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2 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 
  

of our own selfishness, which would 

willingly persuade us that everything 

in nature is made for us alone; and 

that, since we only perceive the outer 

lite of flowers, they really have no inner 

one. But, as I have said already, that is 

not so; and, as every flower has its own 

character,—oneismodest, another proud 

and vain, this one cheerful and brillant, 

that dull and almost invisible; or, as 

each is distinguished from the rest by 

its peculiar coloursand habits,—so every 

one has its own wishes, struggles, plea- 

sures, sorrows, and loves; but they all 
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INTRODUCTION. 3 

agree In possessing a remarkable amount 

of patriotism, which does not merely 

signify an attachment to their own 

country, but to the very spot on which 

they were born, so that they cannot 

exist elsewhere. This is a sentiment 

that is rarely to be found among the 

men of modern times. Flowers have, 

also, the means of conversation; and if 

any one did but understand their lan- 

guage, they would whisper many a 

pretty poem or story in his ear; and 

he would willingly lie whole nights 

(for the night is the chief time for 

  

A



  

  

| 

B-   

RS aac ja entra terrae Se eee 

4 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 
  

their conversations, as we shall soon 

see) listening on the flowery ground; _ 

and the many-coloured images that 

passed before him would easily seem | 

like a beautiful poetic dream. Now it | 
so happened, that the relater of the | 

following stories lay one fragrant moon- _ 

shiny night on the flowery carpet of 

the wood and listened—or dreamed, as | 

many people will more readily believe; 

and, all on a sudden, he heard many 

thousand tiny voices issue from the | 

flowers. Probably a kind little fairy, 

to whom he had once unconsciously | 
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INTRODUCTION. a 

rendered some service, had lent him 

his hearing for the night. 

The Rush, in a melancholy tone, 

whispered a long lyrical poem into its 

neighbour’s ear, and its neighbour lis- 

tened attentively. During the pauses, 

the Scarlet Corn-flower babbled, which 

is a sad scandal-bearer among flowers, 

and a great gossip. Not far off, the 

Red Moss-flowers tittered; they had 

certainly been saying something very 

funny to one another. The Blue-bells, 

it is true, were silént, but they always 

confirmed the speeches of their neigh- 
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6 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

bours, by bowing their heads to the 

right hand and to the left. It was 

very different with the Quaking-grass, 

which constantly shook its head, and 

would believe nothing of all it heard. 

Now whether they were aware of the 

listener’s presence, and determined, ac- 

cording to the old proverb, to punish 

him for his rudeness, or whether it is 

a favourite subject among the flowers, 

I cannot say, but this time their con- 

versation turned chiefly on the injustice 

and the unloving ways of men towards 

them.



| 

INTRODUCTION. < 

‘Alas! alas!” said grievingly a 

group of Thyme-blossoms, “there again 

the great foot of a man has crushed 

our darling sisters.” 

“Yes,” said a Catch-fly, which is 

so fond of beg seen, and therefore 

stretches itself up as high as it can on 

its slender stem; ‘‘they care nothing 

about us, however tenderly we attach 

ourselves to them and endeavour to 

detain them. I would as soon be des- 

troyed at once for being hurtful, like 

the Hemlock; for nothing is harder 

to bear than that contempt, which 
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S$ WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

makes them not think it worth while 

to turn away their foot from us.” 

“But yet,” whispered a Forget-me- 

not soothingly, ‘‘ you do not mean that 

men are altogether cruel and unjust to 

us? I cannot quite refute your accu- 

sations; but are we not their most 

favourite ornament on festive occasions ; 

and do not they always choose us as 

the bearers of their holiest sentiments, 

—of their love?” 

‘Those times are long past,” said 

the Sorrel, very much out of humour. 

“Do not men, in their inflated pride, . 
t 

{ 
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think themselves justified in copying, | 

: —yes, in improving the works of the 

_ Creator, by attempting to imitate and 

| beautify us, forsooth, in miserable 

painted paper things? And with which 

is it that they now adorn themselves, 

—with us, or with those wretched imi- 

tations? And they only make us into 

| love-tokens when they have nothing 

better; and, for that matter, the lan- 

guage of flowers is long since gone out | 

_ of fashion,—they call it sentimentality, | 

and make it ridiculous.” 

| 
“JT would submit to all that,” ob- 

I



10 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

served the Lily; “for how can men 

| estimate our feelings when they do not 

know them; but they ought not to 

| deny them when they appear visibly 

before them. Only remember, when 

| night is passed, and we look around us 

in the morning light, we always miss 

one or other of our playfellows, which 

_ either laid down its head in the even- 

ing twilight, or was blown away by 

_ arough night wind: then we grieve, 

and tears hang in our eyes. Men see 

this; but without troubling themselves 

to understand it, they deny that these 
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drops are a sign ane our eee and of 

our sorrow, and declare, that they are 

the dew which the morning mist has 

scattered over us.” 

This proof of the injustice of men 

must have been very convincing; for, 

for a moment, no one had anything to 

reply or to add to it. Then not far 

from me, I saw a group collected round 

a shining tall Poppy. I had already 

observed, that her neighbours laid their 

heads together, and took no part in 

the dispute which had been so little 

flattering to me. Now when this pause 

ee ee
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12 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

ensued, the Cowslip rang its little bells 

loudly, and called out: ‘‘ Hush! hush! 

sisters all, the Poppy will tell us a tale. 

The Poppy will tell us a tale; hush! 

hush!” and everybody listened ; for 

even the Rush had finished its long 

poem. 
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THE POPPY. 

(2 HE Poppy raised herself 

  

   
on her tall straight stem, 

% looked around, and bowed 

a few times. I had expected, 

that she would have required to be asked 

frequently,—would have complained of 

Sa 

| 

| 

| 
| 

| hoarseness, or, at least, would have 

made many excuses; but that does not 

seem to be the custom among flowers, 

for the Poppy began at once to tell 
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her tale. ‘‘ Do you wish to listen to 

me? Well, then, I will tell you how, 

according to a time-honoured tradi- 

tion which has been handed down in 

our family from generation to gene- 

ration, we Poppies owe our existence 

to a very remarkable accident; for you 

must not imagine that at the creation 

of the world we flowers were all scat- 

tered over the earth at once. O no! 

one came up after another, very much 

in the same way as happens now in 

the Spring.” 

“Well, but what does happen in 
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Spring?” interrupted the Corn-flower 

impetuously. 

“That you may inquire from the 

Daisy,’ replied the Poppy, “who is 

always there early to see; and then do 

not interrupt me again in my story.” 

The Daisy, who, for the most part, is 

little regarded, and is even thought by 

many to be foolish, whereas its cousin, 

the Aster, is much more highly valued, 

because it has enjoyed somewhat more 

education, was at once pleased and 

abashed to be thus called upon to speak, 

and a slight blush passed over its white 
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petals, as may often have been remarked 

in this flower. ‘Then it raised its head 

thankfully to its tall patroness, and 

told its tale without waiting a further 

request. 

‘“What harm we have done Winter 

that he should be so hard upon us poor 

flowers, I cannot say; and indeed there 

are many different opinions about it. 

This, however, is certain, that he can- 

not endure us; and never rests till he 

has quite driven us all from the earth. 

But his government does not last for 

ever; and after him comes our best



friend, Spring. He looks around him 

quite sadly when he sees none of all 

the pretty children he so earnestly 

entrusted at his departure to Summer; 

and he is obliged to envelop his locks 

in a long grey veil, because there is yet 

neither flower nor leaf out of which he 

can weave himself a garland. Then he 

strokes the earth with his soft warm 

hand, and looks down and calls his 

favourites, none of which dare yet raise 

up their heads; for they are still quite 

frightened, so much has harsh Winter 

overawed them. And, indeed, this fear 

THE POPPY. 19
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20 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

is not groundless, for there have been 

examples of Winter, after he had once 

gone away, coming back again, and 

knocking the flowers upon the head. 

There are some flowers which are of a 

peculiarly friendly disposition, and will 

not let Spring wait long, but come 

quickly out to meet him. Such a one 

is the good Violet. But when it peeps 

round, and sees the earth still so very 

bare, and so few of its sisters yet 

awakened, it is afraid, and timidly 

hides its little head under the green 

leaves. Men call that modesty, but it is 
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THE POPPY. 24 

much more truly fear; and then there 

rises in the Violet the greatest longing 

for companions, which it expresses in 

its sweet breath. Poor little Violet! 

This longing remains ungratified; and 

when the other flowers come, its season 

is long since passed. But, because it 

always feels itself so much attached to 

other flowers, it sometimes peeps out 

again in Autumn for a few days, when 

its wish is granted. And that, too, — 

is the reason why it never smells 

so sweetly then as when it first 

~ blooms.” 

'@
 

A



22 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 
  

‘“Now you understand what happens 

in spring,” said the Poppy, resuming 

her story. ‘So it was at the creation: 

one flower sprung up after another. 

