Gglio, give Hs Royal Highness your hand!' and Gglio, giving
hi s hand, squeezed poor Bulbo's until the tears ran out of his
eyes. @ unmboso now brought a chair for the Royal visitor, and
placed it on the platformon which the King, Queen, and Prince
were seated; but the chair was on the edge of the platform and
as Bul bo sat down, it toppled over, and he with it, rolling over
and over, and bellowing like a bull. dGglio roared still |ouder
at this disaster, but it was with laughter; so did all the Court
when Prince Bul bo got up; for though when he entered the room he
appeared not very ridiculous, as he stood up fromhis fall for a

monent he | ooked so exceedingly plain and foolish, that nobody



could help laughing at him Wen he had entered the room he was
observed to carry a rose in his hand, which fell out of it as he

t unbl ed.

"My rose! ny rose!' cried Bulbo; and his chanberlain dashed
forwards and picked it up, and gave it to the Prince, who put it
in his waistcoat. Then peopl e wondered why they had | aughed;
there was nothing particularly ridiculous in him He was rather
short, rather stout, rather red-haired, but, in fine, for a

Prince, not so bad.

So they sat and tal ked, the Royal personages together, the Crim
Tartar officers with those of Paflagonia--Gglio very confortabl e
with Guffanuff behind the throne. He |ooked at her with such
tender eyes, that her heart was all in a flutter. 'OCh, dear
Prince,' she said, 'how could you speak so haughtily in presence

of Their Mpjesties? | protest |I thought | should have fainted.

"l should have caught you in ny arnms,' said Gglio, |ooking

raptures.

"Why were you so cruel to Prince Bul bo, dear Prince? says Guff.

'Because | hate him' says G .

"You are jealous of him and still love poor Angelica,' cries

G uffanuff, putting her handkerchief to her eyes.

"l did, but I love her no norel" Gglio cried. 'l despise her
Were she heiress to twenty thousand thrones, | woul d despise her
and scorn her. But why speak of thrones? | have lost mine. |

amtoo weak to recover it--1 am alone, and have no fri end.



"Ch, say not so, dear Prince!' says Guffanuff.

' Besi des,' says he, 'I am so happy here BEH ND THE THRONE t hat |

woul d not change ny place, no, not for the throne of the world!

"What are you two people chattering about there? says the Queen
who was rat her good-natured, though not overburthened wth
wisdom "It is time to dress for dinner. dglio, show Prince
Bul bo to his room Prince, if your clothes have not cone, we
shal |l be very happy to see you as you are.' But when Prince

Bul bo got to his bedroom his |uggage was there and unpacked; and
the hairdresser coming in, cut and curled himentirely to his own
sati sfaction; and when the dinner-bell rang, the Royal conpany
had not to wait above five-and-twenty mnutes until Bul bo
appeared, during which tine the King, who could not bear to wait,
grew as sulky as possible. As for Gglio, he never left Midam
Guffanuff all this time, but stood with her in the enbrasure of
a wi ndow, paying her complinents. At length the G oomof the
Chambers announced Hi s Royal H ghness the Prince of Crim Tartary!
and the nobl e conpany went into the royal dining-room It was
quite a snall party; only the King and Queen, the Princess, whom
Bul bo took out, the two Princes, Countess Guffanuff, G unboso
the Prime Mnister, and Prince Bul bo's chanberlain. You nmay be
sure they had a very good dinner--let every boy or girl think of

what he or she likes best, and fancy it on the table.*

*Here a very pretty ganme may be played by all the children saying

what they l|ike best for dinner

The Princess talked incessantly all dinner-tine to the Prince of
Crinmea, who ate an imense deal too nuch, and never took his eyes
off his plate, except when G glio, who was carving a goose, sent

a quantity of stuffing and onion sauce into one of them Gaglio



only burst out a-laughing as the Crinmean Prince wi ped his
shirt-front and face with his scented pocket-handkerchief. He
did not nmake Prince Bul bo any apology. When the Prince | ooked at
him Gglio wuld not |ook that way. Wen Prince Bul bo said,
"Prince Gglio, may | have the honour of taking a glass of wne
with you?' Gglio WOULDN' T answer. All his talk and his eyes
were for Countess Guffanuff, who you may be sure was pl eased
with Gglio's attentions--the vain old creature! Wen he was not
conmplinenting her, he was nmaeking fun of Prince Bul bo, so |oud
that G uffanuff was al ways tapping himw th her fan, and
saying--'Ch, you satirical Prince! On, fie, the Prince will
hear!" '"Well, | don't nmnd,' says Gglio, louder still. The
King and Queen luckily did not hear; for Her Majesty was a little
deaf, and the King thought so nuch about his own dinner, and,
besi des, made such a dreadful noise, hobgobbling in eating it,
that he heard nothing else. After dinner, His Majesty and the

Queen went to sleep in their armchairs.

This was the tinme when G glio began his tricks with Prince Bul bo,
pl ying that young gentlenman with port, sherry, nmadeira,

chanpagne, marsal a, cherry-brandy, and pale ale, of all of which
Mast er Bul bo drank without stint. But in plying his guest,
Gglio was obliged to drink hinmself, and, | amsorry to say, took
nore than was good for him so that the young men were very

noi sy, rude, and foolish when they joined the | adies after
dinner; and dearly did they pay for that inprudence, as now, ny

darlings, you shall hear

Bul bo went and sat by the piano, where Angelica was playing and
singi ng, and he sang out of tune, and he upset the coffee when
the footman brought it, and he | aughed out of place, and tal ked
absurdly, and fell asleep and snored horridly. Booh, the nasty

pig! But as he lay there stretched on the pink satin sofa,



Angelica still persisted in thinking himthe nost beautiful of
human bei ngs. No doubt the nagic rose which Bul bo wore caused
this infatuation on Angelica's part; but is she the first young

woman who has thought a silly fellow charmni ng?

Gglio nust go and sit by Guffanuff, whose old face he, too,
every nonment began to find nore lovely. He paid the nost

out rageous conplinents to her:--There never was such a
darling--0d der than he was?--Fiddl e-de-dee! He would marry

her - -he woul d have not hing but her

To marry the heir to the throne! Here was a chance! The artfu
hussy actually got a sheet of paper, and wrote upon it, 'This is
to give notice that I, Gglio, only son of Savio, King of

Paf | agoni a, hereby promise to marry the charm ng and virtuous
Barbara Giselda, Countess G uffanuff, and wi dow of the |ate

Jenkins Gruffanuff, Esq.'

"What is it you are witing, you charnming Guffy? says Gglio

who was lolling on the sofa, by the witing-table.

"Only an order for you to sign, dear Prince, for giving coals and
bl ankets to the poor, this cold weather. Look! the King and

Queen are both asleep, and your Royal Highness's order will do.

So Gglio, who was very good-natured, as Guffy well knew, signed
the order inmediately; and, when she had it in her pocket, you
may fancy what airs she gave herself. She was ready to flounce
out of the room before the Queen herself, as now she was the wfe
of the RIGHTFUL King of Pafl agonia! She would not speak to

d unboso, whom she thought a brute, for depriving her DEAR
HUSBAND of the crown! And when candl es canme, and she had hel ped

to undress the Queen and Princess, she went into her own room



and actually practiced on a sheet of paper, 'Giselda
Paf | agoni a,' 'Barbara Regina,' 'Giselda Barbara, Paf. Reg.,' and
I don't know what signatures besides, against the day when she

shoul d be Queen, forsooth!

I X. HOW BETSI NDA GOT' THE WARM NG PAN

Little Betsinda cane in to put Guffanuff's hair in papers; and
the Countess was so pleased, that, for a wonder, she conplinmented
Betsinda. 'Betsinda!' she said, 'you dressed ny hair very nicely
today; | promised you a little present. Here are five sh--no,
here is a pretty little ring, that | picked-- that |I have had
some tinme.' And she gave Betsinda the ring she had picked up in

the court. It fitted Betsinda exactly.

"It's like the ring the Princess used to wear,' says the maid.

"No such thing,' says Guffanuff, 'l have had it this ever so
long. There, tuck me up quite confortable; and now, as it's a
very cold night (the snow was beating in at the wi ndow), you may
go and warmdear Prince Gglio's bed, like a good girl, and then
you may unrip ny green silk, and then you can just do nme up a
little cap for the norning, and then you can nend that hole in ny
sil k stocking, and then you can go to bed, Betsinda. Mnd |

shall want ny cup of tea at five o' clock in the norning.

"l suppose | had best warm both the young gentl enen's beds,

Ma' am ' says Betsinda.

G uffanuff, for reply, said, 'Hau-au-ho!--G auhawhoo! --Hong-

hrho!' In fact, she was snoring sound asl eep



Her room vyou know, is next to the King and Queen, and the
Princess is next to them So pretty Betsinda went away for the

coals to the kitchen, and filled the royal warm ng-pan

Now, she was a very kind, nerry, civil, pretty girl; but there
must have been sonething very captivating about her this evening,
for all the wonmen in the servants' hall began to scold and abuse
her. The housekeeper said she was a pert, stuck-up thing: the
upper - houseneai d asked, how dare she wear such ringlets and
ribbons, it was quite inproper! The cook (for there was a
worman- cook as well as a nan-cook) said to the kitchen-naid that
she never could see anything in that creetur: but as for the
men, every one of them Coachman, John, Buttons, the page, and
Monsi eur, the Prince of CrimTartary's valet, started up, and

sai d- -

"My eyes!'

" O nmussey!"’ What a pretty girl Betsinda is!

}
}
'O jenmany!' }
}

"Ociel!"

" Hands off; none of your inpertinence, you vul gar, |ow peopl e!
says Betsinda, wal king off with her pan of coals. She heard the
young gentlenen playing at billiards as she went upstairs: first
to Prince Gglio' s bed, which she warned, and then to Prince

Bul bo's room

He cane in just as she had done; and as soon as he saw her, 'O
O O O O O what a beyou--o0o0--ootiful creature you are! You
angel --you peri--you rosebud, let nme be thy bul bul --thy Bul bo,
tool Fly to the desert, fly with ne! | never saw a young
gazelle to glad me with its dark blue eye that had eyes |ike

shine. Thou nynmph of beauty, take, take this young heart. A



truer never did itself sustain within a soldier's waistcoat. Be
mne! Be nine! Be Princess of CrimTartary! M Royal father
wi || approve our union; and, as for that little carroty-haired

Angelica, | do not care a fig for her any nore.'

"G away, Your Royal Hi ghness, and go to bed, please,' said

Bet si nda, w th the warn ng-pan.

But Bul bo said, 'No, never, till thou swearest to be mne, thou
| ovely, blushing chanbermaid divine! Here, at thy feet, the

Royal Bulbo lies, the trenbling captive of Betsinda' s eyes.

And he went on, naking hinmself SO ABSURD AND RI DI CULQUS, t hat
Bet si nda, who was full of fun, gave hima touch with the
war m ng- pan, which, | prom se you, made himcry 'Oo0-0-0!" in a

very different manner.

Prince Bul bo nade such a noise that Prince G glio, who heard him
fromthe next room came in to see what was the matter. As soon
as he saw what was taking place, Gglio, in a fury, rushed on
Bul bo, kicked himin the rudest manner up to the ceiling, and

went on kicking himtill his hair was quite out of curl

Poor Betsinda did not know whether to laugh or to cry; the

ki cking certainly nmust hurt the Prince, but then he | ooked so
droll! Wien G glio had done knocking himup and down to the
ground, and whilst he went into a corner rubbing hinmself, what do
you think G glio does? He goes down on his own knees to
Bet si nda, takes her hand, begs her to accept his heart, and
offers to marry her that nonent. Fancy Betsinda's condition, who
had been in love with the Prince ever since she first saw himin

t he pal ace garden, when she was quite a little child.

"Ch, divine Betsinda!' says the Prince, 'how have | lived fifteen



years in thy conpany wi thout seeing thy perfections? Wat wonman
in all Europe, Asia, Africa, and America, nay, in Australia, only
it is not yet discovered, can presune to be thy equal? Angelica?
Pish! Guffanuff? Phoo! The Queen? Ha, ha! Thou art ny
Queen. Thou art the real Angelica, because thou art really

angel i c.

"Ch, Prince! | ambut a poor chanbermaid,' says Betsinda,

| ooki ng, however, very nuch pl eased.

"Didst thou not tend me in ny sickness, when all forsook ne?
continues Gglio. 'Did not thy gentle hand snmooth ny pillow, and

bring ne jelly and roast chicken?

'Yes, dear Prince, | did,' says Betsinda, 'and | sewed Your Roya
H ghness's shirt-buttons on too, if you please, Your Roya

H ghness,' cries this artless maiden

When poor Prince Bul bo, who was now nmadly in |ove with Betsinda,
heard this declaration, when he saw t he unni st akabl e gl ances

whi ch she flung upon G glio, Bulbo began to cry bitterly, and
tore quantities of hair out of his head, till it all covered the

roomli ke so nuch tow

Bet sinda had | eft the warm ng-pan on the floor while the princes
were going on with their conversation, and as they began now to
quarrel and be very fierce with one another, she thought proper

to run away.

"You great big blubbering booby, tearing your hair in the corner
there; of course you will give nme satisfaction for insulting
Bet sinda. YQOU dare to kneel down at Princess Gglio' s knees and

ki ss her hand!



"She's not Princess Gglio!'" roars out Bul bo. 'She shall be

Pri ncess Bul bo, no other shall be Princess Bul bo.

"You are engaged to ny cousin!' bellows out Gglio. 'I hate your

cousin,' says Bul bo.

You shall give me satisfaction for insulting her!' cries Gglio

in a fury.

"I"1l have your life.

"I"1'l run you through.

"I"1l cut your throat.

“I"1l blow your brains out.

"I"1l knock your head off.

