


The Baldwin Library 

'B 
University 

m of -
Aorida 



HANS ANDERSEN'S 

FAIRY TALES. 



-•'?ffl':::w,r:ryTt ~ :IZfJM1Z7%'.?"'fD"11rr:'." W'Q 



Jg /4;_d,_ 

-r~~ 
/d~ o2 / ": / !l P /-



The Fir-tree. 



HANS ANDERSEN'S 

FAIRY TALES 

A NEW TRANSLATION 

BY 

MRS. H. B. PAULL, 
Editor of "Grimm's Fairy Tales." 

~itb @>riginat :JIUtt$$ttatfon$$1 

AND SIXTEEN PAGE PLATES PRINTED IN COLOURS. 

LONDON AND NEW YORK: 

FREDERICK WARNE AND CO. 



PUBLISHER'S PREFACE. 

Tms new edition of Hans Andersen contains 

several additional Fairy Tales, for the first time 

translated from the Danish by Mrs. Paull, to whose 

able pen we are indebted for the previous editions. 

The sixteen Coloured Plates and .the Woodcut 

Illustrations are from the hand of a Danish Artist, 

who is considered to have an especial gifr for 

depicting the scenes described by his celebrated 

countryman. 
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HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN, 

REMINISCENCES OF HANS C. ANDERSEN. 

"A PROPHET has no honour in his own country." To no one can this 
bitter proverb be more truly applied, in. the early part of his career, than to 
the author of "Fairy Tales," now so well known and read in many 
languages, not only in the Netherlands but in all civilized countries. 

Hans Christian Andersen was not descended from the high and noble in 
the land. The only child of poor parents ; he was born at Odense, on the 
island of Funen, on the 2nd of April, 1805. This town of Odense has been 
immortalized by Andersen in one of his tales, the "The Bell-Deep," which 
is no doubt founded on a legend he had been acquainted with from his 
childhood. 

Hans Andersen's father .was a shoemaker, who, it is said, had not the 
means of giving him much education, but he sent him to the grammar school 
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in the town, and the boy's natural abilities and love of reading made him 
take advantage of the instruction he there received. 

Not, however, for long; his father's death in 1814, left his mother a sor
rowing widow, in poor circumstances, with an orphan boy of nine years. It 
therefore became necessary for him to leave school, and try to help his 
mother in earning a home for them both. An opportunity for him to work 
at a factory in the town was offered to his mother, and eagerly accepted by 

THE FACTORY. 

her, and for some years the now famed and renowned poet and author, 
worked as a factory boy. 

There was a something, however, so different in the coarse and illiterate 
workmen at the factory to the refined and tender-hearted child, that his 
patient sufferings of their taunts and torments must have been terrible to 
bear. At last he complained to his mother, and she removed him. 

An opening for the youth, now in his fourteenth year, to become a tailor 
presented itself; but the boy of intellectual tastes implored his mother, even 
with tears, to allow him to choose his own career in life. 
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His mother at last consented, and with a small sum of money in his 
pocket, he left his home to travel to Copenhagen alone. 

Who can tell how much of a mother's love and pride in her son gave her 
the courage to part with him, and to utter a farewell which cost her so much. 
No doubt she already looked forward to a glorious future for her imagina
tive child, who most probably inherited from her the refined and poetic 
fancy which in after years made him so famous. 

Her fancies, indeed, had a tinge of the superstition still holding sway in 
the land of the Norsemen; and, strange to say, she looked forward to a 
time when her son would revisit his native town, and Odense would be 
illuminated in his honour. 

This really happened many years afterwards, when the great poet and 
author, covered with glory and fame, entered the town of his birth. 

And now the boy of fourteen was launched on the ocean of life to seek for 
that renown which only became his after years of disappointment and trial. 

His spirit swelled with hope as he thought of the glory he could gain, and 
he was at that moment the veritable little drummer-boy whom he so clearly 
portrays in the story of "The Golden Treasure," when the energy of his 
character enabled him to reach Copenhagen, the chief city of his native land. 

How little he was appreciated in this great city is well known. From 
early childhood his keen susceptibility to the emotions of joy or sorrow 
made them sometimes overpowering. At nine years of age he had laughed at 
a comedy, or wept at a tragedy performed on a stage by Marionettes! and in 
after years the real, living actors would move him with equal power. 

On his arrival at Copenhagen he met with a friend in one of the profes
sors at the University, and as the boy was fond of music he proposed that 
Andersen should learn to sing on the stage. But this effort failed, for the 
boy's voice, though harmonious, was thin and weak, and could not be heard 
even at a moderate distance. 

After some years of struggling to earn a living, even while writing down 
the curious thoughts with which his imagination teemed, he determined to 
visit Germany ; but his friend had obtained for him instruction in Latin 
and German, which enabled him to remain and to bring out in 1829 his 
first work, a play entitled "The Life of a Nicolaton," which was very suc
cessful; and in the next year he published his first story, and soon after 
another,-" Shadow Pictures." 

In 1832 he carried out his intention and visited Germany, and here his 
books at once obtained notice, which gave him courage to continue the 
work he so loved with renewed zeal. 

During the years from 1832 to 1838 Andersen wrote his far-famed works 
a "Picture Book without Pictures;" "The Improvisatore; " "He was only 
an Actor ; " " The Story of the Year ; " and several others. 

But the works that made him famous were his " Fairy Tales," the first of 
which appeared in 1838, while others so quickly followed that they obtained 
for Hans Andersen the name of " The Children's Friend." 

These stories, though highly imaginative, were full of interest, and evi
dently the work of a man of deep conscientiousness and moral principle. 



xu REMINISCENCES OF HANS C. ANDERSEN: 

BL1t the poetic figures , the emotional language, and the brilliant pictures 
presented so vividly to the reader, whether young or old, thrilled to the 
heart; and not only testified to the wonderful imagination of the writer, but 
to the purity and youthful freshness which breathed through every page, 
and lived in the heart of Andersen to the latest hours of his life. 

In the early part of Andersen's career he had been greatly pained, but 
not daunted, by the severe and even mocking criticisms which his writings 
received, in Copenhagen especially. · 

The first to notice .them were the editors of comic periodicals, and in 
these they were criticised and made a mock of, often with a want of delicacy 
most painful to the sensitive author. 

By others his style was pronounced to be intricate, confused, and crude. 
At the same time, it was acknowledged that the writer possessed great 
power of language, and a remarkable richness of thought and imagination, 
rendering the word-pictures his fancy drew too attractive to be passed over 
unread. 

One of Andersen's oldest friends was Count Conrad of Rantzsan-Breiten
burgh. This gentleman, who had been Prime Minister in the Duchy of 
Schleswig-Holstein, had given Andersen his first step as an author, which 
the narrow limits of his own poor dwelling rendered almost impossible. 
The Count had, however, heard of him, sought him out, and recognised at 
once that the h!.imble-minded young writer was destined to become a 
popular poet and author. 

This was the turning point in Andersen's career, the unkind criticisms 
referred to had so disheartened him that he was tempted to despair of 
success. The Count's opinion gave him fresh courage and energy for 
renewed efforts, which, as we now know, brought him glory and fame. 

When the Count left Copenhagen he did not forget Andersen, but made 
him promise that at the first opportunity he would come and visit him at 
Castle Breitenburgh. 

The opportunity presented itself after some years, and Andersen used to 
say that the weeks and months of his stay at Castle Breitenburgh, belonged 
to the most beautiful period of his life, and truly he might say this; for 
Count Conrad, the owner of the castle was in the highest degree a man 
calculated to arouse and console the tender-hearted, poetic, and often sad 
spirit of his guest. 

Andersen was one of those clever men who are totally devoid of vanity, 
and he would often express in a straightforward and touching . manner his 
modest opinion of his own talents, and yet at the same time acknowledging 
how greatly he longed for and needed encouragement. And •all this time 
within his soul, thoughts were pressing full on his creative fancy which he 
longed to send forth to the world, yet dreaded with pain these adverse 
criticisms. 

Not even in his old age, when he had been recognised by the whole 
civilized world as a poet and author, could Andersen harden himself 
to treat with indifference the unjust criticisms of the most insignificant 
critic. 
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Count Conrad died in the year 1844, while Andersen was in Germany, 
and the loss of such a friend was to the poet very great. And although 

BRIETENBURGH CASTLE, 

he was now a popular author, and often invited by the Danish and German 
nobility to visit them at their castles, the memory of his first kind friend, 
the owner of Breitenburgh Castle, held the foremost pl.ace in his heart. 
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He was popular in Denmark now, although his name as a story-wnter 
was first recognised by the common people, who quickly appreciated and 
understood the vein of simplicity which runs through every page of Hans 
Andersen's tales. 

The characters in these stories, whether of men or animals, whether 
animate or inanimate, became living breathing creatures when he read his 
stories aloud, for in spite of his humble birth, his pronunciation of his 
native language was pure, correct, and noble. 

While listening, it seemed not impossible that the objects described 
might be beings possessing souls, and the power of becoming sad or 
joyous, sublime or ridiculous as the author represented. . 

In the year 1845, King Christian VIII. of Denmark, placed a very 
pleasant shooting box, situated in the thickest covert of the magnificent 
part of Fredericksburg, at the disposal of Hans Andersen, who had been 
a widower for many years. 

This unused building was now named "Pheasant Court," it had a large 
garden and was to be used by the poet as his own, for life. 

It was about this time that Andersen made a tour of the different 
countries of Europe, and those who knew him personally speak with 
delight of having met him at dinner parties, and of the glowing descriptions 
he would give of the places he had visited, and the persons he had met 
during his travels. 

Scottish scenery charmed him, and he would speak of Sir Walter Scott 
and Robert Burns, to whom he was introduced, in the most glowing terms. 

Among his friends nearer home were the two renowned Swedish ladies, 
'Frederika Bremer, and Jenny Lind," both of whom had a touching sisterly 

affection for the poet. 
His love of flowers was a poet's love of the beautiful, and even from the 

first appearance of that decay of nature which was to remove him at last 
from earth, he would have fresh flowers in his room daily, often remarking 
on their beauty and fragrance. 

In 1872 Andersen had suffered from a severe illness, while visiting at 
Rolighed, the country residence of a merchant named Melchior. Finding 
himself as he thought better he returned home, but was still obliged to keep 
in his room the whole winter. ' 

In the spring of 1873 he travelled to Switzerland, and there went 
through a course of goats' milk, among the mountains at Glion, on the 
lake of Geneva. 

He there became so much better and stronger that he was able to take 
long drives, and returned to his home full of hope, that his health was quite 
restored. 

But this hope soon faded, and in the spring of 1875 it became evident 
that his days were numbered. But he was not forsaken by his friends. 
Frau Melchior watched over him with tender care, and as the summer passed 
and he became weaker, she had him removed to their country house, 
Rolighed. 

The king came to visit him many times, and the crown prince much 
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oftener, and he was also visited frequently by men and women of high 
position. Not only were his last days brightened by these attentions, but 
from his own hopeful and poetic character. 

Days passed and as he grew weaker he was greatly comforted by the 
tender care that surrounded him, and while talking with his visitors he 

ANDERSEN'S MONUMENT, 

would often cut out and paste together a little figure in which the poetic 
art would show itself, even as in his fairy tales the charm of the characters 
introduced would represent his own poetic imagination. 

Hans Christian Andersen died August 4th, 1875, at the age of 70. He 
had on that day been sleeping peacefully for some hours, and at about 
eleven o'clock at night Frau Melchior left the bedside for a moment- :;i.nd 
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when she returned, after scarcely two minutes absence, he was gone, He 
had only breathed one gentle sigh and awoke, not again on earth, bi:;t 
in heaven, 

A statue bearing his name and called '1The Asylum for Little children," 
has been erected among the very old trees of the Rosenburg Castle gardens, 
not many steps from that of Christian IV., the most celebrated and 
popular of the Oldenburg line of kings. In the Danish National Songs,. 
this king is extolled in a verse beginning-

" King Christian stood by the top-mast high." 

Andersen's statue was unveiled June 26th, 1880. 



l 
HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. 

THE FIR-TREE. 

FAR down in the forest, where the 
wann sun and the fresh air made a 
sweet resting-place, grew a pretty little 
fir-tree; and yet it was not happy, 
it wished so much to be tall like its 
companions, the pines and firs which 
grew around it. The sun shone, and 
the soft air fluttered its leaves, and 
the little peasant children passed 
by, prattling merrily, but the fir-tree 
heeded them not. Sometimes the 
children would bring a large basket of 
raspberries or strawberries, wreathed 
on a straw, and ,seat themselves nea:r 

I 
) 
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the fir-tree, and say, "ls it not a pretty little tree?" which made it feel more 
unhappy than before. And yet all this while the tree grew a notch or joint 
taller every year; for by the number of joints in the stem of a fir-tree we 
can discover its age. Still, as it grew, it complained, "Oh l how I wish I 
were as tall as the other trees, then I would spread out my branches on 
every side, and my top would overlook the wide world. I should have the 
birds building their nests on my boughs, and when the wind blew, I should 
bow with stately dignity like my tall companions." The tree was so dis
contented, that it took no pleasure in the warm sunshine, the birds, or the 
rosy clouds that floated over it morning and evening. Sometimes, in 
winter, when the snow lay white and glittering on the ground, a hare would 
come springing along, and jump right over the little tree; and then how 
mortified it would feel l Two winters passed, and when the third arrived, 
the tree had grown so tall that the hare was obliged to run round it. Yet 
it remained unsatisfied and would exclaim, "Oh, if I could but keep on 
growing tall and old l There is nothing else worth caring for in the 
world 1 " In the autumn, as usual, the woodcutters came and cut down 
several of the tallest trees, and the young fir-tree, which was now grown to 
its full height, shuddered as the noble trees fell to the earth with a crash. 
After the branches were lopped off, the trunks looked so slender and bare, 
t'ilat they could scarcely be recognised. Then they were placed upon 
waggons, and drawn by horses out of the forest. "Where were they 
going? What would become of them?" The young fir-tree wished very 
much to know; so in the spring, when the swallows and the storks came, it 
asked, " Do you know where those trees were taken? Did you meet them?" 

The swallows knew nothing; but the stork, after a little reflection, 
nodded his head, and said, " Yes, I think I do. I met several new ships 
when I flew from Egypt, and they had fine masts that smelt like fir. I 
think these must have been the trees; I assure you they were stately, very 
stately." 

"Oh, how I wish I were tall enough to go on the sea," said the fir-tree. 
" What is this sea, and what does it look like ? " 

"It would take too much time to explain," said the stork, flying quickly 
away. 

"Rejoice in thy youth," said the sunbeam; "rejoice in thy fresh growth, 
and the young life that is in thee." 

And the wind kissed the tree, and the dew watered it with tears; but the 
fir-tree regarded them not. 

Christmas-time drew near, and many young trees were cut down, some 
even smaller and younger than the fir-tree, who enjoyed neither rest nor 
peace with longing to leave its forest home. These young trees, which were 
chosen for their beauty, kept their branches, and were also laid on waggons 
and drawn by horses out of the forest. · 

"Where are they going ? " asked the fir-tree. " They are not taller than I 
am: indeed, one is much less; and why are the branches not cut off? 
Where are they going? " 

11 We know1 we know," sang the sparrows; " we have looked in at th~ 
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windows of the houses in the town, and we know what is done with them. 
They are dressed up in the most spleuJid manner. We have seen them 
standing in t11e middle of a warm room, and adorned with all sorts of 
beautiful things,-honey cakes, gilded apples, playthings, and many 
hundreds of wax tapers." 

"And then," asked the fir-tree,· trembling through all its branches, " and 
then what happens?" 

"We did not see any more," said the sparrows; "but this was enough 
for us." 

" I wonder whether anything so brilliant will ever happen to me," thought 
the fir-tree. " It would be much better than crossing the sea. I long for 
it almost with pain. Oh! when will Christmas be here? I am now as tall 
and well grown as those which were taken away last year. Oh! that I were 
now laid on the waggon, or standing in the warm room, with all that bright
ness and splendour around me ! Something better and more beautiful is to 
come after, or the trees would not be so decked out. Yes, what follows 
will be grander and more splendid. What can it be? I am weary with 
longing. I scarcely know how I feel." 

"Rejoice with us," said the air and the sunlight. "Enjoy thine own 
bright life in fresh air." 

But the t-ree would not rejoice, though it grew taller every day; and 
winter and summer, its dark-green foliage might be seen in the forest, while 
passers by would say, "What a beautiful tree ! " · 

A short time before Christmas, the discontented fir-tree was the first to 
fall. As the axe cut through the stem, and divided the pith, the tree fell 
with a groan to the earth, conscious of pain and faintness, and forgetting all 
its anticipations of happiness, in sorrow at leaving its home in the forest. 
It knew that it should never again see its dear old companions, the trees, 
nor the little bushes and many-coloured flowers that had grown by its side ; 
perhaps not even the birds. Neither was the journey at all pleasant. The 
tree first recovered itself while being unpacked in the courtyard of a house, 
with several other trees; and it heard a man say, "vVe only want one, and 
this is the prettiest." 

Then came two servants in grand livery, and carried the fir-tree into a 
large and beautiful apartment. On the walls hung pictures, and near the 
great stove stood great china vases, with lions on the lids. There were 
rocking-chairs, silken sofas, large tables, covered with pictures, books, and 
playthings, worth a great deal of money,-at least, the children said so. 
Then the fir-tree was placed in a large tub,· full of sand; but green baize 
hung all round it, so that no one could see it was a tub, and it stood on a 
very handsome carpet. How the fir-tree trembled ! "What was going to 
happen to him now?" Some young ladies came, and the servants helped 
them to adorn the tree. On one branch they hung little bags cut out of 
coloured paper, and each bag was filled with sweetmeats ; frorn other 
branches hung gilded apples and walnuts, as if they had grown there ; and 
above, and all round, were hundreds of red, blue, and white tapers, which 
were fastened on the branches. Dolls, exactly like real babies, were placed 

I * 
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under the green leaves,-the tree _had_ never seen such th~ngs before,~and 
at the very top was fastened a ghttenng star, made of tmsel. Oh, 1t was 
very beautiful ! 

"This evening," they all exclaimed, "how bright it will be ! " "Oh, that 
the evening were come," thought the tree, "and the tapers lighted ! then I 
shall know what else is going to happen. Will the trees of.the forest come 
to see me? I wonder if the sparrows will peep in at the windows as they 
fly? shall I grow faster here, and keep on all these ornaments during 
summer and winter?" But guessing was of very little use; it made his 
bark ache, and this pain is as bad for a slender fir-tree, as headache is for 
us. At last the tapers were lighted, and then what a glistening blaze of 
light the tree presented! It trembled so with joy in all its branches, that 
one of the candles fell among the green leaves and burnt some of them. 
" Help ! help ! " exclaimed the young ladies, but there was no danger, for 
they quickly extinguished the fire. After this, the tree tried not to tremble 
at all, though the fire frightened him ; he was so anxious not to hurt any of 
the beautiful ornaments, even while their brilliancy dazzled him. And now 
the folding doors were thrown open, and a troop of children rushed in as if 
they intended to upset the tree; they were followed more slowly by their 
elders. For a moment the little ones stood silent with astonishment, a:qd 
then they shouted for joy, till the room rang, and they danced merrily 
round the tree, while one present after another was taken from it. 

"What are they doing? What will happen next ? " thought the fir. At 
last the candles burnt down to the branches and were put out. Then the 
children received permission to plunder the tree. 

Oh, how they rushed upon it, till the branches cracked, and had it not 
been fastened with the glistening star to the ceiling, it must have been 
thrown down. The children then danced about with their pretty toys, and 
ho one noticed the tree, except the children's maid, who came and peeped 
among the branches to see if an apple or a fig had been forgotten. 

"A story, a story," cried the children, pulling a little fat man towards the 
tree. 

" Now we shall be in the green shade," said the man, as he seated himself 
under it, " and the tree will have,the pleasure of hearing also, but I shall 
only relate one story; what shall it be? Ive<le-Avede, or Humpty Dumpty, 
who fell downstairs, but soon got up again, and at last married a princess." 

"Ivede-Avede," cried some. "Humpty Dumpty," cried others, and 
there was a fine shouting and crying out. But the fir-tree remained quite 

, still, and thought to himself, " Shall I have anything to do with all this ? " 
but he had already amused them as much as they wished. Then the old 
man told them the story of Humpty Dumpty, how he fell downstairs, and 
was raised up again, and married a princess. And the children clapped 
their hands and cried, "Tell another, tell another," for they wanted to hear 
the story of " I vede-A vede ; " but they only had " Humpty Dumpty." 
After this the fir-tree became quite silent and thoughtful; never had the 
birds in the forest told such tales as "Humpty Dumpty," who fell down· 
stairs, and yet married a princess. 
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"Ah! yes, so it happens in the world," thought the fir-tree ; he believed 
it all, because it was related by such a nice man. " Ah ! well," he thought, 
"who knows ? perhaps I may fall down too, and marry a princess ; " and 
he looked forward joyfully to the next evening, expecting to be ,;,gain 
decked out with lights and playthings, gold and fruit. "To-morrow I will 
not tremble," thought he; "I will enjoy all my splendour, and I shall hear 
the story of Humpty Dumpty again, and perhaps Ivede-Avede." And the tree 
remained quiet and thoughtful all night. In the morning the servants and the 
housemaid came in. "Now," thought the fir, "all my splendour is going 
to begin again." But they dragged him out of the room and upstairs to the 
garret, and threw him on the floor, in a dark corner, where no daylight 
shone, and there they left him. "What does this mean ? " thought the tree, 
"What am I to do here? I can hear nothing in a place like this," and he 
leant against the wall, and thought and thought. And he had time enough to 
think, for days and nights passed and no one came near him, and when at 
last somebody did come, it was only to put away large boxes in a corner. 
So the tree was completely hidden from sight as if it had never existed. "It 
is winter now," thought the tree, "the ground is hard and covered with 
snow, so that people cannot plant me. I shall be sheltered here I dare say, 
until spring comes. How thoughtful and kind eve1ybody is to me ! Still I 
wish this place were not so dark, as well as lonely, with not even a little 
hare to look at. How pleasant it was out in the forest while the snow lay 
on the ground, . when the hare would run by, yes, and jump over me 
too, although I did not like it then. Oh l it is terribly lonely here." 

"Squeak, squeak," said a little mouse, creeping cautiously towards the 
tree; then came another, and they both sniffed at tbe fir-tree and crept be
tween the branches. 

"Oh, it is very cold," said the little mouse, "or else we should be so com· 
fortable here, shouldn't we, you old fir-tree?" 

"I am not old," said the fir-tree, "there are many who are older than I 
am." 

"Where do you come from? and what do you know?" asked the mice, 
who were full of curiosity. "Have you seen the most beautiful places 
in the world, and can you tell us all about them? and have you been in the 
storeroom, where cheeses lie on the shelf, and hams hang from the ceiling ? 
One can run about on tallow candles there, and go in thin and come out 
fat." 

"I know nothing of that place," said the fir-tree, "but I know the wood 
where the sun shines and the birds sing." And then the tree told the little mice 
all about its youth. They had never heard such an account in their lives ; 
and after they had listened to it attentively, they said, "What a number of 
things you have seen ! you must have been very happy." 

· " Happy ! " exclaimed the fir-tree, and then as he reflected upon what he 
had been telling them he said, "Ah, yes ! after all, those were happy days." 
But when he went on and related all about Christmas-eve, and how he had 
been dressed up with cakes and lights, the mice said, " How happy you 
must have been, you old fir-tree." 
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"I am not old at all," replied the tree, "I only came from the forest this 
winter, I am now checked in my growth." 

"What splendid stories you can relate," said the little mice. And the 
next night four other mice came with them to hear what the tree had to tell. 
The more he talked the more he remembered, and then he thought to him
self, "Those were happy days, but they may come again. Humpty 
Dumpty fell downstairs, and yet he married the princess; perhaps I may 
marry a princess too." And the fir-tree thought of the pretty little birch-tree 
that grew in the forest, which was to him a real beautiful princess. 

"Who is Humpty Dumpty?" asked the little mice. And then the tree 
related the whole story; he could remember every single word, and the little 
mice were so delighted with it, that they were ready to jump to the top of 
the tree. The next night a great many more mice made their appearance, 
and on Sunday two rats came with them; but they said it was not a pretty 
story at all, and the little mice were very sorry, for it made them also think 
less of it 

"Do you know only one story?" asked the rats. 
"Only one," replied the fir-tree; "I heard it on the happiest evening in 

my Bfe; but I did not know I was so happy at the time." 
"We think it is a very miserable story," said the rats. "Don't you know 

any story about bacon, or tallow in the storeroom?" 
" No," replied the tree. 
" Many thanks to you then," replied the rats, and they marched off. 
The little mice also kept away after this, and the tree sighed, and said, 

" It was very pleasant when the merry little mice sat round me and listened 
while I talked. Now that is all passed too. However, I shall consider 
myself happy when some one comes to take me out of this place." But 
would this ever happen? Yes; one morning people came to clear out the 
garret, the boxes were packed away, and the tree was pulled out of the 
corner, and thrown roughly on the garret floor; then the servant dragged it out 
upon the staircase where the daylight shone. "Now life is beginning again," 
said the tree, rejoicing in the sunshine and fresh air. Then it was carried 
downstairs and taken into the courtyard so quickly, that it forgot to think 
of itself, and could only look about, there was so much to be seen. The 
court was close to a garden, where everything looked blooming. Fresh and 
fragrant roses hung over the little palings. The linden-trees were in blossom ; 
while the swallows flew here and there, crying, "Twit, twit, twit, my mate 
is coming,"-but it was not the fir-tree they meant. "Now I shall live," 
cried the tree, joyfully spreading out its branches; but alas ! they were all 
withered and yellow, and it lay in a corner amongst weeds and nettles. The 
star of gold paper still stuck in the top of the tree and glittered in the sun
shine. In the same courtyard two of the merry children were playing who 
had danced round the tree at Christmas, and had been so happy. The 
youngest saw the gilded star, and ran and pulled it off the tree. "Look 
what is sticking to the ugly old fir-tree," said the child, treading on the 
branches till they crackled under his boots. And the tree saw all the fresh 
bright flowers in the garden, and then looked at itself, and wished it had 
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remained in the dark corner of the garret. It thought of its fresh youth in 
the forest, of the merry Christmas evening, and of the little mice who had 
listened to the .story of "Humpty Dumpty." "Past! past!" said the old 
tree · " Oh, had I but enjoyed myself while I could have done so ! but now 
it is too late." Then a lad came and chopped the tree into small pieces, 
till a large bundle lay in a heap on the ground. The pieces were placed in a 
fire under the copper, and they quickly blazed up brightly, while the tree 
sighed so deeply that each sigh was like a little pist?l-shot. Then the 
children, who were at play, came and seated themselves m front of the fire, 
and looked at it, and cried, "Pop, pop." But at each "pop," which waJ:i a 
deep sigh, the tree was thinking of a sum~ner day in the for~st, or of s?me 
winter night there, when the stars shone brightly ; and of Clmstmas evenmg, 
and of "Humpty Dumpty," the only story it had ever heard or knew how 
to relate, till at last it was consumed. The boys still played in the garden, 
and the youngest wore the golden star on his breast, with which the tree had 
been adorned during the happiest evening of its existence. Now all was 
past; the tree's life was past, and the story also,-for all stories must come 
to an end at last. 

THE BRAVE TIN SOLDIER. 

THERE were once five-and-twenty tin soldiers, who were all brothers, for 
they had been made out of tbe same old tin spoon. They shouldered arms 
and looked straight before them, and wore a splendid uniform, red and 
blue. The first thing in the world they ever heard were the words, "Tin 
soldiers!" uttered by a little boy, who clapped his hands with delight when 
the lid of the box, in which they lay, was taken off. They were given him 
for a birthday present, and he stood at the table to set them up. The 
soldiers were all exactly alike, excepting one, who had only one leg; he had 
been left to the last, and then there was not enough of the melted tin to 
:finish him, so they made him to stand firmly on one leg, and this caused 
him to be very remarkable. . 

The table on which the tin soldiers stooq, was covered with other play
things, but the most attractive to the eye was a pretty little paper castle. 
Through the small windows the rooms could be seen. In front of the 
castle a number of little trees surrounded a piece of looking-glass, which 
was intended to represent a transparent lake. Swans, made of wax, swam 
on the lake, and were reflected in · jt. All this was very pretty, but the 
prettiest of all was a tiny little lady, who stood at the open door of the 
castle; she, also, was made of paper, and she wore a dress of clear muslin, 
with a narrow blue ribbon over her shoulders just like a scar( In front of 
this was fixed a glittering tinsel rose, as large as her whole face. The little 
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lady was a dancer, and sh~ stretc)1ed out both her ~rms, and raised one of 
her legs so high, that the tm soldier could not see 1~ at all, ~nd he tho~ght 
that she like himself had only one leg. "That 1s the wife for me, he 
thought; "but she is too grand, and lives i11:_ a castle, _while I have only a 
box to live in five-and-twenty of us altogether, that 1s no place for her. 
Still I must tr; and make her acquaintance." Then he _laid himself at fuK 
length on the table behind a snuff-box that stood upon 1t, so that he could 

THE TIN SOLDIER SAILING DOWN THE GUTTER. 

· peep at the little delicate lady, who continued to stand on one leg without 
losing her balance. When evening came, the other tin soldiers were all 
placed in the box, and the people of the house went to bed. Then the 
playthings began to have their own games together, to pay visits, to have 
sham fights, and to give balls. The tin soldiers rattled in their box; they 
~anted to get out and join the amusements, but they could not open the 
lid. The nut-crackers played at leap-frog, and the pencil jumped about the 
table. There was such a noise that the canary woke up and began to talk, 
and in poetry too. Only the tin soldier and the dancer remained in their 
places. She stood on tip-toe, with her arms stretched out, as firmly as he 
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did on his one leg. He never took his eyes from her for even a moment. 
The clock struck twelve, and, with a bounce, up sprang the lid of the snuff
box; but, instead of snuff, there jumped up a little black goblin; for the 
snuff. box was a toy puzzle. 

"Tin soldier,'' said the goblin, "don't wish for what does not belong to you." 
But the tin soldier pretended not to hear. 
"Very well ; wait till to-morrow, then," said the goblin. 
When the children came in the next morning, they placed the tin soldier 

in the window. Now, whether it was the goblin who did it, or the draught, 
is not known, but the window flew open, and out fell the tin soldier, heels 
over head, from the third story, into the street beneath. It was a terrible 

· fall; for he came head downwards, his helmet and his bayonet stuck in 
between the flagstones, and his one leg up in the air. The servant-maid and 
the little boy went downstairs directly to look for him; but he was nowhere, 

. to be seen, although once they nearly trod upon him. If he had called out. 
" Here I am," it would have been all right; but he was too proud to cry 

· out for help while he wore a uniform. 
Presently it began to rain, and the drops fell faster and faster, till there 

was a heavy shower. When it was over, two boys happened to pass by, 
and one of them said, "Look, there is a tin soldier. He ought to have a 
boat to sail in." 

So they made a boat out of a newspaper, and placed the tin soldier in it, 
and sent him sailing down the gntter, while the two boys ran by the side of 

· it, and clapped their hands. Good gracious, what large waves arose in that 
gutter ! and how fast the stream rolled on ! for G1e rain had been very heavy. 
The paper boat rocked up and down, and turned itself round sometimes so 
quickly that the tin soldier trembled; yet he remained firm ; his countenance 
did not change; he looked straight before him, and shouldered his musket. 
Suddenly the boat shot under a bridge which formed part of a drain, and 
then it was as dark as the tin soldier's box. 

"Where am I going now?" thought he. "This is the black goblin's 
fault, I am sure. Ah, well, if the little lady were only here with me in the 
boat, I should not care for any darkness." 

Suddenly there appeared a great water-rat, who lived in the drain. 
" Have you a passport?" asked the rat, "give it to me at once." But 

the tin sol<Jier remained silent and held his musket tighter than ever. The 
boat sailed on and the rat followed it. How he did gnash his teeth and 
cry out to the bits of wood and straw, " Stop him, stop him; he has not 

· paid toll, and has not shown his pass." But the stream rushed on stronger 
and stronger. The tin soldier could already see daylight shining where the 
arch ended. Then he heard a roaring sound quite terrible enough to frighten 
the bravest man. At the end of the tunnel the drain fell into a large canal 
over a steep place, which made it as dangerous for him as a waterfall would 
be to us. He was too close to it to stop, so the boat rushed on, and the 
poor tin soldier could only hold himself as stiffly as possible, without 
moving an eyelid, to show that he was not afraid. The boat whirled round 
three or four times, and then filJecl with water to the very edge ; nothing 
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could save it from sinking. He now stood up to his neck in water, while 
deeper and deeper sank the boat, and the paper became soft and loose with 
the wet, till at last the water closed over the soldier's head. He thought of 
the elegant little dancer whom he should never see again, and the words of 
the song sounded in his ears-

" Fare,vell, warrior, ever brave, 
Drifting onward to thy grave." 

Then the paper boat fell to pieces, and the soldier sank into the water and 
immediately afterwards was swallowed up by a great fish. Oh, how dark it 
was inside the fish ! a great deal darker than in the tunnel, and narrower 
too, but the tin soldier continued firm, and lay at full length, shouldering 
his musket. The fish swam to and fro, making the most wonderful move
ments, but at last he became quite still. After a while, a flash of 
lightning seemed to pass through him, and then the daylight ap
peared, and a voice cried out, " I declare here is the tin soldier." The 
fish had been caught, taken to the market and sold to the cook, who took 
him into the kitchen and cut him open with a large knife. She picked up 
the soldier and held him by the waist between her finger and thumb, andl 
carried him into the room. They were all anxious to see this wonderful soldier 
who had travelled about inside a fish; but he was not at all proud. They 
placed him on the table, and-how many curious things do happen in the 
world !-there he was in the very same room from the window of which he 
had fallen, there were the same children, the same playthings standing on 
the table, and the pretty castle with the elegant little dancer at the door ; 
she still balanced herself on one leg, and held up the other, so she was as: 
firm as himself. It touched the tin soldier so much to see her that he 
almost wept tin tears, but he kept them back. He only looked at her, and 
they both remained silent. Presently one of the little boys took up the tin 
soldier, and threw him into the stove. He had no reason for doing so, 
therefore it must have been the fault of the black goblin who lived in the 
snuff-box. The flames lighted up the tin soldier, as he stood; the heat was 
very terrible, but whether it proceeded from the real fire or from the fire of 
love he could not tell. Then he could see that the bright colours were 
faded from his uniform, but whether they had been washed off during his 
journey, or from the effects of his sorrow, no one could say. He looked at 
the little lady, and she looked at him. He felt himself melting away, but 
he still remained firm with his gun on his shoulder. Suddenly the door of 
the room flew open, and the draught of air caught up the little dancer, she 
fluttered like a sylph right into the stove by the side of the tin soldier, and 
was instantly in flames and was gone. The tin soldier melted down into a 
lump, and the next morning, when the maid-servant took the ashes out of the 
stove, she found him in the shape of a little tin h.eart. But of th<c little 
dancer nothing remained but the tinsel rose, which was burnt black as a. 
cinder. 



LITTLE TINY. 

THERE was once a woman who wished very much to have a little child, 
but she could not obtain her wish. At last she went to a fairy, and said, 
"I should so very much like to have a little child; can you tell me where 
I can find one?" 

"Oh, that can be easily managed," said the fairy. "Here is a barley
corn of a different k;nd to those which grow in the farmers' fields, and which 
the chickens eat; put it into a flower-pot, and see what will happen." 

"Thank you," said the woman, and she gave the fairy twelve shillings, 
which was the price of the barleycorn. Then she went home and planted 
it, and immediately there grew up a large handsome flower, something like 
a tulip in appearance, but with its leaves tightly closed as if it were still a 
bud. " It is a beautiful flower," said the woman, and she kissed the red 
and golden-coloured leaves, and while she did so the flower opened, and 
she could see that it was a real tulip. Within the flower, upon the green 
velvet stamens, sat a very delicate and graceful little maiden. She was 
scarcely half as long as a thumb, and they gave her the name of "Little 
Thumb," or Tiny, because she was so small. A walnut-shell, elegantly 
polished, served her for a cradle; her bed was formed of blue violet-leaves, 
with a rose-leaf for a counterpane. Here she slept at night, but during the 
day she amused herself on a table, where the woman had placed a plate full 
of water. Round this plate were wreaths of flowers with their sterns in the 
water, and upon it floated a large tulip-leaf, which served Tiny for a boat 

· Here the little maiden sat and rowed herself from side to side, with two 
oars made of white horse-hair. It really was a very pretty sight. Tiny 
could also sing so softly and sweetly that nothing like her singing had ever 
before been heard. One night, while she lay in her pretty bed, a large, 
ugly, wet toad crept through a broken pane of glass in the window, and 
leaped right upon the table where Tiny lay sleeping under her rose-leaf 
quilt. "What a pretty little wife this would make for my son," said the 
toad, and she took up the walnut-shell in which little Tiny lay asleep, ancl'. 
jumped through the window with it into the garden. 

In the swampy margin of a broad stream in the garden lived the toad, withi 
her son. He was uglier even than his mother, and when he saw the pretty 
little maiden in her elegant bed, he could only cry, "Croak, croak, croak." 

"Don't speak so loud, or she will wake," said the toad, "and then she 
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might run away, for she is as light as swan's down. We will place her on 
one of the water-lily leaves out in the stream; it will be like an island to 
her, she is so light and small, and then she cannot escape; and, while she 
is away, we will make haste and prepare the state-room under the marsh, 
in which you are to live when you are married." 

Far out in the stream grew a number of water-li~ies, with broad green 
leaves, which seemed to float on the top of the water. The largest of these 
leaves appeared farther off than the rest, and the old toad swam out to it 
with the walnut-shell, in which little Tiny lay still asleep. The tiny little 
creature woke very early in the morning, and began to cry bitterly when 
she found where she was, for she could see nothing but water on every side 
of the large green leaf, and no way of reaching the land. Meanwhile the 
old toad was very busy under the marsh, decking her room with rushes and 
wild yellow flowers, to make it look pretty for her new daughter-in-law. 
Then she swam out with her ugly son to the leaf on which she had placed 
poor little Tiny. She wanted to fetch the pretty bed, that she might put 
it in the bridal chamber to be ready for her. The old toad bowed low to 
her in the water, and said, " Here is my son; he will be your husband, and 
you will live happily together in the marsh by the stream." 

"Croak, croak, croak," was all her son could say for himself; so the toad 
took up the elegant little bed, and swam away with it, leaving Tiny all alone 
on the green leaf, where she sat and wept. She could not bear to think of 
living with the old toad, and having her ugly son for a husband. The little 
fishes, who swam about in the water beneath, had seen the toad, and heard 
what she said, so they lifted their heads above the water to look at the little 
maiden. As soon as they caught sight of her, they saw she was very pretty, 
and it made them very sorry to think that she must go and live with the 
ugly toads. " No, it must never be ! " so they assembled together in the 
water, round the green stalk which held the leaf on which the little maiden 
stood, and gnawed it away at the root with their teeth. Then the leaf 
floated down the stream, carrying Tiny far away out of reach of land. 

Tiny sailed past many towns, and the little birds in the bushes saw her, 
and sang, "What a lovely little creature ! " So the leaf swam away with her 
farther and farther, till it brought her to other lands. A graceful little white 
butterfly constantly fluttered round her, and at last alighted on the leaf. Tiny 
pleased him, and she was glad of it, for now the toad could not possibly 
reach her, and the country through which she sailed was beautiful, and the 
sun shone upon the water, till it glittered like liquid gold. She took off 
her girdle and tied one end of it round the butterfly, and the other end of 
the ribbon she fastened to the leaf, which now glided on much faster than 
ever, taking little Tiny with it as she stood. Presently a large cockchafer 
flew by; the moment he caught sight of her, he seized her round her deli
cate waist with his claws, and flew with her into a tree. The green leaf 
floated away on the brook, and the butterfly flew with it, for he was fastened 
to it, and could not get away. 

Oh, how frightened little Tiny felt when the cockchafer flew with her to 
the tree ! But especially was she sorry for the beautiful white butterfly 
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which she had fastened to the leaf, for if he could not free himself he would 
die of hunger. But the cockchafer did not trouble himself at all about the 
matter. He seated himself by her side on a large green leaf, gave her some 
l1oney from the flowers to eat, and told her she was very pretty, though not 
in the least like a cockchafer. After a time, all the cockchafers who lived 
in the tree came to visit her. They stared at Tiny, and then the young 
fady-cockchafers turned up their feelers, and said, "She has only two legs ! 
l,ow ugly that looks." "She has no feelers," said another. "Her waist 
is quite slim. Pooh! she is like a human being." 

"Oh ! she is ugly," said all the lady-cockchafers, although Tiny was very 
pretty. Then the cockchafer who had run away with her, believed all the 
others when they said she was ugly, and would have nothing more to say to 
her, and told her she might go where she liked. Then he flew down with 
her from the tree, and placed her on a daisy, and she wept at the thought 
that she was so ugly that even the cockchafers would have nothing to say 
to her. And all the while she was really the loveliest creature that one 
could imagine, and as tender and delicate as a beautiful rose-leaf. During 
the whole summer poor little Tiny lived quite alone in the wide forest. She 
wove herself a bed with blades of grass, and hung it up under a broad leaf, 
to protect herself from the rain. She sucked the honey from the flowers 
for food, and drank the dew from their leaves every morning. So passed 
away the summer and the autumn, and then came the winter,-the long, 
cold winter. All the birds who had sung to her so sweetly were flown away, 
and the trees and the flowers had withered. The large clover leaf, under the 
shelter of which she had lived, was nbw rolled together and shrivelled up, 
nothing remained but a yellow withered stalk. She felt dreadfully cold, for 
her clothes were tom, and she was herself so frail and delicate, that poor little 
Tiny was nearly frozen to death. It began to snow too; and the snow-flakes, 
as they fell upon her, were like a whole shovelful falling upon one of us, 
for we are tall, but she was only an inch high. Then she wrapped herself 
up in a dry leaf, but it cracked in the middle, and could not keep her warm 
and she shivered with cold. Near the wood in which she had been living, 
lay a large com-field, but the corn had been cut a long time ; nothing re
mained but the bare dry stubble standing up out of the frozen ground. It 
was to her like struggling through a large wood. Oh ! how she shivered 
with the cold. She came at last to the door of a field-mouse, who had a 
little den under the com-stubble. There dwelt the field-mouse in warmth 
and comfort, with a whole roomful of corn, a kitchen, and a beautiful dining
room. Poor little Tiny stood before the door just like a little beggar-girl, 
and begged for a small piece of barley-com, for she had been without a 
lporsel to eat for two days. 

"Vou poor little creature," said the field-mouse, who was really a good 
okl field-mouse, "come into my warm room and dine with me," She was 
very pleased with Tiny, so she said, "You are quite welcome to stay with 
me all the winter, if you like; but you must keep my rooms clean and neat, 
and tell me stories, for I shall like to hear them very much." And Tiny 
did all the field-mouse asked her, and found herself very comfortable. 
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"We shall have a visitor soon," said the field-mouse one day; "my neigh~ 
bonr pays me a visit once a week. He is better off than I am ; he has 
large rooms, and wears a beautiful black velvet coat. If you could only 
have him for a husband, y,ou would be well provided for indeed. But he is 
blind, so you must tell him some of your prettiest stories." 

But Tiny did not feel at all interested about this neighbour, for he was 
a mole. However, he came and paid his visit, dressed in his black velvet coat. 

"He is very rich and learned, and his house is twenty times larger than 
mine," said the field-mouse. · 

He was rich and learned, no doubt, but he always spoke slightingly ot 
1he sun and the pretty flowers, because he had never seen them. Tiny was 
obliged to sing to him, " Lady-bird, lady-bird, fly away home," and many 
othcr pretty songs. And the mole fell in love with her because she had 
such a sweet voice; but he said nothing yet, for he was very cautious. A 
short time before, the mole had dug a long passage under the earth, which 
led from the dwelling of the field-mouse to his own, and here she had per
mission to walk with Tiny, whenever she liked. But he warned them not 
to be alarmed at the sight of a dead bird which lay in the passage. It was 
a perfect bird, with a beak and feathers, and could not have been dead long, 
and was lying just where the mole had made his passage. The mole took 
a piece of phosphorescent wood in his mouth, and it glittered like fire in 
the dark; then he went before them to light them through the long, dark 
passage. When they came to the spot where lay the dead bird, the mole 
pushed his broad nose through the ceiling, the earth gave way, so that there 
was a large hole, and the daylight shone into the passage. In the middle 
of the floor lay a dead' swallow, his beautiful wings pulled close to his sides, 
his feet and his head drawn up under his feathers; the poor bird had evi
dently died of the cold. It made little Tiny very sad to see it, she did so 
love the little birds; all the summer they had sung and twittered for her so 
beautifully. But the mole pushed it aside with his crooked legs, and said, 
"He will sing no more now. How miserable it must be to be born a little 
bird ! I am thankful that none of my children will ever be birds, for they 
can do nothing but cry, 'Tweet, tweet,' and always die of hunger in the 
winter." 

"Yes, you may well say that, as a clever man ! " exclaimed the field
mouse, "What is the use of his twittering, for when winter comes he must 
either starve or be frozen to death. Still birds are very high bred." 

Totty said nothing; but when the two others had turned their backs on 
the bird, she stooped down and stroked aside the soft feathers which covered 
the head, and kissed the closed eyelids. "Perhaps thi3 was the one who 
sang to me so sweetly in the summer," she said; "and how much pleasure 
it gave me, you dear, pretty bird." 

The mole now stopped up the hole through which the daylight shone, 
and then accompanied the ladies home. But during the night Tiny could 
not sleep; so she got out of bed and wove a large, beautiful carpet of hay; 
then she carried it to the dead bird, and spread it over him, with some down 
from the flowers which she l1ad found in the field-mouse's room. It was 
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as soft as wool, and she spread some of it on each side of the bird, so that 
he might lie warmly in the cold earth. "Farewell, you pretty little bird," 
said she, "farewell; thank you for your delightful singing during the sum
mer, when all the trees were green, and the warm sun shone upon us." 
Then she laid her head upon the bird's breast, but she was alarmed imme
diately, for it seemed as if something inside the bird went "thump, thump." 
It was the bird's heart; he was not really dead, only benumbed with the 
cold, and the warmth had restored him to life. In autumn, all the swallows 
fly away into warm countries, but if one happens to linger, the cold seizes 
it, it becomes frozen, and falls down as if dead ; it remains where it fell, 
and the cold snow covers it. Tiny trembled very much; she was quite 
frightened, for the bird was large, a great deal larger than herself,-she was 
only an inch high. But she took courage, laid the wool more thickly over the 
poor swallow, and then took a leaf which she had used for her own counter
pane, and laid it over the head of the poor bird. The next night she again 
stole out to see him. He was alive but very weak ; he could only open 
his eyes for a moment to look at Tiny, who stood by holding a piece of 
decayed wood in her had, for she had no other lantern. " Thank you, 
pretty little maiden," said the sick swallow; I have been so nicely warmed, 
that I shall soon regain my strength, and be able to fly about again in the 
warm sunshine." 

" Oh," said she, "it is cold out of doors now; it snows and freezes. Stay 
in your warm bed; I will take care of you." 

Then she brought the swallow some water in a flower-leaf, and after he 
had drank, he told her that he had wounded one of his wings in a thorn
bush, and could not fly as fast as the others, who were soon far away on 
their journey to warm countries. Then at last he had fallen to the earth, 
and could remember no more, nor how he came to be where she had found 
him. The whole winter the swallow remained underground, and Tiny 
nursed him with care and love. Neither the mole nor the field-mouse knew 
anything about it, for they did not like swallows. Very soon the spring 
time came, and the sun warmed the earth, Then the swallow bade farewell 
to Tiny, and she opened the hole in the ceiling which the mole had made. 
The sun shone in upon them so beautifully, that the swallow asked her if 
she would go with him ; she could sit on his back, he said, and he would 
fly away with her into the green woods. But Tiny knew it would make 
the field-mouse very grieved if she left her in that manner, so she said, " No, 
I cannot." 

"Farewell, then, farewell, you good pretty little maiden," said tae swallow; 
and he flew out into the sunshine. 

Tiny looked after him, and the tears rose in her eyes. She was very fond 
of the poor swallow. 

"Tweet, tweet," sang the bird, as he flew out into the green woods, and 
Tiny felt very sad. She was not allowed to go out into the warm sunshine. 
The corn which had been sown in the field over the house of the field
mouse had grown up high into the air, and formed a thick wood to Tiny, 
who was only an inch in·height. 
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"You are going to be married, Tiny," said the field-mouse. "My neigh• 
bour has asked for you. What good fortune for a poor child like you ! 
Now we will prepare your wedding clothes. They must be both woollen 
and linen. Nothing must be w.1nting when you are the mole's wife." 

Tiny had to turn the spindle, and the field-mouse hired four spiders, 
who were to weave day and night. Every evening the mole visited her, 
and was continually speaking of the time when the summer would be over. 
Then he would keep his wedding day with Tiny; but now the heat of the 
sun was so great that it burned the earth, and made it quite hard, like a 
stone. As soon as the summer was over, the wedding should take place. 
But Tiny was not at all pleased; for she did not like the tiresome mole. 
Every morning when the sun rose, and every evening when it went down, 
she would creep out at the door, and as the wind blew aside the ears of 
corn, so that she could see the blue sky, she thought how beautiful and 
bright it seemed out there, and wished so much to see her dear swallow 
again. But he never returned ; for by this time he had flown far away 
into the lovely green forest. 

When autumn arrived, Tiny had her outfit quite ready; and the field
mouse said to her, "In four weeks the wedding must take place." 

Then Tiny wept, and said she would not marry the dis:i.greeable mole. 
" Nonsense," replied the field-mouse. " Now don't be obstinate, or I 

shall bite you with my white teeth. He is a very handsome mole; the 
queen herself does not wear more beautiful velvets and furs. His kitchens 
and cellars are quite foll. You ought to be very thankful for such good 
fortune." 

So the wedding-day was fixed, on which the mole was to fetch Tiny away 
to live with him, deep under the earth, and never again to see the warm 
sun, because he did not like it. The poor child was very unhappy at the 
thought of saying farewell to the beautiful sun, and as the field-mouse had 
given her permission to -tand at the door, she went to look at it once 
more. 

"Farewell, bright sun," she cried, stretching out her arm towards it; and 
then she walked a short distance from the house; for the corn had been cut, 
and only the dry stubble remained in the fields. "Farewell, farewell," she 
repeated, twining her arm ronnd a little red flower that grew just by her 
side. " Greet the little swallow from me, if you should see him again." 

"Tweet, tweet," sounded over her head suddenly. She looked up, and 
there was the swallow himself flying close by. As soon as he spied Tiny, 
he was delighted; and then she told him how unwilling she felt to marry 
the ugly mole, and to live always beneath the earth, and never to see the 
bright sun any more. And as she told him, she wept. 

"Cold winter is coming," said the swallow, "and I am going to fly away 
into warmer countries. Will you go with me? You can sit on my back, 
and fasten yourself on with your sash. Then we can fly away from the 
ugly mole and his gloomy rooms,-far away, over the mountains, into 
,varmer countries, where the sun shines more brightly than here; where it 
is always summer, and the flowers bloom in greater beauty. Fly now with 
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me, dear little Tiny; you saved my life when I lay frozen in that dark, 
dreary passage." 

"Yes, I will go with you," said Tiny; and she seated herself on the bird's 
back, with her feet on his outstretched wings, and tied her girdle to one of 
his strongest feathers. 

Then the swallow rose in the air, and flew over forest and over sea, high 
above the highest mountains, covered with eternal snow. Tiny would have 
been frozen in the cold air, but she crept under the bird's warm feathers, 
keeping her little head uncovered, so that she might admire the beautiful 
lands over which they passed. At length they reached the warm countries, 
where the sun shines brightly, and the sky seems so much higher above the 
earth. Here, on the hedges, and by the wayside, grew purple, green, and 
white grapes ; lemons and oranges hung from trees in the woods; and the 
air was fragrant with myrtles and orange blossoms. Beautiful children ran 
along the country lanes, playing with large gay butterflies ; and as the 
swallow flew farther and farther, every place appeared still more lovely. 

At last they came to a blue lake, and by the side of it, shaded by trees 
.of the deepest green, stood a palace of dazzling white marble, built in the 
olden times. Vines clustered round its lofty pillars, and at the top were 
many swallows' nests, and one of these was the home of the swallow who 
carried Tiny. 

"This is my house," said the swallow; "but it would not do for you to 
live there-you would not be comfortable. You must choose for yourself 
one of those lovely flowers, and I will put you down upon it, and then you 
shall have everything that you can wish to make you happy." 

"That will be delightful," she said, and clapped her little hands for 
joy. 

A large marble pillar Jay on the ground, which, in falling, had been 
broken into three pieces. Between these pieces grew the most beautiful 
large white flower; so the swallow flew down with Tiny, and placed her on 
one of the broad leaves. But how surprised she was to see, in the middle 
of the flower, a tiny little man, as white and transparent as if he had been 
IUade of crystal ! He had a gold crown on his head, and delicate wings at 
his shoulders, and was not much larger than Tiny herself. He was the 
angel of the flower ! for a tiny man and a tiny woman dwell in every 
flower; and this was the king of them all. 

"Oh, how beautiful he is ! " whispered Tiny to the swallow. 
The little prince was at first quite frightened at the bird, who was like a 

giant, compared to such a delicate little creature as himself; but when he 
saw Tiny, he was delighted, and thought her the prettiest little maiden he 
had ever seen. He took the gold crown from his head, and placed it on 
hers, and asked her name, and if she would be his wife, and queen over all 
the flowers. 

This certainly was a very different sort of husband to the son of the toad, 
or the mole, with his black velvet and fur; so she said, "Yes," to the 
~andsome prince. Then all the flowers opened, and out of each came a 
little lady or a tiny lord, all so pretty it was quite a pleasure to look at them. 

2 
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Each of them brought Tiny a present; but the best gift was a pair of 
beautiful wings, which had belonged to a large white fly, and they fastened 
them to Tiny's shoulders, so that she might fly from flower to flower. Then 
there was .much rejoicing, and the little swallow, who sat above them, in liis 
nest, was asked to sing a wedding song, which he did as well as he could; 
but in his heart he felt sad, for he was very fond of Tiny, and ·would have 
liked never to part from her again. · 

"You must not be called Tiny any more," said the spirit of the flowers 
to her. "It is an ugly name, and you are so very pretty. We will call you 
Maia." 

'' Farewell, farewell," said the swallow, with a heavy heart, as he left the 
warm countries, to fly back into Denmark. There he had a nest over the 
window of a house in which dwelt the writer of fairy tales. The swallow 
sang, "Tweet, tweet," and from his song came the whole story. 

THE GOBLIN AND THE HUCKSTER. 

THERE was once a regular student, who lived in a garret, and had no 
possessions. And there was also a regular huckster, to whom the house 
belonged, and who occupied the ground floor. A,goblin lived with the 
huckster, because at Christmas he always had a large dish full of jam, with 
a great piece of butter in the middle. The huckster could afford this; and 
therefore the goblin remained with the huckster, which was very cunning 
of him. 

One evening the student came into the shop through the back door to 
buy candles and cheese for himself; he had no one to send, and therefore 
he came himself_; he obtained what he wished, and then the huckster and 
his wife nodded good evening to him, and she was a woman who could do 
more than merely nod, for she had usually plenty to say for herself. The 
student nodded in return as he turned to leave, then suddenly stopped, and 
began reading the piece of paper in which the cheese was wrapped. It was 
a leaf torn out of an old book-a book that ought not to have been torn 
up, for it was full of poetry. 

" Yonder lies some more of the same sort," said the huckster : " I gave 
an old woman a few coffee berries for it · you shall have the rest for six-
pence, if you will." ' 

" Indeed I will," said the student ; "give me the book instead of the 
cheese; I can eat my bread and butter without cheese. It would be a sm 
to tear up a book like this. You are a clever man, and a practical man i 
but you understand no more about poetry than that cask yonder." 
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This was a very rude speech, especially against the cask; but the huckster 
and the student both laughed, for it was only said in fun. But the goblin 
felt very angry that any man should venture to say such things to a huckster 
who was a l:ouseholder and sold the best butter. As soon as it was night, 
and the shop closed, and every one in bed except the student, the goblin 
stepped softly into the bedro0m where the huckster's wife slept, and took 
away her tongue, which, of course, she did not then want. Whatever object 
in the room he placed his tongue upon immediately received voice and 
speech, and was able to express its thoughts and feelings as readily as the 
lady herself could do. It could only be used by one object at a time, which 
was a good thing, as a number speaking at once would have caused great 
confusion. The goblin laid the tongue upon the cask, in which lay a quan
tity of old newspapers. 

"Is it really true," he asked, "that you do not know what poetry is?'' 
"Of course, I know," replied the cask : "poetry is something that always 

stands in the corner of a newspaper, and is sometimes cut out; and I may 
venture to affirm that I have more of it in me than the student has, and I 
am only a poor tub of the huckster's." 

Then the goblin placed the tongue on the coffee mill; and how it did go, 
to be sure ! Thell he put it on the butter tub and the cash box, and they 
all expressed the same opinion as the waste-paper tub; and a majority must 
always be respected. . 

"Now I shall go and tell the student," said the goblin; and with these 
words he went quietly up the back stairs to the garret where the student 
lived. He had a candle burning still, and the goblin peeped . through the 
keyhole and saw that he was reading in the torn t>ook which he had bought 
out of the shop. But how light the room was ! From the book shot forth 
a ray of light which grew broad and full, like the stem of a tree, from which 
bright rays spread upward and over the student's head. Each leaf was 
fresh, and each flower was like a beautiful female head; some with dark and 
11park)ing eyes, and others with eyes that were wonderfully blue and clear. 
The fruit gleamed like stars, mJd the room was filled with sounds of beau
tiful music. The little goblin had never imagined, much less seen or heard 
of, any sight so glorious as this. He stood still on tiptoe, peeping in, till 
the light went out in the garret. The student no doubt had blown out his 
candle and gone to bed; but the little goblin remained standing there 
nevertheless, and listening to the music which still sounded on, soft and. 
beautiful, a sweet cradle-song for the student, who had lain down to rest. 

"This is a wonderful place," said the goblin; "I never expected such a 
thing. I should like to stay here with the student;" and then the little man 
thought it over, for he was a sensible little sprite. At last he sighed, "But 
the student has no jam ! " So he went downstairs again into the huckster's 
shop, and it was a good thing he got back when he did, for the cask had 
almost worn out the lady's tongue; he had given a description of all that 
he contained on one side, and was just about to turn himself over to the 
other side to describe what was there, when the goblin entered and restored 
the tongue to the lady. But from that time forward, the whole shop, from 
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the cash-box down to the pinewood logs, formed their opinions from that of 
the cask; and they all had such confidence in him, and treated him with 
so much respect, that when the huckster read the criticisms on theatricals 
and art of an evening, they fancied it must all come from the cask. 

But after what he had seen, the goblin could no longer sit and listen 
quietly to the wisdom and understanding downstairs; so, as soon as the 
evening light glimmered in the garret, he took courage, for it seemed to him 
as if the rays of light were strong cables, drawing him up, and obliging him 
to go and peep through the keyhole; and, while there, a feeling of vastness 
came over him such as we experienced by the ever-moving sea, when the 
storm breaks forth; and it brought tears into his eyes. He did not himself 
know why he wept, yet a kind of pleasant feeling mingled with his tears. 
"How wonderfully glorious it would be to sit with the student under such 
a tree;" but that was out of the question, he must be content to look through 
the keyhole, and be thankful for even that. 

There he stood on the cold landing, with the autumn wind blowing down 
upon him through the trap-door. It was very cold; but the little creature 
did not really feel it, till the light in the garret went out, and the tones of 
music died away. Then how he shivered, and crept downstairs again to 
his ,varm corner, where it felt home-like and comfortable. And when 
Christmas came again, and brought the dish of jam and the great lump of 
butter, he liked the huckster best of all. 

Soon after, in the middle of the night, the goblin was awoke by a terrible 
noise and knocking against the window shutters and the house doors, and 
by the sound of the watchman's horn; for a great fire had broken out, and 
the whole street appeared full of flames. Was it in their house, or a neigh
bour's? No one could tell, for terror had seized upon all. The huckster's 
wife was so bewildered that she took her gold ear-rings out of her ears and 
put them in her pocket, that she might save something at least. The 
huckster ran to get his business papers, and the servant resolved to save 
her black silk mantle, which she had managed to buy. Each wished to 
keep the best things they had. The goblin had the same wish; for, with 
one spring, he was upstairs and in the student's room, whom he found 
standing by the open window, and looking quite calmly at the fire, which 
was raging at the house of a nt:ighbour opposite. The goblin caught up the 
wonderful book which lay on the table, and popped it into his red cap, 
which he held tightly with both hands. The greatest treasure in the house 
was saved; and he ran away with it to the roof, and seated himself on the 
chimney. The flames of the burning house opposite illuminated him as he 
sat, both hands pressed tightly over his cap, in which the treasure lay; and 
then he found out what feelings really reigned in his heart, and knew exactly 
which way they tended. And yet, when the fire was extinguished, and the 
goblin again began to reflect, he hesitated, and said at last, "I must divide 
myself between the two; I cannot quite give up the huckster, because of 
the jam." 

And this is a representation of human nature. We are like the goblini 
we all go to vi5it the huckster "because of the jam!' 



A GREAT SORROW. 

Tms story has two parts. The first part might be left out; but it explains 
a few particulars, we will relate it. 

I was staying once for a few days at a gentleman's house in the country 
while the master was absent. In the meantime, a lady called from the 
next town to see him, as she wished, she said, to dispose of shares in her 
t~n-yard. She had her papers with her, and I advised her to put them in 
an envelope, and address them to the "General Commissary of War, 
Knight, etc." She listened attentively, and then seized the pen; hesitated, 
and then begged me to repeat the address more slowly. I did so, and she 
began to write, but when she got half through the words, she stopped and 
sighed deeply, and said, "I am only a woman." She had a pug dog with 
her, and while she ,wrote Puggie seated himself on the ground and growled. 
She had brought him for his health and amusement, and it was not quite 
polite to offer a visitor only the bare floor to sit upon. Puggie had a snub 
nose, and he was very fat. " He doesn't bite," said the lady; "he has no 
teeth; he is like one of the family, very faithful, but sometimes glumpy. 
That is the fault of my grandchildren, they teaze him so ; when they play 
at having a wedding, they want to make him the bride's-maid, and he does 
not like it, poor old fellow." Then she finished her writing, gave up her 
papers, and went away, taking Puggie on her arm. And this ends the first 
part of the story. 

PuGGIE DIED. And that begins the second part. 
I arrived at the town about a week afterwards, and put up at an inn. 

The windows of the inn looked into a courtyard, which was divided into 
two parts by a wooden partition; in one half hung a quantity of skins and 
hides, both raw and tanned. It was evidently a tan-yard, containing all the 
materials required for tanning, and it belonged to the widow lady, Puggie's 
mistress. Puggie had died the morning I arrived there, and was to be buried 
in the yard. The grandchildren of the widow, that is to say, the tanner's 
widow, for Puggie had never been married, filled up the grave. It was a 
beautiful grave, and must have been quite pleasant to lie in. They bor
dered the grave with pieces of flower-pots, and strewed it over with sand. 
In the centre they stuck half a beer bottle, with the neck uppermost, which 
certainly was not allegorical. Then the children danced round the grave, 
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and the eldest of the boys among them, a practical youngster of seven 
years, proposed that there should be an exhibition of Puggie's burial place, 
for all who lived in the lane. The price of admission was to be a trouser 
button, which everyboywas sure to have, as well as one to spare for a little 
girl. This proposal was agreed to with great exclamations of pleasure. All 
the children from the street, and even from the narrow lane at the back, 
came :flocking to the place, and each gave a button, and many were seen 
during the afternoon going about. with their trousers held up by only one 
brace, but then they had seen Puggie's grave, and that was a sight worth 
much more. But in front of the tan-yard, close to the entrance, stood a 
very pretty little girl clothed in rags, with curly hair, and eyes so blue and 
clear it was a pleasure to look into them. The child spoke not a word, nor 
did she cry; but each time the little door opened, she gave a long, lingering 
look into the yard. She had not a button, she knew that too well, and 
therefore she remained standing sorrowfully outside, till all the other children 
had seen the grave, and were gone away; then she sat down, covered her 
eyes with her little brown hands, and burst into tears. She was the only 
one who had not seen Puggie's grave. It was as great a grief to her as 
any grown person could experience. I saw this from above; and how 
many a grief of our own and others can make us smile, if looked at from 
above? 

This is the story : and whoever does not understand it may go and pur
chase a share in the widow's tan-yard. 

THE SILVER SHILLING. 

THERE was once a shilling which came forth from the mint springing and 
shouting, "Hurrah ! now I am going out into the wide world." And truly 
it did go out in to the wide world. The children held it with warm hands, 
the miser with a cold and convulsive grasp, and the old people turned it 
about, goodness knows how many times, while the young people soon allowed 
it to roll away from them. The shilling was made of silver, it contained very 
little copper, and considered itself quite out in the world when it had been 

~ circulated for a year in the country in which it had been coined. One day, 
it really did go out into the world, for it belonged to a gentleman who was 
about to travel in foreign lands. This gentleman was not aware that the 
shilling lay at the bottom of his purse when he started, till he one day found 
it between his fingers. "Why," cried he, "here is a shilling from home; 
well, it must go on its travels with me now l" and the shilling jumped and 
rattled for joy, when it was put back again into the purse. 
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Here it lay amongst a number of foreign companions, who were always 
coming and going, one taking the place of another ; but the shilling from 
home was always put back, and had to remain in the purse, which was cer
tainly a mark of distinction. Many weeks passed, during which the shilling 
had travelled a long distance in the purse, without in the least knowing 
where he was. He had found out that the other coins were French and 
Italian; and one coin said they were in this town, and another said they 
were in that, but the shilling was unable to make out or imagine what they 
meant. A man certainly cannot see much of the world if he is tied up in 
a bag, and this was really the shilling's fate. But one day, as he was lying 
.in the purse, he noticed that it was not quite closed, and so he slipped near 
to the opening to have a little peep into society. He certainly had not the 
least idea of what would follow, but he was curious, and curiosity often 
brings its own punishment. In his .eagerness, he came so near the edge of 
the purse that he slipped out into the pocket of the trousers; and when, in 
the evening, the purse was taken out, the shilling was left behind in the 
corner to which it had fallen. As the clothes were being carried into the 
hall, the shilling feli out on the floor, unheard and unnoticed by any one. 
The next morning the clothes were taken back to the room; the gentleman 
put them on, and started on his journey again; but the shilling remained 
behind on the floor. After a time it was found, and being considered a good 
coin, was placed with three other coins. "Ah," thought the shilllng, " this 
is pleasant; I shall now see the world, become acquainted with other people, 
and learn other customs." 

"Do you call that a shilling ? " said some one the next moment. " That 
is no.ta genuine coin of the country,-it is false; it is good for nothing." 

Now begins the story as it was afterwards related by the shilling himself. 
" 'False ! good for nothing ! ' said he. That remark went through and 
through me like a dagger. I knew that I had a true ring, and that mine 
was a genuine stamp. These people must at all events be wrong, or they 
could not mean me. But yes, I was the one they called 'false, and good 
for nothing.' 

"' Then I must pay it away in the dark,' said the man who had received 
me. So I was to be got rid of in the darkness, and be again insulted in 
broad daylight. 

"False ! good for nothing ! " Oh, I must contrive to get lost, thought I. 
And I trembled between the fingers of the people every time they tried to 
pass me off slyly as a coin of the country. Ah ! unhappy shilling that I 
was! Of what use were my silver, my stamp, and my real value here, 
where all these qualities were worthless. In the eyes of the world, a man 
is valued just according to the opinion formed of him. It must be a shock
ing thing to have a guilty conscience, and to be sneaking about on account 
of wicked deeds. As for me, innocent as I was, I could not help shudder
ing before their eyes whenever they brought me out, for I knew I should be 
thrown back again upon the table as a false pretender. At length I was 
paid away to a poor old woman, who received me as wages for a hard day's 
work. 13ut she could not again get rid of me; no one would take me. I 
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was to the woman a most unlucky shilling. 'I am positively obliged to 
pass this shilling to somebody,' said she ; ' I cannot, with the best inten
tions, lay by a bad shilling. The rich baker shall have it,-he can bear the 
loss better than I can. But, after all, it is not a right thing to do.' 

" 'Ah ! ' sighed I to myself, 'am I also to be a burden on the conscience 
of this poor woman? Am I then in my old days so completely changed?' 
The woman offered me to the rich baker, but he knew the current money 
too well, and as soon as he received me he threw me almost in the woman's 
face. She could get no bread for me, and I felt quite grieved to the heart 
that I should be the cause of so much trouble to another, and be treated as 
a cast-off coin. I who, in my young days, felt so joyful in the certainty of 
my own value, and knew so well that I bore a genuine stamp. I was as 
sorrowful now as a poor shilling can be when nobody will have him. The 
woman took me home again with her, and looking at me very earnestly, 
she said, 'No, I will not try to deceive any one with thee again. I will 
bore a hole through thee, that every one may know that thou art a false and 
worthless thing; and yet, why should I do that? Very likely thou art a 
lucky shilling. A thought has just struck me that it is so, and I believe it. 
Yes, I will make a hole in the shilling,' said she, 'and run a string through 
it, and then give it to my neighbour's little one to hang round her neck, as 
a lucky shilling.' So she drilled a hole through me. 

"It is really not all pleasant to have a hole bored through one, but we 
can submit to a great deal when it is done with a good intention. A string 
was drawn through the hole, and I became a kind of medal. They hung 
me round the neck of a little child, and the child laughed at me and kissed 
me, and I rested for one whole night on the warm, innocent breast of a 
child. 

"In the morning the child's mother took me between her fingers, and 
had certain thoughts about me, which I very soon found out. First, she 
looked for a pair of scissors, and cut the string. 

" 'Lucky shilling ! ' said she, 'certainly that is what I mean to try.' Then 
she laid me in vinegar till I became quite green, and after that she filled 
up the hole with cement, rubbed me a little to brighten me up, and went 
out in the twilight hour to the lottery collector, to buy herself a ticket, with 
a shilling that should bring luck. How everything seemed to cause me 
trouble. The lottery collector pressed me so hard that I thought that I 
should crack. I had been called false, I had been thrown away,-that I 
knew ; and there were many shillings and coins with inscriptions and 
stamps of all kinds lying about. I well knew how proud they were, so I 
avoided them from very shame. With the collector were several men who 
seemed to have a great deal to do, so I fell unnoticed into a chest among 
several other coins. 

"Whether the lottery ticket gained a prize, I know not; but this I know, 
that in a very few days after, I was recognised as a bad shilling, and laid 
aside. Everything that happened seemed always to add to my sorrow. 
Even if a man has a good character, it is no use for him to deny what is 
said of him, for he is not considered an impartial judge of himself. 



The ugly duckling. 
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"A year passed, and in this way I b::i.d been changed from hand to hand; 
always abused, always looked at it with displeasure, and trusted by no one ; 
but I trusted in myself, and had no confidence in the world. Yes, that was 
a very dark time. 

"At length one day I was passed to a traveller, a foreigner, the very 
same who had brought me away from home ; and he was simple and true
hearted enough to take me for current coin. But would he also attempt to 
pass me ? and should I again hear the outcry, 'False 1 good-for-nothing!' 
The traveller examined me attentively, 'I took thee for good coin,' said he; 
then suddenly a smile spread all over his face. I have never seen such a 
smile on any other face as on his. ' Now this is singular,' said he, ' it is a 
coin from my own county; a good, true shilling from home. Some one has 
bored a hole through it, and people have no doubt called it false. How 
curious that it should come into my hands. I will take it home with me to 
my own house.' 

" Joy thrilled through me when I heard this. I had been once more 
called a good, honest shilling, and I was to go back to my own home, 
where each and all would recognise me, and know that I was made of good 
silver, and bore a true, genuine stamp. I should have been glad in my joy 
to throw out sparks of fire, but it has never at any time been my nature to 
sparkle. Steel can do so, but not silver. I was wrapped up in fine, white 
paper, that I might not mix with the other coins and be lost; and on special 
occasions, when people from my own country happened to be present, I 
was brought forward and spoken of very kindly. They said I was very 
interesting, and it was really quite .worth while to notice that those who are• 
interesting have often not a single word to say for themselves. 

"At length I reached home. All my cares were at an end. Joy again 
overwhelmed me; for was I not good silver, and had I not a genuine stamp? 
I had no more insults or disappointments to endure; although, indeed, there 
was a whole through me, as if I were false ; but suspicions are nothing when 
a man is really true, and every one should persevere in acting honestly, for 
all will be made right in time. That is my firm belief," said the shilling. 

THE UGLY DUCKLING. 

IT was lovely summer weather in the country, and the golden corn, the 
green oats, and the haystacks piled up in the meadows looked beautiful. 
The stork walking about on his long red legs chattered in the Egyptian 
language, which he had learnt from his mother. The corn-fields and 
meadows were surrounded by large forests, in the midst of which were deep 
pools. It was, indeed, delightful to walk about in the country. In a sunny 
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spot stood a pleasant old farm-house close by a deep river, and from the 
house down to the water side grew great burdock leaves, so high, that under 
the tallest of them a little child could stand upright. The spot was as wild 
as the centre of a thick wood. In this snug retreat sat a duck on her nest, 
watching for her young brood to hatch ; she was beginning to get tired of 
her task, for the little ones were a long time coming out of their shells, and 
she seldom had any visitors. The other ducks liked much better to swim 
about in the river than to climb the slippery banks, and sit under a burdock 
leaf, to have a gossip with her. At length one shell cracked, and then 
another, and from each egg came a living creature that lifted its head and 
cried, "Peep, peep." '' Quack, quack," said the mother, and then they all 
quacked as well as they could, and looked about them on every side at the 
large green leaves. Their mother allowed them to look as much as they 
liked, because green is good for the eyes. " How large the world is," said 
the young ducks, when they found how much more room they now had than 
while they were inside the egg-shell. " Do you imagine this is the whole 
world?" asked the mother;" Wait till you have seen the garden; it stretches 
far beyond that to the parson's field, but I have never ventured to such a 
distance. Are you all out? " she continued, rising ; "No, I declare, the 
largest egg lies there still. I wonder how long this is to last, I am quite 
tired of it;" and she seated herself again on the nest. 

"Well, how are you getting on?" asked an old duck, who paid her a visit. 
"One egg is not hatched yet," said the duck, "it will not break. But 

just look at all the others, are they not the prettiest little ducklings you ever 
saw? They are the image of their father, who is so unkind, he never comes 
to see me." 

"Let me see the egg that will not break," said the old duck; "I have no 
doubt it is a turkey's egg. I was persuaded to hatch some once, and after 
all my care and trouble with the young ones, they were afraid of the water. 
I quacked and clucked, but all to no purpose. I could not get them to 
venture in. Let me look at the egg. Yes, that is a turkey's egg; take my 
advice, leave it where it is, and teach the other children to swim." 

" I think I will sit on it a little while longer," said the duck; "as I have 
sat so long already, a few days will be nothing." 

"Please yourself," said the old duck, and she went away. 
At last the large egg broke, and a young one crept forth, crying, "Peep, 

peep." It was very large and ugly. The duck stared at it, and exclaimed, 
"It is very large, and not at all like the others. I wonder if it really is a 
turkey. \Ve shall soon find it out, however, when we go to the water. It 
must go in, if I have to push it in myself." 

On the next day the weather was d1elightful, and the sun shone brightly 
on the green burdock leaves, so the mother duck took her young brood 
down to the water and jumped in with a splash. " Quack, quack," cried 
she, and one after another the little ducklings jumped in. The water closed 
over their heads, but they came up again in an instant, and swam about 
quite J_Jrettily with their legs paddling under them as easily as possible, and 
the ugly duckling was also in the water swimming with them. 



THE UGLY DUCKLING. 

" Oh " said the mother, "that is not a turkey; how well he uses his legs, 
and ho~v upright he holds himself! He is my own child, and he is not so 
very ugly after all if you look at him properly. Quack, quack ! come with 
me now, I will take you into grand society, and introduce you to the farm
yard, but you must keep close to me or you may be trodden upon; and, 
above all, beware of the cat." 

When they reached the farmyard, there was a great disturbance, two 
families were fighting for an eel's head, which, after all, was carried off 
by the cat. "See, children, that is the way of the world," said the mother 
duck, whetting her beak, for she would have liked the eel's. head herself. 
" Come, now, use your legs, and let me see how well you can behave. You 
must bow your heads prettily to that old duck yonder; she is the highest 
born of them all, and has Spanish blood, therefore she is well of. Don't 
you see she has a red rag tied to her leg, which is something very grand, 
and a great honour for a duck; it shows that every one is anxious not to 
lose her, as she can be recognized both by man and beast. Come, now, 
don't turn in your toes, a well-bred duckling spreads his feet wide apart, just 
like his father and mother, in this way; now bend your neck, and say 'Quack.'" 

The ducklings did as they were bid, but the other ducks stared, and said, 
"Look, here come another brood, as if there were not enough of us 
already! and what a queer-looking object one of them is; we don't want 
him here," and then one flew out and bit him in the neck. 

"Let him alone," said the mother; "he is not doing any harm." 
"Yes, but he is so big and ugly," said the spiteful duck, "and therefore 

he must be turned out." 
"The others are very pretty children," said the old duck with the rag 

on her leg, "all but that one; I wish his mother could improve him a little." 
"That is impossible, your grace," replied the mother; "he is not pretty; 

but he has a very good disposition, and swims as well or even better than 
the others. I think he will grow up pretty, and perhaps be smaller; he has 
remained too long in the egg, and therefore his figure is not properly 
formed ; " and then she stroked his neck and smoothed the feathers, say
ing, " It is a drake, and therefore not of so much consequee.ce. I think he 
•will grow up strong, and be able to take care of himself." 

"The other ducklings are graceful enough," said the old duck. "Now 
make yourself at home, and if you find an eel's head, you can bring it to me." 

And so they made themselves comfortable; but the poor duckling, who 
had crept out of his shell last of all, and looked so ugly, was bitten and pushed 
.and made fun of, not only by the ducks, but by all the poultry. "He is too 
big," they all said, and the turkey cock, who had been born into the wodd 
with spurs, and fancied himself really an emperor, puffed himself out like 
a vessel in full sail, and flew at the duckling, and became quite red in the 
head with passion, so that· the poor little thing did not know where to go, 
and was quite miserable because he was so ugly and laughed at by the 
whole farmyard. So it went on from day to day till it got worse and worse. 
The poor duckling was driven about by everyone; even his brothers and 
sisters were unkind to him, and would say, "Ah, you ugly creature, I wish 
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the cat would get you," and his mother said she wished he had never been 
born. The ducks pecked him, the chickens· beat him, and the girl who fed 
the poultry kicked him with her feet. So at last he ran away, frightening 
the little birds in the hedge as he flew over the palings. 

"They are afraid of me, because I am so ugly," he said. So he closed 
his eyes, and flew still farther, until he came out on a large moor, inhabited 
by wild ducks. Here he remained the whole night, feeling very tired and 
sorrowful. 

In the morning, when the wild ducks rose in the air, they stared at their 
new comrade. "What sort of a duck are you ? " they all said, coming round 
him. 

He bowed to them, and was as polite as he could be, but he did not 
reply to their question. "You are exceedingly ugly," said the wild ducks, 
'' but that will not matter if you do not want to many one of our family." 

Poor thing ; he had no thoughts of marriage ; all he wanted was per
mission to lie among the rushes, and drink some of the water on the moor. 
Af~er he had been on the moor two days, there came two wild geese, or 
rather goslins, for they had not been out of the egg long, and were very 
saucy. "Listen, f:riend," said one of them to the duckling, "you are so 
ugly, that we like you very well. Will you go with us, and become a bird 
of passage? Not far from here is another moor, in which there are some 
pretty wild geese, all unmarried. It is a chance for you to get a wife ; you 
may be lucky, ugly as you are." 

" Pop, pop," sounded in the air, and the two wild geese fell dead among 
the rushes, and the water was tinged with blood. " Pop, pop,'' echoed far 
and wide in the distance, and whole flocks of wild geese rose up from the 
rushes. The sound continued from every direction, for the sportsmen 
si.1rrounded the moor, and some were even seated on branches of trees, 
overlooking the rushes. The blue smoke from the guns rose like clouds 
over the dark trees, and as it floated away across the water, a number of 
sporti!Ilg dogs bounded in among the rushes, which bent beneath them 
wherever they went. How they terrified the poor duckling ! He turned 
away his head to hide it under his wing, and at the same moment a large 
terrible dog passed quite near him. His jaws were open, his tongue hung 
from his mouth, and his eyes glared fearfully. He thrust his nose close to 
!he duckling, showing his sharp teeth, and then "splash, splash," he went 
mto the water without touching him. "Oh," sighed the duckling, "how 
thankful I am for being so ugly; even a dog will not bite me." And so he 
lay quite still, while the shot rattled through the rushes, and gun after gun 
was fired over him. It was late in the day before all became quiet, but 
even then the poor young thing did not dare to move. He waited quietly for 
several hours, and then, after looking carefully around him, hastened away 
from the moor as fast as he could. He ran over field and meadow till a 
storm arose, and he could hardly struggle against it. Towards evening he 
reached a poor little cottage that seemed ready to fall, and only remained 
standing because it could not decide on which side to fall first. The storm 
continued so violent, that the duckling could go no farther; he sat down 
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by the cottage, and then he noticed that the door was not quite closed in 
consequence of one of the hinges having given way. There was therefore 
a narrow opening near the bottom large enough. for him to slip through, 
which he did very quietly, and got a shelter for the night. A ·woman, a 
tom cat, and a hen lived in this cottage. The tom cat, whom his mistress 
called, "My little son," was a great favourite; he could raise his back, and 
purr, and could even throw out sparks from his fur if it were stroked the 
wrong way. The hen had very short legs, so she was called, " Chickie 
short legs." She laid good eggs, and her mistress loved her as if she had 
been her own child. In the morning,. the strange visitor was discovered, 
and the tom cat began to purr, and the hen to cluck. 

"What is that noise about?" said the old woman, looking round the 
room, but her sight was not very good; therefore, when she saw the 
duckling she thought it must be a fat duck, that had strayed from home. 
"Oh, what a prize l" she exclaimed, "I hope it is not a drake, for then I 
shall have some duck's eggs. I must wait and see." So the duckling was 
allowed to remain on trial for three weeks, but there were no eggs. Now 
the tom cat was the master of the house, and the hen was mistress, and 
they always said, "We and the world," for they believed themselves to be 
half the world, and the better half too. The duckling thought that others 
might hold a different opinion on the subject, but the hen would not listen 
to such doubts. " Can you lay eggs? " she asked. "No." "Then have 
the goodness to hold your tongue." " Can you raise your back, or purr, or 
throw out sparks?" said the tom cat. "No." "Then you have no right 
to express an opinion when sensible people are speaking." So the duckling 
sat in a corner, feeling very low-spirited, till the sunshine and the fresh air 
came into the room through the open door, and then he began to feel such a 
great longing for"a swim on the water, that he could not help telling the hen. 

"What an absurd idea," said the hen. "You have nothing else to do, 
therefore you have foolish fancii;S. If you could purr or lay eggs, they 
would pass away." 

" But it is so delightful to swim about on the water," said the duckling, 
"and so refreshing to feel it close over your head, while you dive down to 
the bottom." 

"Delightful indeed!" said the hen, "why you must be crazy l Ask the 
cat, he is the cleverest animal I know, ask him how he would like to swim 
about on the water, or to dive under it, for I will not speak of my own 
opinion ; ask our mistress, the old woman-there is no one in the world 
more clever than she is. Do you think she would like to swim, or to let) 
the water close over her head?" 

"You don't understand me," said the duckling. 
"We don't understand you? Who can understand you, I wonder? Do 

you consider yourself more clever than the cat, or the old woman? I will 
say nothing of myself. Don't imagine such nonsense, child, and thank your 
good fortune that you have been received here. Are you not in a warm 
room, and in society from which you may learn something. But you are a 
chatterer, and your company is not very agreeable. Believe me, I speak 
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only for your good. I may tell you unpleasant truths, but that is a proof 
of my friendship. I advise you, therefore, to lay eggs, and learn to purr as 
quickly as possible." 

"I believe I must go out into the world again," said the duckling. 
"Yes, do," said the hen. So the duckling left the cottage, and soon found 

water on which it could swim and dive, but was avoided by all other animals, 
because of its ugly appearance. Autumn came, and the leaves in the forest 
turned to orange and gold; then, as winter approached, the wind caught 
them as they fell and whirled them in the cold air. The clouds, heavy with 
hail and snow-flakes, hung low in the sky, and the raven stood on the ferns 
crying, "Croak, croak." It made one shiver with cold to look at him. All 
this was very sad for the poor little duckling. One evening, just as the 
sun set amid radiant clouds, there came a large flock of beautiful birds out 
of the bushes. The duckling had never seen any like them before. They 
were swans, and they curved their graceful necks, while their soft plumage 
shone with dazzling whiteness. They uttered a singular cry, as they spread 
their, glorious wings and flew away from those cold regions to warmer 
countries across the sea. As they mounted higher and higher in the air, 
the ugly little duckling felt quite a strange sensation as he watched them. 
He whirled himself in the water like a wheel, stretched out his neck towards 
them, and uttered a cry so strange that it frightened himself. Could he 
ever forget those beautiful, happy birds ; and when at last they were out of 
his sight, he dived under the water, and rose again almost beside himself 
with excitement. He knew not the names of these birds, nor where they 
had flown, but he felt towards them as he had never felt for any other bird in 
the world. He was not envious of these beautiful creatures, but wished to be. 
as lovely as they. Poor ugly creature, how gladly he would have lived 
even with the ducks had they only given him encouragement. The winter 
grew colder and colder; he was obliged to swim about on the water to 
keep it from freezing, but every night the space on which he swam became 
smaller and smaller. At length it froze so hard that the ice in the water 
crackled as he moved, and the duckling had to paddle with his legs as well 
he could, to keep the space from closing up. He became exhausted at 
last, and lay still and helpless, frozen fast in the ice. 

Early in the morning, a peasant, who was passing by, saw what had hap
pene~. He broke the ice in pieces with his wooden shoe, and carried the 
ducklmg home to his wife. The warmth revived the poor little creature ; 
but when the children wanted to play with him, the duckling thought they 
w<;mld do him some harm; so he started up in terror, fluttered into the 
milk-pan, and splashed the milk about in the room. Then the woman 
clapped her hands, which frightened him still more. He flew first into the 
butte_r-cask, then into the meal-tub, and out again. What a condition he 
was m ! The woma,n screamed, and struck at him with the tongs; the 
children laughed and screamed, and tumbled over each other, in their efforts 
to catch him; but luckily he escaped. The door stoog. open; the poor 
q;eature could just manage to slip out among the bushes, and lie down 
quite exhausted in the newly fallen snow. 
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It would be very sad, were I to relate all the misery and privations which 
the poor little duckling endured during the hard winter; but when it had 
passed, he found himself lying one morning in a moor, amongst the rushes. 
He felt the warm sun shining, and heard the lark singing, and saw that all 
around was beautiful spring. Then the younger bird felt that his wings 
were strong, as he flapped them against his sides, and rose high into the 
air. They bore him onwards, until he found himself in a large garden, 
before he well knew how it had happened. The apple-trees were in full 
blossom, and the fragrant elders bent their long green branches down to the 
stream which wound round a sm:ioth lawn. Everything looked beautiful, 
in the freshness of early spring. From a thicket close by came three beau
tiful white swans, rustling their feathers, and swimming lightly over the 
smooth water. The duckling remembered the lovely birds, and felt more 
strangely unhappy than ever. 

" I will fly to these royal birds," he exclaimed, "and they will kill me, 
because I am so ugly, and dare to approach them ; but it does not matter; 
better be killed by them than pecked by the ducks, beaten by the hens, 
pushed about by the maiden who feeds the poultry, or starved with hunger 
in the winter." 

Then he flew to the water, and swam towards the beautiful swans. The 
m_oment they espied the stranger, they rushed to meet him with outstretched 
wmgs. 

"Kill me," said the poor bird; and he bent his head down to the surface 
of the water, and awaited death. 

But what did he see in the clear stream below ? His own image; no 
longer a dark, grey bird, ugly and disagreeable to look at, but a graceful and 
beautiful swan. To be born in a duck's nest, in a farmyard, is of no con
sequence to a bird, if it is hatched from a swan's egg. He now felt glad at 
having suffered sorrow and trouble, because it enabled him to enjoy so much 
better all the pleasure and happiness around him; for the great swans swam 
round the new comer, and stroked his neck with their beaks, as a welcome. 

Into the garden presently came some little children, and threw bread and 
cake into the water 

"See," cried the youngest, "there is a new one;" and the rest were de
lighted, and ran to their father and mother, dancing and clapping their hands 
and, shouting joyously, "There is another swan come; a new one has arrived." 

Then they threw more bread and cake into the water, and said, "The 
new one is the most beautiful of all; he is so young and pretty." And the 
old swans bowed their heads before him. 

Then he felt quite ashamed, and hid his head under his wing; for he did 
not know what to do, he was so happy, and yet not at all proud. He had 
been as persecuted and despised for his ugliness, and now he heard them 
say he was the most beautiful of all the birds. Even the elder-tree bent 
down its boughs into the water before him, and the sun shone warm and 
bright. Then he rustled his feathers, curved his slender neck, and cried 
joyfully, from the depths of his heart, "I never dreamed of such happiness 
as this, while I was an ugly duckling." 



THE ROSES AND THE SPARROWS. 

IT really appeared as if something very important was going on by the 
duck pond; but this ·.vas not the case. A few minutes before, all the ducks 
had been resting on the water, or standing on their heads, for they can do 
so, and then they all swam in a bustle to the shore ; the traces of their feet 
could be seen on the wet earth, and far and wide could be heard their 

· quacking. The water, so lately clear and bright as a mirror, became quite 
in a commotion. A moment before, every tree and bush near the old farm
house, and the house itself, with the holes in the roof, and the swallows' 
nests, and above all, the beautiful rose-bush covered with roses, had been 
clearly reflected in the water. The rose-bush on the wall hung over the 
water, which resembled a picture, only every thing appeared upside clown; 
but when the water was set in motion, it all vanished and the picture dis
appeared. Two feathers dropped by the fluttering ducks floated to and fro 
on the water; all at once they took a start, as if the wind were coming; but 
it did not come, so they were obliged to lie still, as the water became again 
quiet and at rest. The ro~es c0uld once more behold their own reflections; 
they were very beautiful, but they knew it not, for no one had told them. 
The sun shone between the delicate leaves, everywhere the sweet fragrance 
spread itself, creating sensations of deep happiness. 

" How beautiful is our existence," said one of the roses, " I feel as if I 
should like to kiss the sun, it is so bright and warm. I should like to kiss the 
roses, too, our images in the water, and the pretty birds in their nests. There 
are some birds too in a nest above us, they stretch out their heads and cry, 
'Tweet, tweet,' very faintly, they have no feathers yet, as their father and 
mother have; they are good neighbours both above us and below us. How 
beautiful is our life ! '' The young birds above, and the young ones below were 
the _same ; they were sparrows, and their nest was reflected in the water. 
Their parents were sparrows also, and they had taken possession of an 
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empty swallow's nest of the year before, and occupied it now as if it were 
their own. 

" Are those ducks' children that are swimming about? '' asked the young 
sparrows, .as they spied the feathers on the water. 

"if you must ask questions, pray ask sensible ones," said the mother. 
'' Can you not see that these are feathers, the living stuff for clothes, which 
I wear and which you will wear soon; but ours is much finer. I should 
like, however, to have them up here in the nest, they would make it so 
warm. I am rather curious to know why the ducks were so alarmed just 
now, it could not be from fear of us., certainly, though I did say 'tweet' 
rather loudly. The thick-headed roses really ought to know, but they are 

· very ignorant, they only look at one another and smell. I am heartily tired 
o.f such neighbours." 

"Listen to the sweet little birds above us," said the roses; "they are 
trying to sing; they cannot manage it yet, but it will be done in time; what 
a pleasure it will be, and how nice to have such lively neighbours." 

Suddenly two horses came prancing along to drink at the water; a pea• 
sant boy rode on one of them; he had a broad-brimmed black hat on, but 
had taken off most of his other clothes that he might ride into the deepest 
part of the pond; he whistled like a bird, and while passing the rose-bush 
he plucked a rose and placed it in his hat, and then rode on, thinking him
self very fine. The other roses looked at their sister, and asked each other 
where she could be going, but they did not know. 

"I should like for once to go out into the world," said one, "although 
it is very lovely here in our home of green leaves. The sun shines warmly 
by day, and in the night we can see that heaven is more beautiful still, as it 
sparkles through the holes in t.he sky." 

She meant the stars, for she knew no better. 
"We make the house very lively," said the mother sparrow, 11 and people 

say that a swallow's nest brings luck, therefore they are pleased to see us; 
but as to our neighbours, a rose-bush on the wall produces damp. It will 
most likely be removed, and perhaps corn will grow here instead of it, 
Roses are good for nothing but to be looked at, and smelt, or, perhaps, one 
may chance to be stuck in a hat. I have heard from my mother that they 
fall off every year. The farmer's wife preserves them by laying them in salt, 
and then they receive a French name, which I neither can nor will pro· 
nounce; then they are sprinkled on the fire to produce a pleasant smell. 
Such you see is their life. They are only formed to please the eye and the 
nose. N oiv you know all about them." 

As evening approached, the gnats played about in the warm air be· 
neath the rosy clouds, and the nightingale came and sang to the roses, that 
tl1e beautiful was like sunshine to the world, and that the beautiful lives for 
ever. The roses thought that the nightingale was singing of herself, which 
any one, indeed, could easily suppose ; they never imagined that her song 
could refer to them. But it was a joy to them, and they wondered to them· 
selves whether all the little sparrows in the nest would become nightin· 
gales. 
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THE PEASANT BOY PLUCKING A ROSE. 
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"vV e understand that bird's song very well," said the young sparrows; 
"but one word was not clear. What is the beautiful?" 

"Oh, nothing of any consequence," replied the mother sparrow. "It is 
something relating to appearances o'er yonder at the nobleman's house. 
The pigeons have a house of their own, and every day they have corn and 
peas spread for them. I have dined there with them sometimes, and so 
shall you by-and-by, for I believe the old maxim-' Tell me what company 
you keep, and I will tell you what you are.' Well, over at the noble house 
there are two birds with green throats and crests on their heads. They can 
spread out their tails like large wheels, and they reflect so many beautiful 
colours that it dazzles the eyes to look at them. These birds are called 
peacocks, and they belong to the beautiful, but if only a few of their feathers 
were plucked off they would not appear better than we do. I wemld my
self have plucked some out had they not been so large." 

"I will pluck them," squeaked the youngest sparrow, who had as yet no 
feathers of his own. 

In the cottage dwelt two young married people, who loved each other 
very much, and were industrious and active, so that everything looked neat 
and pretty around them. On Sunday mornings early the young wife came 
out, gathered a handful of the most beautiful roses, and put them in a glass 
of water, which she placed on a side-table. 

"I see now that it is Sunday," said the husband as he kissed his little 
wife. Then they sat down and read. in their hymn-books, holding each 
other's hands, while the sun shone down upon the young couple, and upon 
the fresh roses in the glass. 

"This sight is really too wearisome," said the mother sparrow, who from 
her nest could look into the room, and she flew away. 

The same thing occurred the next Sunday, and indeed every Sunday, 
fresh roses were gathered and placed in a glass, but the rose-tree continued 
to bloom in all its beauty. After a while the young sparrows were fledged, 
and wanted to fly, but the mother would not allow it, and so they were 
obliged to remain in the nest for the present, while she flew away alone. 
It so happened that some boys had fastened a snare, made of horsehair, to 
the branch of a tree, and before she was. aware, her leg became entangled in 
the horsehair so tightly as almost to cut'it through. What pain and terror 
she felt ! The boys ran up quickly and seized her, not in a very gentle 
manner. 

" It is only a sparrow," they said. However, they did not let her fly, but 
took her home with them, and every time she squeaked they knocked her 
on the beak. 

In the farmyard they met an old man, who knew how to make soap for 
shaving and washing, in cakes or in balls. When he saw the sparrow which 
the boys had brought home, and which they said they did not know what to 
do with, he said, "Shall we make it beautiful?" 

A cold shudder passed over the sparrow when she heard this. The old 
man then took a shell containing a quantity of glittering gold leaf, from a 
box full of beautiful colours, and told the young~ters to fetch the white of 
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an egg, with which he besmeared the sparrow all over, and then laid the 
gold leaf upon it ; so that the mother sparrow was now gilded from head to 
tail. But she thought not of her appearance but trembled in every limb. 
Then the soap-maker tore a little piece out of the red lining of his jacket, 
cut notches in it, so that it looked like a cock's comb, and stuck it on the 
bird's head. "Now you shall see gold-jacket fly," said the old man, and he 
released the sparrow, which flew away in deadly terror, with the sun-light 
shining upon her. How she did glitter, all the sparrows, and even a crow, 
who is a knowing old boy, were scared at the sight; yet still they followed it 
to discover what foreign bird it could be. Driven by anguish and terror 
she flew homewards, almost ready to sink to the earth for want of strength. 
The flock of birds that were following increased, and some even tried to 
peck her. 

" Look at him ! Look at him ! " they all cried. " Look at him ! Look 
at him ! " cried the young ones as their mother approached the nest, but 
they did not know her. "That must be a young peacock, for he glitters in 
all colours, it quite hurts one's eyes to look at him, as mother told us; 
'tweet,' this is the beautiful." And then they pecked the bird with their 
little beak, so that she was quite unable to get into the nest, and was too 
much exhausted even to say ''tweet," much less to say "I am your mother." 
So the other birds fell upon the sparrow and pulled out feather after feather, 
till she sunk bleeding into the rose-bush. 

"You poor creature," said the roses, "be at rest, we will hide you, lean 
your little head against us." 

The sparrow spread out her wings once more, then drew them in close 
to her, and lay dead amongst the roses, her fresh and lovely neighbours. 

"Tweet," sounded from the nest, "where can our mother be staying? it 
is quite unaccountable. Can this be a trick of hers to show us that we are 
now to take care of ourselves ? She has left us the honse as an inheritance, 
but as it cannot belong to us all when we have families, who is to have it?" 

"It won't do for you all to stay with me when I increase my household 
with a wife and children," remarked the youngest. 

" I shall have more wives and children than you," said the second. 
"But I am the eldest," cried a third. 
Then they all became angry, beat each other with their wings, pecked 

with their beaks, till one after another bounced out of the nest. There they 
lay in a rage, holding their heads on one side and twinkling the eye that 
looked upwards. This was their way of looking sulky. They could all fly 
a little, and by practice they soon learnt to do so much better. J\t length 
they agreed upon a sign by which they might be able to recogmse each 
other, in case they should meet in the world after they had separated. This 
sign was to be the cry of "tweet, tweet," and a scratching on the ground 
three times with the left foot. The youngster, who was left behind in the 
nest, spread himself out as broad as ever he could, he was the householder 
now. But his glory did not last long; for during that night red flames of 
fire burst through the windows of the cottage, they seized the thatched roof 
and blazed up frightfully; the whole house was burned down and the 
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sparrow perished with it, while the young couple fortunately escaped with 
their lives. When the sun rose again, and all nature looked refreshed as 
after a quiet sleep, nothing remained of the cottage but a few blackened 
charred beams, leaning against the chimney that now was the only master 
of the place. Thick smoke still rose from the ruins, but outside on the 
wall the rose-bush still remained unhurt, blooming and fresh as ever, while 
each flower and each spray was mirrored in the clear water beneath. 

"How beautifully the roses are blooming on the walls of that ruined 
cottage," said a passer-by. "A more lovely picture could scarcely be ima
gined. I must have it." 

And the speaker took out of his pocket a little book, full of white leaves 
of paper, for he was an artist, and with a pencil he took a sketch of the 
smoking ruins, the blackened rafters, and the chimney that overhung them, 
and which seemed more and more to totter; and quite in the foreground 
stood the large, blooming rose-bush, which added beauty to the picture, 
and indeed, for the sake of the roses the sketch had been made. Later in 
the day two of the sparrows who had been born there, came by. 

"Where is the house?" they asked. "Where is the nest? 'tweet, tweet;' 
all is burnt down, and our strong brother with it. That is all that he has 
got by keeping the nest. The roses have escaped famously; they look as 
well as ever, with their rosy cheeks : they do net trouble themselves about 
their neighbour's misfortunes. I won't speak to them : and really, in my 
opinion, the place looks very ugly;" so he flew away. 

On a fine, bright sunny day in autumn, so bright that any one might 
have supposed it was still the middle of summer, a number of pigeons were 
hopping about in the nicely kept courtyard of the nobleman's house, in 
front of the great steps. Some were black, others white, and some of 
various colours, and their plumage glittered in the sunshine. An old mother 
pigeon said to her young ones, "Place yourselves in groups! place yourselves 
in groups! it has a much better appearance." 

" What are those little grey creatures which are running about behind 
us? " asked an old pigeon, with red and green round her eyes. " Little 
grey ones, little grey ones," she cried. 

"They are sparrows; good little creatures enough. We have always had 
the character of being very good-natured, so we allow them to pick up some 
corn with us; and they do not interrupt our conversation, and they draw 
back their left foot so prettily." 

Sure enough so they did, three times each, and with the left foot too, and 
said "tweet," by which we recognise them as the sparrows that were brought 
up in the nest on.the house that was burnt down. 

"The food here is very good," said the sparrows; while the pigeons 
strutted round each other, puffed out their throats, and formed their own 
opinions on what they observed. 

" Do you see the pouter pigeon?" said one of another. "Do you see 
how he swallows the peas? He takes too much, and always chooses the 
best of everything. Coo-oo, coo-oo. How the ugly, spiteful creature erects 
his crest." And all their eyes sparkled with malice. "Pfa.ce yourselves in 
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groups, place yourselves in groups. Little grey coats ; little grey coats. 
Coo-oo, coo-oo." 

So they went on, and it will be the same a thousand years hence. The 
sparrows feasted bravely, and listened attentively; they even stood in ranks 
like the pigeons, but it did not suit them. So having satisfied their hunger 
they left the pigeons passing their own opinions upon them to each other' 
and then slipped through the garden railings. The door of a room in th~ 
house leading into the garden stood open, and one of them feeling brave 
after his good dinner, hopped upon the threshold, crying, " Tweet ; I can 
venture so far." 

"Tweet," said another; "I can venture that and a great deal more," and 
into the room he hopped. 

The first followed, and seeing no one there, the third became courageous, 
and flew right across the room, saying, "Venture everything, or do not 
venture at all. This is a wonderful place, a man's nest I suppose, and, 
look !-what can this be?" 

Just in front of the sparrows stood the ruins of the burnt cottage; roses 
were blooming over it, and their reflection appeared in the water beneath, 
and the black, charred beams rested against the tottering chimney. How 
could it be? How came the cottage and the roses in a room in the noble
man's house? And then the sparrows tried to fly over the roses and the 
chimney, but they only struck themselves against a flat wall It was a 
picture,-a large beautiful picture, which the artist had painted from the 
little sketch he had taken. 

"Tweet," said the sparrows, "it is really nothing after all; it only looks 
like reality. Tweet, I suppose that is the beautiful. Can you understand 
it? I cannot." 

Then some persons entered the room, and the sparrows flew away. 
Years and years passed; the pigeons had often "coo-oo-d," we must not 
say quarrelled, though perhaps they did, naughty things. The sparrows 
had sufferred from cold in the winter, and lived gloriously in summer. They 
were all betrothed, or married, or whatever .yo_u like to call it. They had 
little ones, and of course each considered his own brood the wisest and the 
prettiest. One flew in this direction, and another in that, and when they 
met, they recognised each other by saying "tweet," and three times drawing 
back the left foot. The eldest remained single, she had no nest, nor young 
ones; her great wish was to see a large town, so she flew to Copenhagen. 
Near to the castle that stood by the channel could be seen a large house, 
which was richly decorated with various colours. Down the channel sailed 
many ships, laden with apples and earthenware. The windows were broader 
below than at the top, and when the sparrows peeped through, they saw a 
room that looked to them like a tulip, with beautiful colours of every shade. 
Within the tulip were white figures of human beings, made of marble, some 
few of plaster, but this is the same thing to a sparrow. Upon the roof 
stood a metal chariot and horses ; and the goddess of victory, also of metal, 
was seated in the chariot driving the horses. It was Thorwalsden's 
Museum. "How it shines and glitters," said the maiden spanow, "this 
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must be the beautiful-tweet-only this is larger than a peacock." She re
membered what her mother had told them in her childhood, that the pea
cock was one of the greatest examples of the beautijitl. She flew down into 
the courtyard, where everything also was very grand. The walls were painted 
to represent palm branches, and in the midst of the court stood a large, 
blooming rose tree, spreading its young, sweet, rose-covered branches over 
a grave. Thither the maiden sparrow flew, for she saw many others of 
her own kind. 

"Tweet," said she, drawing back her foot three times. She had, during 
the years that had passed, often made the usual greeting to the sparrows 
she met, but without receiving any acknowledgment, for friends who are 
once separated do not meet every day. This manner of greeting was 
becoming a habit to her, and to-day two old sparrows and a young one re
turned the greeting, 

"Tweet," they replied, and drew back the left foot three times. They 
were two old sparrows out of the nest, and a young one belonging to the 
family. "Ah, good-day; how do you do? To think of our meeting here ! 
This is a very grand place, but there is not much to eat; this is the beauti
ful. Tweet." 

A great many people now came out of the side rooms, in which the 
marble statues stood, and approached the grave where slept the remains of 
the great master who had carved these marble statues. Each face had a 
reflected glory as they stood round Thorwalsden's grave, and some few 
gathered up the fallen rose-leaves to preserve them. They had all come 
from afar. One from mighty England, others from Germany and France. 
One very handsome lady plucked a rose, and concealed it in her bosom. 
Then the sparrows thought that the roses ruled in this place, and that tlsie 
whole house had been built for them, which seemed really too much 
honour; but as all the people showed their love for the roses, the sparrows 
thought they would not remain behind-hand in paying their respects. 
" Tweet," they said, and swept the ground with their tails, and glanced with 
one eye at the roses. They had not looked at them very long, however, 
before they felt convinced that they were old acquaintances, and so they 
actually were. The artist who had sketched the rose-bush and the ruins of 
the cottage, had since then received permission to transplant it, and had 
given it to the architect, for more beautiful roses had never been seen. 
The architect had planted it on the grave of Thorwalsden, where it con
tinued to bloom, the image of the beautiful, scattering its fragrant rosy 
l&aves to be gathered and carried away into distant lands in memory of the 
spot on which they fell.. 

" Have you obtained a situation in town?" then asked the sparrows of 
the roses. 

The roses nodded ; they recognised their little brown neighbours, and 
were rejoiced to see them again. 

"It is very delightful," said the roses, "to live here and to blossom, to 
meet old friends, and to see cheerful faces every day. It is as if each day 
were a holiday." 
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"Tweet," said the sparrows to each other. "Yes, these really are our 
old neighb~urs. We remember their origin near the pond. Tweet; how 
they have nsen, to be sure. Some people seem to get on while they are 
asleep. Ah ! there's a withered leaf, I can see it quite plain." 

And they pecked at the leaf till it fell. But the rose-bush continued 
fresher and greener than ever. The roses bloomed in the sunshine on 
Thorwalsden's grave, and thus became linked with his immortal name. 

LITTLE TUK. 

YEs, they called him Little Tuk, but it was not his real name; he had 
called himself so before he could speak plainly, and he meant it for 
Charles. It was all very well for those who knew him, but not for 
strangers. 

Little Tuk was left at home to take care of his little sister, Gustava, who 
was much younger than himself, and he had to learn his lessons at the 
same time, and the two things could not very well be performed together. 
The poor boy sat there with his sister on his lap, and sung to her all the 
songs he knew, and now and then he looked into his geography lesson that 
lay open before him. By the next morning he had to learn by heart all the 
towns in Zealand, and all that could be described of them. 

His mother came home at last, and took Gustava in her arms. Then 
Tuk ran to the window, and read so eargerly that !1e nearly read bis eyes; 
out; for it became darker and darker every minute, and his mother had no 
money to buy a light. 

"There goes the old washerwoman up the lane," said the mother, as she 
looked out of the window; "the poor woman can hardly drag herself 
along, and now she has to drag a pail of water from the well. Be a good 
boy, Tuk, and run across and help the old woman, won't you?" 

So Tuk ran across quickly, and helped her, but when he came back into 
the room it was quite dark, and there was not a word said about a light, so 
he was obliged to go to bed on his little truckle bedstead, and there he lay 
and thought of his geography lesson, and of Zealand, and of all the master 
had told him. He ought really to have read it over again, but he could not 
for want of a light. So he put the geography book under his pillow, for he 
had heard that this was a great help towards learning a lesson, but not 
always to be depended upon. He still lay thinking and thinking, when aU 
at once it seemed as if some one kissed him on his eyes and mouth. He slept 
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and yet be did not sleep ;. and it appeared as if the old washerwoman 
looked at him with kind. eyes, and said, "It would be a great pity if 
you d:id not know your lesson to-morrow morning; you helped me, and 
now I will help you, and Providence will always help those who help them
selves and at the same time the book under Tuk's pillow began to move 
about. " Cluck, cluck, cluck," cried a hen as she crept towards him. "I 
am a hen frmn K ji:ige,"* and then she told him how many inhabitants the 
town contained, and about a battle that had been fought there, which really 
was not worth speaking of. 

"Crack, crack," down fell something. It was a wooden bird, the parrot 
which is used as a target at Priistoe.t He said there were as many inhabi
t.ruts in that town as he had nails in his body. He was very proud, and 
said, "Thorwalsden lived close to me,t and here I am now, quite comfort
able." 

But now little T uk was no longer in bed; all in a moment he found him
self on horseback. Gallop, gallop, away he went, seated in front of a 
richly-attired knight, with a waving plume, who held him on the saddle, 
and so they .rode through the wood by the old town of W ordingburg, 
which was very large and busy. The king's castle was surrounded by lofty 
towers, and radiant ligh t streamed from all the windows. Within there 
were songs and dancing; King Waldemar and the young gaily-dressed 
ladies of the court ·were dancing together. Morning dawned, and as the 
srm rose, the ,,,J1ole city and the king's castle sank suddenly down together. 

One tower after another fell, till at last only one remained standing on 
the hillll where the castle had formerly been.§ 

T he town now appeared small and poor, and the school-boys read in 
their books,. which they carried under their arms, that it contained two 
thousand inhabitants ; but this was a mere boast, for it did not contain so 
many. 

And again little Tuk lay in his bed, scarcely knowing whether he was 
dreaming or not, for some one stood by him. 

" T uk ! [ittle Tuk ! '' said a voice. It was a very little person who spoke. 
Ile was dressed as a sailor, and looked small enough to be a middy, but he 
was not one.. " I bring you many greetings from Corsor.[l It is a rising 
town, full of life. . It has steamships and mail-coaches. In times past they 
used to call it ugly, but that is no longer true. I lie on the sea-shore," 

" Kj<jge, a little town on Kji:ige Bay. Lifting up children by placing the hands on each 
side of their ht.suds, is callecl "showing them R:ji:ige hens." 

t Prastoe, a still smaller town. 
'.!: il.oout_a hund~ed _paces from Prasti:ie lies the estate of Nysi:ie, where Thorwalsden 

usuw.lly re~1ded while m Denmark, and where he executed many memorable works. 
, ~ \V.ordmgburg under K ing ''IV aldcrnar was a place of great importance; now it is a very 
10.51gmticant town : only a lonely tower and the remains of a well show where the castle 
once stood. 

II Corsor, on the Great Belt, used to be called the most tiresome town in Denmark 
before the establishment of steamers. Travellers had to wait for a favourable wind. The 
title of '" tires~1ne " was ingeniously added to the Danish escutcheon by a witticism of 
Vaudeville H e1bergs, T he poet Baggesen was born here, 
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said Corsor; "I have high-roads and pleasure-gardens; I have given birth 
to a poet who was witty and entertaining, which they are not all. I once 
~ant~J to fit out_a ship to_ sail round the world, but I did not accomplish 
1t, though most likely I might have done so. But I am fragrant with per
fume, for close to my gates most lovely roses bloom." 

Then before the eyes of little Tuk appeared a confusion of colours, red 
and green; but it cleared off, and he could distinguish a cliff close to the 
bay, the slopes of which were quite overgrown with verdure, and on its 
summit stood a fin~ o}d cl~urch with pointed towers. Springs of water 
flowed out of the cliff m tluck waterspouts, so that there was a continual 
splashing. Close by sat an old king with a golden crown on his white head. 
This was King Hroar of the· Springs,* and near the springs stood the town 
of Roeskilde, as it is called. Then all the kings and queens of Denmark 
went up the ascent to the old church hand in hand, with golden crowns on 
their heads, while the organ played and the fountains sent forth jets of 
water. 
• Little Tuk saw and heard it all. " Don't forget the names of these 

towns," said King Hroar. 
All at once everything vanished ; but where ! It seemed to him like 

turning over the leaves of a book. And now there stood before him an 
old peasant woman, who had come from Soroe;t· where the grass grows in 
the market-place. She had a green linen apron thrown over her head and 
shoulders, and it was quite wet, as if it had been raining heavily. "Yes, 
that is has," said she, and then, just as she was going to tell him a great many 
pretty stories from Holberg's comedies, and about Waldemar and Absalom, 
she suddenly shrunk up together, and wagged her head as if she were a 
frog about to spring. "Croak," she cried; "it is always wet, and as quiet 
as death in Soroe." Then little Tuk saw she was changed into a frog. 
" Croak," and again she was an old woman. " One must dress according 
to the weather," said she. "It is wet, and my town is just like a bottle. 
By the cork we must go in, and by the cork we must come out again. In 
olden times I had beautiful fish, and now I have fresh, rosy-cheeked 
boys in the bottom of the bottle, and they learn wisdom, H ebrew and 
Greek." 

"Croak." How it sounded like the cry of the frogs on the moor, or 
like the creaking of great boots when some one is marching,-always the 
same tone, so monotonous and wearing, that little Tuk at length fell fast 
asleep, and then the sound could not annoy him. But even in this sleep 
came a dream, or something like it. His little sister Gustava, with her 
blue eyes, and fair curly hair, had grown up a beautiful maiden all at once, 

* Roeskilde (from Roesquelle, rose-spring, falsely called Rothschild), once the ca1:ital 
of Denmark. The town took its name from King Hroar, and from the nllmerous ~prmgs 
in the neighbourhood. In its be,.utifol cathedral most of the kings and queens ol Den· 
mark are buried. In Roeskilde the Danish States llSed to assemble. 

t Soroe, a very quiet little town in a beautiful situation, surrounded by forests and lakes. 
Holberg, the Moliere of Denmark, founded a noble academy here. The poets Hanek and 
J ugeman were professors here. Letztern Jives there still. 
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~nd without having wings she could fly. And they flew together O¥er 
Zealand, over green forests and blue lakes. 

" Hark, do you hear the cock crow, little Tuk. • Cock-a-doodle-doo.' 
The fowls are flying out of Kji:ige. You shall have a large farm-yard. You 
shall never suffer hunger or want. The bird of good omen shall be yours, 
?.nd you shall become a rich and happy man; your house shall rise up like 
King Waldemar's towers, and shall be richly adorned with marble statues, 
like those at Prasti:ie. Understand me well; your name shall travel with 
fame round the world like the ship that was to sail from Corsi:ir, and at 
Roeskilde,-Don't forget the names of the towns, as King Hroar said,
you shall speak well and clearly little Tuk, and when at last you lie in your 
grave you shall sleep peacefully, as"--

" As if I lay in Sori:ie," said little Tuk awaking. It was bright daylight, 
·and he could not remember his dream, but that was not necessary, for we 
are not to know what will happen to us in the future. Then he sprang out 
of bed quickly, and read over his lesson in the book, and knew it all at 
once quite correctly. The old washerwoman put her head in at the door, 
and nodded to him quite kindly, and said, "Many thanks, you good child, 
for your help yesterday. I hope all your beautiful dreams will come 
true." 

Little Tuk did not at all know what he had dreamt, but One above 
did. 

GRANDMOTHER. 

GRANDMOTHER is very old, her face is wrinkled, and her hair is quite 
white; but her eyes are like two stars, and they have a mild, gentle ex
pression in them when they look at you, which does you good. She wears 
a dress of heavy, rich silk, with large flowers worked on it; and it rustles 
when she moves. And then she can tell the most wonderful stories. 
Grandmother knows a great deal, for she was alive before father and 
mother-that's quite certain. She has a hymn-book, with large silver clasps, 
in which she often reads ; and in the book, between the leaves, lies a rose, 
quite flat and dry; it is not so pretty as the roses which are standing in the 
glass, and yet she smiles at it most pleasantly, and tears even come into her 
eyes. " I wonder why grandmother looks at the withered flower in the old 
book in that way? Do you know?" Why, when grandmother's tears fall upon 
the rose, and she is looking at it, the rose revives, and fills the room with its 
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fragrance; the walls_ vanish as in a mist,. and all around her is the glorious 
green wood, where m summ_er the sunh&ht streams .through thick foliage ; 
and grandmother, why she rs young agam, a charmmg maiden fresh as a 
rose, with round, rosy cheeks, fa!r, bri~ht, ringlets, and a figure' pretty and 
graceful ; but the eyes, those 1mld, ~amtly eyes, are the same,-they have 
beeD: left to grandmother. At l;1er side sits a young man, tall and strong ; 
he gives her a rose and she smiles. Grandmother cannot smile like that 

GRANDMOTHER IN HER CHAIR. 

now. Yes, she is smiling at the memory of that <lay, and many thoughts 
and recollections of the past; but the handsome young man is gone, and 
the rose has withered in the old book; and grandmother is sitting there, 
again an old woman, looking down upon the withered rose in the book. 

Grandmother is dead now. She had been sitting in her arm-chair, telling 
us a long, beautiful tale ; and when it was finished, she said she was tired, 
and leaned her head back to sleep awhile. We could hear her gentle 
breathing as she slept; gradually it became quieter and calmer, and on her 
countenance beamed happiness and peace. It was as if lighted up with a 
ray of sunshine. She smiled once more, and then people said she was dead. 
She was laid in a black coffin, looking mild and beautiful in the white folds 
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of the shrouded linen, though her eyes were closed ; but every wrinkle had 
vanished, her hair looked white and silvery, and around her mouth lingered 
a sweet smile. We did not feel at all afraid to look at the corpse of hir 
who had been such a dear, good grandmother. The hymn-book, in which 
the rose still lay, was placed under her head, for so she had wished it; and 
then they buried grandmother. 

On the grave, close by the clmrchyard wall, they planted a rose-tree; it 
was soon full of roses, and the nightingale sat among the flowers, and sang 
over the grave. From the organ in the church sounded the music and the 
words of the beautiful psalms, which were written in the old book under the 
head of the dead one. 

The moon shone down upon the grave, but the dead was not there; every 
child could go safely, even at night, and pluck a rose from the tree by the 
churchyard wall. The dead know more than we do who are living. They 
know what a terror would come upon us if such a strange thing were to 
l1appen, as the appearance of a dead person among us. They are better o"ff 
than we are; the dead return no more. The earth has been heaped on the 
coffin, and it is earth only that lies within it. The leaves of the hymn-book 
are dust; and the rose, with all its recollections, has crumbled to dust also. 
But over the grave fresh roses bloom, the nightingale sings, and the organ 
sounds; and there still lives a remembrance of the old grandmother, with 
the loving, gentle eyes that always looked young. Eyes can never dt'e. Ours 
will once again behold dear grandmother, young and beautiful as when, for 
the first time, she kissed the fresh, red rose, that is now dust in the grave. 

THE OLD GRAVE-STONE. 

IN a house, with a large courtyard, in a provincial town, at that time of 
the year in which people say the evenings are growing longer, a family circle 
were gathered together at their old home. A lamp burned on the table, 
although the weather was mild and warm, and the long curtains hung down 
before the open windows, ancl without the moon shone brightly in the dark• 
blue sky. 

But they were not talking of the moon, but of a large, old stone that lay 
below in the courtyard not very far from the kitchen door. The maids often 
laid the clean copper saucepans and kitchen vessels on this stone, that they 
might dry in the sun, and the children were fond of playing on it. It was, 
in fact, an old grave-stone. 
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"Yes," said the master of the house, " I believe the stone came from the 
graveyard of the old church of the convent which was pulled down and 
the pulpit, the monuments, and the grave-stones sold. My father b~ught 
the latter; most of them were cut in two and used for pavincr-stones but 
that one stone was preserved whole, and laid in the courtyard. '? ' 

"Any one can sec that it is a grave-stone," said the eldest of the children• 
'' the representation of an hour-glass and part of tl1e figure of an anrrel ca~ 
still be traced, but the inscription beneath is quite worn out, excepting the 
name 'Preben,' and a large 'S' close by it, and a little farther down the 

· name of ' Martha ' can be easily read. But nothing more, and even that 
cannot be seen unless it has been raining, or when we have washed the 
stone." 