But at that period to which my story 

refers, most of them had already ap- 

peared, and the earth was very beauti- 

ful; for goodness and happiness reigned 

everywhere. Beasts and men dwelt 

peaceably with one another; and there 

was nothing but joy from morning to 

evening. One being alone— only one 

in the wide, wide world —did not share 

the general happiness, but wandered



sorrowfully over the young earth. It 

was Night. I will tell you why she 

was sorrowful. It was because she 

was alone in the world when every 

other being had a companion; and 

what happiness is there if we cannot 

share it? In addition to this, Night 

felt more and more, what she would 

have so willingly hidden even from 

herself, that she was the only being 

whom the rest did not love to come 

near. However generously she kindled 

her starry lamps, she yet could not but 

hide the beauties of the earth from men 

THE POPPY. 23 
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24 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

and beasts, and that turned all hearts 

from her. Not that they had made 

any complaints to her, but the joy with 

which they greeted the morning sun, 

showed clearly enough how little they 

loved Night. That naturally grieved 

her, for she was kind and loving; and 

she hid her head in a thick veil, so that 

she might weep over her bitter sorrow. 

Now that greatly touched the hearts of 

us pitiful flowers; and, when every- 

thing else turned away from her, we 

endeavoured, as much as our feeble 

powers permitted, to make her happi- 

1



ness, though we could not remove her 

THE POPPY. 25 

grief. But we have nothing to offer 

save colours and perfumes; and Night 

never took much pleasure in colours. 

So we treasured for her our richest 

odours; and some of us even did as the 

Night-violet, who emitted no perfumes 

during the day, so that it might bestow 

all its sweets on Night; and this custom, 

as you know, it has since retained. But 

all that could not console the mourner, 

and she cast herself down in grief 

before the throne of the Creator. 

‘“‘ And she raised her voice and said,
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26 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

‘Almighty Father! thou seest how 

everything is happy in thy creation, 

while I alone wander joyless, lonely, 

and unloved over the earth; and have 

no one to whom | can turn in my 

sorrow. Day flies away before me, 

however lovingly I hasten after him; 

and all other creatures, like him, turn 

away from me. Wherefore, O Al- 

mighty Father! have compassion on 

my sorrow, and give me a companion!’ 

‘Then the Creator smiled compas- 

sionately, and granted the prayer of 

Night; and he created Sleep, and gave
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him to Night as a companion. Do 

we not feel that he was created with 

smiles, for he is always loved and 

blessed, and gives nothing but happi- 

ness and comfort? Night received her 

friend in her arms; and now she enter- 

ed on a new life. It was not only 

because she was no longer lonely, but 

all hearts were now open to her because 

Sleep, the darling of all living creatures, 

came with her when she frightened Day 

from the earth. Soon other friendly 

beings were found in her train—Dreams, 

the children of Night and of Sleep. 

| a
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28 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

These wandered with their parents over 

the earth, and soon made friendship 

with men, who then were still like chil- 

dren in heart. But alas! that soon 

changed. Passions rose up in men, 

and their souls became more and more 

troubled. Children are easily spoiled 

by bad company; and so it happened 

that, in their intercourse with men, 

some Dreams became fickle, deceitful, 

and unfriendly. Sleep marked this 

change among his children, and thought 

to drive the naughty ones out of his 

company; but their brothers and sisters 
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begged for them, and said, ‘ Leave our 

brothers with us, they are not so bad 

as they seem, and we will promise to | 

do our very best to repair any mischief 

they are guilty of!’ The father granted 

the request of his good children, and so | 

the had Dreams remained in his com- 

pany; but, as experience has taught, 

they for the most part feel themselves 

attracted in a wonderful manner to- 

wards bad men. 

“Meanwhile men grew worse and 
| worse. Once on a glorious night, a | 

man lay upon the odorous turf, and © 
| | 
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ie and Dreams came towards him, 

but Sin would not suffer them to take 

possession of him. <A fearful thought 

rose up in his mind; the thought of 

murder. Vainly Sleep shook the tran- 

quillising drops from his magic wand; 

vainly did Dreams spread their many- 

coloured pictures before him; he always 

withdrew himself from their gentle con- 

trol. Then Sleep called his children 

to him, and said, ‘ Let us fly away, this 

man is not worthy of our gifts!’ and 

they flew away. When they had gone 

some distance, Sleep, half in anger, took



ee   
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the magic wand, which on this occasion 

  

had so ill proved its power, and put it 

in the ground, ound its summit the 

sportive Dreams hung the light, airy, 

many-coloured pictures they had in- 

tended as presents for the man. Night   saw it, and breathed life into the wand, 

| | so that it sent roots into the earth. It 

grew, and pushed forth leaves; and 

| still, as before, concealed within it the 

drops which summon Sleep. And the 

| gifts of the dreams formed themselves 

into delicate, fluttering, coloured petals. 

“Thus we Poppies had our origin!” 

| 2. a ee ee ee



32 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

The tale was ended, and the flowers 

narrator. Then morning began to 

dawn. As it grew brighter, the scat- 

tered petals of a rose fluttered through 

the wood, and lingered by every flower 

they came near, to whisper a sad fare- 

well. And tears hung in the eyes of 

| 
| 
| 

gratefully bowed from all sides to the 

| 

all the flowers. 
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THE FIR-TREE. — 

uy did the Fir-tree groan 

| when the Daisy told us 

how cruel Winter is to 

the flowers?” inquired 

the Lime-tree. 

“ Because he was angry,” replied the 

Oak; ‘‘ and when he is angry he groans. 

Have you never heard how when the 

wind rushes through the wood, and
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calls to us trees to bend before him, 

the Fir-tree says, ‘Stand upright!’ and 

when the other trees are afraid, and 

pay their respects to the wind, the Fir- 

tree stands stiffly up, bends as ungra- 

clously as he can, and groans because 

he is angry?” 

‘“ But then, what can that have to 

do with Winter and the Daisy?” said 

the Lime-tree. 

‘“ Ask him! ask him!” murmured the 

Poplar; ‘at least you will hear what 
C ° ; 7 he says, for he often gives sharp an- 

swers.” Moreover, the Lime-tree him- 
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THE FIR-TREE. 37 

self was curious; and who can blame 

him? If one had to stand year after 

year on the same spot, one would not 

willingly miss a tale for fear of a sharp 

answer. If it is too sharp, we do not 

apply it to ourselves; nor do the trees 

do so either. But the Lime-tree was 

prudent, and considered how he might 

make a suitable beginning. 

‘“ Fir-tree,” said he, “how does it 

happen that you always wear the same 

dress, summer and winter, hot weather 

and cold?” 

‘“‘ Because I am not vain, and am not 

aaa
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always wanting something new like 

you,” replied the Fir-tree. 

if ‘There you have it, take that to 

yourself!” said the Poplar. 

But the Fir-tree was wrong; that 

was not the reason, for he could do 

nothing contrary to his nature any 

more than the others could. Even men 

are no wiser, but always pride them- 

selves upon what forms part of their 

natural disposition, as if it were a 

virtue. Those who have no taste for 

ornament, laugh at those who are vain; 

and there are even people who despise 

ie 

 



  
  
  

poetry, because they are insensible to 

its beauties; and these are more in the 

wrong than the Fir-tree. The Lime 

had almost taken the answer in evil 

part, and ceased to question the Fir 

from vexation; but he was too curious, 

and that was fortunate; first, because 

it is of no use to be sulky; and then, 

because if he had been, neither he nor 

we should have heard the story about 

Winter. So the Lime muttered some- 

thing to himself, and then turned again 

to his unfriendly neighbour and said :— 

‘“ You might tell us something about 

THE FIR-TREE. 39 
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iets, because you know him, ee 

even, it is said, love him. We other 

trees know nothing about him, for we 

are asleep when he comes; but you are 

awake, and spend the long, long time 

in talking with him.” 

The Fir-tree was silent for a while, 

and all the trees listened, curious to 

know what would come of it; only the 

Willow said :— 

“ Lime-tree, you are brave, speak to 

him again.” 

But at last the Fir-tree answered :—- 

‘Let me alone! and if you want to 

S 
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THE FIR-TREE. AL 

hear something about Winter, keep 

awake. He who wants to know any- 

thing must not sleep away his time.” 

The conversation would probably 

have dropped here, had not the Oak 

interposed. He was held in great re- 

spect among the trees of the wood, 

because he was the oldest and the 

strongest ; who knows whether he 

would have been treated with so much 

deference if the latter qualification had 

not been added to the former? 

‘“ Fir-tree,” said the Oak, ‘‘ You seem 

like an ill-natured fellow, and yet you |
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are not so bad, only you always turn 

your rough side out. I know you better 

than that, for I saw you when you were 

scarcely a year old, and had made your 

first. green shoot. Why are you so 

cross-grained to your companions? Has 

not the same earth nourished us; and 

are not our roots interlaced in her bo- 

som, as our branches are in the air? 

Are not we altogether able to brave 

dangers which singly we could not 

withstand? It is not well to quarrel, 

especially about such trifling things. 