"I"lIl send a friend to you in the norning.

"I"lIl send a bullet into you in the afternoon.

"We'| | neet again,' says Gglio, shaking his fist in Bulbo's

face; and seizing up the warning-pan, he kissed it, because,

forsooth, Betsinda had carried it, and rushed downstairs. Wat

shoul d he see on the landing but His Majesty talking to Betsinda

whom he called by all sorts of fond names. Hi s Majesty had heard

a row in the building, so he stated, and snelling sonething

burni ng, had cone out to see what the matter was.

"It's the young gentl emen snoki ng, perhaps, sir,' says Betsinda.



" Charming chanbermaid,' says the King (like all the rest of
them), 'never nmind the young nen! Turn thy eyes on a niddl e-aged

aut ocrat, who has been considered not ill-looking in his tinme.

"Ch, sir! what will Her Majesty say?' cries Betsinda

"Her Majesty!' |aughs the nonarch. 'Her Mjesty be hanged. Am|
not Autocrat of Paflagonia? Have | not blocks, ropes, axes,
hangnen--ha? Runs not a river by my palace wall? Have | not
sacks to sew up wives withal? Say but the word, that thou wlt
be mine own, --your mistress straightway in a sack is sewn, and

thou the sharer of ny heart and throne.

When G glio heard these atrocious sentinments, he forgot the
respect usually paid to Royalty, lifted up the warm ng-pan, and
knocked down the King as flat as a pancake; after which, Master
Gglio took to his heels and ran away, and Betsinda went off
scream ng, and the Queen, Guffanuff, and the Princess, all came
out of their rooms. Fancy their feelings on beholding their

husband, father, sovereign, in this posture!

X, HOW KI NG VALORCSO WAS I N A DREADFUL PASSI ON

As soon as the coals began to burn him the King came to hinself
and stood up. 'Ho! ny captain of the guards!' Hi s Mjesty
excl ai med, stanping his royal feet with rage. O piteous
spectacle! the King's nose was bent quite crooked by the bl ow of
Prince Ggliol! His Majesty ground his teeth with rage.

'Hedzoff,' he said, taking a death-warrant out of his

dr essi ng- gown pocket, 'Hedzoff, good Hedzoff, seize upon the
Prince. Thou'lt find himin his chanber two pair up. But now he

dared, with sacrilegious hand, to strike the sacred night-cap of



a king--Hedzoff, and floor me with a warning-pan! Away, no nore
denur, the villain dies! See it be done, or else,--h'm-

ha!--h'm nind shine own eyes!' and followed by the | adies, and
lifting up the tails of his dressing-gown, the King entered his

own apartnent.

Capt ai n Hedzoff was very nuch affected, having a sincere |ove for
Gglio. 'Poor, poor Gglio!' he said, the tears rolling over his
manly face, and dri ppi ng down his moustachi os; 'my nobl e young

Prince, is it my hand nust |ead thee to death?

"Lead himto fiddlestick, Hedzoff,' said a female voice. It was
G uffanuff, who had conme out in her dressing-gown when she heard
the noise. 'The King said you were to hang the Prince. Well

hang the Prince.

"l don't understand you,' says Hedzoff, who was not a very clever

man.

"You Gaby! he didn't say WHICH Prince,' says G uffanuff.

"No; he didn't say which, certainly,' said Hedzoff.

"Wl l then, take Bul bo, and hang HHM'

When Captain Hedzoff heard this, he began to dance about for joy.
' Cbedience is a soldier's honour,' says he. 'Prince Bul bo's head
will do capitally,' and he went to arrest the Prince the very

first thing next norning.

He knocked at the door. 'Who's there?' says Bulbo. 'Captain
Hedzoff? Step in, pray, ny good Captain; |I'mdelighted to see

you; | have been expecting you.



'Have you?' says Hedzoff.

'Sl ei bootz, ny Chanberlain, will act for ne,' says the Prince.

"l beg Your Royal Highness's pardon, but you will have to act for

yourself, and it's a pity to wake Baron Sl ei boot z.

The Prince Bulbo still seened to take the matter very coolly.
"Of course, Captain,' says he, 'you are conme about that affair

with Prince Gglio?

"Precisely,' says Hedzoff, 'that affair of Prince Gglio.

"Is it to be pistols, or swords, Captain? asks Bulbo. 'I'ma
pretty good hand with both, and I'Il do for Prince Gglio as sure

as nmy nane is My Royal Hi ghness Prince Bul bo.

"There's some mistake, ny Lord,' says the Captain. 'The business

is done with AXES anong us.

' Axes? That's sharp work,' says Bulbo. *'Call mny Chanberl ain,
he'll be ny second, and in ten mnutes, | flatter nyself, you'll
see Master Gglio's head off his inpertinent shoulders. [|'m
hungry for his blood Hoooo, aw' and he | ooked as savage as an

ogre.

"l beg your pardon, sir, but by this warrant | amto take you

prisoner, and hand you over to--to the executioner.

' Pooh, pooh, my good man!--Stop, | say,--ho!-- hulloa!' was al
that this luckless Prince was enabled to say, for Hedzoff's
guards seizing him tied a handkerchi ef over his nmouth and face,

and carried himto the place of execution



The King, who happened to be tal king to d unboso, saw hi m pass,
and took a pinch of snuff and said, 'So nuch for Gglio. Now

let's go to breakfast.

The Captain of the Guard handed over his prisoner to the Sheriff,

with the fatal order,

"AT SIGHT CUT OFF THE BEARER S HEAD.

" VALORCSO XXI V.

"It's a mstake,' says Bul bo, who did not seemto understand the

busi ness in the | east.

' Poo- - poo- - pooh,' says the Sheriff. 'Fetch Jack Ketch instantly.

Jack Ketch!

And poor Bulbo was led to the scaffold, where an executioner wth
a block and a trenendous axe was al ways ready in case he should

be want ed.

But we rmust now revert to G glio and Bet si nda.

XI. WHAT GRUFFANUFF DI D TO G GLI O AND BETSI NDA

G uffanuff, who had seen what had happened with the King, and
knew that G glio nust cone to grief, got up very early the next
nmor ni ng, and went to devise some plans for rescuing her darling
husband, as the silly old thing insisted on calling him She
found hi mwal ki ng up and down the garden, thinking of a rhyne for
Bet si nda (TI NDER and W NDA were all he could find), and indeed

having forgotten all about the past evening, except that Betsinda



was the nost |ovely of beings.

"Wll, dear Gglio,' says Guff.

"Wll, dear Guffy,' says Gglio, only HE was quite satirical

"l have been thinking, darling, what you nust do in this scrape.

You nust fly the country for a while.

"What scrape?--fly the country? Never wi thout her | |ove,

Countess,' says G glio.

"No, she will acconpany you, dear Prince,' she says, in her nost
coaxing accents. 'First, we nust get the jewels belonging to our
royal parents. and those of her and his present Mijesty. Here
is the key, duck; they are all yours, you know, by right, for you
are the rightful King of Paflagonia, and your wife will be the

rightful Queen.

"WII she?" says Gglio.

'Yes; and having got the jewels, go to @ unboso's apartnment,
where, under his bed, you will find sacks containing noney to the
anount of L217,000, 000,987,439, 13S. 6 1/2d., all belonging to
you, for he took it out of your royal father's roomon the day of

his death. Wth this we will fly.

"WVE will fly?" says Gglio.

"Yes, you and your bride--your affianced |ove--your Guffy!' says

the Countess, with a | anguishing | eer

"YOU ny bride!' says Gglio. 'You, you hideous old worman!'



"Ch, you--you wetch! didn't you give ne this paper pronising

marriage?' cries Guff.

'CGet away, you old goose! | |ove Betsinda, and Betsinda only!'

And in a fit of terror he ran fromher as quickly as he could.

"He! he! he!' shrieks out Guff; '"a pronmise is a pronise if there
are laws in Paflagonia! And as for that nonster, that wetch,
that fiend, that ugly little vixen--as for that upstart, that
ingrate, that beast, Betsinda, Master Gglio will have no little
difficulty in discovering her whereabouts. He may | ook very |ong
before finding HER, | warrant. He little knows that M ss

Betsinda is--"'

Is--what? Now, you shall hear. Poor Betsinda got up at five in
winter's norning to bring her cruel mistress her tea; and instead
of finding her in a good hunmour, found Guffy as cross as two
sticks. The Countess boxed Betsinda's ears half a dozen tines
whi | st she was dressing; but as poor little Betsinda was used to
this kind of treatment, she did not feel any special alarm 'And

now,' says she, 'when Her Majesty rings her bell twice, ['ll

trouble you, miss, to attend.'

So when the Queen's bell rang twi ce, Betsinda cane to Her Majesty
and nade a pretty little curtsey. The Queen, the Princess, and
G uffanuff were all three in the room As soon as they saw her

t hey began,

"You wretch!' says the Queen.

"You little vulgar thing!' says the Princess.

'You beast!' says G uffanuff.



"CGet out of ny sight!' says the Queen

'"CGo away with you, do!' says the Princess.

"Quit the prenises!' says Guffanuff.

"Alas! and woe is ne!' very lanentable events had occurred to
Betsinda that nmorning, and all in consequence of that fata

war m ng- pan busi ness of the previous night. The King had offered
to marry her; of course Her Majesty the Queen was jeal ous: Bul bo
had fallen in love with her; of course Angelica was furious:

Ggliowas in love with her, and oh, what a fury Guffy was in!

' Take of f that {cap } | gave you,
{petticoat} they said, all
{gown } at once

and began tearing the clothes off poor Betsinda.

' How (the King? } cried the Queen
dare you {Prince Bul bo?" } the Princess, and

flirt with {Prince Gglio?} Countess.

"G ve her the rags she wore when she canme into the house, and

turn her out of it!' cries the Queen

"M nd she does not go with MY shoes on, which | lent her so
kindly,' says the Princess; and indeed the Princess's shoes were

a great deal too big for Betsinda

"Come with nme, you filthy hussy!' and taking up the Queen's

poker, the cruel Guffanuff drove Betsinda into her room

The Countess went to the glass box in which she had kept

Betsinda's old cloak and shoe this ever so long, and said, 'Take



those rags, you little beggar creature, and strip off everything
bel ongi ng to honest people, and go about your business'; and she
actually tore off the poor little delicate thing' s back al nost

all her things, and told her to be off out of the house.

Poor Betsinda huddl ed the cloak round her back, on which were
enbroidered the letters PRIN. . . ROSAL. . . and then came a

great rent.

As for the shoe, what was she to do with one poor little tootsey
sandal ? the string was still to it, so she hung it round her

neck.

"Wn't you give nme a pair of shoes to go out in the snow, mum if

you pl ease, mun®?' cried the poor child.

"No, you wicked beast!' says Guffanuff, driving her along with
the poker--driving her dowmn the cold stairs--driving her through
the cold hall--flinging her out into the cold street, so that the

knocker itself shed tears to see her

But a kind fairy nmade the soft snow warmfor her little feet, and

she wrapped herself up in the ermine of her mantle, and was gone!

"And now |l et us think about breakfast,' says the greedy Queen

"What dress shall | put on, mamm? the pink or the peagreen?
says Angelica. 'Wich do you think the dear Prince will |ike
best ?

"Ms. V.!' sings out the King fromhis dressing-room 'let us

have sausages for breakfast! Renmenber we have Prince Bul bo



staying with us!

And they all went to get ready.

Ni ne o' clock cane, and they were all in the breakfast-room and
no Prince Bul bo as yet. The urn was hissing and hunming: the
muf fi ns were snoki ng--such a heap of muffins! the eggs were done,
there was a pot of raspberry jam and coffee, and a beauti ful

chi cken and tongue on the side-table. Marnmitonio the cook

brought in the sausages. ©h, how nice they snelt!

"Where is Bul bo?" said the King. 'John, where is H s Roya
H ghness?' John said he had a took hup H's Roilighnessesses
shavi ng-water, and his clothes and things, and he wasn't in his

room which he sposed Hi s Royliness was just stepped trout.

' St epped out before breakfast in the snow |npossiblel' says the
King, sticking his fork into a sausage. 'M dear, take one.
Angelica, won't you have a savel oy?" The Princess took one,
being very fond of them and at this nmonent d unboso entered with

Captai n Hedzoff, both |ooking very rmuch di sturbed.

"I amafraid Your Mjesty--' cries d unboso.

"No business before breakfast, Auml' says the King.' Breakfast

first, business next. Ms. V., sonme nore sugar!

"Sire, | amafraid if we wait till after breakfast it will be too
| ate,' says d unboso. 'He--he--he'll be hanged at hal f- past

ni ne.'

"Don't tal k about hangi ng and spoil ny breakfast, you unkind,
vul gar man you,' cries the Princess. 'John, some nustard. Pray

who is to be hanged?



"Sire, it is the Prince,' whispers dunboso to the King.

' Tal k about business after breakfast, | tell you!' says His

Maj esty, quite sulky.

"We shall have a war, Sire, depend on it,' says the Mnister

"His father, King Padell a.

"His father, King WHO?' says the King. 'King Padella is not

Gglio's father. M brother, King Savio, was Gglio's father.

"It's Prince Bulbo they are hanging, Sire, not Prince Gglio,

says the Prime M nister

"You told ne to hang the Prince, and | took the ugly one,' says
Hedzoff. '1 didn't, of course, think Your Majesty intended to

mur der your own flesh and bl ood!

The King for all reply flung the plate of sausages at Hedzoff's
head. The Princess cried out 'Hee-kareekaree!' and fell down in

a fainting fit.