" Dear me ! how singular. Why that must be the grave-stone of Preben 
Schwane and his wife." 

The old man who said this looked old enough to be the grandfather of 
all present in the room. 

"Yes,'' he continued, re these people were among the last who were buried 
in the churchyard of the old convent. They were a very worthy old couple, 
I can remember them well in the days of my boyhood. Every one knew 
them, and they were esteemed by all. They were the oldest residents in 
the town, and people said they possessed a ton of gold, yet they were 
always very plainly dressed, in the coarsest stuff, but with linen of the purest 
whiteness. Preben and Martha were a fine old couple, and when they both 
sat on the bench, at the top of the steep stone steps, in front of their house, 
with the branches of the linden-tree waving above them, and nodded in a 
gentle, friendly way to passers by, it really made one feel quite happy. 
They were very good to the poor; they fed them and clothed them, and in 
their benevolence there was judgment as well as true Christianity. The old 
woman died first; that day is still quite vividly before my eyes. I was a 
little boy, and had accompanied my father to the old man's house. Martha 
had fallen into the sleep of death just as we arrived there. The corpse lay 
in a bedroom, near to the one in which we sat, and the old man was in 
great distress, and weeping like a child. He spoke to my fatber, and t:; a 
few neighbours who were there, of how lonely he should feel now she was 
gone, and how good and true she, his dead wife, had been duri1Jg the num
ber of years that they had passed through life together, and how they had 
become acquainted, and learnt to love each other. I was, as I have said, 
a boy, and only stood by and listened to what the others said; but it filred 
me with a strange emotion to listen to the 'Old man, and to watch how the 
colour rose in his cheeks as he spoke of the days of their courtship, of how 
beautiful she was, and how many little tricks he had been guilty of, that he 
might meet her. And then he talked of his wedding-day; and his eyes 
brightened, and he seemed to be carried back, by his words, to tbat joyful 
time. And yet there she was, lying in the next room, dead-an old woman, 
and he was an old man, speaking of the days of hope, long passed away. 
Ah, wsll, so it is; then I was but a child; and now I am old, as old as Preben 
Schwane then was. Time passes away, and all things change. I can re-
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member quite well the day on which she was buried, and how Old Preben 
walked close behind the coffin. 

"A few years before this time the old couple had had their grave-stone 
prepared, with an inscription and their names, but not the date. In the 

OLD PREBEN AND HIS WIFE. 

evening the stone was taken to the churchyard, and laid on the grave. A 
year later it was taken up, that Old Preben might be laid by the side of his 
wife. They did not leave behind them wealth, they left behind them far 
less than people had believed they possessed ; what there was went to 
families distantly related to them, of whom, till then, no one had ever heard. 
The old house, with its balcony of wickerwork, and the bench at the top of 
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the high steps, under the lime-tree, was considered, by the road-inspectors 
too old and rotten to be left standing. Afterwards, when the same fat~ 
befel the convent church, and the graveyard was destroyed, the grave-stone 
of Preben and Martha, like everything else, was sold to whoever would buy 
it. And so it happened that this stone was not cut in two as many others 
had been, but now lies in the courtyard below, a scouring block for the 
maids, and a playground for the children. The paved street now passes 
over the resting-place of Old Preben and his wife; no one thinks of them 
any more now." 

And the old man who had spoken of all this shook his head mournfully, 
and said, "Forgotten! Ah, yes, everything will be forgotten!" And then 
the conversation turned on other matters. 

But the youngest child in the room, a boy, with large, earnest eyes, 
mounted upon a chair behind the window curtains, and looked out into the 
yard, where the moon was pouring a flood of light on the old grave-stone,
the stone that had always appeared to him so dull and flat, but which lay 
there now like a green leaf out of a book of history. All that the boy had 
heard of Old Preben and his wife seemed clearly defined on the stone, and 
as he gazed on it, and glanced at the clear, bright moon shining in the 
pure air, it was as if the light of God's countenance beamed over His 
beautiful world. 

"Forgotten ! Everything will be forgotten ! " still echoed through the 
room, and in the same moment an invisible spirit whispered to the heart of 
the boy, "Preserve carefully the seed that has been entrusted to thee, that 
it may grow and thrive. Guard it well. Through thee, my child, shall the 
obliterated inscription on the old, weather-beaten grave-stone go forth to 
future generations in clear golden characters. The old pair shall again 
wander through the streets arm-in-arm, or sit with their fresh, healthy cheeks 
on the bench under the lime-tree, and smile and nod at rich and poor. The 
seed of this hour shall ripen in the course of years into a beautiful poem. 
The beautiful and the good are never forgotten, they live always in story or 
in song." 

4 



THE BELL-DEEP. 

"Ding dong, ding dong," how the sound rises up from the Bell-deep, in 
the little river by the Odense on the island of Funen. "Do you call the 
Au a river?" "Yes; every child in the town knows the Au, which streams 
round the gardens, and flows under the wooden bridges, and turns the 
watermill wheel." 

In this river grow yellow water-lilies and brown feathery reeds, the velvet 
leaves of the flag droop over the stream, tall and thickly, near the monastery 
meadow, and where the linen is washed and bleached by rubbing and 
dipping. 

But on the slopes of the town are gardens upon gardens, some of them 
filled with all sorts of pretty flowers and shrubs, forming tiny bowers and 
pleasure-grounds, while others have only cabbage and vegetables. 

Sometimes these gardens cannot be seen at all from a distance, for the 
large elder trees that grow near them spread out their branches and hang 
over the flowing waters, which here are so deep that even an oar cannot 
touch the bottom. 

Opposite the old nunnery is the deepest spot, and there dwells what is 
called the "Bell-deep," and people say it is a "Water Spirit," who sleeps 
the whole day while the sun shines on the water; but when night comes, 
and the moon shines, or the stars twinkle, his deep voice is heard. 

He is very old; grandmamma says she has heard her own grandmother 
speak of him. He dwells there mostly alone, although in years gone by he 
had a friend in the old church bell, which then hung in the tower; but the 
old church and the bell, even the tower itself, are gone now, and no traces 
of where the building once stood can be found. It was named the Church 
of the Holy St. Albans. 

" Ding dong, ding dong," said the bell one evening, while the church and 
the tower were still standing; and while the sun was setting, and the bell 
swinging, it suddenly broke loose and came flying down through the air, 
the bri11iant metal glistening in the rays of the setting sun. "Ding dong, 
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ding dong," said the beH, " now I can have a long sleep," as he went 
plump into the river at its deepest part, which on that account is called the 
"Bell-deep." 

But there was neither sleep nor rest for the bell. It is still heard by the 
watermen, ringing and sounding at all hours, and the tones sometimes come 
up through the water. When they do, men say it is a sign that someone 
is going to die ; but that is a mistake. It is only the bell talking to the 
water-sprite, so that now he is not alone. 

"And what is the bell talking about?" Why he is as old as Methuselah. 
Long, long before grandmamma was born he was there, and yet the bell 
is a young thing compared to the water sprite, who is quite an old man. 
Yet he. has a strange appearance with his stockings made of the skins 
of eels, his seal-skin coat with yellow lilies for buttons, a wreath of reeds in 
his hair, and seaweed twisted in his beard. How funny he looks we need 
not say. 

"What else does the bell say?" Why 
repeat all the stories the bell can tell. 
at other times long, just as it suits him ; 
and dark days, and hard times. 

it would take years and years to 
Sometimes they are short and 
but they are all about old days 

One of his stories was abollt St. Alban's church, when the patron saint 
was a monk, and once mounted up into the tower where the bell hung. He 
was young and handsome then, and uncommonly thoughtful. The bed of 
the river was at that time very broad, and the monastery meadow still 
a lake. He could see it all through a loop-hole of tbe tower, but presently 
he went and looked at the prospect from the green wall, which people called 
the Nuns'-hill. It was near the convent, in which there was not a single 
light burning excepting from the cell of a nun with whom he had been 
a long time acquainted, and at the thought of her his heart beat rapidly
" Ding dong, ding dong." 

"You must wait," said the bell. Then the half-witted man-servant of the 
bishop came up into the tower, and now the bell must tell his own tale:-

" I am made of metal," said the bell, "and as I swung to and fro I might 
have beaten out his brains. The man seated himself right under me, and 
began playing with two sticks, as if they were musical instruments, and sung 
to the imaginary music. 

"Now I may ring out sounds which at another time I could not even 
whisper," said the bell. "I can tell of things that are locked up behind 
bolts and bars. The rats are eating her up alive! No one knows of it. 
No one hears of it. Not even while the bell is booming and ringing 'Ding 
dong, ding dong.' · 

"In those days there lived a king whom they called Canute. He bowed 
low before a bishop and a monk, but when he imposed heavy taxes on the 
peasants and gave them hard words, they seized their weapons and hunted 
him like a wild deer. He sought refuge in tbe church, and closed the doors 
behind him, but the enraged peasants surrounded the church, and there he 
had to stay. ' I was there,' said the bell, 'and I heard it all.' 

~, The crows, the ravens, and the magpies flew about in terror when they 
4* 
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heard the yelling and shouting outside. They flew into the tower, and out 
again when they saw the crowd below, and glared into the church windows, 
making the most hideous cries and caws. 

" King Canute was kneeling and praying before the altar. His brothers, 
Eric and Benedict stood by him with drawn swords, but the King's servant, 
!he false-hearted Blake, betrayed his master. He showed the wild crowd 
outside, the window through which a stone could reach his master. The 
stone was aimed at the King, and in a few moments he fell dead ! 

"The cries and yells of the incensed peasants and of the frightened birds 
were heard by me, and I joined in the din by singing 'Ding dong, ding 
dong.' 

" The church bell hangs high, and can see far and near. The language 
of the birds is understood by the bell, and the wind, which knows every
thing, roars round the tower and through the windows and loop-holes, and 
gets all its knowledge from the air, and the bell understands, and rings it out 
to the whole world, 'Ding dong, ding dong.' 

"But at last," said the bell, "the work became too heavy for me. I 
could no longer ring out for the whole world to hear. I became so heavy 
that the beam broke, and I flew out through the air to the place where the 
river is deepest, and where the water sprite dwells, solitary and alone, and 
year by vear I tell him all I have heard and what I know. Ding dong, ding 
dong." 

All this is what my grandmot:1er told me, but the bell's deep tones have 
a melancholy sound when they are heard from the river by Odense. 

But our mother says there is no bell in the water that can ring of itself, 
and that the water sprite does not live in the water, because there is 
no such thing as a water sprite, and when dther church bells sound so 
sweetly, it is the air that makes them sound and not the bells alone, even 
when they ring loudly. 

Grancmother says the bell itself told her it was the air that made it 
sound. So they are both agreed. Therefore take care and think before 
you say or do anything, and be sure it is right, for the air knows everything 
-it is over us,-it is in us,-and around us. 

It tells of our thoughts and actions, and speaks more distinctly of them 
than the bell in the depths of any river could do, for it rings out in 
the vault of heaven, and will do so far and near, for ever and ever, even 
after the bells of heaven are sounding "Ding dong, ding dong." 



THE BEETLE WHO WENT 0N HIS TRAVELS. 

THERE was once an Emperor who had a horse shod with gold. He had 
a golden shoe on each foot, and why was this? He was a beautiful crea
ture, with slender legs, bright, intelligent eyes, and a mane that hung down 
over his neck like a veil. He had carried his master through fire and srnuke 
in the battle field, with the bullets whistling round him; he had kicked 
a:od bitten, and taken part in the fight when the enemy advanced; and, 
with his master on his back, he had dashed over the fallen foe, and saved 
the golden crown and the Emperor's life, which was of more value than the 
brightest gold. This is the reason of the Frnperor's horse wearing golden 
shoes. 

A beetle came creeping forth from the stable, where the farrier had been 
shoeing the horse. "Great ones first, of course," said he, "and then the 
little ones; but size is not always a proof of greatness." He stretched out 
his thin leg as he spoke. 

"And pray what do you want?" asked the farrier. 
"Golden shoes," replied the beetle. 
"Why, you must be out of your senses," cried the farrier. "Golden 

shoes for you, indeed ! " 
"Yes, certainly; golden shoes," replied the beetle. "Am I not just as 

good as that great creature yonder, who is waited upon and brushed, and 
has food and drink placed before him? And don't I belong to the royal 
stables?" 

" But why does the horse have golden shoes ? " asked the farrier ; " of 
course, you understand the reason?" 

"Understand! ·well, I understand that it is a personal slight to me," 
cried the beetle. "It is done to annoy me, so I intend to go out into the 
world and seek my fortune." 

"Go along with you," said the farrier. 
"You 're a mde fellow," cried the beetle, as he walked out of the stable; 

and then he flew for a short distance, till he found himself in a beautiful 
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flower-garden, all fragrant with roses and lavender. The lady-birds, with 
red and black shells on their backs, and delicate wings, were flying about, 
and one of them said, "Is it not sweet and lovely here? Oh, how beau
tiful everything is ! " 

" I am accustomed to better things," said the beetle. " Do you call this 
beautiful? 1Vhy, there is not even a dung-heap." Then he went on, and 
under the shadow of a large haystack he found a caterpillar crawling along. 
"How beautiful this world is ! " said the caterpillar. '' The sun is so warm, 
I quite enjoy it. And soon I shall go to sleep, and die as they call it; but 
I shall wake up with beautiful wings to fly with, like a butterfly." 

"How conceited you are!" exclaimed the beetle. "Fly about as a but
terfly, indeed! what of that. I have come out of the Emperor's stable, and 
no one there, not even the Emperor's horse, who in fact wears my cast-off 
golden shoes, has any idea of flying, excepting myself. To have wings and 
fly! why, I can do that already;" and so saying, he spread his wings and 
flew away. " I don't want to be disgusted," he said to himself, " and yet I 
can't help it." Soon after, he fell down upon an extensive lawn, and for a 
time pretended to sleep, but at last fell asleep in earnest. Suddenly a heavy 
sbower of rain came falling from the clouds. The beetle woke up with the 
noise, and would have been glad to creep into the earth for shelter, but he 
could not. He was tumbled over and over with the rain, sometimes swim
ming on his stomach and sometimes on his back; and as· for flying, that was 
out of the question. He began to doubt whether he should escape with his 
life, so he remained, quietly lying where he was. After a while the weather 
cleared up a little, and the beetle was able to rub the water from his eyes, 
and look about him. He saw something gleaming, and he managed to 
make his way up to it. It was linen which had been laid to bleach on the 
grass. He crept into a fold of the damp linen, which certainly was not so 
comfortable a place to lie in as the warm stable, but there was nothing 
better, so he remained lying there for a whole day and night, and the rain 
kept on all the time. Towards morning he crept out of his hiding place, 
feeling in a very bad temper with the climate. Two frogs were sitting on 
the linen, and their bright eyes actually glistened with pleasure. 

"Wonderful weather this," cried one of them, "and so refreshing. This 
linen holds the water together so beautifully, that my hind legs quiver as if 
I were going to swim." 

"I should like to know," said another, "if the swallow who flies so far in 
her many journeys to foreign lands, ever met with a better climate than 
this. What delicious moisture ! It is as pleasant as lying in a wet 
ditch. I am sure any one who does not enjoy this has no love for his 
fatherland. 

"Have you ever been in the emperor's stable?'' asked the beetle. "There 
the moisture is warm and refreshing; that's the climate for me, but I could 
not take it with me on my travels. 13 there not even a dunghill here in 
this garden, where a person of rank, like myself, could take up his abode 
and feel at home?" But the frogs either did not or would not under
stand him. 
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"I never ask a question twice," said the beetle, after he had asked this 
one three times, and received no answer. Then he went on a 1ittle farther 
and stumbled again?t a piece of broken. crockery-wa~e, which certainly ought 
not to have been lymg there. But, as 1t was there, 1t formed a good shelter 
against wind and weather to several families of earwigs who dwelt in it. 
Their requirements were not many; they were very sociable, and full of 
affection for their children, so much so that each mother considered her 
own child the most beautiful and clever of them all. 

" Our son has engaged himself," said. one mother; " dear inn0cent boy; 
his greatest ambition is that he may one day creep into a clergyman's ear. 
That is a very artless and lovable wish; and being engaged will keep him 
steady. What happiness for a mother l" 

"Our son," said another, "had scarcely crept out of the egg, when he 
was off on his travels. He is all life and spirits ; I expect he will wear out 
his horns with running. How charming this is for a mother, is it not, Mr. 
Beetle?" for she knew the stranger by his horny coat. 

" You are both quite right," said he; so they begged him to walk in, that 
is to come as far as he could under the broken piece of earthenware. 

"Now you shall also see my little earwigs," said a third and a fourth 
mother; "they are lovely little things, and highly amusing. They are never 
ill behaved, excepting when they are uncomfortable in their insides, which 
unfortunately often happens at their age." 

Thus each mother spoke of her baby, and their babies talked after their 
own fashion, and made use of .the little nippers they have in their tails to 
nip the beard of the beetle. 

"They are always busy about something, the little rogues," said the mother, 
beaming with maternal pride; but the beetle felt it a bore, and he therefore 
inquired the way to the nearest dung-heap. 

"That is quite out in the great world, on the other side of the ditch," 
answered an earwig. " I hope none of my children will ever go so far, it 
would be the death of me.'i 

"But I shall try to get so far," said the beetle, and he walked off without 
taking any formal leave, which is considered a polite thing to do. 

When he arrived at the ditch, he met several friends, all of them beetles. 
"We live here," they said, "and we are very comfortable. May we ask 
you to step down into this rich mud; you must be fatigued after your 
journey." 

"Certainly," said the beetle, "I shall be most happy. I have been ex
posed to the rain, and have had to lie upon linen, and cleanlmess is a thing 
that greatly exhausts me; I have also pains in one of my wings from stand
ing in the draught under a piece of broken crockery. It is really quite 
refreshing to be with one's own kindred again." 

"Perhaps you came from a dung-heap," observed the oldest of them. 
"No, indeed, I came from a much grander place," replied the beetle ; 

"I came from the emperor's stable, where I was born, with golden shoes on 
my feet, I am travelling on :a. secret embassy, but you must not ask me 
any questions, for I cannot betray my secret." 
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Then the beetle stepped down into the rich mud, where sat three young• 
lady beetles,who tittered, because they did not know what to say. 

"None of them are engaged yet," said their mother, and the beetle 
maidens tittered again, this time quite in confusion. 

"I have never seen greater beauties, even in the royal stables," exclaimed 
the beetle, who was now resting himself. 

"Don't spoil my girls," said the mother; "and don't talk to them, pray, 
unless you have serious intentions." 

But of course the beetle's intentions were serious, and after a while our 
friend was engaged. The mother gave them her blessing, and all the other 
beetles cried "Hurrah ! " 

Immediately after the betrothal came the marnage, for there was no reason 
to delay. The following day passed very pleasantly, and the next was tole
rably comfortable; but on the third it became necessary for him to think of 
getting food for his wife, and perhaps for children. 

"I have allowed myself to be taken in," said our beetle to himself, 11 and 
now there's nothing to be done but to take them in, in return." 

No sooner said than done. Away he went, an:i stayed away all day and 
an night, and his wife remained a forsaken widow. 

"Oh," said the other beetles, "this fellow that we have received into our 
family is nothing but a complete vagabond. He has gone away and left his 
wife a burden upon our hands." 

" Well, she can be unmarried again, and remain here with my other 
-laughters," said the mother. "Fie on the villain that forsook her!" 

In the meantime the beetle, who had sailed across the ditch on a cabbage 
leaf, had been journeying on the other side. In the morning two persons 
came up to the ditch. When they saw him they took him up and turned 
him over and over, looking very learned all· the titn:c, especially one, who 
was a boy. "Allah sees the black beetle in the black stone, and the black 
rock. Is not that written in the Koran ? " he asked. 

Then he translated the beetle's name into Latin, and said a great deal 
upon the creature's nature and history. The second person, who was older 
and a scholar, proposed to carry the beetle home, as they wanted just such 
good specimens as this. Our beetle considered this speech a great insult, 
so he flew suddenly out of the speaker's hand. His wings were dry now, 
so they carried him to a great distance, till at last he reached a hothouse, 
where a sash of the glass roof was partly open, so he quietly slipped in and 
buried himself in the warm earth. " It is very comfortable here," he said 
to himself, and soon after fell asleep. Then he dreamed that the emperor's 
horse was dying, and had left him his golden shoes, and also promised that 
he should have two more. All this was very delightful, and when the beetle 
woke up he crept forth and looked around him. What a splendid place 
the hothouse was ! At the back, large palm-trees were growing, and the 
sunlight made the leaves look quite glossy; and beneath them what a pro
fusion of luxuriant green, and of flowers red like flame, yellow as amber, 
or white as new-fallen snow! "\Vhat a wonderful quantity of plants," cried 
the beetle; "how good they will taste when they are decayed ! This is a 
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capital st?re-_room. _There must certainly b_e some relations of mine living 
here; I will Just see rf I can find any one with whom I can associate. I'm 
proud, certainly; but I'm also proud of being so." Then he prowled about in 
the earth, and thought what a pleasant dream that was about the dying horse, 
and the golden shoes he had inherited. Suddenly a hand seized the beetle 
and squeezed him, and turned him round and round. The gardener's littl~ 
son and his playfellow had come into the hothouse, and, seeing the beetle, 
wanted to have some fun with him. First, he was wrapped in a vine-leaf, 
and put into a warm trousers' pocket. He twisted and turned about with 
all his might, but he got a good squeeze from the boy's hand, as a hint for 
him to keep quic:t. Then the boy went quickly towards a lake that lay at 
the end of the garden. Here the beetle was put into an old broken wooden 
shoe, in which a little stick had been fastened upright for a mast, and to 
this mast the beetle was bound with a piece of worsted. Now he was a 
sailor, and had to sail away. The lake was not very large, but to the beetle 
it seemed an ocean, and he was so astonished at its size that he fell over on 
his back, and kicked out his legs. Then the little ship sailed away; some
times the current of the water seized it, but whenever it went too far from 
the shore one of the boys turned up his trousers, and went in after it, and 
brought it back to iand. But at last, just as it went merrily out again, the 
two boys were called, and so angrily, that they hastened to obey, and ran 
away as fast as they could from the pond, so that the little ship was left to 
its fate. It was carried away farther and farther from the shore, till it reached 
the open sea. This was a terrible prospect for the beetle, for he could not 
escape in consequence of being bound to the mast. Then a fly came and 
paid him a visit. "What beautiful weather," said the fly; "I shall rest here 
and sun myself You must have a pleasant time of it." 

"You speak without knowing the facts," replied the beetle; " don't you 
see that I am a prisoner?" 

"Ah, but I'm not a prisoner," remarked the fly, and away he flew. 
"1Vell, now I know the world," said the beetle to himself; "it's an 

abominable world; I'm the only respectable person in it. First, they refuse 
me my golden shoes; then I have to lie on damp linen, and to stand in a 
draught; and to crown all, they fasten a wife upon me. Then, when I have 
made a step forward in the world, and found out a comfortable position, 
just as I could wish it to be, one of these human boys comes and ties me up, 
and leaves me to the mercy of the wild waves, while the emperor's favourite 
horse goes prancing about proudly on his· golden shoes. This vexes me 
more than anything. But it is useless to look for sympathy in this world. 
My career has been very interesting, but what's the use of that if nobody 
knows anything about it? The world does not deserve to be made ac
quainted with my adventures, for it ought to have given me golden shoes 
when the emperor's horse was shod, and I stretched out my feet to be shod, 
too. If I had received golden shoes I should have been an ornament to 
the stable ; now I am lost to the stable and to the world. It is all over 
with me." 

But all was not yet over. A boat, in \\'hich were a few young girls, came 



58 HANS ANDERSEN'S FAfR Y TALES. 

rowing up. "Look, yonder is an old wooden shoe sailing along," said one 
of the young girls. 

"And there's a poor little creature bound fast in it," said another. 
The boat now came close to our beetle's ship, and the young girls fished 

it out of the water. One of them drew a small pair of scissors from h~r 
pocket, and cut the worsted without hurting the beetle, and when she stepped 
on shore she placed him on the grass. "There," she said, "creep away, or 
fly, if thou canst. It is a splendid thing to have thy liberty." Away flew 
the beetle, straight through the open window of a large building; there he 
sank down, tired and exhausted, exactly on the mane of the emperor's 
favourite hcrse, who was standing in his stable; and the beetle found him
self at home again. For some time he clung to the mane, that he might 
recover himself. "\Vell," he said, "here I am, seated on the emperor's 
favourite horse,--sitting upon him as if I were the emperor himself. But 
what was it the farrier asked me? Ah, I remember now-that's a good 
thought-he asked me why the golden shoes were given to the horse. The 
answer is quite clear to me, now. They were given to the horse on my 
account." And this reflection put the beetle into a good temper. The 
sun's rays also came streaming into the 5table, and shone upon him, and 
made the place lively and bright. "Travelling expands the mind very 
much," said the beetle. "The world is not so bad after all, if you know 
how to take things as they come." 

ELDE~TREE MOTHER 

THERE was once a little bGy who had taken cold by going out and getting 
his feet wet. No one could think how he had managed to do so, for the 
weather was quite dry. His mother undressed him and put him to bed, 
and then she brought in the teapot to make him a good cup of elder-tea, 
which is so wanning. At the same time, the friendly old man, who lived all 
alone at the top of the house, came in at the door. He had neither wife 
nor child, but he was very fond of children, and kne\V so many fairy tales 
and stories that it was a pleasure to hear him talk. "Now, if you drink 
your tea," said the mother, "very likely you will have a story in the mean
time." 

" Yes, if I could think of a new one to tell," said the old man. " But 
how did the little fellow get his feet wet ? " asked he. 
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"Ah," said the mother, "that is what we cannot find out." 
" Will you tell me a story?" asked the boy. 
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"Yes, if you can tell me exactly how deep the gutter is in the little street 
through which yon go to school." 

"Just half way up to my knee," said the boy, "that is, if I stand in the 
deepest part." 

"It is easy to see how we got our feet wet," said the old man. "·well, 
now I suppose I ought to tell a story, but I don't know any more." 

"You can make up one, I know," said the boy. "Mother ,says that you 
can turn everything you look at into a story, and everything, even, that you 
touch." 

"Ah, but those sort of tales and stories are worth nothing. The real 
ones come of themselves ; they knock at my forehead, and say, ' Here we 
are.'" 

"Won't there be a knock soon?" said the boy. And his mother laughed, 
while she put elder-flowers in the teapot, and poured boiling water over 
them. "Oh, do tell me a story." 

"Yes, if a story comes of itself; but tales and stories are very grand, 
they only come when it pleases them. Stop," he cried all at once, "here 
we have it; look! there is a story in the teapot now." 

The little boy looked at the teapot, and saw the lid raise itself gradually, 
and long branches sprouted out, even from the spout, in all directions, till 
they became larger and larger, and there appeared a large elder-tree, covered 
with flowers white and fresh. It spread itself even to the bed, and pushed 
the curtains aside, and oh, how fragrant the blossoms smelt. In the midst 
of the tree, sat a pleasant-looking old woman, in a very strange dress. The 
dress was green, like the leaves of the elder-tree, and was decorated with 
large white elder-blossoms. It was not easy to tell whether the border was 
made of some kind of stuff, or of real flowers. 

"What is that woman's name?" asked the boy. 
"The Romans and Greeks called her a dryad," said the old man, "but 

we do not understand that name ; we have a better one for her in the 
quarter of the town where the sailors live. They call her Elder-flower 
mother, and you must pay attention to her now, and listen while you look 
at the beautiful tree." 

"Just such a large blooming tree as this stands outside in the corner of 
a poor little yard; and under this tree, one bright sunny afternoon sat two 
old people, a sailor and his wife. They had great-grandchilclren, and would 
soon celebrate the golden wedding, which is the fiftieth anniversary of the 
wedding-day in many continental countries, and the Elder-mother sat in the 
tree and looked as pleased as she does now. 'I know when the golden 
\Yedding is to be,' said she, but they did not hear her, they were talking of 
olden times. 'Do you remember,' said the old sailor, 'when we were quite 
little, and used to nm about and play in the very same yard where we are 
now sitting, and how we planted little twigs in one corner, and made a 
garden?' 'Yes,' said the old women, 'I remember it quite well, and how 
we watered the twigs, and one of them was a sprig of elder that took root, 
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and put forth green shoots, until it became in time the great tree under 
which we old people are now seated.' 'To be sure,' he replied; ' and in 
that corner yonder, stands the water-butt in which I used to swim my boat 
that I had cut out all myself, and it sailed well, too; but since then I have 
learnt a very different kind of sailing.' 'Yes, but before that, we went to 
school,' said she, and then we were prepared for confirmation,-how we 
both cried on that day ! but in the afternoon we went, hand in hand, up to 
the round tower, and saw the view over Copenhagen, and across the ,rnter; 

THE OLD MAN TELLI:-;G HIS STORY. 

then we went to Fredericksburg, where the king and queen were sailing in 
their beautiful boat on the river.' ' But I had to sail on a very different 
voyage elsewhere, and be away from home for years on long voyages,' said 
i;he old sailor. 'Ah yes, and I used to cry about you,' said she 'for I thought 
you must be dead, and lying drowned at the bottom of the sea, with the 
waves sweeping over you. And many a time have I got up in the night to 
see if the weathercock had turned ; it turned often enough, but you came 
not. H ow well I remember one day, the rain pourieg down from the skies, 
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and the man came to the house where I was in service, to fetch away the 
dust. I went down to him with the dust box, and stood for a moment at 
the door,-what shocking weather it was !--and while I stood there, the 
postman came up and brought me a letter from you. How that letter had 
travelled about ! I tore it open and read it. I laughed and wept at the 
same time, I was so happy. It said that you were in warm countries, where 
the coffee berries grew, and what a beautiful country it was, and described 
many other wonderful things; and so I stood reading by the dust-bin, with 
the rain pouring down, when, all at once, somebody came, and clasped me 
round the waist.' 'Yes ; and you gave him such a box on the ears, that 
they tingled,' said the old man. 'I did not know that it was you,' she 
replied, 'but you had arrived as quickly as your letter, and you looked so 
handsome, and, indeed, so you are still. You had a large yellow silk hand
kerchief in your pocket, and a shiny hat on your head. You looked quite 
fine. And, all the time, what weather it was ! and how dismal the street 
looked ! ' 'And then do you remember,' said he, 'when we were married, 
and our first boy came, and then Marie, and Niels, and Peter, and Hans 
Christian?' 'Indeed I do,' she replied; 'and they are all grown up respect
able men and women, w horn every one likes.' 'And now their children 
have little ones,' said the old sailor. 'There are great-grandchildren for us, 
strong and healthy too.' 'Was it not about this time of the year that we 
were married?' 'Yes ; and to-day is the golden wedding-day,' said the 
Elder-tree mother, popping her head out just between the two old people; 
and they thought it was a neighbour nodding to them. Then they looked 
at each other, and clasped their hands together. Presently came their 
children and grandchildren, who knew very well that it was the golden 
wedding-day. They had already wished them joy on that very morning; 
but the. old people had forgotten it, although they remembered so well all 
that had happened many years before. And the elder-tree smelt sweetly, 
and the setting sun shone upon the faces of the old people till they looked 
quite ruddy; and the youngest of their grandchildren danced round them 
joyfully, and said they were going to have a feast in the evening, and there 
were to be hot potatoes. Then the Elder-mother nodded in the tree, and 
cried 'Hurrah,' with all the rest." 

"But that is not a story," said the little boy, who had been listening. 
"Not till you understand it," said the old man; "but let us ask the 

Elder-mother to explain it." 
"It was not exactly a story," said the Elder-mother; "but the story is 

coming now, and it is a true one. For out of truth grow the most wonder
ful stories, just as my beautiful elder-bush has sprung out of the tea-pot." 
And then she took the little boy out of bed, and laid him on her bosom; 
and the blooming branches of elder closed over them, so that they sat as it 
were in a leafy bower; and the bower flew with them through the air in the 
most delightful manner. Then the Elder-mother all at once changed to a 
beautiful young maiden; but her dress was still of the same green stuff, 
ornamented with a border of white elder-blossoms, such as the Elder-mother 
had worn. In her bosom she wore a real elder-flower, and a wreath of the 
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same was entwined in her golden ringlets. Her large blue eyes were very 
beautiful to look at. She was the same age as the boy; and they kissed 
each other, and felt very happy. They left the arbour together, hand in 
hand, and found themselves in a beautiful flower-garden, which belonged 
to their home. On the green lawn their father's stick was tied up. There 
was life in this stick for the little ones; for no sooner did they place them
selves upon it than the white knob changed into a pretty neighing head, 
with a black flowing mane, and four long slim legs sprung forth. The crea
ture was strong and spirited, and galloped with them round the grass-plot. 
"Hurrah ! now we will ride many miles away," said the boy; "we '11 ride 
to the nobleman's estate, where we went last year." Then they rode round 
the grass-plot again; and the little maiden, who, we know, was Elder-tree 
mother, kept crying out, "Now we are in the country. Do you see the 
farmhouse, with a great baking-oven, which sticks out from the wall by the 
roadside like a gig.antic egg? There is an elder spreading its branches over 
it, and a cock is marching about, and scratching for the chickens. See 
how he struts ! Now we are near the church. There it stands on the hill, 
shaded by the great oak-trees, one of which is half dead. See, here we 
are at the blacksmith's forge. How the fire burns ! And the half-clad 
men are striking the hot iron with the hammer, so that the sparks fly about. 
Now then, away to the nobleman's beautiful estate." And the boy saw all 
that the little girl spoke of as she sat behind him on the stick; for it passed 
before him, although they were only galloping round the grass-plot. Then 
they played together in a side-walk, and raked up the earth, to make a little 
garden. Then she took elder-flowers out of her hair, and planted them; 
and they grew just like those which he had heard the old people talking 
about, and which they had planted in their young days. They walked 
about hand-in-hand, too, just as the old people had done when they were 
children; but they did not go up the round tower, nor to Fredericksburg 
garden. No; but the little girl seized the boy round the waist, and they rode 
all over the whole country,-sometimes it was spring, then summer, then 
autumn, and winter followed,-while thousands of images were presented 
to the boy's eyes and heart, and the little girl constantly sung to him, "You 
must never forget all this." And, through their whole flight, the elder-tree 
sent forth the sweetest fragrance. 

They passed roses and fresh beech-trees, but the perfume of the elder
tree was stronger than all, for its flowers hung round the little maiden's 
heart, against which the boy so often leaned his head during their flight. 

" It is beautiful here in the spring," said the maiden, as they stood in a 
grove of beech-trees covered with fresh green leaves, while at their feet the 
sweet-scented thyme and blushing anemone lay spread amid the green 
grass in delicate bloom. " Oh, that it were always spring in the fragrant 
beech-groves." 

"Here it is delightful in summer," said the maiden, as they passed old 
knights' castles, telling of days gone by, and saw the high walls and pointed 
gables mirrored in the rivers beneath, where swans were sailing about and 
peeping into the cool green avenues. In the fields the corn waved to and fro 



ELDER-TREE MOTHER. 

like the sea. Re_d an~ yellow flowers grew ~mongst the ruins, and the hedges 
were covered with wild hops and bloommg convolvulus. In the evening 
the moon rose round and full, and the hay stacks in the meadows filled the 
air with their sweet scent. These were scenes never to be forgotten. "It 
is lovely here also in autumn," said the little maiden; and then the scene 
changed. The sky appeared higher and more beautifully blue, whi.le the 
forest glowed with colours of red, green, and gold. The hounds were off 
to the chase, large flocks of wild birds flew screaming over the Huns' 
graves, where the blackberry bushes twined round the old ruins. The dark
blue sea was dotted with white sails, and in the barns sat old women, 
maidens, and children, picking hops into a large tub. The young ones 
sang songs, and the old ones told Fairy tales of wizards and witches. 
There could be nothing more pleasant than all this. "Again," said the 
maiden, "it is beautiful here in winter." Then in a moment all the trees 
were covered with hoar-frost, so that they looked like white coral. The 
snow crackled beneath the feet as if every one had on new boots, and one 
shooting star after another fell from the sky. In warm rooms there could 
be seen the Christmas trees decked out with presents, and lighted up amid 
festivities and joy. In the country farm-houses could be heard the sound 
of the violin, and there were games for apples, so that even the poorest 
child could say, " It is beautiful in winter." And beautiful indeed were all 
the scenes which the maiden showed to the little boy, and always around 
them floated the fragrance of the elder-blossom, and ever above them 
waved the red flag with the white cross under which the old seaman had 
sailed. The boy who had become a youth, and who had gone as a sailor 
out into the wide world, and sailed to warm countries where the coffee 
grew, and to whom the little girl had given an elder-blossom from her 
bosom for a keepsake, when she took leave of him, placed the flower in his 
hymn-book, and when he opened it in foreign lands, he always turned to 
the spot where this flower of remembrance lay, and the more he looked at 
it, the fresher it appeared. He could, as it were, breathe the home-like 
fragrance of the woods, and see the little girl looking at him from between 
the petals of the flower with her clear blue eyes, and hear her whispering, 
"It is beautiful here at home in spring and summer, in autumn and in 
winter," while hundreds of these home scenes passed through his memory. 
Many years had passed, and he was now an old man seated with his old 
wife under an elder-tree in full blossom. They were holding each other's 
hands just as the great-grandfather and grandmother had done, and spoke, 
as they did, of olden times and the golden wedding. The little maiden 
with the blue eyes and with the elder-blossoms in her hair sat in the tree 
and nodded to them and said, "To-day is the golden wedding." And then 
she took two flowers out of her wreath and kissed them, and they shone 
first like silver and then like gold; and as she placed them on the heads 
of the old people each flower became a golden crown. And there they sat 
like a king and queen under the sweetly-scented tree, which still looked 
like an elder-bush. Then he related to his old wife the story of the Elder
tree mother, just as he had heard it told when he was a little boy, and they 
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both fancied it very much like their own story, especially in some parts 
which they liked the best. 

"Well, and so it is," said the little maiden in .ne tree. "Some call me 
Elder-mother, others a dryad, but my real name is ' Memory! It is I who 
sit in the tree as it grows and grows, and I can think of the past and relate 
many things. Let me see if you have still preserved the flower." 

Then the old man opened his hymn-book, and there lay the elder-flower 
as fresh as if it had only just been placed there, and " Memory " nodded, 
and the two old people with the golden crowns on their heads sat in the red 
glow of the evening sunlight, and closed their eyes, and-and-the story 
was ended. 

The li~tle boy fay in his bed anC-:. did not quite know whether he had been 
dreaming or listening to a story. The teapot stood on the table, but no 
elder-bush grew out of it, and the old man who had really told the tale was 
on the threshold, and just going out at the door. 

"How beautiful it was," said the little boy. "Mother, I have been to 
warm countries." 

"I can quite believe it," said his mother. When any one drinks two 
full cups of elder-flower tea, he may well get into warm countries;" and 
then she covered him up that he should not take cold. "You have slept 
well while I have been disputing with the old man as to whether it was a 
real story or a fairy legend." 

"And where is the Elder-tree mother? " asked the boy. 
"She is in the teapot," said the mother, "and there she may stay." 



THE NIGHTINGALE. 

IN China, you know, the emperor is a Chinese, and all those about him 
are Chinamen also. The story I am going to tell you happened a great 
many years ago, so it is well to hear it now before it is forgotten. The em
peror's palace was the most beautiful in the world. It was built entirely of 
porcelain, and very costly, but so delicate and brittle that whoever touched 
it was obliged to be careful. Jn the garden could be seen the most singular 
flowers, with pretty silver bells tied to them, which tinkled so that every one 
that passed could not help noticing the flowers. Indeed, everything in the 
emperor's garden was remarkable, and it extended so far that the gardener 
himself did not know where it ended. Those who travelled beyond its limits 
knew that there was a noble forest, with lofty trees, sloping down to the 
deep blue sea, and the great ships sailed under the shadow of its branches. 
In one of these trees lived a nightingale, who sang so beautifully that even 
the poor fishermen, who had so many other things to do, would stop and 
listen. Sometimes, when they went at night to spread their nets, they would 
bear her sing, and say, "Oh, is not that beautiful?" But when they re
turned to their fishing, they forgot the bird until the next night. Then they 
would hear it again, and exclaim, "Oh, how. beautiful is the nightingale's 
song!" 

Travellers from every country in the world came to the city of the em
peror, which they admired very much, as well as the palace and gardens; 
but when they heard the nightingale, they all declared it to be tbe best of 
all. And the travellers, on their return home, related what they had seen; 
and learned men wrote books, containing descriptions of the town, the 
palace, and the gardens; but they did not forget the nightingale, which was 
really the greatest wonder. And those who could write poetry composed 
beautiful verses about the nightingale, who lived in a forest near the deep 
sea. The books travelled all over the world, and some of them came into 
the hands of the emperor; and he sat in his golden chair, and, as he read, 
he nodded his approval every moment, for it pleased him to find such a 
beautiful description of his city, his palace, and his gardens. But when 
he came to the words, "the nightingale is the most beautiful of all," he ex
claimed, "What is this? I know nothing of :my nightingale. Is there such 
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a bird in my empire? and even in my garden? I have never heard of it. 
Something, it appears, may be learnt from books." 

Then he called one of his lords-in-waiting, who was so high-bred, that 
when any in an inferior rank to himself spoke to him, or asked him a 
question, he would answer, " Pooh," which means nothir.g. 

" There is a very wonderful bird mentioned here, called a nightingale," 
said the emperor; "they say it is the best thing in my large kingdom. Why 
have I not been told of it?" 

" I have never heard the name," replied the cavalier; " she has not been 
presented at court." 

"It is my pleasure that she shall appear this evening," said the emperor; 
"the whole world knows what I possess better than I do myself." 

"I have never heard of her," said the cavalier; "yet I will endeavour 
to find her." 

But where was the nightingale to be found? The nobleman went up
stairs and down, through halls and passages ; yet none of those whom he 
met had heard of the bird. So he returned to the emperor, and said that 
it must be a fable, invented by those who had written the book. "Your 
imperial majesty," said he, "cannot believe everything contained in books; 
sometimes they are only fiction, or what is called the black art." 

"But the book in which I have read this account," said the emperor, 
"was sent to me by the great and mighty emperor of Japan, and therefore 
it cannot contain a falsehood. I will hear the nightingale, she must be here 
this evening; she has my highest favour; and if she does_ not come the 
whole court shall be trampled upon after supper is ended." · 

"Tsing-pe ! " cried the lord-in-waiting, and again he ran up and down 
stairs, through all the halls and corridors; and half the court ran with him, 
for they did not like the idea of being trampled upon. There was a great 
inquiry about this wonderful nightingale, whom all the world knew, but who 
was unknown to the court. 

At last they met with a poor little girl in the kitchen, who said, " Oh, yes 
I know the nightingale quite well; indeed, she can sing. Every evening I 
have permission to take home to my poor sick mother the scraps from the 
table; she lives down by the seashore, and as I come back I feel tired, 
and I sit down in the wood to rest, and listen to the nightingale's song. 
Then the tears come into my eyes, and it is just as if my mother kissed 
n1e." 

"Little maiden," said the lord-in-waiting, "I will obtain for you constant 
employment in the kitchen, and you shall have permission to see the em
peror dine, if you will lead us to the nightingale ; for she is invited for this 
evening to the palace." So she went into the wood where the nightingale 
sang, and half the court followed her. As they went along, a cow began 
lowing. 

"Oh," said a young courtier, "now we have found her; what wonderful 
power for such a small creature; I have certainly heard it before." 

"No, that is only a cow lowing," said the little girl; "we are a long way 
from the place yet." 
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Then some frogs began to croak in the marsh. 
" Beautiful," said the young courtier again. " Now I hear it, tinkling 

like little church bells." 
"No, those are frogs," said the little maiden ; "but I think we shall soon 

hear her now:" and presently the nightingale began to sing. 
"Hark, hark! there she is," said the girl, "and there she sits," sh.e added, 

pointing to a little grey bird who was perched on a bough. 
" Is it possible?" said the lord-in-waiting, " I never imagined it would be 

a little, plain, simple thing like that. She has certainly changed colour at 
seeing so many grand people around her." 

"Little nightingale," cried the girl, raising her voice, "our most gracious 
emperor wishes you to sing before him." 

"With the greatest pleasure," said the nightingale, and began to sing·most 
delightfully. 

"It sounds like tiny glass bells," said the lord-in-waiting, "and see how 
her little throat works. It is surprising that we have never heard this before; 
she will be a great success at court." 

"Shall I sing once more before the emperor?" asked the nightingale, who 
thought he was present. 

"My excellent little nightingale," said the courtier, "I have the great 
pleasure of inviting you to a court festival this evening, where you will 
gain imperial favour by your charming song." 

"My song sounds best in the green wood," saiJ the bird; but still she 
came willingly when she heard the emperor's wish. 

The palace was elegantly decorated for the occasion. The walls and 
floors of porcelain glittered in the light of a thousand lamps. Beautiful 
flowers, round which little bells were tied, stood in the corridors : what with 
the running to and fro and the draught, these bells tinkled so loudly that 
no one could speak to be heard. In the centre of the great hall, a golden 
perch had been fixed for the nightingale to sit on. The whole court was 
present, and the little kitchen-maid bad received permission to stand by the 
door. She was now installed as a real court cook. All were in full dress, 
and every eye was turned to the little grey bird when the emperor nodded 
to her to begin. The nightingale sang so sweetly that the tears came into 
the emperor's eyes, and then rolled down his cheeks, as her song became 
still more touching and went to every one's heart. The emperor was so 
delighted that he declared the nightingale should have his gold slipper to 
wear round her neck, but she declined the honour with thanks: she had 
been sufficiently rewarded already. "I have seen tears in an emperor's 
eyes," she said, "that is my richest reward. An emperor's tears have won
derful power, and are quite sufficient honour for me;" and then she sang 
again more enchantingly than ever. 

"That singing is a lovely gift," said the ladies of the court to each other; 
and then they took water in their mouths to make them utter the gurgling 
sounds of the nightingale when they spoke to any one, so that they might 
fancy themselves nightingales. And the footmen and chambermaids also 
expressed their satisfaction, which is saying a great deal, for they are v..ery 
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difficult to please. In fact the nightingale's visit was most successful. She 
was now to rernain at court, to have her own cage, with liberty to go out 
twice a day, and once during the night. Twelve servants were appointed 
to· attend her on these occasions, who each held her by a silken string 
fastened to her leg. There was certainly not much pleasure in this kind 
of flying. 

The whole city spoke of the wonderful bird, and when two people met, 
one said "nightin," and the other said "gale," and they understood what 
was meant, for nothing else was talked of. Eleven pedlers' children were 
named after her, but not one of them could sing a note. 

One day the emperor received a large packet on which was written "The 
Nightingale." "Here is no doubt a new book about our celebrated bird," 
said the emperor. But instead of a book, it was a work of art contained in 
a casket, an artificial nightingale made- to look like a living one, and covered 
all over with diamonds, rubies, and sapphires. As soon as the artificial bird 
was wound up, it could sing like thP. real one, and could move its tail up and 
down, which sparkled with silver and gold. Round its neck hung a piece 
of ribbon, on which was written "The Emperor of China's nightingale 
is poor compared with that of the Emperor of Japan's." 

"This is very beautiful," exclaimed all who saw it, and he who had 
brought the artificial bird received the title of "Imperial nightingale
bringer-in-chief." 

"Now they must sing together," said the court, "and what a duet it will 
be." But they did not get on well, for tl:e real nightingale sang in its own 
natural way, but the artificial bird sang only waltzes. 

"That is no fault," said the music-master, "it is perfect to my taste," so 
then it had to sing alone, and was as successful as the real bird; besides, it 
was so much prettier to look at, for it sparkled like bracelets and breast
pins. Three and thirty times did it sing the same tunes without being tired: 
the people would gladly have heard it again, but the emperor said the 
living nightingale ought to sing something. But where was she? No one 
had noticed her when she flew out at the open window, back to her own green 
woods. 

"What strange conduct," said the emperor, when her flight had been dis
covered; and all the courtiers blamed her, and said she was a very ungrate
ful creature. 

"But we have the best bird after all," said one, and then they would have 
the bird sing again, although it was the thirty-fourth time they had 
listened to the same piece, and even then they had not learnt it, for it was 
rather difficult. But the music-master praised the bird in the highest 
degree, and even asserted that it was better than a real nightingale, not 
only in its dress and the beautiful diamonds, but also in its musical power. 
"For you must perceive, my chief lord and emperor, that with a real night
ingale we can never tell what is going to be sung, but with this bird every
thing is settled. It can be opened and explained, so that people may 
understand how the waltzes are formed, and why one note follows upon 
another." 
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" That is exactly what we think," they all replied, and then the music
master received permission to exhibit the bird to the people on the following 
Sunday, and the emperor commanded that they should be present to hear it 
sing. When they heard it they were like people intoxicated; however it 
must have been with drinking tea, which is quite a Chinese custom. They 
all said "Oh!" and held up their forefingers and nodded, but a poor fisher
man, who had heard the real nightingale, said, " It sounds prettily enough, 
and the melodies are all alike; yet there seems something wanting, I can
not exactly tell what." 

And after this the real nightingale was banished from the empire, and 
the artificial bird placed on a silk cushion close to the emperor's bed. The 
presents of gold and precious stones which had been received with it were 
round the bird, and it was now advanced to the title of "Little Imperial 
Toilet Singer," and to the rank of No. r on the left hand ; for the emperor 
considered the left side, on which the heart lies, as the most noble, and the 
heart of an emperor is in the same place as that of other people. 

The music-master wrote a work, in twenty-five volumes, about the artifi
cial bird, which was very learned and very long, and full of the most diffi
cult Chinese words; yet all the people said they had read it, and understood 
it, for fear of being thought stupid and having their bodies trampled upon. 

So a year passed, and the emperor, the court, and all the other Chinese 
knew every little turn in the artificial bird's song; and for that same reason 
it pleased them better. They could sing with the bird, which they often 
did. The street-boys sang, "Zi-zi-zi, cluck, cluck, cluck," and the emperor 
himself could sing it also. It was really most amusing. 

One evening, when the artificial bird was singing its best, and the em
peror lay in bed listening to it, something inside the bird sounded "whizz." 
Then a spring cracked. "Whir-r-r-r" went all the wheels, running round, 
and then the music stopped. The emperor immediately sprang out of bed, 
and called for his physician; but what could he do? Then they sent for a 
watchmaker; and, after a great deal of talking and examination, the bird 
was put into something like order; but he said that it must be used very 
carefully, as the barrels were worn, and it Would be impossible to put in 
new ones without injuring the music. Now there was great sorrow, as the 
bird could only be allowed to play once a year; and even that was dan
gerous for the works inside it. Then the music-master made a little speech, 
full of hard words, and declared that the bird was as good as ever ; and, of 
course, no one contradicted him. 

Five years passed, and then a real grief came upon the land. The 
Chinese really were fond of their emperor, and he now lay so ill that he 
was not expected to live. Already a new emperor had been chosen, and 
the people who stood in the street asked . the lord-in-waiting how the old 
emperor was; but he only said, "Pooh!" and shook his head. 

Cold and pale, lay the emperor in his royal bed; the wl~ole court thought 
he was dead, and every one ran away to pay homage to his successor. The 
chamberlains went out to have a talk on the matter, and the ladies'-maids 
invited company to take coffee. Cloth had been laid down on the halls 
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and passages, so that not a footstep should be heard, and all was silent and . 
stilJ.. But the emperor was not yet dead, although he lay white and stiff 
on his gorgeous bed, with the long velvet curtains and heavy gold tassels. 
A window stood open, and the moon shone in upon the emperor and the 
artificial bird. The poor emperor, finding he could scarcely breathe with a 
strange weight on his chest, opened his eyes, and saw Death sitting t11ere. 
He had put on the emperor's golden crown, and heh,] in one hand his sword 
of state, and in the other his beautiful banner. All around the bed, and 
peeping through the long velvet curtains, were a number of strange heads, 
some very ugly, and others lovely and gentle-looking. These were the 
emperor's good and bad deeds, which stared him in the face now Death 
sat at his heart. 

"Do you remember this?" "Do you recollect that?" they asked one 
after another, thus bringing to his remembrance circumstances that made 
the perspiration stand on his brow. 

" I know nothing about it," said the emperor. " Music ! music ! " he 
cried; "the large Chinese drum ! that I may not hear what they say." But 
they still went on, and Death nodded like a Chinamen to all they said. 
"Music ! music!" shouted the emperor, /' You little precious golden bird, 
sing, pray sing! I have given you gold and costly presents; I have even 
hung my golden slipper round your neck. Sing ! sing ! " But the bird 
remained silent. There was no one to wind it up, and therefore it could 
not sing a note. 

Death continued to stare at the emperor with his cold, hollow eyes, and 
the room was fearfully still. Suddenly there came through the open window 
the sound of sweet music. Outside, on the bough of a tree, sat the living . 
nightingale. She had heard of the emperor's illness, and was therefore 
come to sing to him of hope and trust. And as she sung, the shadows 
grew paler and paler; the blood in the emperor's veins flowed more rapildly, 
and gave life to his weak limbs ; and even Death himself listened, and said, 
" Go on, little nightingale, go on." 

"Then will you give me the beautiful golden sword and that rich banner? 
and will you give me the emperor's crown?" said the bird. 

So Death gave up each of these treasures for a song; and the nightingale 
continued her singing. She sung of the quiet churchyard, where the white 
roses grow, where the elder-tree wafts its perfume on the breeze, and the 
fresh, sweet grass is moistened by the mourners' tears. Then Death longed 
to go and see his garden, and floated out through the window in the form of 
IL cold, white mist. 

" Thanks, thanks, you heavenly little bird. I know you well. I banished 
you from my kingdom once, and yet you have charmed away the evil fru::es 
from my bed, and banished Death from my heart, with your sweet song. 
How can I· reward you ? " 

"You have already rewarded me," said the nightingale. "I shall never 
forget that I drew tears from your eyes the first time I sang to you. These 
are the jewels that rejoice a singer's heart. But now sleep, and grow strong 
and well again. I will sing to you again." 
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And as she sung, the emperor fell into a sweet sleep; and how mild and 
refreshing that slumber was ! When he awoke, strengthened and restored 
the sun shone brightly through e1e window; but not one of his servants had 
returned-they all believed he was dead; only the nightingale still sat beside 
him, and sang. 

"You must always remain with me;'' said the emperor. "You shall 
sing only when it pleases you; and I will break the artificial bird into a 
thousand pieces." 

"No; do not do t11at," replied the nightingale; ·' the bird did very well 
as long as it could. Keep it here still. I cannot live in the palace, and 
build my nest; but let me come when I like. I will sit on a bough outside 
your window, in the evening, and sing to you, so that you may be happy, 
and have thoughts full of joy. I will sing to you of those who are happy, 
and those who suffer; of the good and the evil, who are hidden around vou. 
The little singing bird flies far from you and your court to the home of the 
fisherman and the peasant's cot. I love your heart better than your crown ; 
and yet something holy lingers round that also. I will come, I will Eing to ' 
you , but you must promise me one thing." 

"Everything," said the emperor, who, having dressed himself in his 
imperial robes, stood with the hand that held the heavy golden sword pressed 
to his heart. 

"I only ask one thing," she replied; "let no one know that you have a 
little bird who tells you everything. It will be best to conceal it." So 
s~ying, the nightingale flew away. 

The servants now c1me in to look after the dead emperor; when lo ! 
there he stood, and, to their astonishment, said, " Good morning." 

OLE-LUK-OIE, THE DREAM-GOD. 

THERE is nobody in the ,rnrld who knows so many stories as Ole-LuR
Oie, or who can relate them so nicely. In the evening, while the children 
are seated at the table or in their little chairs, he comes up the stairs very 
softly, for he walks in bis socks; then l1e opens the doors without the 
slightest noise, and throws a small quantity of very fine dust in their eyes, 
just enough to prevent them from keeping them open, and so they do not 
see him. Then he creeps behind them, and blows softly upon their necks, 
till their heads begin to droop. But Ole-Luk-Oie does not wish to hurt' 
them, for he is very fond of children, and only wants them to be quiet that 
he may relate to them pretty stories, and they never are quiet until they are 
in bed and asleep. As soon as they are asleep, Ole-Luk-Oie seats himself 
upon the bed. He is nicely dressed; his coat is made of silken stuff; it 
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is impossible to say of what colour, for it changes from green to red, and 
from red to blue as he turns from side to side. Under each arm he carries 
an umbrella; one of them, with pictures on the inside, he spreads over the 
good children, and then they dream the rnost beautiful stories the whole 
night. But the other umbrella has no pictures, and this he holds over the 
naughty children, so that they sleep heavily, and wake in the morning with
out having dreamed at all. 

THE JOURNEY. 

Now we shall hear how Ole-Luk-Oie came every night during a whole 
week to a little boy named Hjalmar, and what he told him. There were 
seven stories, as there are seven days in the week. 

MONDAY. 

"Now pay attention," said Ole-Luk-Oie, in the evening, when Hjalmar 
was in bed, "and I will decorate the room." 

Immediately all the flowers in the flower-pots became large trees, with 
long branches reaching to the ceiling, and stretching along the walls, so that 
the whole room was like a greenhouse. All the branches were loaded with 
flowers, each flower as beautiful and as fragrant as a rose ; and, had any one 
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tasted them, he would have found them sweeter even than jam. The fruit 
glittered like gold, and there were cakes so full of plums that they were 
nearly bursting. It was incomparably beautiful. At the same time sounded 
dismal moans from the table-drawer in which lay Hjalmar's school books. 

" What c:i.n that be now?" said Ole-Luk-Oie, going to the table and 
pulling out the drawer. 

It was a slate, in such distress because of a false number in the sum, that 
it had almost broken itself to pieces. The pencil pulled and tugged at its 
string as if it were a little dog that wanted to help, but could not. 

And then came a moan from Hjalmar's copy-book. Oh, it was quite 
· terrible to hear ! On each leaf stood a row of capital letters, every one 
having a small letter by its side. This formed a copy ! under these were 
other letters, which Hjalmar had written: they fancied they looked like the 
copy, but they were mistaken ; for they were leaning on one side as if they 
intended to fall over the pencil-lines. 

"See, this is the way you should hold yourselves," said the copy. "Look 
here, you should slope thus, with a graceful curve. 

"Oh, we are very willing to do so, but we cannot," said Hjalrnar's 
letters; "we are so wretchedly made." 

"You must be scratched out, then," said Ole-Luk-Oie. 
"Oh, no!" they cried, and then they stood up so gracefully it was quite 

a pleasure to look at them. 
"Now we must give up our stories, and exercise these letters," said Ole

Luk-Oie; " One, two--one, two-" So he drilled them till they stood up 
gracefully, and looked as beautiful as a copy could look. But after Ole-Luk
Oie was gone, and Hjalmar looked at them in the morning, they were as 
wretched and as awkward as ever. 

TUESDAY. 

As soon as Hjalmar was in bed, Ole-Luk-Oie touched, with his little 
magic wand, all the furniture in the room, which immediately began to 
chatter, and each article only talked of itself. 

Over the chest of drawers hung a large picture in a gilt frame, represent
ing a landscape, with fine old trees, flowers in the grass, and a broad stream, 
which flowed through the wood, past several castles, far out into the wild 
ocean. Ole-Luk-Oie touched the picture with his magic wand, and imme
diately the birds commenced singing, the branches of the trees rustled, and 
the clouds moved across the sky, casting their 5hadows on the landscape 
beneath them. Then Ole-Luk-Oie lifted little Hjalmar up to the frame, and 
placed his feet in the picture, just on the high grass, and there he stood 
with the sun shining clown upon him through the branches of the trees. 
He ran to the water, and seated himself in a little boat which lay there, 
and which was painted red and white. The sails glittered like silver, and 
six swans, each with a golden circlet round its neck, and a bright blue star 
on its forehead, drew tl~e boat past the green wood, where the trees talked 
of robbers and witches, and the ffowers of beautiful little elves and fairies, 
whose histories the butterflies had related to them. Brilliant fish, with scales 
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like silver and gold, swam after the boat, sometimes making a spring and 
splashing the water round them, while birds, red and blue, small and great, 
flew after him in two long lines. The gnats danced round them, and the 
cockchafers cried "Buz, buz." They all wanted to follow Hjalmar, and all 
had some story to tell him. It was a most pleasant sail. Sometimes the 
forests were thick and dark, sometimes like a beautiful garden, gay with 
sunshine and flowers; then he passed great palaces of glass and of marble, 
and on the balconies stood princesses, whose faces were those of little girls 
whom Hjalmar knew well, and had often played with. One of them held 
out her hand, in which was a heart made of sugar, more beautiful than any 
confectioner ever sold. As Hjalmar sailed by he caught hold of one side 
of the sugar heart, and held it fast, and the princess held fast also, so that 
it broke in two pieces. Hjalmar had one piece, and the princess the other, 
but Hjalmar's was the largest. At each castle stood little princes acting as 
sentinels. They presented arms, and had golden swords, and made it rain 
plums and tin soldiers, so that they must have been real princes. 

Hjalmar continued to sail, sometimes through woods, sometimes as it 
were through large halls, and then by large cities. At last he came to the 
town where his nurse lived, who had carried him in her arms when he was 
a very little boy, and had always been kind to him. She nodded and 
beckoned to him, and then sang the little verses she had herself composed 
and sent to him,-

" How oft my memory turns to thee, 
My own Hjalmar, ever clear ! 

·when I could watch thy infant glee, 
Or kiss away a pearly tear. 

'T was in my arms thy lisping tongue 
First spoke the half-remembered word, 

·while o'er thy tottering steps I hung, 
My fond protection to afford. 

Farewell ! I pray the Heavenly Power 
To keep thee till thy dying hour." 

And all the bird;; sang the same tune, the flowers danced on their stems, and 
the old trees nodded as if Ole-Luk-Oie had been telling them stories as well. 

WEDNESDAY. 

How the rain did pour down! Hjalmar could hear it in his sleep; and 
when Ole-Luk-Oie opened the window, the water flowed quite up 1o the 
window-sill. It had the appearance of a large lake outside, and a beautiful 
ship lay close to the house. 

"Wilt thou sail with me to-nigl1t, little Hjalmar?" said Ole-Luk-Oie; 
"then we shall see foreign countries, and thou shalt return here in the 
morning." 

All in a moment, there stood Hjalmar, in his best clothes, on the deck of 
the noble ship; and irnmediately the weather became fine. They sailed 
through the streets, round by the clrnrch, and on every side rolled the wide, 
great sea. They sailed till the land d;sappeared, and then they saw a flock 
of storks, who had left their own country, and were travelling to warmer 
climates. The storks flew one behind the other, and had already been a 
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long, long time on the wing. One of them seemed so tired that his wings 
could scarcely carry him. He was the last of the row, and was soon 
left very far behind. At length he sunk lower a11d lower, with out. 
stretched ,vings, flapping them in vain, till his feet touched the rigging of 
the ship, and he slided from the sails to the deck, and stood before them. 
Then a sailor-boy caught him, and put him in the hen-house, with the fowls, 
the ducks, and the turkeys, while the poor stork stood quite bewildered 
amongst them. 

"Just look at that fellow," said the chickens. 
Then the turkey-cock puffed himself out as large as he could, and 

inquired who he was; and the clucks waddled backwarks, crying, "Quack, 
quack." 

Then the stork told them .all about warm Africa, of the pyramids, and of 
the ostrich, which, like a wild horse, runs across the desert. But the ducks 
did not understand what he said, and quacked amongst themselves, "We 
are all of the same opinion; namely, that he is stupid." 

"Yes, to be sure, he is stupid," said the turkey-cock; and gobbled. 
Then the stork remained quite silent, and thought of his home in Africa. 
"Those are handsome thin legs of yours," said the turkey-cock. "vVhat 

do they cost a yard ? " 
"Quack, quack, quack," grinned the clucks; but the stork pretended not 

to hear. 
"You may as well laugh," said the turkey; "for that remark was rather 

witty, or perhaps it was above you. Ah, ah, is he not clever? He will be 
a great amusement to us while he remains here." An then he gobbled, and 
the ducks quacked, "Gobble, gobble; Quack, quack." 

What a terrible uproar they made, while they were having such fun among 
themselves ! 

Then Hjalmar went to the hen-house; and, opening the door, called to 
the stork. Then he hopped out on the deck. He had rested himself now, 
and he looked happy, and seemed as if he nodded to Hjalmar, as if to 
thank him. Then he spread his wings, and flew away to warmer countries, 
while the hens clucked, the ducks quacked, and the turkey-cock turned quite 
scarlet in the head. 

"To-morrow you shall be made into soup," said Hjalmar to the fowls ; 
and then he awoke, and found himself lying in his little bed. 

It was a wonderful journey which Ole-Luk-Oie had made him take this 
night. 

THURSDAY. 
"What do you think I have got here?" said Ole-Luk-Oie. "Do not be 

frightened, and you shall see a little mouse." And then he held out his 
hand to him, in which lay a lovely little creature. "It has come to invite 
you to a wedding. Two little mice are going to enter into the marriage state 
to-night. They reside under the floor of your mother's store-room; and that 
must be a fine dwelling-place." 

" But how can I get through the little mouse-hole in the floor?" asked 
Hjalmar. 
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"Leave me to manage that," said Ole-Luk-Oie. "I will soon make you 
small enough." And then he touched Hjalmarwith his magic wand, where
upon he became less and less, until at last he was not longer than a little 
finger. "Now you can borrow the dress of the tin soldier. I think it will 
just fit you. It looks well to wear a uniform when you go into company." 

"Yes, certainly," said Hjalmar; and in a moment he was dressed as 
neatly as the neatest of all tin soldiers. 

"Will you be so good as to seat yourself in your mamma's thimble," said the 
little mouse, "that I may have the pleasure of drawing you to the wedding." 

" Will you really take so much trouble, young lady?" said B jalmar. And 
so in this way he rode to the mouse's wedding. 

First they went under the floor, and then passed through a long passage, 
which was scarcely high enough to allow the thimble to drive under, and the 
whole passage was lit up with the phosphorescent light of rotten wood. 

"Does it not smell delicious?" asked the mouse, as she drew him along. 
"The wall and the floor have been smeared with bacon-rind; nothing can 
be nicer." 

Very soon they arrived at the bridal hall. On the right stood all the 
little lady-mice, whispering and giggling, as if they were making game of 
each other. To the left were the gentlemen-mice, stroking their whiskers 
with their fore-paws; and in the centre of the hall could be seen the bridal 
pair, standing side by side, in a hollow cheese-rind, and kissing each other, 
while all eyes were upon them; for they had already been betrothed, and 
were soon to be married. More and more friend., kept arriving, till the mice 
were nearly treading each other to death; for the bridal pair now stood in 
the doorway, and none could pass in or out. 

The room had been rubbed over with bacon-rind, like the passage, which 
was all the refreshment offered to the guests. But for dessert they produced 
a pea, on which a mouse belonging to the bridal pair had bitten the first 
letters of their names. This was something quite uncommon. All the mice 
said it was a very beautiful wedding, and that they had been very agreeably 
entertained. 

After this, Hjalmar returned home. He had certainly been in grand 
society; but he had been obliged to creep under a room, and to make him
self small enough to wear the uniform of a tin soldier. 

FRIDAY. 

"It is incredible how many old people there are who would be glad to 
have me at night," said Ole-Luk-Oie, "especially those who have done 
something wrong. ' Good little Ole,' say they to me, 'we cannot close our 
eyes, and we lie awake the whole night and see all our evil deeds sitting on 
our beds like little imps, and sprinkling us with hot water. Will you come 
and drive them away, that we may have a good night's rest?' and then they 
sigh so deeply and say, 'We would gladly pay you for it. Good night, 
Ole-Luk, the money lies in the window.' But I never do anything for gold." 
"What shall we do to-night?" asked Hjalmar. "I do not know whether 
you would care to go to another wedding," he replied, "although it is quite 
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a different affair to the one we saw last night. Your sister's large doll , that 
is dressed like a man, and is called Herman, intends to marry the doll 
Bertha. It is also the doll's birthday, and they will receive many presents." 

"Yes, I know that already," said Hjalrnar, "my sister always allows her 
dolls to keep their birthdays or to have a wedding when they require new 
clothes; that has happened already a lrnndred times, I am quite sure.'' 

"Yes, so it may; but to-night is the hundred and first wedding, and when 
that has taken place it must be the last, therefore this is to be extremely 
beautiful. Only look." 

Hjalmar looked at the table, and there stood the little card-board doll's
house, with lights in all the windows, and drawn up before it were the tin 
soldiers presenting arms. The bridal pair were seated on the floor, leaning 
against the leg of the table, looking very thoughtful, and with good reason. 
Then Ole-Luk-Oie dressed up in grandmother's black gown married them. 
As soon as the ceremony was concluded, all the furniture in the room joined 
in singing a beautiful song, which had been composed by the lead pencil, 
and which went to the melody of a military tattoo. 

'' vVhat merry sounds are on the wind, 
As marriage rites together bind 
A quiet and a loving pair, 
Though formed of kid, yet smooth and fair ! 
Hurrah! If they are deaf and blind, 
We'll sing, though weather prove unkind." 

And now came the presents; but the bridal pair had nothing to eat, for 
love was to be their food. 

"Shall we go to a country house, or travel ?" asked the bridegroom. 
Then they consulted the swallow who had travelled so far, and the old 

hen in the yard, who had brought up five broods of chickens. 
And the swallow talked to them of warm countries, where the grapes 

hang in large clusters on the vines, and the air is soft and mild, and about 
the mountains glowing with colours more beautiful than we can think of. 

"But they have no red cacbage like we have," said the hen; "I was 
once in the count1y with my chickens for a whole summer, there was a large 
sand-pit, in which we could walk about and scratch as we liked. Then we 
got into a garden in which grew red cabbage; oh, how nice it was, I cannot 
think of anything more delicious." 

"But one cabbage stalk is exactly like another," said the swallow; "and 
here we have often bad weather." 

"Yes, but we are accustomed to it," said the hen. 
"But it is so cold here, and freezes sometimes." 
"Cold weather is good for cabbages," said the hen; "besides, we do 

have it warm here sometimes. Four years ago, we had a summer that 
lasted more than five weeks, and it was so hot one could scarcely breathe. 
And then in this country we have no poisonous animals, and we arc free 
from robbers. He must be wicked who does not consider our country the 
finest of all lands. He ought not to be allowed to live here." And then 
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the hen wept very much and said, "I have also travelled. I once went 
twelve miles in a coop, and it was not p;easant travelling at all." 

"The hen is a sensible woman," said the doll Bertha. "I don't care for 
travelling over mountains, just to go up and come down again. No, let us go to 
the sand-pit in front of the gate, and then take a walk in the cabbage garden." 

And so they settled it. 
SATURDAY. 

"Am I to hear any more stories?" asked little Hjalmar, as soon as Ole
Luk-Oie had sent him to sleep. 

"We shall have no time this evening," said he, spreading out his prettiest 
umbrella over the child. "Look at these Chinese," and then the whole 
umbrella appeared like a large china-bowl, with blue trees and pointed 
bridges, upon which stood little Chinamen nodding their heads. "We 
must make all the world beautiful for to-morrow morning," said Ole
Luk-Oie, "for it will be a holiday, it is Sunday. I must now go to the 
church steeple and see if the little sprites who live there have polished the 
bells, so that they may sound sweetly, Then I must go into the fields and 
see if the wind has blown the dust from the grass and the leaves, and the 
most difficult task of all which I have to do, is to take down all the stars 
and brighten them up. I have to number them :first before I put them in 
my apron, and also to number the places from which I take them, so that 
they may go back into the right holes, or else they would not remain, and 
we should have a number of falling stars, for they would all tumble down 
one after the other." 

"Hark ye! Mr. Luk-Oie," said an old portrait which hung on the wall 
of Hjalrnar's bedroom. "Do you know me? I am Hjalmar's great grand
father. I thank you for telling the boy stories, but you must not confuse 
his ideas. The stars cannot be taken down from the sky and polished; 
they are spheres like our earth, which is a good thing for them." 

"Thank you, old great-grandfather," said Ole-Luk-Oie. "I thank you; 
you 111ay be the head of the family, as no doubt you are, but I am older 
than you. I am an ancient heathen. The old Romans and Greeks named 
me the Dream-god. I have visited the noblest houses, and continue to do 
so; still I know how to conduct myself both to high and low, and now you 
may tell the stories yourself;" and so Ole-Luk-Oie walked off, taking his 
umbrellas with him. 

"Well, well, one is never to give an opinion, I suppose," grumbled the 
portrait. And it woke Hjalmar. 

SUNDAY, 

"Good evening," said Ole-Luk-Oie. 
Hjalrnar nodded, and then sprang out of bed, and turned his great-grand

father's portrait to the wall, so that it might not interrupt them as it had 
done yesterday. "Now," said he, "you must tell me some stories about 
five green peas that lived in one pod; or of the chick.seed that courted the 
chickweed; or of the darning needle, who acted so proudly because she 
fancied herself an embroidery needle." 
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"You may have too much of a good thing," said Ole-Luk-Oie. 
"You know that I like best to show you something, so I will show you 

my brother. He is called Ole-Luk-Oie, but he never visits any one but 
once, and when he does come, he takes him away on his horse, and tells 
him stories as they ride along. He knows only two stories. One of these 
is so wonderfully beautiful, that no one in the world can imagine anything 
at all like it; but the other is just as ugly and frightful, so that it would be 
impossible to describe it." Then Ole-Luk-Oie lifted Hjalmar up to the, 
window. "There n01v, you can see my brother, the other Ole-Luk-Oie; 
he is aiso called Death. You perceive he is not so bad as they represent 
him in the picture books; there he is a skeleton, but now his coat is em
broidered with silver, and he wears the splendid uniform of a hussar, and a 
mantle of black velvet flies behind him, over the horse. Look, how he 
gallops along." Hjalmar saw, that as this Ole-Luk-Oie rode on, he lifted 
up old and young, and carried them away on his horse. Some he seated in 
front of him, and some behind, but always inquired first, " How stands the 
mark-book?" 

"Good," they all answered. 
"Yes, but let me see for myself," he replied; and they were obliged to 

give him the books. Then all those who had "Very good," or " Exceed
ingly good," came in front of the horse, and heard the beautiful story; while 
those who had "Middling," or "Tolerably good," in their books, were 
obliged to sit behind, and listen to the frightful tale. They trembled and 
cried, and wanted to jump down from the horse, but they could not 
get free, for they seemed fastened to the seat. 

"Why, Death is a most splendid Luk-Oie," said Hjalmar. "I am not in 
the least afraid of him." 

"You need have no fear of him," said Ole-Luk-Oie, "if you take care 
and keep a good conduct book." 

"Now I call that very instructive," murmured the great-grandfather's 
portrait. "It is useful sometimes to express an opinion;" so he was quite 
satisfied. 

These are some of the doings and sayings of Ole-Luk-Oie. I hope he 
may visit you himself this evening, and relate some more. 

THE OLD BACHELOR'S NIGHTCAP. 
THERE is a street in Copenhagen with a very strange name. It is called 

"Hysken" street. ·where the name came from, and what it means is very 
uncertain. It is said to be German, but this is unjust to the Germans, for 
it would then be called "Hauschen," and not "Hysken." "Hauschen," 
means a little house; and for many years it consisted only of a few_ small 
houses, which were scarcely larger than the wooden booths we see 111 the 
market places at a fair time. They were perhaps a little higher, and had 
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windows ; but the panes consisted of horn or bladder-skins, for glass was 
then too dear to have glazed windows in every house. This was a long 
time ago, so long indeed that our grandfathers, and even great-grandfathers, 
would speak of those days as "olden times;" indeed, many centuries have 
passed since then. 

The rich merchants in Bremen and Lubeck, who carried on trade in 
Copenhagen, did not reside in the town themselves, but sent their clerks, 
who dwelt in the wooden booths in the Hauschen Street, and sold beer and 
spices. The German beer was very good, and there were many sorts-from 
Bremen, Prussia, and Brunswick-and quantities of all sorts of spices, 
saffron, aniseed, ginger, and especially pepper ; indeed pepper was almost 
the chief article sold here ; so it happened at last that the German clerks in 
Denmark got their nickname of "pepper gentry." It had been made a 
condition with these clerks that they should not marry; so that those who 
lived to be old had to take care of themselves, to attend to their own com
forts, and even to light their own fires, when they had any to light. Many 
of them were very aged; lonely old boys, with strange thoughts and 
eccentric habits. From this, all unmarried men, who bave attained a 
certain age, are called, in Denmark, " pepper gentry;" and this must be re
membered, by all those who wish to understand the story. These "pepper 
gentlemen," or, as they are called in England, "old bachelors," are often 
made a butt for ridicule; they are told to put on tbei:- nightcaps, draw 
them over their eyes, and go to sleep. The boys in Denmark make a song 
of it, thus :-

" Poor old bachelor, cut your wood, 
Such a nightcap was never seen ; 
\Vho would think it was ever clean ? 

Go to sleep, it will do you good." 

So they sing about the "pepper gentlemen;" so do they make sport of the 
poor old bachelor and his nightcap, and all because they really know nothing 
of either. It is a cap that no one need wish for, or laugh at. And why not? 
Well, we shall hear in the story. 

In olden times, Hauschen Street was not paved, and passengers would 
stumble out of one hole into another, as they generally do in unfrequented 
highways; and the street was so narrow, and the booths leaning against 
each other were so close together, that in the summer time a sail would be 
stretched across the street from one booth to another opposite. At these 
times the odour of the pepper, saffron, and ginger became more powerful 
than ever. Behind the counter, as a rule, there were no young men. The 
clerks were almost all old boys; but they did not dress as we are ac· 
customed to see old men represented wearing wigs, nightcaps, and knee
breeches, and with coat and waistcoat buttoned up to the chin. We have 
seen the portraits of our great-grandfathers dressed in this way; but the 
"pepper gentlemen" had no money to spare to have their portraits taken, 
though one of them would have made a very interesting picture for us now, 
if taken as he appeared standing behind the counter, or going to church, or 
on holidays. On these occasions they wore high-crowned, broad-brimmed . 
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hats, and sometimes a younger cl::rk would stick a feather in his. The 
woollen shirt was concealed by a broad, linen collar; the close jacket was 
buttoned up to the chin, and the cloak hung loosely over it; the trousers 
were tucked into the broad, tipped shoes, for the clerks wore no stockings. 
They generally stuck a table-knife and spoon into their girdles, as well as 
a larger knife, as a protection to themselves; and such a weapon was often 
very necessary. 

Af1:er this fashion_was Anthony dressed on holi~ays and festivals, excepting 
that, mstead of a high-crowned hat, he wore a krnd of bonnet, and under it 
a knitted cap, a regular nightcap, to which he was so accustomed that it was 
always on his head; he had two, nightcaps I mean, not heads. Anthony 
was one of the oldest of the clerks, and just the subject for a painter. He 
was as thin as a lath, wrinkled round the mouth and eyes, had long, bony 
fingers, bushy, grey eyebrows, and over his left eye hung a thick tuft of hair, 
which did not look handsome, but made his appearance very remarkable, 
People knew that he came from Bremen; it was not exactly his home, 
although his master resided there. His ancestors were from Thuringia, and 
had hved in the town of Eisenach, clo3e by Wartburg, Old Anthony 
seldom spoke of this place, but he thought of it all the more. 

. The old clerks of Hauschen Street very seldom met together ; each one 
remained in his own booth, which was closed early enough in the evening, 
and then it looked dark and dismal out in the street. Only a faint glimmer 
of light struggled through the horn panes in the little window on the roof, 
while within sat the old clerk, generally on his bed, singing his evening 
hymn in a low voice; or he would be moving about in his booth till late 
in the night, busily employed in many things. It certainly was not a very 
lively existence. To be a stranger in a strange land is a bitter lot; no one 
notices you unless you happen to stand in their way. Often, when it was 
nark night outside, with rain or snow falling, the place looked quite deserted 
and gloomy. There were no lamps in the street, excepting a very small one, 
which hung at one end of the street, before a picture of the Virgin, which 
had been painted on the wall. The da8hing of the water against the bul
warl,s of a neighbouring castle could plainly be heard. Such evenings are 
long and dreary, unless people can find something to do ; and so Anthony 
found it. There were not always things to be packed or unp,lcked, nor 
paper bags to be made, nor the scales to be polished. So Anthony invented 
employment; he mended his clothes and patched his boots, and when he 
at last went to bed, his nightcap, which he had worn from habit, still re
mained on his head; he had only to pull it down a little farther over his 
forehead. Very soon, however, it would be pushed up again to see if the 
light was properly put out; he would touch it, press the wick together, and 
at last pull his nightcap over his eyes and lie down again on the other side. 
But often there would arise in his mind a doubt as to whether every coal 
had been quite put out in the little fire-pan in the shop below. If even a tiny 
spark had remained it might set fire to something, and cause great damage. 
Then he would rise from his bed, creep down the ladder-for it could 
scarcely be called a flight of stairs-and when he reached the fire-pan not 
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a spark could be seen; so he had just to go back again to bed. But often, 
when he had got half way back, he would fancy the iron shutters of the 
door were not properly fastened, and his thin legs would carry him down 
again. And when at last he crept into bed, he would be so cold that his 
teeth chattered in his head. He would draw the coverlet closer round him, 
pull his nightcap over his eyes, and try to turn his thoughts from trade, and 
from the labours of the day, to olden times. But this was scarcely an 
agreeable entertainment; for thoughts of olden memories raise the curtains 
from the past, and sometimes pierce the heart with painful recollections till 
the agony brings tears to the waking eyes. And so it was with Anthony; 
often the scalding tears, like pearly drops, would fall from his eyes to the 
coverlet and roll on the floor with a sound as if one of his heartstrings had 
broken. Sometimes, with a lurid flame, memory would light up a picture 
of life which had never faded from his heart. If he dried his eyes with his 
nightcap, then the tear and the picture would be crushed; but the source 
of the tears remained and welled up again in his heart. The pictures did 
not follow one another in order, as the circumstances they represented had 
occurred ; very often the most painful would come together, and when those 
came which were most full of joy, they had always the deepest shadow 
thrown upon them . 

. The beech-woods of Denmark are acknowledged by every one to be very 
beautiful, but more beautiful still in the eyes of old Anthony were the beech
woods in the neighbourhood of Wartburg. More grand and venerable to him 
seemed the old oa.ks around the proud baronial castle, where the creeping 
plants hung over the stony summits of the rocks; sweeter was the perfume 
there of the apple-blossom than in all the land of Denmark. How vividly 
were represented to him, in a glittering tear that rolled down his cheek, two 
children at play-a boy and a girl. The boy had rosy cheeks, golden ringlets, 
and clear, blue eyes; he was the son of Anthony, a rich merchant; it was him
self. The little girl had brown eyes and black hair, and was clever and 
courageous; she was the mayor's daughter, Molly. The children were 
playing with an apple ; they shook the apple, and heard the pips rattling in 
it. Then they cut it in two, and each of them took half. They also 
divided the pips and ate all but one, which the little girl proposed should 
be placed in the ground. 

"You will see what will come out," she said; " something you don't 
expect. A whole apple-tree will come out, but not directly." Then they 
got a flower-pot, filled it with earth, and were soon both very busy and 
eager about it. The boy made a hole in the earth with his finger, and the 
little girl placed the pip in the hole, and then they both covered it over 
with earth. 

"Now you must not take it out to-morrow to see if it has taken 
root," said Molly; "no one ever should do that. I did so with my flowers, 
but only twice ; I wanted to see if they were growing. I didn't know any 
better then, and the flowers all died." 

Little Anthony kept the flower-pot, and every morning during the whole 
winter he looked at it, but there was nothing to be seen but black earth. 
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At last, however, the spring came, and the sun shone warm again, and then 
two little green leaves sprouted forth in the pot. 

"They are Molly and me," said the boy. "How wonderful they are, 
and so beautiful." 

Very soon a third leaf made its appearance. 
"Who does. that stand for?" thought he, and then came another and 

another. Day after day, and week after week, till the plant became quite a 
tree. And all this about the two children was mirrored to old Anthony in 
a single tear, which could soon be wiped away and disappear, but might 
come again from its source in the heart of the old man. 

In the neighbourhood of Eisenach stretches a ridge of stony mountains, 
one of which has a rounded outline, and shows itself above the rest with
out tree, bush, or grass on its barren summits. It is called the "Venus 
mountain," and the story goes that the" Lady Venus," one of the heathen 
goddesses, keeps house there. She is also called "Lady Halle," as every 
child round Eisenach well knows. She it was who enticed the noble knight, 
Tann ha user, the minstrel, from the circle of singers at Wart burg into her 
mountain. 

Little Molly and Anthony often stood by this mountain, and one day 
Molly said, "Do you dare to knock and say, 'Lady Halle, Lady Halle, 
open the door : Tannhauser is here ! " But Anthony did not dare. I\folly, 
however, did, though she only said the words, "Lady Halle, Lady Halle," 
loudly and distinctly; the rest she muttered so much under her breath that 
Anthony felt certain she had really said nothing; and yet she looked quite 
bold and saucy, just as she did sometimes when she was in the garden with 
a number of other little girls ; they would all stand round him together, 
and want to kiss him, because he did not like to be kissed, and pushed 
them away. Then Molly was the only one who dared to resist him. "I 
may kiss him," she would say proudly, as she threw her arms round his 
neck; she was vain of her power over Anthony, for he would submit 
quietly and think nothing of it. Molly was very charming, but rather bold; 
and how she did tease ! 

They said Lady Halle was beautiful, but her beauty was that of a tempt
ing fiend. Saint Elizabeth, the tutelar saint of the land, the pious Princess 
of Thuringia, whose good deeds have been immortalized in so many places 
through stories and legends, had greater beauty and more real grace. Her 
picture hung in the chapel, surrounded by silver lamps; but it did not in 
the least resemble Molly. 

The apple-tree, which the two children had planted, grew year after year, 
till it became so forge that it had to be transplanted into the garden, where 
the dew fell and the sun shone warmly. And there it increased in strensth 
so mnch as to be able to withstand the cold of winter; and after passmg 
through the severe weather, it seemed to put fonh its blossoms in spring for 
very joy that the cold season had gone. In autumn it produced two apples, 
one for Molly and one for Anthony; it could not well do less. The tree 
after this grew very rapidly, and Molly grew with the tree. _She was as 
fresh as an apple blossom, but Anthony was not to behold this flower for 

6* 



HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. 

long. All things change; Molly's father left his old home, and !\folly went 
with him far away. In our time, it would be only a journey of a few hours, 
but then it took more than a day and a night to travel so far eastward from 
Eisenach to a town still called Weimar, on the borders of Thuringia. And 
Molly and Anthony both wept, but these tears all flowed together into one 
tear which had the rosy shimmer of joy. Molly had told him that she 
loved him-loved him more than all the splendours of Weimar. 

One, two, three years went by, and during the whole time he received 
only two letters. One came by the carrier, and the other a traveller 
brought. The way was very long and difficult, with many turnings and 
windings through towns and villages. How often had Anthony and Molly 
heard the story of Tristan and Isolda, and Anthony had thought the story 
applied to him, although Tristan means born in sorrow, which Anthony 
certainly was not; nor was it likely he would ever say of Molly as Tristan 
said of Isolda, "She has forgotten me." But, in truth, Isolda had not for
gotten him, her faithful friend ; and when both were laid in their graves, one 
on each side of the church, the linden-trees that grew by each grave spread 
over the roof, and, bending towards each other, mingled their blossoms to
gether. Anthony thought it a very beautiful, but mournful story; yet he 
never feared anything so sad would happen to him and Molly, as he passed 
the spot, whistling the air of a song, composed by the minstrel Walter, 
called the "Willow bird," beginning-

" Under the linden-trees, 
Out ou the heath." 

One stanza pleased him exceedingly-
" Through the forest, and in the vale, 

Sweetly warbles the nightingale." 

This song was often in his moutb, and he sung or whistled it on a moon
light night, when he rode on horseback along the deep, hollow way, on his road 
to Weimar, to visit Molly. He wished to arrive unexpectedly, and so indeed 
he did. He was received with a hearty welcome, and introduced to plenty 
of grand and pleasant company, where overflowing winecups were passed 
about. A pretty room and a good bed were provided for him, and yet his 
reception was not what he had expected and dreamed it would be. He 
could not comprehend his own feelings nor the feelings of others; but it is 
easily understood how a person can be admitted into a house or a family 
without becoming one of them. We converse in company with those we 
meet, as we converse with our fellow-travellers in a stage-coach, on a jour~ 
ney; we know nothing of them, and perhaps all the while we are incom
moding one another, and each is wishing himself or his neighbour away. 
Something of this kind Anthony felt when Molly talked to him of old times. 

" I am a straightforward girl," she said, "and I will tell you myself how it 
is. There have been great changes since we were children together; every
thing is different, both inwardly and outwardly. We cannot control our 
wills, nor the feelings of our hearts, by the force of custom. Anthony, I 
would not, for the world, make an enemy of you when I am far away. 
Believe me, I entertain for you the kindest wishes in my heart; but to feel 
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for you what I know can be felt for another man, can never be. You must 
try and reconcile yourself to this. l<arewell, Anthony." 

Anthony also said, "Farewell." Not a tear came into his eye; he felt he 
was no longer M ,lly's friend. Hot iron and cold iron alike take the skin 
from our lips, and we feel the same sensation if we kiss either; and 
Anthony's kiss was now the kiss of hatred, as it had once been the kiss of 
love. Within four-and-twenty hours Anthony was back again to Eisenach, 
though the horse that he rode was entirely ruined. 

" What matters it? " said he ; " I am ruined also. I will destroy every
thing that can remind me of her, or of Lady Halle, or Lady Venus, the 
heathen woman. I will break down the apple-tree, and tear it up by the 
roots; never more shall it blossom or bear fruit." 

The apple-tree was not broken down; for Anthony himself was struck 
with a fever, which caused him to break down, and confined him to his 
bed. Ilut something occurred to raise him up again. What was it? A 
medicine was offered to him, which he was obliged to take: a bitter remedy, 
at which the sick body and the· oppressed spirit alike shuddered. Anthony's 
father lost all his property, and, from being known as one of the richest 
merchants, he became very poor. Dark days, heavy trials, with poverty at 
the door, came rolling into the house upon them like the waves of the sea. 
Sorrow and suffering deprived Anthony's father of his strength, so that 
he had something else to think of besides nursing his love-sorrows and 
his anger against Moily. He had to take his father's place, to give 
orders, to act with energy, to help, and, at fast, to go out into the world 
and earn his bread. Anthony went to Bremen, and there he learnt what 
poverty and hard living really were. These things often harden the character, 
but somet1rnes soften the heart, even too much. 

Bow different the world, and the people in it, appeared to Anthony now, 
to what he had thought in his· childhood! What to him were the minstrel's 
songs? An echo of the past, sounds long vanished. At times he would 
think in this way; yet again and again the songs would sound in his soul, 
and his heart became gentle and pious. 

" God's will is the best," he would then say. "It was well that I was not 
allowed to keep my power over Molly's heart, and that she did not remain 
true to me. How I should have felt it now, when fortune has deserted me! 
She left me before she knew of the change in my circumstances, or had a 
thought of what was before me. That is a merciful providence for me. All 
h~s happened for the best. She could not help it, and yet I have been so 
bitter, and in such enmity against her." 

Years passed by : Anthony's father died, and strangers lived in the old 
house. He had seen it once again since then. His rich master sent him 
journeys on business, and on one occasion his way led him to his native 
town of Eisenach. The old Wartburg castle stood unchanged on the rock 
where the monk and the nun where hewn out of the stone. The great oaks 
formed an outline to the scene which he so well remembered in his child
hood. The Venus mountain stood out grey and bare, overshadowing the 
valley beneath. He would hal·e been glad to call out "Lady Halle, Lady 
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Halle, unlock the mountain. I would fain remain here always in my native 
soil." That was a sinful thought, and he offered a prayer to drive it away. 
Then a little bird in the thicket sang out clearly, and old Anthony 
thought of the minstrel's song. How much came back to his remembrance 
as he looked through the tears once more on his native town ! The old 
house was still standing as in olden times, but the garden had been greatly 
altered; a pathway led through a portion of the ground, and outside the 
garden, and beyond the path, stood the old apple-tree, which he had not 
broken down, although he talked of doing so in his trouble. The sun still 
threw its rays upon the tree, and the refreshing dew fell upon it as of old; 
and it was so overloaded with fruit that the branches bent towards the earth 
with the weight. "That flourishes still," said he, as he gazed. One of the 
branches of the tree had, however, been broken : mischievous hands must 
have done this in passing, for the tree now stood in a public thoroughfare. 
"The blossoms are often plucked," said Anthony; "the fruit is stolen and 
the branches broken without a thankful thought of their profusion and 
beauty. It might be said of a tree, as it has been said of some men-it 
was not predicted at his cradle that he should come to this. How brightly 
began the history of this tree, and what is it now? Forsaken and forgotten, 
in a garden by a hedge in a field, and close to a public road. There it 
stands; unsheltered, plundered, and broken. It certainly has not yet 
withered; but in the course of years the number of blossoms from time to 
time will grow less, and at last it will cease altogether to bear fruit; and then 
its history will be over. 

Such were Anthony's thoughts as he stood under the tree, and during 
many a long night as he lay in his lonely chamber in the wooden house in 
Hauschen Street, Copenhagen, in the foreign land to which the rich merchant 
of Bremen, his employer, had sent him on condition that he should never 
marry. " Marry! ha, ha!" and he laughed bitterly to himself at the thought. 

Winter one year set in early, and it was freezing hard. Without, a snow
storm made every one remain at home who could do so. Thus it happened 
that Anthony's neighbours, who lived opposite to him, did not notice that 
his house remained unopened for two clays, and that he had not shown 
himself during that time, for who would go out in such weather unless he 
were obliged to do so. They were grey, gloomy clays, and in the house 
whose windows were not glass, twilight and dark nights reigned in turns. 
During these two clays old Anthony had not left his bed, he had not the 
strength to do so. The bitter weather had for some time affected his limbs. 
There lay the old bachelor, forsaken by all, and unable to help himself. 
He col!lcl scarcely reach the water-jug that he had placed by his bed, and 
the last drop was gone. It was not fever, nor sickness, but old age, that 
had laid him low. In the little corner, where his bed lay, he was over
shadowed as it were by perpetual night. A little spider, which he could 
however not see, busily and cheerfully spun its web above him, so that 
there should be a kind of little banner waving over the old man, when his 
eyes closed. The time passed slowly and painfully. He had 110 tears to 
shed, and he felt 110 pain: no thought of Molly came into his mind. He 
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fe!t as if the worl~ was no:v nothing to him, as if he were lying beyond it, 
with no one to thmk of him. Now and then he felt slight sensations of 
hunger and thirst; but no one came to him, no one tended him. He 
thought of all those who had once suffered from starvation, of Saint Eliza
beth, who once wandered on the earth, the saint of his home and his child
h??d, the noble Du_chess of _T~nringia, that higl:ly esteemed lady who 
v1S1ted the poorest villages, bnngmg hope and relief to the sick inmates. 
The recollection of her pious deeds was as lijsht to the soul of poor Antbony. 
He thought of her as she went about speakmg words of comfort, binclina up 
the wounds of the afflicted and feeding the hungry, although often bla~ed 
for it by her stern husband. He remembered a story told of her, that on 
one occasion, when she was carrying a basket full of wine and provisions, 
her husband, who had watched her footsteps, stepped forward and asked 
angrily what she carried in her basket, whereupon with fear and trembling 
she answered, "Roses which I have plucked from the garden." Then h~ 
tore away the doth which covered the basket, and what could equal the 
surprise of the pious woman, to find that by a miracle, everything in her 
basket-the wine, the bread-had all been changed into roses. 

In this way the memory of the kind lady dwelt in the calm mind of 
Anthony. She was as a living reality in his little dwelling in the Danish 
land. He uncovered his face that he might look into her gentle eyes, while 
everything around him changed from its look of poverty and want, to 
a bright rose tint. The fragrance of roses spread through the room, 
!ningled with the sweet smell of apples. He saw the branches of an apple
tree spreading above him. It was the tree which he and Molly had planted 
together. The fragrant leaves of the tree fell upon him and cooled his 
burning brow; upon his parched lips they seemed like refreshing bread 
and wine; and as they rested on his breast, a peaceful calm stole over 
him, and he felt inclined to sleep. "I shall sleep now," he whispered to 
himself. " Sleep will do me good. In the morning I shall be upon my feet 
again, strong and well. Glorious! Wonderful! That apple-tree, planted 
in love, now appears before me in heavenly beauty," And he slept. 

The following day, the third day dnring which his house had been closed, 
the snow-storm ceased. Then his opposite neighbour stepped over to the 
house in which old Anthony lived, for he had not yet showed himself. 
There he lay stretched on his bed, dead, with his old nightcap tightly 
clasped in his two hands. The nightcap, however, was not placed on his 
head in his coffin; he had a clean white one on then. Where now were 
the tears he had shed? What had become of those wonderful pearls? 
They were in the nightcap still. Such tears as these cannot be washed out, 
even when the nightcap is forgotten. The only thoughts and dreams of a 
bachelor's nightcap still remain. Never wish for such a nightcap. It would 
make your forehead hot, cause your pulse to beat with agitation, and con
jure up drea.ms which would appear realities. 

The first who wore old Anthony's cap felt the truth of this, though it was 
half a century afterwards. That man was the mayor himself, who had 
already made a comfortable home for his wife and eleven children, by his 
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industry. The moment he put the cap on he dreamed of unfortunate Iove1 

of bankruptcy, and of dark days. "Hallo l how the nightcap burns : " he 
exclaimed, as he tore it from his head. Then a pearl rolled out, and then 
another and another, and they glittered and sounded as they fell. "What 
can this be ? Is it paralysis, or something dazzling my eyes? " They were 
the tears which old Anthony had shed half a century before. 

To every one who afterwards put this cap on his head, came visions and 
dreams which agitated him not a little. His own history was changed into 
that of Anthony until it became quite a story, and many stories might be 
made by others, so we will leave them to relate their own. We have told 
the first, and our last word is, don't wish for a "bachelor's nightcap." 

THE ELF OF THE ROSE. 

IN the midst of a garden grew a rose tree, in full blossom, and in the 
prettiest of all the roses lived an elf. He was such a little wee thing, that 
no human eye could see him. Behind each leaf of the rose he had a sleep
ing chamber. He was as well formed and as beautiful as a little child could 
be, and had wings that reached from his shoulders to his feet. Oh, what 
sweet fragrance there was in his chambers ! and how clean and beautiful 
were the walls ! for they were the blushing leaves of the rose. 

During the whole day he enjoyed himself in the warm sunshine, flew 
from flower to flower, and danced on the wings of the flying butterflies. 
Then he took it into his head to measure how many steps he would have 
to go through the roads and cross-roads that are on the leaf of a linden
tree. What we call the veins on a leaf, he took for roads; ay1 and very 
long roads they were for him; for before he had half finished his task, the 
sun went down : he had commenced his work too late. It became very 
cold, the dew fell, and the wind blew; so he thought the best thing he could 
do would be to return home. He hurried himself as much as he could; 
but he found the roses all closed up, and he could not get in ; not a single 
rose stood open. The poor little elf was very much frightened. He had 
never before been out at night, but had always slumbered secretly be
hind the warm rose-leaves. Oh, this would certainly be his death. At the 
other end of the garden, he knew there was an arbour, overgrown with beau
tiful honeysuckles. The blossoms looked like large painted horns; and 
he thought to himself, he would go and sleep in one of these till the morn
ing. He flew thither ; but "hush ! " two people were in the arbour,-a 
handsome young man and a beautiful lady. They sat side by side, and 
wished that they might never be obliged to part. They loved each other 
much more than the best child can love its father and mother. 

"But we must part," said the young man; "your brother does not like 
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our engagement, and therefore he sends me so far away on business, o\·er 
mountains and seas. Farewell, my sweet bride ; for so you are to me."' 

And then they kissed each other, and the girl wept, and gave him a rose· 
but before she did so, she pressed a kiss upon it so fervently that the flowe; 
opened. Then the little elf flew in, and leaned his head on the delicate, 
fragrant walls. Here he could plainly hear them say, "Farewell, farewell;" 
and he felt that the rose had been placed on the young man's breast. Oh, 
how his heart did beat! The little elf could not go to sleep, it thumped so 
l0ticlly. But not for long did the rose rest undisturbed on that breast. The 
young man took it out as be walked through the dark wood alone, and kissed 
the flower so often and so violently, that the little elf was almost crushed. 
He could feel through the leaf how hot the lips of the young man were, and 
the rose had opened, as if from the heat of the noonday sun. 

There came another man, who looked gloomy and wicked. He was the 
wicked brother of the beautiful maiden. He drew out a sharp knife, and 
while the other was kissing the rose, the wicked man stabbed him to death; 
then he cut off his head, and buried it with the body in the soft earth under 
the linden-tree. 

"Now he is gone, and will soon be quite forgotten," thought the wicked 
brother; "he will never come back again. He was going on a long journey 
over mountains and seas: it is easy for a man to lose his life in such a 
journey. My sister will suppose he is dead; for he cannot come back, and 
she will not dare to question me about him." 

Then he scattered the dry leaves over the light earth with his foot, and 
went home through the darkness ; but he went not alone, as he thought, -
the little elf accompanied him. He sat in a dry rolled-up linden-leaf, which 
had fallen from the tree on to the wicked man's head, as he was digging the 
grave. The hat was on the head now, which made it very dark, and the 
little elf shuddered with fright and indignation at the wicked deed. 

It was the dawn of morning before the wicked man reached home; he 
took off his hat, and went into his sister's room. There lay the beautiful, 
blooming girl, dreaming of him whom she loved so, and who was now, she 
supposed, travelling far away over mountain and sea. Her wicked brother 
stooped over her, and laughed hideously, as fiends only c'.1-n laugh. . Tl:e 
dry leaf fell out of his hair upon the counterpane; but he did not notice 1t, 
~d went to get a little sleep during the early morning ilours. But the _elf 
s~tpped out of the withered leaf, placed himself by the ear o[ the sleepmg 
girl, and told her, as in a dream, of tbe horrid murder; described the place 
where her brother had slain her lover, and buried his body; and told her 
of the linden-tree, in full blossom, that stood close by . 

. " That yon may not think this is only a dream that I have told you," he 
:laid, "you will find on your bed a withered leaf." 

Then she awoke, and found it there. Oh, what bitter tears she shed ! 
and she could not open her heart to any one for relief. . 

The window stood open the whole day, and the little elf could ea~1lr hav_e 
reached the roses, or any of the flowers; but he could not fiJ.?-d 1t m Ins 
heart to leave one so afflicted. In the window stood a bush bearmg monthly 
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roses. He seated himself in one of the flowers, and gazed on the poor 
girl. Her brother often came into the room, and would be quite cheerful, 
in spite of his base conduct; so she dared not say a word to him of her 
heart's griet~ 

As soon as night came on, she slipped out of the house, and went into 
the wood, to the spot where the linden-tree stood; and after removing the 
leaves from the earth, she turned it up, and there found him who had been 
murdered. Oh, how she wept and prayed that she also might die ! Gladly 
would she have taken the body home with her; but that was impossible; 
so she took up the poor head with the closed eyes, kissed the cold lips, and 
shook the mould out of the beautiful hair. 

"I will keep this," said she; and as soon as she had covered the body 
again with the earth and the leaves, she took the head and a little sprig of 
jasmine tlut bloomed in the wood, near the spot where he was buried, and 
carried them home with her. As soon as she was in her room, she took 
the largest flower-pot she could find, and in this she placed the head of the 
dead man, covered it up with earth, and planted the twig of jasmine in it. 

"Farewell, farewell," whispered the little elf. He could not any longer 
endure to witness all this agony of grief; he therefore flew away to his own 
rose in the garden. But the rose was faded; only a few dry leaves still 
clung to the green hedge behind it. 

" Alas ! how soon all that is good and beautiful passes away," sighed the 
elf. 

After a while he found another rose, which became his home, for among 
its delicate fragrant leaves he could dwell in safety. Every morning he 
flew to the window of the poor girl, and always found her weeping by the 
flower-pot. The bitter tears fell upon the jasmine twig, and each day, as 
she became paler and paler, the sprig appeared to grow greener and 
fresher. One shoot after another sprouted forth, and little white buds 
blossomed, which the poor girl fondly kissed. But her wicked brother 
scolded her, and asked her if she was going mad. He could not imagine 
w;1y she was always weeping over that flower-pot, and it annoyed him. He 
did not know whose closed eyes were there, nor what reel lips were fading 
beneath the earth. And one clay she sat and leaned her head against the 
flower"pot, and the little elf of the rose found her asleep. Then he seated 
himself by her ear, talked to her of that evening in the arbour, of the sweet . 
perfome of the rose, and the loves of the elves. Sweetly she dreamed, 
and while she dreamt, her life passed away calmly and gently, and her 
spirit was with him, whom she loved, in heaven. And the jasmine opened 
its large white bells, and spread forth its sweet fragrance ; it had no other 
way of showing its grief for the dead. But the wicked brother considered 
the beautiful blooming plant as his own property, left to him by his sister, 
and he placed it in his sleeping room, close by his bed,.for it was very lovely 
in appearance, and the fragrance sweet and delightful. The little elf of the 
rose followed it, and flew from flower to flower, telling each little sprite that 
dwelt in them the story of the murdered young man, whose head now 
formed part of the earth beneath them, and of the wicked brother and the 
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poor sister. "We know it," said each little spirit in the flowers, "we know 
it, for have we not sprung from the lips of the murdered one. We know 
it, we know it," and the flowers nodded with their heads in a peculiar 
manner. The elf of the rose could not understand how they could rest so 
quietly in the matter, so he flew to the bees, who were gathering honey, 
and told them of the wicked brother. And the bees told it to their queen, 
who commanded that the next morning they should go and kill the 
murderer. But during the night, the first after the sister's death, while the 
brother was sleeping in his bed, dose to where he had placed the fragrant 
jasmine, every flower cup opened, and invisibly the little spirits stole out, 
armed with poisonous spears. They placed themselvss by the ear of the 
sleeper, told him dreadful dreams, and then flew across his lips, and pricked 
his tongue with their poisoned spears. "Now have we revenged the dead," 
said they, and flew back into the white bells of the jasmine flowers. ·when 
the morning came, and as soon as the window was opened, the rose elf, 
with the queen bee, and the whole swarm of bees, rushed in to kill him. 
But he was already dead. People were standing round the bed, and saying 
that the scent of the jasmine had killed him. Then the elf of the rose 
understood the revenge of the flowers, and explained it to the queen bee, 
and she, with the whole swarm, buzzed about the flower-pot. The bees 
could not be driven away. Then a man took it up to remove it, and one 
of the bees stung him in the hand, so that he let the flower-pot fall, and it 
was broken to pieces. Then every one saw the whitened skull, and they 
knew the dead man in the bed was a murderer. And the queen bee hummed 
in the air, and sang of the revenge of the flowers, and of the elf of the 
rose, and said that behind the smallest leaf dwells One, who can discover 
evil deeds, and punish them also. 



THE ANGEL. 

"WHENEVER a good child dies, an angel of God comes down from 
heaven, takes the dead child in his arms, spreads out his great white wings, 
and flies with him over all the places which the child has loved during his 
life. Then he gathers a large handful of flowers, which he carries up to the 
Almighty, that they may bloom more brightly in heaven than they do on 
earth. And the Almighty presses the flowers to His heart, but He kisses 
the flower that pleases Him best, and it receives a voice, and is able to join 
the song of the chorus of bliss." 

These words wer~ spoken by an angel of God, as he .::arried a dead child 
up to heaven, and the child listened as if in a dream. Then they passed 
over well-known spots, where the little one had often played, and through 
beautiful gardens full of lovely flowers. 

"Which of these shall we t:ike with us to he:iven to be transplanted?" 
asked the angel. 

Close 1.Jy grew a slender, beautiful rose-bush, but some wicked hand had 
broken the stem, and the half-opened rose-buds hung faded and withered 
on the trailing branches, 

" Poor rose-bush ! " said the child, "let us take it with us to heaven, that 
it may bloom above in God's garden." 



The Angel. 
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The angel took up the rose-bush; then he kissed the child, and the little 
one half-opened his eyes. The angel gathered also some beautiful flowers, 
as well as a few humble buttercups and heart's-ease. 

"Now we have flowers enough," said the child; "but the angel only 
nodded, he did not fly upward to heaven. 

It was night, and quite still in the great town. Here they remained, and 
the angel hovered over a small, narrow street, in which lay a large heap of 
$traw, ashes, and sweepings from the houses of people who bad removed. 
There lay fragments of plates, pieces of plaster, rags, old hats, and other 
rubbish not pleasant to see. Amidst all this confusion, the angel pointed 
to the pieces 6f a broken flower-pot, and to a lump. of earth which had 
fallen out of it. The earth had been kept from falling to pieces by the roots 
of a withered field-flower, which had been thrown amongst the rubbish. 

"We will take this with us," said the angel, "I will tell you why as we 
fly along." 

And as they flew the angel related the history. 
"Down in that narrow lane, in a low cellar, lived a poor sick boy ; he 

had been afflicted from his childhood, and even in his best days he could 
just manage to walk up and down the room on crutches one or twice, but 
no more. During some days in summer, the sunbeams would lie on the 
floor of the cellar for about half an hour. In this spot the poor sick boy 
would sit warming himself in the sunshine, and watching the red blood 
through his delicate fingers as he held them before his face. Then he 
would say he had been out, yet he knew nothing of the green forest in its 
spring verdure, till a neighbour's son brought him a green bough from £ 
beech-tree. This he would place over his head, and fancy that he was ih 
the beech-wood while the sun shone, and the birds carolled gaily. One 
spring day the neighbour's boy brought him some field-flowers, and among 
them was one to which the root still adhered. This he carefully planted in 
a flower-pot, and placed in a window-seat near his bed. And the flower 
had been planted by a fortunate hand, for it grew, put forth fresh shoots, 
and blossomed every year. It became a, splendid flower-garden to the sick 
boy, and his little treasure upon earth. He watered it, and cherished it, 
and took care it should have the benefit of every sunbeam that found its 
way into the cellar, from the earliest morning ray to the evening sunset. 
The flower entwined itself even in his dreams-for him it bloomed, for him 
spread its perfume. And it gladdened his eyes, and to the flower he turned, 
even in death, when the Lord called him. He has been . one year \vith God. 
During that time the flower has stood in the window, withered and for
gotten, till at length cast out among the sweepings into the street, on the 
day of the lodgers' removal. And this poor flower, withered and faded as 
it is, we have added to our nosegay, because it gave more real joy than the 
most beautiful flower in the garden of a queen. 

"Bu.t how do you know all this ? " asked the child whom the angel was 
carrying to heaven. 

"I know it," said the angel, " because I myself was the poor sick boy 
who walked upon crutches, and I know my own flower well." 
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Then the child opened his eyes and looked into the glorious happy face 
of the angel, and at the same moment they found themselves. in that 
heavenly home where all is happiness and joy. And God pressed the dead 
child to His heart, and wings were given him so that he could fly with the 
angel, hand in hand. Then the Almighty pressed all the flowers to His 
heart: but He kissed the withered field-flower, and it received a voice. 
Then it joined in the song of the angels, who surrounded the throne, some 
near, and others in a distant circle, but all equally happy. They all joined 
in the chorus of praise, both great and small,-the good, happy child, and 
the poor field-flower, that once lay withered and cast away on a heap of 
rubbish in a narrow, dark street. 

THE PEA BLOSSOM. 

THERE were once :five peas in one shell, they were green, the shell was 
green, and so they believed that the whole world must be green also, which 
was a very natural conclusion. The shell grew, and the peas grew, they 
accommodated themselves to their position, and sat all in a row. The sun 
shone without and warmed the shell, and the rain made it clear and trans
parent; it was mild and agreeable in broad daylight, and dark at night, as 
it generally is; and the peas as they sat there grew bigger and bigger, and 
more thouglitful as they mused, for they felt there must be something for 
them to do. 

"Are we to sit here for ever?" asked one; "shall we not become hard 
by sitting so long? It seer to me there must be something outside, and I 
feel sure of it." 

And as weeks passed by, the peas became yellow, and the shell became 
yellow. 

"All the world is turning yellow, I suppose," said they,-and perhaps 
they were right. 

Suddenly they felt a pull at the shell; it was torn off, and held in human 
hands, and then slipped into the pocket of a jacket in company with other 
full pods. 

"Now we shall soon be opened," said one,-just what they all wanted. 
"I should like to know which of us will travel farthest," said the smallest 

of the five; "we shall soon see now." 
"What is to happen will happen," said the largest pea. 
"Crack" went the shell as it burst, and the five peas rolled out into the 

bright sunshine. There they Jay in ~ child's hand. A little boy was holding 
them tightly, and said they were fine peas for his pea-shooter. And im
mediately he put one in and shot it out. 
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"Now I am flying out into the wide world," said he; "catch me if you 
can;" and he was gone in a moment. 

"I," said the second, "intend to fly straight to the sun," that is a shell 
tJrn:t lets itself be seen, and it will suit me exactly; " and away he went. 

"We will go to sleep wherever we find ourselves," said the two next, 
"we shall still be rolling onwards;" and they did certainly fall on the floor, 
and roll about before they got into the pea-shooter; but they were put in for 
all that. "We shall go farther than the others," said they. 

"What is to happen will happen," exclaimed the last, as he was shot out 
of the pea-shooter; and as he spoke he flew up against an old board under 
a garret window, and fell into a little crevice, which was almost filled up 
with moss and soft earth. The moss closed itself round him, and there he 
lay, a captive indeed, but not unnoticed by God. 

"What is to happen will happen," said he to himself. 
Within the garret lived a poor woman, who went out to clean stoves, chop 

wood into small pieces, and perform such-like hard work, for she was 
strong and industrious. Yet she remained always poor, and at home in 
the garret lay her only daughter, not quite grown up, and very delicate and 
weak. For a whole year she kept her bed, and it seemed as if she could 
neither live nor die. 

'.' She is going to her little sister," said the woman; " I had but the two 
children, and it was not an easy thing to support both of them ; but the 
good God helped me in my work, and took one of them to Himself and pro
vided for her. Now I would gladly keep the other that was left to me, but 
I suppose they are not to be separated, and my sick girl will very soon go 
to her sister above." But the sick girl still remained where she was, quietly 
and patiently she lay all the day long, while her mother was away from home 
at her work. 

Spring came, and one morning early the sun shone brightly through the 
J.ittle window, and threw his rays over the floor of the room. Just as the 
mother was going to her work, the sick girl fixed her gaze on the lowest 
pane of the window-" Mother," she exclaimed, " what can that little 
green thing be that peeps in at the window? It is moving in the wind." 

The mother stepped to the window and half opened it. "Oh!" she said, 
"there is actually a little pea which has taken root and is putting out its 
green leaves. How could it have got into this crack. Well now, here is a 
little garden for you to amuse yourself with." !So the bed of the sick girl 
was drawn nearer to the window, that she might see the budding plant; and 
the mother went out to her work. 

"Mother, I believe I shall get well," said the sick child in the evening, 
"the sun has shone in here so brightly and warmly to-day and the little pea 
is thriving so well; I shall gc>t on better, too, and go out into the warm sun
shine again." 

"God grant it ! " said the mother, but she did not believe it would be so. 
But she propped up with a little stick th:: green plant which had given 
her child such pleasant hopes of life, so that it might not be broken by the 
winds; she tied the piece of string to the window-sill and to the upper part 
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of the frame, so that the pea-tendrils might twine round it when it shot up. 
And it did shoot up, indeed it might almost be seen to grow from day to 
day. 

"Now really here is a flower coming," said the old woman one morning, 
and now at last she began to encourage the hope that her little sick daughter 
might really recover. She remembered that for some time the child had 
spoken more cheerfully, and during the last few days had raised herself in 
bed in the morning to look with sparkling eyes at her little garden which 
contained only a single pea-plant. A week after, the invalid sat up for the 
first time a whole hour, feeling quite happy by the open window in the 
warm sunshine, while outside grew the little plant, and on it a pink pea
blossom in full bloom. The little maiden bent down and ·gently kissed the 
delicate leaves. This day was to her like a festival. 

"Our heavenly Father Himself has planted that pea, and made it grow 
and flourish, to bring joy to you and hope to me, my blessed child," said 
the happy mother, and she smiled at the flower, as if it had been an angel 
from God. 

But what became of the other peas? Why the one who flew out into 
the wide world, and said, "Catch me if you can," fell into a gutter on the 
roof of a house and ended his travels in the crop of a pigeon. The two 
lazy ones were carried quite as far, for they also were eaten by pigeons, so 
they were at least of some use; but the fourth, who wanted to reach the 
sun, fell into a sink, and lay there in the dirty water for days and weeks, till 
he had swelled to a great size. 

"I am getting beautifully fat," said the pea, "I expect I shall burst at 
last; no pea could do more than that, I think; I am the most remarkable 
of all the five which were in the shell." And the sink confirmed the 
opinion. 

But the young maiden stood at the open garret window, with sparkling 
eyes and the rosy hue of health on her cheeks, she folded her thin hands 
over the pea-blossom, and thanked God for what He had done. 

"I," said the sink, "shall stand up for my pea." 



1b anci. httle Christina. 



IB AND LITTLE CHRISTINA. 

IN the forest that extends from the banks of the Gudenau, in North Jut
land, a long way into the country, and not far from the clear stream, rises 
a great ridge of land, which stretches through the wood like a wall. West
ward of this ridge, and not far from the river, stands a farmhouse, sur
rounded by such poor land that the sandy soil shows itself between the 
scanty ears of rye and wheat which grow in it. Some years have passed 
since the people who lived here cultivated these fields; they kept three 
,sheep, a pig, and two oxen; in fact they maintained themselves very well, 
they had quite enough to live upon, as people generally have who are con
tent with their lot. They even could have afforded to keep two horses, but 
it was a saying among the farmers in those parts, " The horse eats himself 
up ; " that is to say, he eats as much as he earns. J eppe Jans cultivated 
his fields in summer, and in the winter he made wooden shoes. He also had 
an assistant, a lad who understood as well as he himself did how to make 
wooden shoes strong, but light, and in the fashion. They carved shoes and 
spoons, which paid well; therefore no one could justly call J eppe Jans and 
his family poor people. Little lb, a boy of seven years old and the only 
child, would sit by, watching the workmen, or cutting a stick, and sometimes 
his finger instead of the stick. But one day lb succeeded so well in 
his carvi!lg that he made two pieces of wood look really like two little 
weoden shoes, and he determined to give them as a present to Little 
Christina. 

"And who was Little Christina?" She was the boatman's daughter, 
graceful and delicate as the child of a gentleman; had she been dressed 
differently, no one would have believed that she lived in a hut on the neigh
bouring heath with her father. He was a widower, and earned his living by 
carrying fo-ewood in his large boat from the forest to the eel-pond and eel
weir, on the estate of Silkborg, and. sometimes even to the distant town of 
Randers. There was no one under whose care he could leave Little 
Christina; so she was almost always with him in his boat, or playing in the 

7 
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wood among the blossoming heath, or picking the ripe wild berries. Some
times, when her father had to go as far as the town, he would take Little 
Christina, who was a year younger than lb, across the heath to the cottage 
of J eppe Jans, and leave her there. lb and Christina agreed together 
in everything: they divided their bread and berries when they were hungry; 
they were partners in digging their little gardens; they ran, and crept, and 
played about everywhere. Once they wandered a long way into the forest, 
and even ventured together to climb the high ridge. Another time they 
found a few snipes' eggs in the wood, which was a great event. lb had never 
been on the heath where Christina's father lived, nor on the river; but at 
last came an opportunity. Christina's father invited him to go for a sail in 
his boat; and the evening before, he accompanied the boatman across the 
heath to his house. The next morning early, the two children were placed 
on the top of a high pile of firewood in the boat, and sat eating bread and 
wild strawberries, while Christina's father and his man drove the boat for
ward with poles. They floated on swiftly, for the tide was in their favour, 
passing over lakes, formed by the stream in its course; sometimes they 
seemed quite enclosed by reeds and water-plants, yet there was always 
room for them to pass out, although the old trees overhung the water and 
th e old oaks stretched out their bare branches, as if they had turned up 
their sleeves and wished to show their knotty, naked arms. Old alder-trees, 
whose roots were loosened from the banks, clung with their fibres to the 
bottom of the stream, and the tops of the branches above the water looked 
like little woody islands. The water-lilies waved themselves to and fro on 
the river, everything made the excursion beautiful, and at last they came to 
the great eel-weir, where the water rushed through the flood-gates ; and the 
children thought this a beautiful sight. In those days there was no factory 
,nor any town house, nothing but the great farm, with its scanty-bearing 
fields, in which could be seen a few head of cattle, and one or two farm 
labourers. The rushing of the water through the sluices, and the scream of 
the wild ducks, were almost the only signs of active life at Silkborg. After 
the firewood had been unloaded, Christina's father bought a whole bundle 
of eels and a sucking-pig, which were all placed in a basket in the stern of 
the boat. Then they returned again up the stream ; and as the wind was 
favourable, two sails were hoisted, which carried the boat on as well as if 
two horses had been harnessed to it. As they sailed on, they came 
by chance to the place where the boatman's assistant lived, at a little 
distance from the bank of the river. The boat was moored ; and the two 
men, after desiring the children to ' sit still, both went on shore. They 
obeyed this order for a very short time, and then forgot it_altogether. First 
they peeped into the basket containing the eels and the sucking-pig; then 
they must needs pull out the pig and take it in their hands, and feel it, and 
touch it; a.nd as they both wanted to hold it at the same time, the conse
quence was that they let it fall into the water, and the pig sailed away with 
the stream. 