Will you shut yourself up from your 
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companions, and seem ill-natured, which 

you really are not, because those trees 

have soft rounded leaves, and yours are 

sharp and pointed; or because your 

bark is not so smooth as that of the 

Beech? No, no: tell your friends the 

tale; be happy with them now in the 

good time, since you must hold together 

when the evil times come!” 

These were serious words, and the 

Fir-tree took them to heart; many 

others might do the same. The Fir- 

tree thought a little, and then began 

his story.
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Winter? Well, then, lay aside your 

prejudices against him, for I know you 

do not like him. Do not think that I 

am partial, because I am his friend; | 

am only just because I know him. But 

to the point. When the Lord God had 

created the world; when the flowers 

grew in the fields, and the trees in the 

woods, He called the Seasons and said: 

‘Behold how beautiful my world is, I 

give it into your charge; share the 

flowers and the trees among you, only 

take care of them and love them.’ 

‘You want to hear something about 
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‘ “Then the ee were very ain 

and sported with the children of na- 

ture. That went on for a short time; 

but then, here and there, one little dif- 

ference after another began to rise up 

among them. Bold, unsteady Spring 

could not accommodate himself to slow, 

contemplative Winter: hot Summer 

thought Autumn phlegmatic: Autumn 

accused Spring of delaying the flowers ; 

in short their quarrels grew more and 

more vehement, and we poor flowers 

and trees suffered most in the dispute. 

‘+ Phen Autumn sald: ‘ This cannot 

BZ
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go on any longer; since we cannot agree 

to have things in common, let us meet 

together and divide them!’ And so it 

happened. The Seasons divided the 

earth. Winter built his house at the 

two poles; Summer took possession of 

the centre of the earth; and Spring and 

Autumn fixed their kingdoms between 

the two. You will afterwards learn that 

this division was not strictly adhered 

to; but it is still much the samé and 

Winter still lives in his old house.” 

‘“ How is it you know that?” asked 

the Lime-tree.”
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paid him a visit there.” 

“Take care,’ whispered the Boal 

to his neighbour; ‘‘heis inventing some 

lies.” 

“ How could your cousin visit him?” 

inquired the Lime; ‘‘must not he stand 

still like us?” 

“Tt happened thus;” replied the Fir- 

tree. ‘Qnce, some bold, adventurous 

men came to seek wood in order to 

build a ship. My cousin, a tall straight 

Pine-tree, stood proudly up among the 

other trees of the forest. Scarcely had 
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“My cousin told me so, who once 
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they set eyes upon him before they 

felled him, and converted him into a 

mast. 

‘‘'Then he went on to the sea. The 

sailors folded a great cloth round my 

cousin, and told him to hold it fast; 

and they fixed on his head a gay, broad, 

floating flag. My cousin was quite 

pleased with his journey, and performed 

his duty well; and when the wind 

came and tried to steal away the cloth, 

he stood firm and held it fast, so the 

sailors honoured him more than all the 

other wood in the ship. Their route 
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always lay towards the north; and, 

behold! all at once, they came to the 

dwelling of Winter. His house looked 

very plain, but very strong; and when 

the ship knocked, Winter himself came 

out, astonished by so rare avisit. But, 

it occurred to him that when he comes 

he is often received ina very unfriendly 

~manner, so he did not feel inclined to 

show hospitality, but shook his head 

and let his white locks fall round them. 

Then he spied out my cousin, and, as 

he is particularly attached to us Fir- 

trees, he at once became quite friendly, 
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He 

wished to know what had become of 

and entered into conversation. 

every one of his brothers, and when 

the mast had told him all about them, 

he, in his turn, began to tell the most 

wonderful stories. What I am relating 

to you is one of them. | 

‘The stories were never done; and 

the old gentleman was so happy in 

having some one to listen to them all, 

that he would not let the ship go, but 

held it tightly in his arms. My cousin | 

can never find words to express how 

beautiful everything was there; but the 

| 
| 
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happier he felt the more wretched be- 

came the ship’s crew. One morning 

he heard them holding a consultation 

together: ‘Our wood,’ said the helms- 

man, ‘isalmost consumed, our provisions | 

are nearly done, and if the ice does not 

soon break, we shall perish miserably. 

Let us hew down the mast and burn 

it, that will at least preserve us for a 

short time.’   
‘“When my cousin heard that, he 

besought Winter to let go his hold of 

the ship; and Winter heard him, and 

did that to save his darling which he 
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would not have done to please men. 

He allowed the ice to break up, and the 

ship with its crew reached home again 

in safety.” 

“That was right!” exclaimed the 

trees, unanimously. 

‘But now,” pursued the Fir-tree, 

“let me come back to my story. So 

_ the earth was divided, and the Seasons 

_ had each his own kingdom. And now 

in his unsteady way, had not again cried 

out for a change. He did not like 

| 

| 
| 

_ always to remain in the same place; 

| 
| 
| 

allwould have continued right if Spring, | 

| 
| 
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made the following proposal :— 

““< Let us divide things differently,’ said 

he, ‘and since the earth belongs to us 

all in common, do not let us remain 

perpetually in the same spot. Let each 

of us have a fixed time in which he 

shall possess the whole earth, and m 

which he alone shall rule.’ ‘I am con- 

tent,’ said Summer, ‘If only I may 

retain the girdle of the earth’ :—‘and I 

my pole,’ observed Winter. Giddy 

Spring was satisfied with anything to 

obtain his end, and Autumn hoped to 
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_ indemnify himself in other ways. ‘So | 

| the proposal was agreed to; and Spring | 

| wanted to enter upon his reign imme- | 

| diately. Then thoughtful Winter said: | 

| ‘In order that one of us shall not usurp 

all the beauty of the earth, let us also 

share that among us.’ | 

“¢ Very well! exclaimed Spring. ‘I 

will have the buds.’ | 
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‘““¢ And I the flowers;’ said Summer. 

“<The fruits are mine,’ said greedy 

leaves of the trees.’ 

Autumn; ‘and Winter shall have the 

‘‘ Winter made no objections; so the 
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proposal was agreed to, and Spring 

began his reign. His kisses drew forth 

buds on trees and plants, and every | 

thing smiled upon him. Now, when | 

the buds opened, and a thousand dif. 

ferent colours glittered on leaves and | 

flowers, Summer assumed the throne of | 

the earth. But then the order began | 
to fail; for Autumn, always intent on 

his own interest, made a special treaty 

with Summer. Summer was to leave | 

him some flowers, and he would give 

him some fruits in exchange; it is said, 

Autumn made the best of the bargain, 
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for he kept the finest fruits for himself. 

Now he alone obtained sovereign rule, 

and collected all the fruits with busy 

hand, for he had a right to do so. 

‘‘ But, in the meantime, something else 

had happened by which poor Winter 

was cheated. You remember that, ac- 

cording to the agreement, the leaves of 

the trees fell to Winter’s share. But, in 

the warm spring-time, when leaf upon 

leaf hung above, and the flowers down > 

in the grass glittered and coquettishly 

displayed their thousand colours, love 

had grown up between the leaves and 
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the flowers. As is often the case, this 

love began with all kinds of little 

sportive tricks. When the hot dazzling 

sun wanted to shine upon the flowers, 

the leaves of the trees interposed; then, 

before the flowers were aware of it, 

they turned away, so that the sunshine 

suddenly struck the little ones bilan 

| and almost blinded them. The flowers 

shut their eyes, and the leaves tittered 

up above in the branches. Or when a 

refreshing shower came, the leaves col- 

lected the drops, and then when the 

flowers thought it was all over, they
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let them fall down all at once, so that 

the flowers were frightened and shook 

their little heads. What at first was 

only done for fun was soon done for 

love; for the sun became hotter and 

hotter, and the poor little delicate 

flowers would have quite withered away, 

if the leaves had not made a shield to 

receive the fiery arrows of its rays 

‘So their love became an earnest 

matter, to which fun was not a sufficient: 

eratification, and they sought some 

means of union. But the leaves hung 

there up above, and the flowers shone 

by heel ert cle isc ae gece a icles tee ola
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in the grass. But love can always find 

means: and leaves and flowers soon 

chose a messenger to bear their sighs 

and protestations up and down—it was 

the Ivy. 

“It shot forth below among the 

flowers, and wound itself—a green gar- 

land—up to the leaves of the trees, form- 

ing a ladder of sweet vows, a silent bond 

of love. 

‘Who does not perceive this, its 

tender mission, at the first glance? To 

whom does it not breathe forth, as it 

were, from its evergreen branches, the 
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silent sighs of young, enthusiastic 

devotion? And the flowers and the 

leaves were content with this corre- 

spondence. 

‘Then the empire of Autumn came 

to an end, and he plucked off the last 

flowers and threw them on the ground. 

The leaves looked down in sorrow, and 

laid before Autumn their earnest request 

to be permitted for once to go down to 

their dying friends. And Autumn 

granted their request, although he 

had no right to do so, and in doing 

it encroached on the province of 

ease —--——
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Winter, who alone had power over 

the leaves. . 