"Turn the cock of the urn upon Her Royal Hi ghness,’' said the
King, and the boiling water gradually revived her. H's Mjesty

| ooked at his watch, conpared it by the clock in the parlour, and
by that of the church in the square opposite; then he wound it

up; then he looked at it again. 'The great question is,' says

he, "am| fast or am| slow? If I'mslow, we may as well go on

with breakfast. |If I'mfast, why, there is just the possibility
of saving Prince Bulbo. I1t's a doosid awkward ni stake, and upon
my word, Hedzoff, | have the greatest mnd to have you hanged

t oo.



"Sire, | did but ny duty; a soldier has but his orders. | didn't
expect after forty-seven years of faithful service that ny

sovereign would think of putting me to a felon's death!

" A hundred thousand pl agues upon you! Can't you see that while

you are tal king ny Bulbo is being hung?" screanmed the Princess.

"By Jove! she's always right, that girl, and I'm so absent,' says
the King, looking at his watch again. 'Ha! there go the druns!

What a doosid awkward thing though!

'Ch, papa, you goose! Wite the reprieve, and let ne run with
it,"” cries the Princess--and she got a sheet of paper, and pen

and ink, and laid them before the King.

"Confound it! where are ny spectacl es?" the Mpnarch excl ai ned.
"Angelica! go up into ny bedroom | ook under ny pillow, not your
manma' s; there you'll see ny keys. Bring themdown to ne,
and--Well, well! what inpetuous things these girls are!

Angel i ca was gone, and had run up panting to the bedroom and

found the keys, and was back again before the King had finished a

muf fin. 'Now, |ove,' says he, 'you nust go all the way back for
my desk, in which ny spectacles are. |[|f you would but have heard
me out. . . Be hanged to her! There she is off again. Angelica

ANCELI CAl''  When His Majesty called in his LOUD voice, she knew

she nust obey, and cane back.

"My dear, when you go out of a room how often have | told you
SHUT THE DOOR. That's a darling. That's all.’ At |ast the
keys and the desk and the spectacles were got, and the King
mended his pen, and signed his nane to a reprieve, and Angelica
ran with it as swift as the wind. 'You d better stay, mnmy |ove,

and finish the muffins. There's no use going. Be sure it's too



late. Hand ne over that raspberry jam please,' said the
Monarch. ' Bong! Bawong! There goes the half-hour. | knewit

was. '

Angelica ran, and ran, and ran, and ran. She ran up Fore Street,
and down Hi gh Street, and through the Market-place, and down to
the left, and over the bridge, and up the blind alley, and back
again, and round by the Castle, and so al ong by the Haberdasher's
on the right, opposite the | anmp-post, and round the square, and
she cane--she cane to the EXECUTI ON PLACE, where she saw Bul bo

I aying his head on the block!!! The executioner raised his axe,
but at that noment the Princess came panting up and cried
"Reprieve!" 'Reprieve!' screaned the Princess. 'Reprieve!
shouted all the people. Up the scaffold stairs she sprang, with
the agility of a lighter of lanps; and flinging herself in

Bul bo's arns, regardl ess of all cerenony, she cried out, 'Ch, ny
Prince! ny lord! ny love! ny Bulbo! Thine Angelica has been in
time to save thy precious existence, sweet rosebud; to prevent
thy being nipped in thy young bl oom Had aught befallen thee,
Angelica too had died, and wel coned death that joined her to her

Bul bo.

"Hm there's no accounting for tastes,' said Bul bo, |ooking so
very much puzzled and unconfortable that the Princess, in tones

of tenderest strain, asked the cause of his disquiet.

"I tell you what it is, Angelica,' said he, 'since | cane here
yesterday, there has been such a row, and disturbance, and
quarrelling, and fighting, and choppi ng of heads off, and the

deuce to pay, that | aminclined to go back to Crim Tartary.

"But with nme as thy bride, ny Bul bo! Though wherever thou art is

CrimTartary to me, ny bold, ny beautiful, ny Bul bo!



"Well, well, | suppose we nust be married,' says Bul bo. 'Doctor
you cane to read the Funeral Service--read the Marriage Service,
will you? What nust be, nmust. That will satisfy Angelica, and
then, in the nanme of peace and qui etness, do |let us go back to

br eakf ast .

Bul bo had carried a rose in his mouth all the time of the dismal
cerenpny. It was a fairy rose, and he was told by his nother
that he ought never to part with it. So he had kept it between
his teeth, even when he laid his poor head upon the bl ock, hoping
vaguel y that some chance would turn up in his favour. As he
began to speak to Angelica, he forgot about the rose, and of
course it dropped out of his nouth. The romantic Princess
instantly stooped and seized it. 'Sweet rose!' she exclained,
"that bl ooned upon ny Bulbo's lip, never, never will | part from
thee!' and she placed it in her bosom And you know Bul bo
COULDN T ask her to give the rose back again. And they went to
breakfast; and as they wal ked, it appeared to Bul bo that Angelica

becane nore exquisitely |lovely every nonent.

He was frantic until they were narried; and now, strange to say,
it was Angelica who didn't care about him He knelt down, he

ki ssed her hand, he prayed and begged; he cried with admration
whil e she for her part said she really thought they mght wait;

it seemed to her he was not handsome any nore--no, not at all

quite the reverse; and not clever, no, very stupid; and not well

bred, like Gglio; no, on the contrary, dreadfully vul--
What, | cannot say, for King Val oroso roared out 'POOH, stuff!
inaterrible voice. 'W wll have no nore of this

shilly-shallying! Call the Archbishop, and let the Prince and

Pri ncess be nmarried offhand!



So, married they were, and | amsure for ny part | trust they

wi Il be happy.

XI'l. HOW BETSI NDA FLED, AND WHAT BECAME OF HER

Bet si nda wandered on and on, till she passed through the town
gates, and so on the great Crim T Tartary road, the very way on
which Gglio too was going. 'Ah!' thought she, as the diligence
passed her, of which the conductor was bl owi ng a delightful tune
on his horn, "how | should like to be on that coach!' But the
coach and the jingling horses were very soon gone. She little
knew who was in it, though very likely she was thinking of him

all the tine.

Then canme an enpty cart, returning from market; and the driver
bei ng a kind man, and seeing such a very pretty girl trudging
along the road with bare feet, nobst good-naturedly gave her a
seat. He said he lived on the confines of the forest, where his
old father was a woodman, and, if she |iked, he would take her so
far on her road. Al roads were the same to little Betsinda, so

she very thankfully took this one.

And the carter put a cloth round her bare feet, and gave her sone
bread and col d bacon, and was very kind to her. For all that she
was very cold and nelancholy. When after travelling on and on
eveni ng canme, and all the black pines were bending with snow, and
there, at last, was the confortable |light beam ng in the
woodman' s wi ndows; and so they arrived, and went into his
cottage. He was an old man, and had a number of children, who
were just at supper, with nice hot bread-and-m |k, when their

el der brother arrived with the cart. And they junped and cl apped



their hands; for they were good children; and he had brought them
toys fromthe town. And when they saw the pretty stranger, they
ran to her, and brought her to the fire, and rubbed her poor

little feet, and brought her bread and nil k.

"Look, father!' they said to the old woodnan, 'l ook at this poor
girl, and see what pretty cold feet she has. They are as white
as our mlk! And | ook and see what an odd cl oak she has, just
like the bit of velvet that hangs up in our cupboard, and which
you found that day the little cubs were killed by King Padell a,
in the forest! And | ook, why, bless us all! she has got round
her neck just such another little shoe as that you brought hone,

and have shown us so often--a little blue vel vet shoe!l

"What,' said the old woodnan, 'what is all this about a shoe and

a cl oak?

And Bet si nda expl ai ned that she had been left, when quite a
little child, at the town with this cloak and this shoe. And the
persons who had taken care of her had--had been angry with her
for no fault, she hoped, of her owmn. And they had sent her away
with her old clothes--and here, in fact, she was. She renenbered
having been in a forest--and perhaps it was a dream-it was so
very odd and strange--having lived in a cave with lions there;
and, before that, having lived in a very, very fine house, as

fine as the King's, in the town.

When t he woodman heard this, he was so astonished, it was quite
curious to see how astoni shed he was. He went to his cupboard,
and took out of a stocking a five-shilling piece of King

Cavol fiore, and vowed it was exactly like the young wonan. And
then he produced the shoe and pi ece of velvet which he had kept
so long, and conpared themwi th the things which Betsinda wore.

In Betsinda's little shoe was witten, 'Hopkins, nmaker to the



Royal Fanmily'; so in the other shoe was witten, 'Hopkins, naker
to the Royal Family.' |In the inside of Betsinda' s piece of cloak
was enbroidered, 'PRIN RCSAL'; in the other piece of cloak was
enbroidered ' CESS BA. NO 246.' So that when put together you

read, 'PRINCESS ROSALBA. NO 246.°

On seeing this, the dear old woodnan fell down on his knee,
saying, 'O ny Princess, O ny gracious royal lady, Ony rightfu
Queen of CrimTartary,--1 hail thee--1 acknow edge thee--1 do
thee homage!' And in token of his fealty, he rubbed his

vener abl e nose three tinmes on the ground, and put the Princess's

f oot on his head.

"Wiy,' said she, 'ny good woodnman, you nust be a nobl eman of ny
royal father's Court!' For in her lowy retreat, and under the
nane of Betsinda, HER MAJESTY, ROSALBA, Queen of Crim Tartary,

had read of the custons of all foreign courts and nations.

"Marry, indeed, aml, ny gracious |liege--the poor Lord Spinachi
once--the hunbl e woodman these fifteen years syne. Ever since
the tyrant Padella (may ruin overtake the treacherous knave!)

di smissed ne fromny post of First Lord.

"First Lord of the Toot hpick and Joi nt Keeper of the Snuffbox?
m nd nme! Thou hel dest these posts under our royal Sire. They
are restored to thee, Lord Spinachi! | nake thee knight of the
second class of our Order of the Punpkin (the first class being
reserved for crowned heads alone). Rise, Marquis of Spinachi!
And with indescribable majesty, the Queen, who had no sword
handy, waved the pewter spoon with which she had been taking her
bread-and-mi |l k, over the bald head of the ol d nobl eman, whose
tears absolutely made a puddl e on the ground, and whose dear

children went to bed that night Lords and Ladi es Bart ol oneo,



Ubal do, Catarina, and Otavia degli Spinachi

The acquai nt ance HER MAJESTY showed with the history, and noble
famlies of her empire, was wonderful. ' The House of Broccol
should remain faithful to us,' she said; 'they were ever wel cone
at our Court. Have the Articiocchi, as was their wont, turned to
the Rising Sun? The famly of Sauerkraut nust sure be with
us--they were ever welcone in the halls of King Cavolfiore.' And
so she went on enunerating quite a list of the nobility and
gentry of CrimTartary, so admirably had Her Majesty profited by

her studies while in exile.

The ol d Marquis of Spinachi said he could answer for them all
that the whole country groaned under Padella's tyranny, and
longed to return to its rightful sovereign; and late as it was,
he sent his children, who knew the forest well, to sumon this
nobl eman and that; and when his el dest son, who had been rubbing
the horse down and giving himhis supper, cane into the house for
his own, the Marquis told himto put his boots on, and a saddle

on the mare, and ride hither and thither to such and such peopl e.

When the young nman heard who his conpanion in the cart had been
he too knelt down and put her royal foot on his head; he too
bedewed the ground with his tears; he was frantically in | ove
with her, as everybody now was who saw her: so were the young
Lords Bartol oneo and Ubal do, who punched each other's little
heads out of jeal ousy; and so, when they canme from east and west
at the sunmmons of the Marquis degli Spinachi, were the Gim
Tartar Lords who still remained faithful to the House of

Cavol fiore. They were such very old gentlenen for the nost part
that Her Majesty never suspected their absurd passion, and went

among them quite unaware of the havoc her beauty was causing



until an old blind Lord who had joined her party told her what
the truth was; after which, for fear of naking the people too
much in love with her, she always wore a veil. She went about
privately, fromone noblenman's castle to another; and they

vi sited anong t hensel ves again, and had neetings, and conposed
procl amati ons and counterprocl amati ons, and distributed all the
best places of the kingdom anbngst one another, and sel ected who
of the opposition party should be executed when the Queen cane to

her own. And so in about a year they were ready to nove.

The party of Fidelity was in truth conposed of very feeble old
fogies for the nost part; they went about the country waving
their old swords and flags, and calling 'God save the Queen!' and
Ki ng Padel | a happening to be absent upon an invasion, they had
their owmm way for a little, and to be sure the people were very
ent husi asti ¢ whenever they saw the Queen; otherw se the vul gar
took matters very quietly, for they said, as far as they could
recollect, they were pretty well as nuch taxed in Cavolfiore's

time, as now in Padella's.

X1, HOW QUEEN ROSALBA CAME TO THE CASTLE OF THE BOLD COUNT

HOGG NARMO

Her Maj esty, having indeed nothing else to give, nade all her
foll owers Knights of the Punpkin, and Marquises, Earls, and
Baronets; and they had a little court for her, and nmade her a
little crown of gilt paper, and a robe of cotton velvet; and they
quarrel |l ed about the places to be given away in her court, and
about rank and precedence and dignities;--you can't think how
they quarrelled! The poor Queen was very tired of her honours
bef ore she had had thema nmonth, and | dare say sighed sonetines

even to be a lady's-maid again. But we nust all do our duty in



our respective stations, so the Queen resigned herself to perform

hers.

We have said how it happened that none of the Usurper's troops
came out to oppose this Arny of Fidelity: it pottered along as
ninmbly as the gout of the principal comanders allowed: it
consisted of twice as nmany officers as soldiers: and at |ength
passed near the estates of one of the nost powerful nobl enen of
the country, who had not declared for the Queen, but of whom her

party had hopes, as he was always quarrelling with King Padell a.