Here was a terrible disaster. lb jumped ashore, and ran a little distance 
from the boat. 
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.i Oh, take me with you," cried Christina; and she sprang after him. In 
a few minutes they found themselves deep in a thicket, and could no longer 
see the boat or the shore. They ran on a little farther, and then Christina 
fell down, and began to cry. 

lb helped her up, and said, c. Never mind; follow me. Yonder is the 
house." But the house was not yonder; and they wandered still farther, 
over the dry rustling leaves of the last year, and treading on fallen branches 
that crackled under their little feet; then they heard a loud, piercing cry, 
and they stood still to listen. Presently the scream of an eagle sounded 
through the wood; it was an ugly cry, and it frightened the children ; but 
before them, in the thickest part of the forest, grew the most beautiful 
blackberries, in wonderful quantities. They looked so inviting that the 
children could not help stopping; and they remained there so long eating, 
that their mouths and cheeks became quite black with the juice. 

Presently they heard the frightful scream again, and Christina said, "We 
shall get into trouble about that pig." 

"Oh, never mind," said lb; "we will go home to my father's house. It 
is here in the wood." So they went on, but the road led them out of the 
way; no house could be seen, it grew dark, and the children were afraid. 
The solemn stillness that reigned around them was now and then broken 
by the shrill cries of the great horned owl and other birds that they knew 
nothing of. At last they both lost themselves in the thicket; Christina 
began to cry, and then lb cried too; and, after weeping and lamenting for 
some ti1ne, they stretched themselves down on the dry leaves and fell 
asleep. 

The sun was high in the heavens when the two chilaren woke. They 
felt cold; but not far from their resting-place, on a hill, the sun was shining 
through the trees. They thought if they went there they should be warm, 
and lb fancied he should be able to see his father's house from such a high 
spot. But they were far away from home now, in quite another part of the 
forest. They clambered to the top of the rising ground, and found them
selves on the edge of a declivity, which sloped down to a clear transparent 
lake. Great quantities of fish could be seen through the clear water, spark
ling in the sun's rays; they were quite surprised when they came so suddenly 
upon such an unexpected sight. 

Close to where they stood grew a hazel-bush, covered with beautiful nuts. 
They soon gathered some, cracked them, and ate the fine young kernels, 
which were only just ripe. But there was another surprise and fright in 
store for them. Out of the thicket stepped a tall old woman, her face 
quite brown, and her hair of a deep shining black; the whites of her eyes 
glittered like a Moor's; on her back she carried a bundle, and in her hand a 
knotted stick. She was a gipsy. The children did not at first understand 
what she said. She drew out of her pocket three large nuts, in which she 
told them were hidden the most beautiful and lovely things in the world, for 
they were wishing nuts. lb looked at her, and as she spoke so kindly, 
he took courage, and asked her if she would give him the nuts j and the 
woman gave them to him, and then gathered some more from the bushes 

7 * 
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for herself, quite a pocket full. lb and Christina looked at the wishing nuts 
with wide open eyes. 

"Is there in this nut a carriage, with a pair of horses?" asked Ib. 
" Yes, there is a golden carriage, with two golden horses," replied the 

woman. 
"Then give me that nut," said Christina; so Ib gave it to her, and 

the strange woman tied up the nut for her in her handkerchief. 
Ib held up another nut. " Is there, in this nut, a pretty little necker

chief like the one Christina has on her neck? " asked lb. 
"There are ten neckerchiefs in it," she replied, "as well as beautiful 

dresses, stockings, and a hat and veil." 
"Then I will have that one also," said Christina; "and it is a pretty one 

too." And then lb gave her the second nut. 
The third was a little black thing. "You may keep that one," said 

Christina ; it is quite as pretty." 
" What is in it?" asked lb. 
"The best of all things for you," replied the gipsy. So lb held the nut 

very tight. 
Then the woman promised to lead the children to the right path, that 

they might find their way home : and they went forward certainly in quite 
;mother direction to the one they meant to take; therefore no one ought to 
speak against the woman, and say that she wanted to steal the children. In 
the wild wood-path they met a forester who knew lb, and, by his help, lb 
and Christina reached home. They were pardoned and forgiven, although 
they really had both done wrong, and deserved to get into trouble; first, 
because they had let the sucking-pig fall into the water; and secondly, be
cause they had run away. Christina was taken back to her father's house 
on the heath, and Ib remained in the farmhouse on the bottlers of the 
wood, near the great land ridge. 

The first thing Ib did that evening was to take out of his pockez 
the little black nut, in which the best thing of all was said to be enclosed, 

He laid it carefully between the door and the doorpost, and then shut 
the door, so that the nut cracked directly. But there was not much kernel 
to be seen; it was what we should call hollow or worm-eaten, and looked 
as if it had been filled with tobacco or rich black earth. "It is just what 
I expected!" exclaimed lb. "How should there be room in a little 
nut like this for the best thing of all? Christina will find her two nuts 
just the same ; there will be neither fine clothes or a golden carriage in 
them." 

Winter came; and the new year, and indeed many years passed away, 
until lb was old enough to be confirmed, and, therefore, he went during a 
whole winter to the clergyman of the nearest village, to be prepared. 

One clay, about this time, the boatman paid a visit to Ib's parents, and 
told them that Christina was going to service, and that she had been 
remarkably fortunate in obtaining a good place, with most respectable 
people. "Only think," he said, "she is going to the rich innkeeper's, at 
the hotel in Heming, many miles west from here. She is to assist the land-
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lady in the housekeeping; and, if afterwards she behaves well and remains 
to be confirmed, the people will treat her as their own daughter." 

So lb and Christina took leave of each other. People already called them 
"the betrothed," and at parting the girl showed lb the two nuts, which she 
had taken care of ever since the time that they lost themselves in the 
wood; and she told him also that the little wooden shoes he once carved 
for her when he was a boy, and gave her as a present, had been carefully 
kept in a drawer ever since. And so they parted. 

After lb's confirmation, he remained at home with his mother, for he had 
become a clever shoemaker, and in summer managed the farm for her 
quite alone. His father had been dead some time, and his mother kept no 
farm servants. Sometimes, but very seldom, he heard of Christina, through 
a postillion or eel-seller who was passing. But she was well off with the 
rich innkeeper ; and after being confirmed she wrote a letter to her father, 
in which was a kind message to lb and his mother. In this letter, she 
mentioned that her master and mistress had made her a present of a beauti• 
fol new dress and some nice underclothes. This was, of course, pleasant 
news. 

One day, in the following spring, there came a knock at the door of the 
house where Ib's old mother lived; and when they opened it, lo and 
behold, in stepped the boatman and Christina. She had come to pay them 
a visit, and to spend the day. A carriage had to come from the Heming 
hotel to the next village, and she had taken the opportunity to see her 
friends once more. She looked as elegant as a real lady, and wore a pretty 
dress, beautifully made on purpose for her. There she stood, in full dress, 
while lb wore only his working clothes. He could not utter a word; he 
could only seize her hand and hold it fast in his own, but he felt too happy 
and glad to open his lips. Christina, however, was quite at her ease; she 
talked and talked, and kissed him in the most friendly manner. Even after
wards, when they were left alone, and she asked, "Did you know me again, 
lb ? " he still stood holding her hand, and said at last, "You are become 
quite a grand lady, Christina, and I am only a rough working man; but I 
have often thought 0f you and of old times." Then they wandered up the 
great ridge, and looked across the stream to the heath, where the little hills 
were covered with the flowering broom. lb said nothing; but before the 
time came for them to part, it became quite clear to him that Christina 
must be his wife : had they not even in childhood been called the be
trothed? To him it seemed as if they were really engaged to each other, 
although not a word had been spoken on the subject. They had only a 
few more hours to remain together, for Christina was obliged to return that 
evening to the neighbouring village, to be ready for the carriage which was 
to start the next morning early for Heming. lb and her father ac
companied her to the village. It was a fine moonlight evening, and when 
they arrived, lb stood holding Christina's hand in his, as if he could not let 
her go. His eyes brightened, and the words he uttered came with hesita
tion from his lips, but from the deepest recesses of his heart: "Christina, if 
you have not become too grand, and if you can be contented to live in my 
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mother's house as my wife, we will be married some day. But we can 
wait for awhile.''. 

"Oh, yes," she replied; let us wait a little longer, lb. l can trust you, 
for I believe that I do love you. But let me think it over." Then 
he kissed her lips; and so they parted. 

On the way home, lb told the boatman that he and Christina were 
as good as engaged to each other; and the boatman found out that he had 
always expected it would be so, and went home with lb that evening, and 
remained the night in the farmhouse; but nothing further was said of the 
engagement. During the next year, two letters passed between lb and 
Christina. They were signed, "Faithful till death;" but at the end of that 
time, one day the boatman came over to see lb, with a kind greeting from 
Christina. He had something else to say, which made him hesitate in a 
strange manner. At last it came out that Christina, who had grown a very 
pretty girl, was more lucky than ever. She was courted and admired 
by every one; but her master's son, who had been home on a visit, 
was so much pleased with Christina that he wished to marry her. He had 
a very good situation in an office at Copenhagen, and as she had also taken 
a liking for him, his parents were not unwilling to consent. But Christina, 
in her heart, often thought of lb, and knew how much he thought about her; 
so she felt inclined to refuse this good fortune, added the boatman. At first 
lb said not a word, but he became as white as the wall, and shook 
his head gently, and then he spoke,-" Christina must not refuse this good 
fortune." 

"Then will you write a few words to her?" said the boatman. 
lb sat down to write, but he could not get on at all. The words were 

not what he wished to say, so he tore up the page. The following morning, 
however, a letter lay ready to be sent to Christina, and the following is what 
he wrote:-

" The letter written by you to your father l have read, and see from it 
that you are prosperous in everything, and that still better fortune is in store 
for you. Ask your own heart, Christina, and think over carefully what 
awaits you if you take me for your husband, for l possess very little in the 
world. Do not think of me or my position; think only of your own 
welfare. You are bound to me by no promises; and if in your heart 
you have given me one, l release you from it. May every blessing 
and happiness be poured out upon you, Christina. Heaven will give me the 
heart's consolation. Ever your sincere friend, In.'' 

This letter was sent, and Christina received it in due time. In the course 
of the following November, her banns were published in the church on the 
heath, and also in Copenhagen, where the bridegroom lived. She was 
taken to Copenhagen under the protection of her future mother-in-law, 
because the bridegroom could not spare time from his numerous occupa
tions for a journey so far into Jutland. On the journey, Christina met her 
father at one of the villages through which they passed, and here he took 
leave of her. Very little was said about the matter to Ib, and he did not 
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refer to it; his mother, however, noticed that he had grown very silent and 
pensive. Thinking as he did of old times, no wonder the three nuts came 
into hi-s mind which the gispy woman had given him when a child, and of 
the two which he had given to Christina. These wishing nuts, after all, had 
proved true fortune-tellers. One had contained a gilded carriage and noble 
horses, and the other beautiful clothes; all of these Christina would now 
have in her new home at Copenhagen. Her part had come true. And for 
him the nut had contained only black earth. The gipsy woman had said it 
was the best for him. Perhaps it was, and this also would be fulfilled. He 
understood the gipsy woman's meaning now. The black earth-the dark 
grave-was the best thing for him now. 

Again years passed away; not many, but they seemed long years to lb. 
The otd innkeeper and his wife died one after the other; and the whole-of 
their property, many thousand dollars, was inherited by their son. Chris
tina could have the golden carriage now, and plenty of fine clothes. During 
the two long years which followed, no letter came from Christina to her 
father; and when at last her father received one from her, it did not speak 
of prosperity or happiness. Poor Christina ! Neither she nor her hus
band understood how to economize or save, and the riches brought no 
blessing with them, because they had not asked for it. 

Years passed; and for many summers the heath was covered with bloom; 
in winter the snow rested upon it, and the rough winds blew across the ridge 
under which stood lb's sheltered home. One spring day the sun shone 
brightly, and he was guiding the plough across his field. The ploughshare 
struck against something which he fancied was a firestone, and then he saw 
glittering in the earth a splinter of shining metal which the plough had cut 
from something which gleamed brightly in the furrow. He searched, and 
found a large golden armlet of superior workmanship, and it was evident 
that the plough had disturbed a Hun's grave. He searched further, and 
found more valuable treasures, which lb showed to the clergyman, who 
explained their value to him. Then he went to the magistrate, who informed 
the president of the museum of the discovery, and advised lb to take the 
treasures himself to the president. 

"You have found in the earth the best thing you could find," said the 
magistrate. 

"The best thing," thought lb; "the very best thing for me,-and found 
in the earth ! Well, if it really is so, then the gipsy-woman was right in 
her prophecy." 

So lb went in the ferry-boat from Aarhus to Copenhagen. To him who 
had only sailed once or twice on the river near his own home, this seemed 
like a voyage on the ocean; and at length he arrived at Copenhagen. The 
value of the gold he had found was paid to him ; it was a large sum-six 
hundred dollars. Then lb of the heath went out, and wandered about in 
the great city. 

On the evening before the day he had settled to return with the captain 
of the passage-boat, lb lost himself in the streets, and took quite a different 
turning to the one he wished to follow. He wandered on till he found him-
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self in a poor street of the suburb called Christian's Haven. Not a creature 
could be seen. At last a very little girl came out of one of the wretched
looking houses, and lb asked her to tell him the way to the street he 
wanted; she looked up timidly at him, and began to cry bitterly. He 
asked her what was the matter; but what she said he could not under
stand. So he went along the street with her; and as they passed under a 
lamp, the light fell on the little girl's face. A strange sensation came over Ib, 
as he caught sight of it. The living, breathing embodiment of Little Chris
tina stood before him, just as he remembered her in the days of her child
hood, He followed the child to the wretched house, and ascended the 
narrow, crazy staircase which led to a little garret in the roof. The air in 
the room was heavy and stifling, no light was burning, and from one C?rner 
came sounds of moaning and sighing. It was the mother of the child ·who 
lay there on a miserable bed. With the help of a match, Ib struck a light, 
and approached her. 

"Can I be of any service to you?" he asked. "This little girl brought 
me up here; but I am a stranger in this city. Are there no neighbours or 
any one whom I can call?" 

Then he raised the head of the sick woman, and smoothed her pillow. 
He started as he did so. It was Christina of the heath! No one had men
tioned her name to Ib for years; it would have disturbed his peace of mind, 
especially as the reports respecting her were not good. The wealth which 
her husband had inherited from his parents had made him proud and arro
gant. He had given up his certain appointment, and travelled for six months 
in foreign lands, and, on his return, had lived in great style, and got into 
terrible debt. For a time he had trembled on the high pedestal on which 
he had placed himself, till at last he toppled over, and ruin came. His 
numerous merry companions, and the visitors at his table, said it served him 
right, for he had kept house like a madman. One morning hi& corpse was 
found in the canal. The cold hand of death had already touched the heart 
of Christina. Her youngest child, looked for in the midst of prosperity, 
had sunk into the grave w)1en only a few weeks old; and at last Christina 
herself became sick unto death, and lay, forsaken and dying, in a miserable 
room, amid poverty she might have borne in her younger days, but which 
was now more painful to her from the luxuries to which she had lately been 
accustomed. It was her eldest child, also a Little Christina, whom Ib had 
followed to her home, where she suffered hunger and poverty with her mother. 

"It makes me unhappy to think that I shall die, and leave this poor 
child," sighed she. " Oh, what will become of her? " She could say no more. 

Then Ib brought out another match, and lighted a piece of candle which 
he found in the room, and it threw a glimmering light over the wretched 
dwelling. Ib looked at the little girl, and thought of Christina in her young 
days. For her sake, could he not love this child, who was a stranger to 
him? As he thus reflected, the dying woman opened her eyes, and gazed 
at him. Did she recognise him? He never knew_; for not another word 
escaped from her lips. 
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In the forest by the river Gudenau, not far from the heath, and beneath 
the the ridge of land, stood the little farm, newly painted and whitewashed. 
The air was very heavy and dark; there were no· blossoms on the heath; 
the autumn winds whirled the yellow leaves towards the boatman's hut, in 
which strangers dwelt; but the little farm stood safely sheltered beneath the 
tall trees and the high ridge. The turf blazed brightly on the hearth, and 
within was sunlight, the sparkling light from the sunny eyes of a child ; the 
birdlike tones from the rosy lips ringing like the song of a lark in spring. 
All was life and joy. Little Christina sat on Ib's knee. lb was to her both 
father and mother; her own parents had vanished from her memory, as a 
dream-picture vanishes alike from childhood and age. Ib's house was well 
and prettily furnished; for he was a prosperous man now, while the mother 
of the little girl rested in the churchyard at Copenhagen, where she had died 
in poverty. lb had moneynow,-moneywhich had come to him out of the 
black earth ; and he had Christina for his own, after all. 

THE BOTTLE NECK. 

CLOSE to the corner of a street, among other abodes of poverty, stood an 
exceedingly tall, narrow house, which had been so knocked about by time 
that it seemed out of joint in every direction. This house was inhabited 
by poor people, but the deepest poverty was apparent in the garret lodging 
in the gable. In front of the little window, an old, bent bird-cage hung in 
the sunshine, which had not even a proper water-glass, but instead of it the 
broken neck of a bottle, turned upside down, and a cork stuck in to make 
it hold the water with which it was filled. An old maid stood at the window; 
she had hung chickweed over the cage, and the little linnet which it con
tained hopped from perch to perch and sang and twittered merrily. 

"Yes, it's all very well for you to sing," said the bottle neck: that rs, ne 
did not really speak the words as we do, for the neck of a bottle cannot 
speak; but he thought them to himself in his own mind, just as people 
sometimes talk quietly to themselves. 

"Yes, you may sing very well, you have all your limbs uninjured ; you 
should feel what it is like to lose your body, and have only a neck and a mouth 
left, with a cork stuck in it, as I have : you wouldn't sing then, I know. 
After all, it is just as well that there are some who can be happy. I have 
no reason to sing, nor could I sing now if I were ever so happy; but when 
I was a whole bottle, and they rubbed me with a cork, didn't I sing then? 
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I used to be called a complete lark. I remember when I went out to a 
picnic with the furrier's family, on the day his daughter was betrothed,-it 
seems as if it only happened yesterday. I have gone through a great deal 
in my time, when I come to recollet ; I have been in the fire and in the 
water; I have been deep in the earth, and have mounted higher in the air 
than most other people, and now I am swinging here, outside a bird-cage, 
in the air and the sunshine. Oh, indeed, it would be worth while to hear 
my history; but I do not speak it aloud, for a good reason-because I 
cannot." 

Then the bottle neck related his history, which was really rather remark• 
able ; he, in fact, related it to himself, or, at least, thought it in his own 
mind. The little bird sang his own song merrily; in the street below there 
was driving and running to and fro, every one thought of his own affairs, or 
perhaps of nothing at all; but the bottle neck thought deeply. He thought 
of the blazing furnace in the factory, where he had been blown into life; 
he remembered how hot it felt when he was placed in the heated oven, the 
home from which he sprang, and that he had a strong inclination to leap 
out again directly; but after awhile it became cooler, and he found himself 
very comfortable. He had been placed in a row, with a whole regiment of 
his brothers and sisters all brought out of the same furnace ; some of them 
had certainly been blown into champagne bottles, and others into beer 
bottles, which made a little difference between them. In the world it often 
happens that a beer bottle may contain the most precious wine, and a cham
pagne bottle be filled with blacking; but even in decay it may always be 
seen whether a man has been well born. Nobility remains noble, as a 
champagne bottle remains the same, even with blacking in its interior. 
When the bottles were packed our bottle was packed amongst them; it 
little expected then to finish its career as a bottle neck, or to be used as a 
water-glass to a bird's-cage, which is, after all, a place of honour, for it is to 
be of some use in the world. The bottle did not behold the light of day 
again, until it was unpacked with the rest in the wine merchant's cel1ar, and, 
for the first time, rinsed with water, which caused very curious sensations. 
There it lay empty, and without a cork, and it had a peculiar feeling, as if 
it wanted something it knew not what. At last it was filled with rich and 
costly wine, a cork was placed in it, and sealed down. Then it was labelled 
"first quality," as if it had carried off the first prize at an examination; 
besides, the wine and the bottle were both good, and while we are young is 
the time for poetry. There were sounds of song within the bottle, of things 
it could not understand, of green sunny mountains, where the vines grow 
and where the merry vine-dressers laugh, sing, and are merry. "Ah, how 
beautiful is life." All these tones of joy and song in the bottle were like 
the working of a young poet's brain, who often knows not the meaning of 
the tones which are sounding within him. One morning the bottle found a 
purchaser in the furrier's apprentice, who was told to bring one of the best 
bottles of wine. It was placed in the provision basket with ham and cheese 
and sausages. The sweetest fresh butter and the finest bread were put into 
the basket by the furrier's daughter herself, for she packed it. She was 
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young and pretty ; her brown eyes laughed, and a smile lingered round her 
mouth as sweet as that in her eyes. She had delicate hands, beautifully 
white, and her neck was whiter still. It could easily be seen that she was 
a very lovely girl, and as yet she was not engaged. The provision basket 
lay in the lap of the young girl as the family drove out to the forest, and 
the neck of the bottle peeped out from between the folds of the white 
napkin. There was the red wax on the cork, and the bottle looked straight 
at the young girl's face, and also at the face of the young sailor who sat 
near her. He was a young friend, the son of a portrait painter. He had 
lately passed his examination with honour, as mate, and the next morning 
he was to sail in his ship to a distant coast. There had been a great deal 
of talk on this subject while the basket was being packed, and during this 
conversation the eyes and the mouth of the furrier's daughter did not wear 
a very joyful expression. The young people wandered away into the green 
wood, and talked together. What did they talk about? The bottle could 
not say, for he was in the provision basket. It remained there a long time; 
but when at last it was brought forth it appeared as if something pleasant 
had happened, for every one was laughing ; the furrier's daughter laughed 
too, but she said very little, and her cheeks were like two roses. Then her 
father took the bottle and the cork-screw into his hands. What a strange 
sensation it was to have the cork drawn for the first time ! The bottle 
could never after that forget the performance of that moment; indeed there 
was quite a convulsion within him as the cork flew out, and a gurgling sound 
as the wine was poured forth into the glasses. 

"Long life to the betrothed," cried the papa, and every glass was emptied 
to the dregs, while the young sailor kissed his beautiful bride. 

"Happiness and blessing to you both," said the old people-father and 
mother; and the young man filled the glasses again. 

"Safe return, and a wedding this day next year," he cried; and when the 
glasses were empty he took the bottle, raised it on high, and said, "Thou 
hast been present here on the happiest day of my life ; thou shalt never be 
used by others ! " So saying, he hurled it high in the air. 

The furrier's daughter thought she should never see it again, but she 
was mistaken. It fell among the rushes on the borders of a little woodland 
lake. The bottle neck remembered well how long it Jay there unseen : " I 
gave them wine, and they gave me muddy water," he had said to himself, 
"but I suppose it was all well meant." He could no longer see the 
betrothed couple, nor the cheerful old people; but for a long time he could 
hear them rejoicing and singing. At length there came by two peasant 
boys, who peeped in among the reeds and spied out the bottle. Then they 
took it up and carried it home with them, so that once more it was provided 
for. At home in their wooden cottage these boys had an elder brother, a 
sailor, who was about to start on a long voyage. He had been there the 
day before to say farewell, and his mother was now very busy packing up 
various things for him to take with him on his voyage. In the evening his 
fathtr was going to carry the parcel to the town to see his son once more, 
and take him a farewell greeting from his mother. A small bottle had 
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already been filled with herb tea, mixed with brandy, and wrappe:i in a 
parcel; but when the boys came in they brought with them a larger and 
stronger bottle, which they had found. This bottle would hold so much 
more than the little one, and they all said the brandy would be so good for 
complaints of the stomach, especially as it was mixed with medical herbs. 
The liquid which they now poured into the bottle was not like the red wine 
with which it had once been filled ; these were bitter drops, but they are of 
great use sometimes-for the stomach. The new large bottle was to go, 
not the little one : so the bottle once more started on its travels. It was 
taken on board (for Peter Jensen was one of the crew) the very same ship in 
which the young mate was to sail. But the mate did not see the bottle : 
indeed, if he had he would not have known it, or supposed it was the one 
out of which they had drunk to the felicity of the betrothed and to the 
prospect of a marriage on his own happy return. Certainly the bottle no 
longer poured forth wine, but it contained something quite as good; and so 
it happened that whenever Peter Jensen brought it out, his messmates gave 
it the name of "the apothecary," for it contained the best medicine to 
cure the stomach, and he gave it out quite willingly as long as a drop 
remained. Those were happy days, and the bottle would sing when rubbed 
with a cork, and it was called a "great lark," "Peter Jensen's lark." 

Long days and months rolled by, during which the bottle stood empty in 
a corner, when a storm arose-whether on the passage out or home it could 
not tell, for it had never been ashore. It was a terrible storm, great waves 
arose, darkly heaving and tossing the vessel to and fro. The mainmast 
was split asunder, the ship sprang a leak, and the pumps became useless, 
while all around was black as night. At the last moment, when the ship 
was sinking, the young mate wrote on a piece of paper, "We are going 
down: God's will be done." Then he wrote the name of his betrothed, 
his own name, and that of the ship. Then he put the leaf in an empty 
bottle that happened to be at hand, -corked it down tightly, and threw it 
into the foaming sea. He knew not that it was the very same bottle from 
which the goblet of joy and hope had once been filled for him, and now it 
was tossing on the waves with his last greeting, and a message from the 
dead. The ship sank, and the crew sank with her; but the bottle flew on 
like a bird, for it bore within it a loving letter from a loving heart. And as 
the sun rose and set, the bottle felt as at the ti"me of its first existence, when 
in the heated glowing stove it had a longing to fly away. It outlived the 
storms and the calm, it struck against no rocks, was not devoured by sharks, 
but drifted on for more than a year, sometimes towards the north, some
times towards the south, just as the current carried it. It was in all other 
ways its own master, but even of that one may get tired. The written leaf, 
the last farewell of the bridegroom to his bride, would only bring sorrow 
when once it reached her hands; but where were those hands, so soft and 
d'elicate, which had once spread the table-cloth on the fresh grass in 
the green wood, on the day of her betrothal? Ah, yes ! where was the 
furrier's daughter? and where was the land which might lie nearest to her 
home? 
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The bottle knew not, it travelled onward and onward, and at last all this 
wandering about became wearisome; at all events it was not its usual occu
pation. But it had to travel, till at length it reached land-a foreign 
country. Not a word spoken in this country could the bottle understand; 
it was a language it had never before heard, and it is a great loss not to be 
able to understand a language. The bottle was fished out of the water, 
and examined on all sides. The little letter c0ntained within it was disco
vered, taken out, and turned and twisted in every direction; but the people 
could not understand what was written upon it. They could be quite sure 
that the bottle had been thrown overboard from a vessel, and that some
thing about it was written on this paper : but what was written ? that was 
the question,-so the paper was put back into the bottle, and then both 
were put away in a large cupboard of one of the great houses of the town. 
Whenever any strangers arrived, the paper was taken out and turned over 
and over, so that the address, which was only written in pencil, became 
almost illegible, and at last no one could distinguish any letters on it at all. 
Hor a whole year the bottle remained standing in the cupboard, and then it 
was taken up to the loft, where it soon became covered with dust and cob
webs. Ah! how often then it thought of those better days-of the times 
when in the fresh, green wood, it had poured forth rich wine; or, while 
rocked by the swelling waves, it had carried in its bosom a secret, a letter, 
a last parting sigh. For full twenty years it stood in the loft, and it might 
l1ave stayed there longer but that the house was going to be rebuilt. The 
bottle was discovered when the roof was taken off; they talked about it, 
but the bottle did not understand what they said-a language is not to be 
learnt by living in a loft, even for twenty years. " If I had been down
stairs in the room," thought the bottle, "I might have learnt it." It was 
now washed and rinsed, which process was really quite necessary, and 
afterwards it looked clean and transparent, and felt young again in its old 
age; but the paper which it had carried so faithfully was destroyed in the 
washing. They filled the bottle with seeds, though it scarcely knew what 
had been placed in it. Then they corked it down tightly, and carefully 
wrapped it up. There not even the light of a torch or lantern could 
reach it, much less the brightness of the sun or moon. "And yet," thought 
the bottle, "men go on a journey that they may see as much as possible, 
and I can see nothing." However, it did something quite as important; it 
travelled to the place of its destination, and was unpacked. 

" What trouble they have taken with that bottle over yonder ! " said one, 
'' and very likely it is broken after all." But the bottle was not broken, and, 
better still, it understood every word that was said : this language it had 
heard at the furnaces and at the wine merchant's ; in the forest and on the 
ship,-it was the only good old language it could understand. It had re· 
turned home, and the language was as a welcome greeting. For very joy, 
it felt ready to jump out of the people's hands, and scarcely noticed that its 
cork had been drawn, and its contents emptied out, till it found itself 
carried to a cellar, to be left there and forgotten. "There 's no place like 
home, even if it's a cellar." It never occurred to him to think that he 
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might lie there for years, he felt so comfortable. For many long years he 
remained in the cellar, till at last some people came to carry away the bot
tles, and ours amongst the number. 

Out in the garden there was a great festival. Brilliant lamps bung in 
festoons from tree to tree; and paper lanterns, through which the light 
shone till they looked like transparent tulips. It was a beautiful evening, 
and the weather mild and clear. The stars twinkled; and the new moon, 
in the form of a crescent, was surrounded by the shadowy disc of the whole 
moon, and looked like a grey globe with a golden rim : it was a beautiful 
sight for those who bad good eyes. The illumination extended even to the 
most retired of the garden walks, at least not so retired that any one need 
lose himself there. In the borders were placed bottles, each containing a 
light, and among them the bottle with which we are acquainted, and whose 
fate it was, one day, to be only a bottle neck, and to serve as a water-glass to 
a bird's cage. Everything here appeared lovely to our bottle, for it was 
again in the .green wood, amid joy and feasting; again it heard music and 
song, and the noise and murmur of a crowd, especially in that part of the 
garden where the lamps blazed, and the paper lanterns displayed their bril
liant colours. It stood in a distant walk certainly, but a place pleasant for 
contemplation; and it carried a light, and was at once useful and orna
mental. In such an hour it is easy to forget that one has spent twenty 
years in a loft, and a good thing it is to be able to do so. Close before 
the bottle passed a single pair, like a bridal pair- the mate and the furrier's 
daughter-who had so long ago wandered in the wood. It seemed to the 
bottle as if he were living that time over again. Not only the guests but 
other people were walking in the garden, whc were allowed to witness the 
splendour and the festivities. Among the latter came an old maid, who 
seemed to be quite alone in the world. She was thinking, like the bottle, 
of the green wood, and of a young betrothed pair, who were closely con
nected with herself; she was thinking of that hour, the happiest of her life, 
in which she had taken part, when she had herself been one of that betrothed 
pair; such hours are never to be forgotten, let a maiden be as old 
as she may. But she did not recognize the bottle, neither did the 
bottle notice the old maid. And so we often pass each other in the 
world when we meet, as did these two, even while together in the same 
town. 

The bottle was taken from the garden, and again sent to a wine mer
chant, where it was once more filled with wine, and sold to an aeronaut, 
who was to make an ascent in his balloon on the following Sunday. 
A great crowd assembled to witness the sight; military music had been 
engaged, and many other preparations made. The bottle saw it all from 
the basket in which he lay close to a live rabbit. The rabbit was quite ex
cited because he knew that he was to be taken up, and let down again in a 
parachute. The bottle, however, knew nothing of the "up," or the 
"down;" he saw only that the balloon was swelling larger and larger till it 
could swell no more, and began to rise and be restless. Then the ropes 
which held it were cut through, and the aerial ship rose in the air with the 
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aeronaut and the basket containing the bottle and the rabbit, while the 
music sounded and all the people shouted " Hurrah." 

"This is a wonderful journey up into the air," thought the bottle; "it is 
a new way of sailing, and here, at least, there is no fear of striking against 
anything." 

Thousands of people gazed at the balloon, and the old maid who was in 
the garden saw it also ; for she stood at the open window of the garret, by 
which hung the cage, containing the linnet, who then had no water-glass, 
but was obliged to be contented with an old cup. In the window-sill stood 
a myrtle in a pot, and this had been pushed a little on one side, that 
it might not fall out ; for the old maid was leaning out of the window, that 
she might see. And she did see distinctly the aeronaut in the balloon, and 
how he let down the rabbit in the parachute, and then drank to the health 
of all the spectators in the wine from ,,the bottle. After doing this, he 
hurled it high into the air. How little she thought that this was the very 
same bottle which her friend had thrown aloft in her honour, on that happy 
day of rejoicing, in the green wood, in her youthful days. The bottle had 
no time to think, when raised so suddenly ; and before it was aware, it 
reached the highest point it had ever attained in its life. Steeples and 
roofs lay far, far beneath it, and the people looked as tiny as possible. Then 
it began to descend much more rapidly than the rabbit had done, made 
somersaults in the air, and (elt itself quite young and unfettered, although it 
was half full of wine. But this did not last long. What a journey it was ! 
All the people could see the bottle ; for the sun shone upon it. The bal
loon was already far away, and very soon the bottle was far away also; for 
it fell upon a roof, and broke in pieces. But the pieces had got such 
an impetus in them, that they could not stop themselves. They went jump
ing and rolling about, till at last they fell into the courtyard, and were 
broken into still smaller pieces ; only the neck of the bottle managed 
to keep whole. and it was broken off as clean as if it had been cut with 
a diamond. 

"That would make a capital bird's glass," said one of the cellarmen ; but 
none of them had either a bird or a cage, and it was not to be expected 
they would provide one just because they had found a bottle neck that 
could be used as a glass. But the old maid who lived in the garret had a 
bird, and it really might be useful to her; so the bottle neck was provided 
with a cork, and taken up to her; and, as it often happens in life, the part that 
had been uppermost was now turned downwards, and it was filled with fresh 
water. Then they hung it in the cage of the little bird, who sang and 
twittered more merrily than ever. 

" Ah, you have good reason to sing," said the bottle neck, which was 
looked upon as something very remarkable, because it had been in a 
balloon ; nothing further was known of its history. As it hung there in the 
bird-cage, it could hear the noise and murmur of the people in the street 
below, as well as the conversation of the old maid in the room within, 
An old friend had just come to visit her, and they talked, not about the 
bottle neck, but of the myrtle in the window. 
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"No, you must not spend a dollar for your daughter's bridal bouquet," 
said the old maid; "you shall have a beautiful little bunch for a nosegay, 
full of blossoms. Do you see how splendidly the tree has grown? It has 
been raised from only a little sprig of myrtle that you gave me on the day 
after r.:iy betrothal, and from which I was to make my own bridal bouquet 
when a year had passed; but that day never came : the eyes were closed 
which were to have been my light and joy through life. In the depths of 
the sea my beloved sleeps sweetly; the myrtle has become an old tree, and 
I am a still older woman. Before the sprig you gave me faded, I took a 
spray, and planted it in the earth; and now, as you see, it has become a large 
tree, and a bunch of the blossoms shall at last appear at a wedding festival, 
in the bouquet of your daughter 

There were tears in the eyes of the old maid, as she spoke of the beloved 
of her youth, and of their betrothal in the wood. Many thoughts came 
into her mind; but the thought never came, that quite close to her, in that 
very window, was a remembrance of those olden tirnes,-the neck of the 
bottle which had, as it were, shouted for joy when the cork flew out with 
a bang on the betrothal day. But the bottle neck did not recognise the old 
maid; he had not been listening to what she had related, perhaps because 
he was thinking so much about her. 

THE FLAX. 

THE flax was in full bloom ; it had pretty little blue flowers as delicate 
fi,S the wings of a moth, or even more so. The sun shone, and the showers 
watered it ; and this was just as good for the flax as it is for little children 
to be washed and then kissed by their mother. They look much prettier 
for it, and so did the flax. 

"People say that I look exceedingly well," said the flax, "and that I am so 
:fine and long that I shall make a beautiful piece of linen. How fortunate 
I am; it makes me so happy, it is such a pleasant thing to know that some
thing can be made of me. How the sunshine cheers me, and how sweet 
and refreshing is the rain; my happiness overpowers me, no one in the 
world can feel happier than I am." 

"Ah, yes, no doubt," said the fern, "but you do not know the world 
yet as well as I do, for my sticks are knotty;" and then it sung quite 
mournfully-

"Snip, snap, snurre, 
Basse lurre : 
The song is ended." 

8 



II4 HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. 

"No, it is not ended," said the flax. "To-morrow the sun will shine, 
or the rain descend. I feel that I am growing. I feel that I am in full 
blossom. I am the happiest of all creatures." 

Well, one day some people came, who took hold of the flax and pulled 
it up by the roots; this was painful; then it was laid in water as if they 
intended to drown it; and, after that, placed near a fire as if it were to be 
roasted ; all this was very shocking. " We cannot expect to be happy 
always," said the flax; "by experiencing evil as well as good, we become 
wise." And certainly there was plenty of evil in store for the flax. It 
was steeped, and roasted, and broken, and com bed; indeed, it scarcely 
knew what was done to it. At last it was put on the spinning wheel. 
"Whirr, whirr," went the wheel so quickly that the flax could not collect 
its thoughts. "Well, I have been very happy," he thought in the midst of 
his pairi; " and must be contented with the past;" and contented he re
mained till he was put on the loom, and became a beautiful piece of white 
linen. All the flax, even to the last stalk, was used in making this one 
piece. "Well, this is quite wonderful; I could not have believed that I 
should be so favoured by fortune. The fern really was not wrong with its 
song of 

'Snip, snap, snurre, 
Basse lurre.' 

But the song is not ended yet, I am sure; it is only just beginning. How 
wonderful it is, that after all I have suffered, I am made something of at 
last; I am the luckiest person in the world-so strong <'md fine; and how 
white, and what a length! This is something different to being a mere 
plant and bearing flowers. Then, I had no attention, nor any water unless 
it rained; now, I am watched and taken care of. Every morning the 
maid turns me over, and I have a shower-bath from the watering-pot every 
evening. Yes, and the clergyman's wife noticed me, and said I was the 
best piece of linen in the whole parish. I cannot be happier that I am 
now." 

After some time, the linen was taken into the house, placed under the 
scissors, and cut and torn into pieces, and then pricked with needles. 
'This certainly was not pleasant; but at last it was made into twelve 
garments of that kind which people do not like to name, and yet every
body should wear one. "See, now, then," said the flax; "I have become 
something of importance. This was my destiny; it is quite a blessing. 
Now I shall be of some use in the world, as every one ought to be ; it is 
the only way to be happy. I am now divided into twelve pieces, and yet 
we are all one and the same in the whole dozen. It is most extraordinary 
good fortune.'" 

Years passed away; and at last the linen was so worn it could scarcely 
hold together. " It must end very soon," said the pieces to each other; 
"we would gladly have held together a little longer, but it is useless to 
expect impossibilities." And at length they fell into rags and tatters, and 
thought it was all over with them, for they were torn to shreds, and steeped 
in water, and made into a pulp, and dried, and they knew not what besides, 
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till all at once they found themselves beautiful white paper. "Well, now, 
this is a surprise; a glorious surprise too," said the paper. "I am now 
finer than ever, and I shall be written upon, and who can tell what fine 
things I may have written upon me. This is wonderful luck!" And sure 
enough the most beautiful stories and poetry were written upon it, and only 
once was there a blot, which was very fortunate. Then people heard the 
stories and poetry read, and it made them wiser and better; for all that 
was written had a good and sensible meaning, and a great blessing was 
contained in the words on this paper. 

" I never imagined anything like this," said the paper, "when I was only 
a little blue flower, growing in the fields. How could I fancy that I should 
ever be the means of bringing knowledge and joy to men? I cannot un
derstand it myself, and yet it is really so. Heaven knows that I have done 
notl1ing myself, but what I was obliged to do with my weak powers for my 
own preservation; and yet I have been promoted from one joy and honour 
to another. Each time I think that the song is ended ; r.nd then something 
higher and better begins for me. I suppose now I shall be sent on my 
travels about the world, so that people may read me. It cannot be other
wise; indeed, it is more than probable; for I have more splendid thoughts 
written upon me, than I had pretty flowers in olden times. I am happier 
than ever." 

But the paper did not go on its travels; it was sent to the printer, and all 
the words written upori it were set up in type, to make a book, or rathe:r~ 
many hundreds of books; for so many more persons could derive pleasure 
and profit from a printed book, than from the written paper; and if the 
paper had been sent about the world, it would have been worn out before 
it had got half through its journey. 

"This is certainly the wisest plan," said the written paper; " I really did 
not think of that. I shall remain at home, and be held in honour, like 
some old grandfather, as I really am to all these new books. Thty will 
do some good. I could not have wandered about as they do. Yet he 
who wrote all this has looked at me, as every word flowed from his pen 
upon my surface. I am the most honoured of all." . 

Then the paper was tied in a bundle with other papers, and thrown into 
a tub that stood in the washhouse. 

"After work, it is well to rest," said the paper, "antl a very good oppor
tunity to collect one's thoughts. Now I am able, for the first time, to think 
of my real condition; and to know one's self is true progress. What will 
be done with me now, I wonder? No doubt I shall still go forward. I 
have always progressed hitherto, as I know quite well." 

No~ it happened one day that all the paper in the tub was taken out, 
and lard on the hearth to be burnt. People said it could not be sold at the 
shop, to wrap up butter and sugar, because it had been written upon. The 
children in the house stood round the stove ; for they wanted to see the 
paper burn, because it flamed up so prettily, and afterwards, among the 
ashes, so many red sparks could be seen running one after the other, here 
and tht>re, as quick as the wind. They called it seeing the children com@ 
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out of school, and the last spark was the schoolmaster. They often 
thought the last spark had come ; and one would cry, " There goes the 
schoolmaster;" but the next moment another sp:uk would appear, shining 
so beautifully. How they would like to know where the sparks all went to! 
Perhaps we shall find out some day, but we don't know now. 

The whole bundle of paper had been placed on the fire, and was soon 
alight. "Ugh," cried the paper as it burst into a bright flame; "ugh." 
It was certainly not very pleasant to be burning; but when the whole was 
wrapped in flames, the flames mounted up into the air, higher than the flax 
had ever been able to raise its little blue flower, and they glistened as the 
white linen never could have glistened. All the written letters became 
quite red in a moment, and all the words and thoughts turned to fire. 

"Now I am mounting straight up to the sun," said a voice in the flames; 
and it was as if a thousand voices echoed the words; and the flames 
darted up through the chimney, and went out at the top. Then a number 
of . tiny beings, as many in number as the flowers on the flax had been, and 
invisible to mortal eyes, floated above them. They were even lighter and 
-more delicate than the flowers from which they were born; and as the 
flames were extinguished, and nothing remained of the paper but black 
ashes, these little beings danced upon it; and whenever they touched it, 
bright red sparks appeared. 

" The children are all out of school, and the schoolmaster was the last 
of all," said the children. It was good fun, and they sang over the dead 
ashes-

" Snip, snap, snurre, 
Basse lurre : 
The song is ended." 

But the little invisible beings said, " The song is never ended ; the most, 
beautifuJ is yet to come." 

But the children could neither hear nor understand this, nor should 
they ; for children must not know everything. 



THE LAST DREAM 

OF THE 

OLD OAK. 
IN the forest, high up on the steep shore, and not far from the open sea

coast, stood a very old oak tree. It was just three hundred and sixty-five years 
old, but that long time was to the tree as the same number of days might 
be to us; we wake by day and sleep by night, and then we have our dreams. 
It is different with the tree; it is obliged to keep awake through three 
seasons of the year, and does not get any sleep till winter comes. Winter is 
its time for rest; its night after the long day of spring, summer, and 
autumn. On many a warm summer, the Ephemera, the flies that exist only 
for a day, had fluttered about the old oak, enjoyed life and felt happy; and 
if, for a moment, one of the tiny creatures rested on one of his large fresh 
leaves, the tree would always say, "Poor little creature! your whole life 
consists only of a single day. How very short. It must be quite melan
choly." 

''Melancholy! what do you mean?" the little creature would always reply. 
"Everything around me is so wonderfully bright, and warm, and beautiful, 
that it makes me joyous." 
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" But only for one day, and then it is all over." 
"Over!" repeated the fly; "what is the meaning of all over? Are you aH 

over too?" 
"No; I shall very likely live for thousands of your days, and my day 

is whole seasons long; indeed it is so long that you could never reckon it 
out.'' 

. "No? then I don't understand you. You rnay have thousands of 
my days, but I have thousands of moments in which I can be merry 
and happy. Does all the beauty of the world cease when you die?" 

"No," replied the tree; "it will certainly last much longe:::,-infinitely 
longer than I can even think of." 

"Well, then," said the little fly, "we have the same time to live; only we 
reckon differently." And the little creature danced and floated in the air, 
rejoicing in her delicate wings of gauze and velvet, rejoicing in the balmy 
breezes, laden with the fragrnnce of clover-fields and wild roses, elder-blos
soms and honeysuckle, from the garden hedges, wild thyme, primroses, and 
mint, and the scent of all these was so strong that the perfume almost 
intoxicated the little fly. The long and beautiful day had been so full of joy 
and sweet delights, that when the sun sank low it felt tired of all its happiness 
and enjoyment. Its wings could sustain it no longer, and gently and slowly 
it glided down upon the soft waving blades of grass, nodded its little head 
as well as it could nod, and slept peacefully and sweetly. The fly was dead. 

"Poor little Ephemera!" said the oak; "what a terribly short life!" And 
so, on every summer day the dance was repeated, the same questions asked, 
and the same answers given. The same thing was continued through many 
generations of Ephemera; all of them felt equally merry and equally happy. 

The oak remained awake through the morning of spring, the noon · of 
summer, and the evening of autumn; its time of rest, its night drew nigh
winter was coming, Already the storms were singing, "Good-night, good
night." Here fell a leaf and there fell a leaf. "We will rock you and lull 
you. Go to sleep, go to sleep. We will sing you to sleep, and shake you 
to sleep, and it will do your old twigs good ; they will even crackle 
with pleasure. Sleep sweetly, sleep sweetly, it is your three-hundred-and
sixty-fifth night. Correctly speaking, you are but a youngster in the world. 
Sleep sweetly, the clouds will drop snow upon you, which will be quite a 
coverlid, . warm and sheltering to your feet. Sweet sleep to you, and 
pleasant dreams." And there stood the oak, stripped of all its leaves, left 
to rest during the whole of a long winter, and to dream many dreams of 
events that had happened in its life, as in the dreams of men. The great 
tree had once been small; indeed, in its cradle it had been an acorn. Ac
cording to human computation, it was now in the fourth century of its 
existence. It was the largest and best tree in the forest. Its summit 
towered above all the other trees, and could be seen far out at sea, so that 
it served as a landmark to the sailors. It had no idea how many eyes looked 
eagerly for it. In its topmost branches the wood-pigeon built her nest, 
and the cuckoo carried out his vocal performances, and his well-known 
notes echoed amid the boughs; and in autumn, when the leaves looked 
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like beaten copper plates, the birds of passage would come and rest upon 
the branches before taking their flight across the sea. But now it was win• 
ter, the tree stood leafless, so that every one could see how crooked and 
bent were the branches that sprang forth from the trunk. Crows and rooks 
came by turns and set upon them, and talked of the hard times which were 
beginning, and how difficult it was in winter to obtain food. 

It was just about holy Christmas time that the tree dreamed a dream. 
The tree had, doubtless, a kind of feeling that the festive time had arrived, 
and in his dream fancied he heard the bells ringing from all the churches 
round, and yet it seemed to him to be a beautiful summer's day, mild and 
warm. His mighty summit was crowned with spreading fresh green foliage; 
the sunbeams played among the leaves and branches, and the air was full 
of fragrance from herb and blossom; painted butterflies chased each other; 
the summer flies danced around him, as if the world had been created 
merely for them to dance and be merry in. All that had happened to the 
tree during every year of his life seemed to pass before him, as in a festive 
procession. He saw the knights of olden times and noble ladies ride by 
through the wood on their gallant steeds, with plumes waving in their hats, 
and falcons on their wrists. The hunting horn sounded, and the dogs 
barked. He saw hostile warriors, in coloured dresses and glittering armour, 
with spear and halberd, pitching their tents, and anon striking them. The 
watchfires again blazed, and men sang and slept under the hospitable shel
ter of the tree. He saw lovers meet in quiet happiness near him in the 
moonshine, and carve the initials of their names in the greyish-green bark 
on his trunk. Once, but long years had intervened since then, guitars and 
Eolian harps had been hung on his boughs by merry travellers ; now they 
seemed to hang there again, and he could hear their marvellous tones. The 
wood-pigeons cooed as if to explain the feelings of the tree, and the cuckoo 
called out to tell him how many summer days he had yet to live. Then it 
seemed as if new life was thrilling through every fibre of root and stem and 
leaf, rising even to the highest branches. The tree felt itself stretching and 
spreading out, while through the root beneath the earth ran the warm vigom 
of life. As he grew higher and still higher, with increased strength, hi1:, 
topmost boughs became broader and fuller; and in proportion to his growth, 
so was his self-satisfaction increased, and with it arose a joyous longing to 
grow higher and higher, to reach even to the warm, bright sun itsel£ Already 
had his topmost branches pierced the clouds, which floated beneath them 
like troops of birds of passage, or large white swans; every leaf seemed 
gifted with sight, as if it possessed eyes to see. The stars became visible 
in broad daylight, large and sparkling, like clear and &fentle eyes. They 
recalled to the memory the well-known look in the eyes of a child, or in the 
eyes of lovers who had once met beneath the branches of the old oak. 
These were wonderful and happy moments for the old tree, full of peace 
and joy; and yet amidst all this happiness, the tree felt a yearning, longing 
desire that all the other trees, bushes, herbs, and flowers beneath him, might 
be able also to rise higher, as he had done, and to see all this splendour, 
and experience the same happiness. The grand, majestic oak could not be 
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quite happy in the midst of his enjoyment, while all the rest, both great and 
small, were not with him. And this feeling of yearning trembled through 
every branch, through every leaf, as warmly and fervently as if they had 
been the fibres of a human heart. The summit of the tree waved to and 
fro, and bent downwards as if in silent longing he sought for something. 
Then there came to him the fragrance of thyme, followed by the more 
powerful scent of honeysuckle and violets; and he fancied he heard the 
note of the cuckoo. At length his longing was satisfied. Up through the 
clouds came the green summits of the forest trees, and beneath him, the oak 
saw them rising, and growing higher and higher. Bush and herb shot up
ward, and some even tore themselves up by the roots to rise more quickly. 
The birch-tree was the quickest of all. Like a lightning flash the slender stem 
,;hot upwards in a zigzag line, the branches spreading around it like green 
gauze and banners. Every native of the wood, even to the brown and 
feathery rushes, grew with the rest, while the birds ascended with the melody 
of song. On a blade of grass, that fluttered in the air like a long-green 
ribbon, sat a grasshopper, cleaning his wings with his legs. May beetles 
hummed, the bees murmured, the birds sang, each in his own way; the air 
was filled with the sounds of song and gladness. 

" But where is the little blue flower that grows by the water?'' asked the 
oak, "and the purple bell-flower, and the daisy?" You see the oak wanted 
to have them all with him. 

"Here we are, we are here," sounded in voice and song. 
"But the beautiful thyme of last summer, where is that ! and the lilies

of-the-valley, which last year coverecl the earth with their bloom? and the 
wild apple-tree with its lovely blossoms, and all the glory of the wood, which 
has flourished year after year? even what may have but now sprouted forth 
could be with us here." 

"We are here, we are here," sounded voices higher in the air, :::.s if they 
had fl0wn there beforehand. 

"Why this is beautiful, too beautiful to be believed," sttid the oak in a 
joyful tone. "I have them all here, both great and small; not one has 
been forgotten. Can such happiness be imagined?" It seemed almost 
impossible. 

"In heaven with the Eternal God, it can be imagined, and it is possible," 
sounded the reply through the air. 

And the old tree, as it still grew upwards and onwards, felt that his roots 
were loosening themselves from the earth. 

"It is right so, it is best," said the tree, "no fetters hold me now. I can 
fly up to the very highest point in light and glory. And all I love are with 
me, both ~mall and great. All-all are here." 

Such was the dream of the old oak: and while he dreamed, a mighty 
storm came rushing over land and sea, at the holy Christmas time. The 
sea rolled in great billows towards the shore. There was a cracking and 
crushing heard in the tree. The root was torn from the ground just at the 
moment when in his dream he fancied it was being loosened from the 
-earth. He fell-his three hundred and sixty-five years were passed as the 
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single day of the Ephemera. On the morning of Christmas-d'ay, when the 
sun rose, the storm had ceased. From all the churches sounded the 
festive bells and from every hearth, even of the smallest hut, rose the smoke 
into the bl~e sky, like the smoke from the festive thank-offerings on tl~e 
Druids' altars. The sea gradually became calm and on board a great ship 
that had withstood the tempest during the night, all the flags were displayed, 
as a token of joy and festivity. "The tree is down ! The old oak,-0ur 
landmark on the coast ! " exclaimed the sailors. "It must have fallen in the 
storm of last night. Who can replace it? Alas 1 . no one." This :ms a 
funeral oration over the old tree; short, but well-meant. There rt lay 
stretched on the snow-covered shore, and over it sounded the notes of a 
song from the ship-a song of Christmas joy, and of the redemption of 
the soul of man, and of eternal life through Christ's atoning blood. 

" Sing aloud on this happy morn, 
All is fulfilled, for Christ is born ; 
With songs of joy let us loudly sing, 
'Hallelujahs to Christ our King.' " 

Thus sounded the old Christmas carol, and every one on board the ship 
felt his thoughts elevated, through the song and the prayer, even as the old 
tree had felt lifted up in its last, its beautiful dream on that Christmas 
morn. 

THE GIRL WHO TROD ON THE LOAF. 

THERE was once a girl who trod on a loaf to avoid soiling her shoes, and 
the misfortunes that happened to her in consequence are well known. Her 
name was Inge; she was a poor child, but proud and presuming, and with 
a bad_ and cruel disposition. When quite a little child she would delight in 
catchmg flies, and tearing off their wings, so as to make creeping things of 
them. When older, she would take cockchafers and beetles, and stick pins 
through them. Then she pushed a green leaf, or a little scrap of paper 
towards their feet, and when the poor creatures would seize it and hold it 
fast, and turn over and over in their struggles to get free from the pin, she 
would say, "The cockchafer is reading; see how he turns over the leaf." 
She grew. worse instead of better with years, and, unfortunately, she was 
pretty, which caused her to be excused, when she should have been sharply 
reproved. 
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" Your headstrong will requires severity to conquer it," her mother often 
said to her. "As a little child you used to trample 011 my apron, but one 
day I fear you will trample on my heart." And, alas ! this fear was realised. 

Inge was taken to the house of some rich people, who lived at a distance, 
\tnd who treated her as their own child, and dressed her so fine that her 
!)ride and arrogance increased. 
1 When she had been there about a yea1~ her patroness said to her, "You 
ought to go, for once, to see your parents, Inge." 

So Inge started to go and visit her parents; but she only wanted to show 
herself in her native place, that the people might see how fine she was. She 
reached the entrance of the village, and saw the young labouring men and 
maidens standing together chatting, and her own mother amongst them. 
Inge's mother was sitting on a stone to rest, with a fagot of sticks lying be
fore her, which she had picked up in the wood. Then Inge turned back; 
she who was so finely dressed felt ashamed of her mother, a poorly clad 
woman, who picked up wood in the forest. She did not turn back out of 
pity for her mother's poverty, but from pride. 

Another half-year went by, and her mistress said, "You ought to go home 
again, and visit your parents, Inge, and I will give you a large wheaten loaf 
to take to them, they will be glad to see you, I am sure." 

So Inge put on .her best clothes, and her new shoes, drew her dress up 
around her, and set out, stepping very carefully, that she might be clean 
and neat about the feet, and there was nothing wrong in doing so. But 
when she came to the place where the footpath led across the moor, she 
found small pools of water, and a great deal of mud, so she threw the loaf 
into the mud, and trod upon it, that she might pass without wetting her feet. 
But as she stood with one foot on the loaf and the other lifted up to step 
forward, the loaf began to sink under her, lower and lower, till she dis
appeared altogether, and only a few bubbles on the surface of the muddy 
pool remained, to show where she had sunk. And this is the story. 

But where did Inge go? She sank into the ground, and went down to 
-the Marsh Woman, who is always brewing there. 

The Marsh Woman is related to the elf maidens, who are well-known, for 
songs are sung and pictures painted about them. But of the Marsh Woman 
nothing is known, excepting that when a mist arises from the meadows, in 
summer time, it is because she is brewing beneath them. To the Marsh 
Woman's brewery Inge sunk, down to a place which no one can endure for 
long. A heap of mud is a palace compared with the Marsh Woman's 
brewery; and as Inge fe!I she shuddered in every limb, and soon became 
cold and stiff as marble. Her foot was still fastened to the loaf, which 
bowed her down as a golden ear of corn bends the stem. 

An evil spirit soon took possession of Inge, and carried her to a still 
worse place, in which she saw crowds of unhappy people, waiting in a state 
of agony for the gates of mercy to be opened to them, and in every heart 
was a miserable and eternal feeling of unrest. It would take too much time 
to describe the various tortures these people suffered, but Inge's punishment 
consisted in standing there as a statue, with her foot fastened to the loaf. 
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She could move her eyes about, and see all the misery around her, but she 
could not turn her head; and when she saw the people looking at her she 
thought they were admiring her pretty face and fine clothes, for she was 
still vain and proud. But she had forgotten how soiled her clothes had 
become while in the Marsh Woman's brewery, and that they were covered 
with mud; a snake had also fastened itself in her hair, and hung down her 
back, while from each fold in her dress a great toad peeped out and croaked 
like an asthmatic poodle. Worse than all was the terrible hunger that tor
mented her, and she could not stoop to break off a piece of the :0af on 
which she stood. No; her back was too stiff, and her whole body like a 
pillar of stone. And then came creeping over her face and eyes flies with
out wings ; she winked and blinked, but they conld not fly away, for their 
wings had been pulled off; this, added to the hunger she felt, was horrible 
torture. 

"If this last much longer," she said, "I shall not be able to bear it." 
But it did last, and she had to bear it, without being able to help herself. 

A tear, followed by many scalding tears, fell upon her head, and rolled 
over her face and neck, down to the loaf on which she stood. Who could 
be weeping for Inge? She had a mother in the world still, and the tears 
of sorrow which a mother sheds for her child always find their way to that 
child's heart, but they often increase the torment instead of being a relief: 
And Inge could hear all that was said about her in the world she had left, 
and every one seemed cruel to her. The sin she had committed in treading 
on the loaf was known on eai;th, for she had been seen by the cowherd from 
the hill, when she was crossing the marsh and had disappeared. 

When her mother wept and exclaimedy "Ah, Inge! what grief thou hast 
caused thy mother!" she would say, " 0 that I had never been born ! My 
mother's tears are useless now." 

And then the words of the kind people .who had adopted her came to her 
ears, when they said, "Inge was a sinful girl, who did not value the gifts of 
God, but trampled them under her feet. 

"Ah," thought Inge, "they should have punished me, and driven all my 
naughty tempers out of me." 

A song was made about " The girl who trod on a loaf to keep her shoes 
from being soiled ;" and this song was sung everywhere. The story of her 
sin wa~ also told to the little children, and they called her " wicked Inge," 
and said she was so naughty she ought to be punished. Inge heard all this, 
and her heart became hardened and full of bitterness. 

But one day, while hunger and grief were gnawing in her hollow frame, 
she heard a little, innocent child, while listening to the tale of the vain, 
haughty Inge, burst into tears and exclaim, "But will she never come up 
again?" 

And she heard the reply, "No, she will never come up again." 
"But if she were to say she was sorry, and ask pardon, and promise never 

to do so again?" asked the little one. , 
"Yes, then she might come; but she will not beg pardon," was the 

answer. 
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"Oh, I wish she would ! " sa-id the child, who was quite unhappy about 
it. " I should be so glad. I would give up my doll and all my playthings, 
if she could only come here again. Poor Inge ! it is so dreadful for her." 

These pitying words penetrated to Inge's inmost heart, and seemed to do 
her good. It was the first time any one had said, "Poor Inge!" without 
saying something about her faults. A little innocent child was weeping, 
and praying for mercy for her. It made her feel quite strange, and she 
would gladly have wept herself, and it added to her torment to find she 
could ·•ot do so. And while she thus suffered in a place where nothing 
changed, years passed away on earth, and she heard her name less frequently 
mentioned. But one day a sigh reached her ear, and the words, "Inge! 
Inge! what a grief thou hast been to me ! I said it would be so." It was 
the last sigh of her dying mother. 

After this, Inge heard her kind mistress say, "Ah, poor Inge! shall I ever 
see thee again? Perhaps I may, for we know not what may happen in the 
future." But Inge knew right well that her mistress would never come to 
that dreadful place. 

Time passed-a long, bitter time-then Inge heard her name pronounced 
once more, and saw what seemed two bright stars shining above her. They 
were two gentle eyes closing on earth. Many years had passed since the 
little girl had lamented and wept about "poor Inge." That child was now 
an old woman, whom God was taking to Himself. In the last hour of exis
tence the events of a whole life often appear before us; and in this hour 
the old woman remembered how, when a child, she had shed tears over the 
story of Inge, ancl she prayed for her now. As the eyes of the old woman 
closed to earth, the eyes of the soul opened upon the hidden things of 
eternity, and then she, in whose last thoughts Inge had been so vividly 
present, saw how deeply the poor girl had sunk. She burst into tears at 
the sight, and in heaven, as she had done when a little child on earth, she 
wept and prayed for poor Inge. Her tears and her prayers echoed through 
the dark void that surrounded the tormented captive soul, and the unex
pected mercy was obtained for it through an angel's tears. . As in thought 
Inge seemed to act over again every sin she had committed on earth, she 
trembled, and tears she had never yet been able to weep rushed to her 
eyes. It seemed impossible that the gates of mercy could ever be opened 
to her; but while she acknowledged this in deep penitence, a beam of 
radiant light shot suddenly into the depths upon her. More powerful than 
the sunbeam that dissolves the man of snow which the children have raised, 
more quickly than the snowflake melts and becomes a drop of water on 
the warm lips of a child, was the stony form of Inge changed, and as a 
little bird she soared, with the speed of lightning, upward to the world of 
mortals. A bird that felt timid and shy to all things around it, that seemed 
to shrink with shame from meeting any living creature, and hurriedly 
sought to conceal itself in a dark corner of an old ruined wall; there it sat 
cowering and unable to utter a sound, for it was voiceless. Yet how quickly 
the little bird discovered the beauty of everything around it. The sweet, 
fresh air; the soft radiance of the moon, as its light spread over the earth; 
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the fragrance which exhaled from bush and tree, made it feel happy as it 
sat there clothed in its fresh, bright plumage. All creation seemed to speak 
of beneficence and love. The bird wanted to give utterance to thoughts 
that stirred in his breast, as the cuckoo and the nightingale in the spring, 
but it could not. Yet in heaven can be heard the song of praise, even 
from a worm; and the notes trembling in the breast of the bird were as 
audible to Heaven even as the Psalms of David before they had fashioned 
themselves into words and song. 

Christmas-time drew near, and a peasant who dwelt close by the old 
wall stuck up a pole with some ears of corn fastened to the top, that the 
birds of Heaven might have a feast, and rejoice in the happy, blessed time. 
And on Christmas morning the sun rose and shone upon the ears of corn, 
which were quickly surrounded by a number of twittering birds. Then, 
from a hole in the wall, gushed forth in song the swelling thoughts of the 
bird as he issued from his hiding-place to perform his first good deed on 
earth,-and in heaven it was well-known who that bird was. 

The winter was very hard; the ponds were covered with ice, and there 
was very little food for either foe beasts of the field or the birds of the air. 
Our little bird flew away into the public roads, and found here and there, 
in the ruts of the sledges, a grain of corn, and at the halting places some 
crumbs. Of these he ate only a few, but he called around him the other 
birds and the hungry sparrows, that they too might have food. He flew 
into the towns, and looked about, and wherever a kind hand had strewed 
bread on the window-sill for the birds, he only ate a single crumb himself, 
and gave all the rest to the other birds. In the course of the winter, the 
~ird had in this way collected many crumbs and given them to other birds, 
till they equalled ~he weight of the loaf on which Inge had trod to keep 
her shoes clean; and when the last bread-crumb had been found and given, 
the grey wings of the bird became white, and spread themselves out for 
flight. 

. "See, yonder is a sea-gull ! " cried the children, when they saw the white 
bird, as it dived into the sea, and rose again into the clear sunlight, white 
and glittering. But no one could tell whither it went then, although some 
declared it flew straight to the sun. 



THE DAISY. 

Now listen. In the country, close by the roadside, stood a pleasant 
house; you have seen one like it, no doubt, very often. In front, lay a 
little garden enclosed in palings, and full of blooming flowers. Near the 
hedge, in the soft green grass, grew a little daisy. The sun shone as 
brightly and warmly upon her as upon the large and beautiful garden 
flowers, so the daisy grew from hour to hour. Every morning she unfolded 
her little white petals, like shining rays round the little golden sun in the 
centre of the flower. She never thought of being unseen down in the grass, 
or that she was only a poor, insignificant flower. She felt too happy to care 
for that, so she turned towards the warm sun, looked up to the blue sky, 
and listened to the lark singing high in the air. One day, the little flower 
was as joyful as if it had been a great holiday, and yet it was only Monday. 
All the children were at school, and while they sat on their forms learning 
their lessons, she, on her little stem, learnt also from the warm sun 
and from everything around her, how good God is, and she ·was glad to hear 
the lark in his pleasant song express exactly her own feelings. And the 
daisy admired the happy bird who could warble so sweetly and fly so high; 
but she was not sorrowful from regret at her own inability to do the same. 
"I can see and hear," thought she; "the sun shines upon me, and the 
wind kisses me : what else do I need to make me happy? " Within the 
palings grew a number of garden flowers, who appeared more proud an~ 
conceited in proportion as they were scentless. The peonies considered 1t 
a grand thing to be so large, and puffed themselves out to be larger than 
the roses. The tulips knew that they were marked with beautiful colours, and 
held themselves bolt upright, that they might be seen more plainly. They 
did not notice the little daisy outside, but she looked at them and thought, 
"How rich and beautiful they are! No wonder the pretty bird flies down 
to visit them. How glad I am that I grow so near them, that I may ad
mire their beautiful appearance." Just at this moment, the lark flew down, 
crying "Tweet," but he did not go near the peonies and tulips; he hopped 
into the grass near the lowly daisy. She trembled for joy, and hardly knew 
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what to think. The little bird hopped round the daisy, singing, "Oh, what 
sweet grass, and what a lovely little flower, with gold in its heart and silver 
on its dress." For the yellow centre in the daisy looked like gold, and the 
leaves around were glittering white, like silver. How happy the little daisy 
felt, no one can describe-the bird kissed it with its beak, sang to it, and 
then flew up again into the blue air above. It was, at least, a quarter of ~n 
hour before the daisy could recover herself. Half ashamed, yet happy m 
herself, she glanced at the other flowers; they must have seen the honour 
she had received, and would understand her delight and pleasure. But the 
tulips looked prouder than ever, indeed, they were evidently quite 
vexed about it. And the peonies were quite disgusted, and could they 
have spoken, the poor little daisy would have no doubt received a good 
scolding. She could see they were all out of temper, and it made her very 
sorry. 

At this moment there came into the garden a girl with a large sharp 
knife, which glittered in her hand. She went straight up to the tulips and 
cut down several of them one after another. 

" Oh dear," sighed the daisy; " how shocking t It is all over with them 
now." The girl carried the tulips away, and the daisy felt very glad to 
grow outside in the grass, and to be only a poor little flower. When the 
sun set, she folded up her leaves and went to sleep, and dreamt the whole 
night long of the warm sun and the pretty little bird. The next morning, 
when the flower joyfully stretched out its white leaves once more to the 
warm air and the light, she recognised the voice of the bird, but his song 
sounded mournful and sad. Alas t he had good reason to be sad-he had 
been caught and made a prisoner in a cage that hung close by the open 
window. He sung of the happy time when he could fly in the air joyous 
and free; of the young green corn in the fields from which be would spring 
higher and higher to sing his glorious song, and now he was a prisoner in a 
cage. The little daisy wished very much that she could help him. But 
what could she do? In her anxiety she forgot all the beautiful things 
around her, the warm sunshine and her own pretty shining white leaves. 
Alas ! she could think of nothing but the captive bird, and her own 
inability to help him. Two boys came into the garden; one of them 
carried a large sharp knife in his hand like the one with which the girl had 
cut do_wn the tulips. They went straight up to the little daisy, who could 
not thmk what they were going to do. " We can cut out a nice piece of 
turf for the lark here," said one of the boys, and he began to cut a square 
piece round the daisy so that she stood just in the centre. "Pull up the 
~ower," said the other boy, and the daisy trembled with fear, for to pluck 
1t up would destroy its life, and it wished so much to live and to be taken 
to. the captive lark, in his cage, on the piece of turf. "No, let it stay," 
said the boy, "it looks so pretty." So the daisy remained, and was put 
with th~ turf in the lark's cage. The poor bird was complaining loudly 
about his lost freedom, and beat his wings against the iron bars of his cage. 
The little daisy could not speak nor utter one word to console him, or she 
wo!lld gladly have done so. The whole morning passed in this manner, 
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" Here is no water," said the captive lark ; " they are all gone out and 
have forgotten to give me a drop of water to drink. My throat is hot and 
dry ; I feel as if I had fire and ice within me, and the air is so heavy. 
Alas ! I must die; I must bid farewell to the warm sunshine, the fresh 
green, and all the beautiful things which God has created." And then he 
thrust his beak into the cool turf to refresh himself a little with the fresh 
grass, and his eye fell on the daisy; then the bird nodded to it and kissed 
it with his beak, and said, "You also will wither here, you poor little flower! 
They have given you to me with the little patch of green grass on which you 
grow, in exchange for the whole world which was mine out there. Each 

• little blade of grass was to me as a great tree, and each of your white leaves 
a flower. Alas ! you only show me how much I have lost." "Oh, if I could 
only comfort him," thought the daisy, but she could not move a leaf; yet 
the perfume from her leaves was stronger than is usual in these flowers, and 
the bird noticed it, and though he was fainting with thirst, and in his pain 
pulled up the green blades of grass, he did not touch the flower. The 
evening came, and yet no one appeared to bring the bird a drop of water; 
then he stretched out his pretty wings and shook convulsively, he could 
only sing, "Tweet, tweet," in a weak, mournful tone. His little head bent 
down towards the flower; the bird's heart was broken with want and pining. 
Then the flower could not fold its leaves as it had done the evening before, 
to sleep, but it drooped sick and sorrowful towards the earth. Not till 
morning did the boys come, and when they found the bird dead, they wept 
many and bitter tears ; they dug a pretty grave for him, and adorned it with 
leaves of flowers. The bird's lifeless body was placed in a smart red box, 
and he was buried with great honour. Poor bird; while he was alive and 
could sing, they forgot him and allowed him to sit in his cage and suffer 
want, but now he was dead, they mourned for him with many tears, and 
buried him in royal state. But the turf with the daisy on it was thrown 
out into the dusty road. No one thought of the little flower which had 
felt more for the poor bird than any one else, and would have been so glad 
to help and console him1 if she had been able to do so. 



The old houl:)e. 



THE OLD HOUSE. 

A VERY old house stood once in a 
street with several that were quite new 
and clean. The date of its erection 
had been carved on one of the beams, 
and surrounded by scrolls formed of 
tulips and hop-tendrils.; by this date 
it could be seen that the old house 
was nearly three hundred years old. 
Verses too were written over the 
windows in old-fashioned letters, and 
grotesque faces, curiously carved, 
grinned at you from under the cornices. 
One storey projected a long way over 
the other, and under the roof ran a 
leaden gutter, with a dragon's head at 
the end. The rain was intended to 

pour out at the dragon's mouth, but it ran out of his body instead, for there 
was a hole in the gutter. The other .houses in the street were new and 

9 



HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES, 

well-built, with large window panes and smooth walls. Any one could see 
they had nothing to do with the old house. Perhaps they thought, "How 
long will that heap of rubbish remain here to be a disgrace to the whole 
street. The parapet projects so far forward that no one can see out of our 
windows what is going on in that direction. The stairs are as broad as the 
staircase of a castle, and as steep as if they led to a church-tower. The 
iron railing looks like the gate of a cemetery, and there are brass knobs 
upon it. It is really too ridiculous." 

Opposite to the old house were more nice new houses, which had just 
the same opinion as their neighbours. 

At the window of one of them sat a little boy with fresh rosy cheeks, 
and clear sparkling eyes, who was very fond of the old house, in sunshine 
or in moonlight. He would sit and look at the wall from which the plaster 
had in some places fallen off, and fancy all sorts of scenes which had been 
in former times. How the street must have looked when the houses had all 
gable roofs, open staircases, and gutters with dragons at the spout. He 
could even see soldiers walking about with halberds. Certainly it was a 
very good house to look at for amusement. 

An old man lived in it, who wore knee-breeches, a coat with large brass 
buttons, and a wig, which any one could see was a real wig. Every morning 
an old man came to clean the rooms, and to wait upon him, otherwise the 
old man in the knee-breeches would have been quite alone in the house. 
Sometimes he came to one of the windows and looked out ; then the little 
boy nodded to him, and the old man nodded back again, till they became 
acquainted, and were friends, although they had never spoken to each 
other ; but that was of no consequence. 

The little boy one day heard his parent say, "The old man opposite is 
very well off, but he is terribly lonely." The next Sunday morning the little 
boy wrapped something in a piece of paper and took it to the door of the 
old house, and said to the attendant who waited upon the old man, "Will 
you please to give this from me to the gentleman who lives here; I have 
two tin soldiers, and this is one of them, and he shall have it, because I 
know he is terribly lonely." 

And the old attendant nodded and looked very pleased, and then he 
carried the tin soldier into the house. 

Afterwards he was sent over to ask the little boy if he would not like t0 
.pay a visit himsel£ His parents gave him permission, and so it was that 
he gained admission to the old house. 

The brass knobs on the railings shone more brightly than ev,er, as if they 
had been polished on account of his visit; and on the doors were carved 
trumpeters standing in tulips, and it seemed as if they were blowing with 
all their might, their cheeks were so puffed out, "Tanta-ra-ra, the little boy 
is corning; Tanta-ra-ra, the little boy is coming." 

Then the door opened. All around the hall hung old portraits of knights 
in armour, and ladies in silk gowns; and the armour rattled, and the silk 
dresses rnstled. Then came a staircase which went up a long way, and 
then. came down a little way and led to a balcony, which was in a very 
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ruinous state. There were large holes and long cracks, out of which grew 
grass and leaves, indeed the whole balcony, the courtyard, and the walls 
were so overgrown with green that they looked like a garden. In the 
balcony stood flower-pots, on which were heads having a~ses' ears, but !he 
flowers in them grew just as they pleased. In one pot pmks were growmg 
all over the sides, at least the green leaves were shooting forth stalk and 
stem, and saying as plainly as they could speak, "The air has fanned me, 
the sun has kissed me, and I am' promised a little flower for next Sunday-
really for next Sunday." 

Then they entered a room in which the walls were covered with leather, 
and the leather had golden flowers stamped upon it 

"Gilding will fade in damp weather, 
To endure, there is nothing like leather," 

said the walls. Chairs handsomely carved, with elbows on each side, and 
with very high backs, stood in the room, and as they creaked they seemed 
to say, "Sit clown. Oh dear, how I am creaking. I shall certainly have 
the gout like the old cupboard. Gout in my back; ugh." 

And then the little boy entered the room where the old man sat. 
"Thank you for the tin soldier, my little friend," said the old man, "ar-d 

thank yon also for coming to see me." 
"Thanks, thanks," or "Creak, creak," said all the furniture. 
There was so much that the pieces of furniture stood in each other's way 

to get a sight of the little boy. 
On the wall near the centre of the room hung the picture of a beautiful 

lady, young and gay, dressed in the fashion of the olden times, with pow
dered hair, and a full, stiff skirt. She said neither " thanks " nor " creak," 
but she looked down upon the little boy with her mild eyes ; and then he 
said to the old man, 

" Where did you get that picture? " 
"From the shop opposite," he replied. "Many portraits hang there that 

none seem to trouble themselves about. The persons they represent have 
been dead and buried long since. But I knew this lady many years ago, and 
she has been dead nearly half a century." 

Under a glass beneath the picture hung a nosegay of withered flowers, 
which were no doubt half a century old too, at least they appeared so. 

And the pendulum of the old clock went to and fro, and the hands turned 
round ; and as time passed on, everything in the room grew older, but no 
one seemed to notice it. 

"They say at home," said the little boy, "that you are very lonely." 
"Oh," replied the old man, "I have pleasant thoughts of all that is 

passed, recalled by memory; and now you are come to visit me, and that 
1s very pleasant." 

Then he ~ook from the book-case, a book full of pictures representing 
long process10ns of wonderful coaches, such as are never seen at the present 
time. . Soldiers like the knave of clubs, and citizens with waving banners. 
The tailors had a flag with a pair of scissors supported by two lions, a11d on 

9* 
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th1c shoemakers' flag there were not boots, but an eagle with two heads, for 
the shoemakers must have everything arranged so that they can say, "This 
is a pair." What a picture-book it was; and then the old man went into 
another room to fetch apples and nuts. It was very pleasant, certainly, to 
be in that old house. 

"I cannot endllre it," said the tin soldier, who stood on a shelf, "it is so 
lonely and dull here. I have been accustomed to live in a family, and i 
cannot get used to this life. I cannot bear it. The whole day is long 
enough, but the evening is longer. It is not here like it was in your house 
opposite, when your father and mother talked so cheerfully together, while 
you and all the dear children made such a delightful noise. No, it is all 
lonely in the old man's house. Do yon think he gets any kisses? Do you 
think he ever has friendly looks, or a Christmas-tree? He will have nothing 
now but the grave. Oh, I cannot -bear it." 

"You must not look only on the sorrowful side," said the little boy; "I 
think everything in this house is beautiful, and all the old pleasant thoughts 
come back here to pay visits." 

"Ah, but I never see any, and I don't know them," said the tin soldier, 
"and I cannot bear it." 

" You must bear it," said the little boy. Then the old man came back 
with a pleasant face, and brought with him beautiful preserved fruits, as well 
as apples and nuts ; and the little boy thought no more of the tin soldier. 
How happy and delighted the little boy was ; and after he returned home, 
and while days and weeks passed a great deal of nodding took place from 
one house to the other, and then the little hoy went to pay another visit. 
The carved trumpeters blew "Tanta-ra-ra. There is the little boy. Tanta
ra-ra." The swords and armour on the old knight's pictures rattled. The 
silk dresses rustled, the leather repeated its rhyme, and the old chairs had 
the gout in their backs, and cried, "Creak ; " it was all exactly like the first 
time; for in that house, one day and one hour were just like another. "I 
cannot bear it any longer," said the tin so!dier ; " I have wept tears of tin, 
it is so melancholy here. Let me go to f.e wars, and lose an arm or a leg, 
that would be some change; I cannot bear it. Now I know what it is to 
have visits from one's old recollections, and all they may bring with them. 
I have had visits from mine, and you may believe me it is not altogether 
pleasant. l was very nearly jumping from the shel£ I saw you all in your 
house opposite, as if you were really present. It was Sunday morning, and 
you children stood round the table, singing the hymn that you sing every 
morning. You were standing quietly, with your hands folded, and your 
father and mother were looking just as serious, when the door opened, and 
your little sister Maria, who is not two years old, was brought into the room; 
You know she always dances when she hears music and singing of any sort; 
so she began to dance immediately, although she ought not to have done 
so, but she could not get into the right time because the tune was so slow; 
so she stood first on one leg and then on the other, and bent her head very 
low, but it would not suit the music. You all stood looking grave, although 
it was very difficult to do so, but I laughed so to myself that I fell down 
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from the table, and got a bruise, which is there still ; I know it was not 
right to laugh. So all this, and everything else that I h~ve seen, ke~ps 
running in my head, and these must be the old rec~lle~t1ons that brmg 
so many thoughts with them. Tell me whether you still smg on Sundays, 
and tell me about your little sister Maria, and how my old comrade is, 
the other tin soldier. Ah, really he must be very happy; I cannot endure 
this life." 

"You are given away," said the little boy; "you must stay. Don't you 
see that?" Then the old man came in, with a box containing many 
curious things to show him. Rouge-pots, scent-boxes, and old cards, so 
large and so richly gilded, that none are ever seen like them in these days. 
And there were smaller boxes to look at, and the piano was opened, and in
side the lid were painted landscapes. But when the old man played, the 
piano sounded quite out of tune. Then he looked at the picture he had 
bought at the broker's, and his eyes sparkled brightly as he nodded at it, 
and said, "Ah, she could sing that tune." 

" I will go to the wars ! I will go to the wars ! " cried the tin soldier as 
loud as he could, and threw himself down on the floor. Where could he 
have fallen? The old man searched, and the little boy searched, but he was 
gone, and could not be found. "I shall find him again," said the man, 
but he did not find him. The boards of the floor were open and full of 
holes. The tin soldier had fallen through a crack between the boards, and 
lay there now in an open grave. The day went by, and the little boy re
turned home; the week passed, and many more weeks. It was winter, and 
the windows were quite frozen, so the little boy was obliged to breathe on 
the panes, and rub a hole to peep through at the old house. Snow drifts 
were lying in all the scrolls and on the inscriptions, and the steps were 
covered with snow, as if no one were at home. And indeed nobody was 
at home, for the old man was dead. In the evening a hearse stopped at the 
door, and the old man in his coffin was placed in it. He was to be taken to 
the country to be buried there in his own grave; so they carried him away; 
no one followed him, for all his friends were dead ; and the little boy 
kissed his hand to the coffin as the hearse moved away with it. A few days 
after, there was an auction at the old house, and from his window the little 
boy saw the people carrying away the pictures of old knights and ladies, 
the flower-pots with the long ears, the old chairs, and the cupboards. Some 
were taken one way, some another. Her portrait, which had been bought 
at the picture dealers, went back again to his shop, and there it remained, 
for no one seemed to know her or care for the old picture. In the spring, 
they began to pull the house itself down; people called it complete rubbish. 
From the street could be seen the room in which the walls were covered 
with leather, ragged and torn, and the green in the balcony hung straggling 
over the beams; they pulled it down quickly, for it looked ready to fall, and 
at ~ast it was cleared away altogether. "What a good riddance," said the 
neighbours' houses. Very shortly, a fine new house was built farther back 
from the road; it had lofty windows and smooth walls, but in front, on the 
spot where the old house really stood, a little garden was planted, and 
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wild vines grew up over the neighbouring walls; in front of the garden were 
large iron railings and a great gate, which looked very stately. People used 
to stop and peep through the railings. The sparrows assembled in dozens 
upon the wild vines, and chattered all together as loud as they could, but 
not about the old house; none of them could remember it, for many years 
had passed by, so many indeed, that the little boy was now a man, and a 
really good man too, and his parents were very proud of him. He was just 
married, and had come with his young wife, to reside in the new house with 
the garden in front of it, and now he stood there by her side while she 
planted a field flower that she thought very pretty. She was planting it her
self with her little hands, and pressing down the earth with her fingers. 
" Oh dear, what was that?" she exclaimed, as something pricked her. Out 
of the soft earth something was sticking up. It was-only think !-it was 
really the tin soldier, the very same which had been lost up in the old man's 
room, and had been hidden among old wood and rubbish for a long time, 
till it sunk into the earth, where it must have been for many years. And 
the young wife wiped the soldier, first with a green leaf, and then with her 
fine pocket-handkerchief, that smelt of such beautiful perfume. And the tin 
soldier felt as if he was recovering from a fainting fit. "Let me see him," 
said the young man, and then he smiled and shook his head, and said, "It 
can scarcely be the same, but it reminds me of something that happened to 
one of my tin soldiers when I was a little boy." And then he told his wife 
about the old house and the old man, and of the tin soldier which he had 
sent across, because he thought the old man was lonely; and he related the 
story so clearly that tears came into the eyes of the young wife for the old 
house and the old man. "It is very likely that this is really the same 
,oldier," said she, "and I will take care of him, and always remember what 
you have told me; but some day you must show me the old man's 
grave." 

" I don't know where it is," he replied; no one knows. All his friends 
are dead; no one took care of him, and I was only a little boy." 

"Ob, how dreadfully lonely he must have been," said she. 
"Yes, terribly lonely," cried the tin soldier; still it is delightful not to be 

forgotten." 
"Delightful indeed," cried a voice quite near to them; no one but the 

tin soldier saw that it came from a rag of the leather which hung in tatters; 
it had lost all its gilding, and looked like wet earth, but it had an opinion, 
and it spoke it thus :-

" Gilding will fade in damp weather, 
To endure, there is nothing like leather." 

But the tin soldier did not believe any such thing. 



THE HAPPY FAMILY. 

THE largest green leaf in this country is certainly the burdock-leaf. If 
you hold it in front of you, it is large enough for an apron ; and if you hold 
it over your head, it is almost as good as an umbrella, it is so wonderfully 
large. A burdock never grows alone; where it grows, there are many more, 
and it is a splendid sight; and all this splendour is good for snails. The 
great white snails, which grand people in olden times used to have made 
into fricassees; and when they had eaten them, they would say, "Oh, what 
a delicious dish ! " for these people really thought them good ; and these 
snails lived on burdocf{aleaves, and for them the burdock was planted. 

There was once an old estate where no one now lived to require snails ; 
indeed, the owners had all died out, but the burdock still flourished ; it grew 
over all the beds and walks of the garden-its growth had no check-till it 
became at last quite a forest of burdocks. Here and there stood an apple 
or a plum-tree; but for this, nobody would have thought the place had ever 
been a garden. It was burdock from one end to the other; and here lived 
the last two surviving snails. They knew not themselves how old they were; 
but they could remember the time when there were a great many more of 
them, and that they were descended from a family which came from foreign 
lands, and that the whole forest had been planted for them and theirs. 
They had never been away from the garden; but they knew that another 
place once existed in the world, called the Duke's Palace Castle, in which 
some of their relations had been boiled till they became black, and were 
the1:i- laid on a silver dish; but what was done afterwards they did not know. 
Bes1de_s, theY: could not imagine exactly how it felt to be boiled and placed 
on a silver dish ; but no doubt it was something very fine and highly gen
teel. . Neither the cockchafer, nor the toad, nor the earth-worm, whom they 
qu~st10ne~ about it, would give them the least information ; for none of 
their relations had ever been cooked or served on a silver dish. The old 
white snails were the most aristocratic race in the world,-they knew that. 
Tl~e fore~t had been planted for them, and the nobleman's castle had been 
bmlt entirely that they might be cooked and laid on silver dishes. 

They lived quite retired and very happily; and as they had no children 
of their own, they had adopted a little common snail, which they brought 
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up as their own child. The little one would not grow, for he was only a 
common snail; but the old people, particularly the motheHnail, declared 
that she could easily see how he grew ; and when the father said he could 
not perceive it, she begged him to feel the little snail's shell, and he did so, 
and found that the mother was right. 

One day it rained very fast. "Listen, what a drumm~ng there is on 
the burdock-leaves; tum, tum, tum; tum, tum, tum," said the father• 
snail. 

"There come the drops," said the mother ; "they are trickling down the 
stalks. vVe shall have it very wet here presently. I· am very glad we have 
such good houses, and that the little one has one of his own. There has 
been really more done for us than for any other creature; it is quite plain 
that we are the most noble people in the world. We have houses from our 
birth, and the burdock forest has been planted for us. I should very much 
like to know how far it extends, and what lies beyond it." 

"There can be nothing better than we have here," said the father-snail; 
"I wish for nothing more." 

"Yes, but I do," said the mother; "I should like to be taken to the 
palace, and boiled, and laid upon a silver dish, as was done to all our an
cestors; and you may be sure it must be something very uncommon." 

"The nobleman's castle, perhaps, has fallen to decay," said the snail
father, " or the burdock wood may have grown over it, so that those who 
live there cannot get out. You need not be in a hurry; you are always so 
impatient, and the youngster is getting ju$t the same. He has been three 
days creeping to the top of that stalk. I feel quite giddy when I look 
at him." 

"You must not scold him," said the mother-snail; "he creeps so very 
carefully. He will be the joy of our home; and we old folks have nothing 
else to live for. But have you ever thought where we are to get a wife 
for him ? Do you think that farther out in the wood there may be others 
of our race ? " 

"There may be black snails, no doubt," said the old snail; "black snails 
without houses; but they are so vulgar and conceited too. But we can 
give the ants a commission ; they run here and there, as if they had so 
much business to get through. They, most likely, will know of a wife for 
our youngster." 

"I certainly know a most beautiful bride," said one of the ants ; "but I 
fear it would not do, for she is a queen." 

"That does not matter," said the old snail ; "has she a house?" 
"She has a palace," replied the ant,--" a most beautiful ant-palace with 

seven hundred passages." 
"Thank you," said the mother-snail; "but our boy shall not go to live 

in an ant-hill. If you know of nothing better we will give the commission 
to the white gnats; they fly about in rain and sunshine ; they know the 
burdock wood from one end to the other." 

"We have a wife for him," said the gnats; "a hundred man-steps from 
here there is a little snail with a house, sitting on a gooseberry-bush ; she is 
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quite alone, and old enough to be married. It is only a hundred man-steps 
from here." 

"Then let her come to him," said the old people. "He has the whole 
burdock forest; she has only a bush." 

So they brought the little lady-snail. She took eight days to perform the 
journey ; but that was just as it ought to be; for it showed her to be one 
of the right breeding. And then they had a wedding. · Six glow-worms 
gave as much light as they could; but in other respects it was all very quiet; 
for the old snails could not bear festivities or a crowd. But a beautiful 
speech was made by the mother-snail. The father could not speak; he was 
too much overcome. Then they gave the whole burdock forest to the young 
snails as an inheritance, and repeated what they had so often said, that it 
was the finest place in the world, and that if theyled upright and honour
able lives, and their family increased, they and their children might some 
day be taken to the nobleman's palace, to be boiled black, and laid on a 
silver dish. And when they had finished speaking, the old couple crept 
into their houses, and came out no more ; for they slept. 

The young snail pair now ruled in the forest, and had a numerous vrogeny. 
But as the young ones were never boiled or laid in silver dishes, they con
cluded that the castle had fallen into decay, and that all the people in the 
world were dead ; and as nobody contradicted them, they thought they 
must be right. And the rain fell upon the burdock-leaves, to play the drum 
for them, and the sun shone to paint colours on the burdock forest for 
them, and they were very happy ; the whole family were entirely and per
fectly happy. 

THE METAL PIG. 

IN the city of l<'lo;:ence, not far from the Pz'azza de! G1,anduca, runs a 
little street called Porta Rosa. In chis street, just in front of the market
place where vegetables are sold, stands a pig, made of brass and curiously 
formed. The bright colour has been ohanged by age to dark green; but 
clear, fresh water pours from the snout, which shines as if it had been polished, 
and so indeed it has, for hunclreds of poor people and children seize it in 
th~ir hands as they place their mouths close to the mouth of the animal, to 
dnnk. It is quite a picture to see a half-naked boy clasping the well
formed creature by the head, as he presses his rosy lips against its jaws. 
Every one who visits Florence can very quickly find the place; he has only 
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to ask the first beggar he meets for the Metal Pig, and he will be told where 
it is. 

It was late on a winter's evening; the mountains were covered with · snow, 
but the moon shone brightly, and moonlight in Italy is like a d:ull winter's 
day in the north; indeed it is better, for the clear air seems to raise us 
above the earth, while in the north a cold, grey, leaden sky appears to press 
us down to earth, even as the cold damp earth shall one day press on 
us in the grave. In the garden of the grand duke's palace, under the roof 
of one of the wings, where a thousand roses bloom in winter, a little ragged 
boy had been sitting the whole day long; a boy, who might serve as a type 
of Italy, loving and smiling, and yet still suffering. He was hungry and 
thirsty, yet no one gave him anything; and when it became dark, and they 
were about to close the gardens, the porter turned him out. He stood a 
long time musing on the bridge which crosses the Arno, and looking at the 
glittering stars, reflected in the water which flowed between him and the 
elegant marble bridge Della Trz'nztit. He then walked away towards the 
Metal Pig, half knelt down, clasped it with his arms, and then put his 
mouth to the shining snout and drank deep draughts of the fresh water. 
Close by, lay a few salad-leaves and two chestnuts, which were to serve for 
his supper. No one was in the street but himself; it belonged only to him, 
so he boldly seated himself on the pig's back, leaned forward so that his 
curly head could rest on the head of the animal, and, before he was aware, 
he fell asleep. 

It was midnight. The Metal Pig raised himself gently, and the boy 
heard him say quite distinctly, " Hold tight, little boy, for I am going to 
run; " and away he started for a wonderful ride. First, they arrived at the 
P iazza de! Granduca, and the metal horse which bears the duke's .statue, 
neighed aloud. The painted coats-of-arms on the old council-house shone 
like transparent pictures, and Michael Angelo's David tossed his sling ; it 
was as if everything had life. The metallic groups of figures, among which 
were Perseus and the Rape of the Sabines, looked like living persons, and 
the cries of terror sounded from them all across the noble square. By the 
Palazzo degli Ujjiza, in the arcade, where the nobility assembled for the 
carnival, the Metal Pig stopped. "Hold fast," said the animal; "hold fast, 
for I am going upstairs." 

The little boy said not a word ; he was half pleased and half afraid. 
They entered a long gallery, where the boy had beer. before. The walls 
were resplendent with paintings ; here stood statues and busts, all in a 
clear light as if it were day. But the grandest appeared when the door of 
a side room opened; the little boy could remember what beautiful things 
he had seen there, but to-night everything shone in its brightest colours. 
Here stood the figure of a beautiful woman, as beautifully sculptured as 
possible by one of the great masters. Her graceful limbs appeared to 
move; dolphins sprang at her feet, and immortality shone from her eyes. 
The world called her the Venus de' M edici. By her side were statues, in 
which the spirit of life breathed in stone; figures of men, one of whom 
whetted his sword, and was named The Grinder ; wrestling gladiators 
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formed another group, the sword had been sharpened for them, and they 
strove for the goddess of beauty. The boy was dazzled by so much 
glitter; for the walls were gleaming with bright colours, all appeared living 
reality. 

As they passed from hall to hall, beauty everywhere showed itself; and 
as the Metal Pig went step by step from one picture to the other, the little 
boy could see it all plainly. One glory eclipsed another; yet there was 
one picture that fixed itself on the little boy's memory, more especially 
btcause of the happy children it represented, for these the little boy had 
seen in daylight. Many pass this picture by with indifference, and yet it 
contains a treasure of poetic feeling; it represents Christ descending into 
Hades. They are not the lost whom the spectator sees, but the heathen of 
olden times. The Florentine, Angiolo Bronzino, painted this picture; 
most beautiful is the expression on the faces of two children, who appear 
to have full confidence that they shall reach heaven at last. They are 
embracing each other, and one little one stretches out his hand towards 
another who stands below him, and points to himself, as if he were saying, 
"I am going to heaven." The older people stand as if uncertain, yet 
hopeful, and they bow in humble adoration to the Lord Jesus. On this 
picture the boy's eyes rested longer than on any other; the Metal Pig stood 
still before it. A low sigh was heard. Did it come from the picture or 
from the animal? The boy raised his hands towards the smiling children, 
and then the Pig ran off with him through the open vestibule. 

"Thank you, thank you, you beautiful animal," said the little boy, 
caressing the Metal Pig as it ran clown the steps. 

"Thanks to yourself also," replied the Metal Pig; "I have helped you 
and you have helped me, for it is only when I have an innocent child on 
my back that I receive the power to nm. Yes ; as you see, I can even 
venture under the rays of the lamp, in front of the picture of the Madonna, 
but I may not enter the church; still, from without, and while you are upon 
my back, I may look in through the open door. · Do not get down yet, for 
if you do, then I shall be lifeless, as you have seen me in the Porta 
Rosa." 

"I will stay with you, my dear creature," said the little boy. So then 
they went on at a rapid pace through the streets of Florence, till they came 
to the square before the church of Santa Croce. The folding doors flew 
open, and lights streamed from the altar through the church into the 
deserted square. A wonderful blaze of light streamed from one of the 
monuments in the left-side aisle, and a thousand moving stars seemed to 
form a glory round it; even the coat-of-arms on the tombstone shone, and 
a red ladder on a blue field gleamed like fire. It was the grave of Galileo. 
'~he monumec1t is unadorned, but the red ladder is an emblem of art, 
signifying that the way to glory leads up a shining ladder, on which the 
prophets of mind rise to heaven, like Elias of old. In the right aisle of 
tl~e cl:urch every statue on the richly carved sarcophagi seemed endowed 
with hfe._ Here stood Michael Angelo; there Dante, with the laurel wreath 
round hrs brow; Alfieri and Machiavelli; for here, side by side, rest tlle 
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great men-the pride of Italy.* The church itself is very beautiful, even 
more beautiful than the marble cathedral at Florence, though not so large. 
It seemed as if the carved vestments stirred, and as if the marble figures 
they covered raised their heads higher, to gaze upon the brightly coloured 
glowing altar, where the white robed boys swung the golden censers, amid 
music and sona, while the strong fragrance of incense filled the church, and 
streamed forth

0

into the square. The boy stretched forth his hands towards 
the light, and at the same moment the Metal Pig started again so rapidly 
that he was obliged to cling tightly to him. The wind whistled in his ears, 
he heard the church du,x creak on its hinges as it closed, and it seemed to 
him as if he had lost his senses-then a cold shudder passed over him, and 
he awoke. 

It was morning; the Metal Pig stood in its old place on the Porta Rosa, 
and the boy found he had slipped nearly off its back. Fear and trembling 
came upon him as he thought of his mother; she had sent him out the day 
before to get some money, he had not done so, and now he was hungry 
and thirsty. Once more he clasped the neck of his metal horse, kissed its 
nose, and nodded farewell to it. Then he wandered away into one of the 
narrowest streets, where there was scarcely room for a loaded donkey to 
pass. A great iron-bound door stood ajar; be passed through, and climbed 
up a brick staircase, with dirty walls and a rope for a balustrade, till he 
came to an open gallery hung with rags. Frotil here a flight of steps led 
down to a court, where from a well water was drawn up by iron rollers to 
the different stories of the house, and where the water-buckets hung side by 
side. Sometimes the roller and the bucket danced in the air, splashing the 
water all over the court. Another broken-down staircase led from the 
gallery, and two Russian sailors running down it almost upset the poor 
boy. They were coming from their nightly carousal. A woman, not very 
young, with an unpleasant face and a quantity of black hair, followed 
them. "What have you brought home?" she asked, when she saw the 
boy. 

"Don't be angry," he pleaded; " I received nothing, I Iiave nothing at 
all;" and he seized his mother's dress and would have kissed it. Then 
they went into a little room. I need not describe it, but only say that 
there stood in it an earthen pot with handles, made for holding fire, which 
in Italy is caUed a 1narito. This pot she took in her lap, warmed her 
fingers, and pushed the boy with her elbow. 

"Certainly you must have some money," she said. The boy began to 
cry, and then sne struck him with her foot till he cried out louder. 

* (?ppo~ite to the grave of Galile~ is the tomb of Michael Angelo. His bust stands 
'!lpon rt, with three figures, representm_g scu\pture, painting, and architecture. Close by 
1s a monu11;ent _to.Dante, whose body 1s burred at Ravenna. On this monument Italy is 
representea pmnt!ng to tl;~ colossal statue ~f Dante, while poetry weeps over his loss. A 
few steps farther is Alfieri s monume?t, which is adorned with laurel, the lyre and the 
dramatrc masks: Italy weeps over his grave. Machiavelli i: the last in the list of these 
celebrated m:cn. 
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"Will you be quiet? or I'll break your screaming head;" and she swung 
:1bout the fire-pot which she held in her hand, while the boy crouched to the 
earth and screamed. 

Then a neighbour came in, and she had also a marito under her arm. 
"Felicita," she said, " what are you doing to the child? " 

"The child is mine," she answered : " I can murder him if I like, and 
you too, Giannina." And then she swung about the fire-pot. The other 
woman lifted up hers to defend herself, and the two pots clashed together 
so violently that they were dashed to pieces, and fire and ashes flew ahout 
the room. The boy rushed out at the sight, sped across the courtyard, and 
fled from the house. The poor child ran till he was quite out of breath; 
at last he stopped at the church, the doors of which were opened to him the 
night before, and went in. Here everything was bright, and the bc,y knelt 
down by the first tomb on his right hand, the grave of Michael Angelo, 
and sobbed as if his heart would break. People came and went, mass was 
performed, but no one noticed the boy, excepting an elderly citizen, who 
stood still and looked at him for a moment, and then went away like the 
rest. Hunger and thirst overpowered the child, and he became quite faint 
and ill. At last he crept into a corner behind the marble monuments, and 
went sleep. Towards evening he was awakened by a pull at his sleeve ; he 
started up, and the same old citizen stood before him. 

"Are you ill? where do you live?· have you been here all day?" were 
some of the questions asked by the old man. After hearing his answers, 
the old man took him home to a small house close by, in a back street. 
They entered a glovemaker's shop, where a woman sat sewing busily. A 
little white poodle, so closely shaven that his pink skin could plainly be 
seen, frisked about the room, and gambolled upon the boy. 

"Innocent souls are soon intimate," said the woman, as she caressed 
both the boy and the dog. These good people gave the child food and 
drink, and said he should stay with them all night, and that the next clay 
the. old man, who was called Giuseppe, would go and speak to his mother. 
A little homely bed was prepared for him, but to him who had so often 
slept on the hard stones it was a royal couch, ancl he slept sweetly and 
dreamed of the splendid pictures and of the Metal Pig. Giuseppe went 
out the next morning, and the poor child was not glad to see him go, for 
he knew that the old man was gone to his mother, and that, perhaps, he
woul~ hav~ to go back. He wept at the thought, and then he played witt 
t~e little, lively dog, and kissed it, while the old woman looked kindly a·: 
him to encourage him. And what news did Giuseppe bring back? Ac 
first the boy could not hear, for he talked a great deal to his wife, and she 
nodded and stroked the boy's cheek. 

Then she said, "He is a good lad, he shall stay with us, he may become 
a clever g!ovemaker, like you. Look what delicate fingers he has got; 
Madonna mtended him for a glovemaker." So the boy stayed with them, 
and the woman herself taught him to sew ; and he ate well, and slept well, 
3:nd became very merry. But at last he began to tease Bellissima, as the 
little dog was called. This made the woman angry, and she scolded him 
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and threatened him, which made him very unhappy, and he went and sat 
in his own room full of sad thoughts. This chamber looked upon the 
street, in which hung skins to dry, and there were thick iron bars across his 
window. That night he lay awake, thinking of the Metal Pig; indeed, it 
was always in his thoughts. Suddenly he fancied he heard feet outside 
going pit-a-pat. He sprung out of bed and went to the window. Could it 
be the Metal Pig? But there was nothing to be seen; whatever he had 
heard had passed already. Next morning, their neighbour, the artist, passed 
by, carrying a paint-box and a large roll of canvas. 

" H elp the gentleman to carry his box of colours," said the woman to the 
boy; and he obeyed instantly, took the box, and followed the painter. 
They walked on till they reached the picture gallery, and mounted the same 
staircase up which he had ridden that night on the Metal Pig. He remem
bered all the statues and pictures, the beautiful marble Venus, and again he 
looked at the Madonna with the Saviour and St. John. They stopped 
before the picture by Bronzino, in which Christ is represented as standing 
in the lower world, with the children smiling before Him, in the sweet 
expectation of entering heaven; and the poor boy smiled, too, for here was 
his heaven. 

'' Yon may go home now," said the painter, while the boy stood watching 
him, till he had set up his easel. 

" May I see you paint?" asked the boy; "may I see you put the picture 
on this white canvas?" 

" I am not going to paint yet," replied the artist ; then he brought out a 
piece of chalk. His hand moved quickly, and bis eye measured the gieat 
picture ; and though nothing appeared but a faint line, the figure of the 
Saviour was as clearly visible as in the coloured picture. 

" Why don't you go?" said the painter. Then the boy wandered home 
silently, and seated himself on the table, and learned to sew gloves. But 
all day long his thoughts were in the picture gallery ; and so he pricked his 
fingers and was awkward. But he did not tease Bellissima. When evening 
came, and the house door stood open, he slipped out. It was a bright, 
beautiful, starlight evening, but rather cold. Away he went through the 
already-deserted streets, and soon came to the Metal Pig; -he stooped down 
and kissed its shining nose, and then seated himself on its back. 

"You happy creature," he said; "how I have longed for you! we must 
take a ride to-night." 

But the Metal Pig lay motionless, while the fresh stream gushed forth 
from its mouth. The little boy still sat astride on its back, when he felt 
something pulling at his clothes. He looked down, and there was Bellissima, 
little smooth-shapen Bellissima, barking as if she would have said, " Here 
am I too; why are you sitting there?" . 

A fiery dragon could not have frightened the little boy so much as did 
the little dog in this place. " Bellissima in the street, and not dressed!" 
as the old lady called it; "what would be the end of this?" 

The dog never went out in winter, unless she was attired in a little lamb· 
.skin coatwhich had b(;en made for her; it was fastened.round the little dog's 
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neck and body with red ribbons, and was decorated with rosettes and little 
bells. The dog looked almost like a little kid when she was allowed to go 
out in winter, and trot after her mistress. And now here she was in the 
cold, and not dressed. Oh, how would it end? All his fancies were quickly 
put to flight; yet he kissed the Metal Pig once more, and then took Bellis
sima in his arms. The poor little thing trembled so with cold, tbat the boy 
ran homeward as fast as he could. 

"What are you running away with there?" asked two of the police 
whom he met, and at whom the dog barked. "Where have you stolen 
that pretty dog?" they asked; and they took it away from him. 

"Oh, I have not stolen it; do give it to me back again," cried the boy, 
despairingly. 

"If you have not stolen it, you may say at home that they can send to 
the watch-house for the dog." Then they told him where the watch-house 
was, and went away with Bellissima. 

Here was a dreadful trouble. The boy did not know whether he had 
better jump into the Arno, or go home and confess everything. They 
would certainly kill him, he thought. 

"Well, I would gladly be killed," he reasoned; "for then I shall die, 
and go to heaven : " and so he went home, almost hoping for death. 

The door was locked and he could not reach the knocker. No one was 
in the street; so he took up a stone, and with it made a tremendous noise 
at the door. 

"Who is there?" asked somebody from within. 
"It is I," said he. " Bellissima is gone. Open the door, and then kill me." 
Then indeed there was a great panic. Madame was so very fond of 

Bellissima. She immediately looked at the wall where the dog's c_ress 
usually hung; and there was the little lambskin. 

"Bellissima in the watch-house!" she cried. "You bad boy! how did 
you entice her out! Poor little delicate thing, with those rough policemen! 
and she '11 be frozen with cold." 

Giuseppe went off at once, while his wife lamented, and the boy wept. 
Several of the neighbours came in, and amongst them the painter. He 
took the boy between his knees, and questioned him ; and, in broken 
sentences, he soon heard the whole story, and also about the Metal Pig, and the 
~onderful ride to the picture-gallery, which was certainly rather incomprehen
sible. The painter, however, consoled the little fellow, and tried to soften 
t~e lady's anger; but she would not be pacified till her lrnsl.Jand returned 
)Vlth Bellissima, who had been with the police. Then there was great rejoic
mg, and the painter caressed the boy, and gave him a number of pictures. 
Oh, what beautiful pictures these were !-figures with funny heads; and, 
ab~ve all, the Metal Pig was there too. Oh, nothing could be more 
delightful. By means of a few strokes, it was made to appear on the 
paper; and even the house that stood behind it had been sketched in. Oh, 
rf he could only draw and paint! He who could do this could conjure the 
whole world before him. The first leisure moment during the next day, the 
boy got a pencil, and on the back of m1e of the other drawings he attempted to 
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copy the drawing of the Metal Pig, and he succeeded. Certainly it was 
rather crooked, rather up and down, one leg thick, and another thin; still it 
was like the copy, and he was overjoyed at what he had done. The pencil 
would not go quite as it ought,-he had found that out; but the next day 
he tried aga,in. A second pig was drawn by the side of the first, and this 
looked a hundred times better; and the third attempt was so good, that 
everybody might know what it was meant to represent. 

And now the glovemaking went on but slowly. The orders given by the 
shops in the town were not finished quickly; for the Metal Pig had taught 
the boy that all objects may be drawn upon paper; and Florence is a picture
book in itself for any one who chooses to turn over its pages. On the 
Piazza delta Trinzta stands a slender pillar, and upon it is the goddess of 
Justice, blindfolded, with the scales in her hand. She was soon represented 
on paper, and it was the glovemaker's boy who placed her there. His col
lection of pictures increased; but as yet they were only copies of lifeless 
objects, when one day Bellissima came gambolling before him: "Stand 
still," cried he, "and I will draw you beautifully, to put amongst my col
lection." 

But Bellissima would not stand still, so she must be bound fast in 
one position. He tied her head and tail; but she barked and jumped, and 
so pulled and tightened the string, that she was nearly strangled; and just 
then her mistress walked in. 

" You wicked boy ! the poor little creature! " was all she could utter. 
She pushed the boy from her, thrust him away with her foot, called him 

a most ungrateful, good-for-nothing, wicked boy, and forbade him to enter 
her house again. Then she wept, and kissed her little half-strangled Bellis
sima. At this moment the painter entered the room. 

* * * * * 
In the year 1834 there was an exhibition in the Academy of Arts 

at Florence. Two pictures, placed side by side, attracted a large number 
of spectators. The smaller of the two represented a little boy sitting at a 
table, drawing; before him was a little white poodle, curiously shaven; 
but as the animal would not stand still, it had been fastened with a string 
to its head and tail, to keep it in one position. The truthfulness and life in 
this picture interested every one. The painter was said to be a young 
Florentine, who had been found in the streets, when a child, by an old 
glovemaker, who had brought him up. The boy had taught himself 
to draw: it was al.so said that a young artist, now famous, had discovered 
this talent in the child just as he was about to be sent away for having tied 
up madame's favourite little dog, and using it as a model. The glovemaker's 
boy had also become a great painter, as the picture proved; but the larger 
picture by its side was still greater proof of his talent. It represented 
a handsome boy, clothed in rags, lying asleep, and leaning against the 
Metal Pig in the street of the Porta Rosa. All the spectators knew the spot 
well. The child's arms were round the neck of the Pig, and he was in a 
deep sleep. The lamp before the picture of the Madonna threw a strong, 
effective light on the pale, delicate face of the child. It was a beautiful 
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picture. A large gilt frame surrounded it, and on one corner of the frame a 
laurel wreath had been hung; but a black band, twined unseen among the 
green leaves, and a streamer of crape, hung down from it; for within the 
last few days the young artist had-died. 

THE EMPEROR'S NEW CLOTHES. 

MANY years ago, lived an emperor who was so very fond of new clothes, 
that he spared no expense in order to obtain as many fine dresses as possible. 

He did not care about the soldiers of the army, and scarcely ever visited 
the theatre, and when he did drive out in his carriage it was only to show 
off his new clothes. 

He had a different suit for every hour of the day, and his subjects, in
stead of saying, as they do in other kingdoms, "The king is in his council
chamber," here it was always said, "The emperor is in his dressing-room." 

The great city in which he dwelt was very gay, for every day strangers· 
visited the town. On a certain day two men arrived who gave out that 
they were weavers, and possessed the secret of weaving the most beautiful 
fabric that eyes had ever seen. They pretended also that, although the 
rich colours and designs were as beautiful as the material, yet the latter had 
a wonderful power of becoming invisible, even when made into clothes, to, 
everybody who was either unsuitable for his position or very stupid. 

"To have clothes of such a material as that would just suit me," thought 
the emperor. "If I wore them I should soon find out which men in my 
empire were suited to the positions they filled, and distinguish between the 
clever and the stupid. Yes, I must have some of that stuff woven for 
~nyself." So he gave an order to the weavers, with a large sum of money 
m advance, so that they might begin their work immediately. 

The impostors set up two weaving looms, and pretended to be at work, 
but there was nothing on the looms at all. Then they asked for the finest 
and the costliest thread of gold and silk, all of which they stowed away 
safely in a bag, and then worked the empty looms all night. 

"I should like to know how the weaving gets on," thought the emperor; 
but he was greatly troubled with a fear that if he could not see this wonder
fl:l stu~ ?n the looms, his subjects would think he was stupid, or not fit for 
hrs pos1t1011. 

But at last he decided that he could have no cause to fear, vet he would 
send SOI~e one else to look at the looms first, and see how the weaving was 
progressmg. 

IO 
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Everyone in the whole city knew what a very strange power the fabric 
had, and were longing to find out how many would be found unfit for their 
position, or how the stupidity of their neighbours might be discovered. 

"I will send my high-principled old minister to the weavers," thought the 
emperor; "he will be quite able to discover how the weaving progresses, 

TRE MINISTER VISITING THE WEAVERS. 

for he is a sensible man and more fitted for such an office than any one 
else." 

So the good old minister went to the hall where the impostors were work• 
ing at their bare looms. "Heaven defend us ! " he thought, as he gazed 
~t the looms with wide open eyes ; "why I cannot see anything at all; " 
but he did not utter his thoughts aloud. 
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The two rogues were very polite; they asked him to step nearer, and 
inquired whether he did not think the pattern very pretty and the colours 
brilliant. 

The poor old gentleman went forward with eyes open still wider than 
ever, but he could see nothing, for there was nothing to see. 

" Good gracious ! " he said to himself, " am I becoming stupid or unfit 
for my position? I never should have believed it; at the same time I 
cannot understand why I can see nothing on the weavers' looms." 

"Now, what do you think of our work?" asked the two weavers. 
"Oh, it is beautiJ;ul, lovely," said the bewildered old gentleman, looking 

through his spectacles. "What a magnificent design, and what gorgeous 
colouring. Yes, I shall tell the emperor I approve of all I have seen very 
much." 

"We are charmed to hear this," they said, as they pointed out the beauty 
of the pattern and the colours. 

The old minister list_ened attentively, that he might be able to explain it 
all to the emperor in the same words, which he did very correctly. 

After this the impostors applied for more money in advance and more 
gold and silken thread, which they readily obtained, and also stowed away 
in the same bag. Then they continued their pretended work at the looms, 
but not a single thread was used. 

The emperor soon after sent another statesman to see how the weaving 
was going on, and to inquire whether the stuff would soon be ready. But 
it was exactly the same with him as with the first. He almost made himself 
half blind with looking; but as there was nothing on the looms, he could 
see nothing. 

"I am not stupid," said the man to himself; "I suppose, therefore, I am 
not fitted for my situation. That, however, is a ridiculous idea, but I must 
not say a word about it to anyone." So he praised the tissue he could not 
see, and told the weavers how greatly he admired the design and the colours. 
"It is really lovely," he said to the emperor. 

Everyone in the city now talked about the beautiful fabric, and then the 
~mperor expressed a wish to see for himself what this wonderful stuff was 
hke, while still on the loom. He took a number of gentlemen with him, 
among whom were the two honest statesmen who had been there already. 

The emperor approached the looms at which the two artful impostors 
were working with all their might, although there was not a single thread on 
the looms. 

"Is it not magnificent?" exclaimed the two honest statesmen who already 
knew all about it. "Will your majesty come a little nearer, and examine 
the pattern and the bright colours?" The looms appeared empty and 
bare when they pointed to them, but they believed that every one but them
sel~es wm~ld s~e the material plainly. 
. '· How 1s this?" said the emperor to himsel£ '' I can see nothing; this 
18 really dreadful. Am I stupid? Am I, as emperor, unfit for my position? 
~t :would be th~ most dreadful thing if that could happen to me. Oh, really, 
it lS very beautiful," he said, aloud ; "it merits my highest approval in every 

10* 
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way ;" and he nodded as if quite satisfied at the bare looms, for he would 
not own that he saw nothing. 

All, however, who accompanied the emperor saw no more than he did, 
yet they agreed with him, when he said again, " Yes, it is very beautiful," 
and advised him to have some new clothes made of this magnificent fabric. 
to wear at the first grand procession. " How delightful ! how charming l 
excellent!" sounded from mouth to mouth, and every one seemed con
tented, especially when the emperor, decreed that the two weavers should 
in future bear the title of " Court vVeavers." 

The impostors were up the whole night before the day of the grand pro
cession, and had more than twenty lights burning, so that people could see 
that they were busily at work on the emperor's new clothes. 

They moved their hands as if they were taking the cloth from the loom; 
they cut with their great scissors in the air, and sewed with needles that held 
no thread, and said, at last, "See, now, the clothes are quite ready." 

By-and-by the emperor.himself arrived with the greatest of his noblemen, 
and both impostors raised one arm, just as if they were holding something 
up and said, " Here are the trousers, there is the coat, and here the cloak," 
and so forth; "all as light as a spider's web, so that anyone who wears 
them might believe he had nothing on, but that is one beauty of the 
clothes we prepare." 

"Yes," they all exclaimed; yet they could see nothing, for there was 
nothing to be seen. 

"If your imperial majesty will now please to take off the old clothes," 
said the impostors, "we will then dress you in the new ones here, before 
this large looking-glass." 

The emperor took off his clothes, and the impostors pretended to help 
him in putting on one article after another of the new clothes, while he 
twisted and turned himself about before the looking-glass. 

"Oh, how becoming they are ! how beautifully they fit ! " was the general 
remark; " and .the patterns and colours are wonderful; it is truly an im
perial dress." 

The master of the ceremonies then appeared and said, "The canopy 
which is to be carried over your imperial majesty in the procession is quite 
ready." 

"Well, I am ready also," said the emperor. "Does not everything fit 
me well ! " And he turned himself about once more before the looking
glass as he spoke, for he wished it to appear that he was admiring himself 
in his pretty finery. 

The pages who were to carry the train stooped and pretended to lift 
something from the ground, as if they were raising the train, and then fol
lowed the emperor, for they also were unwilling for it to be known that they 
could see nothing. 

And thus the emperor walked in the procession under the magnificent 
canopy, and all the people in the streets and at the windows said, 

'' Dear heaven! what splendid clot':ies the emperor has on, and ho~vwell 
they fit! and is not the train magnificent!'' 
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No one dared to make the remark that they saw notl1ing, for whoever 
should do so would be at once considered stupid or unfit for his office. 
None of the emperor's new clothes had ever been so successful as these. 

"But the emperor has no clothes on ! " said a little child at last. 
"Good heavens l" exclaimed the father, "listen to the voice of that little 

innocent child." And as the words were whispered from one to another, 
the people at once cried out, 

"Well, it is true; , he has no clothes on l" 
And the emperor heard it, and was terribly puzzled, for it appeared to 

him they were right ; but he said to himself, " Now that I have begun the 
procession, I must go on to the end." So the pages still pretended to carry 
the emperor's train, although they knew it really did not exist. 

THE LAST PEARL. 

WE are in a rich, happy house, where the master, the servants, the friends 
of the family are full of joy and felicity. For on this day a son and heir 
has been born, and mother and child are doing well. The lamp in the bed
chamber had been partly shaded, and the windows were covered with heavy 
curtains of some costly silken material. The carpet was thick and soft, 
like a covering of moss. Everything invited to slumber, everything had a 
charming look of repose ; and so the nurse had discovered, for she slept ; 
and well she might sleep, while everything around her told of happiness 
and blessing. The guardian angel of the house leaned against the head of 
the bed ; while over the child was spread as it were, a net of shining stars, 
and each star was a pearl of happiness. All the good stars of life had 
brought their gifts to the newly-born; here sparkled health, wealth, fortune, 
and love; in short, there seemed to be everything for which man could wish 
on earth. 

"Everything has been bestowed here," said the guardian angel. 
"No, not everything," said a voice near him-the voice of the good 

angel uf the child ; " one fairy has not yet brought her gift, but she will, 
~ven if_ years should elapse, she will bring her gift; it is the last pearl that 
Is wantmg." 

"~3:nt_ing ! " cried the guardian angel; " nothing must 1?e wanting here: 
and if lt 1s so, let us fetch it; let us seek the powerful fall'y; let us go to 
her I " 

"She will come, she will come some day unsought ! " 
"Her pearl must not be missing; it must be there, that the crown, when 

W~rn may be complete. Where is she to be found? where does she dwell?" 
said the guardian angel. "Tell me and I will procure the pearl.!' 

. " Will you do that?" replied the good angel of the child. "Then I 
will lead you to her directly, wherever she may be. She has no abiding 
place. Sl1e rules in the palace of the emperor, sometimes she enters the 
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peasant's humble cot; she passes no one without leaving a trace of her 
presence. She brings her gift with her, whether it is a world or a bauble. 
To this child she must come. You think that to wait for this time would 
be long and useless. Well, then, let us go for this pearl-the only one lack
ing amidst all this wealth." 