‘¢ Autumn shook the trees, and the 

free leaves fluttered down to the earth. 

And now began a right mad love-chase ; 

and Autumn, who found amusement in 

it, sported with them in a wild way. 

The leaves flew around the flowers in 

circling dances, until these, weak and 

weary, laid down their heads; and, 

when Autumn moaned forth his last 

song, the leaves, too, sank down in 

everlasting slumber. 

“Then Winter came. Field and 
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forest received him naked and bare. 

No green thing came to meet him, but 

we poor Fir-trees, with whose sharp- 

pointed leaves no flowers had fallen in 
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love; and the Ivy spread itself from 

tree to tree, as if to deck triumphal 

arches for Winter, and from branch to 

branch, as if to hide the treason of the 

leaves, and to lend the trees an orna- 

ment in place of their lost foliage. 

‘* Winter was touched when he saw it; - 

and, while he angrily struck down from 

the branches the last leaves which lin- 

gered here and there, unwillingly and 

oe  
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alone, and drove them along over the 

ice and snow, he spoke solemnly to the 

leaves of the Ivy: ‘ You will I protect, 

you will I preserve for the friendly 

office you chose; continue to be the 

messengers of love, bear silent greetings 

from flower to leaf, from Autumn to 

Spring; form an everlasting bridge 

from Season to Season! Your mission 

is to embrace and unite; you, the ever- 

green memorials of fields and woods, 

you shall even break the severity of 

Winter !’ 

‘“So spake Winter to the Ivy ; but, 
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to us Fir-trees, he extended his warmest 

regards, and prepared for us honours 

in which you other trees have no 

share.” 

‘And what may they be?” asked 

the other trees, somewhat aggrieved. 

‘‘ Winter is the season of friendship ; 

it was that which he at once recognised 

and honoured in the Ivy. Men know 

that; for at no season do they unite 

themselves so closely to one another as 

in Winter. It is he who brings with 

him the affectionate, holy, and myste- 

rious festival of Christmas; for in his 
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company is sh cyl found ‘the Ahassdiy 

Spirit of Christmas-time. Men say 

this spirit is only the love of parents 

and friends; but that is not true, and 

if he ceased to put forth his enchant- 

ments, it would be all up with men. 

“In the early Winter-season, the 

mother thinks day and night what she 

shall give to her dear children; but she 

only does so because the Spirit of 

Christmas is always whispering in her 

ear. Whoever goes out to purchase 

Christmas-presents, always brings home 

more than he intended, and lightens 
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his purse more than he thought for. It 

is not because the beautiful things he 

sees tempt him. O no! it is the Spirit 

of Christmas which is at work every- 

| where, and whispers in his ear, and 

| touches his heart, and opens his hand, 

till he has provided the most beautiful 

Christmas-gifts. 

_“ We Fir-trees know all about these 

things, because we are always present ; 

we are the Christmas-trees, and the 

_ good Spirit of Christmas always places 

us in the midst of the greatest Christ- 

mas rejoicings. We are never absent 
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from castle or hovel. However poor | 

the parents nay be, they contrive to put | 

a candle or two in our green branches, _ 

to delight their merry children. 

“Gold and silver hang upon us; 

we bear shining fruits, and the children 

clap their little hands around us; for, 

however beautiful other things are, the 

Christmas-tree is the most beautiful. 

for the Spirit of Christmas has sur- _ 

rounded it with his choicest enchant- | 

ments. | 

‘* Perhaps children love the Christ- 

mas-tree so much, because it resembles 

es, se smc o Neer
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a generous child’s heart. All manner 

of brilliant images hide themselves 

among the green branches of hope, 

and there the tree stands, rich and 

golden, mysterious and inexplicable. 

But, one by one, the brilliant images 

| | 
| 

fall off; the gold proves tinsel; the hopes 

wither ; the secret is revealed; and, with | 

the last ornament that is removed, the 

whole wonder disappears, and there is 

nothing left but a withered Fir-tree. 

In the heart of the child, one golden 

dream after another vanishes, the mys- | 

teries which surrounded him clear off, 
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one by one; and in what does life differ 

from the image the child formed in 

his heart ?”’ 

‘‘When all the ornaments have fallen, 

is your glory quite departed?” asked 

the Aspen. 

‘The tree is then put into the fire,’ 

replied the Fir-tree, ‘‘and there it often 

hears many pretty stories which men 

tell one another while they watch 

it burn. The Christmas-tree listens 

attentively, and, when it hears any- 

thing it does not like, it crackles so that 

the sparks fly out among the people



  

_ collected round the hearth. And when 
the golden apples are all eaten, the 

children look out from their corner, 
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and are sorry to see the Christmas-tree 

quite burning away. 

“That is the Fir-tree’s tale about _ 

Winter. Another time I will tell you | 

a tale that a Christmas-tree on the fire 

once heard, for men know many pretty 

stories. — Yes, another time.” 
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  THE WOOD-STREAMLET. 

SHE Fir-tree had concluded 

) choly prospect of an un- 

  

certain continuation; his 

last words had gently died away, and 

a profound silence reigned over the 

whole wood. One only sound broke 

the universal stillness: the babbling of



  

74 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

the Wood-Streamlet, which, with in- 

terrupted stroke, beat against stones 

and tree-roots —- the ever-going Clock 

of the Woods. And as it murmured 

on, now glittermg brightly in the 

sunshine, now dark with the shadows 

of trees and clouds which broke the 

pictures mirrored on its surface, its 

monotonous voice formed into com- 

prehensible words, and unasked, but 

listened to by flowers and trees, the 

Streamlet began a tale. 

Trees and flowers hearkened atten- 

tively. Solemn silence rested on the 
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THE WOOD-STREAMLET. 

wood, only the Streamlet murmured 

on, the solitary sound audible far and 

wide. That is the stillness of the 

woods. Who does not know it; to 

whom has it not sometime seemed like 

the sabbath festival of the plants of the 

wood? All is so still, so solemn every- 

where. The Wind itself breathes more 

gently and scarcely seems to move. It 

affects even the hunter with a holy, 

loving awe, and he forgets his bloody 

errand, and sinks down upon the grass 

to the general peace of the wood. That 

is the time when the Streamlet tells the



- 

76 WHAT WAS SAID IN THE WOODS. 

trees and the flowers tales; that is the 

silence of the woods. 

And the Streamlet spoke: 

‘“Do you know whence I come? 

Do you know my descent? You know 

that of the Meadow-Stream; for it 

flows openly on, over stone or round 

hillock, always growing larger and 

larger, till the short clothing of grass 

no longer suffices (though from dear 

love to the Streamlet it stretches its 

stems to the fullest height), and it puts 

on a stiff bodice of reeds, with loose- 

growing water-lilies, or dark rushes. 
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‘You also know whence the Moun- 

tain-Stream comes. On their tops lies 

the snow, the everlasting cap of the 

mountains, which the sun only colours 

when it rises and sets, which the clouds 

adorn with mysterious veils when they 

pass by, and near which the ice of the 

glacier sparkles hard and darkly blue 

in its crevices. On the surface it 

seems unchangeable; but down below 

it leads a merry life, and through 

chinks and round corners the water- 

drops play a never-ending game of 

hide-and-seek; for the Sun-god always
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kisses the top of the mountain, and 

this enduring love touches and. softens 

even the hard heart of the ice, and these 

little streams are the children of his 

kisses, which play at hide-and-seek till 

they become too many for the narrow 

space, and then they soon find a 

way out. 

‘* But when they come into the light 

they are astonished, and at first they 

fall down on the wide world which lies 

before them. Other curious streams 

soon join them; and so by degrees they 

venture forth, very slowly at first, then 
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quicker and quicker, till at last, a 

merry Mountain-Stream, they leap 

together impetuously from rock to 

rock, like the Chamois which was 

born near them. 

“ Sometimes it foams up like the 

snow of the mountain; sometimes it 

shines brightly, an unbroken mirror, 

like the ice of the glacier, until at last 

it reaches the valley and then it grows 

quiet amid the unbroken peace of the 

plains. 

‘““ But whence do I come, the Wood- 

Streamlet? You cannot find the spring ne
 r
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ee
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which gave me birth; nor the ice and 

snow whose child | am. 

“Follow my course. There, think 

you, I have my origin behind a pebble or 

a mossy hillock; but no, | am further off, 

and laugh at you from behind the knotty 

root of a tree. Sometimes I hide myself 

under a thousand leaves and flowers; 

sometimes I lose myself in a heap of 

stones, which, jealous of the greenness 

of the wood, have also placed a green 

mossy cap on their grey heads, but 

then I run on further, and here [ 

trickle forth again.. You cannot find 
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my source; it is the riddle of the 

woods. Listen then, and I will tell 

you how I arose. 

‘‘Up above, on a light cloud, which 

moved softly over the fields, sat a gentle 

little Fairy, the favourite attendant of 

the Fairy Queen, arranging the orna- 

ments of her mistress. Then she drew 

from a casket a long, long string of pre- 

cious pearls, the present of the ocean. 