When they came close to his park gates, this nobleman sent to say
he woul d wait upon Her Majesty: he was a nost powerful warrior
and his name was Count Hoggi narno, whose helnmet it took two
strong negroes to carry. He knelt down before her and said,
"Madam and liege lady! it becones the great nobles of the Crinean
realmto show every outward sign of respect to the wearer of the
Crown, whoever that may be. W testify to our own nobility in
acknow edgi ng yours. The bol d Hoggi narno bends the knee to the

first of the aristocracy of his country.

Rosal ba said, 'The bold Count of Hoggi narno was unconmonly ki nd.
But she felt afraid of him even while he was kneeling, and his
eyes scowl ed at her from between his whiskers, which grew up to

t hem

"The first Count of the Enpire, madam' he went on, 'salutes the
Sovereign. The Prince addresses hinself to the not nore noble

| ady! Madam ny hand is free, and | offer it, and ny heart and
my sword to your service! M three wives lie buried in ny
ancestral vaults. The third perished but a year since; and this
heart pines for a consort! Deign to be nine, and | swear to

bring to your bridal table the head of King Padella, the eyes and



nose of his son Prince Bulbo, the right hand and ears of the
usur pi ng Soverei gn of Paflagonia, which country shall thenceforth
be an appanage to your--to OUR Crown! Say yes; Hoggi narno is not
accustoned to be denied. |Indeed |I cannot contenplate the
possibility of a refusal: for frightful will be the result;
dreadful the nmurders; furious the devastations; horrible the
tyranny; trenmendous the tortures, misery, taxation, which the
people of this realmw |l endure, if Hogginarnmo's wath be
aroused! | see consent in Your Majesty's lovely eyes-- their

gl ances fill nmy soul with rapture!

"Ch, sir!' Rosal ba said, withdrawing her hand in great fright.
"Your Lordship is exceedingly kind; but | amsorry to tell you
that | have a prior attachnment to a young gentl eman by the nane

of --Prince G glio--and never--never can narry any one but him

Who can descri be Hogginarnmo's wath at this remark? Rising up
fromthe ground, he ground his teeth so that fire flashed out
of his mouth, fromwhich at the sane time issued remarks and

| anguage, so LOUD, VI OLENT, AND | MPROPER, that this pen shal
never repeat them 'Rr-r-r-rr--Rejected! Fiends and
perdition! The bold Hogginarnmo rejected! Al the world shal
hear of ny rage; and you, madam you above all shall rue it!
And ki cking the two negroes before him he rushed away, his

whi skers streanming in the w nd.

Her Majesty's Privy Council was in a dreadful panic when they
saw Hoggi narno i ssue fromthe royal presence in such a towering
rage, making footballs of the poor negroes--a panic which the
events justified. They marched off from Hoggi narmpo's park very
crestfallen; and in another hal fhour they were net by that
rapaci ous chieftain with a few of his followers, who cut,

sl ashed, charged, whacked, banged, and pommel | ed anpbngst them



took the Queen prisoner, and drove the Arny of Fidelity to

don't know where.

Poor Queen! Hoggi narno, her conqueror, would not condescend to
see her. 'Get a horse-van!' he said to his groons, 'clap the
hussy into it, and send her, with my conplinments, to Hs

Maj esty King Padell a.

Along with his lovely prisoner, Hogginarnmo sent a letter ful

of servile conplinents and | oat hsone flatteries to King
Padel | a, for whose life, and that of his royal famly, the
HYPOCRI TI CAL HUMBUG pretended to offer the nost ful some
prayers. And Hoggi narnmo prom sed speedily to pay his hunble
honage at his august master's throne, of which he begged | eave
to be counted the nost |oyal and constant defender. Such a
WARY ol d BIRD as King Padella was not to be caught by Master
Hoggi narno' s CHAFF and we shall hear presently how the tyrant
treated his upstart vassal. No, no; depend on's, two such

rogues do not trust one anot her

So this poor Queen was laid in the straw |i ke Margery Daw, and

driven along in the dark ever so many niles to the Court, where
Ki ng Padell a had now arrived, having vanqui shed all his

enem es, nurdered nost of them and brought some of the richest
into captivity with himfor the purpose of torturing themand

finding out where they had hidden their noney.

Rosal ba heard their shrieks and groans in the dungeon in which
she was thrust; a nost awful black hole, full of bats, rats,

m ce, toads, frogs, nobsquitoes, bugs, fleas, serpents, and
every kind of horror. No light was let into it, otherw se the
gaol ers m ght have seen her and fallen in love with her, as an
ow that lived up in the roof of the tower did, and a cat, you

know, who can see in the dark, and having set its green eyes on



Rosal ba, never would be got to go back to the turnkey's wife to
whom it belonged. And the toads in the dungeon came and ki ssed
her feet, and the vipers wound round her neck and arms, and

never hurt her, so charnming was this poor Princess in the nidst

of her m sfortunes.

At last, after she had been kept in this place EVER SO LONG
the door of the dungeon opened, and the terrible KING PADELLA

cane in.

But what he said and did nust be reserved for another chapter,

as we nust now back to Prince Gglio.

XIV. WHAT BECAME OF A G.IO

The idea of marrying such an old creature as G uffanuff
frightened Prince Gglio so, that he ran up to his room packed
his trunks, fetched in a couple of porters, and was off to the

diligence office in a tw nkling.

It was well that he was so quick in his operations, did not
dawdl e over his |luggage, and took the early coach, for as soon
as the nistake about Prince Bul bo was found out, that cruel

G unmboso sent up a couple of policenmen to Prince Gglio's room
with orders that he should be carried to Newgate, and his head
taken off before twelve o'clock. But the coach was out of the
Paf | agoni an domi ni ons before two o' clock; and | dare say the
express that was sent after Prince Gglio did not ride very
qui ck, for many people in Paflagonia had a regard for Gglio,
as the son of their old sovereign; a Prince who, with all his

weaknesses, was very nuch better than his brother, the



usur pi ng, lazy, carel ess, passionate, tyrannical, reigning
nmonarch. That Prince busied hinself with the balls, fetes
masquer ades, hunting-parties, and so forth, which he thought
proper to give on occasion of his daughter's nmarriage to Prince
Bul bo; and let us trust was not sorry in his own heart that his

brother's son had escaped the scaffold.

It was very cold weather, and the snow was on the ground, and
G glio, who gave his nane as sinple M. Gles, was very glad to
get a confortable place in the coupe of the diligence, where he
sat with the conductor and another gentleman. At the first
stage from Bl onbodi nga, as they stopped to change horses, there
cane up to the diligence a very ordinary, vulgar-I|ooking woman,
with a bag under her arm who asked for a place. Al the

i nsi de places were taken, and the young woman was i nforned that
if she wished to travel, she must go upon the roof; and the
passenger inside with Gglio (a rude person, | should think),
put his head out of the w ndow, and said, 'Ni ce weather for
travelling outside! | w sh you a pleasant journey, mny dear.

The poor wonman coughed very nuch, and Gglio pitied her. 'l
will give up ny place to her,' says he, 'rather than she shoul d
travel in the cold air with that horrid cough.' On which the
vul gar traveller said, 'YOU D keep her warm | amsure, if it's
a MJFF she wants.' On which Gglio pulled his nose, boxed his
ears, hit himin the eye, and gave this vul gar person a warning

never to call him MJFF agai n.

Then he sprang up gaily on to the roof of the diligence, and

made hinself very confortable in the straw

The vul gar traveller got down only at the next station, and
G glio took his place again, and talked to the person next to

him She appeared to be a nost agreeable, well-infornmed, and



entertaining female. They travelled together till night, and
she gave Gglio all sorts of things out of the bag which she
carried, and which indeed seenmed to contain the nost wonderfu
collection of articles. He was thirsty--out there cane a pint
bottle of Bass's pale ale, and a silver nug! Hungry--she took
out a cold fow, some slices of ham bread, salt, and a nost
delicious piece of cold plumpudding, and a little gl ass of

brandy afterwards.

As they travelled, this plain-Ilooking, queer woman tal ked to
Gglio on a variety of subjects, in which the poor Prince
showed his ignorance as nuch as she did her capacity. He
owned, with many bl ushes, how ignorant he was; on which the

| ady said, 'My dear Ggl-- ny good M. Gles, you are a young
man, and have plenty of time before you. You have nothing to
do but to inprove yourself. Wio knows but that you may find
use for your know edge sone day? Wen--when you may be wanted

at hone, as sone people may be.

' Good heavens, nadam' says he, 'do you know ne?

"I know a nunber of funny things,' says the lady. 'I have been
at some people's christenings, and turned away from ot her

fol ks' doors. | have seen sone people spoilt by good fortune,
and others, as | hope, inproved by hardship. | advise you to
stay at the town where the coach stops for the night. Stay
there and study, and renenber your old friend to whom you were

kind.'

"And who is ny old friend? asked G glio.

"When you want anything,' says the lady, 'look in this bag,

which | leave to you as a present, and be grateful to--



'To whom nmadan?' says he.

"To the Fairy Blackstick,' says the lady, flying out of the
wi ndow. And then G glio asked the conductor if he knew where

the | ady was?

"What | ady?' says the man; 'there has been no lady in this
coach, except the old worman, who got out at the |ast stage.

And G glio thought he had been dream ng. But there was the bag
whi ch Bl ackstick had given himlying on his |ap; and when he

canme to the town he took it in his hand and went into the inn

They gave him a very bad bedroom and G glio, when he woke in
the nmorning, fancying hinself in the Royal Pal ace at hone,
called, 'John, Charles, Thonas! My chocol ate--ny

dressi ng-gown--rmy slippers'; but nobody canme. There was no
bell, so he went and bawl ed out for water on the top of the

stairs.

The | andl ady cane up.

"What are you a hollering and a bellaring for here, young man?'

says she.

"There's no warmwater--no servants; my boots are not even

cl eaned.

"He, hel Clean 'emyourself,' says the |landlady. 'You young
students give yourselves pretty airs. | never heard such

i mpudence.'

"“I"1Il quit the house this instant,' says Gglio.

" The sooner the better, young man. Pay your bill and be off.



Al my roons is wanted for gentlefol ks, and not for such as

you.

"You may well keep the Bear Inn,' said Gglio. 'You should have

yoursel f painted as the sign.

The | andl ady of the Bear went away GROALING And Gglio
returned to his room where the first thing he saw was the
fairy bag Iying on the table, which seenmed to give a little hop
as he canme in. 'l hope it has sone breakfast in it,' says
Gglio, "for | have only a very little noney left.' But on
openi ng the bag, what do you think was there? A bl acki ngbrush

and a pot of Warren's jet, and on the pot was witten

Poor young men their boots nust bl ack:

Use ne and cork ne and put me back.

So G glio laughed and bl acked his boots, and put back the brush

and the bottle into the bag.

When he had done dressing hinself, the bag gave another little

hop, and he went to it and took out--

1. A tablecloth and a napkin.

2. A sugar-basin full of the best |oaf-sugar

4, 6, 8, 10. Two forks, two teaspoons, two knives, and a pair

of sugar-tongs, and a butter-knife all marked G

11, 12, 13. A teacup, saucer, and sl op-basin.

14. A jug full of delicious cream



15. A canister with black tea and green

16. A large tea-urn and boiling water.

17. A saucepan, containing three eggs nicely done.

18. A quarter of a pound of best Epping butter.

19. A brown | oaf.

And if he hadn't enough now for a good breakfast, | should Iike

to know who ever had one?

G glio, having had his breakfast, popped all the things back
into the bag, and went out |ooking for lodgings. | forgot to

say that this celebrated university town was called Bosforo.

He took a nodest | odging opposite the Schools, paid his bill at
the inn, and went to his apartment with his trunk, carpet-bag,

and not forgetting, we may be sure, his OTHER bag.

When he opened his trunk, which the day before he had filled
with his best clothes, he found it contained only books. And

in the first of them which he opened there was witten--

Cl othes for the back, books for the head:

Read and renenber them when they are read.

And in his bag, when Gglio looked in it, he found a student's
cap and gown, a witing-book full of paper, an inkstand, pens,
and a Johnson's dictionary, which was very useful to him as

his spelling had been sadly negl ect ed.

So he sat down and worked away, very, very hard for a whole



year, during which 'M. Gles' was quite an exanple to all the
students in the University of Bosforo. He never got into any
riots or disturbances. The Professors all spoke well of him
and the students liked himtoo; so that, when at exani nation,

he took all the prizes, viz.--

{The Spelling Prize {The French Pri ze
{The Witing Prize {The Arithnetic Prize
{The History Prize {The Latin Prize

{The CatechismPrize {The Good Conduct Pri ze,

all his fellow students said, 'Hurrah! Hurray for Gles! Gles
is the boy--the student's joy! Hurray for Gles!' And he
brought quite a quantity of medals, crowns, books, and tokens

of distinction hone to his |odgings.

One day after the Examinations, as he was diverting hinself at
a coffee-house with two friends--(Did | tell you that in his
bag, every Saturday night, he found just enough to pay his
bills, with a guinea over, for pocketnoney? Didn't | tell you?
Well, he did, as sure as twice twenty nmakes forty-five)--he
chanced to look in the Bosforo Chronicle, and read off, quite
easily (for he could spell, read, and wite the | ongest words

now), the follow ng:--

" ROVANTI C Cl RCUMSTANCE. - - One of the nobst extraordinary
adventures that we have ever heard has set the neighbouring

country of CrimTartary in a state of great excitenent.

"It will be renmenbered that when the present revered sovereign
of imTartary, His Majesty King PADELLA, took possession of
the throne, after having vanquished, in the terrific battle of

Bl underbusco, the |l ate King CAVOLFI ORE, that Prince's only



child, the Princess Rosal ba, was not found in the royal palace,
of which King Padella took possession, and, it was said, had
strayed into the forest (being abandoned by all her attendants)
where she had been eaten up by those ferocious lions, the |ast
pai r of which were captured sone time since, and brought to the

Tower, after killing several hundred persons.