Then hand-in-hand they floated away to the spot where the fairy was now 
lingering. It was in a large house with dark windows and empty rooms, 
in which a peculiar stillness reigned. A whole row of windows stood open, 
so that the rude wind could enter at its pleasure, and the long white cur
tains waved to and fro in the current of air. In the centre of one of the 
rooms stood an open coffin, in which lay the body of a woman, still in the 
bloom of youth, and very beautiful. Fresh roses were scattered over her. 
fhe delicate folded hands and the noble face glorified in death by the 
~olemn, earnest look, which spoke of an entrance into a better world, were 
alone visible. Around the coffin stood the husband and children, a whole 
troop, the youngest in the father's arms. They were come to take a last 
farewell look of their mother. The husband kissed her hand, which now 
lay like a withered leaf, but which a short time before had been diligently 
employed in deeds of love for them ail. Tears of sorrow rolled down their 
cheeks, and fell in heavy drops on the floor, but not a word was spoken. 
The silence which reigned here expressed a world of grief. With silent 
steps, still sobbing, they left the room. A burning light remained in the 
room, and a long, red wick rose far above the flame, which fluttered in the 
draught of air. Strange men came in and placed the lid of the coffin over 
the dead, and drove the nails firmly in; while the blows of: the hammer 
resounded through the house, and echoed in the hearts that were bleeding. 

" Whither art thou leading me?" asked the guardian angel. " Here 
dwells no fairy whose pearl could be counted amongst th'" best gifts of 
life." 

"Yes, she is here; here in this sacred hour," replied' the angel, pointing 
to a corner of the room; and there,-where in her life-time, the mother 
had taken her seat amidst flowers and pictures; in that spot, where she, 
like the blessed fairy of the house, had welcomed husband, children, and 
friends, and, like a sunbeam, had spread joy and cheerfulness around her, 
the centre and heart of them all,-there, in that very spot, sat a strange 
woman, clothed in long, flowing garments, and occupying the place of the 
dead wife and mother. It was the fairy, and her name was " Sorrow." A 
hot tear rolled into her lap, and formed itself into a pearl, glowing with all 
the colours of the rainbow. The angel seized it : the pearl glittered like a 
star with seven-fold radiance. The pearl of Sorrow, the last, which must 
not be wanting, increases the lustre, and explains the meaning of all the 
other pearls. 

" Do you see the shimmer of the rainbow, which unites earth to 
heaven?" So has there been a bridge built between this world and the 
next. Through the night of the grave we gaze upwards beyond the stars 
to the end of all things. Then we glance at the pearl of Sorrow, in which 
are concealed the wings which shall carry us away to eternal happiness. 



THE TINDER-BOX. 

A SOLDIER came marching along 
the high road:-" Left, right-left, 
right." He had his knapsack on his 
back, and a sword at his side ; he had 
been to the wars, and was now return
ing home. 

As he walked on, he met a very 
frightful-looking old witch in the road. 
Her under-lip hung quite down on 
her breast, and she stopped and said, 

/ "Good evening, soldier; you have a 
,.;,, very fine sword, and a large knapsack, 

:·t';/fo and you are a real soldier; so you 
,,~::-,- ~~~ shall have as much money as ever you 
.. .,-- , like." 

"Thank you, old witch," said the soldier. 
"Do you see that large tree?" said the witch, pointing to a tree which 
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stood beside them. "Well, it is quite hollow inside, and you must climb 
to the top, when you will see a hole, through which you can let yourself 
down into the tree to a great depth. I will tie a rope round your body, so 
that I can pull you up again when you call out to me." 

"But what am I to do, down there in the tree?" asked the soldier. 
"Get money,'' she replied; "for you must know that when you reach the 

ground under the tree, you will find yourself in a large hall, lighted up by 
three hundred lamps; you will then see three doors, which can be easily 
opened, for the keys are in all the locks. On entering the first of the 
chambers, to which these doors lead, you will see a large chest, standing in 
the middle of the floor, and upon it a dog seated, with a pair of eyes as 
large as teacups. But you need not be at all afraid of him; I will give 
you my blue checked apron, which you must spread upon the floor, and 
then boldly seize hold of the dog, and place him upon it. You can then 
open the chest, and take from it as many pence as you please, they are only 
copper pence; but if you would rather have silver money, you must go into 
the second chamber. Here you will find another dog, with eyes as big as 
mill-wheels ; but do not let that trouble you. Place him upon my apron, 
and then take what money you please. If, however, you like gold best, 
enter the third chamber, where there is another chest full of it.- The dog who 
sits on this chest is very dreadfol; his eyes are as big as a tower, but do not 
mind him. If he also is placed upon my apron, he cannot hurt you, and 
you may take from the chest what gold you will." 

'' This is not a bad story," said the soldier; "but what am I to give you, 
you old witch? for, of course, you do not mean to tell me all this for 
nothing." 

" No," said the witch; "but I do not ask :f'or a single penny. Only 
promise to bring me an old tinder-box, which my grandmother left behind 
the last time she went down there." 

"Very well; I promise. Now tie the rope round my body." 
"Here it is," replied the witch; "and here is my blue checked apron." 
As soon as the rope was tied, the soldier climbed up the tree, and let 

himself down through the hollow to the ground beneath; and here he 
found, as the witch had told him, a large hall, in which many hundred lamps 
were all burning. Then he opened the first door. "Ah ! " there sat the 
dog, with the eyes as large as teacups, staring at him. 

"You 'res a pretty fellow," said the soldier, seizing him, and placing him 
on the witch's apron, while he filled his pockets from the chest with as many 
pence as they would hold. Then he closed the lid, seated the dog upon it 
again, and walked into another chamber. And, sure enough, there sat the 
dog, with eyes as big as mill-wheels. 

"You had better not look at me in that way," said the soldier; "you will 
make your eyes water;" and then he seated him also upon the apron, and 
opened the chest. But when he saw what a quantity of silver money it 
contained, he very quickly threw away all the coppers he had taken, and 
filled his pockets and his knapsack with nothing but silver. 

Then he went into the third room, and there the dog was really hideous; 
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his eyes were, truly, as big as towers, and they turned round and round in 
his head like wheels. 

"Good morning," said the soldier,. touching his cap, for he had never 
seen w.ch a dog in his life. But after looking at him more closely, he thought 
he had been .civil enough, so he placed him on the floor and opened the 
chest. Good gracious, what a quantity of gold there was l enough to buy 
all the sugar-sticks of the sweet-stuff women; all the tin-soldiers, whips, and 
rocking-horses in the world, or even the whole town itself. There was, in
deed, an immense quantity. So the soldier now threw away all the silver money 
he had taken, and filled his pockets and hi.s knapsack with gold instead ; 
and not only his pockets and his knapsack, but even his cap and his boots, 
so that he could scarcely walk. 

He was really rich now; so he replaced the dog on the chest, closed the 
door, and called up through the tree, "Now pull me out, you old witch." 

"Have you got the tinder-box?" asked the witch. 
"No; I declare I quite forgot it." So he went back and fetched the 

tinder-box, and then the witch drew him up out of the tree, and he stood 
again in the high road, with his pockets, his knapsack, his cap, and his 
boots full of gold. 

"What are you going to do with the tinder-box?" asked the soldier. 
"That is nothing to you,'' replied the witch; "You have the money, now 

give me the tinder-box." 
" I tell you what," said the soldier, "if you don't tell me what you are 

going to do with it, I will draw my sword and cut off your head." 
"No," said the witch. 
The soldier immediately cut off her head, and there she lay on the ground. 

Then he tied up all his money in her apron, and slung it on his back like a 
bm,dle, put the tinder-box in his pocket, and walked off to the nearest town. 
It was a very nice town, and he put up at the best inn, and ordered a dinner 
of all his. favourite dishes, for now he was rich and had plenty of money. 

The servant, who cleaned his boots, thought they were a shabby pair to 
be worn by such a rich gentleman, for he had not yet bought any new ones. 
The next day, however, he procured some good clothes and proper boots, 
so that our soldier soon became known as a fine gentleman, and the people 
visited him, and told him all the wonders that were to be seen in the town, 
and of the king's beautiful daughter, the princess. 

" Where can I see her?" asked the soldier. 
"She is not to be seen at all," they said; "she lives in a large copper 

cast!~, surrounded by walls and towers. No one but the king himself can 
pass_m or out, for there has been a pi;ophecy that she will marry a common 
soldier, and the king cannot bear to think of such a marriage." 

"I should very much like to see her," thought the soldier; but he could 
not obtain permission to do so. However, he passed a very pleasant time ; 
went to the theatre, drove in the king's garden, and gave a great deal of 
money to t!1e poor, which was very good of him; he remembered what it 
had been 111 olden times to be without a shilling. Now he was rich, had 
fine clothes. and many friends, who all declared he was a fine fellow and 
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a real gentleman, and all this gratified him exceedingly. But his money 
would not last for ever; and as he spent and gave away a great deal daily, 
and received none, he found himself at last with only two shillings left. So 
he was obliged to leave his elegant rooms, and live in a little garret under 
the roof, where he had to clean his own boots, and even mend them with a 
large needle. None of his friends came to see him, there were too many 
stairs to mount up. One dark evening, he had not even a penny to buy a 
candle; then all at once he remembered that there was a piece of candle 
stuck in the tinder-box, which he had brought from the old tree, into which 
the witch had helped him. 

He found the tinder-box, but no sooner had he struck a few sparks from 
the flint and steel, than the door flew open, and the dog with eyes as big as 
teacups, whom he had seen while down in the tree, stood before him, and 
said, " What orders, master? " 

" Hallo," said the soldier; " well this is a pleasant tinder-box, if it brings 
me all I wish for.'' 

"Bring me some money,'' said he to the dog. 
He was gone in a moment, and presently returned, carrying a large bag 

of coppers in his mouth. The soldier very soon discovered after this the 
value of the tinder-box. If he struck the flint once, the dog who sat on 
the chest of copper money made his appearance ; if twice, the dog came 
from the chest of silver; and if three times, the dog with eyes like towers, 
who watched over the gold. The soldier had now plenty of money; he 
returned to his elegant rooms, and reappeared in his fine clothes, so that 
his friends knew him again directly, and made as much of him as before. 

After a while he began to think it was very strange that no one could get 
a look at the princess. "Every one says she is very beautiful," he thought 
to himself; " but what is the use of that if she is to be shut up in a copper 
castle surrounded by so many towers. Can I by any means get to see her? 
Stop ! where is my tinder-box?" Then he struck a light, and in a moment 
the dog, with eyes as big as teacups, stood before him. 

"It is midnight," said the soldier, "yet I should very much like to see 
the princess, if only for a moment." 

The dog dis:ippeared instantly, and before the soldier could even look 
round, he returned with the princess. She was lying on the dog's back 
asleep, and looked so lovely, that every one who saw her would know she 
was a real princess. The soldier could not help kisdng her, true soldier as 
he was. Then the dog ran back with the princess; but in the morning, 
while at breakfast with the king and queen, she told them what a singular 
dream she had had during the night, of a dog and a soldier, that she had 
ridden on the dog's back, and been kissed by the soldier. 

" That is a very pretty story, indeed," said the queen. So the next night 
one of the old ladies of the court was set to watch by the princess's bed, to 
discover whether it really was a dream, or what else it might be. 

"The soldier longed very much to see the princess once more, so he sent 
for the dog again in the night to fetch her, and to run with her as fast as 
ever he could. But the old lady put on water-boots, and ran after him as 
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quickly as he did, and found that he carried the princess into a large 
house. She thought it would help her to remember the place if she made 
a large cross on the door with a piece of chalk. Then she went home to 
bed, and the dog presently returned with the princess. But when he saw 
that a cross had been made on the door of the house where the soldier lived, 
he took another piece of chalk and made crosses on all the doors in the town, 
so that the lady-in-waiting might not be able to find out the right door. 

Early the next morning the king and queen accompanied the lady and all 
the officers of the household, to see where the princess had been. 

"Here it is," said the king, when they came to the first door with a cross 
on it. 

"No, my dear husband, it must be that one," said the queen, pointing to 
a second door having a cross also. 

"And here is one, and there is another ! " they all exclaimed; for there 
were crosses on all the doors in every direction. 

So they felt it would be useless to search any farther. But the queen 
was a very clever woman; she could do a great deal more than merely ride 
in a carriage. She took her large gold scissors, cut a piece of silk into 
squares, and made a neat little bag. This bag she filled with buckwheat 
flour, and tied it round the princess's neck; and then she cut a small hole 
in the bag, so that the flour might be scattered on the ground as the princess 
went along. During the night, the dog came again and carried the princess 
on his back, and ran with her to the soldier, who loved her very much, and 
wished that he had been a prince, so that he might have her for a wife. 
The dog did not observe how the flour ran out of the bag all the way from 
the castle wall to the soldier's house, and even up to the window, where he 
had climbed with the princess. Therefore in the morning the king and 
queen found out where their daughter had been, and the soldier was taken 
up and put in prison. Oh, how dark and disagreeable it was as he sat there, 
and the people said to him, "To-morrow you will be hanged." It was not 
very pleasant news, and besides, he had left the ti0der-box at the inn. In 
the morning he could see through the iron grating of the little window 
how the people were hastening out of the town to see him hanged; he 
heard the drums beating and saw the soldiers marching. Every one ran 
out to look at them, and a shoemaker's boy, with a leather apron and 
slippers on, galloped by so fast that one of his slippers flew off and struck 
against the wall where the soldier sat looking through the iron grating. 
"Hi!-llo, you shoemaker's boy, you need not be in such a hurry," cried the 
so!drer to him, "there will be nothing to see till I come; but if you will run 
to the house where I have been living, and bring me my tinder-box, you shall 
have four shillings, bllt you must put yoar best foot foremost." 

The shoemaker's boy liked the idea of getting the four shillings, so he 
ran very fast and fetched the tinder-box, and gave it to the soldier. And 
now we shall see what happened. Outside the town a large gibbet had been 
erecte~, round which stood the soldiers and several thousands of people. 
The kmg and the queen sat on splendid thrones opposite to the judges and 
the whole council. The soldier already stood on the ladder; but as they were 
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about to place the rope round his neck, he said that an innocent request 
was often granted to a poor criminal before he suffered death. He wished 
very much to smoke a pipe, as it would be the last pipe he should ever 
smoke in the world. The king could not refuse this request, so the soldier 
took his tinder-box, and struck fire, once, twice, thrice,-and there in a 
moment stood all the dogs ;-the one with eyes as big as teacups, the one 
with eyes as large as mill-wheels, and the third, whose eyes were like 
towers. " Help me now, that I may not be hanged," cried the soldier. 

And the dogs feII upon the judges and all the councillors; seized one by 
the legs, and amlther by the nose, and tossed them many feet high in the 
air, so that they fell down and were dashed to pieces. 

"I will not be touched," said the king. But the largest dog seized him, 
as well as the queen, and threw them after the others. Then the soldiers 
and all the people were afraid, and cried, " Good soldier, you shall be our 
king, and you shall marry the beautiful princess." 

So they placed the soldier in. the king's carriage, and the thee dogs ran 
on in front and cried "Hurrah ! " and the little boys whistled through their 
fingers, and the soldiers presented arms. The princess came out of the 
copper castle, and became queen, which was very pleasing to her. The 
wedding festivities lasted a whole week, and the dogs sat at the table, and 
stared with all their eyes. 

THE RED SHOES. 

THERE was once a little girl who was very pretty and delicate; but in 
summer she used to go barefooted, because she was poor; in winter she 
wore large wooden shoes, and her little insteps became quite red. 

In the village lived an old shoemaker's wife, who had some old strips of 
red cloth; and she sewed these together, as well as she could, into a little 
pair of shoes. They were rather clumsy; but the intention was kind, for 
the little girl was to have them, and her name was Karen. She received 
these shoes on the very day on which her mother was buried, and she wore 
them for the first time. They were certainly not suitable for mourning, but 
she had no others; so she put them on her bare feet, and walked behind 
the poor deal coffin. 

There came by a large old-fashioned carriage, in which sat an old lady. 
She looked at the little girl, and felt pity for her; so she said to the clergy
man, " Pray give me that little girl, arnd I will adopt her." 



THE RED SHOES. 157 

Karen thought all this happened because of her red shoes; but the oid 
lady considered them horrible, and so they were burnt. But Karen herself 
was dressed in neat, tidy clothes, and taught to read and to sew, and people 
said she was pretty; but the looking-glass said, " You are more than pretty · 
you are beautiful." ' 

Not long after, a queen travelled through the country with her little 
daughter, who was a princess, and crowds flocked to the castle to see them. 
Karen was amongst them, and she saw the little princess in a white dress, 
standing at a window, to allow every one to gaze upon her. She had 
neither train nor golden crown on her head; but she wore a beautiful pair 
of red morocco shoes, which certainly were rather handsomer than those 
that the old shoemaker's wife had made for little Karen. Surely nothing in 
the world could be compared with those red shoes. 

The time arrived for Karen to be confirmed. New clothes were made 
for her, and she was to have, also, a pair of new shoes. A rich shoemaker 
in the town took the measure of her little foot at his own house, in a room 
where stood large glass cases full of elegant shoes and shining boots. They 
looked beautiful; but the old lady could not see very well, so she had not 
much pleasure in looking at them. Among the shoes stood a pair of red 
ones, just like those which the princess had worn. Oh, how pretty they 
were! The shoemaker said they had been made for a count's child, but 
they had not fitted her properly. 

"Are they of polished leather?" said the old lady; "for they shine as if 
they were." ' 

"Yes, they do shine," said Karen; and as they fitted her they were 
bought; but the old lady did not know they were red, or she would never 
have allowed Karen to go to confirmation in red shoes, which, however, 
she did. Every one looked at her feet; and as she passed through the 
church, to the entrance of the choir, it seemed as if the old pictures on the 
tombs, and the portraits of clergymen and their v,·ives, with their stiff 
collars and long black dresses, were all fixing their eyes on her red shoes; 
and she thought of them only, even when the clergyman laid his hands on 
her head, and spoke of her baptism, and of her covenant with God, and 
that now she must remember that she must act as a grown-up Christian. 
And the organ pealed forth its solemn tones, and the fresh, young voices of 
the children sounded sweetly as they joined with the choir; b_ut Karen 
thought only of her red shoes. 

In the afternoon the old lady was told by every one that the shoes were 
red; and she said it was very shocking, and not at all proper, and told Karen 
that, when she went to church in future, she must always wear black shoes, 
even though they might be old. 

Next Sunday was Sacrament Sunday, and Karen was to receive it for the 
first time. She looked at her black shoes, and then at the red ones ; then 
looked again, and put on the red ones. The sun shone brightly, and 
Karen and the old lady went to church by the footpath through the fields; 
for the road was so dusty. 

Near the church door stood an old invaiid so.ldier, with a crutch and a 
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wonderfully long beard, more red than white. He bowed nearly to the 
ground, and asked the old lady if he might wipe her shoes. And Karen 
stretched out her little foot also. 

"Why, these are dancing shoes," cried the soldier. " I will make them 
stick fast to your feet when you dance." And then he slapped the soles of 
her shoes with his hand. 

The old lady gave the soldier some money, and then went into church 
with Karen. Every one in the church looked at Karen's red shoes, and the 
pictures looked at them; and when she knelt at the altar, and took the 
golden cup to her lips, she thought only of her red shoes, and it was to her 
as if they passed before her eyes in the cup ; and she forgot to sing the 
psalm, or to say the Lord's Prayer. Then all the people went out of church, 
and the old lady stepped into her carriage. Karen lifted her foot to step 
in also, and the old soldier cried, " See what beautiful dancing shoes." 

And then Karen found she could not help dancing a few steps; and 
when she began, it seemed as if herlegs would go on dancing. It was just 
as if the shoes had a power over her. She danced round the corner of the 
church, and could not stop herself. The coachman was obliged to run after 
her, and catch her, and then lift her into the carriage, and even then her 
feet would go on dancing, so that she kept treading on the good old lady's 
toes. At last she took off the shoes, and then her legs had a little rest. 
As soon as they reached home, the shoes were put away in a closet; but 
Karen could not resist looking at them. 

Soon after this the old lady was taken ill, and it was said that she could 
not recover. She had to be waited upon and nursed, and no one ought to 
have been so anxious to do this as Karen. But there was to be a grand 
ball in the town, to which Karen was invited. She thought of the old lady, 
who could not recover; she looked at her red shoes, and then she reflected 
that there could be no harm in her putting them on, nor was there; but her 
next act was to go to the ball, and to join in the dancing. But the shoes 
would not let her do as she wished : when she wanted to go to the right, 
they would dance to the left; or if she wished to go up the floor, they per
sisted in going down ; and at last they danced down the stairs, into the 
street, and out of the town gate. She danced on in spite of herself, till she 
ca)lle to a gloomy wood. Something was shining up among the trees. At 
first she thought it was the moon, and then she saw a face. It was the old 
soldier, with his red beard; and he sat and nodded to her, and said, "See 
what pretty dancing shoes they are." 

Then she was frightened, and tried to pull off the red shoes ; but they 
clung fast. She tore off her stockings; but the shoes seemed to have grown 
to her feet. And she was obliged to continue dancing over fields and mea
dows, in rain or in sunshine, by night or by day; but it was most terrible at 
night. She danced through the open churchyard; the dead there do not 
dance, they are better employed. She would gladly have seated herself 
on the poor man's grave, where the bitter ferncleaves grew; but for her there 
was neither rest nor peace. And then, as she danced towards the open 
church door, she saw before her an angel, in long white robe?, and wings 
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that reached from his shoulders down to the ground. His countenance was 
grave and stern, and in his hand he held a bright and glittering sword. 

' Thou shalt dance," said he, "dance in thy red shoes till thou art pale 
and cold, and till thy skin shrivels up to a skeleton. Thou shalt dance from 
door to door; and where proud, haughty children live thou shalt knock, so 
that they may hear thee, and be afraid; yea, thou shalt dance." 

"Mercy!" cried Karen; but she beard not what the angel answered; for 
her shoes carried her away from the door, into the fields, over highways and 
byways ; but dancing, dancing ever. 

One morning she danced by a door which she knew well. She could hear 
sounds of singing within, and a coffin, decked with flowers, was presently 
carried out. Then she knew that the old lady was dead, and she felt that 
she was forsaken by all the world, and condemned by an angel from heaven. 
Still must she dance through the long days, and the dark, gloomy nights. 
The shoes carried her on through brambles, and over stumps of trees, which 
scratched her till the blood came. Then she danced across a heath to a 
little lonely house. Here, she knew, the executioner dwelt; and she tapped 
with her fingers on the window-pane, and said, "Come out, come out; I 
cannot come in, for I mu st dance." 

And the executioner said, "Do you not know who I am? I cut off the 
heads of wicked people, and I perceive now that my axe tingles through my 
fingers." 

"Do not strike off my head," said Karen, "for then I shall not be able 
to repent of my sin; but cut off my feet with the red shoes." And then 
she confessed all her sins, and the executioner cut off her feet with the red 
shoes on them, and the shoes, with the little feet in them, danced away 
over the fields, and were lost in the dark wood. And he cut out a pair of 
wooden feet for her, and gave her cmtches; then he taught her a psalm, 
which the penitents always sing, and she kissed the hand that had held the 
a.xe, and went away across the heath. "Now I have suffered enough for 
the red shoes," said she; "I will go to church, that I may be seen there 
by the people;" and she went as quickly as she could to the church door, 
but when she arrived there, the red shoes danced before her eyes so, that 
she was frightened, and turned back. Through the whole week she was in 
sorrow, and wept many bitter tears ; but when Sunday came again, she 
said, "Now I have suffered and striven enough; l believe I am quite as 
good as many of those who go to church, and sit there showing their airs." 
And then she went boldly on, but she did not get further than the church
yard gate, for there were the red shoes dancing before her. Then she was 
really frightened, and went back, and repented of her sinful pride with her 
whole heart. Then she went to the parsonage and begged to be taken 
there as a servant, promising to be industrious, and do all that she could, 
even without wages. All she wanted was the shelter of a home, and to be 
~vith good people. The clergyman's wife had pity on her, and took her 
into her service; and she was industrious and thoughtful. Silently she sat 
and listened when the clergyman read the Bible aloud in the evening. All 
the little ones became very fond of her, but when they spoke of dress, or 
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finery, or beauty, she would shake her head. Next Sunday they all went 
to church, and they asked her if she would like to go with them ; but she 
looked sorrowfully and with tearful eyes at her crutches. And while the 
others went to listen to God's word, she sat alone in her little room, which 
was only just large enough to contain a bed and a chair. And here she 
remained with her hymn-book in her hand, and as she read in a humble 
spirit, the wind wafted the tones of the organ from the church towards her, 
and she lifted her tearful face, and said, " 0 Lord, help me." Then the 
sun shone brightly, and before her stood the angel, in the long white robes, 
tl;ie same whom she had seen one night at the church door, but he no 
longer held in his hand a sharp sword, but a beautiful green branch 
covered with roses, and as he touched the ceiling with the branch, it raised 
itself to a lofty height, and on the spot where it had been touched, gleamed 
a golden star. He also touched the walls, and they opened wide, so that 
she could see the organ whose tones sounded so melodious. She saw, too, 
the old pictures of the clergymen and their wives, and the congregation 
sitting on the ornamental seats, and singing out of their hymn-books. The 
church itself had come to the poor girl in her narrow room, or .the room 
J1ad become a church to her. She found herself sitting on a seat with the 
rest of the clergyman's servants, and when they had finished the psalm, 
they looked at her and nodded, and said, "It was right of you to come, 
Karen." 

"It was through mercy I came," said she. And then the organ pealed 
forth again, and the children's voices sounded so soft and sweet. The 
bright sunshine streamed through the window, and fell clear and warm upon 
the chair on which Karen sat. Her heart became so filled with sunshine, 
peace, and joy, that it broke, and her soul flew on a sunbeam to heaven, 
and there was no one in heaven who asked about the RED SHOES. 



The golden treasure. -' No I. 



THE DRUMMER BOY ON THE BATTLE FIELD, 

THE GOLDEN TREASURE. 

THE wife of the town drummer went to a church one day, in which there 
was a new altar piece, and over the altar was an oil painting, and before it 
a sculptured figure of a little angel. 

. What a chubby-cheeked angel it was! both in the picture on the canvas 
with the aureole round the head, and also in the carved wood, which was 
also painted and gilded. 

The hair glittered like pure gold in the sunshine, wonderful to see. God's 
s~nshine itself is really not much more beautiful when it shimmers clearly 
Wit!'. a purple and golden light between the dark trees, when the sun is 
nettmg. 

How delightful then must be the light of God's countenance! 
II 
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And as the drummer's wife contemplated all this she wished in her heart 
that if she should ever have a child, it might be like that little angel, at 
least with the radiant golden hair of the little angel on the altar piece. 

And by-and-by she really had a little child, and the father held it in his 
arms to show it to her. It was exactly like the angel in the church. The 
hair was golden, with the glittering brightness of sunshine, when the sun is 
setting. 

"My golden treasure l my riches l my sunny heaven!" cried she, and 
kissed the shining locks, and there was the sound of music and song in the 
home of the drummer, as well as life, joy, and great excitement. 

The drummer beat a whirligig on his drum-a joyful whirligig, and all 
the drums, little and big, joined in the turmoil. 

"Red Hair! "-The little one has red hair! "Believe the beat of the 
alarm drum, not what the mother says: '1 Drum-a-tum-tum-drum-a-tum
tum. 

And so all the townspeople believed what the alarm drum had said. 
The little one was taken to the church to be baptized, but as no name 

had been chosen for him they called him "Peter." The whole of the 
townspeople, except the drummer, called him "Peter, the drnmmer's boy 
with the red hair." The mother, however, kissed the red hair, and called 
him her" Golden Treasure." 

For the whole distance down the slope to the town the soil was clay and 
often very soft, and in that neighbourhood, the child's name was not likely 
to be forgotten, the father took care of that. 

"To be well known is always something," said the drummer, so he 
wrote his own and his son's name in the clay soil. 

And the swallows arrived after a long journey. They had, however, hewn 
out an account of what they had seen, on the steep rocks, and on the walls 
of heathen temples, in Hindoostan, and also of the great deeds of mighty 
kings. Immortal names of so long ago that no one can read or speak of 
them any more. 

"One name is something. To have many names has its importance," 
thought the drummer, but down in the hollow where he had written the 
names, the ground swallows had made holes for their nests. The rain and 
the mists had softened the ground and turned it into mud and slime, and 
so the names of the drummer and his son had soon disappeared. 

"Peter's name will no doubt remain for the next half-year," said his 
father. 

" Folly," thought the alarm drum, but he only said Dum-dum-dum
a-lum. 

The drummer'3 son was a lively frolicsome youngster, and he had a 
wonderful voice. He could sing so well, that people who heard him sing
ing in the open air said it sounded like the music of birds in the grove. 
There was melody in the voice, but it wanted cultivation. 

" He must be a chorister," said his mother, " and sing in church, 
and when he stands under the lovely gilded angel you will see the like
ness." 
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"What's going on?" said the curious among the townspeople. The 
drum heard this from the neighbours. 

"Don't go home, Peter," cried the street boys, for if you sleep under that 
roof a :fire will break out in the upper story, and then the alarm drum will 
beat. 

"Take care of yourselves, or the drum-stick will beat you," said Peter, 
who although he was little was no coward, and he stood and faced the boys 
quite alone, as he spoke. 

Many of them lost their courage at the sight of his :fists, while the others 
hastily took to their heels. 

The town musician approached. Oh, just fancy! such a noble and well
born man ! His father had been silversmith to the king ! 

He pounced upon Peter, took him to his house and kept him for a whole 
hour, gave him a violin, and showed him how it was played. 

When he placed it in the little boy's :fingers, he who once wished to be a 
drummer, now only wanted to become a musician. 

"I mean to be a soldier," Peter had said when he was a little boy, for he 
thought nothing in the world could be more beautiful than to carry a gun, 
and to wear unifqrm and have a sword by his side, and then to march in 
time-one, two-one, two. 

"You will have to learn to obey the drumbeats," said the drum, "tromme
lom, trommelom." 

"Yes, till he is promoted to be general," said the father, "but for that a 
war is necessary. 

"Which may God prevent," said the mother. 
"We have nothing to lose," said the father. 
" Have we not our son? " she replied. 
" And supposing he should come back a general," said the father. 
"Ah, yes, without an arm or a leg," cried the mother, "and I would 

rather keep my golden treasure at home, with sound limbs." 
Trom, tram, tram ! the alarm drum sounded, all the drums were beat

ing the call to battle; war was declared. The soldiers started for the field 
and the drummer's little son followed them . 
. "Red-head! my golden treasure!" sighed the mother, while the father's 
imagination saw him already gloriously distinguished. 

"Ah," thought the town musician, he will not remain long at the 
seat of war, for already he appears as if he would rather stay and listen to 
the town music." 

"Red-head," cried a soldier, but Peter laughed and quickly paid him 
back by exclaiming, saucily, "Foxy," then grinding his teeth together and 
showing them, he ran off and was out of sight, almost as soon as the saucy 
word was out of his mouth. 

"The boy is very bright and full of drollery, and a light heart is better 
than any canteen in the battle :field," said his comrade. 

And_ it was quite true, for in rain or mist, and though wet through to 
the skm, he would persist in sleeping in the open air all night, but his 
happy temper he never lost. And when the drum beat to call to arms1 

II* 
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"trommelom, trommelom," you would have declared he was born to be 
a drummer boy. 

The day on which the first fight in the battle field occurred, dawned, but 
the morning was grey, the air close, and the combat fierce. A mist lay 
over the battle field, and worse still the powder became damp, yet the shot 
and shells flew about over head, and were falling in every direction, maim
ing some and killing others, yet onward the soldiers marched, while here and 
there lay the wounded or dying, with faces deathly white. But the little 
drummer kept his rosy cheeks and met with no harm. He even whistled 
gaily to the dog of the regiment, who sprang upon him joyfully, wagged 
his tail, as if it was a splendid game, while the shots were falling around 
them in every direction. 

"March l forward ! march," were the words of cornmand from the drum, 
and these words did not imply a retreat, yet by some misunderstanding, the 
soldiers took the words to mean a retreat and were about to fly, when the 
drum beat again louder and correctly, "March forward, march!" Peter 
had understood and gave the right signal on the drum, which the soldiers 
then obeyed. · 

This was a glorious drum beating, for it prevented the soldiers from 
turning back, and won victory to the army. 

Alas! many lives and limbs were lost on that terrible battle field, and for 
hours the wounded were obliged to lie without pity or aid, till the 
surgeons arrived, and then with many it was too late, yet death had released 
them from their sufferings. 

These things are dreadful to think of, yet people will think of them even 
at a distance, or in the friendly town. No wonder, therefore, that the 
drummer and his wife should think about these honours, for still Peter was 
in the battle field. 

"Now I am full of sorrow," cried the alarm drum. 
Another battle was expected at sunrise the next day, and the town 

drummer and his wife lay awake all night thinking of their son, of whom 
they had been talking, and who was still in the battle field, yet, as they 
knew, in God's hands. 

As morning dawned, however, they at last fell asleep and dreamed. 
The father dreamt that the war was ended, and that the soldiers who had 

been healed of their wounds were entering the town, and tlw• Peter, who 
was with them, wore a silver cross on his breast. 

But the mother dreamed that she went into the church and was looking 
earnestly at the oil painting and the carved angel with the golden hair, 
when presently she saw her own heart's darling standing under the angel. 
There he stood in a white surplice, singing beautifully with the angel, and 
then suddenly nodding to his mother with a ~loving smile, he flew away to 
heaven. 

"My gold treasure!'' cried the mother as she woke from her dream; 
" God has now called him to Himself," and she folded her hands and wept 
as she spoke. "Is he resting now among a number in one large grav~? 
which has been dug for the dead, very likely in slimy soil. No one will 
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know his grave. No words of God's book will be read upon his tomb
stone." 

At last the words of the Lord's prayer fell silently from her lips ; then 
she rested her head on the pillow in her sorrow, and a light slumber took 
her in its arms. 

* * * * * 
Time flies as swiftly in our waking hours as it does in dreams. 
It was the evening hour. A rainbow arched itself over the battle field. 

and rested at each edge on the forest and on the deep moor. 
Some people believe, and the saying has been preserved, that wherever 

the edge of the rainbow rests on the ground, there lies buried a treasure a 
golden treasure-and here was one in reality. 

No one had thought of the little drummer boy-yes, one had-his 
mother thought of him, and from this came her dream. 

And time ,flies as swiftly in life as in dreams. "Peter is coming home!" 
Not a hair of his head had been ruffled, not a golden hair, as the drummer 
and his mother could have sung had they seen it or dreamt it. 

With jubilee and song, and adorned with the laurels of victory, the soldiers 
returned gladly to the friendly shelter of home. The dog of the regiment 
rushed round them in great circles as if he would make the way longer. 

Days and weeks had passed before the arrival of the men from the war, 
and at last Peter stepped suddenly into the room where his parents were 
seated. He was as brown as a berry, his eyes glistened and his face beamed 
like sunshine when his mother took him in her arms, kissed his eyes and his 
lips and his red hair. She had her heart's darling with her again at last. 
He had no cross on his breast as his father had dreamed. He had, however, 
sound limbs, which his mother had not dreamed ,of, and this was a great 
joy. She laughed and wept in turns, while Peter embraced the old alarm 
drum. · 

" There it is still, and the old parchment is as good as ever," he said, 
while his father took up the drum and beat a rat-tan upon it. 

"People will think that a great fire has broken out," said the alarm drum ; 
'' Fire in the roof! fire in the heart ! Gold Treasure is come home. Rat
tan, rat-tan, rat-tan ! " 

"And now,-yes,-what now? " said the town musician, when he hear'-
of his return. " Peter is getting too old for a drummer boy," he said ; 
" Peter will become as great as I am." And yet he was the son of the 
royal silversmith. But what had taken him a whole life to acquire, Peter 
learnt in half a year. 

That there was in him something so bright and so truthful, even with his 
brilliant eyes and his blazing hair, no one could deny. "Never mind the 
colour of his hair," said the neighbours, "he must have it dyed. The 
daughter of the police inspector would be an excellent match for him, and 
he would be sure to succeed with her." 

"But if his hair is dyed it will become as green as duckweed, and require 
to be dyed again frequently," they said. 

"Well, she has plenty of means," said the neighbours. "And so has 
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Peter," was the reply; "he teaches music at the principal houses, even the 
mayor's house, and gives his daughter, Lottie, an hour's lesson on the 
piano." 

And he could play,-yes, play music that went right to the heart, the 
most wonderfully beautiful melodies, and often without notes. 

He played in the moonlight as well as in the dark. "He is certainly 
very persevering," said the neighbours, and the alarm drnm said the same. 
His playing made those who listened feel as if lifted above the earth to the 
music of heaven, and reminded them of that place of rest on high. 

And he taught the mayor's daughter Lottie, to play like himself. As she 
sat at the piano, and her delicate fingers glided over the keys, Peter's heart 
would flutter and swell as if it were ready to burst, and this happened not 
only once but many times. And one day he suddenly took the delicate 
fingers and the beautifully formed hand in his own, and kissed it, and look
ing at her with his great brown eyes said something-but what it was we 
outsiders dare not guess. 

Lottie stood up with a deep flush on her cheeks, and appeared speech
less. 

Strange footsteps were heard approaching, and the son of a member of 
the council entered. He had a high, white forehead, and carried himself 
very erect. Peter sat a long time with them. Lottie, however, glanced at 
him with very friendly eyes. 

That evening, in the family circle at home, he spoke of his experience in 
the world, and of the " Golden Treasure, whose heart was in his violin." 

" Glory ! fame ! tummelum, tumrnelum, tummelumst," beat the alarm 
drum. "Peter is gone crazy, his house is on fire, I believe." 

His mother went the next day to the market. When she came back she 
said, "I have news for you, Peter,-such good news, the mayor's daughter, 
Lottie, is engaged to the son of the councillor ; it happened yesterday 
evening." 

'' Impossible ! " cried Peter, starting from his seat; but his mother said 
"It is true, for the barber's wife told me, and her husband heard it from 
the lips of the mayor himself." 

Then Peter became pale as death and sat down again without a word. 
"Oh, heavens! what is the matter?" cried the mother. 
"Nothing ! nothing! Leave me alone," he said, while the tears rolled 

down his cheeks. 
" My dearest child ! my golden treasure ! " said the mother, and wept: 

but the alarm drum sang-not indeed truly, but only in the house-
" Lottie is dead ! Lottie is dead l see, that is the end of the song." 
But, however, it was not the end of the song, there were many long verses 

remaining, and indeed the most beautiful, for the subject was, "The Golden 
Treasure of a life." 

"Good gracious ! how foolishly those drummer people are behaving," 
said the neighbours. " The whole town is full of letters written by the 
'Golden Treasure' from the seat of war. Everybody is reading them, as 
well as what the newspapers say about him and his fiddle. Money also has 
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been sent to him, which was really necessary, for Peter's mother is now a 
lonely widow." 

"He has played before emperors and kings," said the town musician, 
" but I was not aware of this, and yet I fancied it would be so, and he will 
never forget his old teacher." 

His father's dream came true, that Peter would return from the war with 
a silver cross on his breast. He did not obtain it at the war, there it is 
more difficult to keep ; but they just gave him the Chevalier cross and 
made him a knight. 

If his father had only lived to see this ! 
"Celebrated ! glorious ! " said the alarm drum; and in nis native town 

people said, "Only imagine! the drummer's son-red-haired Peter, the 
youngster who used to run about in wooden shoes." And then the drum 
beat and performed a dance tune.-" Glorious ! " 

"He played before us ere he played before the king," said the mayots 
wife; "he was at that time quite taken up with our Lottie; he would always 
look above himself, but she was saucy and would not listen. My husband 
laughed when he observed their childishness, and now Lottie is the wife of 
the councillor's son." 

It was a "golden treasure " in the heart and soul of the daring child,
the little drummer boy, who beat on the drum, "March ! forward ! march ! " 
a war cry of victory to those who were about to fly. 

And in the breast of the "Golden Treasure" lay an inexhaustible richness 
of voice and musical power. 

The sound of his violin was to him quite like the tones of an organ, to 
which the fairies dance on a summer night, and one could hear in them the 
notes of the thrush and the full tones of the human voice. Therefore the 
melody sank deep into the human heart like a sweet refreshing shower. 

Music in him was a great passion-and in this was a true inspiration, 
which made his name known over land and sea. 

'.' And through this he is so beautiful," said the young ladies ; and the old 
voices too, yes, even the oldest, would ask for a lock of his hair, and one 
and all wanted something written in their albums. 

And sometimes they would accept a lock of hair that fell off, belongin~ 
to the young violinist-a "golden treasure," for which they begged. 

The widow's son stepped into the humble house of the drummer, looking 
as fine as a prince, and as happy as a king. His eyes sparkled and his 
c?unten1:1-nce was bright like sunshine. The mother held him in her arms, 
kissed hrm fondly, and wept over him tears of joy. 

A?d then he nodded to the old furniture in the room, and to the old~ 
fashroned bureau with the tea-cups and the flower-glass upon it; and also 
to the wooden bench on which he used to sleep when he was a little boy, 
to show that he remembered it all. 

But th_e ol_d alarm drum he pulled out of the corner in which it stood, 
and placmg It in the middle of the room, he said to his mother, "My dear 
fat~er ~vould have beaten a tarantella on the drum to-day, and now I must 
do It; and then he beat a rat-tan that was like a thunder storm. 
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"Yon see," he said, "it feels so excited that it could really jump out of 
its skin." 

" He has beaten a clever rat-tan," said the drum, "and now I shall never 
forget him, and I think his mother is so joyful over her 'golden treasure,' 
that she is almost ready to jump out of her skin also." 

And this is the story of th~ " Golden Treasure." 

THE BUTTERFLY. 

THERE was once a butterfly who wished for a bride; and, as may be sup
posed, he wanted to choose a very pretty one from among the flowers. He 
glanced, with a very critical eye, at all the flower-beds, and found that the 
flowers were seated quietly and demurely on their stalks, just as maidens 
should sit before they are engaged; but there was a great number of them, 
and it appeared as if his search would become very wearisome. The butterfly 
did not like to take too much trouble, so he flew off on a visit to the daisies. 
The French call this flower "Marguerite," and they say that the little daisy 
can prophesy. Lovers pluck off the leaves, and as they p!uck each leaf, 
they ask a question about their lovers ; thus : " Does he or she love me?
Ardently? Distractedly? Very much? A little? Not at all?" and so 
on. Every one speaks these words in his own language. The butterfly 
came also to Marguerite to inquire, but he did not pluck off her leaves; he 
pressed a kiss on each of them, for he thought there was always more to be 
done by kindness. 

" Darling Marguerite daisy," he said to her, "you are the wisest woman 
of all the flowers. Pray tell me which of the flowers I shall choose for my 
wife. Which \Vill be my bride? When I know, I will fly directly to her, 
and propose." 

But Marguerite did not answer him ; she was offended that he should call 
her a woman when she was only a girl , and there is a great difference. He 
asked her a second time, and then a third; but she remained dumb, and 
answered not a word. Then he would wait no longer, but flew away, to 
commence his wooing at once. It was ir the early spring, when the crocus 
and the snowdrop were in full bloom. 

" They are very pretty," thought the butterfly; "charming little lasses ; 
but they are rather formal." 

Then, as young lads often do, he looked out for the elder girls. He next 
flew to the anemones; these were rather sour to his taste. The violet, a 
little too sentimental. The lime-blossoms, too small ; and besides, there 
was such a large family of them. The apple-blossoms, though they looked 
like roses, bloomed to-day, but might fall off to-morrow, with the first wind 
that blew: and he thought that a marriage with one of them might last too 
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short a time. The pea-blossom pleased him most of all; she was white and 
red, graceful and slender, and belonged to those domestic maidens who 
have a pretty appearance, and can yet be useful in the kitchen. He was 
just about to make her an offer, when, close by the maiden, he saw a pod, 
with a withered flower hanging at the end. 

"Who is that?" he asked. 
"That is my sister," replied the pea-blossom. 
"Oh, indeed; and you will be like her some day," said he; and he flew 

away directly, for he felt quite shocked. 
A honeysuckle hung forth from the hedge, in full bloom ; but there were 

so many girls like her, with long faces and sallow complexions. No; he 
did not like her. But which one did he like? 

Spring went by, and summer drew towards its close; autumn came; but 
he had not decided. The flowers now appeared in their most gorgeous 
robes, but all in vain ; they had not the fresh, fragrant air of youth. For 
the heart asks for fragrance, even when it is no longer young; and there is 
very little of that to be found in the dahlias or the dry chrysanthemums; 
therefore the butterfly turned to the mint on the ground. You know, this 
plant has no blossom; but it is sweetness all over,-full of fragrance from 
head to foot, with the scent of a flower in every leaf. 

"I will take her," said the butterfly; and he made her an offer. But the 
mint stood silent and stiff, as she listened to him. At last she said,-

" Friendship, if you please ; nothing more. I am old, and you are old, 
but we may live for each other just the same; as to marrying-no; don't 
let us appear ridiculous at our age." 

And so it happened that the butterfly got no wife at all. He had been 
too long choosing, which is always a bad plan. And the butterfly became 
what is called an old bachelor. 

It was late in the autumn, with rainy and cloudy weather. The cold wind 
blew over the bowed backs of the willows, so that they creaked again. It 
was not th~ weather for flying about in summer clothes ; but fortunately the 
butterfly was not out in it. He had got a shelter by chance. It was in a 
room heated by a stove, and as warm as summer. He could exist here, he 
said, well enough. 

"But it is not enough merely to exist," said he; "I need freedom, sun
shine, and a little flower for a companion." 

Then he flew against the window-pane and was seen and admired by 
those in the room, who caught him, and stuck him on a pin, in a box of 
curiosities. They could not do more for him. 

"Now I am perched on a stalk, like the flowers," said the butterfly. "It 
is not very pleasant, certainly; I should imagine it is something like being 
married; for here I am stuck fast." And with this thought he consoled him
self a little. 

"That seems very poor consolation," said one of the plants in the room, 
that grew in a pot. • 

"Ah," thought the butterfly, "one can't very well trust these plants in pots; 
they have had too much to do with mankind." 
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Bv the high-road in the forest lay 
a lonely peasant's hut; the path to it 
led right through the farmyard. The 
sun shone, and all the windows were 
open, and in the house there seemed 
a great bustle and movement; but in 
the garden, in an arbour formed of 
blooming elder-branches, stood an open 
coffin. A dead man had been carried 
out, who on this morning was to be 

. ) ,.,,,.,,,, ~ buried. Nobody stood by the coffin 
~- ,,,')· - 6>~t;,R: .,.J\ looking sorrowfully at the dead; no 

# -7i,' 11),: .,, one shed a tear over him. His face 
._,r· was covered with a white cloth, and 

under his head lay a large, thick book, the leaves of which were entirely 
composed of blotting paper, and on each leaf lay a withered flower. It w2.s 
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1;, complete her barium, gathered by him in different parts of the world; and 
was to be buried with him, for so he wished it. 

"Who is the dead man?" we inquired. 
"The old student," was the reply. 
He had once been a lively lad; had studied the dead languages, com

posed many songs, and even poems. Then something happened to him 
which led him to drink ; and when, at last, his health was ruined, he came 
to reside here in the country, some friend paying for his board and lodging. 
He was as gentle as a child, excepting when the dark mood was on him, 
and then he became fierce as a lion, and would run about the woods like a 
hunted stag. But when we got him home again, and prevailed upon him to 
open his book with the dried plants, he would often sit for whole days, 
looking first at one plant and then at another, and at times the tears would 
roll down his cheeks. Heaven knows what he was thinking of. He begged 
us to put the book into his coffin; and now there he lies. In a little while 
the lid will be nailed down, and he will be at rest in the grave. 

The face cloth was raised, and upon the features of the dead there was 
peace, and a sunbeam fell upon them. A swallow shot through the 
arbour with arrowy flight, turned rapidly, and twittered over the dead man's 
head. 

What a strange feeling it is, and no doubt we have all experienced it, 
that which comes over us as we turn over and read the old letters of our 
youthful days. An entirely new life rises before us, with all its hopes and 
sorrows. How many with whom we were then intimate seem dead to us, 
although they are still living, but we have long ceased to think of them, 
whom we once thought to retain in our memo1y for ever, and with whom 
we were to share every sorrow and joy. So did the withered oak-leaf in the 
book remind its owner of the friend, the schoolfellow, who was to have been 
his friend for life. He had fastened that green leaf in the student's cap in 
the green wood, when they had vowed eternal friendship; and now where 
is he? The leaf has been preserved, but the friendship has perished. And 
here is a foreign hothouse plant, too delicate for the gardens of the north : 
the leaves seem still to keep their fragrance. She gave it him, that young 
lady in the nobleman's garden. Here is a water-rose, which he plucked 
himself, and moistened with salt tears-a rose of sweet waters. And what 
tale could not the leaves of that rose tell, if they could speak. What were 
his thoughts when he plucked it, and kept it? Here is a lily-of-the-valley 
from the solitudes of the forest. Here an evergreen, from a flower-pot at 
the tavern; and here a simple blade of grass. 

The blooming elder-branches wave their fragrant blossoms over the head 
of the dead. The swallow flies past again, crying, "Twit, twit," and 
now the men come with nails and hammer; the lid is placed over the 
dead man, while his head rests on the silent book, its memories withered 
and dead. 
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A SPLENDID castle, with thick walls, towers, and winding staircases, stood 
at about the distance of a mile from any other residence. 

In this castle dwelt a rich, high-born nobleman-only, however, during 
the months of summer, when the beautiful grounds were in their richest 
verdure. 

Of alt other residences situated in the neighbourhood this was the best 
and most beautiful. Outside, the constant play of fountains preserved the 
,vonderful vegetation ; and within the castle everything was arranged with 
comfort and elegance. 

Over the entrance gate the family escutcheon had been carved in stone. 
Blooming roses climbed round it, and also round the balcony in great pro
fusion. 

In front of the castle extended a large and well-kept lawn, with a carpet 
of fresh turf as soft as velvet to the foot. Round it were beds of rare and 
lovely flowers, not only in the hothouse, but in the flower gardens, while 
hedges and thornbushes, covered with white and pink. blossoms, formed the 
boundary of the estate. 

This nobleman was fortunate enough to possess a clever head-gardener, 
to whom the flowers, fruit and kitchen gardens, were a delight. 

There still remained, however, on the estate, relics of olden times, box
trees cut into forms of crowns and pyramids, and two noble lofty trees. 
Although very old, they still remained rooted in the earth, but they were 
now almost without leaves, and it is supposed that a storm or a waterspout 
had caused a blight to fall upon them. 

Time out of mind these lofty trees had contained quantities of nests 
built by cawing rooks, crows, and ravens. It was quite a bird-village. In 
fact, these birds were the noble proprietors, and the oldest families on the 
estate, and actually the rightful owners of the castle. 

They cared nothing for the human beings who lived under them. They 
allowed, as it were, these creatures of earth to associate with them in spite 
of their insolence; for sometimes they would crack a whip, which would 
sound like a pistol shot, and make them all fly away, crying" Caw, caw." 

The gardener had more than once begged his master to have these old 
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trees cut down, for they really were not ornamental, and if they were gone, 
he hoped the birds would soon find another home. 

But the nobleman said, " I wish the trees antl the flock of birds to re
main; they both belong to the castle ; they are a part of the olden times, 
and no one shall ever send them quite away. The trees are really the in
heritance of the birds, and we will not deprive them of it, my good Larsen" 
(Larsen was the gardener's name), and he found he was not allowed to set 
matters right as he thought, and get more ground to work upon. "You 
have the whole of the flower gardens, the hothouse, the fruit and the 
kitchen gardens, to attend to, and is not that work enough for you, dear 
Larsen?" 

The gardener knew his master was right ; he wished above all things 
to keep such a good situation, and his zeal and cleverness were indefatig
able. 

The nobleman acknowledged this fact; nevertheless he did not conceal 
from his gardener, that he knew he could obtain far more beautiful flowers 
and better fruit from foreign countries than from his own gardens. 

All this caused the. gardener great sorrow, for both in will and deed he 
always endeavoured to do his best. 

He had a good heart, and was zealous in his work. 
One day the nobleman called his gardener, and said, with gentle dignity, 

" I spoke to you the other day about having seen some foreign fruit of a 
superior kind, especially apples and pears, so juicy, and of such an agreeable 
taste, that all the guests where I was dining spoke of them with wonder. 
The fruit could not have been produced in this country, but must have been 
cultivated in its native land, and under a very different climate. However, 
I know there is a large Fruiterer's shop in the town, so you can ride over to 
him and make inquiries yourself as to where these apples and pears came 
from, and then procure grafts from the trees." 

The gardener knew the fruiterer very well, for he had sold to him in the 
name of his master all the overplus of the fruit which grew in the castle garden. 
The gardener therefore rode to the town, and asked the fruiterer from 
whence he had obtained these wonderful apples and pears. 

" From your own garden," said the fruitseller, pointing to the fmit, and 
Larsen recognised them immediately. 

The gardener was overjoyed. He hastened back to the nobleman, and 
told him of this unusual result-that the apples and pears he had so admired 
were from their own garden. · 

"That seems to me quite incredible," dear Larsen, he said; "is it not im
possible? However, if the fruitseller will send me a written testimony that 
the fruit is really from our garden, I will believe it." 

Larsen very soon brought a certificate from the fruiterer. 
"Well, really this is very remarkable," said the nobleman; and after this 

event, there was placed on the table every day great dishes with these 
beautiful apples and pears, which had really come from the nobleman's own 
fruit garden. And besides all these, bushels and bushels were sent to 
friends in the town, as well as elsewhere. It was truly delightful. And to 
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this was added the fact that now was the second summer of unusually 
beautiful weather, and very favourable for producing ripe and superior 
fruit. 

Time passed on quickly, and one day the nobleman was invited to dine 
at the king's table. 

Next morning the gardener was sent for by his master, who told him that 
a melon, with a delicious flavour, had been placed on the king's table, which 
was loaded with all kinds of fruit, and this melon had been reared in his 
majesty's hothouse. 

" Go to the court gardener, good Larsen," said the nobleman, "and pro
cure from him a seed of this costly melon." 

But the court gardener replied, "Why I got the seed of that melon from 
one out of the Castle garden." 

Full of joy Larsen returned and told his master. 
"And now, indeed, I can feel proud," he said. "My noble master will 

spread it abroad that the court gardener this summer has had no success 
with his melons, and that after seeing and tasting them, he gave orders that 
three from the castle gardens should be taken to the king's table." 

"Larsen," said his master, " don't fancy that these melons came out of 
our gardens." 

"But I do believe it," he said. "I went myself to the court gardener, 
and received from him a written testimony that the melons on the king's 
table had been produced from the seeds of one he had bought from 
Larsen." 

The nobleman was greatly surprised ; he spoke of the circumstance to 
others, and showed them the written certificate, and, as in the case of the 
apples and pears, the story of the melon seed travelled everywhere ; it was 
even stated publicly where the fruit flourished and grew, till the castle 
became noted, and obtained a name which could be spoken and read in 
English, French, and German. 

Hitherto people had supposed that such a thing would be impossible. 
" If now my gardener had only not so great an opinion of himself," said 

the nobleman; and yet he seized every opportunity that offered to make 
known the name of his gardener as the best in the country. Therefore, 
every year Larsen endeavoured to produce some fruit of a superior kind, 
and yet often he heard it said that the fruit, such as apples and pears, which 
had been of such an excellent quality at first, were not so good now, 
and indeed quite inferior. And positively, even the melons, that every one 
had considered so luscious, were also depreciated. 

The strawberries, however, were pronounced excellent, as well as the 
other splendid fruit. Still, in one year the radishes were a great failure, and 
were always spoken of afterwards as those "unfortunate radishes," although 
since then they had always been good. 

It was as if a heavy weight had fallen from the heart of the nobleman 
when he could say, "This year nothing is wrong, best Larsen," and he said 
it joyfully too. 

Regularly twice a week the gardener brought fresh flowers into the rooms, 
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and the fragrance was so strong and full, that the odour spread m every 
direction. 

"This fragrance is a gift from heaven, Larsen," said his master; "no 
human power could produce that." 

One day the gardener came in carrying a large crystal bowl of water, in 
which, resting on its leaves that were floating on the water, lay a beautiful 
water lily-a large, shining, blue flower, with its long thick stem in the 
water under it. 

"An Indian lotus flower l " cried the nobleman. They had never before 
seen such a flower, and it remained in full bloom for days, both in sunshine 
and even after dark. Every one who saw it declared that it was a wonder
fully lovely and rare flower. 

Among others were the young ladies from the king's palace, the princesses, 
kind hearted and clever young ladies, who were charmed with its beauty. 

The nobleman valued this flower greatly, and on that account many 
people envied him, and among others the princesses ,,t the king's palace. 

The nobleman went one morning into his garden to pluck a certain kind 
of flower that he wanted, and to have another look at the water lily, but 
he could not find it. 

Hastily calling the gardener, he asked, "What has become of the blue 
lotus flower, Larsen? I have searched everywhere, in the hothouse and 
in the flower garden, but I cannot find it." 

" It is not much worth finding," said the gardener; " it is only a 
mean common flower from the kitchen garden, beautiful as it is. It 
resembles the blue cactus flower, but it is really only the blossom of an arti
choke." 

"You should have told me so at first," replied his master ; "we hav6 
made a mistake in supposing it a foreign and :rare flower. It is your fault 
that we have made ourselves appear ridiculous before the young princesses. 
They saw it was an unknown flower to us, and considered it beautiful, but 
they have studied botany, and these scientific people do not trouble them
selves about what grows in kitchen gardens. We could not have been in 
our senses, good Larsen, to place such a flower as that in a room and make 
ourselves ridiculous.'lD 

So the beautiful blue and splendid flower, which belonged to the kitchen 
garden, was removed from the room, where it had no right to be, and sent 
to a distant part of the estate. 

The nobleman blamed himself equally with his servant when he met the 
princesses, and acknowledged that the flower was only a kitchen garden 
blossom. "But I have already reproved my gardener," he said, "for he 
made the first error in bringing it into the room, and by so doing misled 
111e." 

"It was a sin and a shame," said the princess, when alone ; "he showed 
us a splendid flower that we had never before noticed, and he pointed out 
the beauties that we did not look for; however, it is a lovely flower, after 
all, and I shall ask the castle gardener to send me every day an artichoke 
blossom, for my room." And he did so. 
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After a while the gardener told his master that he could bring him a 
fresh artichoke flower, which he said was even mort: wonderfully beautiful 
than the first, and everybody agreed with him. 

"That is all right, Larsen," said the nobleman, "but it is rather out 
of season." 

The autumn arrived, and with it a frightful storm, which continued in 
violence the whole night, so that in the borders of the forest many trees 
were thrown down, to the great grief of the nobleman. 

"It is not a sad thing for you, gardener," he said, for to Larsen's great 
joy the storm had thrown down both the great trees with the birds' nests 
on them. 

Even during the storm could be heard the cawing and cries of the rooks 
and jackdaws; and those in the castle said the poor birds flew against the 
window in their terror, as if seeking shelter. 

"Now you are free, Larsen," said the nobleman; "the storm has over
thrown the trees, and the birds will soon make another home in the forest. 
There is nothing left now to remind us of olden times-each ornament, 
each memory of the past has perished, and it makes me very sorrowful." 

The gardener remained silent, but he said to himself," Now I shall have 
a beautiful sunny spot, which will be very useful to me." 

Hitherto he could do nothing on it-now it should be an ornament to 
the garden, and a joy to his noble master. 

The great trees which had been thrown down were very old, and had in 
falling injured and crushed two elegantly-clipped box-trees. Here was also a 
kind of thicket formed by the growth of underwood, which separated the 
spot from the fields and forests that belonged to other landowners. 

Till now no other gardener had thought of doing anything similar to 
what Larsen intended to do. In the richest profusion he set, or sowed, 
plants of every description in what appeared to him a rich soil, in shady 
spots or in sunshine, as they needed; and whatever he wished to produce 
grew here splendidly under the vault of heaven. 

The young juniper tree from the adjoining heath, which he had trans
planted, became, as it grew taller, like the Italian Cyprus in form and 
colour, with white prickly Christmas thorns, and would be always green 
both in the heat of summer and the cold of winter, and was very beautiful 
to see. 

In the foreground grew many species of beautiful ferns, almost like 
the children of the palm, and others showed their relationship to the deli
cate, fine fern, called Venus's hair. 

Here also stood the despised burdock, that in its young freshness is so 
beautiful, that it is even used in bouquets. The burdock grows on dry 
ground. In moist ground the gorse lettuce flourishes, also a common 
plant, yet still from its great height and splendid leaf, is so picturesquely 
beautiful. 

Several plants grew high, with tlower upon flower crowded together like 
a massive, many-branched candelabra, as if they were intended to carry the 
king's candles. 
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Here also grew woodbine, primroses, lilies of the valley, the wild tallow
tree, and the delicate trifolium plant, sourkree. It was a splendid sight for 
all who looked upon it. 

Quite in front, supported by steel wires, grew in rows, little pear trees, 
which had been brought from France. They required and obtained sun
shine and good attention, and would therefore very soon bear juicy fruit, 
quite as well as in their native land. _ 

Where the two blighted trees stood, a flag-staff was planted, on the top 
of which fluttered the country's flag. 

And in the neighbourhood were hop fields, with many poles in rows, 
round which the fragrant and umbelliferous blossoms twined during the 
summer and autumn. But in winter the old custom of hanging up a small 
sheaf of oats, enabled the birds of heaven to keep an open table in the 
holy Christmas time. 

" Our good Larsen is becoming sentimental in his old days," said his 
master ; "however, he is a true and devoted servant. 

In the beginning of the new year, in one of . the illustrated pages of a 
periodical published in the chief town, appeared a picture of the old castle. 
There were the flag-staff and the sheaf of oats for the birds of heaven, at 
the holy Christmas time, and it was politely remarked in the periodical that 
" this old custom would bring new honour to the old castle." 

"Larsen has done it all,'' said the nobleman, "and his name must be 
trumpeted forth ; he is a lucky man, and I am quite proud of him:" 

However, Larsen was not as proud of himself as his master was of him. 
He knew that Larsen, if he liked, could easily obtain a higher situation, but 
that he would not do so. He was a very good man, and there are many 
good men like him everywhere, which was very pleasant for Larsen to 
hear. 

See now, this is the story of the gardener and the nobleman, 
Now, what do you think of it? 

I2 



THE LAUNDRESS TAKEN ILL. 

SHE WAS GOOD FOR NOTHING .. 

THE mayor stood at the open window. He looked smart, for his shirt· 
frill, in which he had stuck a breast-pin, and his ruffles, were very fine. 
He had shaved his chin uncommonly smooth, a1though he had cut himself 
slightly, and had stuck a piece of newspaper over the place. "Hark 'ee, 
youngster ! " cried he. 

The boy to whom he spoke was no other than the son of a poor washer· 
woman, who was just going past the house. He stopped, and respectfully 
took off his cap. The peak of his cap was broken in the middle, so that 
he could easily roll it up and put it in his pocket. He stood before the 
mayor in his poor but clean and well-mended clothes, with heavy wooden 
shoes on his feet, looking as humble as if it had been the king himsel£ 

"You are a good and civil boy," said the mayor. " I suppose your 
mother is busy washing the clothes down by the river, and you are going to 
carry that thing to her that you have in your pocket. It is very bad for 
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your mother. How much have you got in it?" 
"Only half a quartern," stammered the boy in a frightened voice. 
"And she has had just as much this morning already?" 
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"No, it was yesterday," replied the boy. 
"Two halves make a whole," said the mayor. '' She's good for nothing. 

What a sad thing it is with these people. Tell your mother she ought to 
be ashamed of herself. Don't you become a drunkard, but I expect you 
will though. Poor child ! there, go now." 

The boy went on his way with his cap in his hand, while the ,vind;fl.uttereu 
his golden hair till the locks stood up straight He turned round the corner 
of the street into the little lane that led to the river, where his mother 
stood in the water by her washing bench, beating the linen with a heavy 
wooden bar. The floodgates at the mill had been drawn up, and as the water 
rolled rapidly on, the sheets were dragged along by t4e stream, and nearly 
overturned the bench, so that the washerwoman was obliged to lean against 
it to keep it steady. "I have been very nearly carried away," she said; 
"it is a good thing that you are come, for I want something to strengthen 
me. It is cold in the water, and I have stood here six hours. Have you 
brought anything for me?" 

The boy drew the bottle from his pocket, and the mother put it to her 
lips, and drank a little. 

"Ah, how much good that does, and how it warms me," she said; "it 
is as good as a hot meal, and not so dear. Drink a little, my boy; you 
look quite pale ; you are shivering in your thin clothes, and autumn has 
really come. Oh, how cold the water is ! I hope I shall not be ill. But 
no, I must not be afraid of that. Give me a little more, and yon may have 
a sip too, but only a sip; you must not get used to it, my poor, dear child." 
She stepped up to the bridge on which the boy stood as she spoke, and came 
on shore. The water dripped from the straw mat which she had bound 
round her body, and from her gown. "I work hard and suffer pain with my 
poor hands," said she, "but I do it willingly, that I may be able to bring 
you up honestly and truthfully, my dear boy." 

At the same moment, a woman, rather older than herself, came towards 
them. She was a miserable looking object, lame of one leg, and with a 
large false curl hanging down over one of her eyes, which was blind. This 
curl was intended to conceal the blind eye, but it made the defect only 
more visible. She was a friend of the laundress, and was called, among the 
neighbours, "Lame Martha, with the curl." "Oh, you poor thing; how 
you do work, standing there in the water!" she exclaimed. "You really 
do need something to give you a little warmth, and yet spiteful people cry 
out about the few drops you take." And then Martha repeated to the 
laundress, in a very few minutes, all that the mayor had said to her boy, 
which she had overheard; and she felt very angry that any man could 
speak, as he had done, of a mother to her own child, about the few drops 
she had taken; and she was still more angry because, on that very day, the 
mayor was going to have a dinner party, at which there would be wine, 
strong, rich wine, drunk by the bottle. " Many will take more than they 

I2'l(-
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ought, but they don't call that drinking! " They are all right, but you are 
good for nothing indeed l" cried Martha indignantly. 

"And so he spoke to you in that way, did he, my child ? " said the 
washerwoman, and her lips trembled as she spoke. "He says you have a 
mother who is good for nothing. Well, perhaps he is right, but he should 
not have said it to my child. How much has happened to me from that 
house!" 

"Yes," said Martha; "I remember you were in service there, and lived 
in the house when the mayor's parents were alive ; how many years ago 
that is. Bushels of salt have been eaten since then, and people may well 
be thirsty," and Martha smiled. "The mayor's great dinner-party to-day 
ought to have been put off, but the news came too late. The footman told 
me the dinner was already cooked, when a letter came to say that the 
mayor's younger brother in Copenhagen is dead." 

" Dead ! " cried the laundress, turning pale as death. 
"Yes, certainly," replied Martha; "but why do you take it so much to 

heart? I suppose you knew him years ago, when you were in service 
there?" 

'' Is he dead?" she exclaimed. "Oh, he was such a kind, good-hearted 
man,· there are not many like him," and the tears rolled down her cheeks as 
she spoke. Then she cried, "Oh, dear me; I feel quite ill : everything is 
going round me, I cannot bear it. Is the bottle empty? " and she leaned 
against the plank. 

" Dear me, you are ill indeed," said the other woman. "Come, cheer 
up; perhaps it will pass off. No, indeed, I see you are really ill; the best 
thing for me to do is to lead you home." 

" But my washing yonder?" 
" I will take care of that. Come, give me your arm. The boy can stay 

here and take care of the linen, and I '11 come back and finish the washing; 
it is but a trifle." 

The limbs of the laundress shook under her, and she said, "I have 
stood too long in the cold water, and I have had nothing to eat the whole 
day since the morning. Oh, kind Heaven, help me to get home; I am in a 
burning fever. Oh, my poor child," and she burst into tears. And he, 
poor boy, wept also, as he sat alone by the river, near to and watching the 
damp linen. 

The two women walked very slowly. The laundress slipped and tot
tered through the lane, and round the corner, into the street where the 
mayor lived; and just as she reached the front of his house, she sank 
down upon the pavement. Many persons came round her, and Lame 
Martha ran into the house for help. The mayor and his guests came to 
the window. 

" Oh, it is the laundress," said he ; " she has had a little drop too much. 
She is good for nothing. It is a sad thing for her pretty little son. I like the 
boy very well; but the mother is good for nothing." 

After a while the laundress recovered herself, and they led her to her 
poor dwelling, and put her to bed. Kind Martha warmed a mug of beer 
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for her, with butter and sugar-she considered this the best medicine
and then hastened to the river, washed and rinsed, badly enough, to be 
sure, but she did her best. Then she drew the linen ashore, wet as it 
was, and laid it in a basket. Before evening, she was sitting in the poor 
little room with the laundress. The mayor's cook had given her some 
roasted potatoes and a beautiful piece of fat ham for the sick woman. 
Martha and the boy enjoyed these good things very much; but the sick 
woman could only say that the smell was very nourishing, she thought. 
By-and-by the boy was put to bed, in the same bed as the one in which his 
mother lay; but he slept at her feet, covered with an old quilt made of 
blue and white patchwork. The laundress felt a little better by this time. 
The warm beer had strengthened her, and the smell of the good food had 
been pleasant to her. 

" Many thanks, you good soul," she said to Martha. "Now the boy is 
asleep, I will tell you all. He is soon asleep. How gentle and sweet he 
looks as he lies there with his eyes closed l He does not know how his 
mother has suffered; and Heaven grant he may never know it. I was in 
service at the counsellor's, the father of the mayor, and it happened that the 
youngest of his sons, the student, came home. I was a young wild girl 
then, but honest; that I can declare in the sight of Heaven. The student 
was merry and gay, brave and affectionate; every drop of blood in him was 
good and honourable; a better man never lived on earth. He was the son 
of the house, and I was only a maid; but he loved me truly and honourably, 
and he told his mother of it. She was to him as an angel upon earth; she 
was so wise and loving. He went to travel, and before he started he 
placed a gold ring on my finger; and as soon as he was out of the house, 
my mistress sent for me. Gently and earnestly she drew me to her, and 
spake as if an angel were speaking. She showed me clearly, in spirit and 
in truth, the difference there was between him and me. 'He is pleased 
now,' she said, 'with your pretty face; but good looks do not last long. 
You have not been educated like he has. You are not equals in mind and 
rank, and therein lies the misfortune. I esteem the poor,' she added. 'In 
the sight of God, they may occupy a higher place than many of the rich; 
but here upon earth we must beware of entering upon a false track, lest we 
are overturned in our plans, like a carriage that travels by a dangerous 
road. I know a worthy man, an artisan, who wishes to marry you. I 
mean Eric, the glovemaker. He is a widower, without children, and in a 
good position. Will you think it over?' Every word she said pierced my 
heart like a knife; but I knew she was right, and the thought pressed 
heavily upon me. I kissed her hand, and wept bitter tears, and I wept still 
more when I went to my room, and threw myself on the bed. I passed 
through a dreadful night; God knows what I suffered, and how I struggled. 
'J'.he following Sunday I went to the house of God to pray for light to 
direct my_ path. It seemed like a providence that as I stepped out of 
ch_urch Enc came towards me; and then there remained not a doubt in my 
mmd. We were suited to each other in rank and circumstances. He was, 
even tl:ien, a man of good means. I went up to him, and took his hand, 
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and said, ' Do you still feel the same for me?' 'Yes ; ever and always, 
said he. 'Will you, then, marry a maiden who honours and esteems you, 
although she cannot offer you her love? but that may come.' ' Yes, it will 
come,' said he; and we joined our hands together, and I went home to my 
mistress. The gold ring which her son had given me I wore next my heart. 
I could not place it on my finger during the day time, but only in the even
ing, when I went to bed. I kissed the ring till my lips almost bled, and 
then I gave it to my mistress, and told her that the banns were to be 
put up for me and the glovemaker the following week. Then my mistress 
threw her arms round me, and kissed me. She did not say that I was 'good 
for nothing;' very likely I was better then than I am now; but the 
misfortunes of this world were unknown to me then. At Michaelmas we 
were married, and for the first year everything went well with us. We had 
a journeyman and an apprentice, and you were our servant, Martha." 

"Ah, yes, and you were a dear, good mistress," said Martha ; " I shall 
never forget how kind you and your husband were to me." 

"Yes, those were happy years when you were with us, although we had 
no children at first. The student I never met again. Yet I saw him once, 
although he did not see me. He came to his mother's funerat I saw him, 
looking pale as death, standing at her grave; for she was his mother. 
Sometime after, when his father died, he was in foreign lands, and did not 
come home. I know that he never married; I believe he became a lawyer. 
He had forgotten me, and even had we met he would not have known me, 
for I have lost all my good looks, and perhaps that is all for the best." 
And then she spoke of the dark days of trial, when misfortune had fallen 
upon them. 

"We had five hundred dollars/' she said, "and there was a house in the 
street to be sold for two hundred, so we thought it would be wo.rth our 
while to pull it down and build a new one in its place ; so it was bought. 
The builder and carpenter made an estimate that the new house would cost 
ten hundred and twenty dollars to build. Eric had credit, so he borrowed 
money in the chief town. But the captain, who was bringing it to him, was 
shipwrecked, and the money lost. Just about this time, my dear sweet boy, 
who lies sleeping there, was born, and my husband was attacked with a 
severe, lingering illness. For three quarters of a year I was obliged to dress 
and undress him. '\Ve were backward in our payments, we borrowed more 
money, all that we had was lost and sold, and then my husband died. Since 
then I have worked, and toiled, and striven for the sake of the child. I 
have scrubbed and washed both coarse and fine linen, but I have not been 
able to make myself better off; and it was God's will. In His own time 
He will take me to Himself, but I know He will never forsake my boy." 
Then she fell asleep. In the morning she felt much refreshed, and strong 
enough, as she thought, to go on with her work. But as soon as she 
stepped into the cold water, a sudden faintness seized her; she clutched at 
the air convulsively with her hand, took one step forward, and fell. Her 
head rested on dry land, but her feet were in the water; her wooden shoes, 
which were only tied on by a wisp of straw, were carried away by the 
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stream, and thus she was found by Martha when she came to bring her 
some coffee. 

In the meantime a messenger had been sent to her house by the mayor, 
to say that she mrn;t come to him immediately, as he had something to tell 
hero It was too late; a surgeon had been sent for to open a vein in her 
arm, but the poor woman was dead. 

"She has drunk herself to death," said the cruel mayor. In the letter, 
containing the news of his brother's death, it was stated that he had left in 
his will a legacy of six hundred dollars to the glovemaker's widow, who 
had once been his mother's maid, to be paid with discretion, in large . or 
small sums, to the widow or her child. 

"There was something between my brother and her, I remember," said 
the mayor; " it is a good thing that she is out of the way, for now the boy will 
have the whole. I will place him with honest people to bring him up, that 
he may become a respectable working man." And the blessing of God 
rested upon these words. The mayor sent for the boy to come to him, and 
promised to take care of him, but most cruelly added that it was a good 
thing his mother was dead, for "she was good for nothing." They carried 
her to the churchyard, the churchyard in which the poor were buried. 
Martha strewed sand on the grave and planted a little rose-tree upon it, and 
the boy stood by her side. 

"Oh, my poor mother ! " he cried, while the tears rolled down his cheeks. 
"Is it true what they say, that she was good for nothing?" 

"No, indeed, it is not true," replied the old servant, raising her eyes to 
heaven ; " she was worth a great deal ; I knew it years ago, and since the 
last night of her life I am more certain of it than ever. I say she was a 
good and worthy woman, and God, who is in heaven, knows I am speaking 
the truth, though the world may say, even now, she was good for nothing." 



LITTLE IDA'S FLOWERS. 

"MY poor flowers are quite dead," said little Ida; tr they were so pretty 
yesterday evening, and now all the leaves are hanging down quite withered. 
What do they do that for?" she asked, of the student who sat on the sofa. 
She liked him very much; he could tell the most amusing stories, and cut 
out the prettiest pictures ; hearts, and ladies dancing, castles with doors that 
opened, as well as flowers. He was a delightful student. "Why do the 
flowers look so faded to-day?" she asked again, and pointed to her nose
gay, which was quite withered. 

"Don't you know what is the matter with them?" said the student. 
"The flowers were at a ball last night, and therefore it is no wonder they 
hang their heads." 

"But flowers cannot dance?" cried little Ida. 
"Yes, indeed, they can," replied the student. " When it grows dark, 

and everybody is asleep, they jump about quite merrily. They have a ball 
almost every night." 

"Can children go to these balls?" 
"Yes," said the student, "little daisies and lilies of the valley." 
"Where do the beautiful flowers dance?" asked little Ida. 
"Have you not often seen the large castle outside the gates of the town, 

where the king lives in summer, and where the beautiful garden is full of 
flowers? And have you not fed thc-: swans with bread when they swam 
towards you? Well, the flowers have capital balls there, believe me." 

"I was in the garden out there yesterday with my mother," said Ida, 
"but all the leaves were off the trees, and there was not a single flower left. 
Where are they? I used to see so many in the summer." 

"They are in the castle," replied the student. "You must know that as 
soon as the king and all the court are gone into the town, the flowers run 
out of the garden into the castle, and you should see how merry they are. 
The two most beautiful roses seat themselves on the throne, and are called 
the king and queen, then all the red cockscombs range themselves on each 
side, and bow ; these are the lords-in-waiting. After that the pretty flowers 
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come in, and there is a grand ball. The blue violets represent little naval 
cadets, and dance with hyacinths and crocuses, which they call young ladies. 
The tulips n.nd tiger-lilies are the old ladies who sit and watch the dancing 
so that everything may be conducted with order and propriety." 

"But," said little Ida, "is there no one there to hurt the flowers for, 
dancing in the king's castle?" 

"No one knows anything about it," said the student. "The old steward 
of the castle, who has to watch there at night, sometimes comes in; but he 
carries a great bunch of keys, and as soon as the flowers hear the keys 
rattle, they run and hide themselves behind the long curtains, and stand 
quite still, just peeping their heads out. Then the old steward says, 'I 
smell flowers here,' but he cannot see them." 

"Oh, how capital," said little Ida, clapping her hands. "Should I be able 
to see these flowers ? " 

"Yes," said the student, "mind you think of it next time you go out, no 
doubt you will see them, if you peep through the window. I did so to-day, 
and I saw a long yellow lily lying stretched out on the sofa; she was a court 
lady." 

"Can the flowers from the Botanical Gardens go to these balls ? " asked 
Ida. " It is such a distance ! " 

" Oh yes," said the student, "whenever they like, for they can fly. Have 
you not seen those beautiful red, white, and yellow butterflies, that look 
like flowers? They were flowers once. They have flown off their stalks 
into the air, and flap their leaves as if they were little wings to make them 
fly. Then, if they behave well, they obtain permission to fly about during 
the day, instead of being obliged to sit still on their stems at home, and so 
in time their leaves become real wings. It may be, however, that the flowers 
in the Botanical Gardens have never been to the king's palace, and, there
fore, they know nothing of the merry doings at night, which take place 
there. I will tell you what to do, and the botanical professor, who lives 
close by here, will be so surprised. You know him very well, do you not? 
Well, next time you go into hi.s garden, you must tell one of the flowers 
that there is going to be a grand ball at the castle, then that flower 
will tell all the others, and they will fly away to the castle as soon as 
possible. And when the professor walks into his garden, there will not be 
a single flower left. How he will wonder what has become of them ! " 

"But how can one flower tell another? Flowers cannot speak?" 
" No, certainly not," replied the student; "but they can make signs. 

Have you not often seen that when the wind blows they nod at one 
another, and rustle all their green leaves?" 

"Can the professor understand the signs?" asked Ida. 
"Yes, to be sure he can. He went one morning into his garden, and saw 

a stinging-nettle making signs with its leaves to a beantiful red carnation. It 
was saying, 'You are so pretty, I like you very much.' But the professor 
did not approve of such nonsense, so he clapped his hands on the nettle 
to stop it. Then the leaves, which are its fingers, stung him so sharply that 
he has never ventured to touch a nettle since." 
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"Oh, how funny!" said Ida, and she laughed. 
"How can any one put such notions into a chilrl's head?" said a tiresome 

lawyer, who had come to pay a visit, and sat on the sofa. He did not like 
the student, and would grumble when he saw him cutting out droll or 
amusing pictures. Sometimes it would be a man hanging on a gibbet and 
holding a heart in his hand, as if he had been stealing hearts. Sometimes it 
was an old witch riding through the air on a broom and carrying her 
husband on her nose. But the lawyer did not like such jokes, and he 
would say as he had just said, " How can any one put such nonsense into 
a child's head? what absurd fancies there are J " 

But to little Ida, all these stories which the student told her about the 
flowers, seemed very droll, and she thought over them a great deal. The 
flowers did hang their heads, because they had been dancing all night, and 
were very tired, and most likely they were ill. Then she took them into 
the room where a number of toys lay on a pretty little table, and the whole 
of the table drawer besides was full of beautiful things. Her doll Sophy 
lay in the doll's bed asleep, and little Ida said to her, "You must really 
get up Sophy, and be content to lie in the drawer to-night; the poor flowers 
are ill, and they must lie in your bed, then perhaps they will get well again." 
So she took the doll out, who looked quite cross, and said not a: single 
word, for she was angry at being turned out of her bed. Ida placed the 
flowers in the doll's bed, and drew the quilt over them. Then she told 
them to lie quite still and be good, while she made some tea for them, so 
that they might be quite well and able to get up the next morning. And 
she drew the curtains close round their little bed, so that the sun might not 
shine in their eyes. During the whole evening she cotild not help thinking 
of what the student had told her. And before she went to bed herself 
she was obliged to peep behind the curtains into the garden where all her 
mother's beautiful flowers grew, hyacinths and tulips, and many others. 
Then she whispered to them quite softly, "I know you are going to a ball 
to-night." But the flowers appeared as if they did not understand, and 
not a leaf moved; still Ida felt quite sure she knew all about it. She lay 
awake a long time after she was in bed, thinking how pretty it must be to 
see all the beautiful flowers dancing in the king's garden. "I wonder if my 
flowers have really been there," she said to herself, and then she fell asleep. 
In the night she awoke ; she had been dreaming of the flowers and of the 
student, as well as of the tiresome lawyer who found fault with him. It 
was quite still in Ida's bedroom; the night-lamp burnt on the table, and 
her father and mother were asleep. " I wonder if my flowers are still lying 
in Sophy's bed," she thought to herself; "how much I should like to know." 
She raised herself a little, and glanced at the door of the room where all 
her flowers and playthings lay; it was partly open, and as she listened, it 
seemed as if some one in the room was playing the piano, but softly and 
more prettily than she had ever before heard it. "Now all the flowers are 
certainly dancing in there," she thought, "oh, how much I should like to 
see them," but she did not dare to move for fear of disturbing her father 
and mother. "If they would only come in here,'1 she thought; but they 
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did not come, and the music continued to play so beautifully, and was so 
pretty, that she covkl resist no longer. She crept out of her little be?, 
went softly to the door, and looked into tl!e room. Oh,_ what a splendid 
sight there was to be sure ! There was no mght-lamp burm~g, but the room 
appeared quite light, for the moon shone through the wmdow upon the 
:floor and made it almost like day. All the hyacinths and tulips stood in 
two iono- rows down the room, not a single flower remained in the window, 
and the 

O 
flower-pots were all empty. The flowers were dancing gracefully 

on the floor, making turns and holding each other by their long green 
leaves as they swung round. At the piano sat a large yellow lily which 
little Ida was sure she had seen in the summer, for she remembered the 
student saying she was very much like Miss Lina, one of Ida's friends. They 
all laughed at him then, but now it seemed to little Ida as if the tall, yellow 
flower was really like the young lady. She had just the same manners 
while playing, bending her long yellow face from ~ide to side, and nodding 
in time to the beautiful music. Then she saw a large purple crocus jump 
.into the middle of the table where the playthings stood, go up to the doll's 
bedstead and draw back the curtains; there lay the sick flowers, but they 
got up directly, and nodded to the others as a sign that they wished to 
dance with them. The old rough doll, with the broken mouth, stood up 
and bowed to the pretty flowers. They did not look ill at all now, but 
jumped about and were very merry, yet none of them noticed little Ida. 
Presently it seemed as if something fell from the table. Ida looked that 
way, and saw a slight carnival rod jumping down among the flowers as if it 
belonged to them; it was, however, very smooth and neat, and a little wax 
doll with a broad brimmed hat on her head, like the one worn by the 
fawyer, sat upon it. The carnival rod hopped about among the flowers on 
its three red stilted feet, and stamped quite loud when it danced the 
Mazurka; the flowers could not perform this dance, they were too light to 
stamp in that manner. All at once the wax doll which rode on the carnival 
rod seemed to grow larger and taller, and it turned round and said to the 
paper flowers, "How can you put such things in a child's head? they are 
all foolish fancies; " and then the doll was exactly like the lawyer with the 
broad brimmed hat, and looked as yellow and as cross as he did; but the 
paper dolls struck him on his thin legs, and he shrunk up again and became 
quite a little wax doll. This was very amusing, and Ida could not help 
laughing. The carnival rod went on dancing, and the lawyer was obliged 
to dance also. It was no use, he might make himself great and tall, or 
remain a little wax doll with a large black hat; still he must dance. Then 
~t last the other flowers interceded for him, especially those who had lain 
m the doll's bed, and the carnival rod gave up his dancing. At the same 
mom~nt a loud knocking was heard in the drawer, where Ida's doll Sophy 
Ia:y with many other toys. Then the rough doll ran to the end of the table, 
laid himself flat down upon it, and began to pull the drawer out a little way. 

Then Sophy raised herself, and looked round quite astonished. "There 
must be a ball here to-night," said Sophy; "Why did not somebody 
tell me?" 
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" Will you dance with me?" said the rough doll. 
"You are the right sort to dance with, certainly," said she, turning her 

back upon him. 
Then she seated herself on the edge of the drawer, and thought that per

haps one of the flowers would ask her to dance ; but none of them came. 
Then she coughed, "Hem, hem, a-hem;" but for all that not one came. 
The shabby doll now danced quite alone, and not very badly, after all. As 
none of the flowers seemed to notice Sophy; she let herself down from the 
drawer to the floor, so as to make a very great noise. All the flowers came 
round her directly, and asked if she had hurt herself, especially those who 
had lain in her bed. But she was not hurt at all, and Ida's flowers thanked 
her for the use of the nice bed, and were very kind to her. They led her 
into the middle of the room, where the moon shone, and danced with her, 
while all the other flowers formed a circle round them. Then Sophy was 
very happy, and said they might keep her bed; she did. not mind lying in 
the drawer at all. But the flowers thanked her very much, and said,-

" We cannot live long. To-morrow morning we shall be quite dead; and 
you must tell little Ida to bury us in the garden, near to the grave of the 
canary; then, in the summer we shall wake up again, and be more beautiful 
than ever." 

"No, you must not die," said Sophy, as she kissed the flowers. 
Then the door of the room opened, and a number of beautiful flowers 

danced in. Ida could not imagine where they could come from, unless 
they were the flowers from the king's garden. First came two lovely roses, 
with little golden crowns on their heads ; these were the king and queen. 
Beautiful stocks and carnations followed, bowing to every one present. They 
had also music with them. Large poppies and peonies had pea-shells fo:. 
instruments, and blew into them till they were quite red in the face. The 
bunches of blue hyacinths and the little white snowdrops jingled their bell
like flowers, as if they were real bells. Then came many more flowers : blue 
violets, purple heart's-ease, daisies, and lilies of the valley, and they all 
danced together, and kissed each other. It was very beautiful to behold. 

At last the flowers wished each other good-night. Then little Ida crept 
back into bed again, and dreamt of all she had seen. When she arose the 
next morning, she went quickly to the little table to see if the flowers were 
still there. She drew aside the curtains of the little bed. There they all 
lay, but quite faded ; much more so than the day before. Sophy was lying 
in the drawer where Ida had placed her; but she looked very sleepy. 

"Do you remember what the flowers told you to say to me?" said little 
Ida. But Sophy looked quite stupid, and said not a single word. 

" You are not kind at all," said Ida ! "and yet they all danced with 
you." 

Then she took a little paper box, on which were painted beautiful birds, 
and laid the dead flowers in it. 

"This shall be your pretty coffin," she said; "and by-and-by, when my 
cousins come to visit me, they shall help me to bury yon out in the garden, 
so that next summer you may grow up again more beautiful than ever." 
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Her cousins were two good-tempered boys, whose names were James 
and Adolphus. Their father had given them each a bow and arrow, and 
they had brought them to show Ida. She t~ld them a?o~t the poor flow~rs 
which were dead; and as soon as they obtained penmss10n, they went with 
her to bury them. The two boys walked_ first, with their crossbow~ ~n their 
shoulders and little Ida followed, carrying the pretty box contauung the 
dead flow'ers. They dug a little grave in the garden. Ida kissed her flowers, 
and then laid them, with the box, in the earth. James and Adolphus then 
fin:;d their crossbows over the grave, as they had neither guns nor cannons. 

THE CONCEITED APPLE-BRANCH. 

IT was the month of May. The wind still blew cold ; but from bush 
and tree, field and flower, came the welcome sound, "Spring is come." 
Wild-flowers in profusion covered the hedges. Under the little apple-tree, 
Spring seemed busy, and told his tale from one of the branches which hung 
fresh and blooming, and covered with delicate pink blossoms that were just 
ready to open. The branch well knew how beautiful it was; this know
ledge exists as much in the leaf as in the blood; I was therefore not surprised 
when a nobleman's carriage, in which sat the young countess, stopped in 
the road just by. She said that an apple-branch was a most lovely object, 
and an emblem of spring in its most charming aspect. Then the branch 
was broken off for her, and she held it in her delicate hand, and sheltered 
it with her silk parasol. Then they drove to the castle, in which were lofty 
halls and splendid drawing-rooms. Pure white curtains fluttered before the 
open windows, and beautiful flowers stood in shining, transparent vases ; 
and in one of them, which looked as if it had been cut out of newly fallen 
snow, the apple-branch was placed, among some fresh, light twigs of beech. 
It was a charming sight. Then the branch became proud, which was very 
much like human nature. 

People of every description entered the room, and, according to their 
position in society, so dared they to express their admiration. Some few 
said nothing, others expressed too much, and the apple-branch very soon 
got to understand that there was as much difference in the characters of 
human beings as in those of plants and flowers. Some are all for pomp 
and parade, others have a great deal to do to maintain their own impor
tance, while the rest might be spared without much loss to society. So 
thought the apple-branch, as he stood before the open window, from which 
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he could see out over gardens and fields, where there were flowers and 
plants enough for him to think and reflect upon; some rich and beautiful, 
some poor and humble indeed. 

"Poor, despised herbs," said the apple-branch; "there is really a differ
ence between them and such as I am. How unhappy they must be, if they 
can feel as those in my position do ! There is a difference indeed, and so 
there ought to be, or we should all be equals." 

And the apple-branch looked with a sort of pity upon them, especially on 
a certain little flower that is found in fields and in ditches. No one bound 
these flowers together in a nosegay; they were too common; they were even 
known to grow between the paving-stones, shooting up everywhere, like bad 
weeds; and they bore the very ugly name of "dog-flowers," or "dandelions." 

"Poor, despised plants," said the apple-bough, "it is not your fault that 
you are so ugly, and that you have such an ugly name; but it is with plants 
as with men,-there must be a difference." 

"A difference," cried the sunbeam, as he kissed the blooming apple
branch, and then kissed the yellow dandelion out in the fields. All were 
brothers, and the sunbeam kissed them-the poor flowers as well as the 
rich. 

The apple-bough had never thought of the boundless love of God, 
which extends over all the works of creation, over everything which lives, 
and moves, and has its being in Him ; he had never thought of the good 
and beautiful which are so often hidden, but can never remain forgotten by 
Him,-not only among the lower creation, but also among men. The sun
beam, the ray of light, knew better. 

"You do not see very far, nor very clearly," he said to the apple-branch. 
"Which is the despised plant you so specially pity? " 

"The dandelion," he replied. " No one ever places it in a nosegay; it 
is often trodden under foot, there are so many of them ; and when they run 
to seed, they have flowers like wool, which fly away in little pieces over the 
roads, and cling to the dresses of the people. They are only weeds; but 
of course there must be weeds. Oh, I am really very thankful that I was 
not made like one of these flowers:" 

There came presently across the fields a whole group of children, the 
youngest of whom was so small that it had to be carried by the others ; 
and when he was seated on the grass, among the yellow flowers, he laughed 
aloud with joy, kicked out his little legs, rolled about, plucked the yellow 
flowers and kissed them in childlike innocence. The elder children broke off 
the flowers with long stems, bent the stalks one round the other, to form 
links, and made first a chain for the neck, then one to go across the shoulders, 
and hang down to the waist, and at last a wreath to wear round the head, so 
that they looked quite splendid in their garlands of green sterns and golden 
flowers. But the eldest among them gathered carefully the faded flowers, 
on the stem of which was grouped together the seed, in the form of a white 
feathery coronal. These loose, airy wool-flowers are very beautiful, and look 
like fine snowy feathers or down. The children held them to their mouths, 
and tried to blow away the whole coronal with one puff of the breath. They 
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had been told by their grandmothers that whoever did so would be sure 
to have new clothes before the end of the year. The despised flower was 
by this raised to the position of a prophet or foreteller of events. 

"Do you see," said the sunbeam, "do you see the beauty of these flowers? 
do you see their powers of giving pleasure?" 

"Yes, to children," said the apple-bough. 
By-and-by an old woman came into the field, and, with a blunt knife 

without a handle, began to dig round the roots of some of the dandelion
plauts, and pull them up. With some of these she intended to make tea 
for herself; but the rest she was going to sell to the chemist, and obtain 
some monev. 

"But beauty is of higher value than all this," said the apple-tree branch; 
" only the chosen ones can be admitted into the realms of the beautiful. 
There is a difference between plants, just as there is a difference between 
men. 

Then the sunbeam spolrn of the boundless love of God as seen in creation, 
and over all that iives, and of the equal distribution of His gifts, both in 
time and in eternity. 

"That is your opinion," said the apple-bough. 
Then some people came into the room, and, among them, the young 

countess,-the lady who had placed the apple-bough in the transparent 
vase, so pleasantly beneath the rays of sunlight. She carried in her hand 
something that seemed like a flower. The object was hidden by two or 
three great leaves, which covered it like a shield, so that no draught or 
gust of wind cculd injure it, and it was carried more carefully than the 
apple-branch had ever been. Very cautiously the large leaves were removed, 
and there appeared the feathery seed-crown of the despised yellow dande
lion. This was what the lady had so carefully plucked, and carried home 
so safely covered, so that not one of the delicate feathery arrows of which 
its mist-like shape was so lightly formed, should flutter away. She now 
drew it forth quite uninjured, and wondered at its beautiful form, and airy 
lightness, and singular construction, so soon to be blown away by the 
wind. 

" See," she exclaimed, "how wonderfully God has made this little flower. 
I will paint it with the apple-branch together. Every one admires the 
beauty of the apple-bough; but this humble flower has been endowed by 
Heaven with another kind of loveliness; and although they differ in appear
ance, both are the children of the realms of beauty." 

Then the sunbeam kissed the lowly flower, and he kissed the blooming 
apple-branch, upon whose leaves appeared a rosy blush. 



THE SUNBEAM AND THE CAPTIVE. 

IT is autumn. vVe stand on the ramparts, and look out over the sea. 
We look at the numerous ships, and at the Swedish coast on the opposite 
side of the Sound, rising far above the surface of the waters which mirror 
the glow of the evening sky. Behind us the wood is sharply defined; 
mighty trees surround us, and the yellow leaves flutter down from the 
branches. Below, at the foot of the wall, stands a gloomy looking building 
enclosed in palisades. The space between is dark and narrow, but still 
more dismal must it be behind the iron gratings in the wall which cover the 
narrow loopholes or windows, for in these dungeons the most depraved of 
the criminals are confined. A ray of the setting sun shoots into the bare 
cells of one of the captives, for God's sun shines upon the evil and the 
good. The hardened criminal casts an impatient look at the bright ray. 
Then a little bird flies towards the grating, for birds twitter to the just as 
well as to the unjust. He only cries, "Tweet, tweet," and then perches 
himself near the grating, flutters his wings, pecks a feather from one of 
them, puffs himself out, and sets his feathers on end round his breast and 
throat. The bad, chained man looks at him, and a more gentle expression 
comes into his hard face. In his breast there rises a thought which he 
himself cannot rightly analyse, but the thought has some connection with 
the sunbeam, with the bird, and with the scent of violets, which grow 
luxuriantly in spring at the foot of the wall. Then there comes the sound 
of the hunter's horn, merry and full. The little bird starts, and flies away, 
the sunbeam gradually vanishes, and again there is darkness in the room 
and in the heart of that bad man. Still the sun has shone into that 
heart, and the twittering of the bird has touched it. 

Sound on, ye glorious strains of the hunter's horn ; continue your stirring 
tones, for the evening is mild, and the surface of the sea, heaving slowly 
and calmly1 is smooth as a mirror. 



The Storks. 



THE STORKS. 

ON the last house in a little village 
the storks had built a nest, and the 
mother stork sat in it with her four 
young ones, who stretched out their 
necks and pointed their black beaks, 
which had not yet turned red like 
those of the parent birds. A little 
way off, on the edge of the roof, stood 
the father stork, quite upright and 
stiff; not liking to be quite idle, he 
drew up one leg, and stood on the 
other, so still that it seemed almost 
as if he were carved in wood. " It 
must look very grand," thought he, 
"for my wife to have a sentry 

gu_arding her nest. They do not know that I am her husband; they will 
thmk I have been commanded to stand here, which is quite aristocratic;" 
and so he continued standing on one leg. 

r3 
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In the street below were a number of children at play, and when they 
caught sight of the storks, one of the boldest amongst the boys began to 
sing a song about them, and very soon he was joined by the rest. These 
are the words of the song, but each only sang what he could remember 0{ 

them in his own way, 

"Stork, stork, fly away, 
Stand not on one leg, I pray; 
See your wife is in her nest, 
·with her little ones at rest. 
They will hang one, 
And fry another ; 
They will shoot a third, 
And roast his brother." 

"Just hear what those boys. are singing," said the young storks; "they 
say ,ve shall be hanged and roasted." 

"Never mind what they say; you need not listen," said the mother. 
"They can do no ham1." 

But the boys went on singing and pointing at the storks, and mocking 
at them, excepting one of the boys whose name was Peter; he said it was 
a shame to make fun of animals, and would not join with them at all. 
The mother stork comforted her young ones, and told them not to mind. 
" See," she said, " how quiet your father stands, although he is only on one 
leg." 

" But we are very much frightened," said the young storks, and they 
drew back their heads into the nest. 

The next day, when the children were playing together, and saw the 
storks, they sang the same song again-

" They will hang one, 
And roast another." 

"Shall we be hanged and roasted? " asked the young storks. 
"No, certainly not," said the mother. "I will teach you to fly, and 

when you have learnt, we will fly into the meadows, and pay a visit to the 
frogs, who will bow themselves to us in the water, and cry 'Croak, croak,' 
and then we shall eat them up ; that will be fun." 

" And what next? " asked the young storks. 
"Then," replied the mother, "all the storks in the country will assemble 

together, and go through their autumn manreuvres, so that it is very im
portant for every one to know how to fly properly. If they do not, the 
general will thrust them through with his beak, and kill them. Therefore 
you must take pains and learn, so as to be ready when the orilling begins." 
. "_Then ~e may be killed after alJ, as the boys say; and hark' they are 

smgmg agam." 
"Listen to me, and not to them," said the mother stork. "After the 

great review is over, we shall fly a,vay to warm countries far from hence, 
where there are mountains and forests. To Egypt, where we shall see 
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three-cornered houses built of stone, with pointed tops that reach neaily to 
the clouds. They are called Pyramids, and are older than a stork could 
imagine ; and in that country there is a river that overflows its banks, and 
then goes back, leaving nothing but mire ; there we can walk about, and 
eat frogs in abundance." 

" Oh, o-h ! " cried the young storks. 
"Yes, it is a delightful place; there is nothing to do all day long but eat, 

and while we are so well off out there, in this countrv there will not be a 
single green leaf on the trees, and the weather wili be so cold that the 
clouds will freeze, and fall on the earth in little white rags." The stork 
meant snow, but she could not explain it in any other way. 

" Will the naughty boys freeze and fall in pieces? " asked the young storks. 
" No, they will not freeze and fall into pieces," said the m.other, " but 

they will be very cold, and be obliged to sit all day in a dark, gloomy room: 
while we shall be flying about in foreign lands, where there are blooming 
flowers and warm sunshine." 

Time passed on, and the young storks grew so large that they could 
stand upright in the nest and look about them. The father brought them, 
every day, beautiful frogs, little snakes, and all kinds of stork-dainties that 
he could find. And then, how funny it was to see the tricks he would per
form to amuse them. He would lay his head quite round over his tail, and 
clatter with his beak, as if it had been a rattle ; and then he would tell 
them stories all about the marshes and fens. 

"Come," said the mother one day, "now you must learn to fly." And 
all the four young ones were obliged to come out on the top of the roof. 
Oh, how they tottered at first, and were obliged to balance themselves with 
their wings, or they would have fallen to the ground below. 

"Look at me," said the mother, "you must hold your heads in this way, 
and place your feet so. Once, twice, once, twice'-that is it. Now you will 
be able to take care of yourselves in the world." 

Then she flew a little distance from them, and the young ones made 
a spring to follow her; but down they fell plump, for their bodies were still 
too heavy. 

" I don't want to fly," said one of the young storks, creeping back into 
the nest. "I don't care about going to warm countries." 

"Would you like to stay here and freeze when the winter comes?" said 
the mother, "or till the boys come to hang you, or to roast you ?-Well 
then, I '11 call them." 

"Oh no, no," said the young stork, jumping out on the roof with the 
others; and now they were all attentive, and by the third day could fly 
a little. They began to fancy they could soar, so they tried to do so, rest
ing on their wings, but they soon found themselves falling, and had to flap 
their wings as quickly as possible. The boys came again in the street sing· 
ing their song :-

" Stork, stork, fly away." 

"Shall we fly down, and pick their eyes out?" asked the young storks. 
13 * 
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"No; leave them alone," said the mother. "Listen to me; that is much 
more important. Now then. One-two-three. Now to the right. One
two-three. Now to the left, round the chimney. There now, that was very 
good. That last flap of the wings was so easy and graceful, that I shall give 
you permission to fly with me to-morrow to the marshes. There will be a 
number of very superior storks there with their families, and I expect you 
to show them that my children are the best brought up of any who may be 
present. You must strut about proudly-it will look very well and make 
you respected." 

" But may we not punish those naughty boys?" asked the young storks. 
"No; let them scream away as much as they like. You can fly from 

them now up high amid the clouds, and will be in the land of the pyramids 
when they are freezing, and have not a green leaf on the trees or an apple 
to eat." 

"We will revenge ourselves," whispered the young storks to each other, 
as they again joined the exercising. 

Of all the boys in the street who sang the mocking song about the storks, 
not one was so determined to go on with it as he who first began it. Yet 
he was a little fellow not more than six years old. To the young storks he 
appeared at least a hundred, for he was so much bigger than their father 
and mother. To be sure, storks cannot be expected to know how old 
children and grown-up people are. So they determined to have their re
venge on this boy, because he began the song first and would keep on with 
it. The young storks were very angry, and grew worse as they grew older; 
so at last their mother was obliged to promise that they should be re
venged, but not until the day of their departure. 

"We must see first, how you acquit yourselves at the grand review," said 
she. " If you get on badly there, the general will thrust his beak through 
you, and you will be killed, as the boys said, though not exactly in the same 
manner. So we must wait and see." 

"You shall see," said the young birds, and then they took such pains and 
practised so well every day, that at last it was quite a pleasure to see them 
fly so lightly and prettily. As soon as the autumn arrived, all the storks be• 
gan to assemble together before taking their departure for warm countries 
during the winter. Then the review commenced. They flew over forests 
and villages to show what they could do, for they had a long journey before 
them. The young storks performed their part so well that they received a 
mark of honour, with frogs and snakes as a present. These presents were 
the best part of the affair, for they could eat the frogs and snakes, which they 
very quickly did. 

" Now let us have our revenge," they cried. 
"Yes, certainly," cried the mother stork. "I have thought upon the best 

way to be revenged. I know the pond in which all the little children Jie, 
waiting till the storks come to take them to their parents. The prettle~t 
little babies lie there dreaming more sweetly than they will ever dream m 
time to come. All parents are glad to have a little child, and children are 
so pleased with a little brother or sister. Now we will fly to the pond and 
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fetch a little baby for each of the children who did not sing that naughty 
song to make game of the storks." 

"But the naughty boy, who began the song first, what shall we do 
to him ? " cried the young storks. 

"There lies in the pond a little dead baby who has dreamed itself 
to death," said the mother. "We will take it to the naughty boy, and he will 
cry because we have brought him a little dead brother. But you have not 
forgotten the good boy who said it was a shame to laugh at animals : 
we will take him a little sister and brother too, because he was good. He 
is called Peter, and you shall all be called Peter in future." 

So they all did what their mother had arranged, and from that day, even 
till now, all the storks have been called Peter. 

THE PHILOSOPHER'S STONE. 

FAR away towards the east, in India, which seemed in those days the 
world's end, stood the Tree of the Sun; a noble tree, such as we have never 
seen, and perhaps never may see. 

The summit of this tree spreads itself for miles like an entire forest, each 
of its smaller branches forming a complete tree. Palms, beech-trees, pines, 
plane-trees, and various other kinds, which are found in all parts of the 
world, were here like small branches, shooting forth from the great tree ; 
while the larger boughs, with their knots and curves, formed valleys and 
hills, clothed with velvety green and covered with flowers. Everywhere it 
was like a blooming meadow or a lovely garden. Here were birds from all 
quarters of the world assembled together; birds from the primeval forests 
of America, from the rose gardens of Damascus, and from the deserts of 
Africa, in which the elephant and the lion may boast of being the only 
rulers. Birds from the Polar regions came flying here, and of course the 
stork and the swallow were not absent. But the birds were not the only 
living creatures. There were stags, squirrel!:', antelopes, and hundreds of 
other beautiful and light-footed animals here found a home. 

The summit of the tree was as a wide-spreading garden, and in the midst 
of it, where the green boughs formed a kind of hill, stood a castle of crystal, 
with a view from it towards every quarter of heaven. Each tower was 
erected in the form of a lily, and within the stem was a winding staircase, 
through which one could ascend to the top and step out upon the leaves as 
upon balconies. The calyx of the flower itself formed a most beautiful, 
glittering, circular hall, above which no other roof arose than the blue 
firmament and the sun and stars. 
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Just as much splendour, but of another kind, appeared below, in the wide 
halls of the castle. Here, on the walls, were reflected pictures of the 
world, which represented numerous and varied scenes of everything that 
took place daily, so that it was useless to read the newspapers, and indeed 
there were none to be obtained in this spot. All was to be seen in living 
pictures by those who wished it, but all would have been too much for even 
the wisest man, and this man dwelt here. His name is very difficult; you 
would not be able to pronounce it, so it may be omitted. He knew every
thing that a man on earth can know or imagine. Every invention already 
in existence or yet to be, was known to him, and much more; still every
thing on earth has a limit. The wise King Solomon was not half so wise as 
this man. He could govern the powers of nature and held sway over 
potent spirits ; even Death itself was obliged to give him every morning a 
list of those who were to die during the day. And King Solomon himself 
had to die at last, and this fact it was which so often occupied the thoughts 
of this great man in the castle on the Tree of the Sun. He knew that he 
also, however high he might tower above other men in wisdom, must one 
day die. He knew that his children would fade away like the leaves of the 
forest, and become dust. He saw the human race wither and fall like 
leaves from the tree; he saw new men come to fill their places, but the 
leaves that fell off never sprouted forth again; they crumbled to dust 
or were absorbed into other plants. 

" What happens to man," asked the wise man of himself, "when touched 
by the angel of death? What can death be? Th~ body decays, and the 
soul. Yes, what. is the soul, and whither does it go? " 

"To eternal life," says the comforting voice of religion. 
" But what is this change? Where and how shall we exist?" 
"Above in heaven," answers the pious man; "it is there we hope to 

go." 
"Above ! " repeated the wise n:an, fixing his eyes upon the moon and 

stars above him. He saw that to this earthly sphere above and below were 
constantly changing places, and that the position varied according to the 
spot on which a man found himself. He knew, also, that even if he 
ascended to the top of the highest mountain which rears its lofty summit on 
this earth, the air, which seems to us clear and transparent, would there be 
dark and cloudy; the sun would have a coppery glow and send forth no 
rays, and our earth would lie beneath him wrapped in an orange-coloured 
mist. How narrow are the limits which confine the bodily sight, and how 
little can be seen by the eye of the soul. How little do the wisest among 
us know of that which is so important to us all. 

In the most secret chamber of the castle lay the greatest treasure on 
earth--the Book of Truth. The wise man had read it through, page after 
page. Every man may read in this book, but only in fragments. To many 
eyes the characters seem so mixed in confusion that the words cannot be 
distinguished. On certain pages the writing often appears so pale or so 
blurred that the page becomes a blank. The wiser a man becomes, the 
more he will read, and those who are wisest read most. 
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The wise man knew how to unite the sunlight and the moonlight with the 
light of reason and the hidden powers of nature; and through this stronger 
light, many things in the pages were made clear to him. But in the portion 
of the book entitled "Life after Death," not a single point could he see 
distinctly. This pained him. Should he never be able here on earth to 
obtain a light by which everything written in the Book of Truth should 
become clear to him? Like the wise King Solomon, he understood the 
language of animals, and could interpret their talk into song ; but that 
made him none the wiser. He found out the nature of plants and metals, 
and their power in curing diseases and arresting death, but none to destroy 
death itself. In all created things within his reach, he sought the light that 
should shine upon the certainty of an eternal life, but he found it not. The 
Book of Truth lay open before him, but it pages were to him as blank 
paper. Christianity placed before him in the Bible a promise of eternal 
life, but he wanted to read it in hz's book, in which nothing on the subject 
appeared to be written. 

He had five children; four sons, educated as the children of such a wise 
father should be, and a daughter, fair, gentle, and intelligent,. but she was 
blind; yet this deprivation appeared as nothing to her; her father and 
brothers were outward eyes to her, and a vivid imagination made everything 
clear to her mental sight. The sons had never gone farther from the castle 
than the branches of the trees extended, and the sister had scarcely ever 
left home. They were happy children in that home of their childhood, the 
beautiful and fragrant Tree of the Sun. Like all children, they loved to 
hear stories related to them, and their father told them many things which 
other children would not have understood ; but these were as clever as most 
grown-up people are among us. He explained to them what they saw in 
the pictures of life on the castle walls-the doings of man, and the progress 
of even ts in all the lands of the earth; and the sons often expressed a 
wish that they could be present, and take a part in these great deeds. Then 
their father told them that in the world there was nothing but toil and 
difficulty ; that it was not quite what it appeared to them, as they looked 
upon it in their beautiful home. He spoke to them of the true, the beauti
ful, and the good, and told them that these three held together in the world, 
and by that union they became crystallized into a precious jewel, clearer 
than a diamond of the first water-a jewel, whose splendour had a value 
even in the sight of God, in whose brightness all things are dim. This 
jewel was called the philosopher's stone. He told them that by searching, 
?-1an could attain to a knowledge of the existence of God, and that it was 
m the power of every man to discover tbe certainty that such a jewel as 
the philosopher's stone really existed. This information would have been 
beyond the perception of other children ; but these children understood, 
and others will learn to comprehend its meaning after a time. They 
questioned their father about the true, the beautiful, and the good, and he 
explained it to them in many ways. H e told them that God, when He 
made man out of the dust of the earth, touched His work five times, 
leaving five intense feelings, which we call the five senses. Through these, 
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Lhe true, the beautiful, and the good are seen, understood, and perceived, 
and through these they are valued, protected, and encouraged, Five senses 
have been given mentally and corporeally, inwardly and outwardly, to body 
and soul. 

The children thought deeply on all these things, and meditated upon 
them day and night. Then the eldest of the brothers dreamt a splendid 
dream. Strange to say, not only the second brother but also the third and 
fourth brothers all dreamt exactly the same thing; namely, that each went 
out into the world to find the philosopher's stone. Each dreamt that he 
found it, and that, as he rode back on his swift horse, in the morning dawn, 
over the velvety green meadows, to his home in the castle of his father, 
that the stone gleamed from his forehead like a beaming light; and threw 
such a bright radiance upon the pages of the Book of Truth that every 
word was illuminated which spoke of the life beyond the grave. But the 
sister had no dream of going out into the wide world; it never entered her 
mind. Her world was her father's house. 

" I shall ride forth into the wide world," said tbe eldest brother. " I 
must try what life is like there, as I mix with men. I will practise only the 
good and trne; with these I will protect- the beautiful. Much shall be 
changed for the better while I am there." 

Now, these thoughts were great and daring, as our thoughts generally are 
at home, before we have gone out into the world, and encountered its storms 
and tempests, its thorns and its thistles. In him, and in all his brothers, 
the five senses were highly cultivated, inwardly and outwardly; but each of 
them had one sense which in keenness and development surpassed the other 
four. In the case of the eldest, this pre-eminent sense was sight, which he 
hoped would be of special service. He had eyes for all times and all 
people ; eyes that could discover in the depths of the earth hidden treasures, 
and look into the hearts of men, as through a pane of glass ; he could read 
more than is often seen on the cheek that blushes or grows pale, and in the 
eye that droops or smiles. Stags and antelopes accompanied him to the 
western boundary of his home, and there he found the wild swans. These 
he followed, and found himself far away in the north, far from the land of 
his father, which extended eastward to the ends of the earth. How he 
opened his eyes with astonishment ! How many things were to be seen 
here l and so different to the mere representation of pictures such as those 
in his father's house. At first he nearly lost his eyes in astonishment at the 
rubbish and mockery brought forward to represent the beautiful; but he 
kept his eyes, and soon found full employment for them. He wished to 
go thoroughly and honestly to work in his endeavour to understand the 
trne, the beautiful, and the good. But how were they represented in the 
world? He observed that the wreath which rightly belonged to the beauti
ful was often given to the hideous ; that the good was often passed by un
noticed, while mediocrity was applauded, when it should have been hissed. 
People looked at the dress, and not at the wearer; thought more of a name 
than of doing their duty; and trusted more to reputation than to real ser~ 
vice. It was everywhere the same. 
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"I see I must make a regular attack on these things," said he; and he 
accordingly did not spare them. But while looking for the truth came the 
evil one, the father of lies, to intercept him. Gladly would the fiend have 
plucked out the eyes of this Seer, but that would have been a too straight
forward path for him; he works more cunningly. He allowed the young 
man to seek for, and discover, the beautiful and the good; but while he was 
contemplating them, the evil spirit blew one mote after another into each 
of his eyes; and such a proceeding would injure the strongest sight. Then 
he blew upon the motes, and they became beams, so that the clearness of 
his sight was gone, and the Seer was like a blind man in the world, and had 
no longer any faith in it. He had lost his. good opinion of the world, as 
well as of himself; and when a man gives up the world, and himself too, 
it is all over with him. 

"All over," said the wild swan, who flew across the sea to the east. 
"All over," twitted the swallows, who were also flying eastward towards 

the Tree of the Sun. It was no good news which they carried home. 
" I think the Seer has been badly served," said the second brother, " but 

the Hearer may be more successful." 
This one possessed the sense of heartizg to a very high degree : so acute 

was this sense, that it was said he could hear the grass grow. He took a 
fond leave of all at home, and rode away, provided with good abilities and 
good intentions. The swallows escorted him, and he followed the swans 
till he found himself out in the world, and far away from home. But he 
soon discovered that one may have too much of a good thing. His hearing 
was too fine. He not only heard the grass grow, but could hear every 
man's heart beat, whether in sorrow or in joy. The whole world was to him 
like a clockmaker's great workshop, in which all the clocks were going 
"tick, tick," and all the turret clocks striking "ding dong." It was unbear
able. For a long time his ears endured it, but at last all the noise and 
tumult became too much for one man to bear. 

There were rascally boys of sixty years old-for years do not alone make 
a man-who raised a tumult, which might have made the Hearer laugh, 
but for the applause which followed, echoing through every street and 
house, and was even heard in country roads. Falsehood thrust itself 
forward, and played the hypocrite; the bells on the fool's-cap jingled, and 
declared they were church bells, and the noise became so bad for the 
Hearer that he thrust his fino-ers into his ears. Still, he could hear false 
notes and bad singing, gossip

0 

and idle words, scandal and slander, groaning 
and moaning, without and within. "Heaven help us ! " He thrust his 
fingers farther and farther into his ears, till at last the drums burst ! And 
now !1-e could hear nothing more of the true, the beautiful, and the good; 
fo~ his hearing was to have been the means by which he hoped to acquire 
this knowledge. He became silent and suspicious, and at last trusted no 
one, not even himself, and no longer hoping to find and bring home the 
costly jewel, he gave it up, and gave himself up too, which was worse than all. 

The birds in their flight towards the east carried the tidings, and the news 
t_eached the castle in the Tree of the Sun. 
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"I will try now," said the third brother; "I have a keen nose." Now 
that was not a very elegant expression, but it was his way, and we must take 
him as he was. He had a cheerful temper, and was, besides, a real poet; 
he could make many things appear poetical, by the way in which he spoke 
of them, and ideas struck him long before they occurred to the minds of 
others. "I can smell," he would say; and he attributed to the sense of 
smelling, which he possessed in a high degree, a great power in the region 
of the beautiful. "I can SITlell," he would say, "and many places are 
fragrant or beautiful according to the taste of the frequenters. One man 
feels at home in the atmosphere of the tavern, among the flaring tallow 
candles, and when the smell of spirits mingles with the fumes of bad 
tobacco. Another prefers sitting amidst the overpowering scent of jasmine, 
or perfuming himself with scented olive oil. This man seeks the fresh sea 
breeze, while that one climbs the lofty mountain-top, to look down upon the 
busy lifo in miniature beneath him." 

As he spoke in this way, it seemed as if he had already been out in the 
world, as if he had already known and associated with man. But this ex
perience was intuitive-it was the poetry within him, a gift from Heaven 
bestowed on him in his cradle. He bade farewell to his parental roof in 
the Tree of the Sun, and departed on foot from the pleasant scenes that 
surrounded his home. Arrived at its confines, he mounted on the back of 
an ostrich, which runs faster than a horse, and afterwards, when he fell in 
with the wild swans, he swung himself on the strongest of them, for he 
loved change, and away he flew over the sea to distant lands, where there 
were great forests, deep lakes, lofty mountains, and proud cities. Wherever 
he came it seemed as if sunshine travelled with him across the fields, for 
every flower, every bush, exhaled a renewed fragrance, as if conscious that 
a friend and protector was near; one who understood them, and knew 
their value. The stunted rose-bush shot forth twigs, unfolded its leaves, 
and bore the most beautiful roses; every one could see it, and even the 
black, slimy, wood-snail noticed its beauty. "I will give my seal to the 
flower," said the snail; " I have trailed my slime upon it, I can do no 
more." 

"Thus it always fares with the beautiful in this world," said the poet. 
And he made a song upon it, and sang it after his own fashion, but nobody 
listened. Then he gave a drummer twopence and a peacock's feather, and 
composed a song for the drum, and the drummer beat it through the streets · 
of the town, and when the people ]1eard it they said, "That is a capital 
tune. " The poet wrote many songs about the true, the beautiful, and 
the good. His songs were listened to in the tavern, where the tallow 
candles flared, in the fresh clover field, in the forest, and on the high seas; 
and it appeared as if this brother was to be more fortunate than the other 
two. 

But the evil spirit was angry at this, so he set to work with soot and 
incense, which he can mix so artfully as to confuse an angel, and how much 
more easily a poor poet. The evil one knew how to manage such peopl~. 
He so completely surrounded the poet with incense that the man lost his 
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head, forgot his mission and his home, and at last lost himself and vanished 
in smoke. 

But when the little birds heard of it, they mourned, and for three days 
they sang not one song. The black wood-snail became Llacker still; not 
for grief, but for envy. ''. They ~hould have offered me ince~se," he said, 
"for it was I who gave him the idea of the most famous of his songs-the 
drum song of 'The Way of the World;' and it was I who spat at the rose; 
I can bring a witness to that fact." 

But no tidings of all this reached the poet's home in India. The birds 
had all been silent for three days, and when the time of mourning was over, 
so deep had been their grief, that they had forgotten for whom they wept. 
Such is the way of the world. 

"Now I must go out into the world, and disappear like the rest," said 
the fourth brother. He was as good tempered as the third, but no poet, 
though he could be witty. 

The two oldest had filled the castle with joyfulness, and now the last 
brightness was going away. Sight and hearing have always been considered 
two of the chief senses among men, and those which they wish to keep 
bright ; the other senses are looked upon as of less importance. 