‘ Keep them most carefully,’ had Titania 

said; ‘the tears of the ocean are my 

favourite ornament.’ 

‘And pearls are the tears of the 
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ocean; not those that it weeps, but 

those that it hides in its depths, until 

the diver, at the risk of his life, brings 

them to light. They have become hard 

and stiff; but,in their dull radiance, they 

still resemble eyes dim with weeping. 

‘The Fairy was delighted with the 

pearls, and held up the string, to see 

if they would not sparkle in the sun- 

shine; but the pearl is not like the 

precious stone, which borrows its bril- 

liance from without: the tears of the 

sea enclose their heart within them, and 

shine from within outwards.  
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“Behind the Fairy sat Puck, the 

rogue who teases men and fairies; and, 

while she admired the necklace, unseen 

he cut the string, and down rolled the 

pearls, first over the cloud and then 

down on to the earth. 

‘‘ At first the Fairy sat stiff with dis- 

may; then she jumped up and flew 

down from the cloud after the falling 

pearls. While she fluttered in the 

vast space between the cloud and the 

earth, she saw how the little round 

balls fell on all sides and rolled away ; 

and she was about to return hopeless, 
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when she saw beneath her, on the green 

ground, glimmering among the leaves 

and flowers, a thousand pearls, which 

she took to be the lost ones. 

‘The Fairy still held in her hand the 

| 
| 

casket, in which the string of pearls 

| had been; and she began busily to col- 

lect them. 

“The casket was almost full, when 

_ Titania’s favourite attendant perceived 

that they were not pearls—the tears of | 

| the ocean—which she was collecting, but | 

| dew—the tears of the flowers, and griev- | 

| ingly she went away to seek the lost. | 

a  
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“ And lo! she saw pearls hanging 

in the eyes of a mother bending over 

her dying child, and she gathered them 

—they were the tears of love; and as 

she went further on she found other 

weeping eyes, so many tears that they 

overflowed her casket. Ah! how many 

tears are wept upon the earth; for 

from human eyes there often flows a 

wondrous stream. 

“T ean tell you its source: its 

source is the heart; and there sorrow, 

and anguish, and repentance, and some- 

times, also, joy, must knock before the 

_
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stream issues forth. And this stream 

can perform wonderful miracles, for 

that heart must be very hard which is 

not moved by the tears of others. Men 

often try to silence it, and say, ‘I have 

no pity for these tears; they are well 

deserved.’ 

“But that is false; for they still 

continue to be tears, and still come 
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from the heart, which, perhaps, was 

struck all the more severely to call them 

forth. , 

‘Our Fairy thought all these were 

the lost pearls, held the casket firmly 
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in her arms, and flew up with it to the 

cloud. But alas! the casket felt heavier 

and heavier, for tears do not weigh 

lightly ; and when she opened it, she 

found all the tears had run together. 

‘‘ Disconsolately she flew from cloud 

to cloud; for they all loved her and 

pitied her affliction. And the clouds 

sent their rain down upon the earth, 

to seek for the lost pearls. It flowed 

everywhere; the trees and plants bowed 

to it, and it washed the dew from 

them; but nowhere could it find the 

pearls. 
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“Puck, the rogue, saw it, and saw 

the grief of the poor little Fairy, 

whom he had exposed to blame, and he 

was sorry; for he only wanted to tease, 

not to injure. So down he dipped into 

the bosom of the earth, and begged 

from his friends, the Kobolds, and the 

Gnomes, various coloured shining ores 

and glittering metals, and carried them 

up to the Fairy. ‘There,’ said he, 

‘you have all your trash back again, 

and brighter and better than before.’ 

“The Fairy rejoiced, and the clouds 

ceased raining. But when she came to 
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inspect the gifts more closely, she found 

they were nothing but vain show and 

worthless counterfeit; so she angrily 

seized the vase, in which they lay, and 

hurled it from her, so that the glittering 

bits flew in a wide arch over the whole 

horizon. That was the first rainbow; 

and since then, whenever the clouds 

weep, Puck brings forth his glittering 

stores, and the play is acted over 

again. 

“ The rainbow is beautiful, and we 

all delight in it: so do men; but it is 

deceitful, for it is only the gift of the 
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Gnomes, a piece of that rogue Puck’s 

handiwork. Men know that, too; for 

whenever they hasten to find it, it runs 

out of their reach, and all at once dis- 

appears. What becomes of it? It 

falls into the sea, say the children; and 

the sea-fairies make out of it their 

many-coloured dresses. 

“What accident once formed, Puck 

now makes for his own amusement. 

He wanders with his treasures over 

the heaven; and when he has some 

left, he flies back again and makes a 

smaller and less brilliant bow out of 
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the remnants. ‘That is why you so 

often see on the horizon two of these 

brilliant spectacles; and that is also the 

reason why you never see it but when 

the clouds have wept from compassion 

for the grief of the Fairies, whom Puck 

has teased and then tried to console. 

‘Our Fairy still sat sorrowfully on the 

cloud, and found no pleasure in the first 

rainbow which she herself had made. 

Then Titania came to her. The capri- 

cious queen happened this time to be 

in good hamour, and when her servant 

related the cause of her grief, she smiled 

Sa a a al a
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‘Hind readily forgave her. Perhaps she 

consoled herself all the more easily for . 

her loss, because a sea-fairy, whose heart 

she had won, had already promised her 

another pearl necklace; for great folks 

are liberal even of the tears which are 

entrusted to them. But now what shall 

she do with the heavy contents of the 

casket, which the Fairy still held in her 

arms? 

‘““¢FTasten down,’ said Titania, ‘to the 

most secret and confidential spot in my 

wood, and pour forth these dreps among 

the most odorous plants; let these tears  
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continue what they are, but they shall 

flow together—a tear-drop of the 

wood.’ 

‘The servant obeyed the command of 

the queen; and thus the first wood- 

streamlet flowed, thus the wood also 

had its tears. Now do you know 

whence I come? As it is with the 

tears of men, so also is it with me: 

my source is the heart, the hidden 

heart of the wood. When sorrow, 

anguish and pain knock at the heart 

then tears flow. 

‘In summer, when so many children 
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of the wood are bent and broken, I 

flow on quietly but ceaselessly. 

“In autumn, when all depart, I weep 

in silent sorrow the flowers and leaves 

which the wind often strews in my 

bed, so that the grief for them becomes 

their grave. 

‘‘ In the deserted loneliness of winter 

I freeze, and the tears become pearls, 

like the hidden sorrow of the sea. So 

I hang on roots and stones with the 

dim radiance of weeping eyes. 

‘‘ But in spring, when love arises in all 

hearts, the tears of the wood flow both 

S 
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with sorrow and with joy; and then I 

swell upwards and fiow beyond the 

limits of my course, and greet the grass 

and the flowers as far as I can reach. 

Compassion also often influences me; 

for when the clouds weep rain, or 

the flowers dew, then, too, the wood- 

streamlet increases. 

‘“Do you not feel that the heart of 

the wood is my source from my whole 

appearance, and from the atmosphere of 

sentiment and compassion which flows 

towards you from me? 

‘The melancholy Rush nestles by me. 
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Where I steal along, the Forget-me-not, 

rich in memories, looking gently up, 

like faithful blue eyes in the hour of 

| 

| 

| 
| 

separation, especially loves to grow. 

The Weeping-willow, in her eternal 

sorrow, hangs her branches down into 

‘“ Everywhere I call the feelings into 

life. Even the Pebble which stands 

in my course, even the unchanging 

Pebble over whom time passes un- 

! 

my stream. : 

| | 

. | 

marked, weeps bright tears after me | 

when my waves touch him; and mine 

| are the only kisses which he cannot 
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| 

withstand. Therefore do I love the 

Pebble. 

‘“Men have a strange sad story of a 

man who survives everything, of a man 

whom death shuns. Such seems tome 

the Pebble; he is the Wandering Jew | 

of the wood, and he could tell you | 

many things, for his memory reaches _ 

back to the most distant ages. | 

“That rogue, Puck, is envious of the 

Wood-streamlet, which he would fain 

bury under his tinsel, but which has 

obtained so lasting a signification; so 

he often throws into my course a knotty 

Eee hes cams Ree lan renee 
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root or a sharp stone, which my drops, 
  
  

leaping upwards, sprinkle. 

“Then in the sunshine, you see, 

various colours play around me like 

those of the rainbow. Those are Puck’s 

tinsels, which he hangs in my brightness 

as though he would say: ‘Now are not 

my gifts more beautiful?’ But they 

quickly fade, and I run on unchanged. 

‘‘Thus what is comic and roguish 

often presses into the neighbourhood 

of the tragic and the serious, as if a 

capricious spirit gave it birth. 

‘Even the heart of man when break- 

abasic ineapucaic oie cstunleipiaasuaccnas inant  
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ing in deepest sorrow, often finds vent 

im comic expression; the trace of a 

smile often plays round a weeping face. 