"His Majesty King Padella, who has the kindest heart in the
worl d, was grieved at the accident which had occurred to the
harm ess little Princess, for whom H s Mjesty's known

benevol ence woul d certainly have provided a fitting
establishment. But her death seened to be certain. The
mangl ed remains of a cloak, and a little shoe, were found in
the forest, during a hunting-party, in which the intrepid
sovereign of CrimTartary slew two of the lions' cubs with his
own spear. And these interesting relics of an innocent little
creature were carried hone and kept by their finder, the Baron
Spi nachi, formerly an officer in Cavolfiore's household. The
Baron was di sgraced in consequence of his known legitim st

opi nions, and has lived for sone tine in the hunbl e capacity of
a wood-cutter, in a forest on the outskirts of the Kingdom of

CrimTartary.

'Last Tuesday week Baron Spinachi and a numnmber of gentl enen,
attached to the forner dynasty, appeared in arns, crying, "God
save Rosal ba, the first Queen of CrimTartary!" and surroundi ng
a | ady whom report describes as "BEAUTI FUL EXCEEDI NGLY." Her

hi story MAY be authentic, is certainly nobst ronmantic

' The personage calling herself Rosal ba states that she was
brought out of the forest, fifteen years since, by a lady in a
car drawn by dragons (this account is certainly | MPROBABLE)

that she was left in the Pal ace Garden of Bl onbodi nga, where



Her Royal Hi ghness the Princess Angelica, now nmarried to His
Royal Hi ghness Bul bo, Crown Prince of Crim Tartary, found the
child, and, with THAT ELEGANT BENEVOLENCE whi ch has al ways

di stingui shed the heiress of the throne of Paflagonia, gave the
little outcast a SHELTER AND A HOVE! Her parentage not being
known, and her garb very hunble, the foundling was educated in

the Palace in a nenial capacity, under the nane of BETSI NDA.

'She did not give satisfaction, and was dism ssed, carrying
with her, certainly, part of a mantle and a shoe, which she had
on when first found. According to her statement she quitted
Bl onbodi nga about a year ago, since which tine she has been
with the Spinachi family. On the very sane norning the Prince
G glio, nephew to the King of Paflagonia, a young Prince whose
character for TALENT and ORDER were, to say truth, none of the
HI GHEST, al so quitted Bl onbodi nga, and has not been since heard

of I'

"What an extraordinary story!' said Smth and Jones, two young

students, G glio's especial friends.

"Ha! what is this? ' Gglio went on, reading--

' SECOND EDI TI ON, EXPRESS. --We hear that the troop under Baron
Spi nachi has been surrounded, and utterly routed, by Cenera
Count Hoggi narno, and the soidisant Princess is sent a prisoner

to the capital

"UNI VERSI TY NEWS. - - Yest erday, at the Schools, the distinguished
young student, M. Gles, read a Latin oration, and was
complinented by the Chancellor of Bosforo, Dr. Prugnaro, wth

t he hi ghest University honour--the wooden spoon.

"Never mind that stuff,' says G LES, greatly disturbed. ' Cone



home with me, ny friends. Gallant Smith! intrepid Jones!
friends of ny studies--partakers of ny academic toils--1 have

that to tell which shall astonish your honest ninds.

"G it, old boy!' cries the inpetuous Snith.

"Tal k away, ny buck!' says Jones, a lively fellow.

Wth an air of indescribable dignity, Gglio checked their
natural, but no nore seemy, famliarity. 'Jones, Smith, ny

good friends,' said the PRINCE, 'disguise is henceforth

useless; | amno nore the hunble student Gles, | amthe
descendant of a royal line.
"Atavis edite regibus, |I know, old co--' cried Jones. He was

going to say old cock, but a flash from THE ROYAL EYE agai n

awed him

"Friends,' continued the Prince, '| amthat Gglio, | am in
fact, Paflagonia. Rise, Smith, and kneel not in the public
street. Jones, thou true heart! M faithless uncle, when

was a baby, filched fromne that brave crown ny father |eft ne,
bred me, all young and careless of ny rights, like unto hapl ess
Ham et, Prince of Denmark; and had | any thoughts about ny
wrongs, soothed ne with pronises of near redress. | should
espouse his daughter, young Angelica; we two indeed should
reign in Paflagonia. Hs words were false--false as Angelica's
heart!--false as Angelica's hair, colour, front teeth! She

| ooked with her skew eyes upon young Bul bo, Crim Tartary's
stupid heir, and she preferred him' Twas then | turned ny
eyes upon Betsinda--Rosal ba, as she nowis. And | saw in her
the bl ushing sumof all perfection; the pink of maiden nodesty;

the nynph that ny fond heart had ever woo'd in dreanms,' etc.



(I don't give this speech, which was very fine, but very |ong;
and though Smith and Jones knew not hi ng about the

ci rcunst ances, my dear reader does, so | go on.)

The Prince and his young friends hastened honme to his
apartnent, highly excited by the intelligence, as no doubt by
t he ROYAL NARRATOR S admirabl e manner of recounting it, and
they ran up to his roomwhere he had worked so hard at his

books.

On his witing-table was his bag, grown so long that the Prince
could not help remarking it. He went to it, opened it, and

what do you think he found in it?

A splendid | ong, gol d-handl ed, red-vel vet-scabbarded,
cut-and-thrust sword, and on the sheath was enbroi dered

" ROSALBA FOR EVER!''

He drew out the sword, which flashed and illum nated the whol e
room and called out 'Rosal ba for ever!' Smith and Jones
following him but quite respectfully this tine, and taking the

time fromH s Royal Hi ghness.

And now his trunk opened with a sudden pony, and out there cane
three ostrich feathers in a gold crown, surrounding a beautiful
shining steel helnet, a cuirass, a pair of spurs, finally a

compl ete suit of arnour.

The books on G glio's shelves were all gone. Where there had
been sone great dictionaries, Gglio's friends found two pairs
of jack-boots |abelled, 'Lieutenant Smith,' '--Jones, Esq.,

which fitted themto a nicety. Besides, there were hel nets,



back and breast plates, swords, etc., just likein M. G P. R
Janmes's novels; and that evening three cavaliers m ght have
been seen issuing fromthe gates of Bosforo, in whomthe
porters, proctors, etc., never thought of recognising the young

Prince and his friends.

They got horses at a livery stabl e-keeper's, and never drew
bridle until they reached the last town on the frontier before
you cone to Crim Tartary. Here, as their aninmals were tired,
and the cavaliers hungry, they stopped and refreshed at an
hostel. | could nmake a chapter of this if | were |ike sone
witers, but | like to cramny nmeasure tight down, you see, and
give you a great deal for your noney, and, in a word, they had
sonme bread and cheese and al e upstairs on the bal cony of the
inn. As they were drinking, drunms and trunpets sounded nearer
and nearer, the marketplace was filled with soldiers, and H s
Royal Hi ghness | ooking forth, recogni sed the Pafl agoni an

banners, and the Pafl agoni an national air which the bands were

pl ayi ng.

The troops all nmade for the tavern at once, and as they cane up
G glio exclainmed, on beholding their |eader, 'Womdo | see?
Yes! No! It is, it is! Phoo! No, it can't be! Yes! It is
my friend, ny gallant faithful veteran, Captain Hedzoff! Ho!
Hedzof f! Knowest thou not thy Prince, thy Gglio? Good
Corporal, methinks we once were friends. Ha, Sergeant, an' ny
menory serves nme right, we have had nany a bout at

si ngl esti ck.

"I faith, we have, a many, good ny Lord,' says the Sergeant.

"Tell nme, what neans this nmighty armanent,’' continued H s Roya

H ghness fromthe bal cony, 'and whither march nmy Pafl agoni ans?



Hedzoff's head fell. "My Lord,' he said, 'we march as the

allies of great Padella, Crim Tartary's nonarch.

"CrimTartary's usurper, gallant Hedzoff! CimTartary's grim
tyrant, honest Hedzoff!' said the Prince, on the balcony, quite

sarcastically.

"A soldier, Prince, nust needs obey his orders: mnmne are to
help H's Majesty Padella. And also (though alack that | should

say it!) to seize wherever | should light upon him'

"First catch your hare! ha, Hedzoff!' exclainmed His Roya

H ghness.

'"--On the body of G AIOQ whilone Prince of Paflagonia' Hedzoff
went on, with indescribable enotion. 'M Prince, give up your

sword wi thout ado. Look! we are thirty thousand nmen to one!

"Gve up ny sword! Gglio give up his sword!' cried the Prince;
and stepping well forward on to the bal cony, the royal youth,

W THOUT PREPARATI ON, delivered a speech so nmagnificent, that no
report can do justice toit. It was all in blank verse (in
which, fromthis tine, he invariably spoke, as nore beconing
his majestic station). It lasted for three days and three

ni ghts, during which not a single person who heard hi m was
tired, or remarked the difference between daylight and dark

The soldiers only cheering trenmendously, when occasionally,
once in nine hours, the Prince paused to suck an orange, which
Jones took out of the bag. He explained, in terns which we say
we shall not attenpt to convey, the whole history of the
previous transaction, and his determi nation not only not to
give up his sword, but to assune his rightful crown; and at the

end of this extraordinary, this truly G GANTIC effort, Captain



Hedzoff flung up his helnet, and cried, 'Hurray! Hurray! Long

live King Gglio!

Such were the consequences of having enployed his tinme well at

Col | ege!

When the excitenment had ceased, beer was ordered out for the
army, and their Sovereign hinmself did not disdain a little! And
now it was with some alarmthat Captain Hedzoff told himhis

di vision was only the advanced guard of the Paflagoni an
contingent, hastening to King Padella's aid; the main force
being a day's march in the rear under H s Royal Highness Prince

Bul bo.

"W will wait here, good friend, to beat the Prince,' His

Maj esty said, 'and THEN will make his royal father wince.

XV. WE RETURN TO ROSALBA

Ki ng Padell a nade very similar proposals to Rosalba to those
whi ch she had received fromthe various princes who, as we have
seen, had fallen in love with her. H's Mjesty was a w dower,
and offered to marry his fair captive that instant, but she
declined his invitation in her usual polite gentle nanner,
stating that Prince G glio was her |love, and that any other
uni on was out of the question. Having tried tears and
supplications in vain, this violent-tenpered nonarch nenaced
her with threats and tortures; but she decl ared she would
rather suffer all these than accept the hand of her father's
murderer, who left her finally, uttering the nost awful

i mprecations, and bidding her prepare for death on the



fol | owi ng nor ni ng.

Al'l night long the King spent in advising how he should get rid
of this obdurate young creature. Cutting off her head was nuch
too easy a death for her; hanging was so common in H's

Maj esty's dominions that it no |onger afforded himany sport;
finally, he bethought hinmself of a pair of fierce Iions which
had | ately been sent to himas presents, and he determ ned,
with these ferocious brutes, to hunt poor Rosal ba down.
Adj oi ning his castle was an anphitheatre where the Prince

i ndul ged in bull-baiting, rat-hunting, and other ferocious
sports. The two lions were kept in a cage under this place;
their roaring nmight be heard over the whole city, the

i nhabitants of which, | amsorry to say, thronged in nunbers to

see a poor young | ady gobbled up by two wild beasts.

The King took his place in the royal box, having the officers
of his Court around and the Count Hoggi narmo by his side, upon
whom Hi s Maj esty was observed to | ook very fiercely; the fact
is, royal spies had told the nonarch of Hoggi narno's behavi our
his proposals to Rosalba, and his offer to fight for the crown.
Bl ack as thunder |ooked King Padella at this proud noble, as
they sat in the front seats of the theatre waiting to see the

tragedy whereof poor Rosal ba was to be the heroine.

At length that Princess was brought out in her nightgown, wth
all her beautiful hair falling down her back, and | ooking so
pretty that even the beef-eaters and keepers of the wld
animals wept plentifully at seeing her. And she walked with
her poor little feet (only luckily the arena was covered wth
sawdust), and went and | eaned up against a great stone in the
centre of the anphitheatre, round which the Court and the

peopl e were seated in boxes, with bars before them for fear of



the great, fierce, red-maned, black-throated, |ong-tailed,
roaring, bellow ng, rushing lions. And now the gates were
opened, and with a wurrawarrurawarar two great |ean, hungry,
roaring lions rushed out of their den, where they had been kept
for three weeks on nothing but a little toast-and-water, and
dashed straight up to the stone where poor Rosal ba was waiting.
Conmend her to your patron saints, all you kind people, for she

is in a dreadful state!

There was a hum and a buzz all through the circus, and the
fierce King Padella even felt a little compassion. But Count
Hoggi narno, seated by Hi s Mjesty, roared out 'Hurray! Now for
it! Soo-soo-soo!' that nobl eman being unconmonly angry stil

at Rosal ba's refusal of him

But O strange event! O renarkabl e circunstance! O

extraordi nary coi nci dence, which | am sure none of you could BY
ANY PGCSSI BI LI TY have divined! Wen the lions came to Rosal ba,

i nstead of devouring her with their great teeth, it was with

ki sses they gobbl ed her up! They licked her pretty feet, they
nuzzl ed their noses in her lap, they noo' d, they seened to say,
"Dear, dear sister don't you recollect your brothers in the
forest?' And she put her pretty white arns round their tawny

necks, and ki ssed them

Ki ng Padell a was i mrensely astoni shed. The Count Hoggi nar no

was extremely disgusted. 'Pooh!' the Count cried. 'Gammon!
exclainmed his Lordship.' These lions are tanme beasts cone from
VWnbwel I's or Astley's. It is a shane to put people off in
this way. | believe they are little boys dressed up in

door-mats. They are no lions at all.

