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PREFACE.

——

Tag writer of the followiog tale had two
ohjects in view in writing it; the one, to
familiarize herself with German, (it is
founded on a German tale); the other, to
intersperse an interesting marrative with
reflections {aken from the Bible, thus
making the amusement of the young, for
whom it is wntten, a wehicle for their
instruction in Bible truths.







THE PRINCESS,

CHAPTER LI

Ar the deor of a long low cottage, nearly
covered by a loxurient vine, a young pirl stood
early one fresh summer morning, earnestly gaging
at the rising sun, whose rays were already so
daszling as to oblige her to shade her eyes with
ber hand.

** There,” soid she, in a low, pleasant voice,
** the sun is again up before me, though it has
performed a long journey, and I bave been rest-
ing all night 1™

Then, with folded hands and reverently bended
knee, the maiden devoutly offered her morn-
ing fribute of prayer and praise to her hea-
venly Father. That doty performed, she sprang
lightly to the stresm that dashed and foamed,
ond finally tnmbled into a well &t the end of

the garden. She bathed her hands and face
B



2 THE PRINCESS.

over and over again, langhing and chattering to
herself in a way that would have betrayed her
southern origin, even had not her black sparkling
eyes stamped her as & Frenchwoman, Her tongue
seemed to be running & race with the babbling
brock, for she continued gaily, * Hum ! now that
water neither sleeps nor rests. It runa along,
and bubbles, and sparkles, day and night, with-
out wanting to be paid for its ironble. Father
Jean says thai there are deserts where people
would give a bundred thoussand franes for such
water. One hundred thonsand francs!| And mo-
ther says this coitage and garden and the well
only coat five hundred; and what & comfort! thet
dear old Count laid the pipes down to bring
the water for us poor people. lle is a good
pentleman ; what a pity Monsieur Frédéne is not
like him. Then we have plenty of wood for the
winfer, und there is the beautiful forest, which
provides us with guch good berries, and mush-
rooms, and, best of all with truffles. And see,
just aa I say the word truffies, up comes our
truffie-hunter. Cood moming, Brabant | So you
have been getting wp early foo, and T suppose
you are going to take your morming draught at
the well, What & blessing you are to us, you
dear good dog! T am sure you repay all the




