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SYNOPSIS.

Alou Hassan finds Aimaclf at kis father’s deaik with

a igrge fortume. As his father has taught kim strict
economy,. he decides 1o spend some of his money fool-
sahfy. He divides §f, investing half

in real eslale and

apending the rest in gorgerons entoriainments. When
that kelf of his mency ix gone hia friends refuse to

know kim. Furious at their ingretitude, Adbou Hassan

decides fo make no more, but to find his company '

among strangers, whom ke will entertain on condition
that they never sce him a second time. To ome suvh
gucai ke tells his atory, soging he would like to be king
for a day to punish his faithless friends. Soon after
thix n-:»'.*r' drops a powder in Abou Hagraen's wine, and
trhen he in insenaible orders hia glave $o cerry Abou
orat Thia atranger pravea to he the king in disguise.
He has Abou HMagzsen earried to the palace, put in his
bed, and fells his court to pretend Abowu iz Ling when
ke wakea. The courticra ploy their part so swell Abon
really belieres he in king and =ita on the throne with
much dignity. He enjoya himself, has his false friends
punizhed, and towards evening i given another sleeping
powder by the king.

(Continued from

last Sunday.)

S Abou Hassan began to snore loudly,
the king came out of his hiding place

11
and ordered that the sleeper should be

again dressed in his own clothes and
taken back to his home. * Disrobe him and
put- him in his bed,” commanded the king, “ so
that when he wakes he will think aM that hap-
pened to him was a dream.”

The slaves hurried from the palace and car-
ried Abou Hassan to his house, whera they
undressed him and put him in bed as the king
had conmimanded.

Abou Hassan slept till late the next morn-
ing, and when he awoke in his own home he
was filled with the greatest surprise.

““Moon Face, Coral Lips,” he called, remem-
bering the names of the lovely ladies of the
palace, “ come here.”

He called so loudly that his mother, who
lived in the apartment above him, came run-
ning to his bedside

1

“What ails you, my son?"” she cried,
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“ Good woman,” said

looking

‘who is it that you call

your son? "
“Why, vou, of course,” said his astonished
vou Abou Hassan, my

mother. * Are not

]

san ?
i

You have made a grave mistake, my good

woman,” answered the yvoung man. “1 am not
your son, but the king of the city of Bagdad.”

In spite of everything his poor mother could

he could not be convinced that he was
bou Hassan, but still insisted that he was the
king. His mother, thinking surely her son
was suffering from some disorder of the mind,
tried tc change the conversation by telling him
how his ungrateful friends had been punished
the day before.

“1 know it,”" answered Abou Hassan. "It
was by my own order that they were punished.
I tell you I am the king, and I wish you would
call my slaves so that I may be robed for
morning prayers.”

“ O, my dear son,” sobbed the poor woman,
“ it is wicked of you to call yourself the king,
especially after the generous gift our beloved
monarch made us yesterday.”

“It was I who sent the thousand pieces of
gold to you, woman,"” cried Abou Hassan in an
angry voice, “ and I will have no more of your
words.” Jumping from the bed, Abou Hassan
caught his mother by the arms and began
beating the poor woman, so that she called for
help. At the sound of her cries the neighbors
came running in, and, finding Abou Hassan in
the act of striking his mother, they used him
rather roughly.

“Unhand me, wretches!”™ cried the indig-
nant Abou Hassan, shaking off his captors.
“ How dare you touch the sacred person of the
king of Bagdad?”

“He's mad,” cried one of the neighbors.
And, seizing him, they carried him off to a

where he was put

Abou ﬂ m Qﬁek lunatic asvlium, w .
haughtily at .-'. ] rong stone cell and left

Each day

his cell and gave the prisoner

the back in order to remind him that he was

the king of Bagdad. Slowly the st

Abou had had about being

wear away, and finally he m
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ti
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Hassan

stranger every night for supper. Going

1at the whole

g her son himself
ra i

ngements for his release
Several days after his returs
resumed his practice
1g to the
.

city gates, he sat down to await the arrival of

the first stranger, and to his great surprise the

first man who came through the gate was the

same merchant he

had
the mnight

entertained

o before

his vivid dream.

turned his
and pretended not
to see him, but t

merchant

Hassan
head

Abou

would

not be put off, and
walking up to him,

said, “ Well,

well, if

Abou Hassan."

“&ir,” cried Abou Hassan, “ 1l

on which I entertained you at my
time ago were that you would not
me if ever our paths should
again, and now you have brok

P

‘My friend,” said the mercha

remembered the promise and had
planned this meeting, “1 was so royall
tertained at your home that T wis

to have the honor of your hospitali

is my last wvisit to vour city,
wish it, I will never bother vou

‘
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“ H, look—there's a great big fat
stem, high above his head
“That's a dandy,”
Gathering a pile of st
“Whillikens! I
*“ Boo-hao, boo-hoo,
“ Listen,” whispered
under the bush, the Cowbov
A little way from the
crying as though his heart would ak.
“ What's the matter?” sobbed the rabbit,
“You don’t look exactly thin, 2id the Cowb
¥ Crickety me,” cried the rabbit, “ 1 gues
that owns me went off fishing today and forgo
that he won't forget me for a good while!”
" Say, Bunny,” shouted the good natured Dunce
something to cat.”
N Get me a nice big carrot, with some
All right—we'll .do it,” answered the two Teen
Hurrying home, the Dunce and Cowboy told the
* shouted the General, * get som
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“ Come on, boys,”
that poor fellow right away.”

Going into the garden, the Teenie Weenies soon dun

2 big juic

“He was put into a strong stone cell, and
left to recover his senses.
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mes,
were punisn

v i the o

., if you ¢an,” cal
1l they disappea

leenie Weenies all al
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where it was chopped in pieces and fed to the rabbit.
“Say, Bunny,” said the Dunce, as he watched the rabbit fini
you. I'm sure when he docs remember, he'll be just awfully sorrv about
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