"Ha!' said the King, 'you dare to say "gammon" to your

Sovereign, do you? These lions are no lions at all, aren't



they? Ho! ny beef-eaters! Ho! ny bodyguard! Take this Count
Hoggi narno and fling himinto the circus! Gve hima swrd and
buckl er, let himkeep his arnour on, and his weat her-eye out,

and fight these lions.

The haughty Hoggi narno |aid down his opera-glass, and | ooked
scow ing round at the King and his attendants. ' Touch me not,
dogs!' he said, 'or by St. Nicholas the Elder, I will gore you
Your Majesty thinks Hogginarno is afraid? No, not of a hundred
thousand lions! Follow me down into the circus, King Padella,
and match thysel f agai nst one of yon brutes. Thou darest not.
Let them both conme on, then!' And opening a grating of the

box, he junped lightly down into the circus.

WURRA WURRA WURRA WUR- AW AW AW !
In about two minutes
The Count Hoggi narnmo was
GOBBLED UP
by
those |ions,
bones, boots, and all
and
There was an

End of him

At this, the King said, 'Serve himright, the rebellious

ruffian! And now, as those lions won't eat that young woman- -

"Let her off!--let her off!' cried the crowd.

"NO ' roared the King. 'Let the beef-eaters go down and chop
her into snall pieces. |If the Iions defend her, let the

archers shoot themto death. That hussy shall die in



tortures!’

"A-a-ah!' cried the crowd. ' Shane! shane!'’

"Who dares cry out shanme?' cried the furious potentate (so
little can tyrants command their passions). 'Fling any

scoundrel who says a word down anong the |ions!

I warrant you there was a dead silence then, which was broken
by a Pang arang pang pangkarangpang, and a Knight and a Herald
rode in at the further end of the circus: the Knight, in ful
armour, with his vizor up, and bearing a letter on the point of

his | ance.

"Ha!' exclained the King, '"by ny fey, 'tis El ephant and Castl e,

pursui vant of my brother of Pafl agonia; and the Knight, an' ny
menory serves nme, is the gallant Captain Hedzoff! What news
from Pafl agoni a, gallant Hedzoff? Elephant and Castle, beshrew
me, thy trunpeting nust have made thee thirsty. Wat will ny

trusty herald like to drink?

' Bespeaking first safe conduct from your Lordship,' said
Captai n Hedzoff, 'before we take a drink of anything, permt us

to deliver our King s nessage.

"My Lordship, ha!' said CrimTartary, frowning terrifically.
"That title soundeth strange in the anointed ears of a crowned

King. Straightway speak out your nessage, Knight and Heral d!

Reining up his charger in a nost el egant manner cl ose under the
Ki ng' s bal cony, Hedzoff turned to the Herald, and bade him

begi n.

El ephant and Castle, dropping his trunpet over his shoul der



took a |l arge sheet of paper out of his hat, and began to

read: - -

"O Yes! O Yes! O Yes! Knowall nmen by these presents, that we,
G glio, King of Paflagonia, G and Duke of Cappadocia, Sovereign
Prince of Turkey and the Sausage |slands, having assunmed our
rightful throne and title, long time fal sely borne by our

usur pi ng Uncle, styling hinself King of Paflagonia--'

"Ha!' grow ed Padell a.

"Hereby sunmon the false traitor, Padella, calling hinmself King

of CrimTartary--'

The King's curses were dreadful. 'Go on, Elephant and Castlel!l’

said the intrepid Hedzoff.

'--To rel ease fromcowardly inprisonnment his |liege | ady and
rightful Sovereign, ROSALBA, Queen of Crim Tartary, and restore
her to her royal throne: in default of which, I, Gaglio,

procl aimthe said Padella sneak, traitor, hunbug, usurper, and
coward. | challenge himto nmeet me, with fists or with
pistols, with battle-axe or sword, wi th blunderbuss or
singlestick, alone or at the head of his arny, on foot or on

horseback; and will prove nmy words upon his w cked ugly body!"'

'CGod save the King!' said Captain Hedzoff, executing a

denm volte, two senilunes, and three caracols.

'Is that all?" said Padella, with the terrific cal m of

concentrated fury.

"That, sir, is all ny royal master's nessage. Here is His



Maj esty's letter in autograph, and here is his glove, and if
any gentleman of Crim Tartary chooses to find fault with Hs
Maj esty's expressions, |, Tuffskin Hedzoff, Captain of the

Guard, amvery nuch at his service,' and he waved his | ance,

and | ooked at the assenbly all round.

" And what says ny good brother of Paflagonia, ny dear son's

father-in-law, to this rubbish? asked the King.

"The King's uncle hath been deprived of the crown he unjustly

wore,' said Hedzoff gravely. 'He and his axm nister, d unboso,
are now in prison waiting the sentence of ny royal nmaster.

After the battle of Bonbardaro--

"OfF what?' asked the surprised Padell a.

"Of Bonbardaro, where ny liege, his present Mjesty, would have
perfornmed prodigies of velour, but that the whole of his
uncle's arnmy cane over to our side, with the exception of

Pri nce Bul bo.

" Ah! ny boy, ny boy, my Bulbo was no traitor!' cried Padella.

"Prince Bulbo, far fromconming over to us, ran away, sir; but |
caught him The Prince is a prisoner in our arny, and the nost
terrific tortures await himif a hair of the Princess Rosal ba's

head is injured.

"Do they?' exclainmed the furious Padella, who was now perfectly
LIVIDwith rage.' Do they indeed? So nuch the worse for Bul bo.
I'"ve twenty sons as |ovely each as Bul bo. Not one but is as
fit to reign as Bul bo. VWhip, whack, flog, starve, rack

puni sh, torture Bul bo--break all his bones--roast himor flay

himalive--pull all his pretty teeth out one by one! But



justly dear as Bulbo is to nme,--joy of my eyes, fond treasure
of nmy soul!--Ha, ha, ha, hal revenge is dearer still. Ho!
tortures, rack-nen, executioners--light up the fires and nake

the pincers hot! get lots of boiling |ead!--Bring out ROSALBA!

XVl . HOW HEDZCOFF RCDE BACK AGAIN TO KING G GLI O

Captai n Hedzoff rode away when King Padella uttered this crue
command, having done his duty in delivering the nessage with
whi ch his royal master had entrusted him O course he was

very sorry for Rosal ba, but what could he do?

So he returned to King Gglio's canp, and found the young
monarch in a disturbed state of nmind, snoking cigars in the
royal tent. His Majesty's agitation was not appeased by the
news that was brought by his anbassador. 'The brutal ruthless
ruffian royal wetch!' Gglio exclained. 'As England s poesy
has well remarked, "The man that |ays his hand upon a wonan,

save in the way of kindness, is a villain." Ha, Hedzoff!

"That he is, your Mjesty,' said the attendant.

"And didst thou see her flung into the oil? and didn't the
soothing oil--the enollient oil, refuse to boil, good

Hedzof f--and to spoil the fairest |ady ever eyes did | ook on?

"Faith, good nmy liege, | had no heart to | ook and see a
beaut eous | ady boiling down; | took your royal message to
Padel | a, and bore his back to you. | told himyou would hold

Prince Bul bo answerable. He only said that he had twenty sons

as good as Bul bo, and forthwi th he bade the ruthless



executioners proceed.

'O cruel father--0O unhappy son!' cried the King. 'Go, sone of

you, and bring Prince Bul bo hither.

Bul bo was brought in chains, |ooking very unconfortable.
Though a prisoner, he had been tol erably happy, perhaps because
his mnd was at rest, and all the fighting was over, and he was

playing at marbles with his guards when the King sent for him

"Ch, ny poor Bulbo,' said Hs Majesty, with I ooks of infinite
compassi on, 'hast thou heard the news?' (for you see Gglio
wanted to break the thing gently to the Prince), '"thy bruta
father has condemmed Rosal ba--p-p-p-ut her to death,

P- p- p-pri nce Bul bo!

"What, Kkilled Betsinda! Boo-hoo-hoo,' cried out Bul bo.
'Betsinda!l pretty Betsinda! dear Betsinda! She was the dearest
little girl in the world. | love her better twenty thousand
times even than Angelica,' and he went on expressing his grief
in so hearty and unaffected a manner that the King was quite
touched by it, and said, shaking Bul bo's hand, that he wi shed

he had known Bul bo sooner

Bul bo, quite unconsciously, and neaning for the best, offered
to conme and sit with H's Majesty, and snoke a cigar with him
and console him The ROYAL KI NDNESS supplied Bulbo with a
cigar; he had not had one, he said, since he was taken

prisoner.

And now t hi nk what nust have been the feelings of the nost
MERCI FUL OF MONARCHS, when he informed his prisoner that, in
consequence of King Padella's cruel and DASTARDLY BEHAVI OUR to

Rosal ba, Prince Bul bo nust instantly be executed! The noble



Gglio could not restrain his tears, nor could the G enadiers,
nor the officers, nor could Bul bo hinself, when the matter was
explained to him and he was brought to understand that His

Maj esty's promi se, of course, was ABOVE EVERY THI NG and Bul bo
must submit. So poor Bulbo was |ed out, Hedzoff trying to
console him by pointing out that if he had won the battle of
Bonbardaro, he mi ght have hanged Prince Gglio. 'Yes! But that
is no confort to ne now' said poor Bul bo; nor indeed was it,

poor fell ow

He was told the business would be done the next norning at

ei ght, and was taken back to his dungeon, where every attention
was paid to him The gaoler's wife sent himtea, and the
turnkey's daughter begged himto wite his nane in her al bum
where a many gentlenmen had witten it on Iike occasions!

" Bot her your album' says Bul bo. The Undertaker cane and
measured himfor the handsonest coffin which noney coul d buy
--even this didn't console Bul bo. The Cook brought himdishes
whi ch he once used to like; but he wouldn't touch them he sat
down and began witing an adieu to Angelica, as the clock kept
al ways ticking, and the hands draw ng nearer to next norning.
The Barber cane in at night, and offered to shave himfor the
next day. Prince Bul bo kicked himaway, and went on witing a
few words to Princess Angelica, as the clock kept always
ticking, and the hands hoppi ng nearer and nearer to next
nmorning. He got up on the top of a hatbox, on the top of a
chair, on the top of his bed, on the top of his table, and

| ooked out to see whether he mi ght escape as the cl ock kept

al ways ticking and the hands draw ng nearer, and nearer, and

nearer.

But | ooki ng out of the wi ndow was one thing, and junping

another: and the town clock struck seven. So he got into bed



for alittle sleep, but the gaoler cane and woke him and said,
"Gt up, your Royal Ighness, if you please, it's TEN M NUTES TO

El GAT!'

So poor Bul bo got up: he had gone to bed in his clothes (the

| azy boy), and he shook hinself, and said he didn't mnd about
dressing, or having any breakfast, thank you; and he saw the
sol diers who had cone for him 'Lead on!' he said; and they

Il ed the way, deeply affected; and they cane into the courtyard,
and out into the square, and there was King G glio cone to take
| eave of him and His Majesty nost kindly shook hands with him

and the 'Take off that marched on:--when harKk!

Haw - wur r aw - wur r aw - awor r !

A roar of wild beasts was heard. And who should comne riding
into the town, frightening away the boys, and even the beadl e

and policeman, but ROCSALBA!

The fact is, that when Captain Hedzoff entered into the court
of Snapdragon Castle, and was di scoursing with King Padell a,
the lions made a dash at the open gate, gobbled up the six
beef-eaters in a jiffy, and away they went with Rosal ba on the
back of one of them and they carried her, turn and turn about,
till they came to the city where Prince Gglio's army was

encanped.

When the KING heard of the QUEEN S arrival, you nay think how

he rushed out of his breakfast-roomto hand Her Mjesty off her
lion! The lions were grown as fat as pigs now, having had

Hoggi narno and all those beefeaters, and were so tane, anybody

m ght pat them



Wiile Gglio knelt (nost gracefully) and hel ped the Princess,
Bul bo, for his part, rushed up and kissed the lion. He flung
his arnms round the forest nonarch; he hugged him and | aughed
and cried for joy. 'Oh, you darling old beast, oh, how gl ad

amto see you, and the dear, dear Bets--that is, Rosalba.

"What, is it you? poor Bulbo!' said the Queen.' GCh, how glad
amto see you,' and she gave himher hand to kiss. King Gglio
sl apped himnost kindly on the back, and said, 'Bul bo, ny boy,

| am delighted, for your sake, that Her Mjesty has arrived.

"So am|,' said Bul bo; 'and YOU KNOWWHY.' Captain Hedzoff
here cane up. 'Sire, it is half-past eight: shall we proceed

with the execution?

" Execution! what for?' asked Bul bo.

"An officer only knows his orders,' replied Captain Hedzoff,
showi ng his warrant, on which Hs Majesty King Gglio snmilingly
said, 'Prince Bulbo was reprieved this time,' and nost

graciously invited himto breakfast.

XVIl. HOWA TREMENDOUS BATTLE TOOK PLACE, AND WHO WON I T

As soon as King Padella heard, what we know al ready, that his
victim the |lovely Rosal ba, had escaped him His Myjesty's fury
knew no bounds, and he pitched the Lord Chancellor, Lord
Chanber |l ain, and every officer of the Crown whom he coul d set
eyes on, into the cauldron of boiling oil prepared for the
Princess. Then he ordered out his whole arny, horse, foot, and
artillery; and set forth at the head of an innumerabl e host,

and | should think twenty thousand drunmers, trunpeters, and



fifers.

King Gglio' s advance guard, you rmay be sure, kept that nonarch
acquainted with the enemy's dealings, and he was in now se

di sconcerted. He was nuch too polite to alarmthe Princess,
his | ovely guest, with any unnecessary runours of battles

i npendi ng; on the contrary, he did everything to amuse and

di vert her; gave her a nost el egant breakfast, dinner, lunch
and got up a ball for her that evening, when he danced with her

every singl e dance.