But the younger son had a different opinion; he had cultivated his taste 
in every way, and taste is very powerful. It rules over what goes into the 
mouth, as well as over all which is presented to the mind; and, consequently, 
this brother took upon himself to taste everything stored up in bottles or 
jars; this he called the rough part of his work. Every man's mind was to 
him as a vessel in which something was concocting; every land a kind of 
mental kitchen. '·' There are no delicacies here," he said; so he wished to 
go out into the world to find something delicate to suit his taste. "Perhaps 
fortune may be more favourable to me than it was to my brothers. I shall 
start on my travels, but what conveyance shall I choose? Are air balloons 
invented yet?" he asked of his father, who knew of ail inventions that had 
been made, or would be made. 

Air balloons had not then been invented, nor steam-ships, nor railways. 
" Good," said he; "then I shall choose an air balloon; my father knows 

how they are to be made and guided. Nobody has invented one yet, and 
the people will believe that it is an aerial phantom. When I have done 
with the balloon I shall burn it, and for this purpose you must give me a 
few ~ieces of another invention, which will come next; I mean a few 
chemical matches." 

_ He obtained what he wanted, and flew away. The birds accompanied 
him farther than they had the other brothers. They were curious to know 
how this flight would end. Many more of them came swooping down ; 
they thought it must be some new bird, and he soon had a goodly company 
of followers. They came in clouds till the air became darkened with birds, 
as it was with the cloud of locusts over the land of Egypt. 

And now he was out in the wide world. The balloon descended over 
on~ of the greatest cities, and the aeronaut took up his station at the highest 
pomt, on the church steeple. The balloon rose again into the air, which it 
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ought not to have done; what became of it is not known, neither is it of 
any consequence, for balloons had not then been invented. 

There he sat on the church steeple. The birds no longer hovered over 
him ; they had got tired of him, and he was tired of them. All the chim
neys in the town were smoking. 

"There are altars erected to my honour," said the wind, who wished to 
say something agreeable to him as he sat there boldly looking down upon 
the people in the street. There was one stepping along, proud of his purse ; 
another, of the key he carried behind him, though he had nothing to lock 
up ; another took a pride in his moth-eaten coat ; and another, in his mor
tified body. "Vanity, all vanity!'' he exclaimed. "I must go down there 
by-and-by, and touch and taste; but I shall sit here a little while longer, 
for the wind blows pleasantly at my back. I shall remain here as long as 
the wind blows, and enjoy a little rest. It is comfortable to sleep late in 
the morning when one has a great deal to do," said the sluggard; "so I 
shall stop here as long as the wind blows, for it pleases me." 

And there he stayed. But as he was sitting on the weather-cock of the 
steeple, which kept turning round and round with him, he was under the 
false impression that the same wind still blew, and that he could stay where 
he was without expense. 

But in India, in the castle on the Tree of the Sun, all was solitary and 
still, since the brothers had gone away one after the other. 

"Nothing goes well with them," said the father; "they will never bring 
the glittering jewel home, it is not made for me; they are all dead and gone." 
Then he bent down over the Book of Truth and gazed on the page on 
which he should have read of the life after death, but for him there was 
nothing to be read or learned upon it. 

His blind daughter was his consolation and joy; she clung to him with 
sincere affection, and for the sake of his happiness and peace she wished 
the costly jewel could be found and brought home. 

With longing tenderness she thought of her brothers. Where were they? 
Where did they live? How she wished she might dream of them; but it 
was strange that not even in dreams could she be brought near to them. 
But at last one night she dreamt that she heard the voices of her brothers 
calling to her from the distant world, and she could not refrain herself, but 
went out to them, and yet it seemed in her dream that she still remained in 
her father's house. She did not see her brothers, but she felt, as it were, a 
fire burning in her hand, which, however, did not hurt her, for it was the 
jewel she was bringing to her father. When she awoke she thought for a 
moment that she still held the stone, but she only grasped the knob of her 
distaff. 

During the long evenings she had spun constantly, and round the distaff 
were woven threads finer than the web of a spider ; human eyes could never 
have distinguished these threads when separated from each other. But she 
had wetted them with her tears, and the twist was as strong as a cable. She 
rose with the impression that her dreamimust be a reality, and her resolu
tion was taken. 



THE PHILOSOPHER'S STONE. 

It was still night, and her father slept; she pressed a kiss upon his hand, 
and then took her distaff and fastened the end of the thread to her father's 
house. But for this, blind as she was, she would never have found her way 
home again; to this thread she must hold fast, and trust not to others or 
even to herself. From the Tree of the Sun she broke four leaves; which 
she gave up to the wind and the weather, that they might be carried to her 
brothers as letters and a greeting, in case she did not meet them in the 
wide world. Poor blind child, what would become of her in those distant 
regions? But she had the invisible thread, to which she could hold fast; 
and she possessed a gift which all the others lacked. This was a determi
nation to throw herself entirely into whatever she undertook, and it made her 
feel as if she had eyes even at the tips of her fingers, and could hear down 
into her very heart. Quietly she went forth into the noisy, bustling, won
derful world, and wherever she went the skies grew bright, and she felt the 
warm sunbeam, and a rainbow above in the blue heavens seemed to span 
the dark world. She heard the song of the bird, and smelt the scent of 
the orange groves and apple orchards so strongly that she seemed to taste 
it. .Soft tones and charming songs reached her ear, as well as harsh sounds 
and rough words-thoughts and opinions in strange contradiction to each 
other. Into the deepest recesses of her heart penetrated the echoes of 
human thoughts and feelings. Now she heard the following words sadly 
sung:-

" Life is a shadow that flits away 
In a night of darkness and woe." 

But then would follow brighter thoughts : 

" Life has the rose's sweet perfume 
With sunshine, light, and joy." 

And if one stanza sounded painfully-

" Each mortal thinks of himself alone, 
Is a truth, alas, too clearly known " 

Then, on the other hand, came the answer-

'' Love, like a mighty flowing stream, 
Fills every heart with its radiant gleam." 

She heard, indeed, such words as these-

In the petty turmoil here below, 
All is a vain and paltry show," 

Then came also words of comfort-

" Great and good are the actions done 
By many whose worth is never known," 

And if sometimes the mocking strain reached her-

" Why not join in the jesting cry 
That contemns all gifts from the throne on high?" 
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In the blind girl's heart a stronger voice repeated

" To trust in thyself and God is best, 
In his holy will for ever to rest." 

And whenever she entered a circle of human beings, men and women, 
both young and old, the knowledge of the true, the beautiful, and the good 
beamed into their hearts. Wherever she went, whether into the study of 
the artist, the festive and decorated hall, or the crowded factory with its 
whirring wheels, in each and all it was as if a sunbeam were stealing in. 
Gentle tones were stirred, flowers exhaled their perfume, and a refreshing 
dew-drop fell upon the exhausted heart. 

But the evil spirit could not see this and remain contented. He had 
more cleverness than ten thousand men, and he found means to compass 
his end. He betook himself to the marsh, and collected a few little bub
bles of stagnant water. Then he uttered over them the echoes of lying 
words that they might become strong. He mixed up together songs of 
praise with lying epitaphs, as many as he could find, boiled them in tears 
shed by envy; put upon them rouge, which he had scraped from faded 
cheeks, and from these he produced a maiden, in form and appearance like 
the blind girl, the angel of completeness, as men called her. The evil one's 
plot was successful. The world knew not which was the true, and indeed 
how should the world know? 

"To trust in thyself and God is best, 
In His holy will for ever to rest." 

So sung the blind girl in full faith. She had entrusted the four green leaves 
from the Tree of the Sun to the winds, as letters of greeting to her brothers, 
and she had full confidence that the leaves would reach them. She fully 
believed that the jewel which outshines all the glories of the world would 
yet be found, and that upon the forehead of humanity it would glitter even 
in the castle of her father. "Even in my father's house," she repeated. 
"Yes, the place in which this jewel is to be found is earth, and I shall bring 
more than the promise of it with me. I feel it glow and swell more and more 
in my dosed hand. Every grain of truth which the keen wind carried up and 
whirled towards me I caught and treasured. I allowed it to be penetrated 
with the fragrance of the beautiful, of which there is so much in the world, 
even for the blind. I took the beatings of a heart engaged in a good 
action, and added them to my treasure. All that I can bring is but dust; 
still, it is a part of the jewel we seek, and there is plenty, my hand is quite 
full of it." 

She soon found herself again at home; and carried thither in a flight of 
thought, never having loosened her hold of the invisible thread fastened to 
her father's house. As she stretched out her hand to her father, the powers 
of evil dashed with the fury of a hurricane over the Tree of the Sun; 
a blast of wind rushed through the open doors, and into the sanctuary, where 
lay the Book of Truth. · 

" It will be blown to dust by the wind," said the father, as he seized the 
open hand she held towards him. 



THE LOVELIEST ROSE IN THE WORLD. 207 

"No," she replied, with quiet confidence, "it is indestructible. I feel its 
beam warming my very soul." 

Then her father observed that a dazzling flame gleamed from the white 
page on which the shining dust had passed from her hand. It was there to 
prove the certainty of eternal life, and on the book glowed one shining 
word, and only one, the word BELIEVE. And soon the four brothers were 
again with the father and daughter. When the green leaf from home fell 
on the bosom of each, a longing had seized them to return. They had ar
rived, accompanied by the birds of passage, the stag, the antelope, and all 
the creatures of the forest who wished to take part in their joy. 

We have often seen, when the sunbeam bursts through a crack in the 
door into a dusty room, how a whirling column of dust seems to circle 
round. But this was not poor, insignificant, common dust, which the blind 
girl had brought; even the rainbow's colours are dim when compared with 
the beauty which shone from the page on which it had fallen. The beam
ing word BELIEVE, from every grain of truth, had the brightness of the 
beautiful and the good, more bright than the mighty pillar of flame that led 
Moses and the children of Israel to the land of Canaan, and from the word 
BELIEVE arose the bridge of hope1 reaching even to the unmeasurable Love 
in the realms of the infinite. 

THE LOVELIEST ROSE IN THE WORLD. 

THERE lived once a great queen, in whose garden were found at all 
seasons the most splendid flowers, and from every land in the world. She 
specially loved roses, and therefore she possessed the most beautiful varieties 
of this flower, from the wild hedge-rose, with its apple-scented leaves, to 
the splendid Provence rose. They grew near the shelter of the walls, wound 
themselves. ~ound columns and window-frames, crept along passages and 
over the ce1lmgs of the halls. They were of every fragrance and colour. 

But care and sorrow dwelt within these halls; the queen lay upon a sick 
bed, and the doctors declared that she must die. "There is still one thing 
that ~ould sav~ her," said one of the wisest among them. "Bring her the 
loveliest rose m the world; one which exhibits the purest and brightest 
love, and if it is brought to her before her eyes close she will not die." 

Then from all parts came those who brought roses 'that bloomed in every 
garden, but they were not the right sort. The flower must be one from the 
garden of love; but which of the roses there showed forth the highest and 
purest love? The poets sang of this rose, the loveliest in the world, and 
each named one which he considered worthy of that title ; and intelligence 
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of what was required was sent far and wide to every heart that beat with 
love; to every class, age, and condition. 

"No one has yet named the flower," said the wise man. " No one has 
pointed out the spot where it blooms in all its splendour. It is not a rose 
from the coffin of Romeo and Juliet, or from the grave of Walburg, though 
these roses will live in everlasting song. It is not one of the roses which 
sprouted forth from the blood-stained fame of Winkelreid. The blood which 
flows from the breast of a hero who dies for his country is sacred, anrl his 
memory is sweet, and no rose can be redder than the blood which flows from 
his veins. Neither is it the magic flower of Science, to obtain which won
drous flower a man devotes many an hour of his fresh young life in sleepless 
nights, in a lonely chamber. 

"I know where it blooms," said a happy mother, who came with her 
lovely child to the bedside of the queen. "I know where the loveliest rose 
in the world is. It is seen on the blooming cheeks of my sweet child, when 
it expresses the pure and holy love of infancy; when refreshed by sleep it 
opens its eyes, and smiles upon me with childlike affection." 

"This is a lovely rose," said the wise man; " but there is one still more 
lovely." 

"Yes, one far more lovely," said one of the women. "I have seen it, 
and a loftier and purer rose does not bloom. But it was white, like the 
leaves of a blush-rose. I saw it on the cheeks of the queen. She had 
taken off her golden crown, and through the long, dreary night she carried 
her sick child in her arms. She wept over it, kissed it, and prayed for it as 
only a mother can pray in the hour of her anguish." 

"Holy and wonderful in its might is the white rose of grief, but it is not 
the one we seek." 

"No; the loveliest rose in the world I saw at the Lord's table," said the 
good old bishop. "I saw it shine as if an angel's face had appeared. A 
young maiden knelt at the altar, and renewed the vows made at her 
baptism ; and there were white roses and red roses on the blushing cheeks 
of that young girl. She looked up to heaven with all the purity and love 
of her young spirit, in all the expression of the highest and purest love," 

"May she be blessed l" said the wise man; "but no one has yet named 
the loveliest rose in the world." 

Then there came into the room a child-the queen's little son. Tears 
stood in his eyes, and glistened on his cheeks ; he carried a great book, 
and the binding was of velvet, with silver clasps. "Mother," cried the 
little boy; " only hear what I have read." And the child seated himself by 
the bedside, and read from the book of Him who suffered death on the 
cross to save all men, even those who are yet unborn. He read, "Greater 
love hath no man than this," and as he read a roseate hue spread over the 
cheeks of the queen, and her eyes became so enlightened and clear, tl~at 
she saw from the leaves of the book a lovely rose spring forth, a type of Him 
who shed His blood on the cross. 

"I see it," she said. " He who beholds this, the loveliest rose on earth,. 
shall never die." 



THE SNOW MAN. 

" IT is so delightfully cold," said the Snow Man, "that it makes my 
whole body crackle. This is just the kind of wind to blow life into one. 
How that great red thing up there is staring at me" He meant the sun, 
who was just setting. "It shall not make me wink. I shall manage to keep 
the pieces." 

He had two triangular · pieces of tile in his head, instead of eyes ; his 
mouth was made of an old broken rake, and was, of course, furnished with 
teeth. He had been brought into existence amid the joyous shouts of boys, 
the jingling of sleigh-bells, and the slashing of whips. The sun went 
down, and the full moon rose, large, round, and clear, shining in the deep 
blue. 

" There it comes again, from the other side," said the Snow Man, who 
supposed the sun was showing himself once more. "Ah, I have cured him 
of staring, though; now he may hang up there, and shine, that I may see 
mysel£ If I only knew how to manage to move away from this place,-I 
should so like to move. If I could, I would slide along yonder on the ice, 
as I have seen the boys do; but I don't understand how; I don't even 
know how to run." 

"Away, away,'' barked the old yar&dog .. He was quite hoarse, and 
could not pronounce "Bow wow " properly. He had once been an indoor 
dog, and lay by the fire, and he had been hoarse ever since. "The sun 
will make you run some day. I saw him, last winter, make your pre
decessor run, and his predecessor before him. Away, away, they all have to 
go." 

"I don't understand you, comrade," said the Snow Man. "Is that thing 
up yonder to teach me to run? I saw it running itself a little while ago, 
and now it has come creeping up from the other side." 

"You know nothing at all," replied the yard-dog ; "but then, you've 
only lately been patched up. What you see yonder is the moon, and the 
one before it was the sun. It will come again to-morrow, and most likely 
!eac~ you to run down into the ditch by the well; for I think the weather 
1s gomg to _cha1'.ge. I can feel such pricks and stabs in my left leg; I am 
sure there 1s gomg to be a change." 

14 
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"I don't understand him," said the Snow Man to himself; ." but I have 
a feeling that he is talking of something very disagreeable. The one who 
stared so just now, and whom he calls the sun, is not my friend; I can feel 
that too." 

"Away, away," barked the yard-dog, and then he turned round three 
times, and crept into his kennel to sleep. 

There was really a change in the weather. Towards morning, a thick fog 
covered the whole country round, and a keen wind arose, so that the cold 

"ft;,- ' 
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THE SNOW MAN. 

seemed to freeze one's bones; but when the sun rose, the sight was 
splendid. Trees and bushes were covered with hoar frost, and looked like 
a forest of white coral; while on every twig glittered frozen dew drops. The 
many delicate forms concealed in summer by luxuriant foliage, were now 
clearly defined, and iooked like glittering lace-work. From every twig 
glistened a white radiance. The birch, waving in the wind, looked full of 
life, like trees in summer; and its appearance was wondrously beautiful. 
And where the sun shone, how everything glittered and sparkled, as if dia
mond dust had been strewn about; while the snowy carpet of the earth 
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appeared as i~ covered with_ diamonds, from which countless lights gleamed, 
whiter than even the snow itself. 

"This is really beautiful," said a young girl, who had come into the gar
den with a young man; and they both stood 5till near the Snow Man, ~nd 
contemplated the glittering scene. "Summer cannot show a more beautiful 
~i o-bt" she exclaimed, while her eyes sparkled. 

0
" And we can't have such a fellow as this in the summer-time," replied 

the young man, pointing to the Sn.ow Man; "he is capital." . 
The girl laughed, and nodded at the Snow Man, and then tnpped away 

over the snow with her friend. The snow creaked and crackled beneath her 
feet as if she had been treading on starch. 

"

1

Who are these two?" asked the Snow Man of the yard-dog. "You 
have been here longer than I have; do you know them?" 

"Of course I know them," replied the yard-dog; "she has stroked my 
back !Jlany times, and he has given me a bone o( meat. I never bite 
those two." 

"But what are they?" asked the Snow Man. 
"They are lovers," he replied; "they will go and live in the same kennel 

by-and-by, and gnaw at the same bone. Away, away!" 
"Are they the same kind of beings as you and I?" asked the Snow Man. 
"Well, they belong to the same master," retorted the yard-dog. "Certainly 

people who were only born yesterday know very little. I can see that in 
you. I havt> age and experience. I know every one here in the house, 
and I know there was once a time when I did not lie out here in the cold, 
fastened to a chain. Away, away!" 

"The cold is delightful," said the Snow Man ; "but do tell me, ten me ; · 
only you must not clank your chain so ; for it jars· all thrnugh me when you 
do that." 

"Away, away!" barked the yard-dog; "I '11 tell you: they said I was a 
pretty little fel1ow once; then I used to lie in a velvet-covered chair, up at 
the master's house, and sit in the mistress's lap. They used to kiss my nose, 
and wipe my paws with an embroidered handkerchief, and I was called 
'Ami, dear Ami, sweet Ami.' · But after awhile I grew too big for them, 
and they sent me away to the housekeeper's room; so I came to live on 
the lower storey. You can look into the room from where you stand, and 
see where I was master once ; for I was indeed master to the housekeeper. 
Jt was certainly a smaller room than those upstairs; but I was more com- · 
fortable : for I was not being continually taken hold of and pulled about 
by the children, as I had been. I received quite as good food, or even · 
better. I had my own cushion, and there was a stove-it is the finest 
thing in the world at this season of the year. I used to go under the stove, · 
and lie down quite beneath it. Ah, I st,ill dream of that stove. · Away, 
away!" 

"Does a stove look beautiful?" asked the Snow Man; "is it at an 
like me?" · 

" It is just the reverse of you," said the dog; " it's as black as a crow, 
and has a long neck and a brass knob ; it eats firewood, so that fo·e spurts 

14 'k 
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out of its mouth. We should keep on one side, or under it, to be com
fortable. You can see it through the window from where you stand." 

Then the Snow Man looked, and saw a bright polished thing with a brazen 
knob, and fire gleaming from the lower part of it. The Snow Man felt quite 
a strange sensation come over him; it was very odd, he knew not what it 
meant, and he could not account for it. But there are people who are not 
men of snow, who understand what it is. "And why did you leave her?" 
asked the Snow Man, for it seemed to him that the stove must be of the 
female sex. " How could you give up such a comfortable place?" 

"I was obliged," replied the yard-dog. "They turned me out of doors, 
and chained me up here. I had bitten the youngest of my master's sons 
in the leg, because he kicked away the bone I was gnawing. ' Bone for 
bone,' I thought; but they were so angry, and from that time I have been 
fastened to a chain, and lost my bone. Don't you hear how hoarse I am. 
Away, away! I can't talk any more like other dogs. Away, away, that is 
the end of it all." 

But the Snow Man was no longer listening. He was looking into the 
housekeeper's room on the lower storey, where the stove stood on its four 
iron legs, looking about the same size as the Snow Man himsel£ " What 
a strange crackling I feel within me," he said. · "Shall I ever get in there? 
It is an innocent wish, and innocent wishes are sure to be fulfilled. I must 
go in there and lean against her, even if I have to break the window." 

"You must never go in there," said the yard-dog, "for if you approach 
the stove, you '11 melt away, away." 

" I might as well go," said the Snow Man, " for I think I am breaking up 
as it is." 

During the whole day the Snow Man stood looking in through the win
dow, and in the twilight hour the room became still more inviting, for from 
the stove came a gentle glow, not like the sun or the moon; no, only 
the bright light which gleams from a stove when it has been well fed. When 
the door of the stove was opened, the flames darted out of its mouth; this 
is customary with all stoves. The light of the flame fell directly on the 
face and breast of the Snow Man with a ruddy gleam. " I can endure 
it no longer," said he; "how beautiful it looks when it stretches out its 
tongue!" 

The night was long, but it did not appear so to the Snow Man, who 
stood there enjoying his own reflections, and crackling with the cold. In 
the morning, the window-panes of the housekeeper's room were covered 
with ice. They were the most beautiful ice-flowers any Snow Man could 
desire, but they concealed the stove. These window-panes would not tha,~, 
and he could see nothing of the stove, which he pictured to himself, as 1f 
it had been a lovely human being. The snow crackled and the wind 
whistled around him; it was just the kind of frosty weather a Snow Man 
might thoroughly enjoy. But he did not enjoy it; how, indeed, could he 
enjoy anything when he was "stove-sick?" 

"That is a terrible disease for a Snow Man," said the yard-dog; « I 
.have suffered from it myself, but I got over it. Away, away," he barked, 
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and then he added, "the weather is going to change." And the we:ither 
did change; it began to thaw. As the warmth increased, the Snow Man 
decreased. He said nothing, and made no complaint, which is a sure sign. 
One morning he broke, and sunk down altogether; and, behold, where he 
had stood, something like a broomstick remained sticking up in the ground. 
It was the pole round which the boys had built him up. "Ah, now I 
understand why he had such a great longing for the stove," said the yard
dog. " Why, there 's the shovel that is used for cleaning out the stove, 
fastened to the pole." The Snow Man had a stove scraper in his body; 
that was what moved him so. "But it's all over now. Away, away." 
And soon the winter passed. "Away, away," barked the hoarse yard-dog. 
But the girls in the house sang:-

" Come from your fragrant home, green thyme ; 
Stretch your soft branches, willow-tree; 

The months are bringing the sweet spring-time, 
When the lark in the sky sings joyfully. 

Come, gentle sun, while the cuckoo sings, 
And I'll mock his note in my wanderings." 

And nobody thought any more of the Snow Man. 



THE STORY OF THE YEAR. 

IT was near the end of January, and a terrible fall of snow was pelting 
down, and whirling through the streets and lanes ; the windows 'Yere plas
tered with snow on the outside, snow fell in masses from the roofs. Every 
one seemed in a great hurry; they ran, they flew, fell into each other's arms, 
holding fast for a moment as long as they could stand safely. Co:i.ches anl 
horses looked as if they had been frosted with sugar. The footmen stoo l 
with their backs against the carriages, so as to turn their faces from the wind. 
The foot passengers kept within the shelter of the carriages, which could 
only move slowly on in the deep snow. At last the storm abated, and a 
narrow path was swept clean in front of the houses ; when two person, 
met in this path they stood still, for neither liked to take the first step on 
one side into the deep snow to let the other p:i.ss him. There they stood 
silent and motionless, till at last, as if by tacit · consent, they each sacrificed 
a leg and buried it in the deep snow. Towards evening, the weather be
came calm. The sky, cleared from the snow, looked more lofty and trans
parent, while the stars shone with new brightness and purity. The frozen 
snow crackled under foot, and was quite firm enough to bear the sparrows, 
who hopped upon it in the morning dawn. They searched for food in the 
path which had been swept, but there was very little for them, and they 
were terribly cold. " Tweet, tweet," said one to another; " they call this 
a new year, but I think it is worse than the last. We might just as well 
have kept the old year; I'm quite unhappy, and I have a right to be so." 

"Yes, you have ; and yet the people ran about and fired off guns, to 
usher in the new year," said a little shivering sparrow. "They threw things 
against the doors, and were qnite beside thc-mselves with joy, because the 
old year had disappeared. I was glad, too, for I expected we should have 
some warm days, but my hopes have come to nothing. It freezes harder 
than ever; I think mankind have made a mistake in reckoning time." 

"That they have," said a third, an old sparrow with a white poll; "they 
have something they call a calendar; it's an invention of their own, and 
everything must be arranged according to it, but it won't do. When spring 
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comes, then the year begins. It is the voice of nature, and I reckon by 
that." 

"But when will spring come?" asked the otl1ers. 
" It will come when the stork returns, but he is very uncertain, and here 

in tlre town no one knows anything about it. In the country they have 
more knowledge. Shall we fly away there and wait? We shall be nearer 
to spring then, certainly." 

"That may be all very well," said another sparrow, who had been hop
ping about for a long time, chirping, but not saying anything of conse
qwmce, "but I have found a few comforts here in town which, I'm afraid, 
I should miss out in the country. Here iu this neighbourhood, there lives 
a family of people who have been so sensible as to place three or four 
flower-pots against the wall in the court-yard, so that the openings are all 
turnen. inward, and the bottom of each points outward. In the latter a hole 
has been cut large enough for me to fly in and out. I and my husband have 
built a nest in one of these pots, and all our young ones, who have now 
flown away, were brought up there. The people who live there, of course, 
made the whole arrangement, that they might have the pleasure of seeing 
us, or they would not have done it. It pleased them also to strew bread
crumbs for us, and so we have food, and may consider ourselves provided 
for. So !think my husband and I will stay where we are; although we are 
not very happy, but we shall stay." 

"And we will fly into the country," said the others, " to see if spring is 
coming." And away they flew. 

In the country it was really winter, a few degrees colder than in the town. 
The sharp winds blew over the snow-covered fields. The farmer, wrapped 
in wa1m clothing, sat in his sleigh, and beat his arms across his chest to 
keep off the cold. The whip lay on his lap. The horses ran till they 
smoked. The snow crackled, the sparrows hopped about in the wheel-ruts, 
and shivered, crying, "Tweet, tweet; when will spring come? It is very 
long in coming." 

" Very long indeed," sounded over the field, fro1i1 the nearest snow
covered hill. It might have been the echo which people heard, or perhaps 
the words of that wonderful old man, who sat high on a heap of snow, re
gardless of wind or weather. He was all in white ; he had on a peasant's 
coarse white coat of frieze. He had long white hair, a pale face, and large 
clear blue eyes. " Who is that old man?" asked the sparrows. 

"I know who he is," said an old raven, who sat on the fence, and was 
condescending enough to acknowledge that we are all equal in the sight of 
Heaven, even as little birds, and therefore he talked with the sparrows, and 
gave them the information they wanted. "I know who the old man is," 
he said. "It is Winter, the old man of last year; he is not dead yet, as 
the calendar says, but acts as guardian to little Prince Spring who is coming. 
Winter rules here still. Ugh ! the cold makes you shiver, little ones, does 
it not?'' 

"There ! Did I not tell you so? " said the smallest of the sparrows. 
"The calendar is only an invention of man, and is not arranged according 
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to nature. They should leave these things to us ; we are created so much 
more clever than they are." 

One week passed, and then another. The forest looked dark, the hard
frozen lake lay like a sheet of lead. The mountains had disappeared, for 
over the land hung damp, icy mists. Large black crows flew about in 
silence; it was as if nature slept. At length a sunbeam glided over the 
lake, and it shone like burnished silver. But the snow on the fields and 
the hills did not glitter as before. The white form of Winter sat there still, 
with his unwandering gaze fixed on the south. He did not perceive that 
the snowy carpet seemed to sink as it were into the earth; that here and 
there a little green patch of grass appeared, and that these patches were 
covered with sparrows. 

"Tee-wit, tee-wit; is spring coming at last?" 
Spring! How the cry resounded over field and meadow, and through 

the dark-brown woods, where the fresh green moss still gleamed on the 
trunks of the trees, and from the south came the two first storks flying 
through the air, and on the back of each sat a lovely little child, a boy and 
a girl. They greeted the earth with a kiss, and wherever they placed their 
feet white flowers sprung up from beneaJ;h the snow. Hand in hand they 
approached the old ice-man, Winter, embraced him and clung to his breast; 
and as they did so in a moment a11 three were enveloped in a thick, damp 
mist, dark and heavy, that closed over them like a veil. The wind arose 
with mighty rustling tone, and cleared away the mist. Then the sun shone 
out warmly. Winter had vanished away, and the beautiful children of Spring 
sat on the throne of the year. 

"This is really a new year," cried all the sparrows; "now we shall get 
our rights, and have some return for what we suffered in winter." 

Wherever the two children wandered, green. buds burst forth on bush 
and tree, the grass grew higher, and the corn-fields became lovely in deli
cate green. 

The little maiden strewed flowers in her path. She held her apron be
fore her: it was full of flowers ; it was as if they sprung into life there, for 
the more she scattered around her, the more flowers did her apron contain. 
Eagerly she showered snowy blossoms over apple and peach-trees, so that 
they stood in full beauty before even their green leaves had burst from the 
bud. Then the boy and the girl clapped their hands, and troops of birds 
came flying by, no one knew from whence, and they all twittered and 
chirped, singing, "Spring has come ! " How beautiful everything was ! 
Many an old dame came forth from her door into the sunshine, and shuffled 
about with great delight, g1ancing at the golden flowers which glittered 
everywhere in the fields, as they used to do in her young days. The world 
grew young again to her, as she said, "It is a blessed time out here to
day." The forest already wore its dress of dark-green buds. The thyme 
blossomed in fresh fragrance. Primroses and anemones sprung forth, and 
violets bloomed in the shade, while every blade of grass was full of strength 
and sap. Who could resist sitting down on such a beautiful carpet? and 
then the young children of Spring seated themselves, holding each other's 
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l1ands, and sang, and laughed, and grew. A gentle rain fell upon them 
from the sky, but they did not notice it, for the rain-drops were their own 
tears of joy. They kissed each other, and were betrothed; and in the 
same moment the buds of the trees unfolded, and when the sun rose, the 
forest was green. Hand in hand the two wandered beneath the fresh pen
dant canopy of foliage, while the sun's rays gleamed through the opening 
of the shade, in changing and varied colours. The delicate young leaves 
filled the air with refreshing odour. Merrily rippled the clear brooks an<l 
rivulets between the green, velvety rushes, and over the many-coloured 
pebbles beneath. All nature spoke of abundance and plenty. The cuckoo 
sang, and the lark carolled, for it was now beautiful spring. .The careful 
willows had, however, covered their blossoms with woolly gloves; and 
this carefulness is rather tedious. Days and weeks went by, and the heat 
increased. Warm air waved the corn as it grew golden in the sun. The 
white northern lily spread its large green leaves over the glossy mirror of 
the woodland lake, and the fishes sought the shadows beneath them. In a 
sheltered part of the wood, the sun shone upon the walls of a farm house, 
brightening the blooming roses, and ripening the black juicy berries, which 
hung on the loaded cherry-trees, with his hot beams. Here sat the lovely 
wife of Summer~ the same whom we have seen as a child and a bride; her 
eyes were fixed on dark gathering clouds, which in wavy outlines of black 
and indigo were piling themselves up like mountains, higher and higher. 
They came from every side, always increasing like a rising, rolling sea. 
Then they swooped towards the forest, where every sound had been 
silenced as if by magic, every breath hushed, every bird mute. All 
nature stood still in grave suspense. But in the lanes and the highways, 
passengers on foot or in carriages were hurrying to find a place of shelter. 
Then came a flash of light, as if the sun had rushed forth from the sky, 
flaming, burning, all-devouring, and darkness returned amid a rolling 
crash of thunder. The rain poured down in streams,-now there was 
darkness, then blinding light, -now thrilling silence, then deafening din. 
The young brown reeds on the moor waved to and fro in feathery billows; 
the forest boughs were hidden in a watery mist, and still light and dark
ness followed each other, still came the silence after the roar, while the 
corn and the blades of grass lay beaten down and swamped, so that it 
seemed almost impossible they could ever raise themselves again. But 
after a while the rain began to fall gently, the sun's rays pierced the clouds, 
and the water-drops glittered like pearls on leaf and stern. The birds 
sang, the fishes leaped up to the surface of the water, the gnats danced in 
the sunshine, and yonder, on a rock by the heaving salt sea, sat Summer 
himself, a strong man with sturdy limbs and long, dripping liair. Strength
ened by the cool bath, he sat in the warm sunshine, while all around him 
renewed nature bloomed strong, luxuriant, and beautiful: it was summer, 
warm, lovely summer. Sweet and pleasant was the fragrance wafted from 
the clover-field, where the bees •swarmed round the ruined tower, the 
bramble twined itself over the old altar, which, washed by the rain, glittered 
in the sunshine; and thither flew the queen bee with her swarm, and pre-
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pared wax and honey. But Summer and his bosom-wife saw it with different 
eyes, to them the altar-table was covered with the offerings of nature. The 
evening sky shone like gold, no church dome could ever gleam so brightly, 
and between the golden evening and the blushing morning there was moon
light. It was indeed summer. And days and weeks passed, the bright 
scythes of the reapers glittered in the corn-fields, the branches of the 
apple-trees bent low, heavy with the red and golden fruit. The hop, hang
ing in clusters, filled the air with sweet fragrance, and beneath the hazel
bushes, where the nuts hung in great bunches, rested a man and a woman 
-Summer and his grave consort. 

"See," she exclaimed, "what wealth, what blessings surround us. Every
thing is home-like and good, and yet, I know not why, I long for rest and 
peace; I can scarcely express what I feel. They are already ploughing the 
fields again; more and more the people wish for gain. See, the storks are 
flocking together, and following the plough at a short distance. They are 
the birds from Egypt, who carried us through the air. Do you remember 
how we came as children to this land of the north ; we brought with us 
flowers and bright sunshine, and green to the forests, but the wind has 
been rough with them, and they are now become dark and brown, like the 
trees of the south, but they do not, like them, bear golden fruit." 

" Do you wish to see golden fruit?" said the man, "then rejoice," and he 
lifted his arm. The leaves of the forest put on colours of red and gold, and 
bright tints covered the woodlands. The rose-bushes gleamed with scarlet 
hips, and the branches of the elder-trees hung down with the weight of the 
foll, dark berries. The wild chestnuts fell ripe from their dark, green shells, 
and in the forests the violets bloomed for the second time. But the queen 
of the year became more and more silent and pale. 

"It blows cold," she said, " and night brings the damp mist ; I long for 
the land of my childhood.n Then she saw the storks fly away every one, 
and she stretched out her hands towards them. She looked at the empty 
nests ; in one of them grew a long-stalked corn-flower, in another the 
yellow mustard seed, as if the nest had been placed there only for its com
fort and protection, and the sparrows were flying round them all. 

" Tweet, where has the master of the nest gone ? " cried one; " I suppose 
he could not bear it when the wind blew, and therefore he has left this 
country. I wish him a pleasant journey." 

The forest leaves became more and more yellow, leaf after leaf fell, and 
the stormy winds of Autumn howled. The year was now far advanced, and 
upon the fallen, yellow leaves, lay the queen of the year, looking up with 
mild eyes at a gleaming star, and her husband stood by her. A gust of 
wind swept through the foliage, and the leaves fell in a shower. The 
summer queen was gone, but a butterfly, the last of the year, flew through 
the cold air. Damp fogs came, icy winds blew, and the long, dark nights 
of winter approached. The ruler of the year appeared with hair white as 
snow, but he knew it not ; he thought snow-flakes falling from the sky 
covered his head, as they decked the green fields with a thin, white cover• 
ing of snow. And then the church bells r:mg out for Christmas time. 



THE STORY OF THE YEAR. 2r9 

"The bells are ringing for the new-born year," said the ruler, " soon will 
a new ruler and his bride be born, and I shall go to rest with my wife in 
yonder light-giving star." 

In the fresh, green fir-wood, where the snow lay all around, stood the 
angel of Christmas, and consecrated the young trees that were to adorn his 
feast. 

"May there be joy in the rooms, and under the green boughs," said the 
old ruler of the year. In a few weeks he had become a very old man, with 
hair as white as snow. "My resting-time draws near; the young pair of the 
year will soon claim my crown and sceptre." 

"But the night is still thine," said the angel of Christmas, "for power, 
but not for rest. Let the snow lie warmly upon the tender seed. Learn to 
endure the thought that another is worshipped whilst thou art still lord. 
Learn to endure being forgotten while yet thou livest. The hour of thy 
freedom will come when Spring appears." 

"And when will Spring come?" asked Winter. 
"It will come when the stork returns." 
And with white locks and snowy beard, cold, bent, and hoary, but strong 

as the wintry storm, and firm as the ice, old Winter sat on the snowdrift- , 
covered hill, looking towards the south, where Winter had sat before, 
and gazed. The ice glittered, the snow crackled, the skaters skimmed over 
the polished surface of the Jakes; ravens and crows formed a pleasing con
trast to the white ground, and not a breath of wind stirred, and in the still 
air old Winter clenched his fists, and the ice lay fathoms deep between the 
lands. Then came the sparrows again out of the town, and asked, "Who is 
that old man?" The raven sat there still, or it might be his son, which is 
the same thing, and he said to them,-

" It is Winter, the old man of the former year; he is not dead, as the 
calendar says, but he is guardian to the spring, which is coming." 

" When will Spring come ? " asked the sparrows, "for we shall have better 
times then, and a better rule. The old times are worth nothing." 

And in quiet thought old Winter looked at the leafless forest, where the 
graceful form and bends of each tree and branch could be seen; and while 
Winter slept, icy mists came from the clouds, and the ruler dreamt of his 
youthful days and of his manhood, and in the morning dawn the whole forest 
glittered with hoar frost, which the sun shook from the branches,-and this 
was the summer dream of Winter. 

"When will Spring come? " asked the sp::mows. "Spring ! " Again the 
echo sounded from the hills on which the snow lay. The sunshine became 

1 warmer, the snow melted, and the birds twittered, "Spring is comino- ! " 
A~d high in the air flew the first stork, and the second fol:owed; a lo;ely 
child sat on the back of each, and they sank down on the open field, kissed 
the earth, and kissed the quiet old man· and, as the mist from the mountain
toJ?, he vanished away and disappeared. And the story of the year was 
fimshed. 

":1,'1:is is all very fine, no doubt," said the sparrows, "and it is very beautiful; 
but 1t 1s not according to the calendar, therefore it must be all wrong." 



THE STORY OF A 
MOTHER. 

A MOTHER sat by her little child; 
she was very sad, for she feared it 
would die. It was quite pale, and its 
little eyes were closed, and sometimes 
it drew a heavy deep breath, almost 
like a sigh; and then the mother 
gazed more sadly than ever on the 
poor little creature. Some · one 
knocked at the door, and a poor old 
man walked in. He was wrapped in 
something that looked like a great 
horse-cloth; and he required it truly 
to keep him warm, for it was cold 

_ winter; the country everywhere lay 
covered with snow and ice, and the wind blew so sharply that it cut one's 
face. The little child had dozed off to sleep for a moment, and the mother 



The mother and her children. 
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seeing that the old man shivered with the cold, rose and placed a small 
mug of beer on the stove to warm for him. The old man sat and rocked 
the cradle· and the mother seated herself on a chair near him, and looked 
at her sick' child who still breathed heavily, and took hold of its little hand. 

"You think I shall keep him, do you not?" she said. "Our all-merciful 
God will surely not take him away from me." 

The old man, who was indeed . Death himself, nodded his head in a pecu
liar manner, which might have signified either Yes, or No; and the mother 
cast down her eyes, while the tears rolled down her cheeks. Then her 
head became heavy, for she had not closed her eyes for three days and 
nights, and she slept, but only for a moment. Shivering with cold, she 
started up and looked round the room. The old man was gone, and her 
child-it was gone too !-the old man had taken it with him. In the 
comer of the room the old clock began to strike; "whirr" went the chains, 
the heavy weight sank to the ground, and the clock stopped; and the poor 
mother rushed out of the house calling for her child. Out in the snow sat 
a woman in long black garments, and she said to the mother, "Death has 
been with you in your room. I saw him hastening away with your little 
child; · he strides faster than the wind, and never brings back what he 
has taken away." 

" Only tell me which way he has gone," said the mother; "tell me the 
way, I will find him." 

"I know the way," said the woman in the black garments; "but before 
I tell you, you must sing to me all the songs that you have sung to your 
child; I love these songs, I have heard them before. I am Night, and 
I saw your tears flow as you sang." -

" r will sing them all to you," said the mother; "but do not detain me 
now. I must overtake him, and find my child." 

But Night sat silent and still. Then the mother wept and sang, and 
wrung her hands. And there were many songs, and yet even more tears; 
till at length Night said, " Go to the right, into the dark forest of fir-trees ; 
for I saw Death take that road with your little child." 

Within the wood the mother came to cross roads, and she knew riot 
which to take. Just by stood a thorn-bush; it had neither leaf nor flower, 
for it was the cold winter time, .and icicles hung on the branches. "Have 
you not seen Death go by, with my little child? " she asked. 

"Yes," replied the thorn-bush; "but I will not tell you which way 
he has taken until you have warmed m6 in your bosom. I am freezing to 
death here, and turning to ice." 

Then she pressed the bramble to her bosom quite close, so that it mio-ht 
be thawed, and the thorns pierced her flesh, and great drops of bl;od 
flowed; but the bramble shot forth fresh green leaves, and they became 
flowers on the cold winter's night, so warm is the heart of a sorrowing 
mother. Then the bramble-bush told her the path she must take. She 
came at length to a great lake, on which there was neither ship nor boat to 
~e seen. Tl:e lake was not frozen sufficiently for her to pass over on the 
1ce1 nor was 1t open enough for her to wade through ; and yet she must 
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cross it, if she wished to find her child. Then she laid herself down to 
drink up the water of the lake, which was of course impossible for any 
human being to do; but the bereaved mother thought that perhaps a 
miracle might take place to help her. "You will never succeed in this," 
said the lake ; "let us make an agreement together, which will be better. I 
love to collect pearls, and your eyes are the purest I have ever seen. If 
you will weep those eyes away in tears into my waters, then I ,vill take you 
to the large hothouse where Death dwells and rears flowers and trees, everv 
one of which is a human life." 

"Oh, what would I not give to reach my child!" said the weeping 
mother; and as she still continued to weep, her eyes fell into the depths of 
the lake, and became two costly pearls. 

Then the lake lifted her up, and wafted her across to the opposite shore 
as if she were on a swing, where stood a wonderful building many miles in 
length. No one could tell whether it was a mountain covered with forests 
and full of caves, or whether it had been built. But the poor mother could 
not see, for she had wept out her eyes into the lake. " Where shall I 
find Death, who went away with my little child?" she asked. 

"He has not arrived here yet," said an old grey-haired woman, who was 
walking about, and watering Death's hothouse. "Ho1v have you found 
your way here? and who helped you?" 

"God has helped me," she replied. "He is merciful ; will you not be 
merciful too? Where shall I find my little child? " 

"I do not know the child," said the old woman; " and you are blind. 
Many flowers and trees have faded to-night, and Death will soon come to 
transplant them. You know already that every human being has a life-tree 
or a life-flower, just as may be ordained for him. They look like other 
plants ; but they have hearts that beat. Children's hearts also beat; from 
that you may perhaps be able to recognise your child. But what will you 
give me, if I tell you what more you will have to do?" 

"I have nothing to give," said the afflicted mother; "but I would go to 
the ends of the earth for you." 

" I can give you nothing to do for me there," said the old woman; "but 
you can give me your long black hair. You know yourself that it is beauti
ful, and it pleases me. You can take my white hair in exchange, which will 
be something in return." 

"Do you ask nothing more than that?''. said she. " I will give it you 
with pleasure." 

And she gave up her beautiful hair, and received in return the white locks 
of the old woman.· Then they went into Death's vast hothouse, where 
flowers and trees grew together in wonderful profusion. Blooming hyacinths, 
under glass bells, and peonies, like strong trees. There grew water-plants, 
some quite fresh, others looking sickly, which had water-snakes twining 
round them, and black crabs clinging to their stems. There stood noble 
palm-trees, oaks, and plantains, and beneath them bloomed thyme and 
parsley. Each tree and flower had a name; each represented a human 
life, and belonged to men still living, some in China, others in Greenland 
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and in all parts of the world. Some large trees had been planted in little 
pots, so that they were cramped for_ room, and seemed ab?u: ~o b_urst t~e 
pct in pieces; while many weak httle flowers were growmg_ 111 nch s?1I, 
with moss all around them, carefully tended and cared for. 1 he sorrowmg 
mother bent over the little plants, and heard the human heart beating in 
each, and recognised the beatings of her child's heart among millions of 
others. 

"That is it,".she cried, stretching out her hand towards a little crocus
flower which hung down its sickly head. 

" Do not touch the flower," exclaimed the old woman; "but place your
self here; and when Death comes-I expect him every minute-do not let 
him pull up that plant, but threaten him that if he does you will serve the 
other flowers .in the same manner. This will make him afraid ; for he must 
account to God for each of them, None· can be uprooted unless he 
receives permission to do so." 

There rushed through the hothouse a chill of icy coldness, and the blind 
mother felt that Death had arrived. 

"How did you find your way hither?" asked he ; "how could you come 
here faster than I have ? " 

" I am a mother," she answered. 
And Death stretched out his hand towards the delicate little flower; but 

she held her hands tightly round it, and held it fast at the same time, with 
the most anxious care, lest she should touch one of the leaves. Then 
Death breathed upon her hands, and she felt his breath colder than the icy 
wind, and her hands sank down powerless. 

" You cannot prevail against me," said Death. 
" But a God of mercy can," said she. 
" I only do His will," replied Death. "I am His gardener. I take all 

His flowers and trees, and transplant them into the gardens of Paradise in 
an unknown land. How they flourish there, and what that garden 
resembles, I may not tell you." 

" Give me back my child," said the mother, weeping and imploring; and 
she seized two beautiful flowers in her hands, and cried to Death, " I will 
tear up all your flowers, for I am in despair." 

" Do not touch them," said Death. " You say you are unhappy ; and 
would you make another mother as unhappy as yourself? " 

" Another mother ! " cried the poor woman, setting the flowers free from 
her hands. 

"There are your eyes," said Death. " I fished them up out of the lake 
for you. They were shining brightly ; but I knew not that they were yours. 
Take them back-they are clearer now than before-and then look into 
the deep well which is close by here. I will tell you the names of the two 
flowers which you wished to pull up; and you will see the whole future of the 
human beings they represent, and what you were about to frustrate and 
destroy." 

Then she looked into the well ; and it was a glorious sight to behold how 
one of them became a blessing to the world, and how much happiness and 
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joy it spread around. But she saw that the life of the other was full of care 
and poverty, misery and woe. 

"Both are the will of God," said Death. 
"Which is the unhappy flower, and which is the blessed one ? " she 

asked. 
"That I may not tell you," said Death; "but · thus far you may learn, 

that one of the two flowers represents your own child. It was the fate of 
your child that you saw,-the future of your own child." 

Then the mother screamed aloud with terror, "Which of them belongs 
to my child? Tell me that. Deliver the unhappy child. Release it from 
so much misery. Rather take it away. Take it to the kingdom of God. 
Forget my tears and my entreaties; forget all that I have said or done." 

"I do not understand you," said Death. "Will you have your child 
back? or shall I carry him away to a place that you do not know?" 

Then the mother wrung her hands, fell on her knees, and prayed to God, 
"Grant not my prayers, when they are contrary to Thy will, which at all 
times must be the best. Oh, hear them not ; " and her head sank upon 
her bosom. 

Then Death carried away her child to the unknown land. 



THE JEWISH MAIDEN. 

IN a charity school, among the children, sat a little Jewish girl. She 
was a good, intelligent child, and very quick at her lessons ; but the Scrip
ture-lesson class she was not allowed to join, for this was a Christian school. 
During the hour of this lesson, the Jewish girl was allowed to learn her 
geography, or to work her sum for the next day; and when her geography 
lesson was perfect, the book remained open before her but she read not 
another word, for she sat silently listening to the words of the Christian 
teacher. He soon became aware that the little one was paying more 
attention to what he said than most of the other children. " Read your 
book, Sarah," he said to her gently. 

But again and again he saw her dark, beaming eyes fixed upon him; and 
once, when he asked.her a question, she could answer him even better than 
the other children. She had not only heard, but understood his words, and 
pondered them in her heart. Her father, a poor but honest man, had 
placed his daughter at the school on the conditions that she should not be 
instructed in the Christian faith. But it might have caused confusion, or 
raised discontent in the minds of the other children, if she had been sent 
out of the room, so she remained; and now it was evident this could not 
go on. The teacher went to her father, and advised him to remove his 
daughter from the school, or to allow her to become a Christian. " I 
cannot any longer be an idle spectator of those beaming eyes, which 
ex_press such a deep and earnest longing for the words of the gospel," 
said he. 

Then the father burst into tears. " I know very little of the law of my 
fathers," he said; "but Sarah's mother was firm in her faith as a daughter of 
Israel, and I vowed to her on her deathbed that our child should never be 
baptized. I must keep my vow : it is to me even as a covenant with God 
Himself." And so the little Jewish girl left the Christian school. 

Years rolled by. In one of the smallest provincial towns, in a humble 
{10usehold, lived a poor maiden of the Jewish faith, as servant. Her hair 
was black as ebony, her eyes datk '1,S night, yet full of light and brilliancy 

15 
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so peculiar to the daughters of the east. It was Sarah. The expression in 
the face of the grown-up maiden was still the same as when, a child, she 
sat on the schoolroom form listening with thoughtful eyes to the words of 
the Christian teacher. Every Sunday there sounded forth from a church 
close by the tones of an organ and the singing of the congregation. The 
Jewish girl heard them in the house where, industrious and faithful in alt 
things, she performed her household duties. "Thou shalt keep the Sabbath 
holy," said the voice of the law in her heart; but her Sabbath was a working 
day among the Christians, which was a great trouble to her. And then as 
the thought arose in her mind, " Does God reckon by days and hours?" her 
conscience felt satisfied on this question, and she found it a comfort to her, 
that on a Christian Sabbath she could have an hour for her own prayers un
disturbed. The music and singing of the congregation sounded in her ears 
while at work in her kitchen, till the place itself became sacred to her. Then 
she would read in the Old Testament, that treasure and comfort to her 
people, and it was indeed the only Scriptures she could read. Faithfully in 
her inmost thoughts had she kept the words of her father to her teacher 
when she left the school, and the vow he had made to her dying mother that 
she should never receive Christian baptism. The New Testament must 
remain to her a sealed book, and yet she knew a great deal of its teachings, 
and the sound of the Gospel truths still lingered among the recollections of 
her childhood. 

One evening she was sitting in a corner of the dining-room, while her 
master read aloud. It was not the Gospel he read, but an old story-book; 
therefore she might stay and listen to him. The story related that a 
Hungarian knight, who had been taken prisoner by a Turkish pasha, was 
most cruelly treated by him. He caused him to be yoked with his oxen to 
the plough, and driven with blows from the whip till the blood flowed, and 
he almost sunk with exhaustion and pain. The faithful wife of the knight 
at home gave up all her jewels, mortgaged her castle and lands, and his 
friends raised large sums to make up the ransom demanded for his release, 
which was most enormously high. It was collected at last, and the knight 
released from slavery and misery. Sick and exhausted, he reached home. 

Ere long came another summons to a struggle with the foes of Christianity. 
The still living knight heard the sound; he could endure no more, he had 
neither peace nor rest. He caused himself to be lifted on his war-horse; the 
colour came into his cheeks, and his strength returned to him again as he went 
forth to battle and to victory. The very same pasha who had yoked him to 
the plough became his prisoner, and was dragged to a dungeon in the 
castle. But an hour had scarcely passed, when the knight stood b<ilfore 
the captive pasha and inquired, "What do you suppose awaiteth thee?" 

"I know," replied the pasha; "retribution." 
'' Yes ; the retribution of a Christian," replied the knight. "The teaching 

of Christ, the Teacher, commands us to forgive our enemies, to love our 
neighbours; for God is love. Depart in peace; return to thy home. I 
give thee back to thy loved ones. But in future be mild and humane to 
all who are in trouble." 
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Then the prisoner burst into tears, and exclaimed, '' Oh, how could I 
imagine such mercy and forgiveness! I expected pain and torment. It 
seemed to me so sure, that I took poison, which I secretly carried about 
me ; and in a few hours its effects will destroy me. I must die ! Nothing 
can save me! But before I die, explain to me the teaching which is so full 
of love and mercy, so great and God-like. Oh, that I may hear this 
teaching, and die a Christian ! " And his prayer was granted. 

This was the legend which the master read out of the old story-book. 
Every one in the house who was present listened, and shared the pleasure; 
but Sarah, the Jewish girl, sitting so still in a corner, felt her heart burn 
with excitement. Great tears came into her shining, dark eyes; and with 
the same gentle piety with which she had once listened to the gospel while 
sitting on the form at school, she felt its grandeur now, and the tears rolled 
down her cheeks. Then the last words of her dying mother rose before 
her, " Let not my child become a Christian;" and with them sounded in 
her heart the words of the law, " Honour thy father and thy mother." 

" I am not admitted among the Christians," she said; "they mock me as 
a Jewish girl; the neighbours' boys did so last Sunday when I stood looking 
in through the open church door at the candles burning on the altar, and 
listening to the singing. Ever since I sat on the school-bench I have felt 
the power of Christianity; a power which, like a sunbeam, streams into my 
heart, however closely I may close my eyes against it. But I will not grieve 
thee, my mother, in thy grave. I will not be unfa,ithful to my father's vow. 
I will not read the Bible of the Christians. I have the God of my fathers, 
and in Him I will trust." 

And again years passed by. Sarah's master died, and his widow fmmd 
herself in such reduced circumstances that she wished to dismiss her servant
maid; but Sarah refused to leave the house, and she became a true support 
in time of trouble, and kept the household together by working till late at 
night, with her busy hands, to earn their daily bread. Not a relative came 
forward to assist them, and the widow was confined to a sick bed for months 
and grew weaker from day to day. Sarah worked hard, but contrived to 
spare time to amuse her and watch by the sick bed. She was gentle and 
pious, an angel of blessing in that house of poverty. · 

"My Bible lies on the table yonder," said the sick woman one day to 
Sarah. " Read me something from it; the night appears so long, and my 
spirit thirsts to hear the word of God." 

And Sarah bowed her head. She took the book, and folded her hands 
over the Bible of the Christians, and at last opened it, and read to the sick 
--;voman. Tears stood in her eyes as she read, and they shone with brjght
ness, for in her heart it was light. 

"Mother," she murmured, "thy child may not receive Christian baptism, 
nor be admitted into the congregation of Christian people. Thou hast so 
willed it, and I will respect thy command. We are therefore still united 
here on earth ; but in the next world there will be a higher union, even with 
God himself, who leads and guides His people till death. He came down 
from heaven to earth to suffer for us1 that we should bring forth fruits of 
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repentance. I understand it now. I know not how I learnt this truth, 
unless it is through the name of Christ." Yet she trembled as she pro
nounced the holy name. She struggled against these convictions of the 
truth of Christianity for some days, till one evening while watching by he1 
mistress she was suddenly taken very ill ; her limbs tottered u:ider her, and 
she sank fainting by the bedside of the sick woman. . 

"Poor Sarah," said the neighbours; "she is overcome by hard work and 
night watching." And then they carried her to the hospital for the sick 
poor. There she died; and they bore her to her resting-place in the earth, 
but not to the churchyard of the Christians. There was no place for the 
Jewish girl; but they dug a grave for her outside the wall. And God's sun, 
which shines upon the graves of the Christians, also throws its beams on 
the grave of the Jewish maiden beyond the wall. And when the psalms of 
the Christians sound across the churchyard, their echo reaches her lonely 
resting-place; and she who sleeps there will be counted worthy at the 
resurrection, through the name of Christ the Lord, who said to His dis
ciples, "John baptized you with water, but I will baptize you with the Holy 
Ghost." 

THE DARNING-NEEDLE. 

THERE was once a darning-needle who thought herself so fine that she 
fancied she must be fit for embroidery. "Hold me tight," she would say 
to the fingers, when they took her up, " don't let me fall; if you do, I shall 
never be found again, I am so very fine." 

"That is your opinion, is it?" said the fingers, as they seized her round 
the body. 

"See, I am coming with a train," said the darning-needle, drawing a long 
thread after her ; but there was no knot in the thread. 

The fingers then placed the point of the needle against the cook's 
slipper. There was a crack in the upper leather, which had to be sewn 
together. ' 

"vVhat coarse work!" said the darning•needlc, "I shall never get 
through. I shall break !-I am breaking!" and sure enough she broke. 
" Did I not say so?" said the darning-needle, " I know I arn too fine for 
such work as that." 

"This needle is quite useless for sewing now," said the fingers ; but they 
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still held it fast, and the cook dropped some sealing-wax on the needle, 
and fastened her handkerchief with it in front. 

"So now I am a breast-pin," said the darning-needle; "I knew very well 
I should come to honour some day: merit is sure to rise;" and she laughed 
quietly to herself, for of course no one ever saw a darning-needle laugh. 
And there she sat as proudly as if she were in a state coach, and looked all 
around her. " May I be allowed to ask if you are made of gold?" she 
inquired of her neighbour, a pin; "you have a very pretty appearance, 
and a curious head, although you are rather small. You must take pains to 
grow, for it is not every one who has sealing-wax dropped upon him; " and 
as she spoke, the darning-needle drew herself up so proudly that she fell 
out of the handkerchief right into the sink, which the cook was cleaning. 
"Now I am going on a journey," said the needle, as she floated away with 
the dirty water, "I do hope I shall not be lost." But she really was lost in 
a gutter. "I am too fine for this world," said the darning-needle, as she 
lay in the gutter; "but I know who I am, and that is always some comfort." 
So the darning-needle kept up her proud behaviour, and did not lose her 
good humour. Then there floated over her all sorts of things,-chips and 
straws, and pieces of old newspaper. "See how they sail," said the 
darning-needle ; "they do not know what is under them. I am here, and 
here I shall stick. See, there goes a chip, thinking of nothing in the 
world but himself-only a chip. There's a straw going by now; how he 
turns and twists about ! Don't be thinking too much of yourself, or you 
may chance to run against a stone. There swims a piece of newspaper; 
what is written upon it has been forgotten long ago, and yet it gives itself 
airs. I sit here patiently and quietly. I know who I am, so I shall not 
move." 

One day something lying close to the darning-needle glittered so splendidly 
that she thought it was a diamond ; yet it was only a piece of broken 
bottle. The darning-needle spoke to it, because it sparkled, and repre
sented herself as a breast-pin. "I suppose you are really a diamond?" 
she said. 

"Why yes, something of the kind," he replied ; and so each believed the 
other to be very valuable, and then they began to talk about the world, and 
the conceited people in it. 

"I have been in a lady's work-box," said the darning-needle, "and this 
lady was the cook. She had on each hand five fingers, and anything so 
conceited as these five fingers I have never seen ; and yet they were only 
employed to take me out of the box and to put me back again." 

"Were they not high-bor:1?" 
"High-born!" said the darning-needle, "no in<leed, but so haughty. 

They were five brothers, all born fingers ; they kept very proudly together, 
though they were of different lengths. The one who stood first in the rank 
was named the thumb, he wa~ short and thick, and had only one joint in 
his back, and could therefore make but one bow; but he said that if he 
were cut off from a man's hand, that man would be unfit for a soldier. 
Sweet-tooth, his neighbour, dipped hini'self into the sweet or sour, pointed 
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to the sun and moon, mad formed the letters when the fingers wrote. 
Longman, the middle finger, looked over the heads of all the others. 
Gold-band, the next finger, wore a golden circle round his waist. And 
little Playman did nothing at all, and seemed proud of it. They were 
boasters, and boasters they will remain; and therefore I left them." 

" And now we sit here and glitter," said the piece of broken bottle. 
At the same moment more water streamed into the gutter, so that it 

overflowed, and the piece of bottle was carried away. 
"So he is promoted,'' said the darning-needle, "while I remain here; I 

I am too fine, but that is my pride, and what do I care?" And so she sat 
there in her pride, and had many such thoughts as these,-" I could almost 
fancy that I came from a sunbeam, I am so fine. It seems as if the sun
beams were always looking for me under the water. Ah ! I am so fine that 
even my mother cannot :find me. Had I still my old eye, which was broken 
off, I believe I should weep; but no, I would not do that, it is not genteel to 
cry." 

One day a couple of street boys were paddling in the gutter, for they 
sometimes found o·d nails, farthings, and other treasures. It was dirty 
work, but they took gre1t pleasure in it. "Hallo ! " cried one, as he pricked 
himself with the darning-needle, "here's a fellow for you." 

"I am not a fellow, I am a young lady," said the darning-needle; but no 
one heard her. 

The sealing-wax had come off, and she was quite black ; but black 
makes a person look slender, so she thought herself even finer than 
before. 

"Here comes an egg-shell sailing along," said one of the boys; so they 
stuck the darning-needle in the egg-shell. 

"White walls, and I am black myself," said the darning-needle, " that 
looks well; now I can be seen, but I hope I shall not be sea-sick, or I 
shall break again." She was not sea-sick, and she did not break. "It 
is a good thing agafost sea-sickness to have a steel stomach, and not to 
forget one's own importance. Now my sea-sickness has past· delicate people 
can bear a great deal." 

Crack went the egg-shell, as a waggon passed over it. "Good heavens, 
how it crushes ! " said the darning-needle. " I shall be sick now. I am 
breaking ! " but she did not break, though the waggon went over her as 
she lay at full length ; and there let her lie. 



THE LITTLE MATCH-SELLER. 

!Twas terribly cold and nearly dark on the last evening of the old year, 
and the snow was falling fast. In the cold and the darkness, a poor little girl, 
with bare head and naked feet, roamed through the streets. It is true she 
l:ad on a pair of slippers when she left home, but they were not of much 
use. They were very large, so large, indeed, that they had belonged to her 
mother, and the poor little creature had lost them in running across the 
street to avoid two caniages that were rolling along at a terrible rate. One 
of the slippers she could not find, and a boy seized upon the other and ran 
away with it, saying that he could use it as a cradle, when he had children 
of his own. So the little girl went on with her little naked feet, which were 
quite red and blue with the cold. In an old apron she carried a number 
of matches, and had a bundle of them in her hands. No one had bought 
anything of her the whole day, nor had any one given her even a penny. 
Shivering with cold and hunger, she crept along ; poor little child, she 
looked the picture of misery. The snow-flakes fell on her long, fair hair, 
which hung in curls on her shoulders, but she regarded them not. 

Lights were shining from every window, and there was a savoury smell 
of roast goose, for it was New-year's eve-yes, she remembered that. In a 
corner, between two houses, one of which projected beyond the other, she 
sank down, and huddled herself together. She had drawn her little feet 
under her, but she could not keep off the cold; and she dared not go home, 
for she had sold no matches, and could not take home even a penny of 

_ money. Her father would certainly beat her; besides, it was almost as cold 
\ at home as here, for they had only the roof to cover them, through which 
the wind howled, although the largest holes had been stopped up with straw 
and rags. Her little hands were almost frozen· with the cold. Ah ! per
haps a burning match might be some good, if she could draw it from the 
bundle and strike it against the wall, just to warm her fingers. She drew 
one out-" scratch ! " how it sputtered as it burnt ! It gave a warm, bright 
light, like a little candle, as she held her hand over it. It was really a won
derful light. It seemed to the little girl as if she were sitting by a large 
iron stove, with polished brass feet and a brass ornament. How the fire 
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burned! and seemed so beautifully warm that the child stretched out her 
feet as if to warm them, when, lo 1 the flame of the match went out, the 
stove vanished, and she had only the remains of the balf-burnt match in 
her hand. 

She rubbed another match on the wall. It burst into flame, and where 
its light fell upon the wall it became as transparent as a veil, and she could 
see into the room. The table was covered with a snowy white table-cloth, 
on which stood a splendid dinner service, and a steaming roast goose, stuffed 
with apples and dried plums. And what was still more wonderful, the 

DEATH OF THE LITTLE MATCH-SELLER. 

goose jumped down from the dish and waddled across the floor, with a knife 
and fork in its breast, to the little girl. Then the match went out, and there 
remained nothing but the thick, damp, cold wall before her. 

Sh~ lighted another matcb, and then she found herself sitting under a 
beautiful Christmas-tree. It was larger and more beautifully decorated than 
the one she had seen through the glass door at the rich merchant's. Thou
s~nds of _tapers were burning upon the green branches, and coloured 
pictures, like those she had seen in the show-windows, looked down upon it 
all. The little one stretched out her hand towards them, and the match 
went out. 

The Christmas lights rose higher and higher, till they looked to her like 
the stars in the sky. Then she saw a star fall, leaving behind a bright 
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streak of fire. "Some one is dying," thought the little girl, for her old 
grandmother, the only one who had ever loved her, and who was now 
dead, had told her that when a star falls, a soul was going up to God. 

She again rubbed a match on the wall, and the light shone round her; 
in the brightness stood her old grandmother, clear and shining, yet mild 
and loving in her appearance. "Grandmother," cried the little one, "0 
take me with you ; I know you will go away when the match burns out; 
you will vanish like the warm stove, the roast goose, and the large, glorious 
Christmas-tree." And she made haste to light the whole bundle of matches. 
for she wished to keep her grandmother there. And the matches glowed 
with a light that was brighter than the noon-day, and her grandmother had 
never appeared so large or so beautiful. She took the little girl in her arms, 
and they both flew upwards in brightness and joy far above the earth, 
where there was neither cold nor hunger nor pain, for they were with 
God. 

In the dawn of morning there lay the poor little one, with pale cheeks and 
smiling mouth, leaning against the wall : she had been frozen to death on 
the last evening of the old year; and the New-year's sun rose and shone 
upon a little corpse ! The child still sat, in the stiffness of death, holding 
the matches in her hand, one bundle of which was burnt. "She tried to 
to warm herself," said some. No one imagined what beautiful things she 
had seen, nor into what glory she had entered with her grandmother, on 
New-year's day. 

THE TRAVELLING COMPANION. 

PooR John was very sad ; for his father was so ill, he had no hope of his 
recovery. John sat alone with the sick man in the little room, and the lamp 
had nearly burnt out; for it was late in the night. 

" You have been a good son, John," said the sick,fa ther, "and God will 
help you on in the world." He looked at him, as he spoke, with mild, 
earnest eyes, drew a deep sigh, and died ; yet it appeared as if he still 
slept. 

John wept bitterly. He had no one in the wide world now; neither 
father, mother, brother, nor sister. Poor John ! he knelt down by the bed, 
kissed his dead father's hand, and wept many, many bitter tears. But at 
last his eyes closed, and he fell asleep with his head resting against the hard 
bed-post. Then he dreamed a strange dream; he thought he saw the sun 
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shining upon him, and his ·father alive and well, and e:'en h.eard.him laugh
ing as he used to do when he was ".e~y hap~y. A bea:itiful girl, with a golde;1 
crown on her head, and long, shmmg hair, gave him her hand; and his 
father said "See what a bride you have won. She is the loveliest maiden 
on the wh~le earth." Then he awoke, and all the beautiful things vanished 
before his eyes, his father lay dead· on the bed, and he was all alone. Poor 
John! 

During the following week the dead man was buried. The son walked 
behind the coffin which contained his father, whom he so dearly loved, and 
would never again behold. He heard the earth fall on the coffin-lid, and 
watched it till only a corner remained in sight, and at last that also disap
peared. He" felt as if his heart would break with its weight of sorrow, till 
those who stood round the grave sang a psalm, and the sweet, holy tones 
brought tears into his eyes, which relieved him. The sun shone brightly 
down on the green trees, as if it would say, "You must not be so sorrowful, 
John. Do you see the beautiful blue sky above you? Your father is up 
there, and he prays to the loving Father of all, that you may do well in the 
future." 

"I will always be good," said John, " and then I shall go to be with my 
father in heaven. What joy it will be when we see each other again ! How 
much I shall have to relate to him, and how many things he will be able to 
explain to me of the delights of heaven, and teach me as he once did on 
earth. Oh, what joy it will be ! " 

He pictured it all so plainly to himself, that he smiled even while the 
tears ran down his cheeks. 

The little birds in the chestnut-trees twittered, "Tweet, tweet;" they were 
so happy, although they had seen the funeral; but they seemed as if they 
knew that the dead man was now in heaven, and that he had wings much 
larger and more beautiful than their own; that he was happy now, because 
he had been good here on earth, and they were glad of it. John saw them 
fly away out of the green trees into the wide world, and he longed to fly 
with them; but first he cut out a large wooden cross, to place on his father's 
grave, and when he brought it there in the evening, he found the grave 
decked out with gravel and flowers. Strangers had done this; they who 
had known the good old father who was now dead, and who had loved him 
very much. 

Early the_next morning, John packed up his little bundle of clothes, and 
p)ace~ all his. money, which consisted of fifty dollars and a few shillings, in 
h1s girdle; :with tlns he determined to try his fortune in .the world. But 
first he went into the churchyard; and, by his fathers grave 11e offered up 
a prayer, and said," Farewell." ' 

As he passed through the fields, all the flowers looked fresh and beautiful 
in the warm sunshine, and nodded in the wind as if they wished to say 
"Welcome to the green wood, where all is fresh 'and bright." ' 

Then J olm turned to have one more look at the old church in which he 
had been christened in his infancy, and where his father h;cl taken him 
every Sunday to hear the service and join in singing the psalms. As he 
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looked at the old tower, he espied the ringer standing at one of the narrow 
openings, with his little pointed red cap on his head, and shading his eyes 
from the sun with his bent arm. John nodded farewell to him, and the 
little ringer waved his red cap, laid his hand on his heart, and kissed his 
hand to him a great many times, to show that he felt kindly towards him, 
and wished him a prosperqus journey. 

J olm continued his journey, and thought of all the wonderful things he 
should see in the large, beautiful world, till he found himself farther away 
from home than ever he had been before. He did not even know the 
names of the places he passed through, and could scarcely understand the 
language of the people he met, for he was far away, in a strange land. The 
first night he slept on a haystack, out in th<? fields, for there was no other 
bed for him; but it seemed to him so nice and comfortable that even a 
king need not wish for a better. The field, the brook, the haystack, with 
the blue sky above, formed a beautiful sleeping-room. The green grass, 
with the little red and white flowers, was the carpet; the elder-bushes and 
the hedges of wild roses looked like garlands on the walls ; and for a bath 
he could have the clear, fresh water of the brook ; while the rushes bowed 
their heads to him, to wish him good morning and good evening. The 
moon, like a large lamp, hung high up in the blue ceiling, and he had no fear 
of its setting fire to his curtains. John slept here quite safely all night; 
and when he awoke, the sun was up, and all the little birds were singing 
round him, "Good morning, good morning. Are you not up yet?" 

It was Sunday, and the bells were ringing for church. As the people 
went in, John followed them; he heard God's word, joined in singing the 
psalms, and listened to the preacher. It seemed to him just as if he were 
in his own church, where he had been christened, and had sung the psalms 
of his father. Out in the churchyard were several graves, and on some of 
them the grass had grown very high. John thought ot his father's grave, 
which he knew at last would look like these, as he was not there to weed 
and attend to it. Then he sat to work, pulled up the high grass, raised the 
wooden crosses which had fallen down, and replaced the wreaths which had 
been blown away from their places by the wind, thinking all the time, 
" Perhaps some one is doing the same for my father's grave, as I am not 
there to do it." 

Outside the church door stood an old beggar, leaning on his crutch. 
John gave him his silver shillings, and then he continued his journey, feel
ing lighter and happier than ever. Towards evening, the weather became 
very stormy, and he hastened on as quickly as he could, to get shelter ; but 
it was quite dark by the time he reached a little lonely church which stood 
on a hill. "I will go in here," he said, "and sit down in a corner; for I 
am quite tired, and want rest." 

So he went in, and seated himself; then he folded his hands, and 
offered up his evening prayer, and was soon fast asleep and dreaming, 
while the thunder rolled and the lightning flashed without. When l:e 
awoke, it was still night ; but the storm had ceased, and the moon shone :11 

upon him through the windows. Then he saw an open coffin standing m 
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the centre of the church which contained a dead man, waiting for burial. 
John was not at all timid; he had a good c~ms_ci~nce, . and he knew also 
that the dead can never injure any one. It is hvmg wicked men who do 
harm to others. Two such wicked persons stood now by the dead man, 
who had been brought to the church to be buried. Their evil intentions 
were to throw the poor dead body outside the church door, and not leave 
him to rest in his coffin. . 

"Why do you do this?" asked John, when he saw what they were gomg 
to do; "it is very wicked. Leave him to rest in peace, in Christ's name." 

"Nonsense," replied the two dreadful men. "He _has cheated us ; he 
owed us money which he could not pay, and now he is dead we shall not 
get a penny; so we mean to have our revenge, and let him lie like a dog 
outside the church door." 

"I have only fifty dollars," said John, "it is all I possess in the world, 
but I will give it to you if you will promise me faithfully to leave the dead 
man in peace. I shall be able to get on without the money; I have strong 
and healthy limbs, and God will always help me." 

"Why, of course," said the horrid men, "if you will pay his debt we 
will both promise not to touch him. You may depend upon that ; " and 
then they took the money he offered them, laughed at him for his good 
nature, and went their way. 

Then he laid the dead body back in the coffin, folded the hands, and 
took leave of it; and went away contentedly through the great forest. All 
round him he could see the prettiest little elves dancing in the moonlight, 
which shone through the trees. They were not disturbed by his appear
ance, for they knew he was good and harmless among men. They are 
wicked people only who can never obtain a glimpse of fairies. Some of 
them were not taller than the breadth of a finger, and they wore golden 
combs in their long yellow hair. They were rocking themselves two 
together on the large dew-drops with which the leaves and the high grass 
were sprinkled. Sometimes the dew-drops would roll away, and then they 
fell down between the stems of the long grass, and caused a great deal of 
laughing and noise among the other little people. It was quite charming 
to watch them at play. Then they sang songs, and John remembered 
that he had learnt those pretty songs when he was a little boy. Large 
speckled spiders, with silver crowns on their heads, were employed to spin 
s_uspension bridges and palaces from one hedge to another, and when the 
tm:f drop~ fell up_on them, they glittered in the moonlight like shining glass. 
This contmued till sunrise. Then the little elves crept into the flower-buds 
and the wind seized the bridges and palaces and fluttered them in the ai; 
like cobwebs. ' 

As John left the wood, a strong man's voice called after him, "Hallo 
comrade, where are you travelling? " ' 

"Into the wide world," he replied ; " I am only a poor lad, I have neither 
fat~er nor m_oth~r, but Go~ will help me.'' . 

I am gomg mto the wide world also," replied the stranger; "shall we 
keep each other company? n 
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"With all my heart," said he, and so they went on together. Soon they 
began to. like each other very much, for they were both good; but John 
found out that the stranger was much more clever than himself. He had 
travelled all over the world, and could describe almost everything. The 
sun was high in the heavens when they seated themselves under a large 
tree to eat their breakfast, and at the same moment an old woman came 
towards them. She was very old and almost bent double. She leaned 
upon a stick and carried on her back a bundle of firewood, which she had 
collected in the forest; her apron was tied round it, and John saw three 
great stems of fern and some willow twigs peeping out. Just as she came 
close up to them, her foot slipped and she fell to the ground screaming 
loudly: poor old woman, she had broken her leg! John proposed directly 
that they should carry the old woman home to her cottage; but the stranger 
opened his knapsack and took out a box, in which he said he had a salve 
that would quickly make her leg well and strong again, so that she would be 
able to walk home herself, as if her leg had never been broken. And all that 
he would ask in return was the three fern stems which she carried in her apron, 

"That is rather too high a price," said the old woman, nodding her head 
quite strangely. She did not seem at all inclined to part with the fern 
stems. However, it was not very agreeable to lie there with a broken leg, 
so she gave them to him; and such was the power of the ointment, that 
no sooner had he rubbed her leg with it than the old mother rose up and 
. walked, even better than she had done before. But then this wonderful 
ointment could not be bought at a chemist's. 

" What can you want with those three fern rods ? " asked John of his 
fellow-traveller. 

"Oh, they will make capital brooms," said he; "and I like them because 
I have strange whims sometimes." Then they walked on together for a 
long distance. 

"How dark the sky is becoming," said John; "and look at those thick, 
heavy clouds." . 

"Those are not clouds," replied his fellow-traveller; " they are mountains 
-large lofty mountains-on the tops of which we should be above the 
clouds, in the pure, free air. Believe me, it is delightful to ascend so high, 
to-morrow we shall be there." But the mountains were not so near as they 
appeared; they had to travel a whole day before they reached them, and 
pass through black forests and piles of rock as large as a town. The 
journey had been so fatiguing that John and his fellow-traveller stopped to 
rest at a roadside inn, so that they might gain strength for their journey on 
the morrow. In the large public room of the inn a great many persons 
were assembled to see a comedy performed by dolls. The showman had 
just erected his little theatre, and the people were sitting round the room 
to witness the performance. Right in front, in the very best place, sat a 
stout butcher, with a great bull-dog by his side, who seemed ve1y much 
inclined to bite. He sat staring with all his eyes, and so indeed did e_very 
one else in the room. And then the play began. It was a pretty piece, 
with a king and queen in it, who sat on a beautiful throne, and had gold 
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crowns on their heads. The trains to their dresses were very long, accord
ing to the fashion; while the prettiest of wooden dolls, with glass eyes and 
large moustaches, stood at the doors, and opened and shut them, that the 
fresh air might come into the room. It was a very pleasant play, not at all 
mournful ; but just as the queen stood up and walked a~ross the stage, the 
great bull-dog, who should have bee~ hel? back by his master, m~de a 
spring forward, and caught the queen m his teeth _by the slender waist, so 
that it snapped in two. This was a very dreadful disaster.. The poor ma1;1, 
who was exhibiting the dolls, was much annoyed, and qmte sad about his 
queen; she was the prettiest doll he had, and the bull-dog had broken her 
head and shoulders off. But after all the people were gone away, the 
stranger, who came with John, said that he could soon set her to rights. 
And then he brought out his box and rubbed the doll with some of the 
salve with which he had cured the old woman when she broke her leg. As 
soon as this was done the doll's back became quite right again ; her head 
and shoulders were fixed on, and she could even move her limbs herself: 
there was now no occasion to pull the wires, for the doll acted just like a 
living creature, excepting that she could not speak. The man to whom the 
show belonged was quite delighted at having a doll who could dance of 
herself without being pulled by the wires; none of the other dolls could do this. 

During the night, when all the people at the inn were gone to bed, some 
one was heard to sigh so deeply and painfully, and the sighing continued 
for so long a time, that every one got up to see what could be the matter. 
The showman went at once to his little theatre and found that it proceeded 
from the dolls, who all lay on the floor sighing piteously, and staring with 
their glass eyes; they all wanted to be rubbed with the ointment, so that, 
like the queen, they might be able to move of themselves. The queen 
threw herself on her knees, took off her beautiful crown, and, holding it in her 
hand, cried, "Take this from me, but do rub my husband and his courtiers." 

The poor man who owned the theatre could scarcely refrain from weep
ing; he was so sorry that he could not help them. Then he immediately 
spoke to John's comrade, and promised him all the money he might receive 
at the next evening's performance, if he would only rub the ointment on 
four or five of his dolls. But the fellow-traveller said he did not require 
a;1ything in return, excepting the sword which the showman wore by his 
side. As soon as he received the sword he anointed six of the dolls with 
the oint!Il_ent, <:nd ~hey were able immediately to dance so gracefully that 
all the hvmg girls m the room could not help joining in the dance. The 
coachman danced with the cook, and the waiters with the chambermaids 
and all the strangers joined; even the tongs and the fire-shovel made a~ 
attempt, _but they fell down after the first jump. So after all it was a very 
merry ;1ight. !h_e next morning John and his companion left the inn 
to conti_nue their Jour~ey through the great pine-forests and over the high 
mountams. They arrived at last at such a great height that towns and vil
lages lay beneath them, and the church steeples looked like little specks 
between the green trees: . They could see for miles round, far away to 
places they had never VlSlted, and John saw more of the beautiful world 



HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. 

than he had ever known before. The sun shone brightly in the blue firma
ment above, and through the clear mountain air came the sound of the 
huntsman's horn, and the soft, sweet notes brought tears into his eyes, and 
he could not help exclaiming, " How good and loving God is to give us all 
this beauty and loveliness in the world to make us happy!" 

His fellow-traveller stood by with folded hands, gazing on the dark 
woods and the towns bathed in the warm sunshine. At this moment there 
sounded over their heads sweet music. They looked up, and discovered a 
large white swan hovering in the air, and singing as never bird sang before. 
But the song soon became weaker and weaker, the bird's head drooped, 
and he sunk slowly down, and lay dead at their feet. 

"It is a beautiful bird," said the traveller, "and these large white wings 
are worth a great deal of money. I will take them with me. You see 
now that a sword will be very useful." 

So he cut off the wings of the dead swan with one blow, and carried 
them away with him. 

They now continued their journey over the mountains for many miles, till 
they at length reached a large city, containing hundreds of towers, that 
shone in the sunshine like silver. In the midst of the city stood a splendid 
marble palace, roofed with pure red gold, in which dwelt the king. John 
and his companion would not go into the town immediately; so they stopped 
at an inn outside the town, to change their clothes ; for they wished to appear 
respectable as they walked through the streets. The landlord told them 
that the king was a very good man, who never injured any one; but as to 
his daughter, "Heaven defend us ! " 

She was indeed a wicked princess. She possessed beauty enough
nobody could be more elegant or prettier than she was; but what of that? 
for she was a wicked witch; and in consequence of her coiiduct many noble 
young princes had lost their lives. Any one was at liberty to make her an 
offer; were he a prince or a beggar, it mattered not to her. She would ask 
him to guess three things which she had just thought of, and if he suc
ceeded, he was to marry her, and be king over all the land when her father 
died; but if he could not guess these three things, then she ordered him to 
be hanged or to have his head cut off. The old king, her father, was very 
much grieved at her conduct, but he could not prevent her from being so 
wicked, because he once said he would have nothing more to do with her 
lovers ; she might do as she pleased. Each prince who came and tried the 
three guesses, so that he might marry the princess, had been unable to find 
them out, and had been hanged or beheaded. They had all been warned 
in time, and might have left her alone, if they would. The old king became 
at last so distressed at all these dreadful circumstances, that for a whole day 
every year he and his soldiers knelt and prayed that the princess might be
come good ; but she continued as wicked as ever. The old women who 
drank brandy would colour it quite black before they drank it, to show how 
they mourned; and what more could they do ? 

"What a horrible princess!" said John ; "she ought to be well flogged. If 
I were the old king, I would have her punished in some way." 
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Just then they heard t~e people o_utside shouting, "Hurrah!" and, Jo?k
ing out they saw the pnncess passmg by; and she was really so beautiful 
that e;erybody forgot her wickedness, and shouted, " Hurrah ! " Twelve 
lovely maidens in white silk dresses, holding golden tulips in their hands, 
rode by her side on coal-black horses. The princess herself had a snow
white steed, decked with diamonds and rubies. Her dress was of cloth of 
gold, and the whip she held in her hand looked like a sunbeam, The 
golden crown on her head glittered like the stars of heaven, and her mantle 
was formed of thousands of butterflies' wings sewn together. Yet she her
self was more beautiful than all. 

When John saw her, his face became as red as a drop of blood, and he could 
scarcely utter a word. The princess looked exactly like the beautiful lady 
with the golden crown, of whom he had dreamed on the night his father 
died. She appeared to him so lovely that he could not help loving her. 

"It could not be true," he thought, "that she was rea1ly a wicked witch, 
who ordered people to be hanged or beheaded, if they could not guess her 
thoughts. Every one has permission to go and ask her hand, even the 
poorest beggar. I shall pay a visit to the palace," he said; "I must go, for 
I cannot help myself." 

Then ihey all advised him not to attempt it; for he would be sure to 
share the same fate as the rest. His fellow-traveller also tried to persuade 
him against it; but John seemed quite sure of success. He brushed 
his shoes and his coat, washed his face and his hands, combed his soft 
flaxen hair, and then went out alone into the town, and walked to the 
palace. 

"Come in," said the king, as John knocked at the door. John opened 
it, and the old king, in a dressing-gown and embroidered slippers came to
wards him. He had the crown on his head, carried his sceptre in one hand, 
and the orb in the other. "Wait a bit," said he, and he placed the orb under 
his arm, so that he could offer the other hand to John; but when he found 
that John was another suitor, he began to weep so violently, that both the 
sceptre and the orb fell to the floor, and he was obliged to wipe his 
eyes wi!h his dressing-gown. Poor old king ! "Let her alone," he said ; 
"you will fare as badly as all the others. Come, I will show you." Then 
he led him out into the princess's pleasure gardens, and there he saw 
a frightful sight. On every tree hung three or four· king's sons who had 
wooed the r:rincess, but had not been able to guess the riddles she gave 
them. Their skeletons rattled in every breeze, so that the terrified birds 
never dared to venture into the garden. All the flowers were supported by 
hu_man bone~ instead of sticks, and human skulls in the flower-pots 
gnnned hornbly. It was really a doleful garden for a princess. "Do 
you see all this?" said the old king; "your fate will be the same as those 
who are here, therefore do not attempt it. You really make me very 
unhappy,-! take these things to heart so very much." 

John kissed the good old king's hand, and said he was sure it would 
be all right, for he was quite enchanted with the beautiful princess. Then 
the princess herself came riding into the palace yard with all her ladies, and 

16 



HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. 

he wished her "Good morning." She looked wonderfully fair and fovely 
when she offered her hand to John, and he loved her more than ever. 
How could she be a wicked witch, as all the people asserted? He ac
companied her into the hall, and the little pages offer.ed them ginger
bread nuts and sweetmeats, but the old king was so unhappy he could 
eat nothi::-ig, and besides, gingerbread nuts were too hard for him. It 
was decided that John should come to the palace the next day, when the 
judges and the whole of the counsellors would be present, to try if he 
could guess the first riddle. If he succeeded, he would have to come a 
second time; but if not, he would loose his life,-and no one had ever 
been able to guess even one. However, John was not at all anxious about 
the result of his trial ; on the contrary, he was very merry. He thought 
only of the beautiful princess, and believed that in some way he should have 
help, but how he knew not, and did not like to think about it; so he danced 
along the high-road as he went back to the inn, where he had left his fellow
traveller waiting for him. J olm could not refrain from telling him how 
gracious the princess had been, and how beautiful she looked. He longed 
for the next day so much, that he might go to the palace and try his luck at 
guessing the riddles. But his comrade shook his head, and looked very 
mournful. " I do so wish you to do well," said he; "we might have con
tinued together much longer, and now I am likely to lose you; you poor 
dear John ! I could shed tears, but I will not make you unhappy on the 
last night we may be together. We will be merry, really merry this evening; 
to-morrow, after you are gone, I shall be able to weep undisturbed." 

It was very quickly known among the inhabitants of the town that 
another suitor had arrived for the princess, and there was great sorrow in 
consequence. The theatre remained closed, the women who sold sweet
meats tied crape round their sugar-sticks, and the king and the priests were 
on their knees in the church. There was a great lamentation, for no one 
expected John to succeed better than those who had been suitors before. 

In the evening John's comrade prepared a large bowl of punch, and 
said, "Now let us be merry, and drink to the health of the princess." But 
after drinking two glasses, John became so sleepy, that he could not 
possibly keep his eyes open, and fell asleep. Then his fellow-traveller 
lifted him gently out of his chair, and laid him on the bed; and as soon as 
it was quite dark, he took the two large wings which he had cut from the 
dead swan, and tied them firmly to his own shoulders. Then he put into 
his pocket the largest of the three rods which he had obtained from the 
old woman who had fallen and broken her leg. After this he opened the 
window, and fiew away over the town, straight towards the palace, and 
seated himself in a corner, under the window which looked into the bedroom 
of the princess. 

The tcwn was perfectly still when the clock struck a quarter to twelve. 
Presently the window opened, and the princess, who had large black wings 
to her shoulders, and a long white mantle, flew away over the city towards a 
high mountain. The fellow-traveller, who had made himself invisible, so 
that she could not possibly see him, flew after her through the air, and 
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whipped the princess with his rod,. so that the bloo_d ca~e wh_enever he 
struck her. Ah, it was a strange flight through the air! 1 he wmd caught 
her mantle so that it spread out on all sides, like the large sail of a ship, 
and the m'oon shone through it. "How it hails, to be sure ! " said the 
princess, at each blow she received from the rod; and it served her right 
to be whipped. 

At last. she reached the side of the mountain, and knocked. The 
mountain opened with a noise like the roll of thunder, and the princess 
went in. The traveller followed her; no one could see him, as he had 
made himself invisible. They went through a long, wide passage. A 
thousand gleaming spiders ran here and there on the walls, causing them 
to glitter as if they were illuminated with fire. They next entered a large 
hall built of silver and gold. Large red and blue flowers shone on the 
walls, looking like sunflowers in size, but no one could dare to pluck them, 
for the stems were hideous poisonous snakes, and the fl01vers were flames of 
fire, darting out of their jaws. Shining glow-worms covered the ceiling, 
and sky-blue bats flapped their tram;parent wings. Altogether the place 
had a frightful appearance. In the middle of the floor stood a throne 
supported by four skeleton horses, whose harness had been made by fiery
red spiders. The throne itself was made of milk-white glass, and the 
cushions were little black mice, each biting the other's tail. Over it hung a 
canopy of rose-coloured spiders' webs, spotted with the prettiest little green 
flies, which sparkled like precious stones. On the throne sat an old 
magician with a crown on his ugly head, and a sceptre in his hand. He 
kissed the princess on the forehead, seated her by his side on the splendid 
throne, and then the music commenced. Great black grasshoppers played 
the mouth organ, and the owl struck herself on the body instead of a drum. 
It was altogether a ridiculous concert. Little black goblins with false lights 
in their caps danced about the hall; but no one could see the traveller, and 
he had placed himself just behind the throne where he could see and hear 
everything. The courtiers who came in afterwards looked noble and grand ; 
but anyone with common sense could see what they really were, only broom
sticks, with cabbages for heads. The magician had given them life, and 
dressed them in embroidered robes. It answered very well, as they were only 
wanted for show. After there had been a little dancing, the princess told the 
magician that she had a new suitor, and asked him what she should think 
of for the suitor to guess when he came to the castle the next morning. 

"Listen to what I say," said the magician," you must choose something 
very easy, he is less likely to guess it then. Think of one of your shoes 
he will never irr_iagin~ it is that. Then cut his head off; and mind you d~ 
not forget to brmg his eyes with you to-morrow night, that I may eat them." 

The princess curtsied low, and said she would not forget the eyes. 
, The magician then opened the mountain and she flew home again, but 

tne trave~ler followed and flogged her so much with the rod, that she 
sighed qmte deeply about the heavy hail-storm, and made as much haste 
as she could to get back to her bedroom through the window. The traveller 
then returned to the inn where John still slept, took off his wings and 
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laid down on the bed, for he was very tired. Early in the morning John 
awoke, and when his fellow-traveller got up, he said that he had had a very 
wonderful dream about the princess and her shoe, he therefore advised J olm 
to ask her if she had not thought of her shoe. Of course the traveller 
knew this from what the magician in the mountain had said. 

"I may as well say that as anything else," said John. "Perhaps your 
dream may come true; still I will say farewell, for if I guess wrong I shall 
never see you again." 

Then they embraced each other, and John went into the town and walked 
to the palace. The great hall was full of people, and the judges sat in 
arm-chairs, with eider-down cushions to rest their heads upon, because they 
had so much to think of. The old king stood near, wiping his eyes with 
his white pocket-handkerchief. When the princess entered, she looked even 
more beautiful than she had appeared the day before, and greeted every one 
present most gracefully; but to John she gave her hand, and said, "Good 
morning to you." 

Now came the time for John to guess what she was thinking of; and oh, 
how kindly she looked at him as she spoke. But when he uttered the 
single word shoe, she turned as pale as a ghost; all her wisdom could not 
help her, for he had guessed rightly. Oh, how pleased the old king was! 
It was quite amusing to see how he capered about. All the people clapped 
their hands, both on his account and John's, who had guessed rightly the 
first time. His fellow-traveller was glad also, when he heard how success
ful John had been. But J olm folded his hands, and thanked God, who, 
he felt quite sure, would help him again; and he knew he had to guess 
twice more. The evening passed pleasantly like the one preceding. 
While John slept, his companion flew behind the princess to the mountain, 
and flogged her even harder than before; this time he had taken two rods 
with him. No one saw him go in with her, and he heard all that was said. 
The princess this time was to think of a glove, and he told John as if he 
had again heard it in a dream. The next day, therefore, he was able to 
guess correctly the second time, and it caused great rejoicing at the palace. 
The whole court jumped about as they had seen the king do the day. 
before, but the princess lay on the sofa, and would not say a single word. 
All now depended upon John. If he only guessed rightly the third time, he 
would marry the princess, and reign over the kingdom after the death of the 
old king; but if he failed, he would lose his life, and the magician would 
have his beautiful blue eyes. That evening John said his prayers and went 
to bed very early, and soon fell asleep calmly. But his companion tied on 
his wings to his shoulders, took three rods, and, with his sword at his side, 
flew to the palace. It was a very dark night, and so stormy that the tiles 
flew from the roofs of the houses, and the trees in the garden upon which 
the skeletons hung bent themselves like reeds before the wind. The 
lightning flashed, and the thunder rolled in one long-continued peal all 
night. The window of the castle opened, and the princess flew out. She 
was pale as death, but she laughed at the storm . as if it were not bad 
enough. Her white mantle fluttered in the wind like a large sail, and the 



THE TRAVELLING COMPANION. 245 

traveller flogged her with the three rods till the blood trickled down, and at 
last she could scarcely fly ; she contrived, however, to reach the mountain. 
"What a hail-storm ! " she said, as she entered ; "I have never been out in 
such weather as this." 

"!' _es, there may be too much of a good thing sometimes," said the 
magician. 

Then the princess told him that John had guessed rightly the second 
time, and if he succeeded the next morning, he would win, and she could 
never come to the mountain again, or practise magic as she had done, and 
therefore she was quite unhappy. "I will find out something for you to 
think of which he will never guess, unless he is a greater conjuror than my• 
self. But now let us be merry." 

Then he took the princess by both hands, and they danced with all the 
little goblins and J ack-o'-lanterns in the room. The red spiders sprang 
here and there on the walls quite as merrily, and the flmvers of fire appeared 
as if they were throwing out sparks. The owl beat the drum, the crickets 
whistled, and the grasshoppers played the mouth organ. It was a very 
ridiculous ball. After they had danced enough, the princess was obliged 
to go home, for fear she should be missed at the palace. The magician 
offered to go with her, that they might be company to each other on the 
way. Then they flew away through the bad weather, and the traveller 
followed them, and broke his three rods across their shoulders. The 
magician had never been out in such a hailstorm as this. Just by the 
palace the magician stopped to wish the princess farewell, and to whisper 
in her ear, "To-morrow think of my head." 

But the traveller heard it, and just as the princess slipped through the 
window into her bedroom, and the magician turned round to fly back to 
the mountain, he seized him by the long black beard, and with his sabre cut 
off the wicked conjuror's head just behind his shoulders, so that he could 
not even see who it was. He threw the body into the sea to the fishes, and 
after dipping the head into the water, he tied it up in a silk handkerchief, 
took it with him to the inn, and then went to bed. The next morning he 
gave John the handkerchief, and told him not to untie it till the princess 
asked him what she was thinking 0£ There were so many people in the 
great hall of the palace that they stood as thick as radishes tied together in 
a bundle. The council sat in their arm-chairs with the white cushions. 
Th~ old king wore new robes, and the golden crown and sceptre had been 
polished up so that he looked quite smart. But the princess was ve1y pale, 
and Wore a black dress as if she were going to a funeral. 

"What_ have I thought of?" asked the princess of John. He immedi
ately untied the handkerchief, and was himself quite frightened when he 
saw the head of the ugly magician. . Every one shuddered, for it was terrible 
to l_ook at; but the princess sat like a statue, and could not utter a single 
,~ord. At length she rose and gave John her hand, for he had guessed 
rightly. 

She looked at no one, but sighed deeply, and said, "You are my master 
now; this evening our marriage must take place." · ·· 
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"I am very pleased to hear it," said the old king, "it is just what I wish." 
Then all the people shouted "Hurrah." The band played music in the 

street, the bells rang, and the cake-women took the black crape off the 
sugar-sticks. There was universal joy. Three oxen, stuffed with ducks 
and chickens, were roasted whole . in the market-place, where every one 
might help himself to a slice. The fountains spouted forth the most 
delicious wine, and who ever bought a penny loaf at the baker's received six 
large buns, full of raisins, as a present. In the evening the whole town was 
illuminated. The soldiers fired off cannons, and the boys let off crackers. 
There was eating a:::id drinking, dancing and jumping everywhere. In the 
palace, the high-born gentlemen and the beautiful ladies danced with 
each other, and they could be heard at a great distance singing the follow
ing song:-

' Here are maidens, young and fair, 
Dancing in the summer air; 
Like to spinning-wheels at play, 
Pretty maidens dance away-
Dance the spring and summer through 
Till the sole falls from your shoe." 

But the princess was still a witch, and she could not love John. His 
fellow-traveller had thought of that, so he gave John three feathers out of 
the swan's wings, and a little bottle with a few drops in it. He told him to 
place a large bath full of water by the princess's bed, and put the feathers 
and the drops into it. Then, at the moment she was about to get into bed, 
he must give her a little push, so that she might fall into the water, and then 
dip her three times. This would destroy the power of the magician, and 
she would love him very much. John did all that his companion told him 
to do. The princess shrieked aloud when he dipped her under the water 
the first time, and struggled under his hands in the form of a great black 
swan with fiery eyes. As she rose the second time from the water, the swan 
had become white, with a black ring round its neck. John allowed the 
water to close once more over the bird, and at the same time it changed 
into a most beautiful princess. She was more lovely even than before, and 
thanked him, while her eyes sparkled with tears, for having broken the spell 
of the magician. The next day, the king came with the whole court to 
offer their congratulations, and stayed till quite late. Last of all came the 
travelling-companion ; he had his staff in his hand and his knapsack on 
his back. John kissed him many times and told him he must not go, 
he must nmain with him, for he was the cause of all his good fortune. 
But the traveller shook his head, and said gently and kindly, "No: my 
time is up now; I have only paid my debt to you. Do you remember 
ti1e dead man whom the bad people wished to throw out of his coffin? 
You gave all you possessed that he might rest in his grave; I am that man." 
A5 he said this, he vanished. 

The wedding festivities lasted a whole month. John and his princess 
loved each other dearly, and the old king lived to see many" a happy daf, 
when he took their little children on his knees and let them play with his 
sceptre. And John became king over the whole country. 



THE JUMPERS. 

THE fl ea, the grasshopper, and the hupfauf,* on one occasion wJShed to 
prove which could jump the highest. The matter became known, and 
everybody was attracted to the king's palace, where the perfonnance was to 
take place. A great number were assembled in the room to see the show, 
and there were also other clever jumpers present besides those named. 

"The jumper who springs the highest will belong to my daughter," said 
the king. "A man need never be in rags if he has a profitable trade." 

The flea appeared first and salu ted every one present most politely. It 
is true he had the blood of young ladies in his body, and dwelt and asser 
ciated only with mankind, which fact was of great importance. 

Then came the grasshopper : he was uncommonly heavy looking ; how
ever, he had a very erect carriage and wore a green uniform. People said 
he was of noble birth, and was descended from a very old family in the la.nd 
of Egypt, named Locusts, and here at home he filled a very high position. 
He possessed a large number of fields, and a garden house of three stories 
high, in. the shape of garden beds, with windows and doors, so that wher
ever you turned there appeared varied colours just like l:he card called the 
"Queen of Hearts." 

* _A toy played with by Danish children. It is made from the breast-bone of a goose, 
and 1s by some wooden contrivance made to jump like a frog. 
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" I can sing sixteen little house songs," said he, "ever since I was able 
to chirp, and I had no house belonging to me then. It was a thin, weak 
voice, I could hear that myself." 

Both the flea and the grasshopper made it known to every one who they 
were, and that they firmly believed they could, if they liked, marry the 
princess. 

The hupjauf said nothing ; it was, however, said of him that he thought 
the more. The dog of the palace had sniffed at him secretly, and declared 
that he also was descended from a good family, that of the old senator who 
had obtained three orders of merit. And, although he stood silent, doing 
nothing, the ~ourt dog believed that the hupjauf could really speak. 

"People can see by looking on his back," he said, "whether we shall 
have a mild or a severe winter, and no one can do that by looking at any 
man's back, only from what they write in the calendar." 

'"Hm ! I say nothing," said the old king. "I always keep my thoughts 
to myself." 

And now the jumpers arc going to begin. The flea jumped so high that 
no one could see him, and then it was said that he had not jumped at all, 
which was scandalous and untrue. The grasshopper only jumped half as 
high as the flea, but he sprung right into the king's face, and caused him 
to say-

" How very disagreeable ! " 
The hupfaztf stood a long time still as if in deep thought, and at last 

people began to believe that he could not jump at all. 
" I hope there is nothing the matter with him," said the court clog, as he 

sniffed at him again. 
"Rush ! " Up he sprung, a little on one side, and jumped right into the 

lap df the princess, as she sat oh a low, gilded footstool. 
"Ah," said the king, "that is the highest jump; he could not go higher 

than my daughter, and that is the best of it. It was a sign of genius to have 
such an idea, and the hupfaitf has shown us that he possesses genius, and 
was born with his eyes open." 

And then he belonged to the princess. 
"I jumped the highest, after all," said the flea; "however, the princess 

may keep the breast-bone of a goose stuck together with sticks and pitch 
if she likes. I still jumped the highest. People in this world often do give 
ihemselves airs to obtain notice." 

And after this the flea entered upon foreign military service, where it is 
said he was soon slain. 

The grasshopper determined, after this defeat, always to remain out of 
-- doors; he was often in very low spirits, while he mused over what should be 

the most correct way to live in the world. 
He had heard it said, "People must give themselves airs," "Yes, yes, 

when they are in trade," he said to himself. 
And then he commenced singing one of the sorrowful songs he had made 

himself, and which told the whole tale ; for, at one time bright and sparkling, 
and at others depressing, is the monotonous song of the grasshopper. 



The Swine-herd. 



THE SWINEHERD 

THERE lived once a king's son who had a small kingdom to rule over of 
his own, and very little money. Yet still it was large enough for him to 
have a wife, and he determined to make an offer to the daughter of an 
emperor of a neighbouring country. 

Now it was really very bold of this poor young prince to go to the palace 
and say to the princess, "Will you have me?" Yet he was very well known 
for miles round, and there were a hundred princesses who would have said 
"Yes " to such a question. 

But what did the emperor's daughter say?--Well, we shall see by-and
by. 

On the grave of the prince's father grew a rose-tree of :>, most unusual 
kind, which bore flowers but once in five years ; and then only one rose, and 
not even a single bud besides. But the fragrance of this one rose was so 
sweet that people who inhaled it forgot for the time all their cares and 
sorrows. 

Besides this rose-tree the prince had, a nightingale that sang so sweetly, 
it seemed as if all the loveliest melodies were seated in its throat. The rose 
and the nightingale were both intended for the princess whom the prince 
wished to marry, for the lady had not yet accepted his offer, and he hoped 
to gain her favour by presents. 

The flower-tree and the bird were both packed carefully in large silver 
vases, and forwarded to the princess at the emperor's palace. 'When they 
arrived the cases were brought into the great hall (where the princess was 
amusing herself with the court ladies) by the emperor's orders, for he wished 
to see th.eir contents, as the cases were addressed to the princess, who, when 
she saw them, clapped her hands with joy, exclaiming, "Oh, suppose there 
should be a little pussy-cat for me ! " 

But as she spoke one case was opened, and there appeared the beautiful 
rose-tree, with the sweetly scented rose. 

"Oh, how pretty! and how well the rose is made," exclaimed the maids 
of honour. 
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"Altogether rare," said the emperor; "it is charming." 
But the princess quickly guessed where it came from, and she put out 

her hand to feel the tree, and then actually almost cried as she said, "It is 
not a cleverly-made tree, but a natural one." 

"Nonsense," said all the ladies, "it cannot be a natural tree with such a 
flower." 

" Well, let us see what is in the other case before we get angry," said 
the emperor; and then out came a cage with the nightingale, who began 
its wonderful song, and sang so beautifully that no one could be angry 
then. 

" Super be I charmant I" cried the ladies, for they all spoke French-some 
of them better than the rest. 

"How greatly this bird reminds me of the musical box which belonged 
to our dear, lost empress," said an old knight. "Ah, yes, the tones of the 
music used to sound just like the notes of this nightingale." 

"Ah, so they did," replied the emperor, and then began to weep like a 
child. 

" I hope neither of my presents are natural ones," said the princess. 
"But the bird is natural," said the messenger who had brought the 

gifts. 
"Then let it fly," said the princess, who was wildly determined not to 

accept the prince's offer for all his beautiful presents, nor to admit him if 
he came to visit her. 

But the prince was not to be disheartened by her refusal to see him. He 
"·ent home, and stained his face brown and his hair black, changed his 
clothes, pulled his cap low down over his forehead, and presenting himself 
at the palace, asked permission to see the emperor. 

He was readily admitted, although in appearance he was only a common 
servant ; yet he bowed low as he said-

" Good day, emperor; I hear that you are in want of another servant at 
the palace ; will you engage me?" 

"Well, I don't think I have a situation to suit you at present; " then he 
paused and added-" Wait, I have just thought of something. I am in want 
of a man to look after the swine, for we have a large number of these 
animals." 

The disguised prince readily agreed to accept any situation at the palace 
which would give him opportunities of meeting the princess without berng 
recognised, and so he became swineherd to the emperor. 

He was shown to a miserable little room, close to the pigsties, and ther_e 
he tad to live; bnt while watching the pigs after feeding them, he could sit 
and work busily, without interruption, for the whole day. 

When the first evening came, he had made a pretty little kettle, round 
which hung a number of little bells. As soon as the water in the kettle 
boiled, these bells rang out a tinkling peal, and then played a well-known 
melody:-

" Oh, my dearly loved Augustin, 
All is lost now ! " 



THE SWINEHERD. 

But the most clever thing of all the kettle's performances was this. When 
anyone put his finger in the steam t?at came from it, h_e could ~t once di~
cover by the smell what every family m the town was havmg for dinner. 1:lns 
was certainly very different to the sweet perfume of the ~atural and beautiful 
rose. But the silly princess had no love for the beauties of nature. 

Next day the princess and all her ladies were walking near the swine
herd's dwelling, and they stopped and listened with surprise and pleasure, 
especially when they heard the tune of "Dearest Augustin" being played. 
The princess was delighted; it was one of the tunes she knew, but she 
could only play it with one finger. 

" H ark ! " she exclaimed, " I know that tune. The swinehtrd must be an 
educated young man to play so well. J i.1st go and ask him the price of the 
instrument." 

So one of the young ladies was obliged to go and make the inquiry, but 
she took care to put on her wooden shoes before venturing near the 
pigsties. 

"What is the price of that kettle?" asked the lady. 
"I will sell it to the princess for ten· kisses." 
"Oh, you dreadful man!" she exclaimed. 
"Well," he said," I will not sell it at all for any other payment." 
So the lady returned to the princess in dismay. ' 
"What is the answer ? " she asked. 
" Oh, I dare not tell you," was the reply. 
"Come closer and whisper it in my ear," said the princess. 
The lady obeyed, and as the princess heard the answer, she flushed and 

walked away, saying, "What impertinence ! A clown like that to send me 
such a message." 

But she had not walked far when ·the bells on the kettle began to ring 
so sweetly, and the music to play-

"Oh, my dearly loved Augustin, 
All is lost now ! " 

that the princess stopped and said to one of her ladies, "Listen, dear; you 
must go to him once more and ask if ten kisses from my ladies will do. 

"I thank you very much," replied the swineherd; "but I must have 
the ten kisses from the princess, and no one else, or I keep my kettle." 

"It is very tiresome," said she, '' but I want this very wonderful kettle, 
and what can I do?" 

So at last the princess consented to give the ten kisses if her ladies would 
all stand round her so that no one might see. 

So the la?ies all formed a ring round the princess, spread out their dresses, 
and the swmeherd came and had the ten kisses from the princess in retµrn 
for the wonderful kettle. ' 

And was not that a joyful time? The whole everiing, they listened to the 
bel~s and the mus~c, and the whole of the next day they stood by the fire 
while the kettle bmled, and knew what was being cooked for dinner at every 
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house in the town, from that of the high chamberlain to the cottage of the 
shoemaker. 

The court ladies clapped their bands, and danced for joy. 
" We know," they said, " who are eating soup and pancakes to-day. We 

know who have gruel and sour krout. Oh, is it not interesting? a 

THE SWINEHERD KISSING THE PRINCESS. 

"Highly interesting," said the stewards of the court. 
"Yes," said the princess; "but you must not speak of it, for you know I 

am the daughter of the emperor." 
"Oh, we shall never say a word," they all declared. "That speaks for 

itself." 
But the · swineherd-that is to say foe prince in disguise, for no one in 
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the palace imagined that he was anything but a _swineherd-let not a dar: go 
by till he had spee~ily constructed a1;other ]:Jeaut1ful toy-a wonderful musical 
rattle. When twirled round even lightly 1t played all the waltzes, marches, 
and polkas that people had known _since the world ?egan. 

It was not long before all this music attracted the prmcess to ~he spot, and 
she could only stand still as she listened, and say, "Oh, that is supe!b· I 
have never before heard finer music. Go at once and ask what that mstru
ment will cost, but there shall be no more kisses remember." 

Then the court lady returned with the swineherd's answer. 
"He says that for this rattle he must receive a hundred kisses from the 

princess," said the lad)'.. . . 
"I believe the man 1s mad," she said, as she turned away, but she did not 

go far before she came to a sudden stop and called one of her ladies. 
"We ought to encourage talent," she said. "Especially I, who am the 

daughter of an emperor. Go to him once more and ask if he will take ten 
kisses from the princess, and the remainder of the hundred from the maids 
of honour." 

"Oh ! but we should not like that," they all said. 
"Nonsense," replied the princess. "Surely if I can kiss him you need not 

object. You forget that I provide you with food and clothes at a great cost." 
So several of the ladies were obliged to go again to the swineherd, but 

they quickly returned with his reply. 
"A hundred kisses from the princess and no one else, or I shall still keep 

my rattle." 
For a time the princess stood undecided what to do, at last she exclaimed, 

ll Take your places and form a ring round me, I must have the rattle." 
So the ladies quickly formed a circle round the princess, and spread out 

their dresses to hide her when the swineherd arrived. 
"What can all that commotion be about near the pigsties," asked the 

emperor, as he came out into the balcony. Then he rubbed his eyes and 
put on his spectacles. " It looks as if the ladies of the court were having 
some foolish frolic, I must go nearer and see what it means." 

So he pulled up his slippers, which were down at heel, and walked slowly 
and cautiously through the garden, but the ladies were so busy counting the 
kisses, that they did not notice the emperor's approach till he came so close 
that he stood on tiptoe to see what was going on. 

"What is all this?" he asked, and the next moment, when he saw the 
kis_sing going on, he drew off his slipper and threw it at the head of the 
swineherd, just as he had completed the sixty-eighth kiss. 

"Pack y_ourselve_s off quickly, bag and baggage," thundered. the emperor, 
for he was m a ternble rage, and both the princess and the swmeherd knew 
that they were now exiled from the palace for ever. 

There stood the princess weeping bitterly, while the swineherd upon 
whom the rain streamed down, was upbraiding her for her folly, ' 

"Oh, wretched creature that I am,_" sighed the princess, '' if I had 
accepted the offer of that handsome prmce I should not be so dreadfully 
unhappy now." 
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On hearing this, the swineherd stepped behind a tree, washed off all 
the brown and black from his face and hair, threw aside his filthy clothes 
and presently showed himself in his princely dress, looking so refined and 
handsome, that the princess continued curtsying to him. 

"You cannot be surprised at my scorning you," he said; "you refused 
an honourable prince. The rose and the nightingale you did not unde1-
stand, but yet for the sake of trifling toys you have allowed yourself to be 
lowered in the estimation of every one by the kisses of a swineherd." 

Thereupon the prince departed to t~ke possession of his kingdom once 
more, leaving the princess to sing more truly than ever-

" Ah, my dearest Augustin, 
All is lost now ! " 

A LEAF FROM HEAVEN. 

HIGH up in the clear, pure air flew an angel, with a flower plucked from 
the garden of heaven. As he was kissing the flower a very little leaf fell 
from it and sunk down into the soft earth in the middle of a wood. 
It immediately took root, sprouted, and sent out shoots among the other 
plants. 

" What a ridiculous little shoot," said one. "No one will recognise it; 
not even the thistle nor the stinging-nettle." 

"It must be a kind of garden plant," said another; and so they sneered 
and despised the plant as a thing from a garden. 

"Where are you coming?" said the tall thistles whose leaves were all 
armed with thorns. "It is stupid nonsense to allow yourself to shoot out in 
this way; we are not here to support you." 

Winter came, and the plant was covered with snow, but the snow glit
tered over it as if it had sunshine beneath as well as above. 

When spring came, the plant appeared in full bloom : a more beautiful 
object than any other plant in the forest. And now the professor of botany 
presented himself, one who could explain his knowledge in black and 
white. He examined and tested the plant, but it did not belong to his 
system of botany, nor could he possibly find out to what class it did belon(· 
"It must be some degenerate species," said he; "I do not know it, and rt 
is not mentioned in any system." 

"Not known in any system!" repeated the thistles and the nettles. 
The large trees which grew round it saw the plant and heard the remarks, 
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but they said not a word either good or bad, which is the wisest plan for 
those who are ignorant. 

There passed through the forest a poor innocent girl; her heart was pure, 
and her understanding increased by her faith. Her chief inheritance had 
been an old Bible, which she read and valued. From its pages she heard the 
voice of God speaking to her, and telling her to remember what was said of 
Joseph's brethren when persons wished to injure her. "They imagined evil 
in their hearts but God turned it to good." If we suffer wrongfully, if we 
are misunderstood or despised, we must think of Him who was pure and 
holv, and who prayed for those who nailed Him to the cross, " Father, for
give them, for they know not what they do." 

The girl stood still before the wonderful plant, for the green leaves ex• 
haled a sweet and refreshing fragrance, and the flowers glittered and sparkled 
in the sunshine like coloured flames, and the harmony of sweet sounds 
lingered round them as if each concealed within itself a deep fount of melody, 
which thousands of years could not exhaust. With pious gratitude the girl 
looked upon this glorious work of God, and bent down over one of the 
branches that she might examine the flower and inhale the sweet perfume. 
Then a light broke in on her mind, and her heart expanded. Gladly would 
she have plucked a flower, but she could not overcome her reluctance to 
break one off. She knew it would soon fade ; so she took only a single 
green leaf, carried it home, and laid it in her Bible, where it remained 
ever green, fresh, and unfading. Between the pages of the Bible it still lay 
when, a few weeks afterwards, that Bible was laid under the young girl's 
head in her coffin. A holy calm rested on lier face as if the earthly 
remains bore the impress of the truth that she now stootl in the presence of 
God. 

In the forest the wonderful plant still continued to bloom till it grew and 
became almost a tree, and all the birds of passage bowed themselves 
before it. 

"That plant is a foreigner, no doubt," said the thistles and the burdocks. 
"We can never conduct ourselves like that in this country." And the black 
forest snails actually spat at the flower. 

Then came the swineherd; he was collecting thistles and shrubs to burn 
them for the ashes. He pulled up the wonderful plant, roots and all, and 
placed it in his bundle. "This will be as useful as any," he said; so the 
plant was carried away. 

Not long after, the king of the country suffered from the deepest melan-· 
choly. He was diligent and industrious, but employment did him no good. 
T\1~y read deep and learned books to him, and then the lightest and most 
tnfl~ng that could be fot:nd, but all to no purpose. Then they applied for 
advice to one of the wise men of th~ world, and )1e sent them a message 
to say that there was one remedy which would relieve and cure him, and 
that It w2;s ?- plant of heavenly origin ,~hich grew in the forest in the king's 
own domm10ns. The messenger descnbed the flower so that its appearance 
could not be mis-taken. 

Then said the swineherd, "I am afraid I carried this plant away from the 
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forest in my bundle, and it has been burnt to ashes long ago. But I did 
not know any better." 

"You did not know any better ! Ignorance upon ignorance, indeed!" 
The poor swineherd took these words to heart, for they were addressed 

to him; he knew not that there were others who were equally ignorant. 
Not even a leaf of the plant could be found. There was one, but it lay in 
the coffin of the dead; no one knew anything about it. 

Then the king, in his melancholy, wandered out to the spot in the wood. 
"Here is where the plant stood," he said ; "it is a sacred place.'' Then 
he ordered that the place should be surrounded with a golden railing, and 
a sentry stationed near it. 

The botanical professor wrote a long treatise about the heavenly plant, 
and for this he was loaded with gold, which improved the position of hirn
$elf and his family. 

And this fact is really the most pleasant part of the story. For the plant 
had disappeared, and the king remained as melancholy and sad as ever, but 
the sentry said he had always been so. 



ANNE LISBETH. 

ANNE LrsBETH was a beautiful young woman, with a red and white com
plexion, glittering white teeth, and clear soft eyes ; and her footstep was 
light in the dance, but her mind was lighter still. She had a little child, 
not at all pretty; so he was put out to be nursed by a labourer's wife, and 
his mother went to the count's castle. She sat in splendid rooms, richly 
decorated with silk and velvet; not a breath of air was allowed to blow 
upon her, and no one was allowed to speak to her harshly, for she was nurse 
to the count's child. He was fair and delicate as a prince, and beautiful as 
an angel; and how she loved this child ! Her own boy was pro-vided for by 
being at the labourer's, where the mouth watered more frequently than the 
pot boiled, and where in general no one was at home to take care of the 
child. Then he would cry, but what nobody knows nobody cares for ; so 
he would cry till he was tired, and then fall asleep; and while we are asleep 
we can feel neither hunger nor thirst. Ah, yes; sleep is a capital invention. 

As years went on, Anne Lisbeth's child grew apace like weeds, although 
they said his growth had been stunted. He had become quite a member 
of the family in which he dwelt; they received money to keep him, so that 
his mother got rid of him altogether. She had become quite a lady; she 
had a comfortable home of her own in the town; and out of doors, when 
she went for a walk, she wore a bonnet; but she never walked out to see 
the labourer : that was too far from the town, and, indeed, she had nothing 
to go for, the boy now belonged to these labouring people. He had food, 
and he could also do something towards earning his living ; he took care 
of Maty's red cow, for he knew how to tend cattle and make himself useful. 

The great dog by the yard gate of a nobleman's mansion sits proudly on 
the top of his kennel when the sun shines, and barks at every one who 
passes; but if it rains, he creeps into his house, and there he is warm and 
dry._ Anne Lisbeth's boy also sat in the sunshine on the top of the fence, 
cuttmg_out a little toy. If it was spring-time, he knew of three strawberry
plants m blossom, which would certainly bear fruit. This was his most 
hopeful thought, though it often came to nothing. And he had to sit out 

. 17 
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in the rain in the worst weather, and get wet to the skin, and let the cold 
wind dry the clothes on his back afterwards. If he went near the farm
yard belonging to the count, he was pushed and knocked about, for the 
men and the maids said he was so horribly ugly; but he was used to all 
this, for nobody loved him. This was how the world treated Anne Lis
beth's boy, and how could it be otherwise. It was his fate to be beloved 
by no one. Hitherto he had been a land crab; the land at last cast him 
adrift. He went to sea in a wretched vessel, and sat at the helm, while the 
skipper sat over the grog-can. He was dirty and ugly, half-frozen and half
starved; he always looked as if he never had enough to eat, which was 
really the case. 

Late in the autumn, when the weather was rough, windy, and wet, and 
the cold penetrated through the thickest clothing, especially at sea, a 
wretched boat went out to sea with only two men on board, or, more 
correctly, a man and a half, for it was the skipper and his boy. There had 
only been a kind of twilight all day, and it soon grew quite dark, and so 
bitterly cold, that the skipper took a dram to warm him. The bottle was 
old, and the glass too. It was perfect in the upper part, but the foot was 
broken off, and it had therefore been fixed upon a little carved block of 
wood, painted blue. A dram is a great comfort, and two are better still, 
thought the skipper, while the boy sat at the helm, which he held fast in his 
hard seamed hands. He was ugly, and his hair was matted, and he looked 
crippled and stunted ; they called him the field-labourer's boy, though in 
the church register he was entered as Anne Lisbeth's son. The wind cut 
through the rigging, and the boat cut through the sea. The sails, filled by 
the wind, swelled out and carried them along in wild career. It was wet 
and rough above and below, and might still be worse. Hold ! what is that? 
What has struck the boat? Was it a waterspout, or a heavy sea rolling 
suddenly upon them? 