‘In the loftiest harmonies of Na- 

ture, a ridiculous discord often strikes 

us. Qn the rich carpet of the grass, 

among the rounded fulness of the foli- 

age, a dry, withered branch often peeps 

out; among fresh-blown roses a faded 

one is found, which looks like a carica- 

ture among its sisters. All such things 

are the work of Puck. But a heart 

of deep insight can, like Nature, re- 

concile all these discrepancies.” 

| eee wiles D cinta ' { ‘
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So ended the Wood-streamlet: but 

the silence still continued, for leaf and 

flower did but whisper softly to each 

other. There was a sudden crash; a 

dead branch broke away from the top 

| of an oak, and, scattering the leaves 

| above, and breaking the flowers below, 

it fell crackling into the streamlet, so 

angrily out of its course. A moment 

and all was still again. That, too, was 

| 

| 

that its drops leapt up and it turned 

| the work of the rogue Puck. | 
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@put the stillness did not 

last long, it was only the 

effect of the first shock. 

And, indeed, how could it 

last? Where so many live together, 

  

and stand so near one another, there is 

always something to talk about. More- 

over trees and flowers had learned to 
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like the tales, and were anxious to hear 

more. 

“Tf the Pebble really knows some- 

thing to tell us,” said a tall-crowing 

Foxglove, “we will request him to 

communicate it to us; and indeed it is 

his duty to do something for our enter- 

tainment, for he squeezes himself 

among us, disturbs our intimacy, and 

always remains silent.” 

‘There again how curious the Fox- 

glove is!” said the Strawberry blossom. 

“Curious!” retorted the Foxglove, 

“ I must always hear myself reproached 
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with that, What is the cause of such 

an accusation ?” 

‘It is because you are so curious 

that you shoot up so high in order to 

see a long way,” replied the Straw- 

berry blossom. 

“ Absurd!” said the Foxglove, “I 

do that in order to be able to look over 

the Pebble.” 

“ Excuse!” muttered the Strawberry 

blossom. 

‘“ What do you do, then?’ enquired 

the Foxglove. 

“Tbear fruit!” replied the Strawberry.
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“What are you grumbling for?” 

said the Beech-tree, looking down upon 

them. ‘‘ The one of you is just as vain 

as the other; and that is but natural, 

for what is but a year old must always 

wear child’s clothes.” 

This imprudent speech had almost 

excited a general war. Tor all the 

flowers felt themselves aggrieved, and 

unanimously resolved not to leave the 

insult unavenged. The Iris, whose 

leaves are like swords, was chosen 

general of the standing army. The 

light troops of Monk’s-hoods armed  
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themselves; and the heavy artillery of 

Thorn-apples was put in motion. The 

partisans of the Foxglove, and of the 

Strawberry blossom, who were really 

the causes of the whole disturbance, 

agreed to combine against the common 

enemy. Nettles and Thistles, as the 

militia of the flowers, were called out, 

and a summons to volunteers was put 

forth. 

The Rose was ready the soonest, 

and busily sharpened her thorns. It 

may be remarked by the way that she 

had an especial spite against the trees, 

Nl ota eicaaara Neaie eee aa cea
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| ‘ : | 
because they would not acknowledge | 

her as their equal, although her stem 

often grew into a very respectable 

little tree. 

This contest had already raged for 

innumerable years, and much diplo- 

macy had been expended upon it by 

both trees and flowers, in which the 

Dwarf Acacia had greatly signalized 

itself, and had taken up the cause of 

the Rose very warmly, because it felt 

itself to be very nearly related to the 

tall-growing Roses. 

Unfortunately all these negotiations, 
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| LL 
after the manner of flowers and trees, 

had been carried on by word of 

mouth, else should we possess a great 

abundance of treaties on this subject, 

which would doubtless be of extra- 

ordinary diplomatic value if only on 

this account—that one side would be 

about as little comprehensible as the 

other. 

Besides, the other flowers, which had 

no private reason for making common 

cause with the Rose, had not been 

idle in this strife about honour; the 

Anemone had made long speeches, and 
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the Ruse ogy poems on the Rights — 

of Flowers. The Bilberry filled all its 

little barrels aud announced itself as a 

sutler; and a great multitude of dif- 

ferent flowers united to form a Free- 

Company, spoke much, and not with- 

out enthusiasm, about dying for the 

general good, and privately painted in 

the liveliest colours the rejoicings and 

the great part each of them would play 

en
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e 
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in the triumph consequent on victory. 

The matter was really growing se- 

rious; and if the trees had not armed 

themselves it was because the contest 
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did not suit their convenience. ‘To the 

  

Fir-tree it was particularly annoying, 

because, as he had formerly spoken 

of the tender connection subsisting 

between the flowers and tree leaves, it 

might expose him to the reproach of 

having told lies. Moreover, the war- 

like enthusiasm of most of the flowers 

soon passed off. They would rather 

hear the Pebble tell them a tale, so 

they all requested the Thorn and the 

Blackberry to assume the office of 

mediator and treat about peace. 

The Blackberry was particularly 

rca reer nee ee A SNORT
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ee because it considered tack a 

distant relation of the Strawberry, 

which had been the indirect cause of 

the disturbance; and the Thorn, which 

trees, was certainly an excellent me- 

| 
| 

occupies a position between flowers and 

| 
But the reconciliation was not easily | 

effected, for the Beech could not be | 

induced entirely to withdraw his in- | 

sulting speech. | 

A way of escape was, however, at | 

last presented by the Beech, declaring, | 

Ss 
e 
So 

: 

diator in this quarrel. 

— “that though he could not retract 
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his statement that the trees were taller 

than the flowers, yet he was willing to 

admit that the pebble was older than 

the trees. Moreover, he could assure 

them that he had not used that ex- 
| 

pression with any intention of offending _ 
| 

  

the flowers, for which he had the very 

highest regard.” Hereupon they de- 

clared they had nothing to forgive. 

The Foxglove, it is true, murmured ; 

and the clever Pink quietly observed 

that that was really saying nothing;   but the flowers declared themselves 

satisfied, and mutual assurances of 

oo —
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esteem and of friendship concluded the 

quarrel. 

The words of the Beech-tree had 

again drawn attention to the Pebble, 

and the desire of inducing him to speak 

became quite intense; for after the 

war-cries and stormy excitement which 

had taken place they all longed for an 

imaginative story. 

But how was the silent unsympa- 

thising Pebble to be approached? The 

trees wanted to beg the Stream to 

speak to him, since it boasted of a 

peculiarly friendly connection with 
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him, and had indeed been the means 

of acquainting them with his wisdom. 

The flowers thought this end could 

be best attained through the medium 

of the Grass, which is closely allied 

to the Moss, and so could impart their 

wishes to the Stone. During this dit- 

ference of opinion, the just concluded 

peace stood on a very precarious foot- 

ing, when the Stream itself proposed 

another means. 

‘‘ Request the Fern to treat with the 

Stone; it is neither tree nor flower; 

it is the fan of the stone, his most
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intimate friend, which bends over to 

caress and flatter him; he could refuse 

it nothing.” 

“Fern!” said the Flowers, ‘ will 

you persuade the Stone?” The Fern 

nodded seriously and silently. All 

listened. The Stream murmured as 

if it also was speaking, but no one 

knew whether it did so. The trees 

shook themselves a few times, so as 

to be able to stand quite still after- 

wards; and the flowers stretched their 

little heads up out of the grass. Mean- 

while the Fern had whispered the wish
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of the wood to the Pebble, and wonder- 

fully from amidst its broad leaves, and 

through the moss which covered it, 

there was heard the following tale of 

the Pebble. 

“The Stream said very truly that 

I am the oldest inhabitant of the wood, 

and know about times that lie far 

away out of your memories. In the 

tales which I have heard you tell there 

is certainly a great deal of truth, 

though here and there many correc- 

tions are necessary. 

“It is true, as the Poppy informed 

wa 
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you, that one flower grew up after 

another on the earth: the Fir-tree’s 

description of the way in which the 

Seasons divided the earth is also 

true; but infinite ages had passed, _ 

and many battles had been fought, | 

before things had reached that point. 

‘When the Lord God had created 

the world, the earth was nothing 

but a mighty rock, hard and _ bare, 

steadfast and immoveable. Whilst it 

lay there all cold, God sent, to warm 

and fructify it, the powerful family of 

the three elements. 

   



  

  

  

THE PEBBLE. 119 

“ First, clothed in purple and gold, 

came the eldest brother— Fire. He 

raged fiercely and irresistibly over the 

earth, knocked and beat against the 

rock, but it was hard and not easy 

to be overcome, and although he 

made it glow again, it did not yield 

to his power. A wild battle took 

place between them. Here and there 

Fire prevailed over the hardness of 

the rock, and broke off great and 

little pieces, which he hurled far away 

in the pride of victory. 