Poor Bul bo was taken into favour again, and allowed to go quite
free now He had new clothes given him was called 'MW good
cousin' by His Majesty, and was treated with the greatest

di stinction by everybody. But it was easy to see he was very
mel ancholy. The fact is, the sight of Betsinda, who | ooked
perfectly lovely in an el egant new dress, set poor Bul bo
frantic in love with her again. And he never thought about
Angel i ca, now Princess Bul bo, whom he had | eft at hone, and

who, as we know, did not care nuch about him

The King, dancing the twenty-fifth polka wi th Rosal ba, renmarked
with wonder the ring she wore; and then Rosal ba told hi m how
she had got it from Guffanuff, who no doubt had picked it up

when Angelica flung it away.

"Yes,' says the Fairy Blackstick, who had cone to see the young
peopl e, and who had very likely certain plans regardi ng them
"That ring | gave the Queen, G glio's nother, who was not,

savi ng your presence, a very w se woman; it is enchanted, and
whoever wears it | ooks beautiful in the eyes of the world, |
made poor Prince Bul bo, when he was christened, the present of

a rose whi ch made hi m | ook handsonme while he had it; but he



gave it to Angelica, who instantly | ooked beautiful again,

whi | st Bul bo rel apsed into his natural plainness.

' Rosal ba needs no ring, | amsure,' says Gglio, with a | ow
bow. 'She is beautiful enough, in ny eyes, wthout any

enchanted ai d.

"Oh, sir!' said Rosal ba

'Take off the ring and try,' said the King, and resolutely drew
the ring off her finger. 1In H'S eyes she | ooked just as

handsone as bef ore!

The King was thinking of throwing the ring away, as it was so
dangerous and nade all the people so mad about Rosal ba; but
being a Prince of great humour, and good hunour too, he cast
eyes upon a poor youth who happened to be | ooking on very

di sconsol ately, and said--

' Bul bo, my poor lad! cone and try on this ring. The Princess

Rosal ba nakes it a present to you.

The magi c properties of this ring were uncomonly strong, for
no sooner had Bul bo put it on, but |o and behol d, he appeared a
personabl e, agreeabl e young Prince enough--with a fine

compl exion, fair hair, rather stout, and with bandy |egs; but
these were encased in such a beautiful pair of yellow norocco
boots that nobody renmarked them And Bulbo's spirits rose up
al nost i nmedi ately after he had | ooked in the glass, and he
talked to their Majesties in the nost lively, agreeable manner
and danced opposite the Queen with one of the prettiest naids
of honour, and after |ooking at Her Majesty, could not help

sayi ng- -



"How very odd! she is very pretty, but not so EXTRACRDI NARI LY

handsone. '

"Ch no, by no neans!' says the Miid of Honour.

"But what care |, dear sir,' says the Queen, who overheard

them 'if YOQU think | am good-I| ooki ng enough?

H's Majesty's glance in reply to this affectionate speech was
such that no painter could draw it. And the Fairy Bl ackstick
said, 'Bless you, ny darling children! Now you are united and
happy; and now you see what | said fromthe first, that a
little m sfortune has done you both good. YQU, Gglio, had you
been bred in prosperity, would scarcely have learned to read or
wite--you woul d have been idle and extravagant, and coul d not
have been a good King as now you will be. You, Rosal ba, would
have been so flattered, that your little head m ght have been
turned like Angelica's, who thought herself too good for

Gglio.'

"As if anybody could be good enough for HHM' cried Rosal ba.

"Ch, you, you darling!' says Gglio. And so she was; and he
was just holding out his arns in order to give her a hug before
t he whol e conpany, when a nessenger cane rushing in, and said,

"My Lord, the eneny!’

"To arms!' cries Gglio.

"Ch, nercy!' says Rosal ba, and fainted of course.

He snatched one kiss fromher lips, and rushed FORTH TO THE

FI ELD of battl e!



The Fairy had provided King Gglio with a suit of arnour, which
was not only enbroidered all over with jewels, and blinding to
your eyes to look at, but was water-proof, gun-proof, and
sword-proof; so that in the mdst of the very hottest battles
H s Majesty rode about as calmy as if he had been a British
Genadier at Alma. Wre | engaged in fighting for ny country,
_I_ should I'ike such a suit of armour as Prince G glio wore;
but, you know, he was a Prince of a fairy tale, and they al ways

have these wonderful things.

Besides the fairy arnour, the Prince had a fairy horse, which
woul d gall op at any pace you pl eased; and a fairy sword, which
woul d | engthen and run through a whol e regi nent of enem es at
once. Wth such a weapon at command, | wonder, for ny part, he
t hought of ordering his arnmy out; but forth they all cane, in
magni fi cent new uni forns, Hedzoff and the Prince's two college
friends each commanding a division, and His Majesty prancing in

person at the head of them all

Ah! if | had the pen of a Sir Archibald Alison, ny dear
friends, would | not now entertain you with the account of a
nmost tremendous shindy? Should not fine bl ows be struck?
dreadful wounds be delivered? arrows darken the air? cannon
balls crash through the battalions? cavalry charge infantry?
infantry pitch into caval ry? bugles blow, drunms beat; horses

neigh; fifes sing; soldiers roar, swear, hurray; officers shout

out 'Forward, ny nen!' 'This way, lads!' "Gve it 'em boys!
"Fight for King Gglio, and the cause of right!' 'King Padella
for ever!" Wuld |l not describe all this, | say, and in the

very finest |anguage too? But this hunble pen does not possess
the skill necessary for the description of conbats. 1In a word,

the overthrow of King Padella's arny was so conmplete, that if



they had been Russi ans you could not have wi shed themto be

nmore utterly smashed and confounded.

As for that usurping nonarch, having performed acts of vel our
much nore consi derabl e than coul d be expected of a roya

ruf fian and usurper, who had such a bad cause, and who was so
cruel to wonen,--as for King Padella, | say, when his arnmy ran
away, the King ran away too, kicking his first general, Prince
Punchi koff, from his saddl e, and gall oping away on the Prince's
horse, having, indeed, had twenty-five or twenty-six of his own
shot under him Hedzoff com ng up, and finding Punchi kof f

down, as you nmy inagine, very speedily disposed of H M
Meanwhi | e Ki ng Padel |l a was scanpering off as hard as his horse
could lay legs to ground. Fast as he scampered, | prom se you
sonebody el se gal |l oped faster; and that individual, as no doubt
you are aware, was the Royal G glio, who kept baw ing out,
"Stay, traitor! Turn, mscreant, and defend thyself! Stand,
tyrant, coward, ruffian, royal wetch, till | cut thy ugly head
fromthy usurping shoulders!" And, with his fairy sword, which
el ongated itself at will, H s Mjesty kept poking and prodding
Padella in the back, until that w cked nonarch roared with

angui sh.

When he was fairly brought to bay, Padella turned and deal t
Prince Gglio a prodigious crack over the sconce with his

battl e-axe, a nost enornous weapon, which had cut down | don't
know how many reginments in the course of the afternoon. But,
Law bl ess you! though the blow fell right down on H's Myjesty's
hel net, it nmade no nore inpression than if Padella had struck
himwith a pat of butter: his battle-axe crunpled up in
Padel | a' s hand, and the Royal G glio | aughed for very scorn at

the inpotent efforts of that atrocious usurper



At the ill success of his blow the Crim Tartar nonarch was
justly irritated. "If,' says he to Gglio, 'you ride a fairy
horse, and wear fairy arnour, what on earth is the use of ny
hitting you? | may as well give nyself up a prisoner at once.
Your Majesty won't, | suppose, be so nmean as to strike a poor

fell ow who can't strike again?

The justice of Padella's remark struck the magnani nous G glio.

"Do you yield yourself a prisoner, Padella? says he.

"Of course | do,' says Padell a.

'Do you acknow edge Rosal ba as your rightful Queen, and give up

the crown and all your treasures to your rightful mstress?

"I'f I rmust, | nust,' says Padella, who was naturally very

sul ky.

By this tine King Gglio' s aides-de-canp had cone up, whomH s
Maj esty ordered to bind the prisoner. And they tied his hands
behind him and bound his legs tight under his horse, having
set himwith his face to the tail; and in this fashion he was
|l ed back to King Gglio's quarters, and thrust into the very

dungeon where young Bul bo had been confi ned.

Padel l a (who was a very different person in the depth of his
distress, to Padella, the proud wearer of the Crim Tartar
crown), now nost affectionately and earnestly asked to see his
son--his dear el dest boy--his darling Bul bo; and that
good- nat ured young man never once reproached his haughty parent
for his unkind conduct the day before, when he would have |eft
Bul bo to be shot wi thout any pity, but came to see his father,
and spoke to himthrough the grating of the door, beyond which

he was not allowed to go; and brought hi msonme sandw ches from



the grand supper which His Majesty was giving above stairs, in

honour of the brilliant victory which had just been achi eved.

"l cannot stay with you long, sir,' says Bul bo, who was in his
best ball dress, as he handed his father in the prog, 'l am
engaged to dance the next quadrille with Her Mjesty Queen

Rosal ba, and | hear the fiddles playing at this very nonent.

So Bul bo went back to the ball-roomand the wetched Padell a

ate his solitary supper in silence and tears.

All was now joy in King Gglio's circle. Dancing, feasting,
fun, illumnations, and jollifications of all sorts ensued.

The peopl e t hrough whose villages they passed were ordered to
illumnate their cottages at night, and scatter flowers on the
roads during the day. They were requested, and | promise you
they did not like to refuse, to serve the troops liberally with
eat abl es and wi ne; besides, the arny was enriched by the

i mrense quantity of plunder which was found in King Padella's
canmp, and taken fromhis soldiers; who (after they had given up
everything) were allowed to fraternise with the conquerors; and
the united forces marched back by easy stages towards King
Gglio' s capital, his royal banner and that of Queen Rosal ba
being carried in front of the troops. Hedzoff was nade a Duke
and a Fieldvarshal. Snmith and Jones were pronoted to be Earls;
the Crim Tartar Order of the Punpkin and the Pafl agoni an
decoration of the Cucunber were freely distributed by their

Maj esties to the army. Queen Rosal ba wore the Pafl agoni an

Ri bbon of the Cucunber across her riding-habit, whilst King

G glio never appeared without the grand Cordon of the Punpkin.
How t he peopl e cheered them as they rode al ong side by side!
They were pronounced to be the handsonest couple ever seen

that was a matter of course; but they really WERE very



handsone, and, had they been otherw se, would have | ooked so,
they were so happy! Their Mjesties were never separated
during the whol e day, but breakfasted, dined, and supped

t oget her al ways, and rode side by side, interchanging el egant
complinents, and indulging in the nost delightful conversation
At night, Her Mjesty's |adies of honour (who had all rallied
round her the day after King Padella's defeat) cane and
conducted her to the apartnents prepared for her; whilst King
G glio, surrounded by his gentlenen, withdrew to his own Roya
quarters. It was agreed they should be nmarried as soon as they
reached the capital, and orders were dispatched to the

Ar chbi shop of Bl onbodinga, to hold hinself in readiness to
performthe interesting ceremony. Duke Hedzoff carried the
message, and gave instructions to have the Royal Castle

spl endi dly refurnished and painted afresh. The Duke seized

d unboso, the Ex-Prime Mnister, and nmade himrefund that
consi der abl e sum of noney which the old scoundrel had secreted
out of the late King's treasure. He also clapped Valoroso into
prison (who, by the way, had been dethroned for sone

consi derabl e period past), and when the Ex-Mnarch weakly
remonstrated, Hedzoff said, 'A soldier, sir, knows but his
duty; ny orders are to |l ock you up along with the Ex-King
Padel | a, whom | have brought hither a prisoner under guard.

So these two Ex- Royal personages were sent for a year to the
House of Correction, and thereafter were obliged to becone
monks of the severest Order of Flagellants, in which state, by
fasting, by vigils, by flogging (which they adm nistered to one
anot her, hunbly but resolutely), no doubt they exhibited a
repentance for their past nisdeeds, usurpations, and private

and public crines.

As for dunboso, that rogue was sent to the galleys, and never

had an opportunity to steal any nore.



XVII1. HOWTHEY ALL JOURNEYED BACK TO THE CAPI TAL

The Fairy Bl ackstick, by whose neans this young King and Queen
had certainly won their respective crowns back, would conme not
unfrequently, to pay thema little visit--as they were riding
in their triunphal progress towards G glio's capital--change
her wand into a pony, and travel by their Majesties' side
giving themthe very best advice. | amnot sure that King
Gglio did not think the Fairy and her advice rather a bore,
fancying it was his own velour and merits which had put himon
his throne, and conquered Padella: and, in fine, | fear he
rather gave hinmself airs towards his best friend and patroness.
She exhorted himto deal justly by his subjects, to draw nildly
on the taxes, never to break his prom se when he had once given

it--and in all respects to be a good King.

"A good King, ny dear Fairy!' cries Rosalba. 'O course he
will. Break his prom se!l can you fancy ny Gglio would ever do
anything so inproper, so unlike hin? No! never!' And she

| ooked fondly towards G glio, whom she thought a pattern of

perfection.

"Why is Fairy Blackstick always advising ne, and telling nme how
to nmanage ny governnent, and warning ne to keep ny word? Does

she suppose that | amnot a man of sense, and a nan of honour?

asks Gglio testily. 'Methinks she rather presunes upon her
posi tion.
"Hush! dear G glio,' says Rosalba. 'You know Bl ackstick has

been very kind to us, and we must not offend her.' But the



Fairy was not listening to Gglio's testy observations, she had
fallen back, and was trotting on her pony now, by Mster

Bul bo' s side, who rode a donkey, and made hinself generally

bel oved in the arny by his cheerful ness, kindness, and

good- hunmour to everybody. He was eager to see his darling
Angelica. He thought there never was such a charm ng being.

