MORALS FROM THE STORY
Moral

It’s a pleasant thing, I’m told, 
To be left a pile of gold. 
But there’s something better still, 
Never yet bequeathed by will. 
Leave a lad a stock of sense— 
Though with neither pounds nor pence— 
And he’ll finish, as a rule, 
Richer than the gilded fool. 

Another Moral

Can the heart of a Princess 
Yield so soon to borrowed dress? 
So it seems—but wait a while— ‘Tis not all a tale of guile. 
He was young and straight of limb; She was just the girl for him. 
He was brave, and she was fair. 
Tell me, when the right man’s there— 
Be he but a miller’s son— 
What Princess will not be won? 

