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PriJn ce ss, P anwdora
THE Princess Pandora sat in the garden one

midsummer day, and watched the head
gardener cut roses to fil the great rose jars

In the palace halls.
She sa t very stili on one of the white marbie seats

that were scattered rather like tombstones here and
there under the trees, and ber attendant .ladies
strolled about, watcbing her furtively, the better
to keep in touch witb bier passing moods, and'yawn-
ing daintily now and then bebind their lace band-
kerchiefs, because the'afternoon was ýexceedin'gly
warmn, and they were having a duli ùin1e

An ebony-hued, hideous dwarf in brightly em-
broidered tunic stood behind the princess and lazily
waved a buge feather fan, and the court j ester, who
was slight and handsome, turned a ser'es of band-
springs across the grass before ber, in the faint hope
that he would thereby bring a smile to ber lovely,
but weary and unutterably bored, little face.

His beils tinkled in pleasant chimne, and bis per-
formance appeared to delight hlm personally to such
an extent that he occasionally laughed aloud, or
drew bis scarlet lips into merry curves and twists.
Then across the lawn hie rolled in a red and yellow
boop, and finally came to pause before the princess,
with bis variegated heels in air, and ail the belt'ed
points of his motiey suit turned upside down.

"Tbank you, Beppo," she said, gently, "that was
very nice-very clever-but youi need not do it any
more."

The jester suddenly rigbted himsell, and sat down
cross-iegged on the green.,

"It uised to amnuse you, Your H-igbiness,"' h.e said,
wagging bis bead, a look of chagrin shadowing his
face.

"That is quite true, Beppo. Ind.eed it used to. I?
remlemiber wben I tbougbt it very funny, andi even
laughed, but I amn tired of it, you see."

"Yes," said the j ester, nodding slowly and breatbh-
ing deeply, by reason of bis recent ex-
ertions. "Oh, yes-I see."

The dwarf waved the fan indolently.
Froni the expression on bis sbining
black face he was neither asleep nor
awake, but in the delectal-le borderland
midway between*.

"I see," remarked the iester againi,
thougbtfully. Then a suidden smile lit
up bis eyes, and be g ave a soft whistle
as of one overtaken hy a happy
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"No, no,"I she interrupted bim. "I have no desire
tio play that either. It is duller tban croque, and
croquet is duller than tennis,; and tennis is worse
tban nine-pins, and nine-pins is se desperately
tedious, that you. remember I toldyou to give al
the pins away."

"Really, Your Higbness, I bad forgotten," lie said,
ruefully. Tben, as, Dne at bis vi ts end: "But tbere
was a time, wben you liked those games-and the
ganies are tbe samne."

"Yes,." she. returned, "there was a time. L
arn just tired of them,,.tbat is ail. They don't seem
worth wle; one does not'live to play games-or
he araused, Beppo."

"Does'n't one?" bie Muse 'd, glancing. down at bis
motley. .... Silence fell between tbem for a lite,
and the sbadow crept around'the sun-dial. A locust
in one of the trees suddenly started bis queer song,
and as suddenly stopped.

The j ester ieaned forward, bis cbini on bis hand.
"I could tell you a story," lie said, bis face hrigbten-
ing, "a perfectly good story."

"A new one, Beppo ?" questioned tbe littie prin-
cess, alr-nost eage.rly. "A new one? Without kings,
or queens, or princesses in it-and witbout princes
or pranicing steeds, or loyers riding tbrougb en-
cbanted forests, or giants, or robbers, or robbers'
caves and bidden treasure. A story wîthout a single
fairy-godmotber, or horrible ogre, or beggar-
mnaid wbo~ turned out to be a princess-or fiery
dragon, or sleeping beauty, or-"

Tbe jester clapped bis bands to bis cars, and bis
face grew'frankly miserable.

11'Nobody on eartb could tell a story and leave'al
those things out !" he exclaimred.

"'Unless tbey can," site returned, a faint smile
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"I suppose we could," answered the princess, "but
whatfor ?"

<"is that a. riddle, Your Highness ?"
(;If you care to cail it one, Beppo."Y
"Well--'just for f un' is the answer," he returned,

his smiles back again.
The littie princess shook hier head.
"lit wouldn't ble," she said. "You would flot run

your fastest, and none of the court ladies would
run their fastest, and you would ail let me win, I
know. That kind of a race does flot amuse me ai»'
more; and anyway 1 arn too grown up for it."

"O0!" he said, uncrossing his legs again, "if you
look at it that way, of course. But, do you know,"
glancing up at hier, keenly, "it seems to, me,,Your
Highness, that you are the victim of an attack-a
very small one, of course-but stili an attack of
'Ennui.'

"What is 'Ennui,' Beppo ?" questioned the prin-
cess, with some interest. "That is the word mny
god-mother cut out of my French dictionary, I be-
lieve. I have always wanted to know what word
it was--at least, 1 used rather to want to know."

"Well, you do know, Your Hlighness. Yu have
it,"i said Beppo, winking an eye.

"That is nonsense," she answered. "Kindly tell
me what it means."

"Then let me see," he hesitated, casting about in
bis mind. '"It means-it means-travelling on a
long, grey road under a grey sky, with grey sodden
fields on either side, and not travelling to get any-
,where in particular-and having no com,-pany."

The princess threw up her small hands. "That
is the silliest explanation I ever heaî'd 1" she ex-
claimed. "I have the palace gardens, and the court
ladies, and many games, and you, and, oh, a thou-
sand things."

"lIt was silly" hIle said, in a crestfallen way. "l'Il
have another try at it. It mneans that you have

everything you want."
"That's -entirely differcnit f rom the

L other explanation, anywa3y-only-per-
haps it means that 1 have everything.
1 haven't wcrnted anything for quite a
lngttimTe."

"TIhat's nearer it," he nodded, "that's
about what it means-and the
cure-"

"Yes, the cure ?" broke in the littie

"Rather 1" lie said, mraki
pass at a beavy-winged bu

"And do the maîds of h
asked again, slowiy. _
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