"Heaven help us ! " cried the boy at the helm, as the boat heeled over 
and lay on its beam ends. It had struck on a rock, which rose from the 
depths of the sea, and sank at once, like an old shoe in a puddle. " It 
sank at once with mouse and man," as the saying is. There might have 
been mice on board, but only one man and a half, the skipper and the 
labourer's boy. No one saw it but the skimming sea-gulls and the fishes 
beneath the water; and even they did not see it properly, for they darted 
back with terror as the boat filled with water and sank. There it lay, 
scarcely a fathom below the surface, and those two were provided for, 
buried, and forgotten. The glass with the foot of blue wood was the only 
thing that did not sink, for the wood floated and the glass drifted away to 
be cast upon the shore and broken ; where and when, is indeed of no con
sequence. It had served its purpose, and it had been loved, which Anne 
Lisbeth's boy had not been. But in heaven no soul will be able to say, 
"Never loved." 

Anne Lisbeth had now lived in the town many years; she was called 
"Madame," and felt dignified in consequence; she remembered the old, 
noble days, in which she had driven in the carriage, and had associated 
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with countess and baroness. Her beautiful, noble child had been a dear 
angel, and possessed the kindest heart; he had loved her so much, and she 
had loved him in return; they had kissed and loved each other, and the boy 
had been her joy, her second life. Now he was fourteen years of age, tall, 
handsome, and clever. She had not seen him since she carried him in her 
arms; neither had she been for years to the count's palace; it was quite a 
iourney thither from the town. 
, " I must make one effort to go," said Anne Lisbeth, "to see my darling, 
the count's sweet child, and press him to my heart. Certainly he must long 
to see me, too, the young count; no doubt be thinks of me and loves me, 
as in those days when he would fling his angel-arms round my neck, and 
lisp 'Anne Liz.' It was music to my ears. Yes, I must make an effort to 
see him again." She drove across the country in a grazier's cart, and then 
got out, and continued her journey on foot, and thus reached the count's 
castle. It was as great and magnificent as it had always been, and the 
garden looked the same as ever; all the servants were strangers to her, not 
one of them knew Anne Lisbeth, nor of what consequence she had once 
been tbere; but she felt sure the countess would soon let them know it, 
and her darling boy, too : how she longed to see him ! 

Now tbat Anne Lisbeth was at her journey's end, she was kept waiting a 
long time; and for those who wait, time passes slowly. But before the 
great people went in to dinner, she was called in and spoken to very 
graciously. She was to go in again after dinner, and then she would see her 
sweet boy once more. How tall, :rnd slender, and thin he had grown; but 
the eyes and the sweet angel month were still beautiful. He looked at her, 
but he did not speak; he certainly did not know who she was. He turned 
round and was going away, but she seized his hand and pressed it to her 
lips. 

"Well, well," he said; and with that he walked out of the room. He 
who filled her every thought! he whom she loved best, and who was her 
whole earthly pride ! 

Anne Lisbeth went forth from the castle into the puhlic road, feeling 
mournful and sad ; he whom she had nursed day and night, and even now 
carried about in her dreams, had been cold and strange, and had not a 
word or thought respecting her. A great black raven darted down in front 
of her on the high road, and croaked dismally. 

"Ah," said she, "what bird of ill omen art thou?" Presently she passed 
the labourer's hut; his wife stood at the door, and the two women spoke to 
each other. 

"You look well," said the woman ; "you're fat and plump ; you are 
well off." 

"Oh yes," answered Anne Lisbeth. 
" The boat went down with them," continued the woman, " Hans the 

skipper and the boy were both drowned; so there's an end of them. I 
always thought the boy would be able to help me with a few dollars. He'll 
never cost you anything more, Anne Lisbeth. 

"So they were drowned," repeated Anne Lisbeth; but she said no more, 
'7 * 
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and the subject was dropped. She felt very low-spirited, because her count
child had shown no inclination to speak to her who loved him so well, and 
who had travelled so far to see him. The journey had cost money, too, and 
she had derived no great pleasure from it. Still she said not a word of all 
this; she could not relieve her heart by telling the labourer's wife, lest the 
latter should think she did not enjoy her fCJrmer position at the castle. Then 
the raven flew over her, screaming again as he flew. 

"The black wretch ! " said Anne Lisbeth, "he will end by frightening me 
to-day." She had brought coffee and chicory with her, for she thought it 
would be a charity to the poor woman to give them to her to boil a cup of 
coffee, and then she would take a cup herself. 

The woman prepared the coffee, and in the meantime Anne Lisbeth 
seated herself in a chair and fell asleep. Then she dreamed of something 
which she had never dreamed before ; singularly enough she dreamed of 
her own child, who had wept and hungered in the labourer's hut, and had 
been knocked about in heat and in cold, and who was now lying in the 
depths of the sea,• in a spot only known by God. She fancied she was still 
sitting in the hut, where the woman was busy preparing the coffee, for she 
could smell the coffee-berries roasting. But suddenly it seemed to her that 
there stood on the threshold a beautiful young form, as beautiful as the 
count's child, and this apparition said to her, "The world is passing away; 
hold fast to me, for you are my mother after all; you have an angel in 
heaven, hold me fast;" and the child-angel stretched out his hand and 
seized her. Then there was a terrible crash, as of a world crumbling to 
pieces, and the angel-child was rising from the earth, and holding her by the 
sleeve so tightly that she felt herself lifted from the ground; hut, on the 
other hand, something heavy hung to her feet and dragged her down, and 
it seemed as if hundreds of women were clinging to her, and crying, "If 
thou art to be saved, we must be saved too. Hold fast, hold fast." And 
then they all hung on her, but there were too many; and as they clung 
the sleeve was torn, and Anne Lisbeth fell down in horror, and awoke. 
Indeed she was on the point of falling over in reality with the chair on 
which she sat; but she was so startled and alarmed that she could not 
remember what she had dreamed, only that it was something very 
dreadful. 

They drank their coffee and had a chat together, and then Anne Lisbeth 
went away towards the little town where she was to meet the carrier, who 
was to drive her back to her own home. But when she came to him she 
found that he would not be ready to start till the evening of the next day. 
Then she began to think of the expense, and what the distance would be to 
walk. She remembered that the route by the sea-shore was two miles 
shorter than by the high road; and as the weather was clear, and there 
would be moonlight, she determined to make her way on foot, and to start 
at once, that she might reach home the next day. 

The sun had set, and the evening bells sounded through the air from the 
tower of the village church, but to her it was not the bells, but the cry of 
the frogs in the marshes. Then they ceased, and all around became still; 
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not a bird could be heard, they were all at rest, even the owl had not left 
her hiding-place; deep silence reigned on the margin of the wood by the 
sea-shore. As Anne Lisbeth walked on she could hear her own footsteps 
on the sands; even the waves of the sea were at rest, and all in the deep 
waters had sunk into silence. There was quiet among the dead and the 
living in the deep sea. Anne Lisbeth walked on, thinking of nothing at all, 
as people say, or rather her thoughts wandered, but not away from her, for 
thought is never absent from us, it only slumbers. Many thoughts that 
have lain dormant are roused at the proper time, and begin to stir in the 
mind and the heart, and seem even to come upon us from above. It is 
written, that a good deed bears a blessing for its fruit ; and it is also 
written, that the wages of sin is death. Much has been said and much 
written which we pass over or know nothing of. A light arises within us, 
and then forgotten things make themselves remembered ; and thus it was 
with Anne Lisbeth. The germ of every vice and every virtue lies in our 
hearts, in yours and in mine ; they lie like little grains of seed, till a ray of 
sunshine, or the touch of an evil hand, or you turn the corner to the right 
or to the left, and the decision is made. The little seed is stirred, it swells 
and shoots up, and pours its sap into your blood, directing your course 
either for good or evil. Troublesome thoughts often exist in the mind, 
fermenting there, which are not realized by us while the senses are as it 
were slumbering; but still they are there. Anne Lisbeth walked on thus 
with her senses half asleep, but the thoughts were fermenting within her. 

From one Shrove Tuesday to another, much may occur to weigh down 
the heart; it is the reckoning of a whole year; much may be forgotten, 
sins against heaven in word and thought, sins against our neighbour, and 
against our own consicence. We are scarcely aware of their existence; and 
Anne Lisbeth did not think of any of her errors. She had committed no 
crime against the law of the land; she was an honourable person, in a good 
position-that she knew. 

She continued her walk along by the margin of the sea. What was it she 
saw lying there? An old hat; a man's hat. Now when might that have 
been washed overboard? She drew nearer, and stopped to look at the hat; 
"Ha! what was lying yonder?" She shuddered; yet it was nothing save 
a heap of grass and tangled seaweed flung across a long stone, but it looked 
like a corpse. Only tangled grass, and yet she was frightened at it. As she 
turned to walk away, much came into her mind that she had heard in her 
childhood : old superstitions of spectres by the sea-shore; of the ghosts of 
drowned but unburied people, whose corpses had been washed up on the 
desolate beach. The body, she knew, could do no harm to any one, but 
the spirit could pursue the lonely wanderer, attach itself to him, and de
mand to be carried to the churchyard, that it might rest in consecrated 
ground. " Hold fast ! hold fast!" the spectre would cry; and as Anne 
Lisbeth murmured these words to herself, the whole of her dream was sud
denly recalled to her memory, when the mothers had clung to her, and 
uttered these words, when, amid the crashing of worlds, her sleeve had 
been torn, and she had slipped from the grasp of her child, who wanted 
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to hold her up in that terrible hour. Her child, her own child, which 
she had never loved, lay now buried in the sea, and might rise up, like a 
spectre, from the waters, and cry, "Hold fast; carry me to consecrated 
ground." 

As these thoughts passed through her mind, fear gave speed to her feet, 
so that she walked faster and faster. Fear came upon her as if a cold, 
clammy hand had been laid upon her heart, so that she almost fainted. 
As she looked across the sea, .all there grew darker; a heavy mist came 
rolling onwards, and clung to bush and tree, distorting them into fantastic 
shapes. She turned and glanced at the moon, which had risen behind her. 
It looked like a pale, rayless surface, and a deadly weight seemed to hang 
upon her limbs. "Hold," thought she; and then she turned round a 
second time to look at the moon. A white face appeared quite close 
to her, with a mist hanging like a garment from its shoulders. "Stop ! 
carry me to consecrated earth," sounded in her ears, in strange, hollow tones. 
The sound did not come from frogs or ravens; she saw no sign of such 
creatures. "A grave! dig me a grave!" was repeated quite loud. Yes, 
it was indeed the spectre of her child. The child that lay beneath the 
ocean, and whose spirit could have no rest until it was carried to the church
yard, and until a grave had been dug for it in consecrated ground. She 
would go there at once, and there she would dig. She turned in the 
direction of the church, and the weight on her heart seemed to grow 
lighter, and even to vanish altogether; but when she turned to go home by 
the shortest way, it returned. "Stop ! stop!" and the words came quite 
clear, though they were like the croak of a frog, or the wail of a bird. "A 
grave! dig me a grave!" 

The mist was cold and damp, her hands and face were moist and clammy 
with horror, a heavy weight again seized her and clung to her, her mind be
came clear for thoughts that had never before been there. 

In these northern regions, a beech-wood often buds in a single night, and 
appears in the morning sunlight in its full glory of youthful green. So, in a 
single instant, can the consciousness of the sin that has been committed in 
thoughts, words, and actions of our past life, be unfolded to us. When 
once the conscience is awakened, it springs up in the heart spontaneously, 
and God awakens the conscience when we least expect it. Then we can 
find no excuse for ourselves; the deed is there and bears witness against us. 
The thoughts seem to become words, and to sound far out into the world. 
We are horrified at the thought of what we have carried within us, and at 
the consciousness that we have not overcome the evil which has its origin 
in thoughtlessness and pride. The heart conceals within itself the vi,cs as 
well as the virtues, and they grow in the shallowest ground. Anne Litibtth 
now experienced in thought what we have clothed in words. She was over
powered by them, and sank down and crept along for some distance on the 
ground. '' A grave ! dig me a grave ! " sounded agaiH in her ears, and she 
would have gladly buried herself, if in the grave she could have found for
getfulness of her actions. 

It was the first hour of her awakening, full of anguish and horror. Super-
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stition made her alternately shudder with cold or burn with the heat of 
fever. Many things, of which she had !eared even to_ speak, came into h~r 
mind. Silently, as the cloud-shadows m the moonshme, a spectral appan
tion flitted by her; she had heard of it before.. Close by her gal~oped four 
snorting steeds, with fire flash_in~ f!om their ~yes and nostnls. They 
dragged a burning coach, and w1thm 1t sat the wicked lord of the manor, 
who had ruled there a hundred years before. The legend says that every 
night, at twelve o'clock, he drove into his castleyard and out again. He 
was not as pale as dead men are, but black as a coal. He nodded, and 
pointed to Anne Lisbeth, crying out, "Hold fast! hold fast! and then you 
may ride again in a nobleman's carriage, and forget your child." 

She gathered herself up, and hastened to the churchyard; but black 
crosses and black ravens danced before her eyes, and she could not 
distinguish one from the other. The ravens croaked as the raven had 
done which she saw in the daytime, but now she understood what they 
said. "I am the raven-mother; I am the raven-mother," each raven 
croaked, and Ann Lisbeth felt that the name also applied to her; and she 
fancied she should be transformed into a black bird, and have to cry as they 
cried, if she did not dig the grave. And she threw herself upon the earth, 
and with her hands dug a grave in the hard ground, so that tl;e blood ran 
from her fingers. "A grave ! dig .1.1e a grave ! " still sounded in her ears ; 
she was fearful that the cock might crow, and the firstred streak appear in 
the east, before she had finished her work; and then she would be lost. 
And the cocked crowed, and the day dawned in the east, and the grave 
was only half dug. An icy hand passed over her head and face, and down 
towards her heart. "Only half a grave," a voice wailed, and fled away. 
Yes, it fled away over the sea; it was the ocean spectre : and, exhausted 
and overpowered, Anne Lisbeth sunk to the ground, and her senses left her. 

It was bright day when she came to herself, and two men were raising 
her up; but she was not lying in the churchyard, but on the sea-shore, 
where she had dug a deep hole in the sand, and cut her hand with a piece 
of a broken glass, whose sharp stem was stuck in a little block of painted 
wood. Anne Lisbeth was in a fever. Conscience had roused the memories 
of superstitions, and had so acted upon her mind, that she fancied she had 
only half a soul, and that her child had taken the other half down into the 
sea. Never would she be able to cling to the mercy of Heaven till she had 
recovered this other half which was now held fast in the deep water. 

Anne Lisbeth returned to her home, but she was no longer the woman 
she had been. Her thoughts were like a confused, tangled skein; only one 
thread, only one thought was clear to her, namely, that she must carry the 
spectre of the sea-shore to the churchyard, and dig a grave for him there ; 
that by so doing she might win back her soul. Many a night she was 
missed from her home, and was always found on the sea-shore waiting for 
the spectre. 

In this way a whole year passed; and then one night she vanished again, 
and was not to be found. The whole of the next day was spent in a useless 
search after her. 
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Towards evening, when the clerk entered the church to toll the vesper 
bell, he saw by the altar Anne Lisbeth, who had spent the whole day there. 
Her powers of body were almost exhausted, but her eyes flashed brightly, 
and on her cheeks was a rosy flush. The last rays of the setting sun shone 
upon her, and gleamed over the altar upon the shining clasps of the Bible, 
which lay open at the words of the prophet Joel, " Rend your hearts and 
not your garments, and tum unto the Lord." 

"That was just a chance," people said; but do things happen by chance? 
In the face of Anne Lisbeth, lighted up by the evening sun, could be seen 
peace and rest. She said she was happy now, for she had conquered. The 
spectre of the shore, her own child, had come to her the night before, and 
had said to her, "Thou hast dug me only half a grave : but thou hast now, 
for a year and a day, buried me altogether in thy heart, and it is there a 
mother can best hide her child." And then he gave her back her lost soul, 
and brought her into the church. " Now I am in the house of God," she 
said, "and in that house we are happy." 

When the sun set, Anne Lisbeth's soul had risen to that region where 
there is no more pain; and Anne Lisbeth's troubles were at an end. 

A CHEERFUL TEMPER. 

FROM my father I received the best inheritance, namely a "good temper." 
"And who was my father?" That has nothing to do with the good temper; 
but I will say he was lively, good looking, round, and fat; he was both in 
appearance and character a complete contradiction to his profession. "And 
pray what was his profession and his standing in respectable society?" 
Well, perhaps, if in the beginning of a book these were written and printed, 
many, when they read it, would lay the book down and say, "It seems to 
me a very miserable title, I don't like things of this sort." And yet my 
father was not a skin-dresser nor an executioner; on the contrary, his em
ployment placed him at the head of the grandest people of the town, and it 
was his place by right. He had to precede the bishop, and even the princes 
of the blood; he always went first,-he was a hearse-driver! There, now, 
the truth is out. And I will own, that when people saw my father perched 
up in front of the omnibus of death, dressed in his long, wide, black cioak, 
and his black-edged, three-cornered hat on his head, and then glanced at 
his round, jocund face, round as the sun, they could not think much of 
sorrow or the grave. That face said, "It is nothing, it will all end better 
than people think." So I have inherited from him, not only my good temp~r, 
but a habit of going often to the churchyard, which is good, when done m 
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a proper humour; and then also I take in the intelligencer, just as he used 
to do. 

I am not very young, I have neither wife nor children, nor a library ; but, 
as I said, I read the Intelligencer, which is enough for me; it is to me a de
lightful paper, and so it was to my father. It is of great use, for it contains 
all that a man requires to know ; the names of the preachers at the church, 
and the new books which are published ; where houses, servants, clothes, 
and provisions may be obtained. And then what a number of subscriptions 
to charities, and what innocent verses ! Persons seeking interviews and 
engagements, all so plainly and naturally stated. Certainly, a man who 
takes in the Intelligencer may live merrily and be buried contentedly, and 
by the end of his life will have such a capital stock of paper that he can 
lie on a soft bed of it, unless he prefers wood shavings for his resting-place. 
The newspaper and the churchyard were always exciting objects to me. My 
walks to the latter were like bathing-places to my good humour. Every one 
can read the newspaper for himself; but come with me to the churchyard 
while the sun shines and the trees are green, and let us wander among the 
graves. Each of them is like a closed l.look, with the back uppermost, on 
which we can read the title of what the book contains, but nothing more. 
I had a great deal of information from my father, and I have noticed a great 
deal myself. I keep it in my diary, in which I write for my own use and 
pleasure a history of all who lie here, and a few more beside. 

Now we are in the churchyard. Here, behind the white iron railings 
once a rose-tree grew; it is gone now, but a little bit of evergreen, from a 
neighbouring grave, stretches out its green tendrils, and makes some ap
pearance; there rests a very unhappy man, and yet while he lived he might 
be said to occupy a very good position. He had enough to live upon, and 
something to spare ; but owing to his refined tastes the least thing in the 
world annoyed him. If he went to a theatre of an evening, instead of 
enjoying himself he would be quite annoyed if the machinist had put too 
strong a light into one side of the moon, or if the representations of the 
sky hung over the scenes when they ought to have hung behind them; ot if 
a palm-tree was introduced into a scene representing the Zoological Gardens 
of Berlin, or a cactus in a view of Tyrol, or a beech-tree in the north of 
Norway. As if these things were of any consequence! Why did he not 
leave them alone? Who would trouble themselves about such trifles? es
pecially at a comedy, where every one is expected to be amused. Then 
sometimes the public applauded too much, or too little, to please him. 
"They are like wet wood," he would say, looking round to see what sort of 
people were ~resent, "this evening; nothing fires them." Then he would 
vex and fret l11_mself because they did not laugh at the right time, or because 
t~ey l~ughed m the wrong places ; and so he fretted and worried himself 
till at last the unhappy man fretted himself into the grave. 

~ere rests a happy man, that is to say, a man of high birth and position 
wh1_ch was v~ry luck)'. for him, otherwise he would have beea scarcely wort!~ 
notice. It 1s bea_ut1ful to observe how wtsely nature orders these things. 
He walked about m a coat embr0tdered all over, and in the dr:i,wing-rooms 
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of society looked just like one of those rich pearl-embroidered bell-pulls, 
which are only made for show; and behind them always hangs a good 
thick cord for use. This man also had a stout, useful substitute behind him, 
who did duty for him, and performed all his dirty work. A'1d there are 
still, even now, these serviceable cords behiad other embroidered bell-

THE CHEERFUL :MAN IN THE GRAVEYARD. 

ropes. It is all so wisely arranged, that a man may well be in a good 
humour. 

Here rests,-ah, it makes one feel mournful to think of him !-but here 
rests a man who, during sixty-seven years, was never remembered to have 
said a good thing; he lived only in the hope of having a good idea. At 
last he felt convinced, in his own mind, that he really had one, and was so 
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delighted that he positively died of _joy at ~he. thought of having at last 
caught an idea. Nobody got anythmg by 1t; mdeed, no one even heard 
what the good thing was. Now I can imagine that this same idea may pre
vent him frorn resting quietly in his grave; for suppose that to produce a 
good effect, it is necessary to bring out his new ide:3- a! breakfast, and that 
he can only make his appearance on earth at m1dmght, as ghosts are 
believed generally to do; why then this good idea would not suit the hour, 
and the man would have to carry it down again with him into the grave
that must be a troubled grave. 

The woman who lies here was so remarkably stingy, that during her life 
she would get up in the night and mew, that her neighbours might think 
she kept a cat. What a miser she was ! 

Here rests a young lady, of a good family, who would always make her 
voice heard in society, and \Vhen she sang '' Mi manca la voce,"* it was the 
only true thing she ever said in her life. 

Here lies a maiden of another description. She was engaged to be mar
ried,,--but her story is one of every-day life; we will leave her to rest in the 
grave. 

Here rests a widow, who, with music in her tongue, carried gall in her heart. 
She used to go round among the families near, and search out their faults, 
upon which she preyed with all the envy and malice of her nature. This is 
a family grave. The members of this family held so firmly together in their 
opinions, that they would believe in no other. If the newspapers, or even 
the whole world, said of a certain subject, "It is so-and-so;" and a little 
schoolboy declared he had learned quite differently, they would take his as
sertion as the only true one, because he belonged to the family. And it is 
well known that if the yard-cock belonging to this family happened to crow 
at midnight, they would declare it was morning, although the watchmen and 
all the clocks in the town were proclaiming the hour of twelve at night. 

The great poet Goethe concludes his Faust with the words, "may be con
tinued;" so might our wanderings in the churchyard be continued. I come 
here often, and if any of my friends, or those who are not my friends, are 
too much for me, I go out and choose a plot of ground in which to bury 
him or her. Then I bury them, as it were; there they lie, dead and power
less, till they come back new and better characters. Their lives and their 
deeds, looked at after my own fashion, I write down in my diary, as every 
ooe ought to do. Then, if any of our friends act absurdly, no one need to 
be _vexed about it. Let them bury the offenders out of sight, and keep 
th~ir good temper. They can also read the Intelligencer, which is a paper 
wntt~n by the people, with their hands guided. When the time comes for 
~he history _of my life, to be bound by the grave, then they will write upon 
1t as my epitaph-

And this is my story. 
" The man with a cheerful temper." 

* "I want a voice/' or "I have no voice," 



THE TOP AND BALL. 

A WHIPPING-TOP and a little ball lay together in a box, among other toys, 
and the top said to the ball, "Shall we be married, as we live in the same 
box?" 

But the ball, which wore a dress of morocco leather, and thought as rnuch 
of herself as any other young lady, would not even condescend to reply. 

The next day came the little boy to whom the playthings belonged, and 
he painted the top red and yellow, and drove a brass-headed nail into the 
middle, so that while the top was spinning round it looked splendid. 

"Look at me," said the top to the ball. "What do you say now? Shall 
we be engaged to each other? We should suit so well ; you spring, and I 
dance. No one could be happier than we should be." 

" Indeed ! do you think so ? Perhaps you do not know that my father 
and mother were morocco slippers, and that I have a Spanish cork in my 
body." 

"Yes; but I am made of mahogany," said the top. "The mayor himself 
turned me. He has a turning lathe of his own, and it is a great amuse
ment to him." 

" Can I believe it?" asked the ball. 
"May I never be whipped again," said the top, "if I am not telling you 

the truth." 
" You certainly know how to speak for yourself ve1y well," said the ball; 

" but I cannot accept your proposal. I am almost engaged to a swallow. 
Every time I fly up in the air, he puts his head out of the nest, and says, 
'Will you?' and I have said, 'Yes,' to myself, silently, and tnat is as good 
as being half engaged ; but I will promise never to forget you." 

"Much good that will be to me," said the top ; and they spoke to each 
other no more. 

Next day the ball was taken out by the boy. The top saw it flying high 
in the air, like a bird, till it would go quite out of sight. Each time it came 
back, as it touched the earth, it gave a higher leap than before, either because 
it longed to fly upwards, or from having a Spanish cork in its body. But 
the ninth time it rose in the air, it remained away, and did not return. The 
boy searched everywhere for it, but he searched in vain, for it could not be 
found; it was gone. 
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"I know very well where she is," sighed the top; "she is in the swallow's 
nest, and has married the swallow." 

The more the top thought of this, the more he longed for the ball. His 
love increased the more, just because he could not get her; and that she 
should have been won by another, was the worst of all. The top still twirled 
about and hummed, but he continued to think of the ball ; and the more 
he thought of her, the more beautiful she seemed to his fancy. 

Thus several years passed by, and his love became quite old. The top 
also, was no longer young; but there came a day when he looked handsomer 
than ever ; for he was gilded all over. He was now a golden top, and 
whirled and danced about till he hummed quite loud, and was something 
worth looking at; but one day he leaped too high, and then he, also, was 
gone. They searched everywhere, even in the cellar, but he was nowhere 
to be found. Where could he be? He had jumped into the dust-bin, 
where all sorts of rubbish were lying: cabbage-stalks, dust, and rain-droppings 
that had fallen down from the gutter under the roof. 

"Now I am in a nice place," said he; "my gilding will soon be washed 
off here. Oh dear, what a set of rabble I have got amongst!" And then 
he glanced at a curious round thing, like an old apple, which lay near a long, 
leafless cabbage-stalk. It was, however, not an apple, but an old ball, which 
had lain for years in the gutter, and was soaked through with water. 

"Thank goodness, here comes one of my own class, with whom I can 
talk," said the ball, examining the gilded top. "I am made of morocco," 
she said. "I was sewn together by a young lady, and I have a Spanish 
cork in my body; but no one would think it, to look at me now. I was 
once engaged to a swallow; but I fell in here from the gutter under the 
roof, and I have lain here more than five years, and have been thoroughly 
drenched. Believe me, it is a long time for a young maiden." 

The top said nothing, but he thought of his old love; and the more she 
said, the more clear it became to him that this was the same ball. 

The servant then came to clean out the dust-bin. 
"A!1," she exclaimed, "here is a gilt top." So the top was brought again 

to notice and honour, but nothing more was heard of the little ball. He 
spoke not a word about his old love; for that soon died away. When the 
beloved object has lain for five years in a gutter, and has been drenched 
through, no one cares to know her again on meeting her in a dust-bin. 



THE WILD SWANS. 

FAR away in the land to which the swallows fly when it is winter, dwelt 
a king who had eleven sons, and one daughter, named Eliza. The eleven 
brothers were princes, and each went to school with a star on his breast, and 
a sword by his side. They wrote with diamond pencils on gold slates, and 
learnt their lessons so quickly and read so easily that every one might know 
they were princes. Their sister Eliza sat on a little stool of plate-glass, and 
had a book full of pictures, which had cost as much as half a kingdom. 
Oh, these children were indeed happy, but it was not to remain so always. 
Their father, who was king of the country, married a very wicked queen, 
who did not love the poor children at all. They knew this from the very 
:first day after the wedding. In the palace there were great festivities, and 
the children played at receiving company ; but instead of having, as usual, 
all the cakes and apples that were left, she gave them some sand in a tea
cup, and told. them to pretend it was cake. The week after, she sent little 
Eliza into the country to a peasant and his wife, and then she told the king 
so many untrue things about the young princes, that he gave himself no 
more trouble respecting them. 

'' Go out into the world and get your own living," said the queen. "Fly 
like great birds who have no voice." But she could not make them ugly 
as she wished, for they were turned into eleven beautiful wild swans. Then, 
with a strange cry, they flew through the windows of the palace, over the 
park, to the forest beyond. It was yet early mon:iing when they passed the 
peasant's cottage, where their sister Eliza lay asleep in her room. They 
hovered over the roof, twisted their long necks and flapped their wings, but 
no one heard them or saw them, so they were at last obliged to fly away, 
high up in the clouds; and over the wide world they flew till they cam~ to 
a thick, dark wood, which stretched far away to the seashore. Poor little 
E1iza was alone in her room playing with a green leaf, for she had no oth~r 
playthings, and she pierced a hole through the leaf, and looked through it 
at the sun, and it was as if she saw her brothers' clear eyes, and when_ the 
warm sun shone on her cheeks, she thought of all the kisses they had given 
her. One day passe@ just like another; sometimes the winds rustled 
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through the leaves of the rose-bush, and would whisper to the roses, "W'.10 
can be more beautiful than you ? " But the roses would shake their heads, 
and say, "Eliza is." And when the old woman sat at the cottage door 
on Sunday, and read her hymn-book, the wind would flutter the leaves, and 
say to the book, "Who can be more pious than you ? " and then the 
hymn-book would answer, "Eliza." And the roses and the hymn-book told 
the real truth. At fifteen she returned home, but when the queen saw how 
beautiful she was, she became full of spite and hatred towards her. Will
ingly would she have turned her into a swan, like her brothers, but she did 
not dare to do so yet, because the king wished to see bis daughter. Early 
one morning the queen went into the bath-room; it was built of marble, 
and had soft cushions, trimmed with the most beautiful tapestry. She took 
three toads with her, and kissed them, and said to one, " When Eliza 
comes to the bath, seat yourself upon her head, that she may become as 
stupid as you are." Then she said to another, " Place yourself on her 
forehead, that she may become as ugly as you are, and that her father may 
not know her." " Rest on her heart," she whispered to the third, "then 
she will have evil inclinations, and suffer in consequence." So she put the 
toads into the clear water, and they turned green immediately. She next 
called Eliza, and helped her to undress and get into the bath. As Eliza 
dipped her head under the water, one of the toads sat on her hair, a second 
on her forehead, and a third on her breast, but she did not seem to notice 
them, and when she rose out of the water, there were three red poppies 
floating upon it. Had not the creatures been venomous or been kissed by 
the witch, they would have been changed into red roses. At all events 
they became flowers, because they had rested on Eliza's head, and on her 
heart. She was too good and too innocent for witchcraft to have any 
power over her. When the wicked queen saw this, she rubbed her face 
with walnut-juice, so that she was quite brown; then she tangled her 
~eautiful hair and smeared it with disgusting ointment, till it was quite 
impossible to recognise the beautiful Eliza. 

When her father saw her, he was much shocked, and declared she was 
not his daughter. No one but the watchdog and the swallows knew her; 
and they were only poor animals, and could say nothing. Then poor Eliza 
wept, and thought of her eleven brothers, who were all away. Sorrowfully 
she stole away from the palace, and walked, the whole day, over fields and 
moors, till she came to the great forest. She knew not in what direction 
to go; but she was so unhappy, and longed so for her brothers, who had 
been, like herself, driven out into the world, that she was determined to 
seek them. She had been but a short time in the wood when night came 
on, and she quite lost the path; so she laid herself down on the soft moss, 
offered up her evening prayer, and leaned her head against the stump of a 
tree .. All nature was still, and the soft, mild air fanned her forehead. 
~he hght of hundreds of glow-worms shone amidst the grass and the moss, 
hke g~e~n fir~; and if she touched a twig with her hand, ever so lightly, 
the bnl~iant insects fell down around her, like shooting-stars. 

All mght long she dreamt of her brothers. She and they were children 
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again, playing together. She saw them writing with their diamond pencils 
on golden slates, while she looked at the beautiful picture-book which had 
cost half a kingdom. They were not writing lines and letters, as they used 
to do; but descriptions of the noble deeds they had performed, and of all 
they had discovered and seen. In the picture-book, too, everything was 
living. The birds sang, and the people came out of the book, and spoke 
to Eliza and her brothers; but, as the leaves turned over, they darted back 
again to their places, that all might be in order. 

When she awoke, the sun wa.s high in the heavens ; yet she could not 
see him, for the lofty trees spread their branches thickly over her head; but 
his beams were glancing through the leaves here and there, like a golden 
mist. There was a sweet fragrance from the fresh green verdure, and the 
birds almost perched upon her shoulders. She heard water rippling from 
a number of springs, all flowing into a lake with golden sands. Bushes 
grew thickly round the lake, and at one spot an opening had been made by 
a deer, through which Eliza went down to the water. The lake was so clear 
that, had not the wind rustled the branches of the trees and the bushes, so 
that they moved, they would have appeared as if painted in the depths of 
the lake; for every leaf was reflected in the water, whether it stood in the 
shade or the sunshine. As soon as Eliza. saw her own face, she was quite 
terrified at finding it so brown and ugly; but when she wetted her little hand, 
and rubbed her eyes and forehead, the white skin gleamed forth once more; 
and, after she had undressed, and dipped herself in the fresh water, a more 
beautiful king's daughter could not be found in the wide world. As soon 
as she had dressed herself again, and braided her long hair, she went to the 
bubbling spring, and drank some water out of the hollow of her hand. 
Then she wandered far into the forest, not knowing whither she went. She 
thought of her brothers, and felt sure that God would not forsake her. It 
is God who makes the wild apples grow in the wood, to satisfy the hungry, 
and He now led her to one of these trees, which was so loaded with fruit, 
that the boughs bent beneath the weight. Here she held her noonday 
repast, placed props under the boughs, and then went into the gloomiest 
depths of the forest. It was so still that she could hear the sound of her 
own footsteps, as well as the rustling of every withered leaf which she 
crushed under her feet. Not a bird was to be seen, not a sunbeam could 
penetrate through the large, dark boughs of the trees. Their lofty trunks 
stood so close together, that, when she looked before her, it seemed as if 
she were enclosed within trellis-work. Such solitude she had never known 
before. The night wus very dark. Not a single glowworm glittered in the moss. 

Sorrowfu-1ly she laid herself down to sleep ; and, after a while, it seemed 
to her as if the branches of the trees parted over her head, and that the 
mild eyes of angels looked down upon her from heaven. ·when she awoke 
in the morning, she knew not whether she had dreamt this, or if it had 
really been so. Then she continued her wandering; but she had not gone 
many steps forward, when she met an old woman with berries in her basket. 
and she gave her a few to eat. Then Eliza asked her if she had not seen 
eleven princes riding through the forest. 
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"No," replied the old woman, "but. I saw yesterday eleven swans, with 
gold crowns on their heads, swimming on the river close by." Then she 
led Eliza a little distance farther to a sloping bank, and at the foot of it 
wound a little river. The trees on its banks stretched their long leafy 
branches . across the water towards each other, and where the growth pre
vented them from meeting naturally, the roots had tom themselves away 
from the ground, so that the branches might mingle their foliage as they 
hung over the water. Eliza bade the old woman farewell, and walked by 
the flowing river, till she reached the shore of the open sea. And there, 
before the young maiden's eyes, lay the glorious ocean, but not a sail ap
peared on its surface, not even a boat couid be seen. How was she to go 
farther? She noticed how the countless pebbles on the sea-shore had been 
smoothed and rounded by the action of the water. Glass, iron, stones, 
everything that lay there · mingled together, had taken its shape from the 
same power, and felt as smooth, or even smoother than her own delicate 
hand. " The water rolls on without weariness," she said, "till all that is 
hard becomes smooth ; so will I be unwearied in my task. Thanks for your 
lessons, bright rolling waves; my heart tells me you will lead me to my dear 
brothers." On the foam-covered sea-weeds, lay eleven white swan feathers, 
which she gathered up and placed together. Drops of water lay upon 
them; whether they were dew-drops or tears no one could say. Lonely as 
it was on the sea shore, she did not observe it, for the ever-moving sea 
showed more changes in a few hours than the most varying lake could produce 
during a whole year. If a black heavy cloud arose, it was as if the sea said, 
"I can look dark and angry too;" and then the wind blew, and the waves 
turned to white foam as they rolled. When the wind slept, and the clouds 
glowed with the red sunlight, then the sea looked like a rose leaf. But 
however quietly its white glassy surface rested, there was still a motion on 
the shore, as its waves rose and fell like the breast of a sleeping child. 
When the sun was about to set, Eliza saw eleven white swans with golden 
crowns on their heads, flying towards the land, one behind the other, like 
a long white ribbon. Then Eliza went down the slope from the shore, and 
hid herself behind the bushes. The swans alighted quite close to her, and 
flapped their great white wings. As soon a·s the sun had disappeared under 
the water, the feathers of the swans fell off, and eleven beautiful princes, 
Eliza's brothers, stood near her. She uttered a loud cry, for, although they 
were very much changed, she knew them immediately. She sprang into 
their arms, and called them each by name. Then, how happy the princes 
were at meeting their little sister again, for they recognised her, although 
she had grown so tall and beautiful. Ther laughed, and they wept, and 
very soon understood how wickedly their mother had acted to them all. 
'.' ~e brothers," said the eldest, "fly about as wild swans, so long as the sun 
1s 1n the sky; but as soon as it sinks behind the hills, we recover our human 
shape, Therefore must we always be near a resting place for our feet 
before sunset; for if we should be flying towards the clouds at the time we 
recovered our natural form as men, w.e should sink deep into the sea. We 
do not dwell here, but in a land just as fair, that lies beyond the ocean, 
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which we have to cross for a long distance; there is no island in our passage 
upon which we could pass the night; nothing but a little rock rising out of 
the sea, upon which we can scarcely stand with safety, even closely crowded 
together. If the sea is rough, the foam dashes over us, yet we thank God 
even for this rock; we have passed whole nights upon it, or we should never 
have reached our beloved fatherland, for our flight across the sea occupies 
two of the longest days in the year. We have permission to visit our home 
once in every year, and to remain eleven days, during which we fly across 
the forest to look once more at the palace where our father dwells, and 
where we were born, and r.t the church where our mother lies buried. Here 
it seems as if the very trees and bushes were related to us. The wild 
horses leap over the plains as we have seen them in our childhood. The 
charcoal burners sing the old songs, to which we have danced as children. 
This is our fatherland, to which we are drawn by loving ties; and here we 
have found you, our dear little sister. Two days longer we can remain here, 
and then must we fly away to a beautiful land which is not our home; and 
how can we take you with us? We have neither ship nor poat." 

" How can I break this spell ? " said their sister. And then she talked 
about it nearly the whole night, only slumbering for a few hours. Eliza was 
awakened by the rustling of the swan's wings as they soared above. Her 
brothers were again changed to swans, and they flew .in circles wider and 
wider, till they were far away; but one of them, the yburigest swan, re
mained behind, and laid his head in his sister's lap, while she stroked his 
wings ; and they remained together the whole day. Towards evening, the 
rest came back, and as the sun went down they resumed their natural forms. 
"To-morrow," said one, "we shall fly away, not to return again till a whole 
year has passed. But we cannot leave you here. Have you courage 
to go with us? My arm is strong enough to carry you through the 
wood ; and will not all our wings be strong enough to fly with you over the 
sea?" 

"Yes, take me with you," said Eliza. Then they spent the whole night 
in weaving a net with the pliant willow and rushes. It was very large and 
strong. Eliza laid herself down on the net, and when the sun rose, and her 
brothers again became wild swans, they took up the net with their beaks, 
and flew up to the clouds with their dear sister, who still slept. The sun
beams fell on her face, therefore one of the swans soared over her head, 
so that his broad wings might shade her. They were far from the land 
when Eliza woke. She thought she must still be dreaming, it seemed so 
strange to her to feel herself being carried so high in the air over the 
sea. By her side lay a branch full of beautiful ripe berries, and a bundle 
of sweet roots; the youngest of her brothers had gathered them for her, 
and placed them by her side. She smiled her thanks to him ; she knew 
it was the same who had hovered over her to shade her with his wings. 
They were now so high, that a large ship beneath them looked like a 
white sea-gull skimming the waves. A great cloud floating behind them 
appeared like a vast mountain, and upon it Eliza saw her own shado:v 
and those of the eleven swans, looking gigantic in size. Altogether it 
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formed a more beautiful picture than she had ever seen ; but as the sun 
rose higher, and the clouds were left behind, the shadowy picture vanished 
away. Onward the whole day they flew through the air like a winged 
arrow, yet more slowly than usual, for they had their sister to carry. The 
weather seemed inclined to be stormy, and Eliza watched the sinking 
sun with great anxiety, for the little rock in the ocean was not yet in sight. 
It ap_;:eared to her as if the swans were making great efforts with their 
wings. Alas ! she was the cause of their not advancing more quickly. 
When the sun set, they would change to men, fall into the sea, and be 
drowned. Then she offered a prayer from her inmost heart, but still no 
appearance of the rock. Dark clouds came nearer, the gusts of wind told 
of a coming storm, while from a thick, heavy mass of clouds the· lightning 
burst forth flash after flash. The sun had reached the edge of the sea, 
when the swans darted down so swiftly, that Eliza's head trembled; she 
believed they were falling, but they again soared onward. Presently she 
caught sight of the rock just below them, and by this time the sun was 
half hidden by the waves. The rock did not appear larger than a seal's 
head thrust out of the water. They sunk so rapidly, that at the moment 
their feet touched the rock, it shone only like a star, and at last disappeared 
like the last spark in a piece of burnt paper. Then she saw her brothers 
standing closely round her with their arms linked together. There was but 
just room enough for them, and not the smallest space to spare. The sea 
<lashed against the rock, and covered them with spray. The heavens were 
lighted up with continual flashes, and peal after peal of thunder rolled. But 
the sister and brothers sat holding each other's hands, and singing hymns, 
from which they gained hope and courage. In the early dawn the air 
became calm and still, and at sunrise the swans flew away from the rock 
with Eliza. The sea was still rough, and from their high position in the air, 
the white foam on the dark green waves looked like millions of swans swim
ming on the water. As the sun rose higher, Eliza saw before her, floating 
in the air, a range of mountains, with shining masses of ice on their sum
mits. In the centre, rose a castle apparently a mile long, with rows of 
columns rising one above another, while, around it, palm-trees waved 
and flowers bloomed as large as mill wheels. She asked if this was the 
land to which they were hastening. The swans shook their heads, for 
what she beheld were the beautiful ever-changing cloud palaces of the 
"Fata Morgana," into which no mortal can enter. Eliza was still gazing at 
the scene, when mountains, forests, and castles melted away, and twenty 
st~tely churches rose in their stead, with high towers and pointed gothic 
wmdows. Eliza even fancied she could hear the tones of the organ, bnt it 
was the music of the murmuring sea which she heard. As they drew nearer 
to_ tJie churches, they also changed into a fleet of ships, which seemed to be 
sa(lmg _b~neath her; but as she looked again, she found it was 0nly a sea 
mist ghdmg over the ocean. So there continued to pass before her eyes a 
cor..:,tant change of scene, tiil at last she saw the real land to which they were 
bound, with its blue monntains, its cedar forests, and its cities and palaces. 
Long before the sun went down, she sat on a rock, in front of a large 
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cave, on the floor of which the over-grown yet delicate green creeping 
plants looked like an embroidered carpet. "Now we shall expect to hear 
what you dream of to-night," said the youngest brother, as he showed his 
sister her bedroom. 

"Heaven grant that I may dream how to save you," she replied. And 
this thought took such hold upon her mind that she prayed earnestly to God 
for help, and even in her sleep she continued to pray. Then it appeared to 
her as if she were flying high in the air, towards the cloudy palace of the 
" Fata Morgana," and a fairy came out to meet her, radiant and beautiful in 
appearance, and yet very much like the old woman who had given her 
berries in the wood, and who had told her of the swans with golden crowns 
on their heads. " Your brothers can be released," said she, " if you have 
only courage and perseverance. Tme, water is softer than your own 
delicate hands, and yet it polishes stones into shapes; it feels no pain as 
your fingers would feel, it has no soul, and cannot suffer such agony and 
torment as you will have to endure. Do you see the stinging nettle which I 
hold in my hand? Quantities of the same sort grow round the cave in 
which you sleep, but none will be of any use to you unless they grow upon 
the graves in a churchyard. These you must gather even while they burn 
blisters on your hands. Break them to pieces with your hands and feet, 
and they will become flax, from which you must spin and weave eleven 
coats with long sleeves; if these are then thrown over the eleven swans, 
the spell will be broken. But remember, that from the moment you com
mence your task until it is finished, even should it occupy years of your 
life, you must not speak. The first word you utter will pierce through the 
hearts of your brothers like a deadly dagger. Their lives hang upon your 
tongue. Remember all I have told you." And as she finished speaking, 
she touched her hand lightly with the nettle, and a pain, as of burning fire, 
awoke Eliza. 

It was broad daylight, and close by where she had been sleeping lay a 
nettle like the one she had seen in her dream. She fell on her knees 
and offered her thanks to God. Then she went forth from the cave to 
begin her work with her delicate hands. She groped in amongst the ugly 
nettles, which burnt great blisters on her hands and arms, but she deter
mined to bear it gladly if she could only release her dear brothers. So she 
bruised the nettles with her bare feet and spun the flax. At sunset her 
brothers returned and were very much frightened when they found her 
.dumb. They believed it to be some new sorcery of their wicked step
mother. But when they saw her hands they understood what she was 
doing on their behalf, and the youngest brother wept, and where his tears 
fell the pain ceased, and the burning blisters vanished. She kept to her 
work all night, for she could not rest till she had released her dear brothers. 
During the whole of the following day, while her brothers were absent, she 
sat in solitude, but never before had ti1e time flown so quickly. One coat 
was already finished and she had begun the second, when she heard the hunts
man's horn, and was struck with fear. The sound came nearer and nearer, 
she heard the dogs barking, and fled with terror into the cave. She hastily 
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bound together the nettles she had gathered into a bundle and sat upon 
them. Immediately a great dog came bounding towards her out of the 
ravine and then another and another; they barked loudly, ran back, and 
then ~ame again. In a very few minutes all the huntsmen stood before the 
cave and the handsomest of them was the king of the country. He · 
adv;nced towards her, for he had never seen a more beautiful maiden. 

" How did you come here, my sweet child? " he asked. But Eliza shook 
her head. She dared not speak, at the cost of her brothers' lives. And 
she hid her hands under her apron, so that tl:e king might not see how she 
must be suffering. 

" Come with me," he said; "here you cannot remain. If you are as 
good as you are beautiful, I will dress you in silk and velvet, I will place a 
golden crown on your head, and you shall dwell, and rule, and make your 
home in my richest castle." And then he lifted her on his horse. She wept 
and wrung her· hands, but the king said, "I wish only your happiness. A 
time will come when you will thank me for this." And then he galloped 
away over the mountains, holdimg her before him on his horse, and the 
hunters followed behind them. As the sun went down, they approached a 
fair, royal city, with churches and cupolas. On arriving at the castle, the 
king led her into marble halls, where large fountains played, and where the. 
walls and the ceilings were covered with rich paintings. But she had no 
eyes for all these glorious sights, she could only mourn and weep. Patiently 
she allowed the women to array her in royal robes, to weave pearls in her 
hair, and draw soft gloves over her blistered fingers. As she stood before 
them in all her rich dress, she looked so dazzlingly beautiful that the court 
bowed low in her presence._ Then the king declared his intention of making 
her his bride, but the arch bishop shook his head and whispered that the 
fair young maiden was only a witch who had blinded the king's eyes and 
bewitched his heart. But the king would not listen to this; he ordered the 
music to sound, the daintiest dishes to be served, and the loveliest maidens 
to dance. Afterwards he led her through fragrant gardens and lofty halls, 
but not a smile appeared on her lips or sparkled in her eyes. She looked 
the very picture of grie£ Then the king opened the door of a little chamber 
in which she was to sleep; it was adorned with rich green tapestry, and re
sembled the cave in which he had found her. On the floor lay the bundle of 
flax which she had spun from the nettles, and under the ceiling hung the 
coat she had made. These things had been brought away from the cave 
as curiosities by one of the huntsmen. 

"Here you can dream yourself b&:::k again in the old home in the 
cave," said the king; "here is the work with which you employed yourself. 
I_t will amuse you now in the midst of all this splendour to think of that 
time." 

When Eliza saw all these things which lay so near her heart, a smile 
played around her mouth, and the crimson blood rushed to her cheeks. 
She thought of her brothers, and their release made her so joyful that she 
~issed the king's hand. Then he pressed her to his heart. Very soon the 
Joyous church bells announced the marriage feast, and that the beautiful 
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dumb girl out of the wood was to be made the queen of the country. Then 
the archbishop whispered wicked words in the king's ear, but they did not 
sink into his heart. The marriage was still to take place, and the archbishop 
himself had to place the crown on the bride's head; in his wicked spite 
he pressed the narrow circlet so tightly on her forehead that it caused her 
pain. But a heavier weight encircled her heart-sorrow for her brothers, 
She felt not bodily pain. Her mouth was closed; a single word would cost 
her brothers their lives. But she loved the kind, handsome king, who did 
everything to make her happy, more and more each day; she loved him 
with her whole heart, and her eyes beamed with the love she dared not 
speak. Oh! if she had only been able to confide in him and tell him of 
her grie£ But durnb she must remain till her task was finished. Therefore 
at night she crept away into her little chamber, which had been decked out 
to look like the cave, and quickly wove one coat after another. But when 
she began the seventh she found she had no more flax. She knew that the 
nettles she wanted to use grew in the churchyard, and that she must pluck 
them herself. How should she get out there? "Oh, what is the pain in my 
fingers to the torment which my heart endures?" said she. "I must ven
ture, I shall not be denied help from heaven." Then with a trembling 
heart, as if she were about to perform a wicked deed, she crept into the 
garden in the broad moonlight, and passed through the narrow walks and 
the deserted streets, till she reached the churchyard. Then she saw on one 
of the broad tombstones a group of ghouls. These hideous creatures took 
off their rags, as if they intended to bathe, and then clawing open the fresh 
graves with their long, skinny fingers, pulled out the dead bodies and ate 
the flesh ! Eliza had to pass close by them, and they fixed their wicked 
glances upon her, but she prayed silently, gathered the burning nettles, and 
carried them home with her to the castle. One person only had seen her, 
and that was the archbishop-he was awake while everybody was asleep. 
Now he thought his opinion was evidently correct. All was not right with 
the queen. She was a witch, ai1d had bewitched the king and all the people. 
Secretly he told the king what he had seen and what he feared, and as the 
hard words came from his tongue, the carved images of the saints shook 
their heads as if they would say " It is not so. Eliza is innocent." 

But the archbishop interpreted it in another way; he believed that they 
witnessed against her, and were shaking their heads at her wickedness. Two 
large tears rolled down the king's cheeks, and he went home with doubt in 
his heart, and at night pretended to sleep, but there came no real sleep to 
his eyes, for he saw Eliza get up every night and disappear in her own chal'.1· 
ber. From day to day his brow became darker, and Eliza saw it and did 
not understand the reason, but it alarmed her and made her heart tremble 
for her brothers. Her hot tears glittered like pearls on the regal velvet and 
diamonds, while all who saw her were wishing they could be queens. In 
the meantime, she had almost finished her task; only one coat of mail was 
wanting, but she had no flax left, and not a single nettle. Once more only, 
and for the last time, must she venture to the churchyard and pluck a few 
handfuls. She thought with terror of the solitary walk, and of the horrible 
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ghouls, but her will was firm, as well as her trust in Providence. Eliza went 
and the king and the archbishop followed her. They saw her vanish through 
the wicket gate into the churchyard, and when they came nearer they saw 
the ghouls sitting on the tombstone, as Eliza had seen them, and the king 
turned away his head, for he thought she was with them-she whose head 
had rested on his breast that very evening. "The people must condemn 
her," said he, and she was very quickly condemned by every one to suffer 
death by fire. Away from the gorgeous regal halls was she led to a dark, 
dreary cell, where the wind whistled through the iron bars. Instead of the 
velvet and silk dresses, they gave her the coats of mail which she had woven 
to cover her, and the bundle of nettles for a pillow; but nothing they 
could give her would have pleased her more. She continued her task with 
joy, and prayed for help, while the street boys sang jeering songs about her 
and not a soul comforted her with a kind word. Towards evening, she 
heard at the grating the flutter of a swan's wing, it was her youngest brother 
-he had found his sister, and she sobbed for joy, although she knew that 
very likely this would be the last night she would have to live. But still 
she could hope, for her task was almost finished, and her brothers were come. 
Then the archbishop arrived, to be with her during her last hours, as he 
had promised the king. But she shook her head, and begged him, by looks 
and gestures, not to stay; for in this night she knew she must finish her 
task, otherwise all her pain and tears and sleepless nights would have been 
suffere~ in vain. The archbishop withdrew, uttering bitter words against 
her; but poor Eliza knew that she was innocent, and diligently continued 
her wo;rk. 

The little mice ran about the floor; they dragged the nettles to her feet, 
to help as well as they could; and the thrush sat outside the grating of the 
window, and sang to her the whole night long, as sweetly as possible, to keep 
up her spirits. 

It was still twilight, and at least an hour before sunrise, when the eleven 
brothers stood at the castle gate, and demanded to be brought before the 
king. They were told it could not be, it was yet almost night, and as the 
king slept they dared not disturb him. . They threatened, they entreated. 
Then the guard appeared, and even the king himself, inquiring what all the 
noise meant. At this moment the sun rose. The eleven brothers were seen 
no more, but eleven wild swans flew away over the castle. 

And now all the people came streawjng forth from the gates of the city, 
to see the witch burnt. An old horse drew the cart on which she sat. They 
had dressed her in a garment of coarse sackcloth. Her lovely hair hung 
loose on her shoulders, her cheeks were deadly pale, her lips moved silently, 
while her fingers still worked at the green flax. Even on the way to d.eath 
she would not give up her task. The ten coats of mail lay at her feet, she 
was working hard at the eleventh, while the mob jeered her and said, "See 
the witch, how she mutters ! She has no hymn-book in her hand. She sits 
there with her ugly sorcery. Let us tear it in a thousand pieces." 

And then they pressed towards her, and would have destroyed the coats 
of mail, but at the same moment eleven wild swans flew over her, and alighted 
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on the cart. Then they flapped their large wings, and the crowd drew on 
one side in alarm. 

" It is a sign from heaven that she is innocent," whispered many of them ; 
but they ventured not to say it aloud. 

As the executioner seized her by the hand, to lift her out of the cart, she 
hastily threw the eleven coats of mail over the swans, and they immediately 
became eleven handsome princes; but the youngest had a swan's wing, 
instead of an arm; for she had not been able to finish the last sleeve of the 
coat. 

"Now I may speak," she exclaimed. "I am innocent." 
Then the people, who saw what happened, bowed to her, as before a 

saint; but she sank lifeless in her brothers' arms, overcome with suspense, 
anguish, and pain. 

"Yes, she is innocent," said the eldest brother; and then he related all 
that had taken place; and while he spoke there rose in the air a fragrance 
as from millions of roses. Every piece of fagot in the pile had taken root, 
and threw out branches, and appeared a thick hedge, large and high, covered 
with roses; while above all bloomed a white and shining flower, that glit
tered like a star. This flower the king plucked, and placed in Eliza's bosom, 
when she awoke from her swoon, with peace and happiness in her heart. 
And all the church bells rang of themselves, and the birds came in great 
troops. And a marriage procession returned to the castle, such as no king 
had_ ever before seen. 



Everything in its rio·ht 
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EVERYTH.ING 
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MoRE than a hundred years ago, behind the wood, and by a deep lake, 
stood an old baronial mansion. Round it lay a deep moat, in which grew 
reeds and rushes, and close by the bridge, near the entrance-gate, stood an 
old willow-tree, that bent itself over the moat. · 

From a narrow pass, one day sounded the clang of horns and the tramp• 
ling of horses, therefore the little girl who kept the geese hastened to drive 
them away from the bridge, before the hunting party came galloping up to 
it. They came, however, with such haste that the girl was obliged to climb 
up and seat herself on the parapet of the bridge, lest they should ride over 
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he r. She was scarcely more than a child, with a pretty delicate figure, a 
gentle expression of face, and two bright, blue eyes, all of which the baron 
noticed ; but as he galloped past the little goose-·watcher, he reversed the 
whip he held in his hand, and in rough play gave her such a push with the 
butt-end that she fell backward into the ditch, "Everything in its right 
place'" cried he ; "into the puddle with you," and then he laughed aloud 
at what he called his own wit, and the rest joined their voices with his. The 
whole party shouted and screamed, and the dogs barked loudly. In falling, 
the poor girl fortunately caught hol'i of one of the overhanging branches of 
the willow-tree, by which she was able to keep herself suspended over the 
muddy pool ; and as soon as the baron, with his company and his dogs, had 
disappeared through the castle gate, she tried to raise herself up by her own 
exertions, but the bough broke off at the top, and she would have fa1len 
backwards among the reeds if a strong hand had not at the same moment 
seized her from above. It was the hand of a pedler, who, at a short distance, 
had witnessed the whole affair, and hastened up to give assistance. "Every
thing in its right place," he said, imitating the noble baron, as he drew the 
little maiden up on dry ground. He would have restored the broken bough 
to the place from which it had been broken off, but "everything in the right 
place" is not always so easy to arrange, so he stuck the bough in the soft 
earth. "Grow and thrive as much as yon can," said he, "till you produce 
a good flute for some of them over there. With the permission of the noble 
baron and his family I should like them to hear my challenge." So he 
betook himself to the castle, but not into the noble hall, he was too hnmble 
for that. He went to the servants' apartments, and the men and maids 
examined and turned over his stock of goods, while from above, where the 

, company were at table, came s_ounds of screaming and shouting which they 
called singing, and perhaps they did their best. Loud laughter, mingled 
with the howling of dogs, sounded through the open windows. . All were 
feasting and carousing. Wine and strong ale foamed in the jugs and glasses; 
even the dogs ate and drank with their masters. The pedler was sent for, 
but only to make fun for them. The wine had mounted to their heads, and 
the sense had flown out. They poured wine into a stocking for him to 
drink with them, quickly of course, and this was considered very witty, and 
occasioned fresh bursts of laughter. And then at cards, whole farms with 
their stock of peasants and cattle, were staked on a card and lpst. " Every
thing in its right place," said the pedler, when he at last escaped from what 
he called Sodom and Gomorrah. "The open high-road is my right place; 
that house did not suit me at all." And as he stepped along, he saw the 
little maiden keeping watch over the geese, and she nodded at him in ,, 
friendly way. 

Days and weeks passed, and it soon became evident that the willow-branch 
which had been stuck in the ground by the pedler near to the castle 
moat, had taken root, for it remained fresh and green, and put forth new 
twigs. 

The little girl saw that the branch must have taken root, and she was 
quite joyful about it. "This tree," she said, "must be my tree now." 
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The tree certainly came forward and flourished; but at the castle, what 
with feasting and gambling, everything went backward to ruin: for these two 
things are like rollers upon which no man can possibly stand securely. Six 
years had not passed away before the noble baron became a poor man, and 
wandered out of the castle gate, and the mansion was bought by a rich pur
chaser; and this purchaser was no other than the man of whom he had made 
fun and laughed at, and for whom he had poured wine into a stocking to 
drink. But honesty and industry are like favourable winds to a ship, and 
they had brought the pedler to be master of the baron's estates. From that 
hour no more card playing was ever permitted there. 

"They are bad things to read," said he. "When the wicked spirit saw 
a Bible for the first time, he wanted to place a bad picture against it, so he 
invented card playing." 

The new proprietor took to himself a wife, and who should it be but the 
little goose-watcher, who had always remained pious and good, and looked 
as beautiful and fine in her new clothes as if she had been a highly-born 
lady. It would be too long a story in this busy time to explain how all this 
came about; but it really did happen, and the most important part is to 
come. It was pleasant to live in the old court now. The mistress her
self managed the housekeeping within, and the master superintended the 
estate, and their home overflowed with blessings. Where rectitude leads 
the way, prosperity is sure to follow. The old house was cleaned and 
painted, the moat dried up, and fruit trees planted in it. The floors of the 
house were as polished as a draught-board, and everything looked bright 
and cheerful. 

During the long winter evenings, the lady of the house sat with her 
maidens at the spinning-wheel in the great hall. Her husband had been 
made a magistrate : this honour he had obtained in his old age. Every 
Sunday evening he read the Bible with his family, for children had come, 
and were all instructed in the best manner, although they were not all 
equally clever, as is the case in all families. In the meantime, the willow
branch at the castle gate had grown quite a splendid tree, and stood there 
free and unrestrained. 

"That is our genealogical tree," said the old people, "and the tree 
must therefore be honoured and esteemed, even by those who are not very 
wise." 

A hundred years passed away, and the place presented a very different 
aspect. The lake had been converted into moorland, and the old baronial 
castle had almost disappeared. A pool of water, the deep moat, and the 
ruins of some of the walls, were all that remained. Close by grew a mag
nificent willow-tree, with over-hanging branches,-the same genealogical 
tree of old times. Here it still stood, showing to what beauty a willow can 
attain when left to itself. The trunk was certainly split through, from the 
root to the top, and the storm had slightly bent it; but it stood firm through 
all, and from every crevice and opening into which earth had been carried 
by the wind, shot forth blossoms and flowers. Near the top, where the 
large boughs parted, the wild raspberry twined its branches, and hung down 
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like a hanging garden. Even the little mistletoe had here struck root, and 
flourished, graceful and delicate, among the branches of the willow, which 
were reflected in the dark waters beneath it; while the wind from the sea 
sometimes scattered its leaves. A path led through the field close by 
the tree. 

On the top of a hill, near the forest, with a splendid prospect before it, 
stood the new baronial hall, with panes of such transparent glass in the. 
windows, that there appeared to be none. The grand flight of steps lead
ing to the entrance looked like a bower of roses and broad-leaved plants. 
The lawn was as fresh and green as if each separate blade of grass were. 
cleaned morning and evening. In the hall hung costly pictures. The 
chairs and sofas were of silk and velvet, that looked as if they cou~d move 
of themselves; there were tables with white marble tops, and books bound 
in velvet and gold. Here, indeed, resided wealthy people, people of rank 
-the new baron and his family. 

Each article was made to correspond. The family motto was still, 
"Everything in its right place ; " and therefore the pictures which were 
once the honour and glory of the old house, now hung in the passage lead
ing to the servants' hall. They were considered as lumber, esptcially two 
old portraits, one of a man in a wig and a rose-coloured coat, the other 
representing a lady with frizzed and powdered hair, holding a rose in her 
hand, each in the same manner surrounded by a wreath of willow-leaves. 
Both the pictures had many holes in them, for the little barons always set 
up the two old people as targets for their bows and arrows, and yet these 
were pictures of the magistrate and his lady from whom the present family 
were descended. "But they did not properly belong to our family," said 
one of the little barons, "he was a pedler, and she kept the geese. They 
were not like papa and mamma." So the pictures being old were con, 
sidered worthless, and the motto being "All in the right place," the great
grandfather and the great-grandmother of the family were sent into the 
passage leading to the servants' hall. 

The son of the clergyman of the place was tutor at the great house. One 
day he was out walking with his pupils, the little barons, and their eldest 
sister who had just been confirmed. They took the path through the fields 
which led past the old willow-tree; and while they walked the young lady 
made a wreath of hedge-blossoms and wild-flowers, "each in its right place," 
and the wreath was, as a whole, very pretty. At the same time, she heard 
every word uttered by the son of the clergyman. She liked very much to 
hear him talk of the wonders of nature, and of the great men and women 
in history. She had a healthy tone of mind, with nobility of thought and 
feeling, and a heart full of love for all God's creation. The walking party 
halted at the old willow-tree; the youngest of the barons wanted a branch 
from it to make a flute, as he had already from other willows. So the tutor 
broke off a branch. " Oh, don't do that," exclaimed the young baroness; 
but it was already done. "I am so sorry," she continued; "that is our 
famous old tree, and I love it very much ; they laugh at me for it at home, 
but I don't mind. There is a story told about tbat tree/' And then she 
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told him what we already know about the old castle, and the pedler and the 
little girl with the geese, who had met at this spot for the first time, and 
were the ancestors of the noble family to which the young baroness be
longed. "The good old folks would not be ennobled," said she; "their 
motto was 'Everything in the right place,' and they thought it would not be 
right for them to purchase a title with money. My grandfather, the first 
baron, was their son. He was a very learned man, known and appreciated 
by princes and princesses, and was present at all the festivals at court. At 
home, they all love him best; but I scarcely know why. There seems to 
me something in the first old pair that draws my heart towards them. How 
sociable, how patriarchal it must have been in the old house, where the 
mistress sat at the spinning-wheel with her maids, while her husband read 
aloud to them from the Bible!" 

"They must kwe been charming, sensible people," said the tutor. And 
then the conversation turned upon nobles and commoners. It was almost 
as if the tutor did not belong to an inferior class. He spoke so wisely upon 
the purpose and intention of nobility. "It is certainly good fortune to 
belong to a family that has distinguished itself in the world, and to inherit 
the energy which spurs us on to progress in everything noble and useful. 
It is pleasant to bear a family name, which is like a card of admission to 
the highest circles. True nobility is always great and honourable. It is a 
coin which has received the impression of its own value. It is a mistake 
of the present day, into which many poets have fallen, to affirm that all who 
are noble by birth must therefore be wicked or foolish, and that the lower 
we descend in society, we find more frequently among the poor great and 
shining characters. This, however, is not my opinion; I feel that it is quite 
false. In the higher classes can be found men and women possessing kindly 
and beautiful traits of disposition. My mother told me of one, and I could 
relate to you many more. She was once on a visit to a nobleman's house 
in the town; my grandmother, I believe, had been brought up in the 
family, as a child. One day, while alone with the nobleman in a room, an 
old woman came limping into the court on crutches. She was accustomed 
to come every Sunday, and always carried away a gift with her. 'Ah, there 
is the poor old woman,' said the nobleman; 'what pain it is for her to 
walk ! ' and before my mother understood what he said, he had left the room, 
and ran downstairs to the old woman ; and the old nobleman, of seventy 
years himself, c.:rried her the gift she had come for, to spare her the pain 
of walking any farther. This is only a trifling circumstance; but, like the 
two mites given by the widow in the Bible, it awakens responsive echoes in 
the heart of man, when attuned to sympathy and pity. These are subjects 
of which poets should write and sing, for they soften and unite mankind into 
one brotherhood. But when a mere sprig of humanity, because it has 
noble ancestors of goo~ blood, rears up and prances like an Arabian horse 
in the street, or speaks contemptibly of an apartment in which common 
people have been received; then it is nobility in danger of decay-a mere 
pretence, like the mask which Thespis invented; and people are glad to see 
such persons turned into objects of satire." 
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This was the tutor's speech, certainly rather a long one ; but he had been · 
busily engaged cutting the flute while he talked. 

At the castle one day, a great company were assembled. Many of the guests 
came from the surrounding neighbourhood, and from the capital. Some of 
the ladies were dressed very tastefully, and others without any taste at all; 
and the great hall was quite full of people. The clergymen of the neigh
bourhood stood respectfully together in a corner of the room, and looked as 
if they were preparing for a funeral. This was, however, a party of pleasure, 
waiting for the amusements to commence. A great concert was about to 
take place, both vocal and instrumental; and the selections, being of the 
best kind, were likely to delight every one. The little baron brought his 
flute with him, but he could not produce a single note upon it, neither could 
his papa; therefore the flute seemed usel.::ss. 

"You are a performer, I presume," said a young cavalier to the tutor; "if 
you can play upon a flute as well as make it, you must be a genius, and de
serve a place of honour." 

"No, indeed," he replied; "I only keep pace with the times, as every one 
must in these days." 

"But you will entertain us with a performance on the curious little in
strument, will you not?" he replied, handing to the tutor as he spoke the 
flute which he had cut from the willow-tree by the pool; and then he 
announced aloud that the tutor was about to perform a solo on the flute. 
Now it could easily be seen that they only wanted to make fun of him, and 
therefore the tutor would not play, although he could play very well; but 
they crowded round him, and so urg.::d him, that at last he took the flute 
and placed it to his lips. What a wonderful flute it was ! As he blew, 
there went forth a sustained sound like the whistle of a steam engine, which 
echoed far and wide over the courtyard gardens, and wood, and miles away 
into the country; and, at the same moment, like a roaring, rushing wind,, 
sounded the words, "Everything in its right place." 

What changes followed l The baron was carried away by the wind, 
straight from the hall into the shepherd's cot; and the shepherd flew, not 
into the hall, which was not his right place, but into the servants' apartments,. 
among the smart footmen, who were strutting about in their silk stockings; 
and these proud dependants were horrorstruck: at the thought of such a per
son daring to sit down to table with them. But in the hall, the young 
baroness flew up to the place of honour, at the head of the table, which 
was really her right place, and the clergyman's son found himself placed 
near her; and there the two sat as if they were a bridal pair. An old 
count, of one of the most ancient families in - the country, remained un
touched in the place of honour, for the wonderful flute acted with perfect 
justice, as man ought to act always. The witty cavalier, who had been 
the cause of the flute-playing, and who could only boast of being his 
father's son, flew head over heels i,1to the hen-house; but this was not all. 
For a whole mile round the sounds of the flute were heard, and strange 
events happened. A rich banker and his family, who were driving in a car• 
riage and four, were blown quite out of the carriage, and could not even. 
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find a place behind it with their footman. Two rich farmers, who had be
come too proud even to notice their own corn-fields, were tumbled into the 
ditch. Truly it was a dangerous flute j luckily, however, it burst with the 
first note, and was put back into the owner's pocket, which was a good thing, 
and "its right place." From this has arisen the saying, "pocketing the flute." 

The next day not a word was said of what had happened. · Everything 
was in its usual order, excepting that the two old pictures of the pedler 
and the goose-tender now hung in the banqueting hall : they had been 
blown on to the wall the evening before. A real connoisseur said that these 
portraits had been painted by a master's hand ; so they were restored, and 
allowed to remain where they hung. 

"Everything in the right place." It all came to that at last; and so we 
shall find our right places in eternity, whatever they may be now j as re
lated in this story. 

THE MONEY-BOX. 

IN u nursery where a number of toys lay scattered about, a money-box 
stood on the top of a very high wardrobe. It was made of clay in the 
shape of a pig, and had been bought of the potter. In the back of the 
pig was a slit, and this slit had been enlarged with a knife, so that dollars, 
or crown pieces, might slip through ; and, indeed, there were two in the 
box, besides a number of pence. The money-pig was stuffed so full that 
it could no longer rattle, which is the highest state of perfection to which a 
money-pig can attain. There he stood upon the cupboard, high and lofty, 
looking down upon everything else in the room. He knew very well that 
he had enough inside him to buy up all the other toys, and this gave him a 
very good opinion of his own value. The rest thought of this fact also, 
although they did not express it, for there were so many other things to talk 
about. A large doll, still handsome, though rather old, for her neck had 
been mended, lay inside one of the drawers which was partly open. She 
called out to the others, "Let us have a game at being men and women, 
that is something worth playing at." 

Upon this there was a great uproar; even the engravings, which hung in 
frames on the wall, turned round in their excitement, and showed that they 
had a wrong side to them, although they had not the least intention to 
expose themselves in this way, or to object to the game. It was late at 
night, but as the moon shone through the windows they had light at a cheap 
rate. And as the game was now to begin, all were invited to take part in 
it, even the children's waggon, which certainly belonged to the coarser play
things. « Each has its own value," said the waggon; '' we cannot all be 
noblemen; there must be some to do the work." 
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The money-pig was the only one who received a written invitation. 
He stood so high that they were afraid he would not accept a verbal mes
sage. But in his reply, he said, if he had to take a part, he must enjoy the 
sport from his own home; they were to arrange for him to do so; and so 
they did. The little toy theatre was therefore put up in such a way that the 
money-pig could look directly into it. S0me wanted to begin with a 
comedy, and afterwards to have a tea party and a discussion for mental im
provement, but they commenced with the latter first. The rocking-horse 
spoke of training and races ; the waggon of railways and steam power, for 
these subjects belonged to each of their professions, and it was right they 
should t:,lk of them. The clock talked politics-" tick, tick;" he professed 
to know what was the time of day, but there was a whisper that he did not 
go correctly. The bamboo cane stood by, looking stiff and proud; he was 
vain of his brass ferrule and silver top, and on the sofa lay two worked 
cushions, pretty but stupid. When the play at the little theatre began, the 
rest sat and looked on; they were requested to applaud and stamp, or 
crack, when they felt gratified with what they saw. But the riding-whip said 
he never cracked for old people, only for the young who were not yet mar
ried. " I crack for everybody," said the cracker. 

"Yes, 2..nd a fine noise you make," thought the audience, as the play 
went on. 

It was not worth much, but it was very well played, and all the characters 
turned their painted sides to the audience, for they were made only to be 
seen on one side. The acting was wonderful, excepting that sometimes 
they came out beyond the lamps, because the wires were a little too long. 
The doll, whose neck had been darned, was so excited that the place in her 
neck burst, and the money-pig declared he must do something for one of 
the players, as they had all pleased him so much. So he made 
up his mind to remember one of them in his will, as the one to 
be buried with him in the family vault, whenever that event should 
happen. They all enjoyed the comedy so much, that they gave up 
all thoughts of the tea party, and only carried out their idea of intellectual 
amusement, which they called playing at men and women; and there was no
thing wrong about it, for it was only play. All the while, each one thought 
most of himself, or of what the money-pig could be thinking. His thoughts 
were on, as he supposed, a very distant time-of making his will, and of 
his burial, and of when it might all come to pass. Certainly sooner than 
he expected-for all at once down he came from the top of the press, fell 
on the ground, and was broken to pieces. Then the pennies hopped and 
danced about in the most amusing manner. The little ones twirled round 
like tops, and the large ones rolled away as far as they codd, especially the 
one great silver crown piece who had often warated to go out into the world, 
and now he had his wish as well as all the rest of the money. The pieces 
of the money-pig were thrown into the dust-bin, and the next day there 
stood a new money-pig on the cupboard, but it had not a farthing in its 
inside yet, and therefore, like the old one, it could not rattle. This was 
the beginning with him, and we will make it the end of our story. 



THE SHADOW. 

IN very hot climates, where the heat of the sun has great power, people 
are usually as brown as mahogany; and in the hottest countries they are 
negroes with black skins. A learned man once travelled into one of these 
warm climates, from the cold regions of the north, and thought he could 
roam about as he did at home ; but he soon had to change his opinion. 
He found that, like all sensible people, he must remain in the house during 
the whole day, with every window and door closed, so that it looked as if 
all in the house were asleep or absent. The houses of the narrow street in 
which he lived were so lofty that the sun shone upon them from morning 
till evening, and it became quite unbearable. This learned man from the 
cold regions was young as well as clever; but it seemed to him as if he 
were sitting in an oven, and he became quite exhausted and weak, and grew 
so thin that his shadow shrivelled up, and became much smaller than it had 
been at home. The sun took away even what was left of it, and he saw 

-nothing of it till the evening, after sunset. It was really a pleasure, as soon 
as the lights were brought into the room, to see the shadow stretch itself 

· against the wall, even to the ceiling, so tall was it; and it really wanted a 
good stretch to recover its strength. The learned man would sometimes 
go out into the balcony to stretch himself also; and as soon as the stars 
came forth in the clear, beautiful sky, he felt revived. People at this hour 
began to make their appearance in all the balconies in the street; for in 
warm climates every window has a balcony in which they can breathe the 
fresh evening air, which is very necessary, even to those who are used to a 
heat that makes them as brown as mahogany; so that the street presented 
a very lively appearance. Here were shoemakers, and tailors, and all sorts 
of people sitting. In the street beneath, they brought out tables and chairs, 
lighted candles by hundreds, talked and sang, and were very merry. There 
were people walking, carriages driving, and mules trotting along, with their 
bells on the harness, " tingle, tingle," as they went. Then the dead were 
carried to the grave with the sound of solemn music, and the tolling of the 
church bells. It was indeed a scene of varied life in the street. One . . '" "•· .. . ' . 

r9 
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house only, which was just opposite to the one in which the foreign learned 
man lived, formed a contrast to all this, for it was quite still; and yet some
body dwelt there, for flowers stood in the balcony, blooming beautifully in 
the hot sun.; and this could not have been unless they had been watered 
carefully. Therefore some one must be in the house to do this. The doors 
leading to the balcony were half opened in the evening; and although in 
the front room all was dark, music could be heard from the interior of the 
house. The foreign learned man considered this music very delightful : 
but perhaps he fancied it; for everything in these warm countries pleased. 
nim, except the heat of the sun. The foreign landlord said he did not 
know who had taken the opposite house-nobody was to be seen there; 
and as to the music, he thought it seemed very tedious, to him most un
commonly so. 

"It is just as if some one were practising a piece that he could not 
manage ; it was always the same piece. He thinks, 1 suppose, that he will 
be able to manage it at last; but I do not think so, however long he may 
play it." 

Once the foreigner woke in the night. He slept with the door open 
which led to the balcony ; the wind had raised the curtain before it, and 
there appeared a wonderful brightness over all in the balcony of the 
opposite house. The flowers seemed like flames of the most gorgeous 
colours, and among the flowers stood a beautiful slender maiden. It was 
to him as if light streamed from her, and dazzled his eyes ; but then he had 
only just opened them, as he awoke from his sleep. With one spring he 
was out of bed, and crept softly behind the curtain. But she was gone
the brightness had disappeared; the flowers no longer appeared like flames, 
although still as beautiful as ever. The door stood ajar, and from an inner 
room sounded music so sweet and so lovely, that it produced the most en
chanting thoughts, and acted on the senses with magic power. Who could 
live there ? Where was the real entrance ? for, both in the street and in 
the lane at the side, the whole ground floor was a continuation of shops; 
and people could not always be passing through them. 

One evening the foreigner sat in foe balcony. A light was burning in 
\is own room, just behind him. It was quite natural, therefore, that his 
shadow should fall on the wall of the opposite house ; so that, as he sat 
amongst the flowers on his balcony, when h~ moved, his shadow moved 
also. 

"I think my shadow is the only living thing to be seen opposite," said 
the learned man ; "see how pleasantly it sits among the flowers. The door 
is only ajar; the shadow ought to be clever enough to step in and look 
about him, and then to come back and tell me what he has seen. You 
could make yourself useful in this way," said he, jokingly; "be so good as 
to step in now, will you?" and then he nodded to the shadow, and the 
shadow nodded in return. "Now go, but don't stay away altogether." 

Then the foreigner stood up, and the shadow on the opposite balcony 
stood up also ; the foreigner turned round, the shadow turned; and if any 
one had observed, they might have seen it go straight into the half-opened 
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door of the opposite balcony, as the learned man re-entered his own room, 
and let the curtain fall. The next morning he went out to take his coffee 
and read the newspapers. 

"How is this?" he exclaimed1 as he stood in the sunshine. " I have 
lost my shadow. So it really did go away yesterday evening, and it has not 
returned. This is very annoying." 

And it certainly did vex him, not so much because the shadow was gone, 
but because he knew there was a story of a man without a shadow. All the 
people at home, in his country, knew this story; and when he returned, and 
related his own adventures, they would say it was only an imitation; and 
he had no desire for such things to be said of him. So he decided not to 
speak of it at all, which was a very sensible determination. 

In the evening he went out again on his balcony, taking care to place 
the light behind him; for he knew that a shadow always wants his master 
for a screen ; but he could not entice him out. He made himself little, and 
he made himself tall; but there was no shadow, and no shadow came. 
He said, "Hem, a-hem; " but it was all useless. This was very vexatious; 
but in warm countries everything grows very quickly; and, after a week had 
passed, he saw, to his great joy, that a new slmdow was growing from his 
feet, when he walked in the sunshine; so that the root must have remained. 
After three weeks, he had quite a resp€ctable shadow, which, during his 
return journey to northern lands, continued to grow, and became at last so 
large that he might very well have spared half of it. When this learned 
man arrived at home, he wrote books about the true, the good, and the 
beautiful, which are to be found in this world; and so days and years 
passed-many, many years. 

One evening, as he sat in his study, a very gentle tap was heard at the 
door. " Come in," said he; but no one came. He opened the door, and 
there stood before him a man so remarkably thin that he felt seriously 
troubled at his appearance. He was, however, very well dressed, and 
looked like a gentleman. " To whom have I the honour of speaking?" 
said he. 

"Ah, I hoped you would recognize me," said the elegant stranger; "I 
have gained so much that I have a body of flesh, and clothes to wear, 
You never expected to see me in such a condition. Do you not recognize 
your old shadow? Ah, you never expected that I should return to you 
again. All has been prosperous with me since I was with you last; I have 
become rich in every way, and, were I inclined to purchase my freedom 
from service, I could easily do so." And as he spoke he rattled between 
his fingers a number of costly trinkets which hung to a thick gold watch
~hain he wore round his neck. Diamond rings sparkled on his fingers, and 
1t was all real. 

"I cannot recover from my astonishment," said the learned man. "What 
does all this mean?" 

"Something rather unusual," said the shadow; "but you are yourself an 
uncommon man, and you know very well that I have followed in your foot
steps ever since your childhood. As soon as you found I had travelled 

I9 * 
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enough to be trusted alone, I went my own way, a:1-d I am now in the most 
brilliant circumstances. But I felt a kind of longmg to see you once more 
before you die, and I wanted to see this place again, for there is always a 
clinging to the land of one's birth. I know that you have now another 
shadow; do I owe you anything? If so, have the goodness to say what 
it is." 

" No ! Is it really you ? " said the learned man. "Well, this is most 
remarkable ; I never supposed it possible that a man's old shadow could 
become a human being." 

"Just tell me what I owe you," said the shadow, "for I do not like 
to be in debt to any man." 

" How can you talk in that manner?" said the learned man. "What 
question of debt can there be between us? You are as free as any one. 
I rejoice exceedingly to hear of your good fortune. Sit down, old 
friend, and tell me a little of how it happened, and what you saw in 
the house opposite to me while we were in those hot climates." 

"Yes, I will tell you all about it," said the shadow, sitting down; 
"but then you must promise me never to tell in this city, . wherever 
you may meet me, that I have been your shadow. I am thinking of 
being married, for I have more than sufficient to support a family." 

"Make yourself quite easy," said the learned man; " I will tell no 
one who you really are. Here is my hand,-I promise, and a word is 
sufficient between man and man." 

"Between man and a shadow," said the shadow; for he could not 
help saying so. 

It was really most remarkable how very much he had become a man 
in appearance. He was dressed in a suit of the very finest black cloth, 
polished boots, and an opera crush hat, which could be folded together 
so that nothing could be seen but the crown and the rim, besides the 
trinkets, the gold chain, and the diamond rings already spoken 0£ 
The shadow was, in fact,· very well dressed, and this made a man of 
him. "Now I will relate to you what you wish to know," said the 
shadow, placing his foot with the polished leather boot as firmly as 
possible on the arm of the new shadow of the learned man, which lay 
at his feet like a poodle dog. This was done, it might be from pride, 
or perhaps that the new shadow might cling to him, but the prostrate 
shadow remained quite quiet and at rest, in order that it might listen, for 
it wanted to know how a shadow could be sent away by its master, and 
become a man itsel£ "· Do you know," said the shadow, "that in the 
house opposite to you lived the most glorious creature in the world ? It 
was poetry. I remained there three weeks, and it was more like three 
thousand years, for I read all that has ever been written in poetry or prose; 
and I may say, in truth, that I saw and learnt everything." 

"Poetry l" exclaimed the learned man. "Yes, she lives as a hermit in 
great cities. Poetry! Well, I saw her once for a very short moment while 
sleep weighed down my eyelids. She flashed upon me from the b~lcony 
like the radiant aurora borealis, surrounded with flowers like flames of fire. 
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Tell me, you were on the balcony that evening; you went through the door, 
and what did you see?" 

"I found myself in an ante-room," said the shadow. "You still sat 
opposite to me, looking into the room. There was no light, or at least it 
seemed in partial darkness, for the doors of a whole suite of rooms stood 
open, and they were brilliantly lighted. The blaze of light would have 
killed me, had I approached too near the maiden herself; but I was 
cautious, and took time, which is what every one ought to do." 

"And what didst thou see?" asked the learned man. 
" I saw everything, as you shall hear. But-it really is not pride on my 

part, as a free man and possessing the knowledge that I do, besides rny 
position, not to speak of my wealth-I wish you would say you to me, 
instead of thou." 

"I beg your pardon," said the learned man; " it is an old habit, which 
it is difficult to break. You are quite right; I will try to think of it. But 
now tell me everything that you saw." 

" Everything," said the shadow; "for I saw and know everything." 
" What was the appearance of the inner rooms ? " asked the scholar. 

"Was it there like a cool grove, or like a holy temple? Were the cham
bers like a starry sky seen from the top of a high mountain? " 

" It was all that you describe," said the shadow; "but I did not go quite 
in-I remained in the twilight of the ante-room-but I was in a very good 
position,-I could see and hear all that was going on in the court of 
poetry." 

" But what did you see? Did the gods of ancient times pass through 
the rooms? Did old heroes fight their battles over again? Were there 
lovely children at play, who related their dreams ? " 

"I tell you I have been there, and therefore you may be sure that I saw 
everything that was to be seen. If you had gone there you would not 
have remained a human being, whereas I became one ; and at the same 
moment I became aware of my inner being, my inborn affinity to the 
nature of poetry. It is true I did not think much about it while I was 
with you, but you will remember that I was always much larger at sunrise 
and sunset, and in the moonlight even more visible than yourself, but I did 
not then understand my inner existence. In the ante-room it was revealed 
to me. I became a man ; I came out in full maturity. But you had left 
the warm countries. As a man, I felt ashamed to go about without boots 
or clothes, and that exterior finish by which man is known. So I went my 
own way; I can tell you, for you will not put it in a book. I hid myself 
under the cloak of a cake woman, but she little thought who she concealed. 
It was not till evening that I ventured out. I ran about the streets in the 
moonlight. I drew myself up to my full height upon the walls, which 
tickled my back very pleasantly. I ran here and there, looked through 
the highest windows into the rooms, and over the roofs. I looked in, and 
saw what nobody else could see, or indeed ought to see ; in fact, it is a 
bad world, and I would not care to be a man, but that men are of some 
importance. I saw the mont miserable things going on between husbands 
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and wives, parents and children,-sweet, incomparable children. I have 
seen what no human being has the power of knowing, although they 
would all be very glad to know-the evil conduct of their neighbours. 
Ha:i I written a newspaper, how eagerly it would have been read! 
Instead of which, I wrote direct to the persons themselves, and great 
alarm arose in all the towns I visited. They had so much fear of 
me, and yet how dearly they loved me. The professor made me a pro
fessor. The tailor made me new clothes ; I am well provided for in 
that way. The overseer of the mint struck coins for me. The women 
declared that I was handsome, and so I became the man you now see 
me. And now I must say adieu. Here is my card. I live on the 
sunny side of the street, and always stay at home in rainy weather." 
And the shadow departed. 

" This is all very remarkable," said the learned man. 
Years passed, days and years went by, and the shadow came again. 

" How are you going on now? " he asked. 
"Ah 1 " said the learned man, "I am writing about the true, the beauti

ful, and the good; but no one cares to hear anything about it. I am 
quite in despair, for I take it to heart very much." 

"That is what I never do," said the shadow; "I am growing quite fat 
and stout, which every one ought to be. You do not understand the 
world; you will make yourself ill about it; you ought to travel; I am 
going on a journey in the summer, will you go with me? I should like 
a travelling companion; will you travel with me as my shadow? H will 
give me great pleasure, and I will pay all expenses." 

"Are you going to travel far?" asked the learned man. 
"That is a matter of opinion," replied the shadow. "At all events, a 

journey will do you good, and if you will be my shadow, then all your jour
ney shall be paid." 

" It appears to me very absurd," said the learned man. 
"But it is the way of the world," replied the shadow, "and always will 

be." Then he went away. 
Everything went wrong with the learned man. Sorrow and trouble pur

sued him, and what he said about the good, the beautiful, and the true, 
was of as much value to most people as a nutmeg would be to a cow. At 
length he fell ill. "You really look like a shadow," people said to him, 
and then a cold shudder would pass over him, for he had his own thoughts 
on the subject. 

"You really ought to go to some watering-place," said the shadow on his 
next visit. " There is no other chance for you. I will take you with me, 
for the sake of old acquaintance. I will pay the expenses of your journey, 
and you shall write a description of it to amuse us by the way. I should 
like to go to a watering-place; my beard does not grow as it ought, which is 
from weakness, and I must have a beard. Now do be sensible and accept 
my proposal; we shall travel as intimate friends." 

And at last they started together. The shadow was master now, and the 
master became the shadow. They drove together, and rode and walked in 
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company with each other, side by side, or one in front and the other behind, 
according to the position of the sun. The shadow always knew when to 
take the place of honour, but the learned man took no notice of it, for he 
had a good heart, and was exceedingly mild and friendly. 

One day the master said to the shadow, "We have grown up together 
from our childhood, and now that we have become travelling companions, 
shall we not drink to our good fellowship, and say thee and thvu to each 
other." 

"What you say is very straightforward and kindly meant," said the 
shadow, who was now really master. "I will be equally kind and straight
forward. You are a learned man, and know how wonderful human nature 
is. There are some men who cannot endure the smell of brown paper; it 
makes them ill. Others will feel a shuddering sensation to their very 
marrow, if a nail is scratched on a pane of glass. I myself have a similar 
kind of feeling when I hear any one say thou to me. I feel crushed by it, 
as I used to feel in my former position with you. You will perceive that 
this is a matter of feeling, not pride. I cannot allow you to say thou to 
me; I will gladly say it to you, and therefore your wish will be half fulfilled." 
Then the shadow addressed his former master as thou. 

"It is going rather too far," said the latter, "that I am to say you when 
I speak to him, and he is to say thou to me." However, he was obliged to 
submit. 

They arrived at length at the baths, where there were many strangers, and 
among them a beautiful princess, whose real disease consisted in being too 
sharp-sighted, which made every one very uneasy. She saw at once that 
the new comer was very different to every one else. " They say he is here 
to make his beard grow," she thought; "but I know the real cause, he is 
unable to cast a shadow." Then she became very curious on the matter, 
and one day, while on the promenade, she entered into conversation with 
the strange gentleman. Being a princess, she was not obliged to stand upon 
much ceremony, so she said to him without hesitation, "Your illness con
sists in not being able to cast a shadow." 

" Your royal highness must be on the high-road to recovery from your 
illness," said he. "I know your complaint arose from being too sharp
sighted, and in this case it has entirely failed. I happen to have a most 
unusual shadow. Have you not seen a person who is always at my side? 
Persons often give their servants finer cloth for their liveries than for their 
own clothes, and so I have dressed out my shadow like a man ; nay, you 
may observe that I have even given him a shadow of his own; it is rather 
expensive, but I like to have things about me that are peculiar." 

"How is this?" thought the princess; "am I really cured? This must 
be the best watering-place in existence. Water in our times has certainly 
wonderful power. But I will not leave this plac~ yet, just as it begins to 
be amusing. This foreign prince-for he must be a prince-pleases me 
above all things. I only hope his beard won't grow, or he will leave at 
once." 

In the evening, the princess and the shadow danced together in the large 
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assembly rooms. She was light, but he was lighter still ; she had never 
seen such a dancer before. She told him from what country she had come, 
and found he knew it and had been there, but not while she was at home. 
He had looked into the windows of her father's palace, both the upper and 
the lower windows ; he had seen many things, and could therefore answer 
the princess, and make allusions which quite astonished her. She thought 
he must be the cleverest man in all the world, and felt the greatest respect 
for his knowledge. When she danced with him again she fell in love with 

THE SHADOW AND THE PRINCESS CONVERSING, 

him, which the shadow quickly discovered, for she had with her eyes looked 
him through and through. They danced once more, and she was nearly 
telling him, but she had some discretion; she thought of her country, her 
kingdom, and the number of people over whom she would one day have to 
rule. " He is a clever man," she thought to herself, " which is a good thing, 
and he dances admirably, which is also good. But has he well-grounded 
knowledge? that is an important question, and I must try him." Then she 
asked him a most difficult question, she herself could not have answered it, 
and the shadow made a most unaccountable grimace. 

" You cannot answer that," said the princess. 



THE SHADOW. 

" I learnt something about it in my childhood," he replied ; " and be
lieve that even my very shadow, standing over there by the door, could 
answer it." 

"Your shadow," said the princess; "indeed that would be very remark
able." 

"I do not say so, positively," observed the shadow; "but I am inclined 
to believe that he can do so. He has followed me for so many years, and 
has heard so much from me, that I think it is very likely. But your royal 
highness must allow me to observe, that he is very proud of being con
sidered a man, and to put him in a good humour, so that he may answer 
correctly, he must be treated as a man." 

" I shall be very pleased to do so," said the princess. So she walked 
up to the learned man, who stood in the doorway, and spoke to him of 
the sun, and the moon, of the green forests, and of people near home 
and far off; and the .learned man conversed with her pleasantly and 
sensibly. 

"What a wonderful man lie must be, to have such a clever shadow ! " 
thought she. "If I were to choose him it would be a real blessing to my 
country and my subjects, and I will do it." So the princess and the shadow 
were soon engaged to each other, but no one was to be told a word about 
it, till she returned to her kingdom. 

"No one shall know," said the shadow; "not even my own shadow;" 
and he had very particular reasons for saying so. 

After a time the princess returned to the land over which she reigned, 
and the shadow accompanied her. 

'' Listen, my friend," said the shadow to the learned man; " now that I 
am as fortunate and as powerful as any man can be, I will do something 
unusually good for you. You shall live in my palace, drive with me in the 
royal carriage, and have a hundred thousand dollars a year ; but you must 
allow every one to call you a shadow, and never venture to say that you 
have been a man. And once a year, when I sit in my balcony in the sun
shine, you must lie at my feet as becomes a shadow to do ; for I must tell 
you I am going to marry the princess, and our wedding will take place this 
evening." 

"Now, really this is too ridiculous," said the learned man. '' I cannot, 
and will not, submit to such folly. It would be cheating the whole country, 
and the princess also. I will disclose everything, and say that I am the 
man, and that you are only a shadow dressed up in men's clothes." 

" No one would believe you," said the shadow; "be reasonable, now, or 
I will call the guards." 

"I will go straight to the princess," said the learned man. 
"But I shall be there first," replied the shadow, '' and you will be sent to 

prison." And so it turned out, for the guards readily obeyed him, as they 
knew he was going to marry the king's daughter. 

«You tremble," said the princess, when the shadow appeared before her. 
"Has anything happened? you must not be ill to-day, for this evening 

our wedding will take place." 
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"I have gone through the most terrible affair that could possibly happen," 
said the shadow; "only imagine, my shadow has gone mad; I suppose 
such a poor, shallow brain, could not bear much; he fancies that he has 
become a real man, and that I am his shadow." 

" How very terrible," cried the princess ; " is he locked up ? " 
"Oh yes, certainly ; for I fear he will never recover." 
"Poor shadow ! " said the princess; "it is very unfortunate for him; it 

would really be a good deed to free him from his frail existence ; and, 
indeed, when I think how often people take the part of the l9wer class 
against the higher, in these days, it would be policy to put him out of th<! 
way quietly." 

" It is certainly rather hard upon him, for he was a faithful servant," said 
the shadow ; and he pretended to sigh. 

"Yours is a noble character," said the princess, and bowed herself before 
him. 

In the evening the whole town was umminated, and cannons fired "boom,'' 
and the soldiers presented arms. It was, indeed, a grand wedding. The 
princess and the shadow stepped out on the balcony to show themselves, 
and to receive one cheer more. But the learned man heard nothing of all 
these festivities, for he had already been executed. 

THE RACERS. 

A PRIZE, or rather two prizes, a great one and a small one, had been 
awarded for the greatest swiftness in running,-not in a single race, but for 
the whole year. 

"I obtained the first prize," said the hare. "Justice must still be carried 
out, even when one has relations and good friends among the prize com
mittee ; but that the snail should have received the second prize, I consider 
almost an insult to myself." 

"No," said the fence-rail, who had been a witness at the distribution of 
prizes; "there should be some consideration for industry and perseverance. 
I have heard many respectable people say so, and I can quite understand 
it. The snail certainly took half a year to get over the threshold of the 
door; but he injured himself, and broke his collar-bone by the haste he 
made. He gave himself up entirely to the race, and ran with his house on 
his back, which was all, of course, very praiseworthy; and therefore he ob
tained the second prize." 

"l think I ought to have had some consideration too," said the swallow. 
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" I should imagine no one can be swifter in soaring and flight than I am; 
and how far I have been l far, far away." 

"Yes, that is your misfortune," said the fence-rail; "you are so fickle, so 
unsettled; you must always be travelling about into foreign lands when the 
cold commences here. You have no love of fatherland in you. There can 
be no consideration for you." 

"But now, if I have been lying the whole winter in the moor," said 
the swallow, "and suppose I slept the whole time, would that be taken into 
account?" 

"Bring a certificate from the old moor-hen," said he, " that you have 
slept away half your time in fatherland; then you will be treated with some 
consideration." 

" I deserved the first prize, and not the second," said the snail. " I know 
so much, at least, that the hare only ran from cowardice, and because he 
thought· there was danger in delay. I, on the other hand, made running 
the business of my life, and have become a cripple in the service. If any 
one had a :first prize, it ought to have been mysel£ But I do not understand 
chattering and boasting; on the contrary, I despise it." And the snail spat 
at them with contempt. 

"I am able to affirm with word of oath, that each prize-at least, those 
for which I voted-was given with just and proper consideration,'' said the 
old boundary post in the wood, who was a member of the committee of 
judges. " I always act with due order, consideration, and calculation. 
Seven times have I already had the honour to be present at the distribution 
of the prizes, and to vote; but to-day is the first time I have been able to 
carry out my will. I always reckon the first prize by going through the 
alphabet from the beginning, and the second by going through from the 
end. Be so kind as to give me your attention, and I will explain to you 
how I reckon from the beginning. The eighth letter from A is H, and 
there we have H for hare; therefore I awarded to the hare the first prize. 
The eighth letter from the end of the alphabet is S, and therefore the snail 
received the second prize. Next year, the letter I will have its turn for the 
first prize, and the letter R for the second." 

"I should really have voted for myself," said the mule, "if I had not 
been one of the judges on the committee. Not only the rapidity with 
which advance is made, but every other quality should have due considera
tion; as, for instance, how much weight a candidate is able to draw ; but I 
have not brought this quality forward now, nor the sagacity of the hare fo 
his flight, nor the cunning with which he suddenly springs aside and doubles, 
to lead people on a false track, thinking he has concealed himself. No; 
there is something else on which more stress should be laid, and which 
ought not to be left unnoticed. I mean that which mankind call the beau
tiful. It is on the beautiful that I particularly :fix my eyes. I observed the 
well-grown ears of the hare ; it is a pleasure to me to observe how long they 
are. It seemed as if I saw myself again in the days of my childhood; and 
so I voted for the hare." 

"Buzz," said the fly; " there, I'm not going to make a long speech; but 
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I wish to say something about hares. I have really overtaken more than one 
hare, when I have been seated on the engine in front of a railway train. I 
often do so. One can then so easily judge of one's own swiftness. Not 
long ago, I crushed the hind legs of a young hare. He had been running 
a long time before the engine; he had no idea that I was travelling there. 
At last he had to stop in his career, and the engine ran over his hind legs, 
and crushed them; for I sat upon it. I left him lying there, and rode on 
farther. I call that conquering him ; but I do not want the prize." 

" It really seems to me," thought the wild rose, though she did not express 
her opinion aloud-it is not in her nature to do so,-though it would have 
been quite as well if she had; "it certainly seems to me that the sunbeam 
ought to have had the honour of receiving the first prize. The sunbeam 
flies in a few minutes along the immeasurable path from the sun to us. It 
arrives in such strength that all nature awakes to loveliness and beauty; we 
roses blush and exhale fragrance in its presence. Our worshipful judges 
don't appear to have noticed this at all. Were I the sunbeam, I would give 
each one of them a sun-stroke; but that would only make them mad, and they 
are mad enough already. I only hope," continued the rose, "that peace 
may reign in the wood. It is glorious to bloom, to be fragrant, and to live; 
to live in story and in song. The sunbeam will outlive us all." 

"What is the first prize?" asked the earthworm, who had overslept the 
time, and only now came up. 

"It contains a free admission to a cabbage-garden," replied the mule. 
" I proposed that as one of the prizes. The hare most decidedly must 
have it; and I, as an active and thoughtful member of the committee, took 
especial care that the prize should be one of advantage to him; so no\V he 
is provided for. The snail can now sit on the fence, and lick up moss and 
sunshine. He has also been appointed one of the first judges of swiftness 
in racing. It is worth much to know that one of the members is a man of 
talent in the thing men call a 'committee.' I must say I expect much in 
the future ; we have already made such a good beginning.'' 

IT IS QUITE TRUE. 

"WHAT a dreadful story!" exclaimed a hen who did not live in that part 
of the town where the circumstance happened, "it so frightened me that 
I did not dare to go to sleep in the hen-house all night, and it is not very 
pleasant to stand so long on the ladder.'' And then she began to relate to 
the other hens who were on the roosting perch above, the story she had 
heard, till even the cock let his comb droop, it was so dreadful. 
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But we will begin at the beginning, and discover what really had happened 
in the hen-house on the other side of the town. 

One evening just before sunset the hens as usual went early to roost, and 
among them was a pretty hen with white feathers and short legs, who laid 
regularly such fine eggs that she was very valuable, and much esteemed by 
all her relations. 

As this hen was flying up in the hen-house to the roosting perch, she 
either pecked, or scratched herself with her beak, till one of her feathers 
fell off. 

"There goes another," she said good humouredly, "how beautiful I 
shall look if one falls off every time I scratch myself." This white hen was 
not only very much esteemed, but also the merriest of all the hens in the 
hen-house. 

But she forgot all about the fallen feather and was soon asleep. 
It became quite dark. The hens were seated side by side, near each 

other on the perch, but one of them could not sleep for she fancied she 
heard talking. 

It is just the same in the world, when people want to lie still and rest, 
there is always some one who will talk. 

The wakeful hen still listened, and presently she heard her next neigh
bour say, " Have you heard what is being talked of here? I name no one, 
but it is said that a hen has plucked out all her feathers, and is not fit to 
be seen. If I were the cock I should despise her. 

And the gossiping hen presently left the hen-house and went to visit an 
owl who lived just opposite with her husband and children. The owl 
families have very sharp ears, and they heard every word that their neigh
bour the hen said, and the little ones rolled their eyes about while the 
mother owl fanned herself with her wings. 

"To repeat just what you have been told is nothing," continued the hen, 
"bnt I really and truly 11eard what was said with my own ears, and people 
must hear a great deal, even if they do disapprove. It is about a hen who 
has forgotten what was clue to herself in her high position, she has pulled 
out all her feathers, and then allowed the cock to see her in that bare 
condition. ' 

"Prenez garde aux en/ants," said the owl fatlier, "all this is not fit for the 
children to hear." 

"I will just fly over and tell my neighbour," said the mother owl, "she rs 
a very highly esteemed owl and worthy of our acquaintance." 

"Hu ! hu ! uhu ! " howled the children, as the mother flew away and 
passed by her neighbours, the pigeons, who were in the pigeon-house. 

" Have you heard? have you heard about the hen that has plucked 
off all her feathers, and is going about quite bare ; she will freeze to death; 
if she is not dead already? " 

" Ooo ! Ooo ! " coo'd the pigeons. 
" I heard of it in the neighbouring farm-yard," said another; "I have as 

good as seen it with my own eyes. The story is really so improper that no 
one cares to relate it, but it is certainly true." 
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" We believe it, we believe every word," said the pigeons, and they flew 
down, cooing, to the farm-yard and exclaimed-

" Have you heard about the hen?" 
"The hen ! why people now say there are two hens who · have plucked 

off all their feathers, yet one of them is not like the first, ·;vho did not wish 
to be seen, for she has positively tried to attract the attention ofeverybody." 

" It was a daring game; however they caught cola, and are both dead 
from a fever." 

"Wake up! wake up ! " crowed the cock as he flew out of the hen
house to the palings. Sleep was still in bis eyes, yet he stood and crowed 
lustily. 

"Listen," said the hen. " There is a cock in the next farm who has 
unluckily lost three of his wives, they had plucked off all their feathers and 
died of cold." 

"Go away," he exclaimed. "I will not hear it, it is an ugly story. Send 
it away." 

"Send it away!" hissed the bat, while the hens cackled and the cock 
crowed. 

"Send it away! send it away ! " and so the story flew from one farm-yard 
to another, until it caine back at last to the place where the original circtim• 
stance occurred. 

"There are five hens," thus now ran the story, "who have plucked off all 
their feathers, at least so they say," and it made the cock so unhappy that 
he became quite thin. And he has pecked himself so dreadfully ever since 
from indignation and shame, till at last he fell down and died, covered with 
blood. For these hens had not only disgraced his family, but occasioned a 
great loss to his owner. 

And the hen who had really lost the one feather naturally could not 
recognise her own story, but she was a sensible, worthy hen, and she said-

" I despise these cackling hens ; however, there shall be no more tittle
tattle of this sort. When people have a secret among themselves to gossip 
about in future, I will find it out, and send it to the newspapers, so that it 
may travel through the whole land and be heard of by everybody." 

"This will just serve these cackling hens and their families right." 
And the newspapers took it up and so altered the wonderful story, that 

at the last "It was actually true"-ONE LITTLE FEATHER HAD BECOME 
FIVE HENS! 



THE STORM. 

THE BUCKWHEAT. 

VERY often, after a violent thunder-storm, a field of buckwheat appears 
blackened and singed, as if a flame of fire had passed over it. The country 
people say that this appearance is caused by lightning; but I will tell you what 
the sparrow says, and the sparrow heard it from an old willow-tree which grew 
near a field of buckwheat, and is there still. It is a large venerable tree, though · 
a little crippled by age. The trunk has been split, and out of the crevice 
grass and brambles grow. The tree bends forward slightly, and the branches 
hang quite down to the ground just like the green hair. Corn grows in all 
the surrounding fields, not only rye and barley, but oats,-pretty oats that, 
when ripe, look like a number of little golden canary-birds sitting on a 
bough. The corn has a smiling look, and the heaviest and richest ears 
bend their heads low as if in pious humility. Once there was also a field of 
buckwheat, and this field was exactly opposite to the old willow-tree. The • 
buckwheat did not bend like the other grain, but erected its head proudly 
and stiffly on the stem. " I am as valuable as any other com," said he, 
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" and I am much handsomer ; my flowers are as beautiful as the bloom of 
the, apple blossom, and it is a pleasure to look at us. Do you know of 
anything prettier than we are, you old willow-tree? " 

And the willow-tree nodded his head, as if he would say, " Indeed I 
do." 

But the buckwheat spread itself out with pride, and said, " Stupid tree ; 
he is so old that grass grows out of his body." 

There arose a very terrible storm. All the field-flowers folded their 
leaves together, or bowed their little heads, while the storm passed over 
them, but the buckwheat stood erect in its pride. "Bend your nead as we 
do," said the flowers. 

"It have no occasion to do so," replied the buckwheat. 
" Bend your heads as we do," cried the ears of corn ; " the angel of the 

storm is coming; his wings spread from the sky above to the earth beneath. 
He will strike you down before you can cry for mercy." 

"But I will not bend my head," said the buckwheat. 
" Close your flowers and bend your leaves," said the old willow-tree. 

"Do not look at the lightning when the cloud bursts; even men cannot do 
that. In a tlash of lightning heaven opens, and we can look in; but the 
sight will strike even human beings blind. What then must happen to us, 
who only grow out of the earth, and are so inferior to them, if we venture 
to do so?" 

"Inferior, indeed!" said the buckwheat. "Now I intend to have a peep 
into heaven." Proudly and boldly he looked up, while the lightning 
flashed across the sky as if the whole world were in flames. 

When the dreadful storm had passed, the flowers and the corn raised 
their drooping heads in the pure still air, refreshed by the rain, but the 
buckwheat lay like a weed in the field, burnt to blackness by the lightning. 
The branches of the old willow-tree rustled in the wind, and large water
drops fell from his green leaves as if the old willow were weeping. Then 
the sparrows asked why he was weeping, when all around seemed so cheer
ful. "See," they said, <Chow the sun. shines, and the clouds float in the 
blue sky. Do you not smell the sweet perfume from flower and bush,? 
Wherefore do you weep, old willow-tree?" Then the willow told them of 
!he haughty pride of the buckwheat, and of the punishment which followed 
m consequence. 

This is the story told me by the sparrows one evening when I begged 
them to relate some tale to me. 



SOUP FROM A SAUSAGE SKEWER. 

"WE had such an excellent dinner yesterday," said an old mouse of the 
female sex to another who had not been present at the feast. "I sat number 
twenty-one below the mouse-king, which was not a bad place. Shall I tell 
you what we had? Everything was first-rate. Mouldy bread, tallow candle, 
and sausage. And then, when we had finished that course, the same came 
on all over again : it was as good as two feasts. We were very sociable, 
and there was as much joking and fun as if we had been all of one family 
circle. Nothing was left but the sausage skewers, and this formed a 
subject of conversation, till at last it turned to 'the proverb, 'Soup from 
sausage skins;' or, as the people in the neighbouring country call it, 'Soup 
from a sausage skewer.' Everyone had heard the proverb, but no one had 
ever tasted the soup, much less prepared. it. A capital toast was drunk to 
the inventor of the soup, and some one said he ought to be made a relieving 
officer to the poor. Was not that witty? Then the old mouse-king rose 
and promised that the young lady-mouse who should learn how best to 
prepare this much-admired and savoury soup should be his queen, and a 
year and a day should be allowed for the purpose." 

"That was not at all a bad proposal," said the other mouse; "but how 
is the soup made?" 

"Ah, that is more than I can tell you. All the young lady-mice were 
asking the same question. They wished very much to be queen, but they 
did not want to take the trouble of going out into the world to learn how to 
make soup, which was absolutely necessary to be done first. But it is not 
everyone who would care to leave her family, or her happy corner by the 
fire-side at home, even to be made queen. It is not always easy to find 
bacon and cheese-rind in foreign lands every day, and it is not pleasant to 
have to endure hunger, and be perhaps, after all, eaten up alive by the 
cat." 

Most probably some such thoughts as these discouraged the majority 
from going out into the world to collect the required information. Only 
four mice gave notice that they were ready to set out on the journey. They 

20 



306 HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES 

were young and lively, but poor. Each of them wished to visit one of the 
four divisions of the world, so that it might be seen which was the most 
favoured by fortune. Every one took a sausage skewer as a traveller's staff, 
and to remind them of the object of their journey. They left home early in 
May, and none of them returned till the first of May in the following year, 
and then only three of them. Nothing was seen or heard of the fourth, 
although the day of decision was dose at hand. "Ah, yes, there is always 
some trouble mixed up with the greatest pleasure," said the mouse-king; but 
he gave orders that all the mice within a circle of many miles should be in
vited at once. They were to assemble in the kitchen, and the three travelled 
mice were to stand in a row before them, while a sausage skewer, covered 
with crape, was to be stuck up instead of the missing mouse. No one dared 
to express an opinion until the king spoke, and desired one of them to go 
on with her story. And now we shall hear what she said. 

WHAT THE FIRST LITTLE MOUSE SAW AND .HEARD 

ON HER TRAVELS. 
"When I first went out into the world," said the little mouse, "I fancied, 

as so many of my age do, that I already knew everything, but it was not 
so. It takes years to acquire great knowledge. I went at once to sea in a 
ship bound for the north. I had been told that the ship's cook must know 
how to prepare every dish at sea, and it is easy enough to do that with 
plenty of sides of bacon, and large tubs of salt meat and mouldy flour. 
There I found plenty of delicate food, but no opportunity for learning how 
to make soup from a sausage skewer. We sailed on for many days and 
nights; the ship rocked fearfully, and we did not escape without a wetting. 
As soon as we arrived at the port to which the ship was bound, I left it, and 
went on shore at a place far towards the north. It is a wonderful thing to 
leave your own little corner at home, to hide yourself in a ship where there 
are sure to be some nice snug corners for shelter, then suddenly to find 
yourself thousands of miles away in a foreign land. I saw large pathless 
forests of pine and birch trees, which smelt so strong that I sneezed and 
thought of sausage. There were great lakes also which looked as black as 
ink in the distance, but were quite clear when I came close to them. Large 
swans were floating upon them, and I thought at first they were only foam, 
they lay so still; but when I saw them walk and fly, I knew what they were 
directly. They belong to the goose species, one can see that by their walk. 
No one can attempt to disguise family descent. I kept with my own kind, 
and associated with the forest and field mice, who, however, knew very little, 
especially about what I wanted to know, and which had actually made me 
travel abroad. The idea that soup could be made from a sausage skewer 
was to them such an out-of-the-way, unlikely thought, that it was repeated 
from one to another through the whole forest. They declared that the 
problem would never be solved, that the thing was an impossibility. How 
little I thought that in this place, on the very first night, I should be initiated 
into the manner of its preparation. 
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"It was the height of summer, which the mice told me was the reason 
that the forest smelt so strong, and that the herbs were so fragrant, and the 
lakes with the white swimming swans so dark, and yet so clear. On the 
margin of the wood, near to three or four houses, a pole, as large as the 
mainmast of a ship, had been erected, and from the summit hung wreaths 
of flowers and fluttering ribbons; it was the Maypole. Lads and lasses 
danced round the pole, and tried to outdo the violins of the musicians with 
their singing. They were as merry as ever at sunset and in the moonlight, 
but I took no part in the merry-making. What has a little mouse to do 
with a maypole dance? I sat in the soft moss, and held my sausage skewer 
tight. The moon threw its beams particularly on one spot where stood a 
tree covered with exceedingly fine moss. I may almost venture to say that 
it was as fine and soft as the fur of the mouse-king, but it was green, which 
is a colour very agreeable to the eye. All at once I saw the most charming 
little people marching towards me. They did not reach higher than my 
knee; they looked like human beings, but were better proportioned, and 
they called themselves elves. Their clothes were very delicate and fine, for 
they were made of the leaves of flowers, 1:rimrned with the wings of flies 
and gnats, which had not a bad effect. By their manner, it appeared as if 
they were seeking for something. I knew not what, till at last one of them 
espied me and came towards me, and the foremost pointed to my sausage 
skewer, and said, 'There, that is just what we want; see, it is pointed at 
the top ; is it not capital? ' and the longer he looked at my pilgrim's staff, 
the more delighted he became. ' I will lend it you,' said I, 'but not to 
keep.' 

" 'Oh no, we won't keep it ! ' they all cried ; and then they seized the 
skewer, which I gave up to them, and danced with it to the spot where the 
delicate moss grew, and set it up in the middle of the green. They wanted 
a maypole, and the one they now had seemed cut out on purpose for them. 
Then they decorated it so beautifully that it was quite dazzling to look at. 
Little spiders spun golden threads around it, and then it was hung with 
fluttering veils and flags so delicately white that they glittered like snow in 
the moonshine. After that they took colours from the butterfly's wing, and 
sprinkled them over the white drapery which gleamed as if covered with 
flowers and diamonds, so that I could not recognise my sausage skewer at 
all. Such a maypole has never been seen in all the world as this. Then 
came a great company of real elves. Nothing could be finer than their 
clothes, and they invited me to be present at the feast; but I was to keep 
at a certain distance, because I was too large for them. Then commenced 
such music that it sounded like a thousand glass bells, and was so full and 
strong that I thought it must be the song of the swans. I fancied also that 
I heard the voices of the cuckoo and the blackbird, and it seemed at last as 
if the whole forest sent forth glorious melodies-the voices of children, the 
tinkling of bells, and the songs of the birds; and all this wonderful melody 
came from the elfin maypole. My sausage peg was a complete peal of bells. 
I could scarcely believe that so much could have been produced from it, 
till I remembered into what hands it had fallen. I was so much affected 
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HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. 

that I wept tears such as a little mouse can weep, but they were tears of 
joy. The night was far too short for me; there are no long nights there in 
summer, as we often have in this part of the world. When the morning 
dawned, and the gentle breeze rippled the glassy mirror of the forest lake, 
all the delicate veils and flags fluttered away into thin air: the waving 
garlands of the spider's web, the hanging bridges and galleries, or whatever 
else they may be called, vanished away as if they had never been. Six 
elves brought me back my sausage skewer, and at the same time asked me 
to make any request, which they would grant if in their power: so I begged 
them, if they could, to tell me how to make soup from a sausage skewer. 

" 'How do we make it?' said the chief of the elves with a smile. ' Why 
you have just seen it; you scarcely knew your sausage skewer again, I am 
sure.' 

"They think themselves very wise, thought I to myself. Then I told 
them all about it, and why I had travelled so far, and also what promise had 
been made at home to the one who should discover the method of prepar
ing this soup. ' What use will it be,' I asked, ' to the mouse-king or to our 
whole mighty kingdom that I have seen all these beautiful things? I cannot 
shake the sausage peg and say, Look, here is the skewer, and now the soup 
will come. That would only produce a dish to be served when people 
were keeping a fast.' 

" Then the elf dipped his finger into the cup of a violet, and said to me, 
' Look here, I will anoint your pilgrim's staff, so that when you return to 
your own home and enter the king's castle, you have only to touch the 
king with your staff, and violets will spring forth and cover the whole of it, 
even in the coldest winter time ; so I think I have given you really some
thing to carry home, and a little more than something. ' " 

But before the little mouse explained what this something more was, she 
stretched her staff out to the king, and as it touched him the most beautiful 
bunch of violets sprang forth and filled the place with their perfume. The 
smell was so powerful that the mouse-king ordered the mice who. stood 
nearest the chimney to thrust their tails into the fire, that:there might be a 
smell of burning, for the perfume of the violets was overpowering, and not 
the sort of scent that every one l.iked .. 

"But what was the something more of which you spoke just now?" asked 
the mouse-king. 

"Why," answered the little mouse, "I think it is what they call 'effect;"' 
and thereupon she turned the staff round, and behold not a single flower 
was to be seen upon it! She now only held the naked skewer, and lifted 
it up as a conductor lifts his baton at a concert. "Violets, the elf told me," 
continued the mouse, "are for the sight, the smell, and the touch; so we 
have only no'rv to produce the effect of hearing and tasting;" and then, as 
the little mouse beat time with her staff, there came sounds of music, not 
such music as was heard in the forest, at the elfin feast, but such as is often 
heard in the kitchen-the sounds of boiling and roasting. It came quite 
suddenly, like wind rushing through the chimneys, and seemed as if every 
pot and kettle were boiling over. The fire-shovel clattered down on the brass 
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fender; and then, quite as suddenly, all was still,-nothing could be heard but 
the light, vapoury song of the tea-kettle, which was quite wonderful to hear, 
for no one could rightly distinguish whether the kettle was just beginning to 
boil or going to stop. And the little pot steamed, and the great pot sim
mered, but without any regard for each; indeed there seemed no sense in 
the pots at all. And as the little mouse waved her baton still more wildly, 
the pots foamed and threw up bubbles, and boiled over; while again the 
wind roared and whistled through the chimney, and at last there was such a 
terrible hubbub, that the little mouse let her stick fall. 

" That is a strange sort of soup," said the mouse-king; "shall we not 
now hear about the preparntion ? " 

"That is all," answered the little mouse, with a bow. 
"That all !" said the mouse-king; "then we shall be glad to hear what 

information the next may have to give us." 

WHAT THE SECOND MOUSE HAD TO TELL. 
"I was born in the library, at a castle," said the second mouse. '' Very 

few members of our family ever had the good fortune to get into the dining
room, much less the store-room. On my journey, and here to-day, are the 
only times I have ever seen a kitchen. We were often obliged to suffer 
hunger in the library, but then we gained a great deal of knowledge. The 
rumour reached us of the royal prize offered to those who should be able to 
make soup from a sausage skewer. Then my old grandmother sought out 
a manuscript which, however, she could not read, but had heard it read, and 
in it was written, "Those who are poets can make soup of sausage skewers.' 
She then asked me if I was a poet. I felt myself quite innocent of any such 
pretensions. Then she said I must go out and make myself a poet. I 
asked again what I should be required to do, for it seemed to me quite as 
difficult as to find out how to make soup of a sausage skewer. My grand
mother had heard a great deal of reading in her day, and she told me three 
principal qualifications were necessary-understanding, imagination, and 
feeling. 'If you can manage to acquire these three, you will be a poet, and 
the sausage-skewer soup will be quite easy to you.' 