Bl ackstick did not tell himit was the possession of the magic
rose that made Angelica so lovely in his eyes. She brought him
the very best accounts of his little wife, whose m sfortunes
and humiliations had indeed very greatly inproved her; and, you
see, she could whisk off on her wand a hundred miles in a

m nute, and be back in no tine, and so carry polite nmessages
fromBulbo to Angelica, and from Angelica to Bul bo, and confort

that young nman upon his journey.

When the Royal party arrived at the |last stage before you reach
Bl onbodi nga, who should be in waiting, in her carriage there
with her |ady of honour by her side, but the Princess Angelica!
She rushed into her husband's arns, scarcely stopping to nake a
passing curtsey to the King and Queen. She had no eyes but for
Bul bo, who appeared perfectly lovely to her on account of the
fairy ring which he wore; whilst she herself, wearing the magic
rose in her bonnet, seened entirely beautiful to the enraptured

Bul bo.

A splendid | uncheon was served to the Royal party, of which the
Archbi shop, the Chancell or, Duke Hedzoff, Countess G uffanuff,
and all our friends partook, the Fairy Bl ackstick being seated
on the left of King Gglio, with Bul bo and Angelica beside her
You could hear the joy-bells ringing in the capital, and the
guns which the citizens were firing off in honour of their

Maj est i es.



"What can have induced that hideous old Guffanuff to dress
herself up in such an absurd way? Did you ask her to be your
bridesmai d, ny dear?" says Gglio to Rosalba. 'What a figure

of fun Guffy is!'

G uffy was seated opposite their Mjesties, between the

Archbi shop and the Lord Chancellor, and a figure of fun she
certainly was, for she was dressed in a |low white silk dress,
with lace over, a weath of white roses on her wig, a splendid
| ace veil, and her yellow old neck was covered wi th di anonds.
She ogled the King in such a manner that H's Majesty burst out

| aughi ng.

"El even o'clock!' cries Gglio, as the great Cathedral bell of
Bl ombodi nga tolled that hour. 'Gentlenmen and |adies, we nust
be starting. Archbishop, you nmust be at church, | think,

before twel ve?'

"W nust be at church before twelve,' sighs out Gruffanuff in a

| angui shi ng voi ce, hiding her old face behind her fan.

"And then | shall be the happiest man in ny dominions,' cries

Gglio, with an el egant bow to the bl ushi ng Rosal ba.

"Ch, ny Gglio! Oh, ny dear Mjesty!' exclains Guffanuff; 'and

can it be that this happy nonent at |length has arrived--'

"Of course it has arrived,' says the King.

'--and that | am about to becone the enraptured bride of ny
adored G glio!' continues Guffanuff. 'Lend ne a

snelling-bottle, sonebody. | certainly shall faint with joy.'

"YQU ny bride? roars out Gglio.



"YOU marry ny Prince? cried poor little Rosal ba.

' Pooh! Nonsense! The wonman's mad!' exclains the King. And all
the courtiers exhibited by their countenances and expressions,

mar ks of surprise, or ridicule, or incredulity, or wonder.

"l should like to know who else is going to be married, if I am
not?' shrieks out Guffanuff. 'I| should |ike to know if King
Ggliois a gentleman, and if there is such a thing as justice
i n Pafl agoni a? Lord Chancellor! nmy Lord Archbishop! will your
Lordships sit by and see a poor, fond, confiding, tender
creature put upon? Has not Prince Gglio promised to marry his
Barbara? Is not this Gglio' s signature? Does not this paper
declare that he is mne, and only nmine? And she handed to his
G ace the Archbishop the docunent which the Prince signed that
eveni ng when she wore the magic ring, and Gglio drank so nuch
chanpagne. And the old Archbi shop, taking out his eyegl asses,
read-- "'This is to give notice, that I, Gglio, only son of
Savi o, King of Paflagonia, hereby promse to marry the charm ng
Barbara Giselda, Countess G uffanuff, and wi dow of the |ate

Jenkins Gruffanuff, Esqg.”

"Hm' says the Archbishop, 'the docunent is certainly a--a

docunent .

" Phoo!' says the Lord Chancellor, '"the signature is not in H's
Maj esty's handwiting.' |ndeed, since his studies at Bosforo,

G glio had nade an i mmense inprovenent in caligraphy.

"I's it your handwiting, Gglio? cries the Fairy Bl ackstick

with an awful severity of countenance



"Y--y--y--es,' poor Gglio gasps out, 'l had quite forgotten
t he confounded paper: she can't nmean to hold me by it. You
old wetch, what will you take to let me off? Help the Queen

some one--Her Mjesty has fainted.

" Chop her head off!'} exclaimthe inpetuous
"Snother the old witch!' } Hedzoff, the ardent Smith, and

"Pitch her into the river!'} the faithful Jones.

But Guffanuff flung her arms round the Archbi shop's neck, and
bel | owed out, 'Justice, justice, ny Lord Chancellor!' so

I oudly, that her piercing shrieks caused everybody to pause.
As for Rosal ba, she was borne away |lifeless by her |adies; and
you may inmagi ne the | ook of agony which Gglio cast towards
that |ovely being, as his hope, his joy, his darling, his al
in all, was thus renoved, and in her place the horrid old

G uffanuff rushed up to his side, and once nore shrieked out,

"Justice, justice!

"Wn't you take that sum of noney which d unboso hid?' says
Gglio; '"tw hundred and ei ghteen thousand mllions, or

t hereabouts. It's a handsonme sum'

‘I will have that and you too!' says G uffanuff.

"Let us throw the crown jewels into the bargain,' gasps out

Gglio.

"I will wear themby my Gglio's side!' says G uffanuff.

"WII half, three-quarters, five-sixths, nineteen-twentieths,

of nmy kingdom do, Countess?' asks the trenbling nonarch

"What were all Europe to ne without YOU, ny Gglio? cries



G uff, Kissing his hand.

"I won't, | can't, | shan't,--1"Il resign the crown first,"'

shouts G glio, tearing away his hand; but Guff clung to it.

"l have a conpetency, ny love,' she says, 'and with thee and a

cottage thy Barbara will be happy.'

Gglio was half mad with rage by this tinme. 'I will not nmarry

her,' says he. 'Ch, Fairy, Fairy, give nme counsel? And as he
spoke he | ooked wildly round at the severe face of the Fairy

Bl acksti ck.

"*Why is Fairy Blackstick al ways advising me, and warning ne to
keep ny word? Does she suppose that | amnot a man of

honour?"' said the Fairy, quoting Gglio' s own haughty words.
He quail ed under the brightness of her eyes; he felt that there

was no escape for himfromthat awful inquisition.

"Well, Archbishop,' said he in a dreadful voice, that nade his

G ace start, 'since this Fairy has led me to the hei ght of

happi ness but to dash nme down into the depths of despair, since
I amto |ose Rosalba, let ne at | east keep my honour. Get up,

Countess, and let us be married; | can keep ny word, but | can

die afterwards.'

"Ch, dear dglio,' cries Guffanuff, skipping up, 'I knew, |
knew | could trust thee--1 knew that nmy Prince was the soul of
honour. Junp into your carriages, |adies and gentlenmen, and
Il et us go to church at once; and as for dying, dear Gglio, no,
no:--thou wilt forget that insignificant little chanbermaid of
a Queen--thou wilt live to be consoled by thy Barbara! She

wi shes to be a Queen, and not a Queen Dowager, ny graci ous



Lord!' And hangi ng upon poor Gglio's arm and |eering and
grinning in his face in the nost disgusting manner, this old
wetch tripped off in her white satin shoes, and junped into
the very carriage which had been got ready to convey G glio and
Rosal ba to church. The cannons roared again, the bells peal ed
tripl e-bobmajors, the people canme out flinging flowers upon the
path of the royal bride and bridegroom and G uff | ooked out of
the gilt coach wi ndow and bowed and grinned to them Phoo! the

horrid old wetch!

XI'X. AND NOWVE COME TO THE LAST SCENE I N THE PANTOM ME

The many ups and downs of her |ife had given the Princess
Rosal ba prodigious strength of mind, and that highly principled
young wonman presently recovered fromher fainting-fit, out of
whi ch Fairy Bl ackstick, by a precious essence which the Fairy
al ways carried in her pocket, awakened her. Instead of tearing
her hair, crying, and benoaning herself, and fainting again, as
many young women woul d have done, Rosal ba renmenbered that she
owed an exanple of firmmess to her subjects; and though she
loved Gglio nore than her life, was determ ned, as she told
the Fairy, not to interfere between himand justice, or to

cause himto break his royal word.

"I cannot marry him but | shall |ove himalways,' says she to
Bl ackstick; 'I will go and be present at his marriage with the
Count ess, and sign the book, and wi sh them happy with all ny
heart. | will see, when | get hone, whether | cannot nake the
new Queen sone handsome presents. The Crim Tartary crown

di anonds are unconmonly fine, and | shall never have any use
for them | will live and die unnmarried |ike Queen Elizabeth,

and, of course, | shall leave ny crom to Gglio when | quit



this world. Let us go and see themmarried, ny dear Fairy, |et
me say one last farewell to him and then, if you pl ease, |

wWill return to nmy own dom nions.

So the Fairy kissed Rosal ba with peculiar tenderness, and at
once changed her wand into a very confortabl e coach-and-four
with a steady coachman, and two respectabl e footnmen behind, and
the Fairy and Rosal ba got into the coach, which Angelica and
Bul bo entered after them As for honest Bul bo, he was

bl ubbering in the nobst pathetic manner, quite overcone by

Rosal ba's mi sfortune. She was touched by the honest fellow s
synmpat hy, promised to restore to himthe confiscated estates of
Duke Padella his father, and created him as he sat there in
the coach, Prince, Hi ghness, and First Grandee of the Crim
Tartar Enpire. The coach nmoved on, and, being a fairy coach

soon canme up with the bridal procession

Bef ore the cerenony at church it was the customin Paflagonia,
as it is in other countries, for the bride and bridegroomto
sign the Contract of Marriage, which was to be wi tnessed by
the Chancellor, Mnister, Lord Mayor, and principal officers of
state. Now, as the royal pal ace was being painted and

furni shed anew, it was not ready for the reception of the King
and his bride, who proposed at first to take up their residence
at the Prince's palace, that one which Val oroso occupi ed when

Angel i ca was born, and before he usurped the throne.

So the narriage party drove up to the palace: the dignitaries
got out of their carriages and stood aside: poor Rosal ba

st epped out of her coach, supported by Bul bo, and stood al nost
fainting up against the railings so as to have a | ast | ook of
her dear Gglio. As for Blackstick, she, according to her

custom had flown out of the coach wi ndow in sone inscrutable



manner, and was now standing at the pal ace door.

Gglio came up the steps with his horrible bride on his arm
| ooking as pale as if he was going to execution. He only
frowned at the Fairy Bl ackstick--he was angry with her, and

t hought she came to insult his misery.

"CGet out of the way, pray,' says Guffanuff haughtily. "I
wonder why you are always poking your nose into other people's

affairs?

"Are you determned to nake this poor young nan unhappy?' says

Bl acksti ck.

"To marry him yes! What business is it of yours? Pray,

madam don't say "you" to a Queen,' cries Guffanuff.

"You won't take the noney he offered you?

"You won't let himoff his bargain, though you know you cheat ed

hi m when you nmade hi m sign the paper?

"I npudence! Policenen, renove this woman!' cries G uffanuff.
And the policenen were rushing forward, but with a wave of her
wand the Fairy struck themall like so many statues in their

pl aces.

"You won't take anything in exchange for your bond, Ms.
Guffanuff,' cries the Fairy, with awful severity. 'l speak

for the last tine.

"No!' shrieks Guffanuff, stanping with her foot. 'I1'll have



my husband, ny husband, ny husband!

"YOU SHALL HAVE YOUR HUSBAND!' the Fairy Bl ackstick cried; and

advancing a step, laid her hand upon the nose of the KNOCKER

As she touched it, the brass nose seened to elongate, the open
mout h opened still wi der, and uttered a roar whi ch nade
everybody start. The eyes rolled wildly; the arns and | egs
uncurl ed thensel ves, withed about, and seened to | engthen
with each twi st; the knocker expanded into a figure in yellow
livery, six feet high; the screws by which it was fixed to the
door unl oosed thensel ves, and JENKI NS GRUFFANUFF once nore trod
the threshold off which he had been lifted nore than twenty

years ago

‘Master's not at hone,' says Jenkins, just in his old voice;
and Ms. Jenkins, giving a dreadful YOUP, fell down in a fit,

i n which nobody mi nded her

For everybody was shouting, 'Huzzay! huzzay!' 'H p, hip,
hurray!' 'Long live the King and Queen!' 'Wre such things ever
seen?' 'No, never, never, never!' 'The Fairy Bl ackstick for
ever!'

The bells were ringing double peals, the guns roaring and
bangi ng nost prodigiously. Bulbo was enbraci ng everybody; the
Lord Chancellor was flinging up his wig and shouting like a
madman; Hedzoff had got the Archbi shop round the waist, and
they were dancing a jig for joy; and as for Gglio, | |leave you
to i magi ne what HE was doing, and if he kissed Rosal ba once,
twice--twenty thousand tinmes, |I'msure | don't think he was

wr ong.



So Gruffanuff opened the hall door with a | ow bow, just as he
had been accustoned to do, and they all went in and signed the
book, and then they went to church and were married, and the
Fairy Bl ackstick sailed away on her cane, and was never nore

heard of in Pafl agoni a.

and here ends the Firesi de Pantoni ne.

End



