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The Conceited Prince

THERE ONCE lived a prince who was
very rich. He had a wonderful palace,
marvelous gardens and enough
carriages and horses to last him for a
lifetime.

Sometimes he would stand at the
window and look out over his beautiful
land. ‘Ah!" he said. ‘There is no other
prince so rich as | am! And there is no
other who has so many beautiful horses
and dresses!’



Now, one day the king and queen of
Fairyland wrote to say they were coming
to visit him. This put the prince in a
great flurry and fluster, for it was such a
great honour to entertain the rulers of
Fairyland!

So he began straight away to get
things ready. He decided he would
meet the king and queen at the head
of a great and grand procession. He
would put on his beautiful feathered
hat, his wonderful red shoes and his
peacock-blue cloak. He would lead the
procession, holding his handsome head
well up, and stepping out grandly in his
fine new shoes.



On the day when the king and queen
were coming he dressed himself
carefully. He was upset to find it was
raining as he dressed, but he hoped
that it was nothing but a shower. At last
everything was ready, and when the
prince stepped to the head of his grand
procession the sun was shining.

Up the street he stepped haughtily,
his feathers waving in the wind and his
jewels gleaming. In the distance came
the carriage of the king and queen.

The carriage drove up to the prince
and the king leant out to greet him.
The prince stepped grandly up to the
carriage with his head well up in the air,
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and he didn’t see that a large, shining
rain puddle lay directly in front of him.
Splash! In he went, and the water rose
right over his new red shoes. He was so
astonished that he lost his balance and
fell, and - splish, splash! - there was the
proud prince sitting in the middle of a
muddy puddle!

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ laughed the king. ‘Forgive
me, prince, but it is the funniest thing
I’'ve seen for years! You looked funny
enough stalking along in your fine
feathers and shoes, but you’re funnier
still now!’

The prince rose to his feet, dripping
with water and furiously angry. But
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he dared not show his anger, for he
guessed he had displeased the king by
his conceit.

But the queen was sorry for him.

‘Never mind, prince, she said. ‘Perhaps
you didn’t know that puddles lie in wait
for the proud! Cheer up. You'll be a
happier prince now that you know.’

And she was quite right. He was.