"So I went forth into the world, and turned my steps towards the west, 
that I might become a poet. Understanding is the most important matter 
in everything. I knew that, for the other two qualifications are not thought 
much of; so I went first to seek for understanding. Where was I to find 
it? 'Go to the ant and learn wisdom,' said the great Jewish king. I knew 
that froi:n living in a library. So I went straight on till I came to the first 
great ant-hill, and then I set myself to watch, that I might become wise. 
The ants are a very respectable people, they are wisdom itself. All they do 
is like the working of a sum in arithmetic, which comes right. 'To work 
and to lay eggs,' say they, 'and to provide for posterity, is to live out your 
time properly;' and that they truly do. They are divided into the clean 
and the dirty ants, their rank is pointed out by a number, and the ant-queen 
is number ONE; and her opinion is the only correct one on everything; she 
seems to have the 'Whole wisdom of the world in her, which was just the im-
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portant matter I wished to acquire. She said a great deal which was no 
doubt very clever; yet to me it sounded like nonsense. She said the ant
hill was the loftiest thing in the world, and yet close to the mound stood a 
tall tree, which no one could deny was loftier, much loftier, but no mention 
was made of the tree. One evening an ant lost herself on this tree; she 

. had crept up the stem, not nearly to the top, but higher than any ant had 
ever ventured ; and when at last she returned home she said that she had 
found something in her travels much higher than the ant-hill. The rest of 
the ants considered this an insult to the whole community; so she was con
demned to wear a muzzle and to live in perpetual solitude. A short time 
afterwards another ant got on the tree, and made the same journey and the 
same discovery, but she spoke of it cautiously and indefinitely, and as she 
was one of the superior ants and very much respected, they believed her, 
and when she died they erected an eggshell as a monument to her memory; 
for they cultivated a great respect for science. I saw," said the little mouse, 
"that the ants were always running to and fro with their burdens on their 
backs. Once I saw one of them drop her load; she gave herself a great deal 
of trouble in trying to raise it again, but she could not succeed. Then two 
others came up and tried with all their strength to help her, till they nearly 
dropped their own burdens in doing so; when they were obliged to stop 
for a moment in their help, for every one must think of himself first. And 
the ant-queen remarked that their conduct that day showed that they 
possessed kind hearts and good understanding. ' These two qualities,' she 
continued, 'place us ants in the highest degree above all other reasonable 
beings. Understanding must therefore be seen among us in the most pro
minent manner, and my wisdom is greater than all.' And so saying she 
raised herself on her two hind legs, that no one else might be mistaken for 
her. I could not therefore make an error, so I ate her up. \Ve are to go to 
the ants to learn wisdom, and I had got the queen. 

"I now turned and went nearer to the lofty tree already mentioned, 
which was an oak. It had a tall trunk with a wide-spreading top, and was 
very old. I knew that a living being dwelt here, a dryad as she is called, who 
is born with the tree and dies with it. I had heard this in the library, and 
here was just such a tree, and in it an oak-maiden. She uttered a terrible 
scream when she caught sight of me so near to her ; like many women, 
she was very much afraid of mice. And she had more real cause for fear 
than they have, for I might have gnawed through the tree on which her 
life depended. I spoke to her in a kind and friendly manner, and begged 
her to take courage. At last she took me up in her delicate hand, and then I 
told her what had brought me out into the world; and she promised me that 
perhaps on that very evening she should be able to obtain for me one of the 
two treasures for which I was :;eeking. She told me that Phantcesus was 
her very dear friend, that he was as beautiful as the god of love, that he re
mained often for several hours with her under the leafy boughs of the tree 
which then rustled and waved more than ever over them both. He called 
her his dryad, she said, and the tree his tree; for the grand old oak, with its 
gnarled trunk, was just to his taste. The root, spreading deep into the 
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earth, the top rising high in the fresh air, knew the value of the drifted snow, 
the keen wind, and the warm sunshine, as it ought to be known. 'Yes,' 
continued the dryad, 'the birds sing up above in the branches, and talk to 
each other about the beautiful fields they have visited in foreign lands; and 
on one of the withered boughs a stork has built his nest,-it is beautifully 
arranged, and besides it is pleasant to hear a little about the land of the 
pyramids. All this pleases Phanta:sus, but it is not enough for him ; I am 
obliged to relate to him of my life in the woods, and to go back to my 
childhood, when I was little, and the tree so small and delicate, that a 
stinging-nettle could overshadow it, and I have to tell everything that has 
happened since then till now that the tree is so large and strong. Sit 
you down now under the green bindwood and pay attention; when 
Phantresus comes I will find an opportunity to lay hold of his wing and 
to pull out one of the little feathers. That feather you shall have; a 
better was never given to any poet, it will be quite enough for you. 

"And when Phantresus came the feather was plucked, and, said the little 
mouse, ' I seized and put it in water, and kept it there till it was quite soft.' 
It was very heavy and indigestible, but I managed to nibble it up at last. 
It is not so easy to nibble one's self into a poet, there are so many things to 
get through. Now, however, I had two of them, understanding and 
imagination; and through these I knew that the third was to be found in 
the library. A great man has said and written that there are novels whose 
sole and only use appeared to be that they might relieve mankind of over
flowing tears-a kind of sponge, in fact, for sucking up feelings and emotions. 
I remembered a few of these books, they had always appeared tempting to the 
appetite; they had been much read, and were so greasy, that they must have 
absorbed no end of emotions in themselves. I retraced my steps to the library, 
and literally devoured a whole novel, that is, properly speaking, the interior 
or soft part of it; the cmst, or binding, I left. When I had digested not only 
this, but a second, I felt a stirring within me; then I ate a small piece of a third 
romance, and felt myself a poet. I said it to myself, and told others the same. 
I had head-ache and back-ache, and I cannot tell what aches besides. I 
thought over all the stories . that may be said to be connected with sausage 
pegs, and all that has ever been written about skewers, and sticks, and 
staves, and splinters came to my thoughts: the ant-queen must have had a 
wonderfully clear understanding. I remembered the man who placed a 
white stick in his mouth by which he could make himself and the stick 
invisible. I thought of sticks as hobby-horses, staves of music or rhyme, of 
breaking a stick over a man's back, and heaven knows how many more 
phrases of the same sort, relating to sticks, staves, and skewers. All my 
thoughts ran on skewers, sticks of wood, and staves ; and as I am, at last, 
a poet, and I have worked terribly hard to make myself one, I can of course 
make poetry on everything. I shall therefore be able to wait upon you 
every day in the week with a poetical history of a skewer. And that is my 
soup." 

"In that case," said the mouse-king, "we will hear what the third mouse 
has to say." 
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"Squeak, squeak," cried a little mouse at the kitchen door; it was the 
fourth, and not the third, of the four who were contending for the prize, 
one whom the rest supposed dead. She shot in like an arrow, and over
turned the sausage peg that had been covered with crape. She had been 
running day and night. She had watched an opportunity to get into a 
goods train, and had travelled by the railway; and yet she h1d arrived 
almost too late. She pressed forward, looking very much ruffled. She had 
lost her sausage skewer, but not her voice; for she began to speak at once 
as if they only waited for her, and would hear her only, and as if nothing 
else in the world was of the least consequence. She spoke out. so clearly 
and plainly, and she had come in so suddenly, that no one had time to stop 
her or to say a word while she was speaking. And now let us hear what 
she said. 

WHAT THE FOURTH MOUSE, WHO SPOKE BEFORE THE 
THIRD, HAD TO TELL. 

"I started off at once to the largest town," said she; "but the name of 
it has escaped me. I have a very bad memory for names. I was carried 
from the railway, with some forfeited goods, to the gaol, and on arriving I 
made my escape into the house of the turnkey. The turnkey was speak
ing of his prisoners, especially of one who had spoken thoughtless words. 
These words had given rise to other words, and at length they were written 
down and registered : ' The whole affair is like making soup of sausage 
skewers,' said he; 'but the soup may cost him his neck.' 

"Now this raised in me an interest for the prisoner," continued the little 
mouse, "and I watched my opportunity, and slipped into his apartment, for 
there is a mouse-hole to be found behind every closed door. The prisoner 
looked pale ; he had a great beard, and large, sparkling eyes. There was 
a lamp burning, but the walls were so black that they only looked the 
blacker for it. The prisoner scratched pictures and verses with white chalk 
on the black walls, but I did not read the verses. I think he found his 
confinement wearisome, so that I was a welcome guest. He enticed me 
with bread-crumbs, with whistling, and with gentle words, and seemed so 
friendly towards me, that by degrees I gained confidence in him, and we 
became friends; he divided his bread and water with me, gave me cheese 
and sausage, and I really began to love him. Altogether, I must own that 
it was a very pleasant intimacy. He let me run about on his hand, on his 
arm, and into his sleeve; and I even crept into his beard, and he called me 
his little friend. I forgot what I had come out into the world for; forgot 
my sausage skewer, which I had laid in a crack in the floor-it is lying 
there still. I wished to stay with him always where I was, for I knew that 
if I went away the poor prisoner would have no one to be his friend, which 
is a sad thing. I s:ayed, but he did not. He spoke to me so mournfully 
for the last time, gave me double as much bread and cheese as usual, and 
kissed his hand to me. Then he went away, and never cam~ back. I know 
nothing more of his history. · 



SOUP FROM A SAUSAGE SKEWER. 

"The gaoler took possession of me now. He said something about 
soup from a sausage skewer, but I could not trust him. He took me in his 
hand, certainly, but it was to place me in a cage like a tread-mill. Oh, how 
dreadful it was ! I had to run round and round without getting any farther 
in advance, and only to make everybody laugh. The gaoler's grand• 
daughter was a charming little thing. She had curly hair like the brightest 
gold, merry eyes, and such a smiling mouth. 

"' You poor little mouse,' said she, one day as she peeped into my cage, 
' I will set you free.' She then drew forth the iron fastening, and I sprang 
out on the window-sill, and from thence to the roof. Free ! free! that was 
all I could think of; not of the object of my journey. It grew dark, and 
as night was coming on I found a lodging in an old tower, where dwelt a 
watchman and an owl. I had no confidence in either of them, least of all 
in the owl, which is like a cat, and has a great failing, for she eats mice. 
One may however be mistaken sometimes; and so was I, for this was a 
respectable and well-educated old owl, wh'J knew more than the watchman, 
and even as much as I did myself. The young owls made a great fuss about 
everything, but the only rough words she would say to them were, 'You had 
better go and make some soup from sausage skewers.' She was very indulgent 
and loving to her own children. Her conduct gave me such confidence in 
her, that from the crack where I sat I called out 'squeak.' This confidence 
of mine pleased her so much that she assured me she would take me i:nder 
her own protection, and that not a creature should do me harm. The fact 
was, she wickedly meant to keep me in reserve for her own eating in the 
winter, when food would be scarce. Yet she was a very clever lady-owl; 
she explained to me that the watchman could only hoot with the horn that 
hung loose at his side; and then she said he is so terribly proud of it, that 
he imagines himself an owl in the tower ;-wants to do great things, but 
only succeeds in small ;-all soup on a sausage skewer. Then I begged the 
owl to give me the recipe for this soup. 'Soup from a sausage skewer,' said 
she,' is only a proverb amongst mankind, and may be understood in many 
ways. Each believes his own way the best, and, after all, the proverb signi
fies nothing.' 'Nothing!' I exclaimc-d. I was quite struck. Truth is not 
always agreeable, but truth is above everything else, as the old owl said. I 
thought over all this, and saw quite plainly that if truth was really so far 
above everything else, it must be much more valuable than soup from a 
sausage skewer. So I hastened to get away, that I might be home in time, 
and bring what was highest and best, and above everything,-namely, the 
truth. The mice are an enlightened people, and the mouse-king is above 
foem all. He is therefore capable of making me queen for the sake of 
truth." 

"Your truth is a falsehood," said the mouse who had not yet spoken; "I 
can urepare the soup, and I mean to do so.'' 

HOW IT vVAS PREPARED. 

"I did not travel," said the third mouse; "I stayed in this country : that 
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was the right way. One gains nothing by travelling-everything can be ac
quired here quite as easily; so I stayed at home. I have not obtained what I 
know from supernatural beings. I have neither swallowed it, nor learnt it 
from conversing with owls. I have got it all from my own reflections and 
thoughts. Will you now set the kettle on the fire-so? Now pour the water 
in-quite full-up to the brim; place it on the fire; make up a good blaze; 
keep it burning, that the water may boil; it must boil over and over. There, 
now I throw in the skewer. Will the mouse-king be pleased now to dip his 
tail into the boiling water, and stir it round with the tail. The longer the 
king stirs it, the stronger the soup will become. Nothing more is necessary, 
only to stir it." 

"Can no one else do this ? " asked the king. 
"No," said the mouse; "only in the tail of the mouse-king is this power 

contained." 
And the water boiled and bubbled, as the mouse-king stood close beside 

the kettle. It seemed rather a dangerous performance; but he turned 
round, and put out his tail, as mice do in a dairy, when they wish to skim 
the cream from a pan of milk with their tails and aftenvards lick it off. 
But the mouse-king's tail had only just touched the hot steam, when he 
sprang away from the chimney in a great hurry, exclaiming, "Oh, certainly, 
by all means, you must be my queen ; and we will let the soup question 
rest till our golden wedding, fifty years hence; so that the poor in my king
dom, who are then to have plenty of food, will have something to look 
forward to for a long time, with great joy." 

And very soon the wedding took place. But many of the mice, as they 
were returning home, said that the soup could not be properly called " soup 
from a sausage skewer," but "soup from a mouse's tail." They acknow
ledged also that some of the stories were very well told; but that the whole 
could have been managed differently. " I should have told it so-and so 
-and so." These were the critics who are always so clever afterwards. 

When this story was circulated all over the world, the opinions upon it 
were divided; but the story remained the same. And, after all, the best 
way in everything you undertake, great as well as small, is to expect no 
thanks for anything you may do, even when it refers to "soup from a 
sausage skewer." · 



TME BELL, OR NATURE'S MUSIC. 

IN the narrow streets of a large city, towards evening, when the setting 
sun threw a golden light over roof and chimney, there might sometimes be 
heard, by one and another, a strange tone, something like the sound of a 
church bell. Only for a moment, however, for the continual rumbling of 
carriages and the hum of voices often drowned the tone. Still, people 
would say, "The evening bell is sounding, for it is sunset." Those who 
wandered outside the town after sunset, where the houses stood at greater 
distances from each other, could see the evening sky in all its beauty, and 
hear the sound of the bell much more clearly. It was as if the tones came 
f;:om a cathedral lying in the still depths of the fragrant forest, and people 
looked in that direction with solemnized feelings. 

After some time, one said to another, "Is there a church in the wood 
yonder? That bell has a singularly fine tone; shall we go a little nearer 
and listen? " And the rich people drove there, and the poor walked, but 
the way seemed long and interminable, for they were no nearer to the tones 
of the bell. By a number of willow-trees, which grew on the borders of 
the forest, they sat down, and glanced up at the long branches, and fancied 
they were really in the green wood. A pastrycook from the town came 
amongst them, and pitched a tent, and then came anothP-r and hung a bell 
over his tent, which he had covered with tar to protect it from the rain, but 
the clapper was wanting. 

When the people returned home they said it had been all very romantic, 
which was really more than merely taking tea. Three persons, however, 
declared that they had been to the very end of the wood; they had always 
heard the sound of the bell, but it appeared to them as if it came from the 
town. One of them wrote a song about it, and said that the bell was like 
the voice of a mother singing to a good and beloved child. No melody 
could be more beautiful than the sound of the bell. 

The emperor was informed of this matter, and promised that whoever 
really found out what the sound came from should have the title of " Bell
ringer to the world," even if it should prove that there was no bell in the 
case. 
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Many went to the wood because of the good entertainment there, but only 
one returned with a sort of explanation. None of them had gone far enough 
into the forest, nor, indeed, had he ; yet he said that the bell-like sound 
proceeded from a large owl who lived in a hollow tree, and who was the 
owl of wisdom, and constantly striking its head against the trunk; but 
whether the sound came from the owl's head, or from the trunk of the tree, 
he could not say with certainty. However, he was appointed "Bell-ringer 
to the world," and every year wrote a little treatise upon the subject, which 
left people who read it as wise as they were before. 

On a certain day a confirmation was held at a church in the town. The 
clergyman spoke well and earnestly, and the candidates were deeply moved. 
It was a very important day for them. From children they at once became 
grown people. The childish soul seemed to have assumed the sense and 
feeling of mature age. It was a glorious summer day, and as the confirmed 
children walked out of the town there sounded from the deep wood the 
great, mysterious bell. A wish arose to go and see what it was, in all of 
them excepting three. One of these, a girl, wanted to go home to try on 
a ball dress; for she was invited to this ball on the occasion of her con
firmation, or she would not have thought of going. The second was a 
poor boy, who had borrowed the coat and boots of his landlord's son to be 
confirmed in, and he had to return by a certain time. The third said that 
he never went to a strange place, unless his parents were with him; that he 
always had been a good child, and that he would continue to be so, even 
after his confirmation, and therefore no one was to laugh at him; but they 
did laugh at him, notwithstanding. So these three did not go, but the 
others stepped on, while the sun shone, the birds sung, and the newly-con
firmed sang also, and held each other's hands; for they had not yet any 
position in life, but were all equal in the eyes of God that day of their con
firmation. Two of the youngest soon became tired, and returned home; 
and then two little girls sat down to weave garlands of flowers, and went 
no farther. And when at last the rest reached the willow-trees, where the 
confectioner's tent was pitched, they said, "Now we are really a long way 
out, there is no bell; it does not exist at all, people only fancy it.'' 

Then suddenly the bell sounded so beautifully and solemnly that four or 
five determined to go still deeper into the forest. The trees grew so closely 
together, and the leafy branches hung down so low, that it was really very 
difficult to go forward. Forest lilies and anemones grew high from the 
ground, anJ blooming convolvulus and blackberry blossoms hung in long 
garlands from tree to tree, while the nightingale sung and the sunbeams 
glanced through the trees. It was all beautiful to see, but the path was not 
fit for girls, who would have torn their clothes to pieces. There lay large 
blocks of stone, overgrown with moss of various colours, and. the fresh spring
water bubbled forth, and seemed to utter the words, "Gurgle, gurgle." 

"That cannot be the bell," said one of the newly confirmed; and he 
laid himself down and listened. "It should be studied carefully," said he; 
so he remained behind, and let the others go forward. 

They came to a cottage built with the bark of trees and branches; a 
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large tree loaded with wild apples slretched itself over the roof, which was 
covered with roses, as if it would pour a blessing upon it. The long brnnches 
drooped just over the gable, and to the end of one hung a little bell. Could 
this be the bell they had heard? They all with one voice agreed that it 
mllst be, excepting one, who said, "that this bell was too small to be heard 
at such a distance, and had a very different sound to the one that touched 
men's hearts so deeply." He who spoke thus was a king's son, and the 
others said that persons of that sort always wanted to be thought wiser than 
anyone else. Therefore, they allowed him to go on alone, and the farther 
he went the more his mind was impressed with the solitude of the forest; 
but still he heard the little bell that had so pleased the others, and some
times the wind carried towards him sounds from the confectioner's tent, and 
he could hear his late companions singing over their tea. 

But the deep tones of the bell became louder and stronger, sometimes 
as if an organ were playing in unison with them, and these sounds were 
at the left side, where the heart is placed. Something rustled in the 
bushes, and then a little boy stood before the king's son; he wore wooden 
shoes, and his jacket was so small that the sleeves did not reach to his 
wrists. They knew each other; the boy was one of those who had been 
confirmed, but who could not accompany the rest because he had to return 
home with the coat and boots which the landlord's son had lent him. He 
had done this, and had started again in his wooden shoes and his old 
clothes, for he had heard the bell sound so deeply and solemnly that he felt 
he must go on. 

"We can go together," said the king's son. 
But the poor newly confirmed boy . in the wooden shoes was quite 

ashamed; he pulled down the short sleeves of his jacket, and said he 
feared he could not walk fast enough; besides, he remarked, the bell 
should be sought for on the right hand, for there the space was larger and 
more beautiful. 

"Then we shall not meet again," said the king's son, nodding to the poor 
boy as he went into the deepest depths of the forest, where the brambles 
to1e his poor, shabby clothes, and scratched his face, his hands, and his feet, 
till they bled. 

The king's son also had a few rough scratches, but the sun shone brightly 
on his path, and it is he whom we must follow, for he was an active youth. 
"I must and will find the bell," said he," though I have to go to the end of 
the world for it." 

Some ugly apes sat in the branches of the trees and grinned at him, 
showing all their teeth. " Shall we beat him?" said they; "Shall we thrash 
him? he is a king's son." 

But he went on undaunted, deeper and still deeper into the forest, where 
the most wonderful flowers grew. White lilies like stars, with ruby-red 
stamens; tulips, as blue as the sky, sparkling as they were moved by the 
win<l ; apple-trees, on which the apples shone with coloured reflected light 
like soap-bubbles: only think how these flowers and trees must have 
gleamed in the sunshine ! Through openings in the branches could be 
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seen beautiful green meadows, where the hart and the hind were sporting on 
the soft grass. Stately oaks and noble beech-trees; and where the bark of 
any tree had split, long tendrils of green climbing plants grew out of the 
crevices. There were also large tracts of land, interspersed with quiet lakes, 
on whose smooth surface white swans skimmed and flapped their wings. 
The king's son frequently stood sUl and iistened, for he sometimes fancied 
the sound of the bell came to h;21 from one of the lakes, but after a few 
moments he would feel sure it could not be from any other place than the 
forest. The sun went down; the atmosphere reflected the red light from 
the sky like fire; silence reigned in the forest. Then he sank on his 
knees, and sung his evening hymn. "I shall never find what I am seek
ing," he said; "the sun is going down, and night, dark night approaches. 
Yet once more perhaps I may see the round red sun before he disappears 
beneath the horizon. I will climb upon these rocks, for they are higher 
than the highest trees." Then he contrived to climb upon the wet rocks 
by seizing upon the roots and creeping-plants that grew near them; water
snakes were wriggling about, and the · toads seemed to bay at him, yet he 
reached the highest point before the sun had quite set. Oh, what a 
beautiful prospect lay before him ! The sea-the glorious, magnificent 
sea-rolling its great billows towards him, while the sun stood like a large 
altar of fire, just at the spot where sea and sky met, and then everything 
melted together into one glowing tint. The forest sang, there was music 
in the foaming sea, and his heart joined in the universal anthem. All 
nature was one great, holy church, of which the trees and the floating 
clouds were the pillars, flowers and grass the many-coloured velvet carpet, 
and the heavens themselves the lofty, vaulted roof. Then the glowing 
colours faded away, the sun sunk to rest, and millions of stars lighted up 
the expanse like diamond lamps. The king's son stretched forth his arms 
towards heaven, towards the sea, and towards the forest. 

Suddenly, from a road at the right hand, came the poor newly confirmed 
boy with the short jacket and the wooden shoes ; he too had come just in time, 
and had arrived at the same place by a different road. And they ran to 
meet each other, and stood hand-in-hand in the great temple of nature and 
poetry. And above them sounded the invisible, holy bell-Nature's music; 
and happy spirits floated around them singing hallelujahs of joy. 



THE FARM-YARD COCK, AND THE 
WEATHER-COCK. 

THERE were once two cocks, one of them stood on a dunghill, the 
other on the roo£ Both were conceited, but the question is, which 
of the two was the most useful? A wooden partition divided the 
poultry-yard from another yard in which lay a heap of manure shelter
ing a cucumber bed. In this bed grew a large cucumber, which was 
fully conscious of being a plant that required to be reared in a hotbed. 
"It is the privilege of birth," said the cucumber to herself; "all cannot be 
born cucumbers, there must be other kinds as well. The fowls, the ducks, 
and the cattle in the next yard are all different creatures, and there is the 
yard-cock, I can look up to him when he is on the wooden partition. He 
is certainly of much greater importance than the weather-cock, who is so 
highly placed, and who can't even creak, much less crow; and besides, he 
has neither hens nor chickens, and thinks only of himself, and perspires 
verdigris. But the yard-cock is something like a cock. His gait is like a 
dance, and his crowing is music, and wherever he goes it is known instantly. 
What a trumpeter he is! If he would only come in here, even if he were 
to eat me up, stalk and all, it would be a pleasant death: " so said the 
cucumber. 

During the night the weather became very bad; hens., chickens, and eve,n 
the cock h~mself sought shelter. The wind blew down the partition be
tween the two yards with a crash ; the tiles came tumbling from the roof, 
but the weather-cock stood firm. He did not even turn round ; in fact he · 
could not, although he was fresh and newly cast. He had been born full
grown, and did not at all resemble the birds that fly beneath the vault of 
heaven, such as the sparrows and swallows. He despised them, and looked 
upon them as little twittering birds of small size, who were only made to 
sing. The pigeons he owned were large, and shone in the sun like mother
of-pearl. They had some resemblance to weather-cocks, but then they 
were fat and stupid, and all they thought of was to stuff themselves with 
food. "Besides," said the weather-cock, "they are verv tiresome things to 
converse ·with." 
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The birds of passage often paid a visit to the weather-cock, and told him 
tales of foreign lands, of large companies passing through the air, and ex
citing stories of encounters with robbers and birds of prey. These were 
very interesting when heard for the first time, but the weather-cock knew 
they always repeated themselves, which made it tedious to listen. "They 
are tedious, and so is every one else ; there is no one fit to associate with. 
One and all of them are wearisome and stupid. The whole world is worth 
nothing-it is made up of stupidity." 

The weather-cock was what is called "stuck up," and that quality alone 
would have made him interesting in the eyes of the cucumber had she 
known it, but she had only eyes for the yard-cock, who had actually made 
bis appearance in her own yard; for the violence of the storm had passed, 
but the wind had blown down the wooden palings. 
- "What do you think of that for crowing?" asked the yard-cock of his 

hens and chickens. It was rather rough, and wanted elegance, but they 
did not say so, as they stepped upon the dung-hill, while the cock strutted 
about amongst them as if he had been a knight. " Garden plant," he cried 
to the cucumber, and she heard the words with deep feeling: they showed 
that he understood who she was, and she forgot that he was pecking at 
her, and eating her up-a happy death ! Then the hens came running up, 
and the chickens followed, for where one · runs the rest run also ; and 
they clucked and chirped, and looked at the cock, and were proud 
that they belonged to him. " Cock-a-doodle-doo ! " crowed he; "the 
chickens in the poultry-yard will grow large fowls if I make my vcice 
heard in the world." And the hens and chickens clucked and chirped, 
and the cock told them a great piece of news. " A eock can lay an 
egg," he said ; "and what do you think is in that egg? In that egg lies 
a basilisk. No one can endure the sight of a basilisk. Men know my 
power, and now you know what I am capable of also, and what a re
nowned bird I am." And with this the yard-cock flapped his wings, 
and erected his comb, and crowed again, till they all trembled, even the 
hens and chickens; but they were proud that one of their race should be 
of such renown in the world. They clucked and they chirped so that 
the weather-cock heard it: he had heard it all, but never stirred. "It's 
all stupid stuff," said a voice within the weather-cock, "the yard-cock does 
not lay eggs any more than I do, and I am too lazy. I could lay a wind 
egg if I liked, but the world is not worth a wind egg. And now I don't 
intend to sit here any longer." And with that the weather-cock broke off 
and fell into the yard. He did not kill the yard-cock, although the hens 
said he intended to do so. And what does the moral say, "Better to 
crow than to be 'stuck ztj' and break down at last." 



The Snow-Queen. - The flower garden etc. 



THE 

SNOW QUEEN. 

IN SEVEN STORIES, 

STORY THE FIRST. 

WHICH describes a looking-glass and the broken fragment,:. 
You must attend to the commencement of this story, for when we get to 

the end we shall know more than we do now about a very wicked hob
goblin ; he was one of the very worst, for he was a real demon. One day, 
when he was in a merry mood, he made a looking-glass which had the 
power of making everything good or beautiful that was reflected in it 
almost shrink to nothing, while everything that was worthless and bad 
looked increased in size and worse than ever. The most lovely landscapes 
appeared like boiled spinach, and the people became hideous, and looked 
as if they stood on their heads and had no bodies. Their count~nances 

21 
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were so distorted that no one could recognise them, and even one freckle 
on the face appeared to spread over the whole of the nose and mouth. 
The demon said this was very amusing. When a good or pious thought 
passed through the mind of any one it was misrepresented in the glass ; and 
then how the demon laughed at his cunning invention. All who went to 
the demon's school-for he kept a school-talked everywhere of the 
wonders they had seen, and declared that people could now, for the first 
time, see what the world and mankind were really like. They carried the 
glass about everywhere, till at last there was not a land nor a people who 
had not been looked at through this distorted mirror. They wanted even 
to fly with it up to heaven to see the angels, but the higher they flew the 
more slippery the glass became, and they could scarcely hold it, till at last 
it slipped from their hands, fell to the earth, and was broken into, millions 
of pieces. But now the looking-glass caused more unhappiness than ever, 
for some of the fragments were not so large as a grain of sand, and they 
ilew about the world into every country. When one of these tiny atoms 
flew into a person's eye, it stuck there unknown to him, and from that 
moment he saw everything through a distorted medium, or could see only 
the worst side of what he looked at, for even the smallest fragment re
tained the same power which had belonged to the whole mirror. Some 
few persons even got a fragment of the looking-glass in their hearts, and 
this was very terrible, for their hearts became cold like a lump of ice. A 
few of the pieces were so large that they could be used as window-panes; 
it would have been a sad thing to look at our friends through them. Other 
pieces were made into spectacles ; this was dreadful for those who wore 
them, for they could see nothing either rightly or justly. At all this the 
wicked demon laughed till his sides shook-it tickled him so to see the 
mischief he had done. There were still a number of these little fragments 
of glass floating about in the air, and now you shall hear what happened 
with one of them .. 

SECOND STORY. 

A LITTLE B01 AND A LITTLE GIRL. 

IN a large town, full of houses and people, there is not room for every
body to have even a little garden, therefore they are obliged to be satisfied 
with a few flowers in flower-pots. In one of these large towns lived two 
poor children who had a garden something larger and better than a few 
flower-pots. They were not brother and sister, but they loved each other 
almost as much as if they had been. Their parents lived opposite to each 
other in two garrets, where the roofs of neighbouring houses projected out 
towards each other, and the water-pipe ran between them. In each house 
was a little window, so that any one could step across the gutter from one 
window to the other. The parents of these children had each a large 
wooden box in which they cultivated kitchen herbs for their own use, and 
a little rose-bush in each box, which grew splendidly. Now after a while 
the parents decided to place these two boxes across the water-pipe, so that 
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they reached from one window to the other and looked like two banks of 
flowers. Sweet peas dropped over the boxes, and the rose-bushes shot forth 
long branches, which were trained round the windows and clustered 
together almost like a triumphal arch of leaves and flowers. The boxes were 
very high, and the children knew they must not climb upon them without 
permission, but they were often, however, allowed to step out together and 
sit upon their little stools under the rose-bushes, or play quietly. In winter 
all this pleasure came to an end, for the windows were sometimes quite 
frozen over. But then they would warm copper pennies on the stove, and 
hold the warm pennies against the frozen pane ; there would be very soon 
a little round hole through which they could peep, and the soft bright eyes 
of the little boy and girl would beam through the bole at each window as 
they looked at each other. Their names were Kay and Gerda. In summer 
they could be together with one jump from the window, but in winter they 
had to go up and down the long staircase and out through the snow before 
they could meet. 

"See there are the white bees swarming," said Kay's old grandmother 
one day when it was snowing. 

" Have they a queen bee ? " asked the little boy, for he knew that the 
real bees always had a queen. 

"To be sure they have," said the grandmother. "She is flying there 
where the swarm is thickest. She is the largest of them all, and never 
remains on the earth, but flies up to the dark clouds. Often at midnight she 
flies through the streets of thi; town, and looks in at the windows, then the 
ice freezes on the panes into wonderful shapes, that look like flowers and 
castles." 

" Yes, I have seen them," said both the children, and they knew it must 
be true. 

" Can the Snow Queen come in here?" asked the little girl. 
"Only let her come," said the boy, "I '11 set her on the stove and then 

she'll melt." 
Then the grandmother smoothed his hair and told him some more tales. 

One evening, when little Kay was at home, half undressed, he climbed on 
a chair by the window and peeped out through the little hole. A few flakes 
of snow were falling, and one of them, rather larger than the rest, alighted 
on the edge of one of the flower-boxes. This snow-flake grew larger and 
larger till at last it became the figure of a woman, dressed in garments 
of white gauze, which looked like millions of starry snow-flakes linked 
together. She was fair and beautiful, but made of ice-shining and glitter
ing ice. Still she was alive and her eyes sparkled like bright stars, but ther.e 
was neither peace nor rest in their glance. She nodded towards the window, 
and waved her hand. The little boy was frightened and sprang from the 
chair; at the same moment it seemed as if a large bird flew by the ,:vindow. 
On the following day there was a clear frost, and very soon came the 
spring. The sun shone; the young green leaves burst forth; the swallows 
built their nests; windows were opened, and the children sat once more 
in the garden on the roof, high above all the other rooms. How beautifully 

21 * 
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the roses blossomed this summer. The little girl had learnt a hymn in 
which roses were spoken of, and then she thought of their own roses, and 
she sang the hymn to the little boy, and he sang to:-

" Roses bloom and cease to be, 
But we shall the Christ-child see." 

Then the little ones held each other by the hand, and kissed the roses, and 
looked at the bright sunshine, and spoke to it as if the Christ-child were 
there. Those were splendid summer days. How beautiful and fresh it was 
out among the rose-bushes, which seemed as if they would never leave off 
blooming. One day Kay and Gerda sat looking at a book full of pictures 
of animals and birds, and then just as the clock in the church tower struck 
twelve, Kay said, "Oh! something has struck my heart ! " and soon after, 
"There is something in my eye." 

The little girl put her arm round his neck, and looked into his eye, but 
she could see nothing. 

"I think it is gone," b.e said. But it was not gone ; it was one of those 
bits of the looking-glass-that magic mirror, of which we have spoken-the 
ugly glass which made everything great and good appear small and ugly, 
while all that was wicked and bad became more visible, and every little fault 
could be plainly seen. Poor little Kay had also received a small grain in 
his heart, which quickly turned to a lump of ice. He felt no more pain, 
but the glass was there still. "Why do you cry?" said he at last; "it 
makes you look ugly. There is nothing the matter with me now. Oh ! 
see," he cried suddenly, "that rose is worm-eaten, and this one is quite 
crooked. After all, they are ugly roses, just like the box in which they 
:s;tand." And then he kicked the boxes with his foot, and pulled off the 
two roses. 

" Kay, what are you lloing?" cried the little girl; and then, when he 
saw how frightened she was, he tore off another rose, and jumped through 
his own window away from sweet little Gerda. 

When she afterwards brought out the picture book, he said, " It was only 
fit for babies in long clothes," and when grandmother told any stories, he 
would interrupt her with "but;" or, when he could manage it, he would get 
behind her chair, put on a pair of spectacles, and imitate her very cleverly, 
to make people laugh. By-and-by he began to mimic the speech and gait 
of persons in the street. All that was peculiar or disagreeable in a person 
he would imitate directly, and people said, "That boy will be very clever; 
he has a remarkable genius." But it was the piece of glass in his eye, and 
the coldness in his heart, that made him act . like this. He would even 
tease little Gerda, who loved him with all her heart. His games, too, were 
quite different; they were not so childish. One winter's day, when it 
snowed, he brought out a burning-glass, then he held out the tail of his 
blue coat, and let the snow-flakes fall upon it. "Look in this glass, Gerda," 
mid he; and she saw how every flake of snow was magnified, and looked 
like a beautiful flower or a glittering star. " Is it not clever?" said Kay, 
"and much more interesting than looking at real flowers. There is not 
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a single fault in it, and the snow-flakes are quite perfect till they begin to 
melt." 

Soon after, Kay made his appearance in large thick gloves, and with his 
sledge at his back. He called upstairs to Gerda, " I've got leave to go 
into the great square, where the other boys play and ride." And away 
he went. 

In the great square, the boldest among the boys would often tie their 
sledges to country people's carts, and go with them a good way. This was 
capital. But while they were all amusing themselves, and Kay with them, 
a great sledge came by; it was painted white, and in it sat some one wrapped 
in a rough white fur, and wearing a white cap. The sledge drove twice 
round the square, and Kay fastened his own little sledge to it, so that when 
it went away, he followed with it. It went faster and faster right through 
the next street, and then the person who drove turned round and nodded 
pleasantly to Kay, just as if they were acquainted with each other, but 
whenever Kay wished to loosen his little sledge the driver nodded again, 
so Kay sat still, and they drove out through the town gate. Then the snow 
began to fall so heavily that the little boy could not see a hand's breadth 
before him, but still they drove on; then he suddenly loosened the cord so 
that the large sledge might go on without him, but it was of no use, his 
little carriage held fast, and away they went like the wind. Then he called 
out loudly, but nobody heard him, while the snow beat upon him, and the 
sledge flew onwards. Every now and then it gave a jump as if they 
were going over hedges and ditches. The boy was frightened, and tried 
to say a prayer, but he could remember nothing but the multiplication 
table. 

The snow-flakes became larger and larger till they appeared like great 
white chickens. All at once they sprang on one side, the great sledge 
stopped, and the person who had driven it rose up. The fur and the cap, 
which were made entirely of snow, fell off, and he saw a lady, tall and white: 
it was the Snow Queen. 

"We have driven well," said she, "but why do you tremble? Here, 
creep into my warm fur." Then she seated him beside her in the sledge, 
and as she wrapped the fur round him he felt as if he was sinking into a 
snow-drift. 

"Are you still cold?" she asked, as sne kissed. him on the forehead. The 
kiss was colder than ice; it went quite through to his heart, which was 
already almost a lump of rce; he felt as if he were going to die, but only 
for a moment; he soon seemed quite well again, and did not notice the 
cold . all around him. 

"My sledge! don't forget L,y sledge," was his first thought, and then he 
looked and saw that it was bound fast to one of the white chickens, which 
flew behind him with the sledge at its back. The Snow Queen kissed little 
Kay again, and by this time he had forgotten little Gerda, his grandmother, 
and all at home. 

"Now you must have no more kisses," she said, "or I should kiss you 
to death." 
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Kay looked at her, and saw that she was so beautiful, he could not ima. 
gine a more intelligent and lovely face; she did not now seem to be made 
of ice, as when he had seen her through his window, and she had nodded 
to him. In his eyes she was perfect, and he did not feel at all afraid. He 
told her he could do mental arithmetic, as far as fractions, and that he knew 
the number of square miles and the number of inhabitants in the country. 
And she always smiled so that he thought he did not know enough yet, and 
looked round the vast expanse as she flew higher and higher with him upon 
a black cloud, while the storm blew and howled as if it were singing old 
songs. They flew over woods and lakes, over sea and land; below them 
roared the wild wind ; the wolves howled and the snow crackled; over them 
flew the black screaming crows, and above all shone the moon, clear and 
bright; and so Kay passed through the long winter's night, and by day he 
slept at the feet of the Snow Queen. 

THIRD STORY. 

THE FLOWER GARDEN OF THE WOMAN WHO COULD 
CONJURE. 

BuT how fared little Gerda during Kay's absence? What had become of 
him, no one knew, nor could any one give the slightest information, except
ing the boys, who said that he had tied his sledge to another v.:ry large one, 
which had driven through the street, and out at the town gate. Nobody 
knew where it went; many tears were shed for him, and little Gerda wept 
bitterly for a long time. She said she knew he must be dead, that he was 
drowned in the river which flowed close by the school. Oh, indeed, those 
long winter days were very dreary. But at last spring came, with warm sun
shine. ·" Kay is dead and gone," said little Gerda. 

" I don't believe it," said the sunshine. 
" He is dead and gone," she said to the sparrows. 
"We don't believe it," they replied; and at last little Gerda began 

to doubt it herself. " I will put on my new red shoes," she said one 
morning, "those that Kay has never seen, and then I will go down to the 
river, and ask for him." It was quite early when she kissed her old grand
mother, who was still asleep ; then she put on her red shoes, and went 
quietly alone out of the town gates towards the river. " Is it true that you 
have taken my little playmate away from me?" she said to the river. "I 
will give you my red shoes if you will give him back to me." And it 
seemed as if the waves nodded to her in a strange manner. Then she took 
off her red shoes, which she liked better than anything else, and threw them 
both into the river, but they fell near the bank, and the little waves carried 
them back to land, just as if the river would not take from her what she 
loved best, because they could not give her back little Kay. But she thought 
the shoes had not been thrown out far enough. Then she crept into a boat 
that lay among the reeds, and threw the shoes again from the farther end of 
the boat into the water, but it was not fastened, and her movement sent it 
gliding away from the land. When she saw this, she hastened to reach the 
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end of the boat, but before she could do so, it was more than a yard from 
the bank, and drifting away faster than ever. Then little Gerda was very 
much frightened, and began to cry, but no one heard her except the 
sparrows, and they could not carry her to land, but they flew along by the 

· shore, and sang, as if to comfort her, " Here we are ! Here we are ! " The 
boat floated with the stream ; little Gerda sat quite still with only her 
stockings on her feet; the red shoes floated after her, but she could not 
reach them because the boat kept so much in advance. The banks on each 
side of the river were very pretty. There were beautiful flowers, old trees, 
sloping fields, in which cows and sheep were grazing, but not a man to be 
seen. Perhaps the river will carry me to little Kay, thought Gerda, and 
then she became more cheerful, and raised her head, and looked at the 
beautiful green banks; and so the boat sailed on for hours. At length she 
came to a large cherry orchard, in which stood a small house with strange 
red and blue windows. It had also a thatched roof, and outside, were two 
wooden soldiers, that presented arms to her as she sailed past. Gerda 
called out to them, for she thought they were alive, but of course they did 
not answer; and as the boat drifted nearer to the shore, she saw what they 
really were. Then Gerda called still louded, and there came a very old 
woman out of the house, leaning on a crutch. She wore a large hat to 
shade her from the sun, and on it were painted all sorts of pretty flowers. 
"You poor little child," said the old woman, "how did you manage to come 
all this distance into the wide world on such a rapid rolling stream?" And 
then the old woman walked into the water, seized the boat with her crutch; 
drew it to land, and lifted little Gerda out. And Gerda was glad to feel 
herself again on dry ground, although she was rather afraid of the strange 
old woman. " Come and tell me who you are," said she, " and how you 
came here." 

Then Gerda told her everything, while the old woman shook her head, 
and said, " Hem-hem;" and when she had finished, Gerda asked if she had 
not seen little Kay, and the old woman told her he had not passed by that 
way, but he very likely would come. So she told Gerda not to be sorrowful, 
but to taste the cherries and look at the flowers ; they were better than any 
picture-book, for each of them could tell a story. Then she too.k Gerda by 
the hand, and led her into the little house, and the old woman closed the 
door. The windows were very high, and as the panes were red, blue, and 
yellow, the daylight shone through them in all sorts of singular colours. 
On the table stood some beautiful cherries, and Gerda had permission to 
eat as many as she would. While she was eating them, the old woman 
combed out her long flaxen ringlets with a golden comb1 and the glossy 
curls hung down on each side of the little round pleasant face, which looked 
fresh and blooming as a rose. "I have long been wishing for a dear little 
maiden like you," said the old woman, "and now you must stay with me 
and see how happily we shall live together." AIJid while she went on combing 
little Gerda's hair, she thought less and less about her adopted brother Kay, 
for the old woman could conjure, although she was not a wicked witch; she 
conjured only a little for her own amusement, and now, because she wanted 



HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES . 

. to keep Gerda. Therefore she went into the garden, and stretched out her 
crutch towards all the rose-trees, beautiful though they were, and they im
mediately sunk into the dark earth, so that no one could tell where they 
had once stood. The old woman was afraid that if little Gerda saw roses, 
she would think of those at home, and then remember little Kay, and run 
away. Then she took Gerda into the flower-garden. How fragrant and 
beautiful it was ! Every flower that could be thought of for every season 
of the year was here in full bloom ; no picture-book could have more beau
tiful colours. Gerda jumped for joy, and played till the sun went down 
behind the tall cherry-trees; then she slept in an elegant bed with red silk 
pillows, embroidered with coloured violets ; and then she dreamed as 
pleasantly as a queen on her wedding-day. The next day, and for many 
days after, Gerda played with the flowers in the warm sunshine. She knew 
every flower, and yet, although there were so many of them, it seemed as if 
one were missing, but which it was she could not tell. One day, however, as 
she sat looking at the old woman's hat with the painted flowers on it, she 
saw that the prettiest of them all was a rose. The old woman had forgotten 
to take it from her hat when she made all the roses sink into the earth. 
But it is difficult to keep the thoughts together in everything; one little 
mistake upsets all our arrangements. 

"What, are there no roses here?" cried Gerda; and she ran out into the 
garden, and examined all the beds, and searched and searched. There was 
not one to be found. Th~n she sat down and wept, and her tears fell just 
on the place where one of the rose-trees had sunk down. The warm tears 
moistened the earth, and the rose-tree sprouted up at once, as blooming as 
when it had sunk; and Gerda embraced it, and kissed the roses, and thought 
of the beautiful roses at home, and, with them, of little Kay. 

"Oh, how I have been detained ! " said the little maiden. "I wanted to 
seek for little Kay. Do you know where he is?" she asked the roses ; " do 
you think he is dead?" 

And the roses answered, "No, he is not dead. We have been in the 
ground where all the dead lie; but Kay is not there." 

"Thank you," said little Gerda, and then she went to the other flowers, 
and looked into their little cups, and asked, " Do you know where little 
Kay is?" But each flower, as it stood in the sunshine, dreamed only of 
its own little fairy tale or history. Not one knew anything of Kay. Gerda 
heard many stories from the flowers, as she asked them one after s.nother 
about him. 

And what said the tiger-lily? •' Hark, do you hear the drum?-' tum, 
tum,'-there are only two notes always, 'tum, tum.' Listen to the women's 
song of mourning ! Hear the cry of the priest ! In her long red robe 
stands the Hindoo widow by the funeral pile. The flames rise around her 
as she places herself on the dead body of her husband ; but the Hindoo 
woman is thinking of the living one in that circle ; of him, her son, who 
lighted those flames. Those shining eyes trouble her heart more painfully 
than the flames which will soon consume her body to ashes. Can the fire 
of the heart be extinguished in the flames of a funeral pile? ''. 
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"I don't understand that at all," said little Gerda. 
"That is my story," said the tiger-lily. 
What says the convolvulus? " Near yonder narrow road stands an old 

knight's castle; thick ivy creeps over the old ruined walls, leaf over leaf, 
even to the balcony, in which stands a beautiful maiden. She bends over 
the balustrades, and looks up the road. No rose on its stem is fresher than 
she; no apple-blossom, wafted by the wind, floats more lightly than she 
moves. Her rich silk rustles as she bends over and exclaims, ' Will he not 
come?'" 

" Is it Kay you mean?" asked Gerda. 
"I am only speaking of a story of my dream," replied the flower. 
What said the little snowdrop? " Between two trees a rope is hang

ing; there is a piece of board upon it; it is a swing. Two pretty little girls, 
in dresses white as snow, and with long green ribbons fluttering from their 
hats, are sitting upon it, swinging. Their brother, who is taller than they 
are, stands in the swing; he has one arm round the rope, to steady himself; 
in one hand he holds a little bowl, and in the other a clay pipe; he is blow
ing bubbles. As the swing goes on, the bubbles fly upward, reflecting the 
most beautiful varying colours. The last still hangs from the bowl of the 
pipe, and sways in the wind. On goes the swing; and then a little black 
dog comes running up. He is almost as light as the bubble, and he raises 
himself on his hind legs, and wants to be taken into the swing; but it does 
not stop, an<l the dog falls; then he barks, and gets angry. The children 
stoop towards him, and the bubble bursts. A swinging, plank, a light 
sparkling foam picture,-that is my story." 

"It may be all very pretty what you are telling me," said little Gerda; 
"but you speak so mournfully, and you do not mention little Kay at 
all." 

What do the hyacinths say? "There were three beautiful sisters, fair 
and delicate. The dress of one was red, of the second blue, and of the 
third pure white. Hand in hand, they danced in the bright moonlight, by 
the calm lake ; but they were human beings, not fairy elves. The sweet 
fragrance attracted them, and they disappeared in the wood; here the 
fragrance became stronger. Three coffins, in which lay three beautiful 
maidens, glided from the thickest part of the forest across the lake. The 
fire-flies flew lightly over them, like little floating torches. Do the dancing 
I!)aidens sleep, or are they dead? The scent of the flowers says that they 
are corpses. The evening bell tolls their knell." 

"You make me quite sorrowful," said little Gerda ; "your perfume is so 
strong, you make me think of the dead maidens. Ah l is little Kay really 
dead then? The roses have been in the earth, and they say no." 

"Cling, clang," tolled the hyacinth bells. "We are not tolling for little 
Kay; we do not know him. We sing our song, the only one we know." 

Then Gerda went to the buttercups that were glittering amongst the 
bright green leaves. 

'·You are little bright suns," said Gerda; "tell me if you know where I 
can find my playfellow." 
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And the buttercups sparkled gaily, and looked again at Gerda. What 
song could the buttercups sing? It was not about Kay. 

" The bright warm sun shone on a little court, on the first warm day of 
spring. His white beams rested on the white walls of the neighbouring 
house; and close by bloomed the first yellow flower of the season, glitter
ing like gold in the sun's warm ray. An old woman sat in her arm-chair at 
the house-door, and her grand-daughter, a poor and pretty servant-maid, 
came to see her for a short visit. When she kissed her grandmother, there 
was gold everywhere : the gold of the heart i_n that holy kiss; it was a 
golden morning; there was gold in the beaming sunlight, gold in the leaves 
of the lowly flower, and on the lips of the maiden. There, that is my 
story," said the buttercup. 

"My poor old grandmother!" sighed Gerda; "she is longing to see me, 
and grieving for me as she did for little Kay ; but I shall soon go home 
now, and take little Kay with me. It is no use asking the flowers; they 
know only their own songs, and can give me no information." 

And then she tucked up her little dress, that she might run faster; but 
the narcissus caught her by the leg as she was jumping over it; so she 
stopped and looked at the tall yellow flower, and said, " Perhaps you may 
know something." 

Then she stooped down quite close to the flower, and listened; and what 
did it say? 

"I can see myself, I can see myself," said the narcissus. "Oh, how 
sweet is my perfume l Up in a little room with a bow window, stands 
a little dancing girl, half undressed; she stands sometimes on one leg, and 
sometimes on both, and looks as if she would tread the whole world under 
her feet. She is nothing but a delusion. She is pouring water out of a tea
pot on a piece of stuff which she holds in her hand; it is her bodice. 
'Cleanliness is a good thing,' she says. Her white dress hangs on a peg; 
it has also been washed in the tea-pot, and dried on the roof. She puts it 
on, and ties a saffron-coloured handkerchief round her neck, which makes 
the dress look whiter. See how she stretches out her legs, as if she were 
showing off on a stem. I can see myself, I can see myself." 

"What do I care for all that," said Gerda, "you need not tell me such 
stuff." And then she ran to the other end of the garden. The door was 
fastened, but she pressed against the rusty latch, and it gave way. The 
door sprang open, and little Gerda ran out with bare feet into the wide 
world. She looked back three times, but no one seemed to be following 
her. At last she could run no longer, so she sat down to rest on a great 
stone, and when she looked round she saw that the summer was over, 
and autumn very far advanced. She had known nothing of this in the 
beautiful garden, where the sun shone and the flowers grew all the year 
round. 

"Oh, how I have wasted my time ! " said little Gerda; "it is autumn. 
I must not rest any longer," and she rose up to go on. But her little feet 
were wounded and sore, and everything around her looked so cold and 
bleak. The long willow0leaves were quite yellow, The dew-drops fell like 
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water, leaf after leaf dropped from the tree, the sloe-thorn alone still bore 
fruit, but the sloes were sour, and set the teeth on edge. Oh, how dark and 
weary the whole world appeared ! 

FOURTH STORY. 

THE PRINCE AND PRINCESS. 

GERDA was obliged to rest again, and just opposite the place where she 
sat, she saw a great crow come hopping acroi,;s the snow towards her. He 
stood looking at her for some time, and then he wagged his head and said, 
"Caw, caw; good-day, good-day." He pronounced the words as plainly 
as he could, because he meant to be kind to the little girl; and then he 
asked her where she was going all alone in the wide world. 

The word alone Gerda understood very well, and knew how much it ex
pressed. So then she told the crow the whole story of her life and adven
tures, and asked him if he had seen little Kay. 

The crow nodded his head very gravely, and said, "Perhaps I have-it 
may be." 

"No ! Do you think you have?" cried little Gerda, and she kissed the 
crow, and hugged him almost to death with joy 

"Gently, gently," said the crow. "I believe I know. I think it may be 
little Kay; but he has certainly forgotten you by this time for the princess." 

" Does he live with a princess?" asked Gerda 
"Yes, listen," replied the crow; "but it is so difficult to speak your 

language. If you understand the crows' language* then I can explain it 
better. Do you ? " 

"No, I have never learnt it," said Gerda, "but my grandmother under
stands it, and used to speak it to me. I wish I had learnt it." 

" It does not matter," answered the crow; " I will explain as well as I 
can, although it will be very badly done; " and he told her what he had 
heard. "In this kingdom where we now are," said he, "there lives a 
princess, who is so wonderfully clever that she has read all the newspapers 
in the world, and forgotten them too, although she is so clever. A short 
time ago, as she was sitting on her throne, which people say is not such an 
agreeable seat as is often supposed, she began to sing a song which com• 
mences in these words : 

'Why should I not be married ? 

~ Why not indeed ? ' said she, and so she determined to marry if she could 
find a husband who knew what to say when he was spoken to, and not one 
who could only look grand, for that was so tiresome. Then she assembled 
all her court ladies together at the beat of the drum, and when they heard 
?f her intentions they were very much pleased. 'We are so glad to hear 
it,' said they, 'we were talking about it ourselves the other day.' You may 

* Children have a kind of language, or gibberish, which is sometimes called "crow's 
language;" it is formed by adding letters or syllables to every word. 
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believe that every word I tell you is true," said the crow, "for I have a 
tame sweetheart who goes freely about the palace, and she told me all 
this." 

Of course his sweetheart was a crow, for "birds of a feather flock 
together," and one crow always chooses another crow. 

"Newspapers were published immediately, with a border of hearts, and 
the initials of the princess among them. They gave notice that every 
young man who was handsome was free to visit the castle· and speak with 
the princess; and those who could reply loud enough to be heard when 
spoken to, were to make themselves quite at home at the palace; but the 
one who spoke best would be chosen as a husband for the princess. Yes, 
yes, you may believe m~, it is all as true as I sit here," said the crow. "The 
people came in crowds. There was a great deal of crushing and running 
about, but no one succeeded either on· the first or the second day. They 
could all speak very well whilP. they were outside in the streets, but when 
they entered the palace gatp,s, and saw the guards in silver uniforms, and 
the footmen in their golden livery on the staircase, and the great halls 
lighted up, they became quite confused. And when they stood before the 
throne on which the princess sat, they could do nothing but repeat the last 
words she had said ; and she had no particular wish to hear her own words 
over again. It was just as if they had all taken something to make them 
sleepy while they were in the palace, for they did not recover themselves 
nor speak till they got back again into the street. There was quite a long 
line of them reaching from the town-gate to the palace. I went myself to 
see them," said the crow. "They were hungry and thirsty, for at the 
palace they did not get even a glass of water. Some of the wisest had 
taken a few slices of bread and butter with them, but they did not share it 
with their neighbours ; they thought if they ,vent in to the princess looking 
hungry, there would be a better chance for themselves." 

"But Kay! tell me about little Kay!" said Gerda, "was he amongst 
the crowd?" 

" Stop a bit, we are just coming to him. It was on the third day, there 
came marching cheerfully along to the palace a little personage, without 
horses or carriage, his eyes sparkling like yours; he had beautiful long hair, 
but his clothes were yery poor." 

" That was Kay!" said Gerda joyfully. "Oh, then I have found him;" 
and she clapped her hands. 

" He had a little knapsack on his back," added the crow. 
"No, it must have been his sledge," said Gerda; "for he went away 

with it." 
"It may have been so," said the crow; "I did not look at it very closely. 

But I know from my tame sweetheart that he passed through th~ palac_e 
gates, saw the guards in their silver uniform, and the servants ;n their 
liveries of gold on the stairs, but he was not in the least embarrassed. 'It 
mi.1st be very tiresome to stand on the stairs,' he said. 'I prefer to go in.' 
The rooms were blazing with lii1t. Councillors and ambassadors walked 
about with bare feet, carrying golden vessels; it was enough to make anyone 
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feel serious. His boots creaked loudly as he walked, and yet he was not 
at all uneasy." 

"It must be Kay," said Gerda, "I know he had new boots on, I have 
heard them creak in grandmother's room." 

" They really did creak," said the crow, yet he went boldly up to the 
princess herself, who was sitting on a pearl as large as a spinning wheel, and 
all the ladies of the court were present with their maids, and all the cavaliers 
with their servants; and each of the maids had another maid to wait upon 
her, and the cavaliers' servants had their own servants as well as a page 
each. They all stood in circles round the princess, and the nearer they 
stood to the door, the prouder they looked. The servants' pages, who 
always wore slippers, could hardly be looked at, they held themselves up.so 
proudly by the door." 

"It must be quite awful," said little Gerda, "but did Kay win the 
princess?" 

"If I had not been a crow," said he, "I would have married her myself, 
although I am engaged. He spoke just as well as I do, when I speak the 
crows' language, so I heard from my tame sweetheart He was quite free 
and agreeable, and said he had not come to woo the princess, but to hear 
her wisdom ; and he was as pleased with her as she was with him." 

"Oh, certainly that was Kay," said Gerda, "he was so clever; he 
could work mental arithmetic and fractions. Oh, will you take me to the 
palace?" 

" It is very easy to ask that," replied the crow, "but how are we to 
manage it. However, I will speak about it to my tame sweetheart, and ask 
her advice; for I must tell you it will be very difficult to gain permission 
for a little girl like you to enter the palace." 

"Oh, yes ; but I shall gain permission easily," said Gerda, "for when 
Kay hears that I am here, he will come out and fetch me in immediately." 

"Wait for me here by the palings," said the crow, wagging his head as 
he flew away. 

It was late in the evening before the crow returned. "Caw, caw," he 
said, "she sends you greeting, and here is a little roll which she took from 
the kitchen for you; there is plenty of bread there, and she thinks you must 
be hungry. It is not possible for you to enter the palace by the front en
trance. The guards in silver uniform and the servants in gold livery would 
not allow it. But do not cry, we will manage to gc:t you in; my sweetheart 
knows a little back-staircase that leads to the sleeping apartments, and she 
knows where to find the kev." 

Then they went into the garden through the great avenue, where the 
leaves were falling one after another, and they could see the lights in the 
palace being put out in the same manner. And the crow led little Gerda 
to a back door, which stood ajar. Oh ! how little Gerda's heart be1t with 
anxiety and longing; it was just as if she were going to do something wrong, 
and yet she only wanted to know where little Kay was. "It must be he," 
she thought, "with those clear eyes, and that long hair." She could fancy 
she saw him smiling at her, as he used to at home, when they sat among 
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the roses. He would certainly be glad to see her, and to hear what a long 
distance she had come for his sake, and to know how sorry they had all 
been at home because he did not come back. Oh, what joy and yet fear 
she felt ! They were now on the stairs, and in a small closet at the top a 
Iampwas burning. In the middle of the floor stood the tame crow, turning 
her head from side to side, and gazing at Gerda, who curtsied as her grand
mother had taught her to do. 

"My betrothed has spoken so very highly of you, my little lady," said 
the tame crow, "your life-history, V£ta, as it may be called, is very touching. 
If you will take the lamp, I will walk before you. We will go straight along 
this way, then we shall meet no one." 

"It seems to me as if somebody were behind us," said Gerda, as some
thing rushed by her like a shadow on the wall, and then horses with flying 
manes and thin legs, hunters, ladies and gentlemen on horseback, glided by 
her, like shadows on the wall. 

"They are only dreams," said the trow ; " they are coming to fetch the 
thoughts of the great people out hunting." 

"All the better, for we shall be able to look at them in their beds more 
safely. I hope that when you rise to honour and favour, you will show a 
guteful heart." 

"You may be quite sure of that," said the crow from the forest. 
They now came into the first hall, the walls of which were hung with 

rose-coloured satin, embroidered with artificial flowers. Here the dreams 
again flitted by them, but so quickly that Gerda could not distinguish the 
royal persons. Each hall appeared more splendid than the last, it was 
enough to bewilder any one. At length they reached a bed-room. The 
ceiling was like a great palm-tree, with glass-leaves of the most costly crystal, 
and over the centre of the floor two beds, each resembling a lily, hung from 
a stem of gold. One, in which the princess lay, was white, the ·other was 
red, and in this Gerda had to seek for little Kay. She pushed one of the 
red leaves aside, and saw a little brown neck. Oh, that must be Kay ! She 
called his name out quite loud, and held the lamp over him. The dreams 
rushed back into the room on horseback. He woke, and turned his head 
round; it was not little Kay ! The prince was only like him in the neck, 
still he was young and pretty. Then the princess peeped out of her white
lily bed, and asked what was the matter. Then little Gerda wept and told 
her story, and all that the crows had done to help her 

" You poor child," said the prince and princess; then they praised the 
crows, and said they were not angry with them for what they had done, but 
that it must not happen again, and this time they should be rewarded. 

"Would you like to have your freedom?" asked the princess, "or would 
you prefer to be raised to the position of court crows, with all that is left in 
the kitchen for yourselves?" 

Then both the crows bowed, and begged to have a fixed appointment, 
for they thought of their old age, and said it would be so comfortable to 
feel that they had provision for their old days, as they called it. And then 
the prince got out of his bed, and gave it up to Gerda,-he could not do 
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more; and she lay down. She folded her little hands, and thought, "How 
good everybody is to me, men and animals too ;" then she closed her eyes 
and fell into a sweet sleep. All the dreams came flying back again tb her, 
and they looked like angels, and one of them drew a little sledge, on which 
sat Kay, and nodded to her. But all this was only a dream, and vanished 
as soon as she awoke. 

The following day she was dressed from head to foot in silk and velvet, 
and they invited her to stay at the palace for a few days, and enjoy herself; 
but she only begged for a pair of boots, and a little carriage, and a horse to 
draw it, so that she might go out into the wide world to seek for Kay. And 
she obtained, not only boots, but also a muff, and she was neatly dressed; 
and when she was ready to go, there, at the door, she found a coach, made 
of pure gold, with the coat-of-arms of the prince and princess shining upon 
it like a star, and the coachman, footman, and outriders all wearing golden 
crowns on their heads. The prince and princess themselves helped her 
into the coach, and wished her success. The forest crow, who was now 
married, accompanied her for the first three miles ; he sat by Gerda's side, 
as he could not bear riding backwards. The tame crow stood in the door
way flapping her wings. She could not go with them, because she had been 
suffering from headache ever since the new appointment, no doubt from 
eating too much. The coach was well stored with sweet cakes, and under 
the seat were fruit and gingerbread nuts. " Farewell, farewell," cried the 
prince and princess, and little Gerda wept, and the crow wept; and then, 
after a few miles, the crow also said "Farewell," and this was the saddest 
parting. However, he flew to a tree, and stood flapping his black 
wings as long as he could see the coach, which glittered in the bright 
sunshine. 

FIFTH STORY. 

THE LITTLE ROBBER GIRL. 

THE coach drove on through a thick forest, where it lighted up the way 
like a torch, and dazzled the eyes of some robbers, who could not bear to 
let it pass them unmolested. 

"It is gold ! it is gold ! " cried they, rushing forward, and seizing the 
horses. Then they struck the little jockeys, the coachman, and the foot
man dead, and pulled little Gerda out of the carriage. 

"She is fat and pretty, and she has been fed with the kernels of nuts," 
said the old robber-woman, who had a long beard and eye-brows that hung 
over her eyes. "She is as good as a little lamb; how nice she will taste ! " 
and as she said this, she drew forth a shining knife, that glittered horribly. 
" Oh ! " screamed the old ·woman at the same moment; for her own 
daughter, who held her back, had bitten her in the ear. She was a wild and 
n~ughty girl, and the mother called her an ugly thing, and had not time to 
kill Gerda. 

"She shall play with me," said the little robber-girl; "she shall give me 
her muff and her pretty dress, and sleep with me in my bed." And then 
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she bit her mother again, and made her spring in the air, and jump about ; 
and all the robbers laughed, and said, " See how she is dancing with her 
young cub." 

"I will have a ride in the coach," said the little robber-girl; and she 
would have her own way; for she was so self-willed and obstinate. 

She and Gerda seated themselves in the coach, and drove away, over 
stumps and stones, into the depths of the forest. The little robber-girl was 
about the same size as Gerda, but stronger; she had broader shoulders and 
a darker skin ; her eyes were quite black, and she had a mournful look. 
She clasped little Gerda round the waist, and said,-

" They sha1l not kill you as long as you don't make me vexed with you. 
I suppose you are a princess." 

"No," said Gerda; and then she told her all her history, and how fond 
she was of little Kay. 

The robber-girl looked earnestly at her, nodded her head slightly, and 
said, " They sha'n't kill you, even if I do get angry with you ; for I will do 
it myself." And then she wiped Gerda's eyes, and stuck her own hands in 
the beautiful muff which was so soft and warm. 

The coach stopped in the courtyard of a robber's castle, the walls of 
which were cracked from top to bottom. Ravens and crows flew in and 
out of the holes and crevices while great bull-dogs, either of which looked 
as if it could swallow a man, were jumping about; but they· were not 
allowed to bark. In the large old smoky hall a bright fire was burning on 
the stone floor. There was no chimney; so the smoke went up to the 
ceiling, and found a way out for itsel£ Soup was boiling in a large cauldron, 
and hares and rabbits were roasting on the spit. 

" You shall sleep with me and all my little animals to-night," said the 
robber-girl, after they had had something to eat and drink. So she took 
Gerda to a corner of the hall, where some straw and carpets were laid 
down. Above them, on laths and perches, were more than a hundred 
pigeons, who all seemed to be asleep, although they moved slightly when 
the two little girls came near them. "These all belong to me," said the 
robber-girl; and she seized the nearest to her, held it by the feet, and shook 
it till it flapped its wings. "Kiss it," cried she, flapping it in Gerda's face. 
"There sit the wood-pigeons," continued she, pointing to a number of laths 
and a cage which had been fixed into the walls, near one of the openings. 
"Both rascals would fly away directly, if they were not closely locked up. 
And here is my old sweetheart' Ba;' and she dragged out a reindeer by the 
horn; he wore a bright copper ring round his neck, and was tied up. "We 
are obliged to hold him tight too, or else he would run away from us also. 
I tickle his neck every evening with my sharp knife, which frightens him 
very much." And then the robber-girl drew a long knife from a chink in the 
wall, and let it slide gently over the reindeer's neck. The poor animal 
began to kick, and the little robber-girl laughed, and pulled down Gerda 
into bed with her. 

"Will you have that knife with you while you are asleep?" asked Gerda, 
looking at it in great fright. 
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"I always sleep with the knife by me," said the robber-girl. "No one 
knows what may happen. But now tell me again all about little Kay, and 
why you went out into the world." 

Then Gerda repeated her story over again, while the wood-pigeons in tne 
cage over her cooed, and the other pigeons slept. The little robber-girl put 
one arm across Gerda's neck, and held the knife in the other, and was soon 
fast asleep and snoring. But Gerda could not close her eyes at all; she 
knew not whether she was to live or die. The robbers sat round the fire, 
singing and drinking, and the old woman stumbled about. It was a terrible 
sight for a little girl to witness. 

Then the wood-pigeons said, " Coo-coo ; we have seen little Kay. A 
white fowl carried his sledge, and he sat in the carriage of the Snow Queen, 
which drove through the wood while we were lying in our nest. She blew 
upon us, and all the young ones died excepting us two. Coo, coo." 

" What are you saying up there ? " cried Gerda. " Where was the Snow 
Queen going? Do you know anything about it?" 

"She was most likely travelling to Lapland, where there is always snow 
and ice. Ask the reindeer that is fastened up there with a rope." 

"Yes, there is always snow and ice," said the reindeer; " and it is a 
glorious place ; you can leap and run about freely on the sparkling icy 
plains. The Snow Queen has her summer tent there, but her strong castle 
is at the North Pole, on an island callen Spitzbergen." 

" Oh, Kay, little Kay J" sighed Gerda. 
"Lie still," said the robber-girl, "or I shall run my knife into your 

body." 
In the morning Gerda told her all that the wood-pigeons had said ; and 

the little robber-girl looked quite serious, and nodded her head, and said, 
"That is all talk, that is all talk. Do you know where Lapland is? " she 
asked the reindeer. 

"Who should know better than I do?" said the animal, while his eyes 
sparkled. " I was born and brought up there, and used to run about the 
snow-covered plains." 

"Now listen," said the robber-girl; "all our men are gone away,-only 
mother is here, and here she will stay; but at noon she always drinks out 
of a great bottle, and afterwards sleeps for a little while ; and then I'll do 
something for you." Then she jumped out of bed, clasped her mother 
round the neck, and pulled her by the beard, crying," My own little nanny
goat, good morning." Then her mother filliped her nose till it was quite 
red ; yet she did it all for love. 

When the mother had drunk out of the bottle, and was gone to sleep, 
the little robber-maiden went to the reindeer, and said, "I should like very 
much to tickle your neck a few times more with my knife, for it makes you 
look so funny; but never mind,-1 will untie your cord, and set you free, 
so that you may run away to Lapland; but you must make good use of 
your legs, and carry this little maiden to the castle of the Snow Queen 
where her playfellow is. You have heard what she told me, for she spo.ke 
loud enough, and you were listening." 

22 
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Then the reindeer jumped for joy; and the little robber-girl lifted Gerda 
on his back, and had the forethought to tie her on, and even to give her 
her own little cushion to sit on. 

"Here are your fur boots for you," said she; "for it will be very cold; 
but I must keep the muff: it is so pretty. However, you shall not be frozen 
for the want of it ; here are my mother's large warm mittens ; they will 
reach up to your elbows. Let me put them on. There, now your hands 
look just like my mother's." 

But Gerda wept for joy. 
"I don't like to see you fret," said the little robber-girl; you ought to 

look quite happy now; and here are two loaves and a ham, so that you 
need not starve." These were fastened on the reindeer, and then the little 
robber-maiden opened the door, coaxed in all the great dogs, and then cut 
the string with which the reindeer was fastened, with her sharp knife, and 
said, "Now run, but mind you take good care of the little girl." And then 
Gerda stretched out her hand, with the great mitten on it, towards the little 
robber-girl, and said, " Farewell," and away flew the reindeer, over stumps 
and stones, through the great forest, over marshes and plains, as quickly as 
he could. The wolves howled, and the ravens screamed; while up in the 
sky quivered red lights like flames of fire. " There are my old northern 
lights," said the reindeer; "see how they flash." And he ran on day and 
night still faster and faster, but the loaves and the ham were all eaten by 
the time they reached Lapland. 

SIXTH STORY. 

THE LAPLAND WOMAN AND THE FINLAND WOMAN. 

THEY stopped at a little 'hut; it was very mean looking ; the roof sloped 
nearly down to the ground, and the door was so low that the family had to 
creep in on their hands and knees, when they went in and out. There was 
no one at home but an old Lapland woman, who was cooking fish by the 
light of a train-oil lamp. The reindeer told her all about Gerda's story, 
after having first told his own, which seemed to him the most important, 
but Gerda was so pinched with the cold that she could not speak. "Oh, you 
poor things," said the Lapland woman, "you have a long way to go yet. You 
must travel more than a hundred miles farther, to Finland. The Snow Queen 
lives there now, and she burns Bengal lights every evening. I will write a 
few words on a dried stock-fish, for I have no paper, and you can take it 
from me to the Finland woman who lives there ; she can give you better 
information than I can." So when Gerda was warmed, and had taken 
something to eat and drink, the woman wrote a few words on the dried fish, 
and told Gerda to take great care of it. Then she tied her again on the 
reindeer, and he set off at full speed. Flash, flash, went the beautiful 
blue northern lights in the air the whole night long. And at length they 
reached Finland, and knocked at the chimney of the Finland woman's hut, 
f01 it had no door above. the ground. They crept in, but it was so terribly hot 
inside that the woman wore scarcely any clothes; she was small and very 
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dirty looking. She loosened little Gerda's dress, and took off the fur boots 
and the mittens, or Gerda would have been unable to bear the heat; and then 
she placed a piece of ice on the reiude~r's head,_ and read what ~vas written 
on the dried fish. After she had read 1t three times, she knew 1t by heart, 

GERDA TRAVELLING TO LAPLAND. 

so she popped the fish into the soup saucepan, as she knew it was good to 
eat, and she never wasted anything. The reindeer told his own story first, 
and then little Gerda's, and the Finlander twinkled with her clever eyes, 
but she said nothing. "You are so clever," said the reindeer; "I know 
you. can tie all the winds of the world with a piece of twine. If a sailor 
ur.tres one knot, he has a fair wind; anr:l when he unties the. seconc! it blow;, 

. 22 * 
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hard; but if the third and fourth are loosened, then comes a storm, which 
will root up whole forests. Cannot you give this little maiden something 
which will make her as strong as twelve men, to overcome the Snow 
Queen?" 

"The power of twelve men ! " said the Finland woman; "that would be 
of very little use." But she went to a shelf and took down and unrolled a 
large skin, on which were inscribed wonderful characters, and she read till 
the perspiration ran down from her forehead. But the reindeer begged so 
hard for little Gerda, and Gerda looked at the Finland woman with such 
beseeching tearful eyes, that her own eyes began to twinkle again ; so she 
drew the reindeer into a corner, and whispered to him while she laid a fresh 
piece of ice on his head, "Little Kay is really with the Snow Queen, but 
he finds everything there so much to his taste and his liking, that he believes 
it is the finest place in the world ; but this is because he has a piece of 
broken glass in his heart, and a little piece of glass in his eye. These must 
be taken out, or he will never be a human being again, and the Snow Queen 
will retain her power over him." 

"But can you not give little Gerda something to help her to conquer this 
power?" , 

"I can give her no greater power than she has already," said the woman·, 
" don't you see how strong that is ? How men and animals are obliged to 
serve her, and how well she has got through the world, barefooted as she is. 
She cannot receive any power from me greater than she now has, which 
consists in her own purity and innocence of heart. If she cannot herself 
obtain access to the Snow Queen, and remove the glass fragments from 
little Kay, we can do nothing to help her. Two miles from here the Snow 
Queen's garden begins; you can carry the little girl so far, and set her 
down by the large bush which stands in the snow, covered with red berries. 
Do not stay gossiping, but come back here as quickly as you can." Then 
the Finland woman lifted little Gerda upon the reindeer. and he ran away 
with her as quickly as he could. . 

"Oh, I l1ave forgotten my boots and my mittens," cried little Gerda, as soon 
as sbe felt the cutting cold, but the reindeer dared not stop; so he ran on 
till he reached the bush with the red berries ; here he sat Gerda down, and 
he kissed her, and the great bright tears trickled over the animal's cheeks; 
then he left her and ran back as fast as he could. 

There stood poor Gerda, without shoes, without gloves, in the midst of 
cold, dreary, ice-bound Finland. She ran forwards as quickly as she could, 
when a whole regiment of snow-flakes came round her; they did not, how
ever, fall from the sky, which was quite clear and glittering with the 
northern lights. The snow-flakes ran along the ground, and the nearer 
they came to her, the larger they appeared. Gerda remembered how large 
and beautiful they looked through the burning glass. But these were really 
larger and much more terrible, for they were alive, and were the guards of 
the Snow Queen, and had the strangest shapes. Some were like great 
porcupines, others like twisted serpents with their heads stretching out, and 
some few were like little fat bears with their hair bristled; but all were da.z;-
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zlingly white, and were all living snow-flakes. Then little Gerda, repeated 
the Lord's Prayer, and the cold was so great that she could see her own 
breath come out of her mouth like steam as she uttered the words. The 
steam appeared to increase, as she continued her prayer, till it took the 
shape of little angels, who grew larger the moment they touched the earth. 
They all wore helmets on their heads, and carried spears and shields. 
Their number continued to increase more and more; and by the time 
Gerda had finished her prayers, a whole legion stood around her. They 
thrust their spears into the terrible snow-flakes, so that they shivered into a 
hundred pieces, and little Gerda could go forward with courage and safety. 
The angels stroked her hands and feet, so that she felt the cold less, and 
she hastened on to the Snow Queen's castle. 

But now we must see what Kay is doing. In truth he thought not 
of little Gerda, and never supposed she could be standing in the front of 
the palace. 

SEVENTH STORY, 

OF THE PALACE OF THE SNOW QUEEN, AND WHAT 
HAPPENED THERE AT LA.ST. 

THE walls of the palace were formed of drifted snow, and the windows 
and doors of the cutting winds. There were more than a hundred rooms 
in it, all as if they had been formed with snow blown together. The largest 
of them extended for several miles; they were all lighted up by the vivid 
light of the aurora, and they were so large and empty, so icy cold and glit
tering! There were no amusements here, not even a little bear's ball, when 
the storm might have been the music, and the bears could have danced on 
their hind legs, and shown their good manners. There were no pleasant 
games of snap-dragon, or touch, or even a gossip over the tea-table, for the 
young-lady foxes. Empty, vast, and cold were the halls of the Snow Queen. 
The flickering flame of the northern lights could be plainly seen, whether 
they rose high or low in the heavens, from every part of the castle. In the 
midst of this empty, endless hall of snow was a frozen lake, broken on its 
surface into a thousand forms ; each piece resembled another, from being 
in itself perfect as a work of art, and in the centre of this lake sat the Snow 
Queen, when she was at home. She called the lake "The Mirror cf 
Reason," and said tha.t it was the best. and indeed the only one in the 
world. 

Little Kay was quite blue ·.vith cold, indeed almost black, but he did 
not feel it, for the Snow Queen had kissed away the icy shiverings, and his 
heart was already a lump of ice. He dragged some sharp, flat pieces of ice 
to and fro, and placed them together in all kinds of positions, as if he 
wished to make something out of them; just as we try to form various 
figures wi'th little tablets of wood which we call a "Chinese puzzle." Kay's 
figures were very artistic; it was the icy game of reason at which he played, 
and in his eyes the figures were very remarkable, and of the highest 
importance; thi-s opinion was owing to the piece of glass still sticking in his 
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eye. He composed many complete figures, forming different words, but 
there was one word he never could manage to form, although he wished it 
very much. It was the word "Eternity." The Snow Queen had said to 
him, "When you can find out this, you shall be your own master, and 
I will give you the whole world and a new pair of skates." But he could 
not accomplish it. 

"Now I must hasten away to wanner countries," said the Snow Queen. 
" I will go and look into the black craters of the tops of burning moun
tains, Etna and Vesuvius, as they are called,-I shall make them look 
white, which will be good for them, and for the lemons and the grapes." 
And away flew the Snow Queen, leaving little Kay quite alone in the great 
hall which was so many miles in. length; so he sat and looked at his pieces 
of ice, and was thinking so deeply, and sat so still, that any one might have 
supposed he was frozen. 

Just at this moment it happened that little Gerda came through the great 
door of the castle. Cutting winds were raging around her, but she offered 
up a prayer and the winds sank down as if they were going to sleep; and 
she went on till she came to the large empty hall, and caught sight of Kay; 
she knew him directly; she flew to him and threw her arms round his neck, 
and held him fast, while she exclaimed, "Kay, dear little Kay, I have found 
you at last.'' 

But he sat quite still, stiff and cold. 
Then little Gerda wept hot tears, which fell on his breast, and penetrated 

into his heart, and thawed the lump of ice, and washed away the little 
pieces cf glass which had stuck there. Then he looked at her, and she 
sang-

" Roses bloom and cease to be, 
Bnt we shall the Christ-child see." 

Then Kay burst into tears, and he wept so that the splinter of glass 
swam out of his eye. Then he recognised Gerda, and said, joyfully, 
" Gerda, dear little Gerda, where have you been all this time, and where 
have I been? " And he looked all around him, and said, " How cold it is, 
and how large and empty it all looks," and he clung to Gerda, and she 
laughed and wept for joy. It was so pleasing to see them that the pieces 
of ice even danced about; and when they were tired and went to lie down, 
they formed themselves into the letters of the word which the Snow Queen 
had said he must find out before he could be his own master, and have the 
whole world and a pair of new skates. Then Gerda kissed his cheeks, 
and they became blooming ; and she kissed his eyes, and they shone like 
her own ; she kissG!d his hands and his feet, and then he became quite 
healthy and cheerful. The Snow Queen might come home now when she 
pleased, for there stood his certainty of freedom, in the word she wanted, 
written in shining letters of ice. 

Then they took each other by the hand, and went forth from the great 
palace of ice. They spoke of the grandmother, and of the roses on the 
roof, and as they went on the winds were at rest, 2,nd the sun burst forth. 
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When they arrived at the bush with red berries, there stood the reindeer 
waiting for them, and he had brought another young reindeer with him, 
whose udders were full, and the children drank her warm milk and kissed 
her on the mouth. Then they carried Kay and Gerda first to the Finland 
woman, where they warmed themselves· thoroughly in the hot room, and 
she gave them directions about their journey home. Next they went to 
the Lapland woman, who had made some new clothes for them, and put 
their sleighs in order. Both the reindeer ran by their side, and followed 
them as far as the boundaries of the country, where the first green leaves 
were budding. And here they took leave of the two reindeer and the Lap
land woman, and all said-Farewell. Then the birds began to twitter, and 
the forest too was full of green young leaves; and out of it came a beautiful 
horse, which Gerda remembered, for it was one which had drawn the golden 
coach. A young girl was riding upon it, with a shining red cap on her 
head, and pistols in her belt. It was the little robber maiden, who had got 
tired of staying at home; she was going first to the north, and if that did 
not suit her, she meant to try some other part of the world. She knew 
Gerda directly, and Gerda remembered her; it was a joyful meeting. 

"You are a fine fellow to go gadding about in this way," said she to 
little Kay, " I should like to know whether you deserve that any one should 
go to the end of the world to find you." 

But Gerda patted her cheeks, and asked after the prince and princess. 
"They are gone to foreign countries," said the robber-girl. 
" And the crow ? " asked Gerda. 
" Oh, the crow is dead," .she replied; "his tame sweetheart is now a 

widow, and wears a. bit of black worsted round her leg. She mourns very 
piti.fully, but it is all stuff. But now tell me how you managed to get him 
back." 

Then Gerda and Kay told her all about it. 
"Snip, snap, snare! it's all right at last," said the robber-girl. 
Then she took both their hands, and promised that if ever she should 

pass through the town, she would call and pay them a visit. And then she 
rode away into the wide world. But Gerda and Kay went hand-in-hand 
towards home; and as they advanced, spring appeared more lovely with its 
green verdure and its beautiful flowers. Very soon they recognised the 
large town where they lived, and the tall steeples of the churches, in which 
the sweet bells were ringing a merry peal as they entered it, and found their 

· way to their grandmother's door. They went upstairs into the little room, 
where all looked just as it used to do. The old clock was going" tick, tick," 
and the hands pointed to the time of day, but as they passed through the 
door into the room, they perceived that they were both grown up, and 
become a man and woman. The roses out on the roof were in full bloom, 
and peeped in at the window; and there stood the little chairs, on which 
they had sat when children ; and Kay and Gerda seated themselves each 
on their own chair, and held each other by the hand, while the cold empty 
grandeur of the Snow Queen's palace vanished from their memories like a 
painful dream. The grandmother sat in God's bright sunshine, and she read 
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aloud from the Bible, "Except ye become as little children, ye shall in no 
wise enter into the kingdom of God." And Kay and Gerda looked into 
each other's eyes, and all at once understood the words of the old song, 

" Roses bloom and cease to be, 
But we shall the Christ-child see." 

And they both sat there, grown up, yet children at heart; and it was sum
.mer,-warm, beautiful summer. 

THE PORTUGUESE DUCK. 

A DUCK once arrived from Portugal, but there were some who said she 
came from Spain, which is almost the same thing. At all events, she was 
called the "Portuguese," and she laid eggs, was killed, and cooked, and 
there was an end of her. But the ducklings which crept forth from her 
eggs were also called "Portuguese," and about that there may be some 
question. But of all the family one only remained in the duckyard, which 
may be called a farmyard, as the chickens were admitted, and the cock 
strutted about in a very hostile manner. " He annoys me with his loud 
crowing," said the Portuguese duck; "but, still, he's a handsome bird, 
there 's no denying that, although he's not a drake. He ought to moderate 
his voice, like those little birds who are singing in the lime-trees over there 
in our neighbour's garden, but that is an art only acquired in polite society. 
How sweetly they sing there; it is quite a pleasure to listen to them ! 1 call 
it Portuguese singing. If I had only such a little singing-bird, I'd be kind 
and good as a mother to him, for it's in my nature,-in my Portuguese 
blood. 

While she was speaking, one of the little singing-birds came tumbling 
head over heels from the roof into the yard. The cat was after him, but he 
had escaped from her with a broken wing, and so came tumbling into the 
yard. "That's just like the cat, she's a villain," said the Portuguese duck. 
"I remember her ways when I had children of my own. How can such a 
creature be allowed to live, and wander about upon the roofs. I don't 
think they allow such things in Portugal." She pitied the little singing
bird, and so did all the other ducks who were not Portuguese. 

"Poor little creature ! " they said, one after another, as they came up. 
"We can't sing, certainly; but we have a sounding-board, or something 
of the kind, within us; we can feel that, though we don't talk about it." 
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"But I can talk," said the Portuguese duck; "and I '11 do something for 
the little fellow; it's my duty;" and she stepped into the water-trough, 
and beat her wings upon the water so strongly that the little bird was 
drowned by a shower-bath ; but the duck meant it kindly. "That is a good 
deed," she said ; "I hope the others will take example by it." 

"Tweet, tweP.t ! " said the little bird, for one of his wings being broken, 
he found it difficult to shake himself; but he quite understood that the 
bath was meant kindly; and he said, "You are very kind-hearted, madam," 
but he did not wish for a second bath. 

"I have never thought about my heart," replied the Portuguese duck; 
" but I know that I love all my fellow-creatures, except the cat, and nobody 
can expect me to love her, for she ate up two of my ducklings. But pray 
make yourself at home; it is easy to make one's self comfortable. I am 
myself from a foreign country, as you may see by my bearing and my 
feathery dress. My drake is a native of these parts; he's not of my race; 
but I am not proud on that account. If any one here can understand 
you, I may say positively I am that person." 

"She's quite full of 'Portulak,'" said a little common duck, who was 
witty. All the common ducks considered the word " Portulak" a good 
joke, for it sounded like Portugal. They nudged each other, and said, 
"Quack ! that was witty ! " 

Then the other ducks began to notice the little bird. "The Portuguese 
has certainly a great flow of language," they said to the little bird. "For 
our part, we don't care to :fill our beaks with such long words, but we 
sympathise with you quite as much. If we don't do anything else, we can 
walk about with you everywhere, and we think that the best thing we 
can do." 

"You have a lovely voice,'' said one of the eldest ducks; "it must be a 
great satisfaction to you to be able to give so much pleasure as you do. I 
am certainly no judge of your singing, so I keep my beak shut, which is 
better than talking nonsense, as others do." 

"Don't plague him so," interposed the Portuguese duck; "he requires 
rest and nursing. My little singing-bird, do you wish me to prepare another 
bath for you? " 

"Oh, no ! no ! pray let me be dry," implored the little bird. 
"The water-cure is the only remedy for me, when I am not well," said 

the Portuguese. "Amusement, too, is very beneficial. The fowls from the 
neighbourhood will soon be here to pay you a visit. There are two Cochin 
Chinese amongst them; they wear feathers on their legs, and are well 
educated. They have been brought from a great distance, and consequently 
I treat them with greater respect than I do the others." 

Then the fowls arrived, and the cock was polite enough to-day to keep 
from being rude. "You are a real songster," he said, "and you do as much 
with your little voice as it is possible to do; but there requires more 
noise and shrillness in any one who wishes it to be known who he is." 

The two Chinese were quite enchar.ted with the appearance of the sing
ing-bird. His feathers had been much ruffied by his bath, so that he seemed 
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to them quite like a tiny Chinese fowl. "He 's charming," they said to 
each other, and began a conversation with him in whispers, using the 
most aristocratic Chinese dialect : "We are of the same race as yourself," 
they said. "The ducks, even. the Portuguese, are all aquatic birds, as you 
must have noticed. You do not know us yet,-very few know us, or give 
themselves the trouble to make our acquaintance, not even any of the fowls, 
tl1ough we are born to occupy a higher grade in society than most of them. 
But that does not disturb us, we quietly go on in our own way among the 
rest, whose ideas are certainly not ours ; for we look at the bright side of 
things, and only speak of what is good, although that is sometimes very 
difficult to find, where none exists. Except ourselves and the ccck there 
is not one in the yard who can be called talented or polite. It cannot even be 
said of the ducks, and we warn you, little bird, not to trust that one yonder, 
with the short tail feathers, for she is cunning; that curiously marked one, 
with the crooked stripes on her wings, is a mischief-maker, and never lets 
any one have the last word, though she is always in the wrong. That fat 
duck yonder speaks evil of every one, and that is against our principles. 
If we have nothing good to tell, we close our beaks. The Portuguese is 
the only one who has had any education, and with whom we can associate, 
but she is passionate, and talks too much about 'Portugal. '" 

" I wonder what those two Chinese are whispering about," whispered one 
cluck to another; "they are always doing it, and it annoys me. We never 
speak to them." 

Now the drake came up, and he thought the little singing bird was a 
sparrow. "Well, I don't understand the difference," he said; "it appears 
to me all the same. He's only a plaything, and if people will have play
things, why let them, I say." 

"Don't take any notice of what he says," whispered the Portuguese; "he's 
very well in matters of business, and with him business is placed before 
everything. But now I shall lie down and have a little rest. It is a duty 
we owe to ourselves that we may be nice and fat when we come to be 
embalmed with sage and onions and apples." So she laid herself down in 
the sun and winked with one eye; she had a very comfortable place, and 
felt so comfortable that she fell asleep. The little singing-bird busied him
self for some time with his broken wing, and at last he lay down, too, quite 
close to his protectress. The sun shone warm and bright, and he found 
out that it was a very good place. But the fowls of the neighbourhood 
":ere all awake, and, to tell the truth, they had paid a visit to the duckyard, 
simply and solely to find food for themselves. The Chinese were the first 
to leave, and the other fowls soon followed them. 

The witty little duck said of the Portuguese, that the old lady was getting 
quite a "doting ducky." All the other ducks laughed at this. "Doting 
ducky," they whispered, " oh, that's too 'witty!'" And then they repeated 
the former joke about " Portulak/' and declared it was most amusing. Then 
they all lay down to have a nap. 
. They had been lying asleep for some time, when suddenly something was 
thrown into the yard for them to eat. It came down with such a bang, that, 
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the whole company started up and clapped their wings. The Portuguese 
awoke too, and rushed over to the other side : in so doing she trod upon the 
little singing-bird. 

"Tweet," he cried; "you trod very hard upon me, madam." 
"Well then, why do you lie in my way?" she retorted, "you must not be 

so touchy. I have nerves of my own, but I do not cry ' tweet.' 
"Don't be angry," said the little bird; "the 'tweet' slipped out of my 

beak unawares." 
The Portuguese did not listen to him, but began eating as fast as she 

could, and ma.de a good meal. When she had finished, she lay down again, 
and the little bird, who wished to be amiable, began to sing,-

"Chirp and twitter, 
The dew-drops glitter, 

In the hours of sunny spring ; 
I '11 sing my best, 
Till I go to rest, 

With my head behind my wing." 

"Now I want rest after my dinner," said the Portuguese; "you must 
conform to the rules of the house while you are here. I want to sleep 
now." 

The little bird was quite taken aback, for he meant it kindly. When 
madam awoke afterwards, there he stood before her with a little corn he had 
found, and laid it at her "feet; but as she had not slept well, she was natu
rally in a bad temper. "Give that to a chicken," she said, " and don't be 
always standing in my way." 

"Why are you angry with me?" replied the little singing-bird, "what 
have I done? " 

"Done ! " repeated the Portuguese duck, "your mode of expressing your
self is not very polite. I must call your attention to that fact." 

"It was sunshine here yesterday," said the little bird, "but to-day it is 
cloudy and the air is close." 

"You know very little about the weather, I fancy," she retorted, "the 
day is not over yet. Don't stand there, looking so stupid." 

"But you are looking at me just as the wicked eyes looked when I fell 
into the yard yesterday." 

"Impertinent creature ! " exclaimed the Portuguese duck; "would you 
compare me with the cat-that beast of prey? There's not a drop of 
ITialicious blood in me. I've taken your part, and now I '11 teach you 
better manners." So saying, she made a bite at the little singing-bird's head, 
and he fell dead on the ground. "Now whatever is the meaning of this?" 
she said; "could he not bear even such a little peck as I gave him? Then 
certainly he was not made for this world. I've been like a mother to him, 
I know that, for I've a good heart." 

Then the cock from the neighbouring yard stuck his head in, and crowed 
,vith steam-engine power. 
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"You '11 kill me with your crowing," she cried, "it is all your fault. He's 
lost his life, and I'm very near losing mine." 

"There's not much of him lying there," observed the cock. 
" Speak of him with respect," said the Portuguese duck, "for he had 

manners and education, and he could sing. He was affectionate and gentle, 
and that is as rare a quality in animals as in those who call themselves human 
beings." 

Then all the ducks came crowding round the little dead bird. Ducks 
have strong passions, whether they feel envy or pity. There was nothing to 
envy here, so they all showed a great deal of pity, even the two Chinese. 
"We shall never have another singing-bird again amongst us; he was almost 
a Chinese," they whispered, and then they wept with such a noisy, clucking 
sound, that all the other fowls clucked too, but the ducks went about with 
redder eyes afterwads. "We have hearts of our own," they said, "nobody 
can deny that." 

" Hearts ! " repeated the Portuguese, "indeed you have, almost as tender 
as the ducks in Portugal." 

" Let us think of getting something to satisfy our hunger," said the drake, 
"that's the most important business. If one of our toys is broken, why we 
have plenty more." 

THE FLYING TRUNK. 

THERE was once a merchant who was so rich that he could have paved 
the whole street with gold, and would even then have had enough for a 
small alley. But he did not do so; he knew the value of money better 
than to use it in this way. So clever was he, that every shilling he put out 
brought him a crown; and so he continued till he died. His son inherited 
his wealth, and he lived a merry life with it; he went to a masquerade every 
night, made kites out of five-pound notes, and threw pieces of gold into 
the sea instead of stones, making ducks and drakes of them. In this 
manner he soon lost all his money. At last he had nothing left but a pair 
of slippers, an old dressing-gown, and four shillings. And now all his 
friends deserted him, they could not walk with him in the streets; but one 
of them, who was very good-natured, sent him an old trunk with this message, 
"Pack up l" "Yes," he said, "it is all very well to say 'pack up;"' but 
he had nothing left to pack up, therefore he seated himself in the trunk. 
It was a very wonderful trunk; no sooner did any one press on the lock 
than the trunk could fly. He shut the lid and pressed the lock, when away 
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flew the trunk up the chimney with the merchant's son in it, right up into 
the clouds. Whenever the bottom of the trunk cracked, he was in a great 
fright, for if the trunk fell to pieces he would have made a tremendous 
somersault over the trees. However, he got safely in his trunk to the 
land of Turkey. He hid the trunk in the wood under some dry leaves, and 
then went into the town; he could do this very well, for the Turks always 
go about dressed in dressing-gowns and slippers, as he was himself. He 
happened to meet a nurse with a little child. "I say, you Turkish nurse," 
cried he, "what castle is that near the town, with the windows placed so 
high?" 

"The king's daughter lives there," she replied; "it has been prophesied 
that she will be very unhappy about a lover, and therefore no one is allowed 
to visit her, unless the king and queen are present." 

"Thank you," said the merchant's son. So he went back to the wood, 
seated himself in his trunk, flew up to the roof of the castle, and crept 
through the window into the princess's room. She lay on the sofa asleep, 
and she was so beautiful that the merchant's son could not help kissing her. 
Then she awoke, and was very much frightened; but he told her be was 
a Turkish angel, who had come down through the air to see her, which 
pleased her very much. He sat down by her side and talked to her; he 
said her eyes were like beautiful dark lakes, in which the thoughts swam 
about like little mermaids, and he told her that her forehead was a snowy 
mountain, which contained splendid halls full of pictures. And then he 
related to her about the stork who brings the beautiful children from the 
rivers. These were delightful stories; and when he asked the princess if 
she would marry him, she consented immediately. 

"But you must come on Saturday," she said; "for then the king and 
queen will take tea with me. They will be very proud when they find that 
I am going to marry a Turkish angel; but you must think of some very 
pretty stories to tell them, for my parents like to hear stories better than 
anything. My mother prefers one that is deep and moral; but my father 
likes something funny, to make him laugh." 

"Very well," he replied; " I shall bring you no other marriage portion 
than a sto1y," and so they parted. But the princess gave him a sword which 
was studded with gold coins, and these he could use. 

Then he flew away to the town and bought a new dressing-gown, and 
afterwards returned to the wood, where he composed a story, so as to be 
ready by Saturday, which was no easy matter. It was ready however by 
Saturday, when he went to see the princess. The king, and queen, and the 
whole court, were at tea with the princess ; and he was received with great 
politeness. 

"Will you tell us a story?" said the queen; "one that is instructive and 
full of deep learning." 

"Yes, but with something in it to laugh at," said the king. 
"Certainly," he replied, and commenced at once, asking them to listen 

attentively. "There was once a bundle of matches that were exceedingly 
proud of their high descent. Their genealogical tree, that is, a large pine-
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tree from which they had been·cut, was at one time a large, old tree in the 
wood. The matches now lay between a tinder-box and an old iron sauce
pan, and were talking about their youthful days. 'Ah ; then we grew on 
the green boughs, and were as green as they; every morning and evening 
we were feel with diamond drops of dew. Whenever the sun shone, we felt 
his warm rays, and the little birds would relate stories to us as they sung. 
We knew that we were rich, for the other trees only wore their green dress 
in summer, but our family were able to array themselves in green, summer 
and winter. - But the woodcutter came, like a great revolution, and our 
family fell under the axe. The head of the house obtained a situation as 
main-mast in a very fine ship, and can sail round the world when he will. 
The other branches of the family were taken to different places, and our 
office now is to kindle a light for common people. This is how such high
born people as we came to be in a kitchen.' 

"' Mine has been a very different fate,' said the iron pot, which stood by 
the matches; 'from my first entrance into the world I have been used to 
cooking and scouring. I am the first in this house, when anything solid or 
useful is required. My only pleasure is to be made clean and shining after 
dinner, and to sit in my place and have a little sensible conversation with 
my neighbours. All of us, excepting the water-bucket, which is sometimes 
taken into the courtyard, live here together within these four walls. We get 
our news from the market-basket, but he sometimes tells us very unpleasant 
things about the people and the government. Yes, and one day an old pot 
was so alarmed that he fell down and was broken to pieces. He was a 
liberal, I can tell you.' 

" ' You are talking too much,' said the tinder-box; and the steel struck 
against the flint till some sparks flew out, crying, 'We want a merry evening, 
don't we?' 

'' 'Yes, of course,' said the matches, 'let us talk of those who are the 
highest born.' 

" 'No, I don't like to be always talking of what we are,' remarked the 
saucepan; 'let us think of some other amusement; I will begin. We will 
tell something that has happened to ourselves; that will be very easy, and 
interesting as well. On the Baltic Sea, near the Danish shore--' 

"What a pretty commencement ! ' said the plates; 'we shall all like that 
story, I am sure.' 

"'Yes; well, in my youth, I lived in a quiet family, where the furniture 
was polished, the floors scoured, and clean curtains put up every fort
night.' 

"' What an interesting way yon have of relating a story,' said the carpet
broom ; 'it is easy to see that you have been a great deal in women's 
society, there is something so pure runs through what you say.' 

" ' That is quite true,' said the water-bucket ; and he made a spring with 
joy, and splashed some water on the floor. 

"Then the saucepan went on with his story, and the end was as good as 
the beginning. 

"The plates rattled with pleasure, and the carpet-broom brought some 
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green parsley out of the dust-hole and crowned the saucepan, for he knew 
it would vex the others; and he thought, 'If I crown him to-day he will 
crown me to-morrow.' 

"' Now let us have a dance,' said the fire-tongs; and then how they 
danced and stuck up one leg in the air. The chair-cushion in the corner 
burst with laughter when she saw it. 

" ' Shall I be crowned now?' asked the fire-tongs; so the broom found 
another wreath for the tongs. 

" ' They are only common people after all,' thought the matches. The 
tea-urn was now asked to sing, but she said she had a cold, and could 
not sing without boiling heat. They all thought this was affectation, 
and because she did not wish to sing excepting in the parlour, when 
on the table with the grand people. 

"In the window sat an old quill-pen, with which the maid generally 
wrote. There was nothing remarkable about the pen, excepting that it 
had been dipped too deeply in the ink, but it was proud of that. 

" ' If the tea-um won't sing,' said the pen, 'she can leave it alone ; 
there is a nightingale in a cage who can sing ; she has not been taught 
much, certainly, but we need not say anything this evening about that.' 

" I think it highly improper,' said the tea-kettle, who was kitchen 
singer, and half-brother to the tea-um, 'that a rich foreign bird should be 
listened to here. Is it patriotic? Let the market basket decide what is 
right.' 

" 'I certainly am vexed,' said the basket ; 'inwardly vexed, more than 
any one can imagine. Are we spending the evening properly? Would 
it not be more sensible to put the house in order? If each were in his 
own place I would lead a game ; this would be quite another thing.' 

" 'Let us act a play,' said they all. At the same moment the door 
opened, and the maid came in. Then not one stirred; they all remained 
quite still; yet, at the same time, there was not a single pot amongst them 
who had not a high opinion of himself, and of what he could do if he 
chose. 

" 'Yes, if we had chosen/ they each thought, 'we might have spent a 
very pleasant evening.' 

"The maid took the matches and lighted them ; dear me, how they 
spluttered and blazed up ! 

" ' Now then,' they thought, ' every one will see that we are the first. 
How we shine; what a light we give ! ' Even while they spoke their light 
went out." 

. " What a capital story," said the queen, " I feel as if I were really in the 
kitchen, and could see the matches; yes, you shall marry our daughter." 

." Certainly," said the king, 'thou shalt have our daughter." The king 
said thou to him because he was going to be one of the family. The wed
ding-day was fixed, and, on the evening before, the whole city was illu
minated. Cakes and sweetmeats were thrown among the people. The 
street boys stood on tip-toe and shouted "hurrah," and whistled between 
their fingers; altogether it was a very splendid affair. 
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" I will give them another treat," said the merchant's son. So he went 
and bought rockets and crackers, and all sorts of fireworks that could be 
thought of ; packed them in his trunk, and flew up with it into the air. 
What a whizzing and popping they made as they went off! The Turks, 
when they saw such a sight in the air, jumped up so high that their slippers 
flew about their ears. It was easy to believe after this that the princess was 
really going to marry a Turkish angel. 

As soon as the merchant's son had come down in his flying trunk to the 
wood after the fireworks, he thought, "I will go back into the town now, 
and hear what they think of the entertainment." It was very natural that 
he should wish to know. And what strange things people did say, to be 
sure ! every one whom he questioned had a different tale to tell, though 
they all thought it very beautiful. 

" I saw the Turkish angel myself," said one; "he had eyes like glittering 
stars, and a head like foaming water." 

"He flew in a mantle of fire," cried another, "and lovely little cherubs 
peeped out from the folds." 

He heard many more fine things about himself, and that the next day he 
was to be married. After this he went back to the forest to rest himself in 
his trunk. It had disappeared ! A spark from the fireworks which re
mained had set it on fire; it was burnt to ashes ! So the merchant's son 
could not fly any more, nor go to meet his bride. She stood all day on the 
roof waiting for him, and most likely she is waiting there still ; while he 
wanders through the world telling fairy tales, but none of them so amusing 
as the one he related about the matches. 



The little mermaid. The sea was calm. 
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FAR out in the ocean, where the water is as blue as the prettiest corn
flower, and as clear as crystal, it is very, very deep ; so deep, indeed, that 
no cable could fathom it; many church steeples, piled one upon another, 
woulcl not reLch from the ground beneath to the surface of the water above. 
There dwell the Sea King and his subjects. We must not imagine that 
there is nothing at the bottom of the sea but bare yellow sand. No, indeed; 
the most singular :flowers and plants grow there; the leaves and stems of 
which are so pliant, that the slightest agitation of the water causes them to 
stir as if they had life. Fishes, both large and small, glide between the 
branches, as birds fly among the trees here upon land. In the deepest spot 
of all stands the castle of the Sea King. I ts walls are built of coral, and the 
long, gothic windows are of the clearest amber. The roof is formed of shells, 
that open and close as the water flows over tr.em. Their appearance is very 
beautiful; for in each lies a glittering pearl, which would be fit for the 
diadem of a queen. 

The Sea King had been a widower for many years, and his aged mother 
kept house for him. She was a very wise woman, and exceedingly proud of 
her high birth : on that account she wore twelve oysters on her tail; while 
others, also of high rank, were only allowed to wear six. She was, however, 
deserving of very great praise, especially for her care of the little sea-prin
cesses, her grand-daughters. They were six beautiful children; but the 
youngest was the prettiest of them all; her skin was as clear and delicate 
as a rose-leaf, and her eyes as blue as the deepest sea; but, like all the 
others, she had no feet, and her body ended in a fish's tail. All day long 
they played in the great halls of the castle, or among the living flowers that 
grew out of the walls. The large amber windows were open, and the fish 
swam in, just as the swallows fly into our houses when we open the windows, 
excepting that the fishes swam up to the princesses, ate out of their hands, 
and allowed themselves to be stroked. Outside the castle there was a beau
tiful garden in which grew bright red and dark blue flowers, and blossoms 
like flames of fire; the fruit glittered like gold, and the leaves and stems 
waved to and fro continually. The earth itself was the finest sand, but blue 
as the flame of burning sulphur. Over everything lay a peculiar blue radiance, 
as if it were surrounded by the air from above, through which the blue sky 

ll3 



354 HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. 

shone, instead of the dark depths of the sea. In calm weather, the sun 
could be seen, looking like a purple flower, with the light streaming from 
the calyx. Each of the young princesses had a little plot of ground in the 
garden, where she might dig and plant as she pleased. One arranged her 
flower-bed in the form of a whale ; another thought it better to make hers 
like the figure of a little mermaid; but that of the youngest was round like 
the sun, and contained flowers as red as his rays at sunset. She was a strange 
child, quiet and thoughtful ; and while her sisters would be delighted with 
the wonderful things which they obtained from the wrecks of vessels, she 
cared for nothing but her pretty red flowers, like the sun, excepting a beau
tiful marble statue. It was the representation of a handsome boy, carved 
out of pure ·white stone, which had fallen to the bottom of the sea from a 
wreck. She planted hy the statue a rose-coloured weeping willow. It grew 
splendidly, and very soon hung its fresh branches over the statue, almost 
down to the blue sands. The shadow had a violet tint, and waved to and 
fro like the branches ; it seemed as if the crown of the tree and the root 
were at play, and trying to kiss each other. Nothing gave her so much 
pleasure as to hear about the world above the sea. She made her old grand
mother tell her all she knew of the ships and of the towns, the people and 
the animals. To her it seemed most wonderful and beautiful to hear that 
the flowers of the land should have fragrance, and not those below the sea; 
that the trees of the forest should be green ; and that the fishes among the 
trees could sing so sweetly, that it was quite a pleasure to hear them. Her 
grandmother ca.lled the little birds fishes, or she would not have understood 
her ; for she had never seen birds. 

"When you have reached your fifteenth year," said the grandmother, 
"you will have permission to rise up out of the sea, to sit on the rocks in 
the moonlight, while the great ships are sailing by; and then you will see 
both forests and towns." 

In the following year one of the sisters would be fifteen: but as each was 
a year younger than the other, the youngest would have to wait five years 
before her turn came to rise up from the bottom of the ocean, and see the 
earth as we do. However, each promised to tell the others what she saw 
on her first visit, and what she thought the most beautiful; for their grand
mother could not tell them enough ; there were so many things on which 
they wanted information. None of them longed so much for her turn to 
come as the youngest, she who had the longest time to wait, and who was 
so quiet and thoughtful. Many nights she stood by the open window, · 
looking up through the dark blue water, and watching the fish as they 
splashed about with their fins -and tails. She could see the moon and stars 
shining faintly ; but throi.1gh the water they looked larger than they do to 
our eyes. When something like a black cloud passed between her and them, 
she knew that it was either a whale swimming over her head, or a ship full of 
human beings, who never imagined that a pretty little mermaid was standing 
beneath them, holding out her white hands towards the keel of their 
ship. 

As soon as the eldest was fifteen, she was allowed to rise to the surface of 
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the ocean. When she came back, she had hundreds of things to talk 
about; but the most beautiful, she said, was to lie in the moonlight, on a 
sandbank, in the quiet sea, near the coast and to gaze on a large town close 
by, where the lights were twinkling like hundreds of stars; to listen to the 
sounds of the music, the noise of carriages, and the voices of human beings, 
and then to hear the merry bells peal out from the church steeples; and 
because she could not go near to all these wonderful things, she longed for 
them more than ever. Oh, did not the youngest sister listen eagerly to all 
these descriptions? and aftenvards, when she stood at the open window, 
looking up through the dark blue water, she thought of the great city, with 
all its bustle and noise, and even fancied she could hear the sound of the 
church bells, down in the depths of the sea. 

In another year the second sister received permission to rise to the surface 
of the water, and to swim about where she pleased. She rose just as the 
sun was setting, and this, she said, was the most beautiful sight of all. The 
whole sky looked like gold, while violet and rose-coloured clouds, which 
she could not describe, floated over her; and, still more rapidly than the 
clouds, flew a large flock of wild swans towards the setting sun, looking like 
a long white veil across the sea. She also swam towards the sun ; but it 
sunk into the waves, and the rosy tints faded from the clouds and from the sea. 

The third sister's turn followed; she was the boldest of them all, and she 
swam up a broad river that emptied itself into the sea. On the banks she 
saw green hills covered with beautiful vines ; palaces and castles peeped 
out from amid the proud trees of the forest; she heard the birds singing, 
and the rays of the sun were so powerful that she was often obliged to dive 
down under the water to cool her burning face. In a narrow creek she 
found a whole troop of little human children, quite naked, and sporting about 
in the water; she wanted to play with them, but they fled in a great fright ; 
and then a little black animal came to the water; it was a dog, but she did 
not know that, for she had never before seen one. This animal barked at 
her so terribly that she became frightened, and rushed back to the open sea. 
But she said she should never forget .the beautiful forest, the green hills, 
and the pretty children who could swim in the water, although they had 
not :fish's tails. 

The fourth sister was more timid ; she remained in the midst of the sea, 
but she said it was quite as beautiful there as nearer the land. She could see 
for so many miles around her, and the sky above looked like a bell of glass. 
She had seen the ships, but at such a great distance that they looked like 
sea-gulls. The dolphins sported in the waves, and the great whales spouted 
water from their nostrils till it seemed as if a hundred fountains were playing 
in every direction. 

The fifth sister's birthday occurred in the winter; so when her turn came, 
she saw what the others had not seen the first time they went up. The sea 
looked quite green, and large icebergs were floating about, each like a pearl, 
she said, but larger and loftier than the churches built by men. They were 
of the most singular shapes, and glittered like diamonds. She had seated 

: herself upon one of the largest, and let the wind play with her long hair, 
23 * 
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and she remarked that all the ships sailed by rapidly, and steered as far 
away as they could frol'n the iceberg, as if they were afraid of it. Towards 
evening, as the sun went down, dark clouds covered the sky, the thunder 
rolled and the lightning flashed, and the red light glowed on the icebergs as 
they rocked and tossed on the heaving sea. On all the ships the sails were 
reefed with fear and trembling, while she sat calmly on the floating iceberg, 
watching the blue lightning, as it darted its forked flashes into the sea. 

When first the sisters had permission to rise to the surface, they were 
each delighted with the new and beautiful sights they saw; but now, as 
grown-up girls, they could go when they pleased, and they had become 
indifferent about it. They wished themselves back again in the water, and 
after a month had passed they said it was much more beautiful down below, 
and pleasanter to be at home. Yet often, in the evening hours, the five 
sisters would twine their arms round each other, and rise to the surface, in 
a row. They had more beautiful voices than any human being could have; 
and before the approach of a storm, and when they expected a ship would 
be lost they swam before the vessel, and sang sweetly of the delights to be 
found in the depths of the sea, and begging the sailors not to fear if they 
sank to the bottom. But ,the sailors could not understand the song; they 
took it for the howling of the storm. And these things were never to be 
beautiful for them; for if the ship sank, the men were drowned, and their 
<lead bodies alone reached the palace of the Sea King. 

When the sisters rose, arm-in-arm, through the water in this way, their 
youngest sister would stand quite alone, looking after them, ready to cry, 
only that the mermaids have no tears, and therefore they suffer more. 
" Oh, were I but fifteen years old," said she; "I know that I shall love the 
world up there, and all the people who live in it" 

At last she reached her fifteenth year. " Well, now, you are grown up," 
said the old dowager, her grandmother; "so you must let me adorn you 
like your other sisters :" and she placed a wreath of white lilies in her hair, 
and every flower leaf was half a pearl. Then the old lady ordered eight 
great oysters to attach themselves to the tail of the princess to show her 
high rank. 

"But they hurt me so," said the little mermaid. 
"Pride must suffer pain," replied· the old lady. Oh, how gladly she would 

have shaken off all this grandeur, and laid aside the heavy wreath ! The red 
flowers in her own garden would have suited her much better; but she could 
not help herself, so she said, "Farewell," and rose as lightly as a bubble to 
the surface of the water. The sun had just set as she raised her head above 
the waves; but the clouds were tinted with crimson and gold, and through 
the glimmering twilight beamed the evening star in all its beauty. The sea 
\Vas calm, and the air mild and fresh. A large ship, with three masts, lay 
becalmed on the water, with only one sail set; for not a breeze stirred, and 
the sailors sat idle on deck or amongst the rigging. There was music and 
song on board; and, as darkness came on, a hundred coloured lanterns 
were lighted, as if the flags of all nations waved in the air. The little mer
maid swam close to the cabin windows ; and now and then, as the waves 
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lifted her up, she could look in through clear glass window-panes, and see 
a number of well-dressed people within. Among them was a young prince, 
the most beautiful of all, with large black eyes; he was sixteen years of 
age, and his birthday was being kept with much rejoicing. The sailors were 
dancing on deck, but when the prince came out of the cabin more than a 
hundred rockets rose in the air, making it as bright as day. The little 
mermaid was so startled that she dived under water; and when she again 
stretched out her head, it appeared as if all the stars of heaven were falling 
around her, she had never seen such fireworks before. Great suns spurted 
fire about, splendid fire-flies flew into the blue air, and everything was re
flected in the clear, calm sea beneath. The ship itseif was so brightly illumi
nated that all the people, and even the smallest rope, could be distinctly 
and plainly seen. And how handsome the young prince looked, as he pressed 
the hands of all present and smiled at them, while the music resounded 
throngh the clear night air. 

It was very late; yet the little mermaid could not take her eyes from the 
s11ip, or from the beautiful prince. The coloured lanterns had been extin
guished, no more rockets rose in the air, and the cannon had ceased firing; 
but the sea became restless, and a moaning, grumbling sound could be 
heard beneath the waves; still the little mermaid remained by the cabin 
window, rocking up anq down on the water, which enabled her to look in. 
After a while, the sails were quickly unfurled, and the noble ship continued 
her passage; but soon the waves rose higher, heavy clouds darkened the 
sky, and lightning appeared in the distance. A dreadful storm was ap
proaching; once more the sails were reefed, and the great ship pursued her 
flying course over the raging sea. The waves rose mountains high, as if 
they would have overtopped the mast; but the ship dived like a swan be
tween them, and then rose again on their lofty, foaming crests. To the 
little mermaid this appeared pleasant sport; not so to the sailors. At length 
the ship groaned and creaked; the thick planks gave way under the lashing 
of the sea as it broke over the deck; the mainmast snapped asunder like a 
reed; the ship lay over on her side, and the water rushed in. The little 
mermaid now perceived that the crew were in danger; even she herself was 
obliged to be careful to avoid the beams and planks of the wreck which 
lay scattered on the water. At one moment it was so pitch dark that she 
could not see a single object, but a flash of lightning revealed the whole 
s.cene; she could see every one who had been on board excepting the prince. 
When the ship parted, she had seen him sink into the deep waves, and she 
was glad, for she thought he would now be with her; and then she remem
bered that human beings could not Jive in the water, so that when he got 
down to her father's palace he would be quite dead. But he must not die. 
So she swam about among the beams and planks which strewed the surface 
of the sea, forgetting that they could crush her to pieces. Then she dived 
deeply under the dark waters, rising and falling with the waves, till at length 
she rnan:aged to reach the young prince, who was fast losing the pmver of 
swimming in that stormy sea. His limbs were failing him, his beautiful 
eyes were closed, and he would have died had not the little mermaid come 
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to his assistance. She held his head above the water, and let the waves 
drift them where they would. 

In the morning the storm had ceased; but of the ship not a single frag
ment could be seen. The sun rose up red and glowing from the water, 
and its beams brought back the hue of health to the prince's cheeks ; but 
his eyes remained dosed. The mermaid kissed his high, smooth forehead, 
and stroked back his wet hair. He seemed to her like the marble statue 
in her little garden, and she kissed him again, and wished that he might 
live. Presently they came in sight of land; she saw lofty blue mountains, 
on which the white snow rested as if a flock of swans were lying upon them. 
Near the coast were beautiful green forests, and close by stood a large 
building, whether a church or a convent she could not·tell. Orange and 
citron trees grew in the garden, and before the door stood lofty palms. 
The sea here formed a little bay, in which the water was quite still, but 
very deep; so sh<': swam with the handsome prince to the beach, which was 
covered with fine, white sand, and there she laid him in the warm sunshine, 
taking care to raise his head higher than his body. Then bells sounded in 
the large w bite building, and a number of young girls came into the garden. 
The little mermaid swam out farther frorn the shore and placed herself be
tween some high rocks that rose out of the water; then she covered her 
head and neck with the foam of the sea so that her little face might not be 
seen, and watched to see what would become of the poor prince. She did 
not wait long before she saw a young girl approach the spot where he Jay. 
She seemed frightened at first, but only for a moment; then she fetched a 
number of people, and the mermaid saw that the prince came to life again, 
and smiled upon those who stood round him. But to her he sent no smile; 
he knew not that sbe had saved him. This made her very unhappy, and 
when he was led away into the great building, she dived down sorrowfully 
into the water, and returned to her father's castle. She had always been 
silent and thoughtful, and now she was more so than ever. Her sisters 
asked her what she had seen during her first visit to the surface of the water; 
but she would tell them nothing. Many an evening and morning did she 
rise to the place where she had left the prince. She saw the fruits in the 
garden ripen till they were gathered, the snow on the tops of the mountains 
melt away; but she never saw the prince, and therefore she returned home, 
always more sorrowful than before. It was her only comfort to sit in her 
own little garden, and fling her arm round the beautiful marble statue which 
was like the prince; but she gave up tending her flowers, and they grew in 
wild confusion over the paths, twining their long leaves and stems round 
the branches of the trees, so that the whole place became dark and gloomy. 
At length she could bear it no longer, and told one of her sisters all about 
it. Then the others heard the secret, and very soon it became known to 
two mermaids whose intimate friend happened to know who the prince was. 
She had also seen the festival on boar\ll ship, and she told them where the 
prince came from, and where his palace stood. 

"Come, little sister," said the other princesses; then they entwined their 
arms and rose up in a long row to the surface of the_ water, close by the spot 
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where they knew the prince's palace stood. It was built of bright yellow 
shining stone, with long flights of marble steps, one of which reached quite 
down to the sea. Splendid gilded cupolas rose over the roof, and between 
the pillars that surrounded the whole building stood life-like statues of 
marble. Through the clear crystal of the lofty windows could be seen 
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THE PRINCE ON THE BEACH, 

noble rooms, with costly silk curtains and hangings of .apestry; while the 
walls were covered with beautiful paintings, which were a pleasure to look 
at. In the centre of the largest saloon a fountain threw its sparkling jets 
high up into the glass cupola of the ceiling, through which the sun shone 
down upon the water and upon the beautiful plants growing round the basin 
of the fountain. Now that she knew where he lived, she spent ma11y an 
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evening and many a night on the water near the palace. She would swim 
much nearer the shore than any of the others had ventured to do; indeed 
once she went quite up the narrow channel under the marble balcony, which 
threw a broad Ehadow on the water. Here she would sit and watch the 
young prince, who thought himself quite alone in the bright moonlight. 
She saw him many times of an evening sailing in a pleasant boat, with 
music playing and flags waving. She peeped out from among the green 
rushes, and if the wind caught her long silvery-white veil, those who saw it 
believed it to be a swan, spreading out its wings. On many a night, too, 
when the fishermen, with their torches, were out at sea, she heard them 
relate so many good things about the doings of the young prince, that she 
was glad she had saved his life when he had been tossed about half-dead 
on the waves. And she remembered that his head had rested on her bosom, 
and how heartily she had kissed him; but he knew nothing of all this, and 
could not even dream of her. She grew more and more fond of human 
beings, and wished more and more to be able to wander about with those 
whose world seemed to be so much larger than her own. They could fly 
over the sea in ships, and mount the high hills which were far above the 
clouds; and the lands they possessed, their woods and their fields, stretched 
far away beyond the reach of her sight. There was so much that she wished 
to know, and her sisters were unable to answer all her questions. Then she 
applied to her old grandmother, who knew all about the upper world, which 
she very rightly called the lands above the sea. 