“Thus we great and little pebbles
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had our origin; and thus we lie spread 

over the earth just as Fire scattered us, 

without plan or order, according to 

the whim of an unbridled element. But 

the contest did not always issue suc- 

cessfully for Fire, and while heweakened 

himself by his passionate struggles, the 

rock gained strength and skill to with- 

stand its enemy. ‘So it came to pass 

at last that Fire was obliged to submit ; 

the rock took him prisoner, and fast- 

ened him deep down in its centre with 

mighty chains. There he still lies. 

“You all know that every stone 
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conceals Fire; for when they knock 

together, or when man, who loves Fire, 

and has made him into ‘his servant, 

strikes a stone with steel, a spark flies 

out. 

“Those are all little separate atoms 

of the great element. I will afterwards 

tell you how Fire still labours and 

rages in the centre of the earth. 

‘When Fire was thus conquered, his 

younger brother, Water, came in a 

green cloak, embroidered with silver. 

He was naturally more prudent and 

experienced ; besides, his task was easier ;
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in the first place, because he could 

take advantage of his brother’s suc- 

cesses; and ‘in the second, because his 

fate had made him acquainted with his 

opponent. And when he observed 

how little Fire had been able to effect 

by open war, he resolved to try en- 

treaties and negotiations. He washed 

and beat against the rock; he flattered 

and fought; sometimes he used prayers, 

sometimes cunning, sometimes force. 

‘‘'The earth soon assumed a different 

appearance; for since Water had taken 

possession of all the places which his 
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brother had conquered, he immediately 

got a firm footing. In those wide 

basins where the sea now lies he spread 

himself wider and wider. The rock 

kindly permitted that, but Water kept 

cunningly creeping higher and higher 

till at last he broke his way through 

by force into the places which are now 

valleys, and there he insinuated him- 

self in the form of rivers. 

“ Now when the rock also permit- 

ted that, and only fixed the banks as 

boundaries, Water became more and 

more insatiable, and often spread over
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the banks far away up the rock; but 

it was conscious of its power and of its 

rights and chased Water back again. He 

fell back, it is true, but he thought of a 

stratagem by which he need not alto- 

gether abandon his gains. All the small 

fragments of rock, that he had been 

able to break by prayers and flattery 

from his hard opponent, he concealed in 

his depths. Now when he spread over 

the shore and was driven back again, 

he left this mixture of water and rock 

behind him, and the rock permitted 

it because it was part of itself.  
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“Sea and river, rock and earth, 

became separated from each other. 

But still every thing continued bare 

and unfruitful, for what is gained by 

violence never receives a blessing. 

“ Then God sent the gentle sister of 

the elements, Air,in a pale blue dress, 

to tranquillise and fructify all. She 

began by making peace between the 

rock and the elements. It is true that 

it would not release Fire, but Air 

received permission to visit her im- 

prisoned brother as often as she wished. 

Now as often as she did that she took
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away with her sada of his heat, and | 

spread it over the whole earth. 

‘Then it began to rain upon the 

earth. Germs budded, and sent out 

roots. But the heat of Fire alone could 

not doit; Water must moisten the earth 

softly and coolingly before it can put 

forth its green treasures. Water was 

willing to do so but his limits were 

fixed; then Air received the affection- 

ate brotherly kisses of Water, and 

gently scattered them over the earth. 

‘And it grew green; trees and 

flowers shot out, and man and _ beast 
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could live upon the earth. Thus Air 

visits her brothers in turn, and each 

of them dismisses her with a present. 

The one gives her fiery heat, the other 

soft clouds. 

“You still see that. You still 

see Air now glittering with the bright 

colours which the embraces of Fire give, 

now in the sad-coloured veil which 

Water hangs round her when she leaves 

him. You see Fire in the evening-red 

—in the glow of morning-light. You 

see the mist rise and the clouds move 

when Air parts from Water. 
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‘‘ But clouds, the children of cite 

do not feel themselves happy far 

from the earth. Air. suffers them 

to be carried by her servants, the 

winds; but the clouds always look 

longingly down, and weep with irre- 

pressible home-sickness until at last, 

quite dissolved in tears, they return to 

the earth. Then the particles of Fire 

which Air carried away will no longer 

remain with her; and when the clouds 

pour down they also fly to the earth, 

but wildly and noisily, whereas the 

clouds go softly and gently.  
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* That is the cause of the thunder- 

storm, which strikes with wonder all the 

beings on the earth. The mild longing 
of the clouds, and the impetuous brilli- 

ancy of the lightning are both imparted. 

A passionate fear, mixed with a gentler 
sentiment, like home-sickness, seizes 

upon man and beast, tree and flower. 
But the blessing of Air accompanies 

it, and when Fire and Water have re- 

turned to the earth then everything 
springs up with fresh vigour. 

“You have heard how matters pro- 

ceeded afterwards, how the Seasons 
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settled their ‘Aline and how sidints | 

sprung up and grew. We pebbles, _ 

who remember the former ages of strife 

and disorder, see everything grow _ 

green and blossom around us; and we 

rejoice in it although we lie overlooked 

or little regarded, upon the earth 

which once belonged solely to us. 

“So the Fox-glove spoke foolishly   _ when it said that we squeeze ourselves 

| in everywhere, for it is you who press 

upon us and grudge us the little 

morsel of space on which we lie 
| 

modestly and quietly.” | 
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The Fox-glove blushed, and, in its 
confusion, looked down with all its 
flower-bells to the earth. The Straw- 
berry blossom tittered amongst its 
threefold leaves, and the Beech-tree 

began to rustle up above. Then the 
Streamlet feared lest the old quarrel 
should begin again, and said :— 

“Truly we are very grateful for 
your tale, grey-headed Elder of the 
wood, but you still owe us much.” 

‘What do you want to know?” 

asked the Pebble. 

‘What Fire does in the centre of
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the rock, and whether he is content 

with his imprisonment.” 

“THe is not quite content,” said the 

Pebble; “for although his sister's 

visits relieve his solitude, and he has 

by her interposition, the pleasure of 

contributing to the fruitfulness of the 

earth, yet in his heart he always longs 

for freedom; perhaps even for the 

mastery of the earth. But that would 

be a great misfortune, and the certain 

end of all things. Water and Air are 

well aware of that, and are very care- 

ful that Fire does not attain too great  
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power. When there is any danger of 

that, Air comes and kisses her dear 

brother, who leaps up brighter and 

stronger from her kisses, but she 

watches to see the flame separate 

so that it may not grow too strong. 

“Tf she alone cannot control him, 

Water must come to her assistance. 

and then, after a noisy struggle, Fire is 

again reduced to quietness. Then he 

sits down again in the centre of the 

rock, deep in the foundations of the 

earth, and thinks over all manner of 

sports and tricks to pass away the time.
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rock, and painted the molten mass 

with the colours of his purple shining 

garments. That was Gold. Then he 

borrowed the light colour of Water 

which pressed through the crevices to 

see him, and painted Silver. 

‘* He was even able to extract some- 

thing from the reddish black cloak of the 

rock, his jailer, and with that he painted 

fron. No great blessing attends these 

things as you can easily believe. 

“(Gold and silver are deceitful things, 

however much men in their folly seek 

‘First he burnt and dissolved the 

. 
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after them; and iron, which was made 

about the time when the rock was not 

very favourable to the fruitful earth 

round it, always permits itself to be 

used to break and tear it up; it is a 

morose, discontented metal because 

the rock was angry and cross when it 

gave it its colour. But because Fire 

had the best share in producing it, 

the inj ury which iron does the earth 

is not very great, indeed it rather im- 

parts fruitfulness to the ground. We 

stones do not love to see the kind earth 

so hurt; and when the iron is going 
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straight along in its course, we jump 

  

up, receive the blow ourselves, and | 

often do the iron much injury. 

Gold, silver and iron were made: 

and then Fire became weary of always 

painting in the same colours, and he | 

begged Air when she came again to | 

bring him others from the earth. She | 

gathered leaves and flowers and took 

them to him. It is true she could not 

give him many; but, with the green of 

the grass, and with the beautiful colours 

he extracted from the flowers which 

Air brought him, he painted all kinds  
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of pretty stones and made them shine 

with his own brightness. And so 

down in the depths of the earth, which 

probably seem very dark and frightful 

to you, there is a glorious shining light, 

for the many coloured precious stones 

—the flowers of the abyss, the eyes 

of the rock—glitter on the walls. 

‘“Once on a time in the workshop of 

Fire, it happened that there was a drop 

of colour left, or else Fire wiped out the 

brush with which he had painted gold, 

silver, and jewels. From this arose 

all the bright-shining ores and stones
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which look like gold, and silver, and 

precious stones, but are not so: these 

attract and deceive: these are. the 

stores out of which, as the Streamlet 

told you, Puck makes the rainbows.” 

‘“ But we have never seen Air carry- 

ing away our brothers and sisters,” 

said the Tulip, shaking his head incre- 

dulously. 

