
9

I ~

The Spinnîng Woman.
E. Archer

ONCE upon a timie there stooci anoldc palace in the rniclst ofa
garden. It wvas a king's palace,
in fact it belongeci to the king

of the lanci, but lie hiac cjuite given up
coingii, to it. There were strange tales
ab)out flhe place.

Sonie people said they could always
hlear a sotiiîc of spinning-spining-
spinning. The king coulci not hear it
l'irnself, but tiien lie wvas a lîttie cleaf.
IMoreover, lie wore so miany jewelled
chains about lîim tlîat tlîey macle a
clinking soundc wlîerever lie went. Stili
for ail that, it was very annoying.

Sonietimies grand foreign princes and
anîbassadors would visit hirn, for lie

wvas a very great kcing; and just whien
lie thougit lie wvas cistinguishing- hii-
self in brilliant conversation, one or other
would perlîaps say, "Whiat is that? It
sotunds like a spininiing-whieel."

Then the kingr lad to miake ail sorts
of excuses, for hie did not like to con-
tradct a foreign prince.

Besicles, you neyer knew whio miiglit
hear it. The girl in the sculiery, who
washed the greasy pots ancd pans, often
saici shie hearci it; whiereas the grand
court lady who set ail the fashions could
n-eyer hiear a sound of it. Yes, it really
was very arnoying; but there was worse
than ail this.

.The king had one son whomn lie loved


