December 1, 18907,

Wind is ealm and gentle, the sea fairies bring
the little Princess out to meet the Prince,

“But it i8 not always so, for sometimes
the West Wind is cruel and angry, and,
instead of carrying the Prince to the top of
the ccean, she calls her armies in their black
and grey armour, and races wildly over the
gea, until the dark hue of their armour
makes the sky and sea look both dull and
blaelz.

“ [t was many hundreds of years ago that
the West Wind carried off the Kata Prince,
bt every evening it happened ag I have said,

*“[he musician and the little child arc
dead, but the music and the song live on for
over.

“More Princes in coats of scarlet come
gvery summer to the bush, but nene are so
merry or 80 beautiful as the one who sleeps
in the West Wind’s Palace beneath the sen,

“ That is all my story,” sald the fairy,
and gho glided away down inte the dark
waters of her home, leaving me alone in the
night.

I had agked her what the golden robe was
like, but she wonld not tell me. It was too
wonderful, she said.

But I have since seen if, my children, yet
I cannot tell you what it is like, except that
i is very, very beautiful,
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Perhaps some day you will sov it, and
perhaps you will wear one, too.  For nny
people in this world wear those robes that
have been woven by the Angel of Sorrow.
But you cannot always sece them. They are
boly, and the wearer wishes to keop thom
hidden from all eyes, save the King's, in
whoge land they wore woven.

But on their faces there is n fnint, vory
faint glenm of the gold. Semo day yeu will
see it, though as 1 have told you, you cannot
always see the vobe itself. [T you gain ono,
you, too, will keep it ludden.

It 15 nob a very wonderful story that |
have told you, my children, but it was told
me in the Land of Long Ago, and I have
forgotton. You, 1 daresay, often talk with
the faivies, and they toll you far moroe
beantiful stories than I can. You dwell in
that enchanted land, the Land of Little
Poople, and we big folk huwvo left i long ago.
We can only look back aecross the misly
lands of memory, for that Land of little
People is “another world than ours” Do
not seek to leave its ficlds, my ehildren, for

you can never return to them. Gather oll

the sweet tlowers now, listen to all the stories
that the fairtes tell yon, for they make brighi
spots on the dusty road of life, gelden gleams
in the mists of memory.