‘““That is because you have not paid 

attention,” replied the Pebble. “Only 

observe for once the evening-red; then 

colours are painted in Air which you 

do not see at other times. Then you   
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see the dress of the Rose, the yellow of 

the Crocus, the purple of the Violet, 

the green of the Grass, the dark red of 

the Poppy; a thousand colours which 

cannot be described in words. It is not 

every evening, but only occasionally, 

that you see this wonderful combina- 

tion, these distinct colours melting into 

one. another. That is a garland of 

flowers which Air holds in her hand, 

and is carrying to her brother. 

“It is true that you only see an ap- 

pearance of colours; for it is too distant 

for you to recognise individually your
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brothers and sisters, but if you ask your 

hearts they will tell you that it is so. 

For it attracts you powerfully, you all 

turn your heads towards that shining 

garland; for the love of your departing 

friends draws you irresistibly, though 

unconsciously. Now your hearts have 

long since told you that. But such 

are you creatures of the earth, men 

included! You will not believe what 

you feel. You may vainly question 

your understanding about all that is 

best and noblest in the world, for the 

heart only can reveal it.”



| 
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‘What does Fire do with the garland 

when he has exhausted its colours?” 

asked the Forget-me-not. 

“ He carefully preserves it, colour- 

structible, in the hollows of the rock. 

  
less, indeed, but shining and_ inde- 

There grow the stars of flowers—the | 

| Crystals.” 

| The speaker was silent: then the | 

| Oak said :— | 

“ Pardon me, if what | am now going 

to say should hurt you; for certainly I 

do not ask it to vex you, who are so | 

wise and know so much. I have, 
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indeed, a right to your confidence, for, 

after you, | am the oldest in the wood, 

and, on account of my age and my 

hardness, I am often compared to you. 

We others who live upon the earth, 

have an object in life, and experience 

many changes; we grow and blossom, 

we bear fruits each according to his 

kind; but you stones lie there un- 

changed, always the same, always on 

the same spot. Is not that melancholy 

and wearisome ?” 

‘You are just like men,” said the 

Pebble, half laughing, half angry. 
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You and your little doings you hold 

to be indescribably important, the end 

and object of the whole creation. You 

grow, blossom, and bear fruit. What 

do you suppose you gain by that? 

‘You die and are forgotten. Time 

touches with his hand the spot where 

you grow, and every trace of you dis- 

appears. Every individual, whatever he 

may be, is but a drop in the great 

ocean of Nature. Who remarks hin, 

except himself? Who can know why 

he exists? But I am not weary, al- 

though I lie here so long immoveable, 
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for I have an observing mind, and 

everything changes around me 

‘“ Many thousand years have passed 

over me, and not one single day is like 

another. Moreover, occasionally I hear 

tales from a distance, for I le with my 

ear to the ground; and down below in 

the rock, goes on the private conversa- 

tion of the stones; they tell one another 

of places in the earth where everything 

is wonderfully beautiful; and each of 

these tales is but an episode in the 

history which Nature writes upon the 

earth.”  
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en 

“Yes,” observed the Fir-tree, in con- 

firmation, ‘‘there are glorious places 

on the earth; my cousin told me so. 

and he, as you know, saw a great 

deal when he sailed about as the 

mast of a ship.” 

“OQ yes;” said the Aspen ironically, 

‘‘ countries where there is nothing but 

ice and snow, where your friend, 

Winter, never leaves the earth!” 

‘You have again missed the mark 

in your impatience,’ quietly replied the 

Fir-tree. ‘Did you not hear in my 

story that there are countries which 
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belong entirely to Summer, which 

Winter never approaches, where the 

trees are always green, where flowers 

always adorn the ground, where the 

waters never freeze into ice, and where 

the snow only touches the earth like a 

soft kiss of the clouds?” 

‘“Ah!” exclaimed many flowers at 

once, “we should like to see that 

country!” 

‘‘ I shall see it,” said the Streamlet, 

not without pride; and, joyful at the 

prospect of his travels, he leaped up, 

and ran on faster than before. ‘I 
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shall fall into the river, which will find 
its way into the sea, and then I shall 
be carried to those countries.” | 

| “In the meantime I will tell you 
something about them,” said the Peb- 
ble, “for I have just received intelli- 
gence of a wonderful and most lovely 
spot on the earth. In those times, 
when Water concluded a treaty of 
peace with the rock, he embosomed 
himself in a lovely bay, where the lofty 
summits of the rock looked down upon 
him in a circle. That was the favourite 
place of the sea, and he prayed Air to 

denis carat gs tn ac gee eel ea a  
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come and shed a rich blessing on the 

  

edge of the shore. ‘Dip thy foot in 
my waves, and I will cool thee,” said r
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_ the sea to the rock.’ ‘I will crown _ | 
| thy head with flowers,’ said Air, ‘and 
| earth shall lay her carpet round thy | a 
_ knees.’ ‘And when thou art so beau- 
_ tiful,’ resumed Water, ‘I will hold 

before thee a mirror in which thou   canst behold thy beauty, and thine 

image shall adorn my waves.’ And 
so it came to pass. 3 

“The green and flowery shore em- 

_ braced the sea, and the rocks looked 
{ 
} 
} { 
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| 
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smilingly down upon it. Once, when 

Air visited Fire, she described to 

him the favourite abode of Water, 

where he dreams away his fairest 

hours. 

“¢Could not I see it too?’ asked 

Fire. ‘Let me make proposals to the 

rock,’ replied Air. 

“ The rock was just then in par- 

ticularly good humour, and on that 

bay, owing to the friendly offices of 

Air and Water, he was more easy to 

be entreated than elsewhere. So an 

agreement was soon made. 
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‘Through the top of one of the moun- 

tains, the prison-house of Fire, the rock 

opened him a window, and he can look 

out of that as often as he likes. But in 

exchange Water must permit a rock to 

rise up out of his centre, and look 

around. Precisely in the centre of 

the bay, where the circle of the shore 

opened to admit Water, there stands 

a rock, cool and fresh in the sea; 

on one side it looks into the bay of 

which I have spoken to you, on the 

other into the immeasurable sea. It 

was this rock which told me all. 
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Right opposite on the shore is the 

window of Fire. 

‘““By day, when the light rests so 

clearly on the earth, you can only see the 

smoke which he breathes out like clouds; 

but by night, when the earth lies in dark- 

ness, Fire puts his flaming head out of 

the window, and his glowing eyes shine 

out upon the night. He seems quite 

happy and content, and plays all kinds 

of tricks. He often nods very kindly 

to my friend, the rock, which would 

nod to him in return, only that it has 

to stand so still in the sea. It is since
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the window was opened in the prison 

of Fire that this bay looks so very 

beautiful. Fire could not behold all 

this beauty without adding something 

to it, so he scattered his sparks far 

over the shore. And they fell upon 

green trees, and held fast to the shin- 

ing branches, and would not be extin- 

guished. No: the sparks grew into 

fruits, red as they came out of the 

mountain, and hid within them the 

glow which they brought thence. The 

rock tells me the sparks still grow upon 

the trees as flame-coloured oranges. 
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And these fire-fruits shine constantly ; 

for as the leaves of these trees are at 

all seasons of a beautiful green, so the 

fruits also adorn the branches all the 

year round. 

“ And do not these wonderful fruits 

blossom?” asked the Apple-tree. 

‘Certainly ; abeautiful, sweet-scented 

snow. But the same branch bears 

fruits and blossoms; and the sweet 

perfume of the flowers is mingled with 

the glow of the fruits. One spot on 

this shore is adorned more richly than 

all the rest with these fire-fruits. There 
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_ the rocks dip straight into the sea, and 

_ bear upon their heads the crown of the 

orange-grove, interwoven with the net 

of trailimg vines. 
| 

‘“The flames look up out of the moun- 

tain, and rejoice in their gifts. The 

sea murmurs strange songs to the shore, 
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and decks its mantle with snowy foam. 

The rocks rise up out of the plain, and 

Air gently fans all. The perfume of | 

the orange-blossom pervades her; the i 

Spirit of the Sea rises up to her, and ! 

allures the creatures of earth to bathe 
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in its waves. Every evening, when 
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Air paints the evening-red on the ho- 

rizon, she draws light rosy garments 

round the high rock, which looks like 

the blushing bride of the sea. Every 

night Fire decks his mountain with 

shining ribbons—ribbons with a golden 

ground, embroidered with precious 

stones, which he hangs down its sides. 

Then the flames of Fire and the waves 

of Water play with one another: the 

red glow hides in the sea, and then 

peeps out here and there, broken by 

the trembling of the waves. 

“All that is seen by my friend, the 
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rock, who is crowned with vines, and 

wears a garland of orange trees, and 
instead of plume has a tall waving 
palm-tree in the cap which the grass 
wove round its head; and the sharp- 
pointed aloe and the prickly cactus 
nestle on its brow. 

“It loves Fire, Air and Water, to 
whom it owes so many pleasures; and as 
it wished to prepare them a treat, it built 
them a quiet retired spot, where they 
could live together. At the very lowest 
edge of the rock, close to the mirror of 
the sea, there isa little low door. You 
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