"If human beings are not drowned," asked the little mermaid, "can they 
live for ever? do they never die as we do here in the sea?" 

"Yes," replied the old lady, "they must also die,· and their term of life 
is even shorter than ours. We sometimes live to three hundred years, but 
when we cease to exist here we only become the foam on the surface of 
the water, and we have not even a grave down here of those we love. We 
have not immortal souls, we shall never live again; but, like the green sea
weed, when once it has been cut off, we can never flourish more. Human 
beings, on the contrary, have a soul which lives for ever, lives after the body 
has been turned to dust. It rises up through the clear, pure air beyond the 
glittering stars. As we rise out of the water, and behold all the land of the 
earth, so do they rise to unknown and glorious regions which we shall 
never see." 

"Why have not we an immortal soul?" asked the little mermaid mourn
fully; "I would give gladly all the hundreds of years that I have to live, to 
be a human being only for one day, and to have the hope of knowing the 
happiness of that glorious world above the stars." 

"You must not think of that," said the old woman; "we feel ourselves 
to be much happier and much better off than human beings." 

"So I shall die," said the little mermaid, "and as the foam of the sea I 
shall be driven about never again to hear the music of the waves, or to see 
the pretty flowers nor the red sun. Is there anything I can do to win an 
immortal soul?" 

" No," said the old woman, "unless a man were to love you so much 
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that you were more to him than his father or mother; and if all his thoughts 
and all his love were fixed upon you, and the priest placed his right hand in 
yours, and he promised to be true to you here and hereafter, then his soul 
would glide into your body and you would obtain a share in the future 
happiness of mankind. He would give a soul to you and retain his own as 
well; but this can never happen. Your fish's tail, which amongst us is con
sidered so beautiful, is thought on earth to be quite ugly; they do not know 
any better, and they think it necessary to have two stout props, which they 
call legs, in order to be handsome." 

Then the little mermaid sighed, and looked sorrowfully at her fish's tail. 
"Let us be happy," said the old lady, " and dart and spring about during 
the three hundred years that we have to live, which is really quite long 
enough; after that we can rest ourselves all the better. This evening we 
are going to have a court ball." 

It was one of those splendid sights which we can never see on earth. 
The walls and the ceiling of the large ball-room were of thick, but trans
parent crystal. Many hundreds of colossal shells, some of a deep red, 
others of a grass green, stood 011 each side in rows, with blue fire in them, 
which lighted up the whole saloon, and shone through the walls, so that the 
sea was also illuminated. Innumerable fishes, great and small, swam past 
the crystal walls; on some of them the scales glowed with a purple bril
liancy, and on others they shone like silver and gold. Through the halls 
flowed a broad stream, and in it danced the mermen and the mermaids to 
the music of their own sweet singing. No one on earth has such a lovely 
voice as theirs. The little mermaid sang more sweetly than them all. The 
whole court applauded her with hands and tails; and for a moment her 
heart felt quite gay, for she knew she had the loveliest voice of any on earth 
or in the sea. But she soon thought again of the world above her, for she 
could not forget the charming prince, nor her sorrow that she had not an 
immortal soul like his; therefore she crept away silently out of her father's 
palace, and while everything within was gladness and song, she sat in her 
own little garden sorrowful and alone. Then she heard the bugle sounding 
through the water, and thought-" He is certainly sailing above, he on whom 
my wishes depend, and in whose hands I should like to place the happiness of 
my life. I will venture all for him, and to win an immortal soul; while my 
sisters are dancing in my father's palace, I will go to the sea witch, of 
whom I have always been so much afraid, but she can give me counsel and 
help." 

And then the little mermaid went out from her garden, and took the road 
to the foaming whirlpools, behind which the sorceress lived. She had never 
been that way before : neither flowers nor grass grew there; nothing but 
bare, grey, sandy ground stretched out to the whirlpool, where the water, 
like foaming mill-wheels, whirled round everything that it seized, and cast it 
into the fathomless deep. Through the midst of these crushing whirlpools the 
little mermaid was obliged to pass, to reach the dominions of the sea witch; 
and also for a long distance the only road lay right across a quantity of 
warm, bubbling mire, called by the witch her turf-moor. Beyond this stood 
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her house, in the centre of a strange forest, in which all the trees and flowers 
were polypi, half animals and half plants; they looked like serpents with a 
hundred heads growing out of the ground. The branches were long slimy 
arms, with fingers like flexible worms, moving limb after limb from the root 
to the top. All that could be reached in the sea they seized upon, and held 
fast, so that it never escaped their clutches. The little mermaid was so 
alarmed at what she saw, that she stood still, and her heart beat with fear, 
and she was very nearly turning back; but she thought of the prince, and 
of the human soul for which she longed; and het courage returned. She 
fastened her long flowing hair round her head, so that the polypi might not 
seize hold of it. She laid her hands together across her bosom, and then 
she darted forward as a fish shoots through the water, between the supple 
arms and fingers of the ugly polypi, which were stretched out on each side 
of her. She saw that each held in its grasp something it had seized with 
its numerous little arms, as if they were iron bands. The white skeletons 
of human beings who had perished at sea, and had sunk down into the 
deep waters, skeletons of land animals, oars, rudders, and chests of ships 
were lying tightly grasped by their clinging arms; even a little mermaid, 
whom they had caught and strangled; and this seemed the most shocking 
of all to the little princess. 

She now came to a space of marshy ground in the wood, where large, fat 
water-snakes were rolling in the mire, and showing their ugly, drab-coloured 
bodies. In the midst of this spot stood a house, built with the bones of 
shipwrecked human beings. There sat the sea witch, allowing a toad to eat 
from her ni.outh, just as people sometimes feed a canary with a piece of 
sugar. She called the ugly water-snakes her little chickens, and allowed 
them to crawl all over her bosom. 

" I know what you want," said the sea witch ; "it is very stupid of you, 
but you shall have your way, and it will bring you to sorrow, my pretty 
princess. You want to get rid of your fish's tail, and to have two supports 
ins.tead of it, like human beings on earth, so that the young prince may fall 
in love with you, and that you may have an immortal soul." And then the 
witch laughed so loud and disgustingly, that the toad and the snakes fell to 
the ground, and lay there ·wriggling about. "You are but just in time," said 
the witch; "for after sunrise to-morrow I should not be able to help you 
till the end of another year. I will prepare a draught for you, with which 
you must swim to land to-morrow before sunrise, and sit down on the shore 
and drink it. Your tail will then disappear, and shrink up into what man
kind call legs ; and you will feel great pain, as if a sword were passing 
through you. But all who see you will say that you are the prettiest little 
lm!nan being they ever saw. You will still have the same floating graceful
ness of movement, and no dancer will ever tread so lightly; but at every 
step you take it will feel as if you were treading upon sharp knives, and that 
the blood must flow. If you will bear all this, I will help you." 

"Yes, I will," said the little princess in a trembling voice, as she thought 
of the prince and the immortal soul. 

"But think again," said the witch; "for when oncf:: your shape has become 
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like a human being, you can no more be a mermaid. You will never return 
through the water to your sisters, or to your father's palace again ; and if 
you do not win the love of the prince, so that he is willing to forget his 
father and mother for your sake, and to love you with his whole soul, and 
allow the priests to join your hands that you may be man and wife, then 
you will never have an immortal soul. The first morning after he marries 
another your heart will break, and you will become foam on the crest of 
the waves." 

"I will do it," said the little mermaid, and she became pale as death. 
"But I must be paid also," said the witch, "and it is not a trifle that I 

ask. You have the sweetest voice of any who dwell here in the depths of 
the sea, and you believe that you will be able to charm the prince with it 
also; but this voice you must give to me; the best thing you possess will I 
have for the price of my draught. My own blood must be mixed with it, 
that it may be as sharp as a two-edged sword." 

"But if you take away my voice," said the little mermaid, "what is left 
for me?" 

" Your beautiful form, your graceful walk, and your expressive eyes ; 
surely with these you can enchain a man's heart. Well, have you lost your 
courage? Put out your little tongue, that I may cut it off as my payment; 
then you shall have the powerful draught." 

"It shall be," said the little mermaid. 
Then the witch placed her cauldron on the fire, to prepare the magic 

draught. 
"Cleanliness is a good thing," said she, scouring the vessel with snakes, 

which she had tied together in a large knot; then she pricked herself in 
the breast, and let the black blood drop into it. The steam that rose 
formed itself into such horrible shapes that no one could look at them with
out fear. Every moment the witch threw something else into the vessel, 
and when it began to boil, the sound was like the weeping of a crocodile. 
When at last the magic draught was ready, it looked like the clearest water. 

"There it is for you," said the witch. Then she cut off the mermaid's 
tongue, so that she became dumb, and would never again speak or sing. 
" If the polypi should seize hold of you as you return through the wood," 
said the witch, " throw over them a few drops of the potion, and their 
fingers will be torn into a thousand pieces." But the little mermaid had no 
occasion to do this, for the polypi sprung back in terror when they caught 
sight of the glittering draught, which shone in her hand like a twinkling 
star. 

So she passed quickly through the wood and the marsh, and between 
the rushing whirlpools. She saw that in her father's palace the torches in 
the ball-room were extinguished, and all within asleep; but she. did not 
venture to go in to them, for, now she was dumb and going to leave them 
for ever, she felt as if her heart would break. She stole into the garden, 
took a flower from the flower-beds of each of her sisters, kissed her hand a 
thousand times towards the palace, and then rose up through the dark blue 
waters. The sun had not risen when she came in sight of the prince's 
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palace, and approached the beautiful marble steps, but the moon shone 
clear and bright. Then the little mermaid drank the magic draught, and 
it seemed as if a two-edged sword went through her delicate body: she fell 
into a swoon, and lay like one dead. When the sun arose and shone over 
the sea, she recovered, and felt a sharp pain; but just before her stood the 
handsome young prince. He fixed his coal-black eyes upon her so 
earnestly that she cast down her own, and then became aware that her 
fish's tail had gone, and that she had as pretty a pair of white legs and tiny 
feet as any little maiden could have; but she had no clothes, so she 
wrapped herself in her long, thick hair. The prince asked her who she 
was, and where she came from; and she looked at him mildly and sorrow
fully with her deep blue eyes ; but she could not speak. Then he took her 
by the hand, and led her to the palace. Every step she took was as the 
witch had said it would be, she felt as if treading upon the points of needles 
or sharp knives; but she bore it willingly, and stepped as lightly by the 
prince's side as a soap bubble, so that he and 'all who saw her wondered at 
her graceful, swaying movements. She was very soon arrayed in costly 
robes of silk and muslin, and was the most beautiful creature in the palace; 
but she was dumb, and could neither speak nor sing. 

Beautiful female slaves, dressed in silk and gold, stepped forward and 
sang before the prince and his royal parents; one sang better than all the 
others, and the prince clapped his hands and smiled at her. This was a 
great sorrow to the little mermaid ; she knew how much more sweetly she 
herself could sing once, and she thought, "Oh, if he could only know that ! 
I have given away my voice for ever to be with him." 

The slaves next performed some pretty fairy-like dances, to the sound of 
beautiful music. Then the little mermaid raised her lovely white arms, 
stood on the tips of her toes, and glided over the floor, and danced as no 
one yet had been able to dance. At each moment her beauty became 
more revealed, and her expressive eyes appealed more directly to the heart 
than the songs of the slaves. Every one was enchanted, especially the 
prince, who called her his little foundling; and she danced again quite 
readily, to please him, though each time her foot touched the floor it 
seemed as if she trod on sharp knives. 

The prince said she should remain with him always, and she received 
permission to sleep at his ·door, on a velvet cushion. He had a page's 
dress made for her, that she might accompany him on horseback. They 
rode together through the sweet-scented woods, where the green boughs 
touched their shoulders, and the little birds sang among the fresh leaves. 
She climbed with the prince to the tops of high mountains ; and although 
her tender feet bled so that even her steps were marked, she only laughed, 
and followed him till they could see the clouds beneath them looking like 
a flock of birds travelling to distant lands. While at the prince's palace, 
and when all the household were asleep, she would go and sit on the broad 
marble steps, for it eased her burning feet to bathe them in the cold sea
water; and then she thought of all those below in the deep. 

Once during the night her sisters came up arm-in-arm, singing sorrowfully, 
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as they floated on the water. She beckoned to them, and then they recog
nised her, and told her how she had grieved them. After that, they came 
to the same place every night; and once she saw in the distance her old 
grandmother, who had not been to the surface of the sea for many years, 
and the old Sea King, her father, with his crown on his head. They 
stretched out their hands towards her, but they did not venture so near the 
land as her sisters did. 

As the days passed, she loved the prince more fondly, and he loved her 
as he would love a little child; but it never came into his head to make her 
his wife : yet, unless he married her, she could not receive an immortal soul ; 
and, on the morning after his marriage with another, she would dissolve 
into the foam of the sea. 

"Do you not love me the best of them all?" the eyes of the little mer
maid seemed to say, when he took her in his arms, and kissed her fair 
forehead. 

"Yes, you are dear to me," said the prince; "for you have the best heart, 
and you are the most devoted to me; and you are like a young maiden 
whom I once saw, but whom I shall never meet again. I was in a ship 
that was wrecked, and the waves cast me ashore near a holy temple, where 
several young maidens performed the service. The youngest of them found 
me on the shore, and saved my life. I saw her but twice, and she is the 
only one in the world whom I could love; but you are like her, and you have 
almost driven her image out of my mind. She belongs to the holy temple, 
and my good fortune has sent you to me instead of her, and we will never 
part." 

" Ah, he knows not that it was I who saved his life," thought the little 
mermaid. "I carried him over the sea to the wood where the temple 
stands; I sat beneath the foam, and watched till the human beings came to 
help him. I saw the pretty maiden that he loves better than he loves me;" 
and the mermaid sighed deeply, but she could not shed tears. "He says 
the maiden belongs to the holy temple, therefore she will never return to 
the world. They will meet no more; while I am by his side, and see him 
every day. I will take care of him, and love him, and give up my life for 
his sake." 

Very soon it was said that the prince must marry, and that the beautiful 
daughter of a neighbouring king would be his wife, for a fine ship was 
being fitted out. Although the prince gave out that he merely intended 
to pay a visit to the king, it was generally supposed that he really went to 
see his daughter. A great company were to go with him. The little 
mermaid smiled, and shook her head. She knew the prince's thoughts 
·better than any of the others. 

"I must travel," he had said to her; "I must see this beautiful princess: 
my parents desire it; but they will not oblige me to bring her home as my 
bride. I cannot love her; she is not like the beautiful maiden in the 
temple, whom you resemble. If I were forced to choose a bride, I would 
rather choose you, my dumb foundling, with those expressive eyes." And 
then he kissed her rosy mouth, played with her long waving hair, and 
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1aid his head on her heart, while she dreamed of human happiness and an 
immortal soul. "You are not afraid of the sea, my dumb child," said he, 
as they stood on the deck of the noble ship which was to carry them to 
the country of the neighbouring king. And then he told her of storm 
and of calm, of strange fishes in the deep beneath them, and of what the 
divers had. seen there ; and she smiled at his descriptions, for she knew 
better than any one what wonders were at the bottom of the sea. 

In the moonlight night, when all on board were asleep, excepting the 
man at the helm, who was steering, she sat on the deck, gazing down 
through the clear water. She thought she could distinguish her father's 
castle, and upon it her aged grandmother, with the silver crown on her 
head, looking through the rushing tide at the keel of the vessel. Then her 
sisters came up on the waves, and gazed at her mournfully, wringing 
their white hands. She beckoned to them, and smiled, and wanted to 
tell them how happy and well off she was; but the cabin-boy approached, 
and when her sisters dived down he thought it was only the foam of 
the sea which he saw. 

The next morning the ship sailed into the harbour of a · beautiful 
town belonging to the king whom the prince was going to visit. The 
church bells were ringing, and from the high towers sounded a flourish 
of trumpets ; and soldiers, with flying colours and glittering bayonets, 
lined the roads through which they passed. Every day was a festival; 
balls and entertainments followed one another. 

But the princess had not yet appeared. People said that she was being 
brought up and educated in a religious house, where she was learning every 
royal virtue. At last she came. Then the little mermaid, who was very 
anxious to see whether she was really beautiful, was obliged to acknowledge 
that she had never seen a more perfect vision of beauty. Her skin was 
delicately fair, and beneath her long dark eye-lashes, her laughing blue 
eyes shone with truth and purity. 

"It was you," said the prince, " who saved my life when I lay as if dead 
on the beach;" and he folded his blushing bride in his arms. " Oh, I am 
too happy," said he to the little mern1aid; "my fondest hopes are all ful
filled. You will rejoice at my happiness; for your devotion to me is great 
and sincere." 

The little mermaid kissed his hand, and felt as if her heart were already 
broken. His wedding morning would bring death to her, and she would 
change into the foam of the sea. All the, church bells rung, and the heralds 
!ode about the town proclaiming the betrothal. Perfumed oil was burning 
m costly silver lamps on every altar. The priests waved the censers, while 
the bride and bridegroom joined their hands and received the blessing of 
the bishop. The little mermaid, dressed in silk and gold, held up the 
bride's train; but her ears heard nothing of the festive music, and her eyes 
saw not the holy ceremony: she thought of the night of death which was 
coming to her, and of all she had lost in the world. On the same evening 
the )Jride and bridegroom went on board ship ; cannons were roaring, flags 
wavmg, and in the centre of the ship a costly tent of purple and gold had 
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been erected. It contained elegant couches, for the reception of the 
bridal pair during the night. The ship, with swelling sails and a favourable 
wind, glided away smoothly and lightly over the calm sea. When it grew 
dark a number of coloured lamps were lit, and the sailors danced merrily 
on the deck. The little mermaid could not help thinking of her first 
rising out of the sea, when she had seen similar festivities and joy; and 
she joined in the dance, poised herself in the air as a swallow when he 
pursues his prey, and all present cheered her with wonder. She had never 
danced so elegantly before. Her tender feet felt as if cut with sharp 
knives, but she cared not for it ; a sharper pang had pierced through her 
heart. She knew this was the last evening she should ever see the prince, 
for whom she had forsaken her kindred and her home; she had given up 
her beautiful voice, and suffered unheard-of pain daily for him, while he 
knew nothing of it. This was the last evening she would breathe the 
same air with him, or gaze on the starry sky and the deep sea ; an eternal 
night, without a thought or a dream, awaited her : she had no soul, and 
now she could never win one. All was joy and gaiety on board ship till 
long after midnight; she laughed and <lanced with the rest, while the 
thoughts of death were in her heart. The prince kissed his beautiful bride, 
while she played with his raven hair, till they went arm-in-arm to rest in the 
splendid tent. Then all became still on board the ship; the helmsman, 
alone awake, stood at the helm. The little mermaid leaned her white arms 
on the edge of the vessel, and looked towards the east for the first blush of 
morning, for that first ray of the dawn which was to be her death. She 
saw her sisters rising out of the flood: they were as pale as herself_; but 
their long beautiful hair waved no more in the wind, it had been cut off. 

"We have given our hair to the witch," said they, "to obtain help for 
you, that you may not die to-night. She has given us a knife: here it is, 
see it is very sharp. Before the sun rises you must plunge it into the heart 
of the prince; when the warm blood falls upon your feet they will grow 
together again, and form into a fish's tail, and you will be once more a 
mermaid, and return to us to live out your three hundred years before you 
die and ::hange into the salt sea foam. Haste, then; he or you must die 
before sunrise. Our old grandmother mourns so for you, that her white 
hair is falling off from sorrow, as ours fell under the witch's scissors. Kill 
the prince, and come back; hasten : do yon not see the first red streaks in 
the sky? In a few minutes the sun will rise, and you must die." And 
then they sighed deeply and mournfully, and sank down beneath the 
waves. 

The little mermaid drew back the crimson curtain of the tent, and 
beheld the fair bride with her head resting on the prince's breast. She 
be11t down and kissed his faii- brow, then looked at the sky on which the 
rosy Jawn grew brighter and brighter; then she glanced at the sharp knife, 
and again fixed her eyes on the prince, who whispered the name of his 
bride in his dreams. She was in his thoughts, and the knife trembled in 
the hand of the little mermaid : then she flung it far away from her into 
the waves; the water turned red where it fell, and the drops that spurted 
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up looked like blood. She cast one more lingering, half-fainting glance at 
the prince, and then threw herself from the ship into the sea, and thought 
her body was dissolving into foam. The sun rose above the waves, and 
his warm rays fell on the cold foam of the little mermaid, who did not 
feel as if she were dying. She saw the bright sun, and all around her 
floated hundreds of transparent beautiful beings; she could see through 
them the white sails of the ships, and the red clouds in the sky ; their 
speech was melodious, but too ethereal to be heard by mortal ears, as they 
were also unseen by mortal eyes. The little mermaid perceived that she 
had a body like theirs, and that she continued to rise higher and higher out 
of the foam. " Where am I ? " asked she, and her voice sounded ethereal, 
as the voice of those who were with her; no earthly music could imitate it 

"Among the daughters <)f the air," answered one of them. "A mermaid 
has not an immortal soul, nor can she obtain one unless she wins the love 
of a human being. On the power of another hangs her eternal destiny. 
But the daughters of the air, although they do not possess an immortal soul, 
can, by their good deeds, procure one for themselves. vVe fly to warm 
countries, and cool the sultry air that destroys mankind with the pestilence. 
We carry the perfume of the flowers to spread health and restoration. After 
we have striven for three hundred years to do all the good in our power, we 
receive an immortal soul and take part in the happiness of mankind. You, 
poor little mermaid, have tried with your whole heart to do as we are doing; 
you have suffered and endured and raised yourself to the spirit-world by 
your good deeds; and now, by striving for three hundred years in the same 
way, you may obtain an immortal soul." 

The little mermaid lifted her glorified eyes towards the sun, and felt them, 
for the first time, filling with tears. On the ship, in which she had left the 
prince, there were life and noise; she saw him and his beautiful bride search
ing for her ; sorrowfully they gazed at the pearly foam, as if they knew 
she had thrown herself into the waves. Unseen she kissed the forehead 
of th_e bride, ap.d fanned the prince, and then mounted with the other chil
dren of the air to a rosy cloud that floated through the rether. 

"After three hundred years, thus shall we float into the kingdom of 
heaven," said she. "And we may even get there sooner," whispered one of 
her companions. "Unseen we can enter the houses of men, where there 
are children, and for every day on which we find a good child, who is the 
joy of his parents and deserves their love, our time of probation is shortened. 
The child does not know, when we fly through the room, that we smile with 
joy at his good conduct, for we can count one year less of our three 
hundred years. But when we see a naughty or a wicked child, ·we shed 
tears of sorrow, and for every tear a day is .tdded to our time of trial i " 
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THE PEN AND THE INKSTAND. 

IN a poet's room, where his inkstand stood on the table, the remark was 
once made, "It is wonderful what can be brought out of an inkstand. What 
will come next? It is indeed wonderful." 

"Yes, certainly," said the inkstand to the pen, and to the other articles 
that stood on the table; "that's what I always 'say. It is wonderful and 
extraordinary what a number of things come out of me. It's quite incre
dible, and I really don't know what is coming next when that man dips his 
pen into me. One drop out of me is enough for half a page of paper, and 
what cannot half a page contain? From me, all the works of the poet are 
produced; all those imaginary characters whom people fancy they have 
known or met. All the deep feeling, the lmmour, and the vivid pictures of 
nature. I myself don't understand how it is, for I am not acquainted with 
nature, but it is certainly in me. From me have gone forth to the world 
those wonderful descriptions of troops of charming maidens, and of brave 
knights on prancing steeds; of the halt and the blind, and I know not what 
more, for I assure yon I never think of these things." 

" There you are right," said the pen, "for yon don't think at all ; if you 
did, you would see that you can only provide the means. You give the 
fluid that I may place upon the paper what dwells in me, and what I wish 
to bring to light. It is the pen that writes : no man doubts that; and, 
indeed, most people understand as much about poetry as an old ink
stand." 

"You have had very little experience," replied the inkstand. "You have 
hardly been in service a week, and are already half worn out. Do you 
imagine you are a poet? You are on! y a servant, and before you came I 
had many like you, some of the goose family, and others of English manu
facture. I know a quill pen as well as I know a steel one. I have had 
both sorts in my service, and I shall have many more when he comes-the 
man who performs the mechanical part-and writes down what he obtains 
from me. I should like to know what will be the next thing he gets out 
01 me." 



THE PEN AND THE INKSTAND. 37I 
----------------------------·-

"Inkpot ! " exclaimed the pen contemptuously. 
Late in the evening the poet came home. He had been to a concert 

and had been quite enchanted with the admirable performance of a famou~ 
violin player whom he had heard there. The performer had produced from 
his instrument a richness of tone that sometimes sounded like tinkling 

fHE POET IN HIS STUDY. 

water-drops or rolling pearls ; sometimes like the birds twittering in chorus, 
and then rising and swelling in sound like the wind through the fir-trees. 
The poet felt as if his own heart were weeping, but in tones of melody like 
the sound of a woman's voice. It seemed not only the strings, but every 
part of the instrument from which these sounds were produced. It was a 
wonderful performance and a difficult piece, and yet the bow seemed to 
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glide across the strings so easily that it was as if any one could do it who 
tried. Even the violin and the bow appeared to perform independently of 
their master who guided them; it was as if soul and spirit had been breathed 
into the instrument, so the audience forgot the performer in the beautiful 
sounds he produced. Not so the poet ; he remembered him, and named 
him, and wrote down his thoughts on the subject. "How foolish it would 
be for the violin and the bow to boast of their performance, and yet we men 
often commit that folly. The poet, the artist, the man of science in his 
laboratory, the general,-we all do it; and yet we are only the instruments 
which the Almighty uses; to Him alone the honour is due, We have 
nothing of ourselves of which we should be proud." Yes, this is what the 
poet wrote down. He wrote it in the form of a parable, and called it " The 
Master and the Instruments." 

"That is what you have got, madam," said the pen to the inkstand, when 
the two were alone again. " Did you hear him read aloud what I had 
written down?" 

"Yes, what I gave you to write," retorted the inkstand. "That was a 
cut at you because of your conceit. To think that you could not under
stand that you were being quizzed. I gave you a cut from within me. 
Surely I must know my own satire." 

" Ink-pitcher ! " cried the pen. 
"Writing-stick!" retorted the inkstand. And each of them felt satisfied 

that he had given a good answer. It is pleasing to be convinced that you 
have settled a matter by your reply; it is something to make you sleep well, 
and they both slept well upon it. But the poet did not sleep. Thoughts 
rose up within him like the tones of the violin, falling like pearls, or rushing 
like the strong wind through the forest. He understood his own heart in 
these thoughts ; they were as a ray from the mind of the Great Master of 
all minds. 

"To Him be all the honour." 



WHAT THE MOON SAW. 

INTRODUCTION. 

I AM a poor lad, and live in one of the narrowest of lanes; but I have 
plenty of light : my room is high up in the house, and there is a good pros
pect over the roofs of the opposite houses. During the first few days I 
lived in the town, I felt very lonely and low-spirited. Instead of the forest 
and the green hills of the country, I had nothing but black chimney-pots 
on the horizon of my view. And then I had not a single friend, nor one 
familiar face to greet me. 

One evening, as I stood at the window, feeling very sorrowful, I opened 
it, and looked out. Oh, what joy filled my heart ! I saw a well-known 
face, the round, friendly countenance of my best friend from home,-the 
face of the moon ! The dear old moon was quite unchanged, and looked 
as she used to do when she peered down upon me through the willow-trees 
on the moor. I kissed my hand to her over and over again, as her light 
shone far into my room ; and then she promised me that every evening, 
when she came out, she would look in upon me for a few moments. This 
promise she has faithfully kept. It is a pity she can only stay such a short 
time when she comes ; yet on each visit she relates to me one thing or 
another that she has seen on the previous night, or on that same evening. 
"Just paint the scenes I describe to you," said she, "and you will soon 
possess a very pretty picture book." I have obeyed her injunction, and 
written what she told me on several evenings. I could make up another 
"Thousand and One Nights" stories in pictures. The number would have 
br.en too great, but that the moon did not come to me every night; some
times a cloud hid her face from me. 

THE LITTLE GIRL AND THE CHICKENS. 

"I was looking down, yesterday," said the moon, "on a small court-yard, 
sheltered on all sides by houses. There I saw a clucking hen with eleven 
chickens running about the yard, and a pretty little girl springing and 
jumping after them. The hen clucked, and spread her wings in terror over 
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her little brood. Then the child's father came out and scolded her, and I 
glided away, and thought no more of the matter. But this evening, only a 
few minutes ago, I looked again into the court-yard. Everything was quiet. 
But presently the little girl came out again, stepped lightly across to the 
hen-house, pushed back the bolt, and slipped in among the hens and 
chickens. They cried out loudly, and came fluttering down from their 
perches, as the little one ran after them; I saw it all plainly through a hole 
in the wall. I was angry with the naughty child, and felt quite glad when 
her father came and scolded her more severely than he did yesterday, as he 
held her fast by the arm; she hung down her head, and her blue eyes were 
full of large tears. 'What are you doing here ? ' he asked. 

" She wept, and said, ' I wanted to kiss the hen, and beg her pardon 
for frightening her yesterday, but I did not like to tell you so.' Then the 
father kissed the innocent child's forehead, and I kissed her on the mouth 
and eyes." 

THE BABY AND THE STORK. 
"By the path through the woodland," said the moon, '; there arc two 

small farmhouses. They have low doors; some of the windows are high, and 
others close to the ground. Mulberry bushes and the whitethorn grow 
around them. The roof of each house is overgrown with moss, yellow 
flowers, and lichen. The only plants that grow in the gardens are cabbages 
and potatoes; but near the hedge stands a large willow-tree, and under it sat 
a little girl, with her eyes fixed upon an old oak between the two houses. It 
was only an old withered trunk, which had been sawn off at the top, and on 
it a stork had built his nest. He stood in it, snapping with his beak. A 
little boy came and stood by the girl's side ; they were brother and sister. 
' What are you looking at? ' he asl{ed. 

'"I'm watching the stork,' she replied. 'Our neighbours told me that he 
would bring us a little brother or sister to-day; let us stay and see it 
come.' 

"' The stork will not bring any such thing,' said the boy. ' Our neigh
bour told me the same story: she laughed when she said it; so I asked her 
if she could say, "upon my honour," and she could not; so I know by 
that that the tale about the stork is not true, and they only say it to 
us children for fun.' 

'" But where do the babies come from, then? ' asked the girl. 
"' Why an angel from heaven brings them under his cloak; but no one 

can see him, and that's why we never know when he brings them.' 
"At that moment there was a rustling in the branches of the willow-tree, 

and the children folded their hands and looked at each other. It must cer•• 
tainly be the angel coming with the baby. They took each other's hand; 
and at that moment the door of one of the houses opened, and a neighbour 
appeared. 'Come in, you two,' she said, 'and see what the stork ha.~ 
brought; it is a little brother.' 

"Then the children nodded gravely at each other; they knew already 
that the baby was come.'' 
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THE NEW FROCK. 
This is another of the moon's pictures. 
"I have seen the young cadet, who has just been made an officer, put on 

his new uniform for the first time. I have seen a young bride in her wed
ding dress, and the young princess girl-wife look happy in her gorgeous 
robes; but never have I seen such perfect delight as that of a little girl, 
whom I saw dressed this evening in a new frock. The dress was blue, and 
she had a hat trimmed with pink. There was a great calling out for a 
candle; for my rays shining in through the windows of the room were not 
bright enough for the occasion, and further light was necessary. There stood 
the little maid, stiff and upright as a doll, her arms stretched out painfully 
straight from the stiffness of the dress, and her fingers apart; and what hap
piness beamed from her eyes, and from her whole countenance! 'To
morrow you shall go out in your new clothes,' said her mother ; and the 
little one looked up at her hat and down at her frock, and said, with a 
bright smile, 'Mother, what will the little dogs think, when they see me in all 
these beautiful new things?'" 

THE NAUGHTY BROTHERS. 
" I saw a little girl," said the moon, "who was weeping over the wicked

ness of the world. She had been presented with a most beautiful doll as 
a present. It certainly was a very pretty doll, so fair and delicate, and not 
made to bear the rough usage of the world. But the brothers of this little 
girl, those great, naughty boys, had set the doll up high in the branches of 
a tree, and had run away. The little girl could not reach up to the doll to 
help her down, and that is why she was crying. The doll seemed to be 
crying too, for she stretched out her arms among the green branches, and 
looked quite mournful. Yes, these were some of the troubles of life which 
the little girl had often heard of. Alas, poor dolly ! it was already be
ginning to grow dark, and what would become of her when the night came 
on? Was she to be left sitting there alone on the bough aII night? No, 
the little maiden could not allow such a thing. ' I '11 stay with you,' she 
said, though she did not feel quite comfortable at the thought. She 
almost fancied she saw a lot of little ugly fairies, with their high-crowned 
hats, sitting among the bushes ; and farther back, in the long walk, there 
seemed to be music and dancing. Then they came nearer, and stretched 
out their hands towards the tree on which the doU sat, and pointed at her 
,vith their fingers, and laughed and made fun of her. Oh, how frightened 
the little girl felt ! and then she said to herself, ' I needn't be afraid; no 
one can do me any harm if I have not been naughty. I wonder if I have 
done anything wrong; ' and then she remembered, ' Oh, yes, I laughed at 
the poor duck who had a piece of red rag on her leg, because she limped 
along so funnily; I could not help laughing, but it's naughty to laugh at 
animals, and make fun of them.' Then she looked up at the doll, and 
said, ' Did you laugh at the duck too ? ' and it seemed as if the doll shook 
her head." 
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THE BEAR WHO PLAYED AT SOLDIERS. 
" In the inn parlour of a little provincial town," said the moon, "sat a 

man who was travelling about with a bear. He was eating his supper. 
The bear was tied up outside against the palings. Poor Bruin! he would 

! do no one any harm, though he looked grim enough. Up in the garret 
three little children were playing together by the light of my rays : the 
eldest might be six years old, the youngest not more than two. 'Stump, 
stump;' somebody was coming upstairs; who could it be? The door 
flew open; it was Bruin-great shaggy Bruin. He had got tired of wait
ing outside in the court, and had found his way to the stairs. I saw it all," 
said the moon. 

" The children were very much frightened at the great shaggy beast ; 
each of them crept into a corner, but he found them all out and smelt 
them; but he did not hurt them. 'This must be a great dog,' they said, 
and began to stroke him. When he laid himself down on the ground, the 
youngest boy climbed on his back, hid his head, with its golden curls, in 
the beast's shaggy fur, and played at hide-and-seek. Presently the eldest 
boy took his drum, and began to beat upon it till it rattled again. Then 
the bear rose up on his hind legs and began to dance. Oh, it was most 
charming to see. After that each boy took his gun, and gave the bear one 
also, which he held quite properly; this was indeed a splendid playfellow 
that they had found. Then they began to march, ' One, two. One, two.' 
Suddenly some one came to the door. It was the mother of the children. 
You should have seen her as she stood in dumb terror, with a face as white 
as chalk, her mouth half open, and her eyes fixed in a horrified stare. The 
youngest boy nodded to her joyfully, and said, 'See, we are playing at 
soldiers.' Then the bear's master came running up." 

THE LITTLE CHIMNEY-SWEEP. 

"Yesterday, in the morning twilight," said the moon, "no chimneys were 
smoking in the great city; yet it was at the chimneys that I was looking. 
Suddenly, from one of them a little head popped out, and then half the 
body, the arms resting on the rim of the chimney-pot. 'Sw-ee-p, sw-ee-p,' 
cried a voice. It was a little .chimney-sweeper, who for the first time in his 
life had climbed a chimney, and put his head out at the top. 'Sw-ee-p, 
sw-ee-p ! ' Yes, this was quite another thing than creeping through a dark, 
narrow chimney. The air blew so fresh, and he could look over the whole 
city to the green wood. }ust then the sun rose round and large, and shone 
full in his face, which beamed with pleasure, though it was very handsomely 
smeared with black soot. ' Now I can see the whole world,' cried he. 
'The moon sees me, and the sun. Sw-ee-p, sw-ee-p,' cried he, flourishing 
his broom in triumph." 

BREAD AND BUTTER. 
" I love children," said the moon, "especially the very little ones; they 

are so droll. Many times I peep into the room between the curtain and 
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the window-frame, when they are not thinking of me. It gives me pleasure 
to see them dress and undress. First, a little white round shoulder comes 
creeping out of the frock, then an arm; or a stocking is drawn off, and a 
plump little white leg appears, and a little foot fit to be kissed, and I kiss it 
too. But about what I was going to tell you. This evening I looked 
through a window before which no curtain was drawn, for no one lives 
opposite. I saw a whole troop of little ones, all of one family : among 
them was a little sis.ter only four years old, who had been taught to say' Our 
Father,' as well as the rest. The mother sits by her bedside everynight to 
hear her say her prayers; and after she has said them she gives her a kiss, 
and stays by her till she is asleep, which is generally as soon as ever her 
eyes are closed. This evening the two elder children were rather inclined 
for play. One of them hopped about the room on one leg, and the other 
stood on a chair, surrounded by the clothes of all the other children, and 
said he was a living statue. The third and fourth were placing the clean 
linen from the wash in the drawers, which is a thing that must be done; 
and the mother sat by the bed of the youngest, and desired the others to be 
quiet, as their little sister was going to say her prayers. I looked in over the 
lamp on to the little maiden's bed, where she Jay under the white quilt, her 
little hands folded, and her face quite grave and serious. Then she re
peated the Lord's Prayer aloud. 'What is it you say to yourself?' asked 
her mother, when she got into the middle of the prayer. 'When you say, 
"give us this day our daily bread," you always add something which I can
not understand; you must tell me what it is.' The little one lay silent, and 
looked at her mother rather confused. ' \Vhat is it you say after, "Give us 
our daily bread,"-tell me.' 'Don't be angry, dear mother,' said the child; 
'I only say, "and plenty ef btttter on it I" " 

THE MOTHER OF THE ROTHSCHILDS. 

"I will now give you a picture from Frankfort," said the moon. "I 
noticed one building there especially. It was not the house in which 
Goethe was born, nor the old council chamber, through the grated windows 
of which there peers forth the horns of the oxen which were roasted and 
distributed among the people at the crowning of an emperor. No : this 
was a private house, plain in appearance, and painted green. It stood near 
the old Jews' quarter, and it was Rothschild's house. I looked through the 
open door. The staircase was brilliantly lighted servants bearing wax 
tapers in heavy silver candlesticks stood by, and bowed low before an old 
woman, who was being brought downstairs in a litter. The master of the house 
stood bareheaded, and respectfully kissed the old woman's hand : she was 
his mother. She nodded in a friendly way to him, and to the servants ; 
and then they carried her through a narrow, dark street into a small house, 
which was her dwelling. Here her children had been born, and from this 
house they had gone forth to fortune. If she deserted the despised street, 
and the little forsaken house, then fortune would also desert her family : 
such was her firm belie[" 
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The moon told me no more, her visit this evening was too short ; but I 
continued to think of the old woman in a narrow, despised street. Only 
one word, and a noble house would have been raised for her on the banks 
of the Thames; only one word, and a villa would have stood for her on the 
bay of Naples. "If I deserted the lonely house, whei"e the fortunes of my 
sons first began to flourish, fortune would desert them.'' It was a super
stition, but of such a sort that he who knows the story, and sees this picture, 
needs only two words to make him understand it; and those two words are 
"A mother." 

THE CLOWN AND THE COLUMBINE. 
"I knew a clown once," said the moon, ,: whom the public applauded 

uproariously the moment he appeared. His movements were so comic that 
they threw the house into fits of laughter; and yet his acting had little 
art in it; it was all natural. His ordinary appearance was so grotesque that 
when quite a little boy, he was called Punch by his playfellows. Nature had 
intended him for it, as it seemed, for he had a hump on his back1 and 
another on his chest ; but hi.s inner man, his mind, had no deformity. No 
one could surpass him in deep feeling or ready wit. The theatre was his 
ideal world. If he had possessed a slender, well-shaped figure, he might 
have been the first tragedian on any stage. His soul was full of the great 
and the heroic, and yet he had become a Punchinello. His serious and 
melancholy feelings increased the comic dryness of his strongly marked 
features, and excited the laughter of the audience, who overwhelmed their 
favourite with applause. The lovely columbine was indeed always kind to 
him, but she preferred to marry the harlequin. It would have been ridicu
lous for such beauty and such ugliness to be mated together. When 
Punchinello was in bad spirits, she was the only one who could force him 
to laugh heartily, or even bring a smile. At first she would be melancholy 
with him, then she would be quiet, and at last cheerful and happy. 'I 
know very well what is the matter with you,' she said ; 'you are in love.' 
He could not help laughing then. 'I in love : • he cried; 'that would look 
absurd. How the public would shout ! ' 'Certainly you are in love,' she 
went on, and added, with a comic smile, 'and I am the person you are in 
love with.' You see, such things can be said when it is quite out of the 
question to think they are true. But Punchinello burst out laughing, gave 
a leap in the air, and seemed to forget his melancholy. And yet she had 
but spoken the truth. He did love her-loved her to adoration, as he loved 
everything that was great and lofty in art. At her wedding, he was the 
merriest among the guests; but in the still night he wept, and if the public had 
seen his poor distorted face then, they would have applauded rapturously. 

"A few days ago, columbine died. On the day of the funeral, harlequin 
was not required to appear on the boards; for he was a disconsolate 
widower. The manager had to choose a lively piece, that the public might 
not too painfully miss the pretty columbine and the clever harlequin. 
Therefore Punchinello had to be more boisterous and extravagant than 
ever; and he danced and capered, while despair was in his beart. The 
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audience roared, and shouted, 'Bravo, bravissimo ! ' and Punchinello was 
actually called to appear before the curtain. He was pronounced inimitable. 
But at night the ugly little fellow went out of the town quite alone to the 
deserted churchyard. The wreath of flowers on columbine's grave was 
already faded. He seated himself on the grave. As he sat there in his 
clown's dress, with his chin resting on his hands, and his eyes turned up 
towards me, he was a study for a painter. He looked like a grotesque 
monument, a Punch on a grave, singular and whimsical. If the people could 
have seen their ficvourite then, they would have cried, as usual, 'Bravo, 
Punchinello ! bravo, bravissimo I '" 

WHAT THE OLD MAN DOES IS ALWAYS 
RIGHT. 

I WILL tell you a story that was told me when I was a little boy. Every 
time I thought of this story, it seemed to me more and more charming; for 
it is with stories as it is with many people-they become better as they grow 
older. 

I have no doubt that you have been in the country, and seen a very old 
farmhouse, with a thatched roof, and mosses and small plants growing wild 
upon it. There is a stork's nest on the ridge of the gable, for we cannot do 
without the stork. The walls of the house are sloping, and the windows 
are low, and only one of the latter is made to open. The baking-oven 
sticks out of the wall like a great knob. An elder-tree hangs over the 
palings; and beneath its branches, at the foot of the paling, is a pool of 
water, in which a few ducks are disporting themselves. There is a yard
dog too, who barks at all comers. Just such a farmhouse as this stood in 
a country lane; and in it dwelt an old couple, a peasant and his wife. 
Small as their possessions were, they had one article they could not do 
without, and that was a horse, which contrived to live upon the gras. which 
it found by the side of the high-road. The old peasant rode into the town 
upon this horse, and his neighbours often borrowed it of him, and paid for 
the loan of it by rendering some service to the old couple. After a time 
they thought it would be as well to sell the horse, or exchange it for 
something which might be more useful to them. But what might this 
something be ? 

"You '11 know best, old man," said the wife. " It is fair-day to-day; so 
ride into town, and get rid of the horse for money, or make a good 
exchange; whichever you do will be right to me, so ride to the fair." 

And she fastened his neckerchief for him; for she could do that better 
than he could, and she could also tie it very prettily in a double bow. She 
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also smoothed his hat round and round with the palm of her hand, and 
gave him a kiss. Then he rode away upon the horse that was to be sold or 
bartered for something else. Yes, the old man knew what he was about. 
The sun shone with great heat, and not a cloud was to be seen in the sky. 
The road was very dusty ; for a number of people, all going to the fair, 
were driving, riding, or walking upon it. There was no shelter anywhere 
from the hot sunshine. Among the rest, a man came trudging along, and 
driving a cow to the fair. The cow was as beautiful a creature as any cow 
could be. 

"She gives good milk, I am certain," said the peasant to himself. "That 
would be a very good exchange : the cow for the horse. Hallo there ! you 
with the cow," he said. "I tell you what; I dare say a horse is of more 
value than a cow; but I don't care for that,-a cow will be more useful to 
me; so, if you like, we '11 exchange." 

"To be sure I will," said the man. 
Accordingly the exchange was made; and as the matter was settled, the 

peasant might have turned back; for he had done the business he came to 
do. But, having made up his mind to go to the fair, he determined to do 
so, if only to have a look at· it; so on he went to the town with his cow. 
Leading the animal, he strode on sturdily, and, after a short time, overtook 
a man who was driving a sheep. It was a good fat sheep, with a fine fleece 
on its back. 

"I should like to have that fellow," said the peasant to himself. "There 
is plenty of grass for him by our palings, and in the winter we could keep 
him in the room with us. Perhaps it would be more profitable to have a 
sheep than a cow. Shall I exchange ? " 

The man with the sheep was quite ready, and the bargain was quickly 
made. And then our peasant continued his way on the high-road with his 
sheep. Soon after this, he overtook another man, who had come into the 
road from a field, and was carrying a large goose under his arm. 

"What a heavy creature you have there ! " said the peasant ; "it has 
plenty of feathers and plenty of fat, and would look well tied to a string, 
or paddling in the water at our place. That would be very useful to my old 
woman ; she could make all sorts of profit out of it. How often she has 
said, 'If now we only had a g-:>ose ! ' Now here is an opportunity, and, if 
possible, I will get it for her. Shall we exchange? I wm give you my 
sheep for your goose, and thanks into the bargain." 

The other had not the least objection, and accordingly the exchange was 
made, and our peasant became possessor of the goose. By this time he 
had arrived very near the town. The crowd on the high-road had been 
gradually increasing, and there was quite a rush of men and cattle. The 
cattle walked on the path and by the palings, and at the turnpike-gate they 
even walked into the toll-keeper's potato-field, where one fowl was strutting 
about with a string tied to its leg, for fear it should take fright at the crowd, 
and run away and get lost. The tail-feathers of this fowl were very short, 
and it winked with both its eyes, and looked very cunning, as it said, 
" Cluck, cluck." What were the thoughts of the fowl as it said this I cannot 
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tell you; but directly our good man saw it, he thought, "Why that's the 
:finest fowl I ever saw in my life; it's finer than our parson's brood hen, 
upon my word. I should like to have that fowl. Fowls can always pick 
up a few grains that lie about, and almost keep themselves. I think it 
would be a good exchange if I could get it for my goose. Shall we 
exchange ? " he asked the toll-keeper. 

"Exchange," repeated the man; "well, it would not be a bad thing.'1 

And so they made an exchange,-the toll-keeper at the turnpike-gate 
kept the goose, and.,,,the peasant carried off the fowl. Now he really had 
done a great deal of business on his way to the fair, and he was hot and 
tired. He wanted something to eat, and a glass of ale to refresh himself; 
so he turned his steps to an inn. He was just about to enter when the 
ostler came out, and they met at the door. The ostler was carrying a sack. 
"What have you in that sack?" asked the peasant. 

"Rotten apples," answered the ostler; "a whole sackful of them. They 
will do to feed the pigs with." 

"Why that will be terrible waste," he replied; "I should like to take them 
home to my old woman. Last year the old apple-tree by the grass-plot only 
bore one apple, and .we kept it in the cupboard till it was quite withered 
and rotten. It was always property, my old woman said; and here she 
would see a great deal of property-a whole sackful : I should like to show 
them to her.'' 

" What will you give me for the sackful ? " asked the ostler. 
"What will I give? Well, I will give you my fowl in exchange." 
So he gave up the fowl, and received the apples, which he carried into 

the inn parlour. He leaned the sack carefully against the stove, and then 
went to the table. But the stove was hot, and he had not thought of that. 
Many guests were present-horse dealers, cattle drovers, and two English
men. The Englishmen were so rich that their pockets quite bulged out 
and seemed ready to burst; and they could bet too, as you shall hear. 
"Hiss-s-s, hiss-s-s." What could that be by the stove? The apples 
were beginning to roast. "What is that?" asked one. 

"Why, do you know "--said our peasant. And then he told them the 
whole story of the horse, which he had exchanged for a cow, and all the 
rest of it, down to the apples. 

"Well, your old woman will give it you well when you get home,' said one 
of the Englishmen. " Won't there be a noise?" 

"Whaf ! Give me what?" said the peasant. "Why, she will kiss me, 
and say, 'what the old man does is always right.' " 

"Let us lay a wager on it," said the Englishman. "We '11 wager you a 
ton of coined gold, a hundred pounds to the hundred weight." 

"No; a bushel will be enough," replied the peasant. "I can only_ set 
a bushel of apples against it, and I '11 throw myself and my old woman mto 
the bargain; that will pile up the measure, I fancy.'' 

" Done ! taken ! " and so the bet was made. 
Then the landlord's coach came to the door, and the two Englishmen and 

the peasant got in, and away they drove, and soon arrived and stopped at 
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the peasant's hut. "Good evening, old woman." "Good evening, old 
man." "I've made the exchange." 

"Ah, well, you understand what you 're about," said the woman. Then 
she embraced him, and paid no attention to the strangers, nor did she notice 
the sack 

"I got a cow in exchange for the horse." . 
"Thank Heaven," said she. "Now we shall have plenty of milk, and 

butter, and cheese on the table. That was a capital exchange." 
"Yes, but I changed the cow for a sheep." 
"Ah, better still! " cried the wife. "You always think of everything; 

we have just enough pasture for a sheep. Ewe's milk and cheese, woollen 
jackets and stockings ! The cow could not give all these, and her hairs 
only fall off. How you think of everything ! " 

"But I changed away the sheep for a goose." 
"Then we shall have roast goose to eat this year. You dear old man, 

you are always thinking of something to please me. This is delightful. 
We can let the goose walk about with a string tied to her leg, so she will be 
fatter still before we roast her." 

"But I gave away the goose for a fowl." 
"A fowl ! Well, that was a good exchange," replied the woman. "The 

fowl will lay eggs and hatch them, and we shall have chickens ; we shall 
soon have a poultry-yard. Oh, this is just what I was wishing for." 

"Yes, but I exchanged the fowl for a sack of shrivelled apples." 
"What ! I must really give you a kiss for that ! " exclaimed the wife. 

"My dear, good husband, now I '11 tell you something. Do you know, 
almost as soon as you left me this morning, I began thinking of what I could 
give you nice for supper this evening, and then I thought of fried eggs and 
bacon, with sweet herbs; I had eggs and bacon, but I wanted the herbs ; 
so I went over to the schoolmaster's: I knew they had plenty of herbs, but 
the schoolmistress is very mean, although she can smile so sweetly. I 
begged her to lend me a handful of herbs. 'Lend ! ' she exclaimed, ' I 
have nothing to lend; nothing at all grows in our garden, not. even a 
shrivelled apple; I could not even lend you a shrivelled apple, my dear 
woman.' But now I can lend her ten or a whole sackful, which I 'm very 
glad of; it makes me laugh to think about it;" and then she gave him a 
hearty kiss. 

"Well, I like all this," said both the Englishmen; ,c always going down 
the hill, and yet always merry; it 's worth the money to see it." So they 
paid a hundredweight of gold to the peasant, who, whatever he did, was 
not scolded but kissed. 

Yes, it always pays best when the wife sees and maintains that her hus
band knows best, and that whatever he does is right. 

This is a story which I heard when I was a child ; and now you have 
heard it too, and know that "What the old man does is always right." 



A ROSE FROM HOMER'S GRAVE. 

ALL the songs of the east speak of the love of the nightingale for the 
rose in the silent starlight night. The winged songster serenades the fra
grant flowers. 

Not far from Smyrna, where the merchant drives his loaded camels, 
proudly arching their long necks as they journey beneath the lofty pines 
over holy ground, I saw a hedge of roses. The turtle-dove flew among the 
branches of the tall trees, and as the sunbeams fell upon her wings, they 
glistened as if they were mother-of-pearl. On the rose-bush grew a flower, 
more beautiful than them all, and to her the nightingale sung of his woes; 
but the rose remained silent, not even a dewdrop lay like a tear of sympathy 
on her leaves. At last she bowed her head over a heap of stones, and said, 
" Here rests the greatest singer in the world; over his tomb will I spread 
my fragrance, and on it I will let my leaves fall when the storm scatters 
them. He who sung of Troy became earth, and from that earth I have 
sprung. I, a rose from the grave of Homer, am too lofty to bloom for a 
nightinga!e." Then the nightingale sung himself to death. A camel-driver 
came by, with his loaded camels and his black slaves; his little son found the 
dead bird, and buried the lovely songster in the grave of the great Homer, 
while the rose trembled in the wind. 

The evening came, and the rose wrapped her leaves more closely around 
her, and dreamed : and this was her dream. 

It was a fair sunshiny day; a · crowd of strangers drew near who had un
dertaken a pilgrimage to the grave of Homer. Among the strangers was a 
minstrel from the north, the home of the clouds and the brilliant lights of 
the aurora borealis. He plucked the rose and placed it in a book, and car
ried it away into a distant part of the world, his fatherland. The rose faded 
with grief, and lay between the leaves of the book, which he opened in his 
own home, saying, " Here is a rose from the grave of Homer." 

Then the flower awoke from her dream, and trembled in the wind. A 
drop of dew fell from the leaves upon the singer's grave. The sun rose, and 
the flower bloomed more beautiful than ever. The day was hot, and she 
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was still in her own warm Asia. Then footsteps approached ; strangers, 
such as the rose had seen in her dream, came by, and among them was a 
poet from the north ; he plucked the rose, pressed a kiss upon her fresh 
mouth, and canied her away to the home of the clouds and the northern 
lights. Like a mummy, the flower now rests in his " Iliad," and, as in her 
dream, she hears him say, as he opens the book, "Here is a rose from the 
grave of Homer." 



THE GARDEN 

OF PARADISE. 

fHERE was once a king's son who 
had a larger and more beautiful col
lection of books than any one else in 
the world, all full of splendid copper
plate engravings. He could read and 
obtain information respecting every 
people of every land ; but not a word 
could he :find to explain the situation 
of the garden of paradise, and this 
was just what he most wished to know. 
His grandmother had told him when 
he was quite a little boy, just old 

enough to go to school, that each flower in the garden of paradise 
was a sweet cake, that the pistils. were full of rich wine, that on one 
flower history was written, on another geography or tables; so those who 
wished to learn their lessons had only to eat some of the cakes, and the 
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more they ate, the more history, geography, or tables they knew. Ee 
believed it all then; but as he grew older, and learnt more and more, he 
became wise enough to uncl1;rstand. that the splendour of the garden of 
paradise must be very different to all this. "Oh, why did Eve pluck the 
fruit from the tree of knowledge? why did Adam eat the forbidden fruit?" 
thought the king's son: "if I had been there it would never have happened, 
and there would have been no sin in the world.", The garden of paradise 
occupied all his thoughts till he reached his seventeenth year. 

One day he was walking alone in the wood, which was his greatest 
pleasure, when evening came on. The clouds gathered, and the rain poured 
down as if the sky had been a waterspout ; and it was as dark as the bot
tom of a well at midnight; sometimes he slipped over the smooth grass, or 
fell over stones that projected out of the rocky ground. Everything was 
dripping with moisture, and the poor prince had not a dry thread about him. 
He was obliged at last to climb over great blocks of stone, with water spirt
ing from the thick moss. He began to feel quite faint, when he heanl 
a most singular rushing noise, and saw before him a large cave, from which 
came a blaze of light. In the middle of the cave an immense fire was burn
ing, and a noble stag, with its branching horns, was placed on a spit 
between the trunks of two pine-trees. It was turning slowly before the 
fire, and an elderly woman, as large and strong as if she had been a man in 
disguise, sat by, throwing one piece of wood after another into the 
flames. 

" Come in," she said to the prince; " sit down by the fire, and dry your• 
sel£" 

" There is a great draught here," said the prince, as he seated himself on 
the ground. 

" It will be worse when my sons come home," replied the woman; "you 
are now in the cavern of the Winds, and my sons are the four Winds of 
heaven : can you understand that? " 

"Where are your sons?" asked the prince. 
"It is difficult to answer stupid questions," said the woman. "My sons 

have plenty of business on hand; they are playing at shuttlecock with the 
clouds up yonder in the king's hall," and she pointed upwards. 

" Oh, indeed," said the prince; "but you speak more roughly and harshly 
and are not so gentle as the woman I am used to." 

"Yes, that is because they have nothing else to do; but I am obliged to 
be harsh; to keep my boys in order, and I can do it, although they are 
headstrong. Do you see those four sacks hanging on the wall? Well, they 
are just as much afraid of those sacks, as you used to be of the rat behind 
the looking-glass. I can bend the boys together, and put them in the sacks 
without any resistance on their parts, I can tell you. There they stay, and 
dare not attempt to come out until I allow them to do so. And here comes 
one of them." 

It was the North Wind who came in, and bringing with him a cold, 
piercing blast; large hailstones rattled on the floor, and snow-flakes were 
scattered around in all directions. He wore a bearskin dress and cloak. 
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His sealskir_i oap was drawn over his ears, long icicles hung from his beard, 
and one hailstone after another rolled from the collar of his jacket. 

"Don't go too near the fire," said the prince, "or your hands and face will 
be frost-bitten." 

"Frost-bitten ! " said the North Wind, with a loud laugh; "why frost is 
my greatest delight. What sort of a little snip are you, and how did you 
find your way to the cavern of the Winds?" 

"He is my guest,>:.- said the old woman, "and if you are not satisfied 
with that expianation you can go into the sack. Do you understand 
me?" 

That settled the matter. So the North Wind began to relate his ad
ventures, whence he came, and where he had been for a whole month. 
"I come from the polar seas," he said; "I have been on the Bear's 
Island with the Russian walrus-hunters. I sat and slept at the helm of their 
ship, as they sailed away from North Cape. Sometimes when I woke, the 
storm-birds would fly about my legs. They are curious birds; they give 
one flap with their wings, and then on their outstretched pinions soar far 
away." 

"Don't make such a long story of it," said the mother of the Winds; 
"what sort of a place is Bear's Island?" 

"A very beautiful place, with a floor for dancing as smooth and flat as a plate. 
Half-melted snow, partly covered with moss, sharp stones, and skeletons of 
walruses and polar bears, lie all about, their gigantic limbs in a state of green 
decay. It would seem as if the sun never shone there. I blew gently, to 
clear away the mist, and then I saw a little hut, which had been built from 
the wood a wreck, and was covered with the skins of the walrus, the fleshy 
side outwards; it looked green and red, and on the roof sat a growling bear. 
Then· I went to the sea shore, to look after the birds' nests, and saw the un
fledged nestlings opening their mouths and screaming for food. I blew into 
the thousand little throats, and quickly stopped their screaming. Farther 
on were the walruses with pigs' heads, and teeth a yard long, rolling about 
like great worms." 

"You relate your adventures very well, my son," said the mother, "it 
makes my mouth water to hear you." 

"After that," continued the North Wind, "the hunting commenced. The 
harpoon was flung into the breast of the walrus, so that a smoking stream of 
blood spirted forth like a fountain, and besprinkled the ice. Then I thought 
of my own game ; I began to blow, and set my own ships, the great ice
bergs sailing, so that they might crush the boats. Oh, how the sailors 
howled and cried out! but I howled louder than they. They were obliged 
to unload their cargo, and throw their chests and the dead walruses on 
the ice. Then I sprinkled snow over them, and left them in their crushed 
boats to drift southward, and to taste salt water. They will never return 
to Bear's Island." 

"So you have done mischief," said the mother of the Winds. 
"I shall leave others to tell the good I have done," he replied. "But 

here comes my brother from the West; I like him best of all, for he has 
25 -)',-
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the smell of the sea about him, and brings in the cold, fresh air as he 
enters." 

" Is that the little Zephyr?" asked the prince. 
"Yes, it is the Zephyr," said the old woman; "but he is not little now. 

In years gone by he was a beautiful boy; now that is all past." 
He came in, looking like .a wild man, and he wore a slouched hat to 

protect his head from injury, In his hand he carried a club, cut from a 
mahogany tree in the American forests ; not a trifle to carry. 

"Whence do you come?" asked the mother. 
"I come from the wilds of thB forests, where the thorny brambles form 

thick hedges between the trees; where the water-snake lies in the wet grass, 
and mankind seems to be unknown." 

" What were you doing th.ere ? •~ 
"I looked into the deep river,. and saw it rushing down from the rocks. 

The water-drops mounted to the clouds and glittered in the rainbow. I saw 
the wild buffalo swimming in the river, but the strong tide carried him away 
amidst a flock of wild ducks, which flew into the air as the waters dashed 
onwards, leaving the buffalo to be hurled over the waterfall. This pleased 
me; so I raised a storm, which rooted up old trees, and sent them floating 
down the river." 

"And what else have you done ? " asked the old woman. 
"I have rushed wildly across the savannahs; I have stroked the wild 

horses, and shaken the cocoa-nuts from the trees. Yes, I have many 
stories to relate; but I need not tell everything I know. You know it all 
very well, don't you, old lady?" And he kissed his mother '.so roughly, 
that she nearly fell backwards. Oh, he was, indeed a wild fellow. 

Now in came the South Wind, with a turban and a flowing° Bedouin 
cloak. 

"How cold it is here!" said he, throwing more wood on the fire. "It 
is easy to feel that the North Wind has arrived here before me." 

"Why, it is hot enough here to roast a bear," said the North Wind. 
"Your are a bear yourself," said the other. 
" Do you want to be put in the sack, both of you?" said the old woman. 

"Eiit down, now, on that stone yonder, and tell me where you have 
been.?" 

" In Africa, mother. I went out with the Hottentots, who were hunt
ing in the Kaffir land, where the plains are covered with grass the colour 
of a green olive ; and here I ran races with the ostrich, but I soon out
stripped him in swiftness. At last I came to the desert, in which lie the 
golden sands, looking like the bottom of the sea. Here I met a caravan, 
and the travellers had just killed their last camel, to obtain water; there 
was very little for them, and they continued their painful journey beneath 
the burning sun, and over the hot sands, which stretched before them a 
vast, boundless desert. Then I rolled myself in the loose sand, and whirled 
it in burning columns over their heads. The dromedaries stood still in 
terror, while the merchants drew their caftans over their heads, and threw 
themselves on the ground. before me, as they do before Allah, their god. 
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Then I buried them beneath a pyramid of sand, which covers them all. 
When I blow that away on my next visit, the sun will bleach their bones, 
and travellers will see that others have been there before them; otherwise, 
in such a wild desert, they might not believe it possible." 

"So you have done nothing but evil," said the mother. " Into the sack 
with you ; " and, before he was aware, she had seized the South Wind 
round the body, and popped him into the bag. He rolled about on the 
floor, till she sat herself upon him to keep him still. 

"These boys of yours are very lively," said the prince. 
"Yes," she replied, "but I know how to correct them, when necessary; 

and here comes the fourth." In came the East Wind, dressed like a 
Chinese. 

" Oh, you come from that quarter, do you?" said she ; " I thought you 
had been to the garden of paradise." 

"I am going there to-morrow," he replied ; "I have not been there for a 
hundred years. I have just come from China, where I danced round the 
porcelain tower till all the bells jingled again. In the streets an official 
flogging was taking place, and bamboo canes were being broken on the 
shoulders of men of very high position, from the first to the ninth grade. 
They cried, " Many thanks, my fatherly benefactor;" but I am sure the 
words did not come from their hearts, so I rang the bells till they sounded, 
'ding, ding-dong.' " 

"You are a wild boy," said the old woman; "it is well for you that you 
are going to-morrow to the garden of paradise; you always get improved in 
your education there. Drink deeply from the fountain of wisdom while you 
are there, and bring home a bottleful for me." 

"That I will," said the East Wind; "but why have you put my brother 
South in a bag? Let him out ; for I want him to tell me all about the 
phc:enix bird. The princess always wants to hear of this bird when I pay 
her my visit every hundred years. If you will open the sack, sweetest 
mother, I will give you two pocketfuls of tea, green and fresh as when I 
gathered it from the spot where it grew." 

"Well, for the sake of the tea, and because you are my own boy, I will 
open the bag." 

She did so, and the South Wind crept out, looking quite cast down, be
cause the prince had seen his disgrace. 

"There is a palm-leaf for the princess," he said. "The old phc:enix, the 
only one in the world, gave it to me himsel£ He has scratched on it with 
his beak the whole of his history during the hundred years he has lived. 
She can there read how the old phc:enix set fire to his own nest, and sat upon 
it while it was burning, like a Hindoo widow. The dry twigs around the 
nest crackled and smoked till the flames burst forth and consumed the 
phc:enix to ashes. Amidst the fire lay an egg, red hot, which presently burst 
with a loud report, and out flew a young bird. He is the only phc:enix _in the 
world, and the king over all the other birds. He has bitten a hole m the 
leaf which I gave you, and that is his greeting to the princess." . 

"Now let us have something to eat," said the mother of the Wmds, So 
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they all sat down to feast on the roasted stag; and as the prince sat by the 
side of the East Wind, they soon became good friends. 

" Pray tell me," said the prince, "who is that princess of whom you have 
been talking? and where lies the garden of paradise? " 

" Ho ! ho ! " said the East Wind, " would you like to go there? Well, 
you can fly off with me to-morrow; but I must tell you one thing-no 
human being has been there since the time of Adam and Eve. I suppose 
you have read of ther11 in your Bible." 

"Of course I have," said the prince. 
"Well," continued the East Wind, "when they were driven out of the 

garden of paradise, it sunk into the earth; but it retained its warm sunshine, 
its balmy air, and all its splendour. The fairy queen lives there, in the 
island of happiness, where death never comes, and all is beautiful. I can 
manage to take you there to-morrow, if you will sit on my back. But 
now don't talk any more, for I want to go to sleep ; " and then they all 
slept. 

When the prince awoke in the early morning, he was not a little surprised 
at finding himself high up above the clouds. He was seated on the back 
of the East Wind, who held him faithfully; and they were so high in the 
air that woods and fields, rivers and lakes, as they lay beneath them, looked 
\ike a painted map. 

"Good morning," said the East Wind. "You might have slept on a while, 
for there is very little to see in the flat country over which we are passing, 
unless you like to count the churches; they look like spots of chalk on a 
green board." The green board was the name he gave to the green fields 
and meadows. 

"It was very rude of me not to say good-bye to your mother and your 
brothers," said the prince. 

"They will excuse you, as you were asleep," said the East Wind; and 
then they flew on faster than ever. 

The leaves and branches of the trees rustled as they passed. When they 
flew over seas and lakes the waves rose higher, and the large ships dipped 
into the water like diving swans. As darkness came on, towards evening, 
the great towns looked charming; lights . were sparkling, now seen, now 
hidden, just as the sparks go out one after another, on a piece of burnt 
paper. The prince clapped his hands with pleasure; but the East Wind 
advised him not to express his admiration in that manner, or he might fall 
down, and find himself hanging on a church steeple. The eagle in the 
dark forests flies swiftly; but faster than he flew the East Wind. The 
Cossack, on his small horse, rides lightly o'er the plains; but lighter still 
passed the prince on the wings of the wind. 

"There are the Himalayas, the highest mountains in Asia," said the East 
'Wind. " '\Ve shall soon reach the garden of paradise now." 

Then they turned southward, and the air became fragrant with the per
fume of spices and flowers. Here figs and pomegranates grew wild, and the 
vines were covered with clusters of blue and purple grapes. Here they bo.th 
descended to the earth, and stretched themsel'ves on the soft grass, while 
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the flowers bowed to the breath of the wind as if to welccme it. "' A~<; wa 
now in the garden of paradise? n asked the prince. 

"No indeed," replied the East Wind; " but we shail be there very soon. 
Do you see that wall of rocks, and the cavern beneath it, over which the 
grape-vines hang like a green curtain ? Through that cavern we must pass. 
Wrap your cloak round you; for while the sun scorches ycu here, a few 
steps farther it will be icy cold. The bird flying past the entrance to the 
cavern feels as if one wing were in the region of summer, and the other in 
the depths of winter." -

" So this then is the way to the garden of paradise? " asked the prince, 
as they entered tte cavern. It was indeed cold; but the cold soon passed, 
for the East Wind spread his wings, and they gleamed like the brightest fire. 
As they passed on through this wonderful cave, the prince could see great 
blocks of stone, from which water trickled, hanging over their heads in 
fantastic shapes. Sometimes it was so narrow that they had to creep on their 
hands and knees, while at other times it was lofty and wide, like the free air. 
It had the appearance of a chapel for the dead, with petrified organs and silent 
pipes. " We seem to be passing through the valley of death to the garden 
of paradise," said the prince. 

But the East Wind answered not a word, only pointed forwards to a lovely 
blue light which gleamed in the distance. The blocks of stone assumed a 
misty appearance, till at last they looked like white clouds in moonlight. 
The air w:i.s fresh and balmy, like a breeze from the mountains perfumed 
with flowers from a valley of roses. A river, clear as the air itself, sparkled 
at their feet, while in its clear depths could be seen gold and silver fish 
sporting in the bright water, and purple eels emitting sparks of fire at every 
moment, while the broad leaves of the water-lilies, that floated on its surface, 
flickered with all the colours of the rainbow. The flower in its colour of 
flame seemed to receive its nourishment from tl:e water, as a lamp is sus
tained by oil. A marble bridge, of such exquisite workmanship that it 
appeared as if formed of lace and pearls, led to the island of happiness, in 
which bloomed the garden of paradise. The East Wind took the prince in 
his arms, and carried him over, whil.e the flowers and the leaves sang the 
sweet songs of his childhood in tones so full and soft that no human voice 
could ven ture to imitate. Within the garden grew large trees, full of sap; 
but whether they were palm-trees or gigantic water-plants, the prince knew 
not. The climbing plants hung in garlands of green and gold, like the illu
minations on the margins of old missals or twined among the initial letters. 
Birds, flowers, ar.d festoons appeared intermingled in seeming confusion. 
Close by, on the grass, stood a group of peacocks, with radiant tails out
spread to the sun. The prince touched them, and found, to his surprise, 
that they were not really birds, but the leaves of the burdock tree, which 
shone with the colours of a peacock's tail. The lion and the tiger, gentle and 
tame, were springing about like playful cats among the green bushes, whose 
perfume was like the fragrant blossom of the olive. The plumage of the 
wood-pigeon glistened like pearls as it struck the lion's mane with its wings; 
while the antelope, usually so shy, stood near, nodding its head as if it 
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wished to join in the frolic. The fairy of paradise next made her appearance. 
Her raiment shone like the sun, and her serene countenance beamed with 
happiness like that of a mother rejoicing over her child. She was young 
and beautiful, and a train of lovely maidens followed her, each wearing a 
bright star in her hair. The East Wind gave her the palm-leaf, on which 
was written the history of the phcenix, and her eyes sparkled with joy. She 
then took the prince by the hand, and led him into her palace, the walls of 
which were richly coloured, like a tulip-leaf when it is turned to the sun. 
The roof had the appearance of an inverted flower, and the colours grew 
deeper and brighter to the gazer. The prince walked to a window, and saw 
what appeared to be the tree of knowledge of good and evil, with Adam and 
Eve standing by, and the serpent near them. "I thought they were banished 
from paradise," he said. 

The princess smiled, and told him that time had engraved each event on 
a window-pane in the form of a picture; but, unlike other pictures, all that 
it represented lived and moved,-the leaves rnstled, and the persons went 
and came, as in a looking-glass. He looked through another pane, and 
;;aw the ladder in Jacob's dream, on which the angels were ascending and 
descending with outspread wings. All that had ever happened in the 
world here lived and moved on the panes of glass, in pictures such as time 
alone could produce. The fairy now led the prince into a large, lofty room 
with transparent walls, through which the light shone. Here were por
traits, each one appearing more beautiful than the other-millions of happy 
beings, whose laughter and song mingled in one sweet melody: some of 
these were in such an elevated position that they appeared smaller than the 
smallest rosebud, or like pencil dots on paper. In the centre of the 
hall stood a tree, with drooping branches, from which hung golden apples, 
both great and small, looking like oranges amid the green leaves. It was 
the tree of knowledge of good and evil, from which Adam and Eve had 
plucked and eaten the forbidden fruit, and from each leaf trickled a bright 
red dew-drop, as if the tree were weeping tears of blood for their sin. "Let 
us now take the boat," said the fairy ; "a sail on the cool waters will refresh 
us. But we shall not move from the spot, although the boat may rock on 
the swelling water; the countries of the world will glide before us, but we 
shall remain still." 

It was indeed wonderful to behold. First came the lofty Alps, snow-clad, 
and covered with clouds and dark pines. The horn resounded, and the 
shepherds sang merrily in the valleys. The banana-trees bent their droop· 
ing branches over the boat, black swans floated on the water, and singular 
animals and flowers appeared on the distant shore. New Holland, the fifth 
division of the world, now glided by, with mountains in the background, 
looking blue in the distance. They heard the song of the priests, and saw 
the wild dance of the savage to the sound of the drums and trumpets of 
bone ; the pyramids of Egypt rising to the clouds; columns and sphinxes, 
overthrown and buried in the sand, followed in their turn; while the 
northern lights flashed out over the extinguished volcanoes of the north, in 
fireworks none could imitate. 
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The prince was delighted, and yet he saw hundreds of other wonderful 
things more than can be described. " Can I stay here for ever? " asked he. 

" That depends upon yourself," replied the fairy. " If you do not, like 
Adam, long for what is forbidden, you can remain there always." 

" I should not touch the fruit on the tree of knowledge," said the prince; 
"there is abundance of fruit equally beautiful." 

" Examine your own heart," said the princess, "and if you do not feel 
sure of its strength, return with the East Wind who brought you. He is 
about to fly back, and will not return here for a hundred years. The time 
will not seem to you more than a hundred hours, yet even that is a long 
time for temptation and resistance. Every evening, when I leave you, I 
shall be obliged to say, 'Come with me,' and to beckon to you with my 
11and. But you must not listen, nor move from your place to follow me ; for 
with every step you will find your power to resist weaker. If once you 
attempted to follow me, you would soon find yourself in the hall, where 
grows the tree of knowledge, for I sleep beneath its perfumed branches . 

. If you soooped over me, I should be forced to smile. If you then 
kissed my lips, the garden of paradise would sink into the earth, and to 
you it would be lost. A keen wind from the desert would howl around 
you ; cold rain fall on your head, and sorrow and woe be your future 
lot." 

"I will remain," said the prince. 
So the East Wind kissed him on the forehead, and said, "Be firm : then 

shall we meet again when a hundred years have passed. Farewell, farewell.' 
Then the East Wind spread his broad pinions, which shone like the light
ning in harvest, or as the northern lights in a cold winter. 

"Farewell, farewell," echoed the trees and the flowers. 
Storks and pelicans flew after him in feathery bands, to accompany him 

to the boundaries of the garden. 
"Now we will commence dancing," said the fairy; "and when it is 

nearly over at sunset, while I am dancing with you, I shall make a sign, and 
ask you to follow me: but do not obey. I shall be obliged to repeat the 
same thing for a hundred years; and each time, when the trial is past, if 
you resist, yoo will gain strength, till resistance becomes easy, and at last 
the temptation ivill be quite overcome. This evening, as it will be the first 
time, I have warned you." 

After this the fairy led him into a large hall, filled with white transparent 
lilies. The yellow stamina of each flower formed a tiny golden harp, from 
which. came forth strains of music like the mingled tones of flute and lyre. 
Beautiful maidens, slender and graceful in form, and robed in transparent 
gauze, floated through the dance, and sang of the happy life in the garden 
of paradise, where death never entered, and where all would bloom for 
ever in immortal youth. As the sun went down, the whole heavens became 
crimson and gold, and tinted the lilies with the hue of roses. Then the 
beautiful maidens offewl to the prince sparkling wine; and when he had 
drank, he felt happiness greater than he bad ever known before. Presently 
the background of the hall opened and the tree of knowledge appeared, 
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surrounded by a halo of glory that almost blinded him. Voices, soft and 
lovely as his mother's, sounded in his ears, as if she were singing to him, 
"My child, my beloved child." Then the fairy beckoned to him, and said 
in sweet accents, "Corne with me, come with me." Forgetting his promise, 
forgetting it even on the very first evening, he rushed towards her, while 
she continued to beckon to him and to smile. The fragrance around him 
overpowered his senses, the music from the harps sounded more entrancing, 
while around the tree appeared millions of smiling faces, nodding and 
singing, "Man should know everything; man is the lord of the earth." 
The tree of knowledge no longer wept tears of blood, for the dewdrops 
shone like glittering stars. 

"Come, come," continued that thrilling voice, and the prince followed 
the call. At every step his cheeks glowed, and the blood rushed wildly 
through his veins. " I must follow," he cried; "it is not a sin, it cannot 
be, to follow beauty and joy. I only want to see her asleep, and nothing 
will happen unless I kiss her, and that I will not do, for I have strength to 
resist, and a determined will." 

The fairy threw off her dazzling attire, bent back t11e boughs, and in 
another moment was hidden among them. 

"I have not sinned yet," said the prince, "and I will not;" and then he 
pushed aside the boughs to follow the princess. She was lying already 
asleep, beautiful as only a fairy in the garden of paradise could be. She 
smiled as he bent over her, and he saw tears trembling on her beautiful 
eyelashes. "Do you weep for me? " he whispered. "Oh weep not, thou 
loveliest of women. Now do I begin to understand the happiness of 
paradise; I feel it to my inmost soul, in every thought. A new life is 
born within me. One moment of such happiness is worth an eternity of 
darkness and woe." He stooped and kissed the tears from her eyes, and 
touched her lips with his. 

A clap of thunder, loud and awful, resounded through the trembling 
air. All around him fell into ruin. The lovely fairy, the beautiful garden, 
sunk deeper and deeper. The prince saw it sinking down in the dark night 
till it shone only like a star in the distance beneath him. Then he felt a 
coldness, like death, creeping over him; his eyes closed, and he became 
insensible. 

When he recovered, a chilling rain was beating upon him, and a sharp 
wind blew on his head. "Alas ! what have I done? " he sighed ; " I have 
sinned liked Adam, and the garden of paradise has sunk into the earth." 
He opened his eyes, and saw the star in the distance, but it was the morn
ing star in heaven which glittered in the darkness. 

Presently he stood up and found himself in the depths of the forest, 
close to the cavern of the Winds, and the mother of the Winds sat by his 
side. She looked angry, and raised her arm in the air as she spoke. "The 
very first evening!" she said. "Well, I expected it! If you were my son, 
you should go into .the sack." 

"And there he will have to go at last," said a strong old man, with large 
. black wings, and a scythe in his hand, whose name was Death. " He 
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shall be laid in his coffm, but not yet. I will allow him to wander about 
the world for a while, to atone for his sin, and to give him time to 
become better. But I shall return when he least expects me. I shall lay 
him in a black coffin, place it on my head, and fly away with it beyond the 
stars. There also blooms a garden of paradise, and if he is good and pious 
he will be admitted; but if his thoughts are bad, and his heart is full of sin, 
he will sink with his coffin deeper than the garden of paradise has sunk. · 
Once in every thousand-years I shall go and fetch him when he will either 
be condemned to sink still deeper, or be raised to a happier life in the world 
beyond the starn." 

THE MAIL-COACH PASSENGERS. 

IT was bitterly cold, the sky glittered with stars, and not a breeze stirred. 
" Bump,"-an old pot was thrown at a neighbour's door, and "bang, bang," 
went the guns ; for they were greeting the New Year. It was New Year's 
Eve, and the church clock was striking twelve. "Tan-ta-ra-ra, tan-ta-ra-ra," 
sounded the horn, and the mail-coach came lumbering up. The clumsy 
vehicle stopped at the gate of the town; all the places had been take·n, for 
there were twelve passengers in the coach. 

"Hurrah ! hurrah ! " cried the people in the town, for in every house the 
New Year was being welcomed ; and as the clock struck, they stood up, the 
full glasses in their hands, to drink success to the new comer. "A happy 
New Year," was the cry; "a pretty wife, plenty of money, and no sorrow 
or care." 

The wish passed round, and the glasses clashed together till they rang 
again; while before the town-gate the mail-coach stopped with the twelve 
strange passengers. And who were these strangers ? Each of them had 
his passport and his luggage with him; they even brought presents for me, 
and for you, and for all the people in the town. "Who were they? what 
did they want? and what did they bring with them? " 

" Good-morning," they cried to the sentry at the town-gate. 
"Good-morning," replied the sentry; for the clock had struck twelve. 

"Your name and profession?" asked the sentry of the one who alighted 
first from the carriage. 

"See for yourself in the passport," he replied. "I am myself;" and a 
famous fellow he looked, arrayed in bearskin and fur boots. "I am the 
man on whom many persons fix their hopes. Come to me to-morrow, and 
I '11 give you a New Year's present. I throw shillings and pence among the 
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people ; I give balls, no less than thirty-one ; indeed, that is the highest 
number I can spare for balls. My ships are often frozen in, but in my offices 
it is warm and comfortable. My name is JANUARY, I'm a merchant, and 
I generally bring my accounts with me." 

Then the second alighted. He seemed a merry fellow. He was a 
director of a theatre, a manager of masked balls, and a leader of all the 
amusements we can imagine. His luggage consisted of a great cask. 

"We '11 dance the bung out of the cask at carnival time," said he; l '11 
prepare a merry tune for you and for myself too. Unfortunately I have not 
long to live-the shortest time, in fact, of my whole family-only twenty
eight days. Sometimes they pop me in a day extra; but I trouble myself 
very little about that. Hurrah ! " 

"You must not shout so," said the sentry. 
"Certainly I 11tay shout," retorted the man; "I'm Prince Carnival, 

travelling under the name of FEBRUARY." 
The third now got out. He looked a personification of fasting; but he 

carried his nose very high, for he was related to the "forty (k)nights," and 
was a weather prophet. But that is not a very lucrative office, and there
fore he praised fasting. In his button-hole he carried a little bunch of 
violets, but they were very small. 

"MARCH, March," the fourth called after him, slapping him on the 
shoulder, "don't you smell something? Make haste into the guard-room ; 
they 're drinking punch there; that's your favourite drink. I can smell it 
out here already. Forward, Master Marclz." But it was not true; the 
speaker only wanted to remind him of his name, and to make an APRIL 
fool of him; for with that fun the fourth generally began his career. He 
looked very jovial, did little work, and had the more holidays. "If the 
world were only a little more settled," said he: "but sometimes I'm obliged 
to be in a good humour, and sometimes a bad one, according to circum
stances; now rain, now sunshine. I'm a kind of house agent,* also a 
manager of funerals. I can laugh or cry, according to circumstances. I 
have my summer wardrobe in this box here, but it would be very foolish to 
put it on now. Here I am. On Sundays I go out walking in shoes and 
white silk stockings, and a muff." 

After him, a lady stepped out of the coach. She called herself Miss 
MAY. She wore a summer dress and overshoes ; her dress was a light 
green, and she wore anemones in her hair. She was so scented with wild
thyme, that it made the sentry sneeze. 

" Your health, and God bless you," was her salutation to him. 
How pretty she was ! and such a singer ! not a theatre singer, nor a 

ballad singer; no, but a singer of the woods; for she wandered through 
the gay green forest, and had a concert there for her own amusement. _ 

"Now comes the young lady," said those in the carriage; and out stepped 

* It is the custom in Denmark to change houses in April, generally on one particular 
day of the month, which is therefore called "moving or flitting day." April is here, 
therefore, called a "house agent," as well as the manager of funerals, as the changeable 
weather in this month is considered very unhealthy. 
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a young dame, delicate, proud, and pretty. It was Mistress JUNE, in whose 
service people become lazy and fond of sleeping for hours. She gave a feast 
on the longest day of the year, that there may be time for her guests to 
partake of the numerous dishes at her table. Indeed, she keeps her own 
carriage; but still she travelled by the mail, with the rest, because she 
wished to show that she was not high-minded. But she was not without a 
protector; her younger brother, JuLY, was with her. He was a plump young 
fellow, clad in summer garments and wearing a straw hat. He had but 
very little luggage with him, because it was so cumbersome in the great 
heat; he had, however, swimming-trousers with him, which are nothing to 
carry. Then came the mother herself, in crinoline, Madame AUGUST, a 
wholesale dealer in fruit, proprietress of a large number of fish-ponds and a 
land cultivator. She was fat and heated, yet she could use her hands well, 
and would herself carry out beer to the labourers in the field. "In the 
sweat of the face shalt thou eat bread," said she; "it is written in the 
Bible." After work, came the recreations, dancing and playing in the green
wood, and the "harvest homes." She was a thorough housewife. 

After her a man came out of the coach, who is a painter; he is the great 
master of colours, and is named SEPTEMBER. The forest, on his arrival, had 
to change its colours when he wished it; and how beautiful are the colours 
he chooses ! The woods glow with hues of red and gold and brown. This 
great master painter could whistle like a blackbird. He was quick in his 
work, and soon entwined the tendrils of the hop plant around his beer jug. 
This was an ornament to the jug, and he has a great love for ornament. 
There he stood with his colour pot in his hand, and that was the whole of his 
luggage. A landowner followed, who in the month for sowing seed attended 
to the ploughing and was fond of field sports. Squire OCTOBER brought 
his dog and his gun with him, and had nuts in his game-bag. "Crack, 
crack." He had a great deal of luggage, even an English plough. He 
spoke of farming, but what he said could scarcely be heard for the coughing 
and gasping of his neighbour. It was NOVEMBER, who coughed violently 
as he got out. He had a cold, which caused him to use his pocket-hand
kerchief continually; and yet he said he was obliged to accompany servant 
girls to their new places, and initiate them into their winter service. He 
said he thought his cold would leave him when he went out woodcutting, 
for he was a master sawyer, and had to supply wood to the whole parish. 
He spent his' evenings preparing wooden soles for skates, for he knew, he 
said, that in a few weeks these shoes would be wanted for the amusement 
of skating. At length the last passenger made her appearance-old Mother 
DECEMBER, with her fire-stool. The dame was very old, but her eyes glis
tened like two stars. She carried on her arm a flower-pot, in which a little 
fir-tree was growing. "This tree I shall guard and cherish," she said, "that 
it may grow large by Christmas Eve, and reach from the ground to the 
ceiling, to be covered and adorned with flaming candles, golden apples, and 
little figures. The fire-stool will be as warm as a stove, and I shall then 
bring a story book out of my pocket, and read aloud till all the children in 
the room are quite quiet. Then the little figures on the tree will become 
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lively, and the little waxen angel at the top spread out his wings of gold
leaf, and fly down from his green perch. He will kiss every one in the 
room, great and small; yes, even the poor children who stand in the pas
sage, or out in the street singing a carol about the 'Star of Bethlehem.'" 

" Well, now the coach may drive away," said the sentry; "we have the 
whole twelve. Let the horses be put up." 

"First, let all the twelve come to me," said the captain on duty, " one 
after another. The passports I will keep here. Each of them is available 
for one month; when that has passed, I shall write the behaviour of each 
on his passport. Mr. JANUARY, have the goodness to come here." And 
Mr. January stepped forward. 

When a year has passed, I think I shall be able to tell you what the 
twelve passengers have brought to you, to me, and to all of us. Now I do 
not know, and probably even they don't know themselves, for we live in 
strange times. 

THE MISCHIEVOUS BOY. 

THERE once lived an old poet, a truly good and brave man. One even
ing, as he was seated alone in his room, a dreadful storm arose, the wind 
blew, and the rain fell from the heavens in torrents. But the old poet in 
his room felt quite warm and comfortable, as he sat by the stove, while 
the bright flames glowed, and the apples which were roasting hissed plea
santly. 

" Those poor creatures who are out in the streets in this dreadful storm 
must be wet through," he said to himself, sorrowfully, for he was a truly 
good poet. 

"Oh, please let me in ! I am so cold, and wet through ! " exclaimed a 
soft, childish voice. 

People heard the cry, and would have knocked at the door, but the rain 
fell in torrents, and the wind shook the windows so that no knocking could 
be heard. 

"Poor little chap ! " cried the poet, when he heard the voice, and, rising 
as he spoke, he went and opened the door. 

There stood a little boy nearly naked, and with long, fair locks, from 
which the rain dripped. 

The boy shivered with cold, and, indeed, if he had not found shelter, the 
poet thought he must have died. 

" Poor child," said the good man, taking him by the hand, "come ins 
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P.nd you will soon be warm here, and then you shall have some hot mulled 
wine and a roasted apple, for you are a pretty little boy." 

And this was quite true, for when he entered the house his eyes sparkled 
like two bright stars, and as the water dripped from his fair hair it fell into 
the most beautiful natural curls. He looked, indeed, like a little angel 
although he was pale with cold and shivered like an aspen leaf. 

1 

THE POET AND THE LITTLE BOY. 

In one hand he held a splendid bow, but the rich colours of both the 
bow and arrows had been quite washed away by the wet. 

The old poet again seated himself by the stove, on which the sweet 
mulled wine was being heated, and took the little boy on his knees, squeezed 
the water from his curls1 and held the child's hands in his own to warm 
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them. After taking a little of the sweet mulled wine, and eating a roastert 
apple, the boy seemed revived, and his cheeks became quite rosy. But 
presently he surprised the good poet by slipping from his arms, and then 
danci!ng and skipping wildly about the room. 

"You. are a merry rogue," said the poet. "What is your name ? " 
" I am called Love," he replied ; "don't you know me? There lies my 

bow, and I know how to shoot it too ! And, see, the storm is passing away, 
and there is the moon shining." 

"But the bow is spoilt," said the poet. 
"That would be a pity," he said, as he took up the bow and examined it 

carefully. "Ha!" he exclaimed, "it is quite dry now; the string stretches 
properly. There has no harm happened to it. I will prove this," he added, 
as he took an arrow from his quiver, laid it across the bow, drew the string, 
and shot the good old poet in the heart ! 

"Now, is my bow useless?" cried the boy, as he ran away quickly, and 
laughing heartily. 

The wicked boy! How could he dare to shoot the good old poet, who 
had sheltered him in his warm room, and had been so kind in giving him 
the beautiful wine and the sweetest apple. 

There lay the poet on the ground, and wept; he had really been struck 
to the heart, and he could only say, " Alas ! what a mischievous youngster 
this Love is i I shall tell all the good children, both boys and girls, never 
to associate with him, for he is sure to play them some trick." 

So all the good children who have been warned, take care to have l!lothing 
to do with such a bad boy. But Love cheats them, he is so sly and cunning. 

As the students at the college pass by, he steps forward with a book 
under his arm, and looking so grave and respectable in his black clothes, 
that they have not the least idea who he is. 

In fact, they take him for a fellow-student, and are soon seen walking 
with him, arm in arm. However, he contrives to shoot an arrow into their 
hearts when they least expect it. 

And it is the same with the young ladies, when they are coming from the 
lectures, or from confirmation, or even from church, he manages to get 
near them. 

Indeed, he is everywhere. At the theatre he sits in the great lustre-light 
and burns like a bright flame, so that people mistake him for a lamp, but 
afterwards they find him out. 

He frequents the royal gardens and the public promenades. And, only 
fancy ! once he positively shot his arrows into the hearts of our fathers and 
mothers. Just ask them, and hear what they will say. 

Yes, this Love is a daring, wicked boy, and you must not associate with 
him, for he allows no one to escape a shot. 

Just think, now, that once he even fired an arrow at our old grandmother, 
but it is a long time ago. The wound is quite healed, yet she will never 
forget it. Fie upon this wicked Love ! However, we know now what a 
mischievous youngster he is. 



UNDER THE WILLOW-TREE. 

THE region round the little town of Kjoge is very bleak and cold. The 
town lies on the sea-shore, which is always beautiful; but here it might be 
more beautiful than it is, for on every side the fields are flat, and it is a long 
way to the forest. But when persons reside in a place and get used to it, 
they can always find something beautiful in it-something for which they 
long, even in· the most charming spot in the world which is not home. It 
must be owned that there are in the outskirts of the town some humble 
gardens on the banks of a little stream that runs on towards the sea, and 
in summer these gardens look very pretty. Such indeed was the opinion 
of two little children, whose parents were neighbours, and who played in 
these gardens, and forced their way from one garden to the other through 
the gooseberry-bushes that divided them. In one of the gardens stood an 
elder-tree, and in the other an old willow, under which the children were 
very fond of playing. They had permission to do so, although the tree 
stood close by the stream, and they might easily have fallen into the water; 
but the eye of God watches over the Ettle ones, otherwise they would never 
be safe. At the same time, these children were very careful not to go too 
near the water ; indeed, the boy was so afraid of it, that in the summer, 
while the other children were splashing about in the sea, nothing could 
entice him to join them. They jeered and laughed at him, and he was 
obliged to bear it all as patiently as he could. Once the neighbour's little 
girl, Joanna, dreamed that she was sailing in a boat, and the boy-Knud 
was his name-waded out in the water to joirr her, and the water came up 
to his neck, and at last closed over his head, and in a moment he had dis
appeared. When little Knud heard this dream, it seemed as if he could 
not bear the mocking and jeering again; how could he dare to go into 
the water now, after Joanna's dream! He never would do it, for this dream 
always satisfied him. The parents of these children, who were poor, often 
sat together while Knud and Joanna played in the gardens or in the road. 
Along this road a row of willow-trees ha.: been planted to separate it from 
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a ditch on one side of it. They were not very handsome trees, for the tops 
had been cut off; however, they were intended for use, and not for show. 
The old willow-tree in the garden was much handsomer, and therefore the 
children was very fond of sitting under it. The town had a large market
place; and at the fair-time there would be whole rows, like streets, of tents 
and booths containing silks and ribbons, and toys and cakes, and every
thing that could be wished for. There were crowds of people, and some
times the weather would be rainy, and splash with moisture the woollen 
jackets of the peasants; but it did not destroy the beautiful fragrance of 
the honey-cakes and gingerbread with which one booth was filled; and 
the best of it was, that the man who sold these cakes always lodged 
during the fair-time with little Knud's parents. So every now and then he 
had a present of gingerbread, and of course Joanna always had a share. 
And, more delightful still, the gingerbread seller knew all sorts of things to 
tell, and could even relate stories about his own gingerbread. So one 
evening he told them a story that made such a deep impression on the 
children that they never forgot it; and therefore I think we may as weil 
hear it too, for it is not very long. 

"Once upon a time," said he, "there lay on my counter two ginger
bread cakes, one in the shape of a man wearing a hat, the other of a 
maiden without a bonnet. Their faces were on the side that was upper
most, for on the other side they looked very different. Most people have 
a best side to their characters, which they take care to show to the world. 
On the left, just where the heart is, the gingerbread man had an almond 
stuck in to represent it, but the maiden was honey cake all over. They 
were placed on the counter as samples, and after lying there a long time 
they at last fell in love with each other ; but neither of them spoke of it to 
the other, as they should have done if they expected anything to follow. 
'He is a man, he ought to speak the first word,' thought the gingerbread 
maiden; but she felt quite happy-she was sure that her love was returned. 
But his thoughts were far more ambitious, as the thoughts of a man often 
are. He dreamed that he was a real street boy, that he possessed four real 
pennies, and that he had bought the gingerbread lady, and ate her up. 
And so they lay on the counter for days and weeks, till they grew hard and 
dry; but the thoughts of the maiden became ever more tender and 
womanly. 'Ah well, it is enough for me that I have been able to live on 
the same counter with him,' said she one day; when suddenly, 'crack,' and 
she broke in two. 'Ah,' said the gingerbread man to himself, 'if she had 
only known of my love, she would have kept together a little longer.' 
And here they both are, and that is their history," said the cake man. "You 
think the history of their lives and their silent love, which never came to 
anything, very remarkable; and there they are for you." So saying, he gave 
Joanna the gingerbread man, who was still quite whole-and to Knud the 
broken maiden; but the children had been so much impressed by the 
story, that they had not the heart to eat the lover;,; up. 

The next day they went into the churchyard, and took the two cake 
figures with them, and sat do\\'~ ;.inder the church wall, which was covered 
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with luxuriant ivy in summer and winter, and looked as if hung with rich 
tapestry. They stuck up the two gingerbread figures in the sunshine among 
the green leaves, and then told the story, and all about the silent love which 
came to nothing, to a group of children. They called it "love," because 
the story was so lovely, and the other children had the same opinion. But 
when they turned to looked at the gingerbread pair, the broken maiden was 
gone! -A great boy, out of wickedness, had eaten her up. At first the 
children cried about it; but afterwards, thinking very probably that the 
poor lover ought not to be left alone in the world, they ate him up too: but 
they never forgot the story. 

The two children still continued to play together by the elder-tree, and 
under the willow ; and the little maiden sang beautiful songs, with a voice 
that was as clear as a bell. Knud, on the contrary, had not a note of music 
in him, but he knew the words of the songs, and that of course is some
thing. The people of Kjoge, and even the rich wife of the man who kept 
the fancy shop, wouid stand and listen while Joanna was singing, and say, 
" She has really a very sweet voice." 

Those were happy days; but they could not last for ever. The neigh
bours were separated, the mother of the little girl was dead, and her father 
had thoughts of marrying again and of residing in the capital, where he had 
been promised a very lucrative appointment as messenger. The neighbours 
parted with tears, the children wept sadly; but their parents promised that 
they should write to each other at least once a year. 

After this, Knud was bound apprentice to a shoemaker ; he was growing 
a great boy, and could not be allowed to run wild any longer. Besides, he 
was going to be confirmed. Ah, how happy he would have been on that 
festal day in Copenhagen with littte Joanna; but he still remained at Kjoge, 
and had never seen the great city, though the town is not five miles from it. 
But far across the bay, when the sky was clear, the towers of Copenhagen 
could be seen ; and on the day of his confirmation he saw distinctly the 
golden cross on the principal church glittering in the sun. How often his 
thoughts were with Joanna ! but did she think of him ? Yes. About 
Christmas came a letter from her father to Knud's parents, which stated 
that they were going on very well in Copenhagen, and mentioning particu
larly that Joanna's beautiful voice was likely to bring her a brilliant fortune 
in the future. She was engaged to sing at a concert, and she had already 
earned money by singing, out of which she sent her dear neighbours at 
Kjoge a whole dollar, for them to make merry on Christmas-eve, and they 
were to drink her health. She had herself added this in a postscript, and 
in the same postscript she wrote, "Kind regards to Knud." 

The good neighbours wept, although the news was so pleasant ; but they 
wept tears of joy. Knud's thoughts had been daily with Joanna, and now 
he knew that she also had thought of him ; and the nearer the time came 
for his apprenticeship to end, the clearer did it appear to him that he loved 
Joanna, and that she must be his wife; and a smile came on his lips at the 
thought, and at one time he drew the thread so fast as he worked, and 
pressed his foot so hard against the knee strap, that he ran the awl into his 
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finger; but what did he care for that? He was determined not to play the 
dumb lover as both the gingerbread cakes had done ; the story was a good 
lesson to him. 

At length he became a journeyman ; and then, for the first time, he pre
pared for a journey to Copenhagen, with his knapsack packed and ready. 
A master was expecting him there, and he thought of Joanna, and how glad 
she would be to see him. She was now seventeen, and he nineteen years 
old. He wanted to buy a gold ring for her at Kji::ige, but then he recollected 
how far more beautiful such things would be in Copenhagen. So he took 
leave of his parents, and on a rainy day, late in autumn, wandered forth on 
foot from the town of his birth. The leaves were falling from the trees; 
and, by the time he arrived at his new master's in the great metropolis, he 
was wet through. On the following Sunday he intended to pay his first 
visit to Joanna's father. When the day came, the new journeyman's clothes 
were brought out, and a new hat, which he had bought in Kji::ige. The hat 
became him very well, for hitherto he had only worn a cap. He found the 
house that he sought easily, but had to mount so many stairs that he became 
quite giddy; it surprised him to find how people lived over one another in 
this dreadful town. 

On entering a room in which everything denoted prosperity, Joanna's 
father received him very kindly. The new wife was a stranger to him, but 
she shook hands with him, and offered him coffee. 

"Joanna will be very glad to see you," said her father. "You have grown 
quite a nice young man, you shall see her presently; she is a good child, 
and is the joy of my heart, and, please God, she will continue to be so; she 
has her own room now, and pays us rent for it." And the father knocked 
quite politely at a door, as if he were a stranger, and then they both went 
in. How pretty everything was in that room ! a more beautiful apartment 
could not be found in the whole town of Kji::ige; the queen herself could 
scarcely be better accommodated. There were carpets, and rugs, and win
dow curtains hanging to the ground. Pictures and flowers were scattered 
about. There was a velvet chair, and a looking-glass against the wall, 
into which a person might be in danger of stepping, for it was as large as a 
door. All this K.nud saw at a glance, and yet, in truth, he saw nothing but 
Joanna. She was quite grown up, and very different from what Knud had 
fancied her, and a great deal more beautiful. In all Kji::ige there was not a 
girl like her; and how graceful she looked, although her glance at first was 
odd, and not familiar; but for a moment only, then she rushed towards him 
as if she would have kissed him ; she did not, however, although she was 
very near it. Yes, she really was joyful at seeing the friend of her child
hood once more, and the tears even stood in her eyes. Then she asked so 
many questions about Knud's parents, and everything, even to the elder-tree 
and the willow, which she called "elder-mother and willow-father," as if 
they had been human beings; and so, indeed, they might be, quite as much 
as the gingerbread cakes. Then she talked about them, and the story of 
their silent love, and how they lay on the counter together and split in two; 
and then she laughed heartily; but the blood rushed into Knud's cheeks, 
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and his heart beat quickly. Joanna was not proud at all; he noticed that 
through her he was invited by her parents to remain the whole evening with 
them, and she poured out the tea and gave him a cup herself; and after
wards she took a book and read aloud to them, and it seemed to Knud as 
if the story was all about himself and his love, for it agreed so well with 
his own thoughts. And then she sang a simple song, which, through her 
singing, became a true story, and as if she poured forth the feelings of her 
own heart. 

"Oh," he thought, "sh.e- knows I am fond of her." The tears he could 
not restrain rolled down his cheeks, and he was unable to utter a single 
word; it seemed as if he had been struck dumb. 

When he left, she pressed his hand, and said, "You have a kind heart, 
Knud : remain always as you are now." What an evening of happiness 
this had been; to sleep after it was impossible, and Knud did not sleep. 

At parting, Joanna's father had said, "Now, you won't quite forget us; 
you must not let the whole winter go by without paying us another visit;" 
so that Knud felt himself quite free to go again the following Sunday even
ing, and so he did. But every evening after working hours-and they 
worked by candle-light then-he walked out into the town, and through the 
street in which Joanna lived, to look up at her window. It was almost 
always lighted up; and one evening he saw the shadow of her face quite 
plainly on the window blind; that was a glorious evening for him. His 
master's wife did not like his always going out in the evening, idling, wasting 
time, as she called it, and she shook her head. 

But his master only smiled, and said, " He is a young man, my dear, 
you know." 

"On Sunday I shall see her," said Knud to himself, " and I will tell her 
that I love her with my whole heart and soul, and that she must be my 
little wife. I know I am only a poor journeyman shoemaker, but I will 
work and strive, and become a master in time. Yes, I will speak to her; 
nothing comes from silent love. I learnt that from the gingerbread-cake 
story." 

Sunday came, but when Knud arrived, they were all unfortunately invited 
out to spend the evening, and were obliged to tell him so. 

Joanna pressed his hand, and said, "Have you ever been to the theatre? 
you must go once; I sing there on Wednesday, and if you have time on 
that day, I will send you a ticket; my father knows where your master 
lives." How kind this was of her. And on ·wednesday, about noon, Knud 
received a sealed packet with no address, but the ticket was inside ; and in 
the evening Knud went for the first time in his life, to a theatre. And 
what did he see? He s~w Joanna, and how beautiful and charming she 
looked! He certainly saw her being married to a stranger, but that was 
all in the play, and only a pretence; Knud well knew that. She cou~d 
never have had the heart, he thought, to send him a ticket to go and see 1t, 
if it had been real. So he looked 011, and when all the people applauded 
and clapped their hands, he shouted "hurrah." He could see that even the 
king smiled at Joanna, and seemed delighted with her singing. How small 
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Knud felt ; but then he loved her so dearly, and thought she loved him, 
and the man must speak the first word, as the gingerbread maiden had 
taught. Ah, how much there was for him in that childish story. As soon 
as Sunday arrived, he went again, and felt as if he were about to enter on 
holy ground. Joanna was alone to welcome him, nothing could be more 
fortunate." 

" I am so glad you are come," she said. " I was thinking of sending 
my father for you, but I had a presentiment that you would be here this 
evening. The fact is, I wanted to tell you that I am going to France. I 
shall start on Friday. It is necessary for me to go there, if I wish to 
become a first-rate performer." 

Poor Knud ! it seemed to him as if the whole room was whirling 
round with him. His courage failed and he felt as if his heart would 
burst. He kept down the tears, but it was easy to see how sorrowful 
he was. 

"You honest, faithful soul," she exclaimed; and the words loosened 
Knud's tongue, and he told her how truly he had loved her, and that 
she must be his wife; and as he said this, he saw Joanna change colour 
and turn pale. She let his hand fall, and said, earnestly and mournfully, 
"Knud, do not make yourself and me unhappy. I will always be a 
good sister to you, one in whom you can trust; but I can never be anything 
more." And she drew her white hand over his burning forehead, and said, 
" God gives strength to bear a great deal, if we only strive ourselves to 
endure." 

At this moment her stepmother came into the room, and Joanna said 
quickly, "Knud is so unhappy, because I am going away;" and it appeared 
as if they had only been talking of her journey. "Come, be a man," she 
added, placing her hand on his shoulder ; "you are still a child, and you 
must be good and reasonable, as you were when we were both children, 
and played together under the willow-tree." 

Knud listened, but he felt as if the world had slid out of its course. 
His thoughts were like a loose thread fluttering to and fro in the wind. He 
stayed, although he could not tell whether she had asked him to do so. 
But she was kind and gentle to him; she poured out his tea, and sang to 
him; but the song had not the old tone in it, although it was wonderfully 
beautiful, and made his heart feel ready to burst. And then he rose to go. 
He did not offer his hand, but she seized it, and said-

" Will you not shake hands with your sister at parting, my old playfellow?" 
and she smiled through the tears that were roliing down her cheeks. Again 
she repeated the word "brother," which was a great consolation certainly; 
and thus they parted. 

She sailed to France, and Knud wandered about the muddy streets of 
Copenhagen. The other journeymen in the workshop asked him why he 
looked so gloomy, and wanted him to go and amuse himself with them, as 
he was still a young man. So he went with them to a dancing-room. He 
saw many handsome girls there, but none like Joanna; and here, where he 
thought to forget her, she was more life-like before his mind than ever. 
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"God gives us strength to bear much, if we try to do our best," she had 
said ; and as he thought of this, a devout feeling came into his mind, and 
he folded his hands. Then, as the vioiins played and the girls danced 
round the room, he started ; for it seemed to him as if he were in a place 
where he ought not to have brought Joanna, for she was here with him in 
his heart; and so he went out at once. As he went through the streets at 
a quick pace, he passed the house where she used to Jive; it was all dark, 
empty, and lonely. But the world went on its course, and Knud was 
obliged to go on too. 

Winter came; the water was frozen, and everything seemed buried in 
a cold grave. But when spring returned, and the first steamer prepared to 
sail, Knud was seized with a longing to wander forth into the world, but 
not to France. So he packed his knapsack, and travelled through Germany, 
going from town to town, but finding neither rest nor peace. It was not 
till he arrived at the glorious old town of Nuremberg that he gained the 
mastery over himself, and rested his weary feet ; and here he remained. 

Nuremberg is a wonderful old city, and looks as if it had been cut out of 
an old picture-book. The streets seem to have arranged themselves accord
ing to their own fancy, and as if the houses objected to stand in rows or 
rank and file. Gables, with little towers, ornamented columns, and statues, 
can be seen even to the city gate; and from the singularly-shaped roofs, water
spouts, formed like dragons, or long lean dogs, extend far across to the 
middle of the street. Here, in the market-place, stood Knud, with his 
knapsack on his back, close to one of the old fountains which are so 
beautifully adorned with figures, scriptural and historical, and which spring 
up between the sparkling jets of water. A pretty servant-maid was just 
filling her pails, and she gave Knud a refreshing draught ; she had a hand
ful of roses, and she gave him one, which appeared to him like a good 
omen for the future. From a neighbouring church came the sounds of 
music, and the familiar tones reminded him of the organ at home at Kjoge; 
so he passed into the great cathedral. The sunshine streamed through the 
painted glass windows, and between two lofty slender pillars. His thoughts 
became prayerful, and calm peace· rested on his soul. He next sought and 
found a good master in Nuremberg, with whom he stayed and learnt the 
German language. 

The old moat round the town has been converted into a number of little 
kitchen gardens; but the high walls, with their heavy-looking towers, are 
still standing. Inside these walls the ropemaker twists his ropes along a 
walk built like a gallery, and in the cracks and crevices of the walls elder
bushes grow and stretch their green boughs over the small houses \~hich 
stand below. In one of these houses lived the master for whom 1-...nud 
worked ; and over the little garret window where he sat, the elder-tree 
waved its branches. Here he dwelt through one summer and winter, but 
when spring came again he could endure it no longer. The elder was 
in blossom, and its fragrance was so home-like that he fancied himself back 
again in the gardens of Kji:ige. So K.nud left his master, and went to work 
for another who lived farther in the town where no elder grew. His work-
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shop was quite close to one of the old stone bridges, near to a water-mill, 
round which the roaring stream rushed and foamed always, yet restrained 
by the neighbouring houses, whose old, decayed balconies hung over, and 
seemed ready to fall into the water. Here grew no elder; here was not 
even a flower-pot, with its little green plant; but just opposite the work
shop stood a great willow-tree, which seemed to hold fast to the house for 
fear of being carried away by the water. It stretched its branches over the 
stream just as those of the willow-tree in the garden at Kjoge had spread 
over the river. Yes, he had indeed gone from elder-mother to willow
father. There was a something about the tree here, especially in the moon
light nights, that went direct to his heart; yet it was not in reality the moon
light, but the old tree itself. However, he could not endure it: and why? 
Ask the willow, ask the blossoming elder ! At all events, he bade farewell 
to Nuremberg and journeyed onwards. He never spoke of Joanna to any 
one; his sorrow was hidden in his heart. The old childish story of the two 
cakes had a deep meaning for him. He understood now why the ginger
bread man had a bitter almond in his left side; his was the feeling of bitter
ness, and Joanna, so mild and friendly, was represented by the honeycake 
maiden. As he thought upon all this, the strap of his knapsack pressed 
across bis chest, so that he could hardly breathe; he loosened it, but gained 
no relief. He saw but half the world around him; the other half he carried 
with him in his inward thoughts : and this is the condition in which he left 
Nuremberg. Not till he caught sight of the lofty mountains did the world 
appear more free to him; his thoughts were attracted to outer objects, and 
tears came into his eyes. The Alps appeared to him like the wings of earth 
folded together; unfolded, they would display the variegated pictures of 
dark woods, foaming waters, spreading clouds, and masses of snow. "At 
the last day," thought he, "the earth will unfold its great wings, and soar 
upwards to the skies, there to burst like a soap-bubble in the radiant glance 
of the Deity. Oh," sighed he, "that the last day were come l" 

Silently he wandered on through the country of the Alps, which seemed 
to him like a fruit garden, covered with soft turf. From the wooden 
balconies of the houses the young lacemakers nodded as he passed. The 
summits of the mountains glowed in the red evening sunset, and the green 
lakes beneath the dark trees reflected the glow. Thrn be thought of the 
sea coast by the bay Kjoge, with a longing in his heart that was, however, 
without pain. There, where the Rhine rolls onward like a great billow, and 
dissolves itself into snowflakes, where glistening clouds are ever changing as if 
here was the place of their creation, while the rainbow flutters about them 
like a many-coloured ribbon, there did Knud think of the water-mill at 
Kjoge, with its rushing, foaming waters. Gladly would he have remained 
in the quiet Rhenish town, but there were too many elders and willow
trees. 

So he travelled onwards, over a grand, lofty chain of mountains, over 
rugged, rocky precipices, and. along roads that hung on the mountain's side 
like a swallow's nest. The waters foamed in the depths below him. The 
clouds lay beneath him. He wandered on, treading upon Alpine roses, 



UNDER THE WILLOW-TREE. 

thistles, and snow, with the summer sun shining upon him, till at length he 
bid farewell to the lands of the north. Then he passed on under the shade 
-0f blooming chestnut-trees, through vineyards, and fields of Indian corn, 
1ill conscious that the mountains were as a wall between him and his early 
recollections ; and he wished it to be so. 

Before him lay a large and splendid city, called Milan, and here he found 
;a German master, who engaged him as a workman. The master and his 
wife, in whose workshop he was employed, were an old, pious couple; and 
the two old people became quite fond of the quiet journeyman, who spoke 
itmt little, but worked more, and led a pious, Christian life; and even to 
himself it seemed as if God had removed the heavy burden from his heart. 
His greatest pleasure was to climb, now and then, to the roof of the noble 
church, which was built of white marble. The pointed towers, the decorated 
and open cloisters, the stately columns, the white statues which smiled upon 
him from every corner and porch and arch,- all, even the church itself, 
seemed to him to have been formed from the snow of his native land. 
Above him was the blue sky ; below him, the city and the wide-spreading 
plains of Lombardy; and towards the north, the lofty mountains, covered 
with perpetual snow. And then he thought of the church of Kjoge, with 
its red, ivy-clad walls, but he had no longing to go there; here, beyond the 
:mountains, he would die and be buried. 

Three years had passed away since he left his home; one year of that 
time he had dwelt at Milan. 

One day his master took him into the town; not to the circus, in which 
iiders performed, but to the opera, a large building, itself a sight well worth 
seeing. The seven tiers of boxes, which reached from the ground to a 
dizzy height, near the ceiling, were hung with rich, silken curtains; and in 
them were seated elegantly dressed ladies, with bouquets of flowers in their 
bands. The gentlemen were also in full dress, and many of them wore 
decorations of gold and silver. The place was so brilliantly lighted that it 
seemed like sunshine, and glorious music rolled through the building. 
Everything looked more beautiful .than in the theatre at Copenhagen, but 
then Joanna had been there, and-could it be? Yes- it was like magic, 
-she was here also : for, when the curtain rose, there stood Joanna, 
dressed in silk and gold, and with a golden crown upon her head. She sang, 
!he thought, as only an angel could sing; and then she stepped forward to 
!he front and smiled, as only Joanna could smile, and looked directly at 
Knud. Poor Knud ! he seized his master's hand, and cried out quite loud, 
« Joanna," but no one heard him excepting his master, for the music 
sounded above everything. 

"Yes, yes, it is Joanna," said his master; and he drew forth a printed bilt, 
:and pointed to her name, which was there in full. Then it was not a dream. 
All the audience applauded her, and threw wreaths of flowers at her; and every 
time she went away they called for her again, so that she was always corning 
and going. In the street the people crowded round her carriage, and drew it 
away themselves without the horses. Knud was in the foremost row, and 
:shouted as joyously as the rest; and when the carriage stopped before a 
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brilliantly lighted house, Knud placed himself close to the door of the 
carriage. It flew open, arid she stepped out; the light fell upon her dear 
face, and he could see that she smiled as she thanked them, and appeared 
quite overcome. Knud looked straight in her face, and she looked at him, 
but she did not recognise him. A man, with a glittering star on his breast, 
gave her his arm, and people said the two were engaged to be married. 
Then Knud went home and packed up his knapsack; he felt he must 
return to the home of his childhood, to the elder-tree and the willow. 
" Ah, under that willow-tree ! " A man may live a whole life in one single 
hour. 

The old couple begged him to remain, but words were useless. In vain 
they reminded him that winter was coming, and that the snow had already 
fallen on the mountains. He said he could easily follow the track of the 
slowly-moving carriages, for which a path must be kept clear, and with 
nothing but his knapsack on his back, and leaning on his stick, he could 
step along briskly. So he turned his steps to the mountains, ascended one 
side and descended the other, still going northward till his strength began to 
fail, and not a house or village could be seen. The stars shone in the sky 
above him, and down in the valley lights glittered like stars, as if another 
sky were beneath him ; but his head was dizzy and his feet stumbled, and 
he felt ill. The lights in the valley grew brighter and brighter, aµd more 
numerous, and he could see them moving to and fro, and then he under
stood that there must be a village in the distance; so he exerted his failing 
strength to reach it, and at length obtained shelter in a humble lodging. He 
remained there that night and the whole of the following day, for his body 
required rest and refreshment, and in the valley there was rain and a thaw. 
But early in the morning of the third day, a man came with an organ and 
played one of the melodies of home; and after that Knud could remainthere 
no longer, so he started again on his journey toward the north. He 
travelled for many days with hasty steps, as if he were trying to reach 
home before all whom he remembered should die; but he spoke to no one 
of this longing ; no one would have believed or understood this sorrow of 
his heart, the deepest that can be felt by human nature. Such grief is not 
for the world; it is not entertaining, even to friends, and poor Knud had 
no friends ; he was a stranger, wandering through strange lands to his home 
in the north. 

He was walking one evening through the public roads, the country around 
him was flatter, with :fields and meadows, the air had a frosty feeling. A 
willow-tree grew by the roadside, everything reminded him of home. He 
felt very tired, so he sat down under the tree, and very soon began to nod; 
then his eyes closed in sleep. Yet still he seemed conscious that the willow
tree was stretching its branches over him; in his dreaming state the tree 
appeared like a strong, old man-the " willow father" himself, who had 
taken his tired son up in his arms to carry him back to the land of home, to 
the garden of his childhood, on the bleak open shores of Kjoge. And then 
he dreamed that it was really the willow-tree itself from Kjoge, which had 
travelled out into the world to seek him, and now had found him and 
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carried him back into the little garden, on the banks of the streamlet · and 
there stood Joanna, in all her splendour, with the golden crown on her !1ead, 
as he had last seen her, to welcome him back. And then there appeared 
before him two remarkable shapes, which looked much more like human 
beings than when he had seen them in his ~hildhood; they were changed, 
but he remembered that they were the two gmgerbread cakes, the man and 
the woman, who had shown their best sides to the world and looked so 

.- good. 
"We thank you," they said to Knud, "for you have loosened our tongues; 

we have learned from you that thoughts should be spoken freely, or nothing 
will come of them; and now something has come of our thoughts, for we 
are engaged to be married." Then they walked away, hand-in-hand, through 
the streets of Kjoge, looking very respectable on the best side, which they 
were quite right to show. They turned their steps to the church, and Knud 
and Joanna followed them, also walking hand-in-hand; there stood the 
church, as of old, with its red walls, on which the green ivy grew. 

The great church door flew open wide, and as they walked up the broad 
aisle, soft tones of music sounded from the organ. "Our master first," said 
the gingerbread pair, making room for Knud and Joanna. As they knelt 
at the altar, Joanna bent her head over him, and cold, icy tears fell on his 
face from . her. eyes. They, were, indeed tears of ice, for her heart was 
melting towards him through his strong love, and as her tears fell on his 
bmnicg cheeks he awoke. He was still sitting under the willow-tree in a 
strange land, on a cold wintry evening, with snow and hail falling from the 
clouds, and beating upon his face. 

"That was the most delightful hour of my life," said he, "although it was 
only a dream. Oh, let me dream again." Then he closed his eyes once 
more, and slept and dreamed. . 

Towards morning there was a great fall of snow; the wind drifted it over 
him, but he still slept on. The villagers came forth to go to church; by the 
roadside they found a workman seated, but he was dead ! frozen to death 
under the willow-tree. 
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THE OLD MAN AND THE ANGEL. 

THE most sacred day in a man's life is the day of his death. The last 
and great day of his transformation. 

"Hast thou deeply and earnestly thought of this day which will inevit
ably bring thy last earthly hour?" 

There was once a man with a strong religious belief, who argued boldly 
for the truth of God's word, a law in himself, and a zealous servant of 
God. 

He lay at last on his death-bed, and by it stood the angel of death, with 
a heavenly countenance. · .. 

"Thy hour-glass has run down," he said, as he touched the dying man's 
feet with. his finger, and they became icy cold. Then he touched his fore

. head and his heart. The thread of life snapped, and the soul was free to 
follow the angel of death. 

In the twinkling of an eye they were gone, while the soul's first initiation 
began by the strange appearance of great black, foamy billows, which rolied 
over him in a throng from head to foot, and the events of his whole 
life were brought to his memory as the billows rolled over him. 

He could look down through the waves to the giddy deep beneath him, 
and with a glance like lightning through immeasurable space, in which 
sparkled myriads of suns, stars, and planets impossible to number, yet 
clearly perceptible in the unlimited universe. 

The spirit on the confines of immortality shook with dread as he knew 
himself to be guilty, and had nothing to support his claim for mercy, as he 
felt himself sinking into unbounded vacuity. 

With only his own goodness to trust to, God would perhaps give hi:11 
rest; and with childlike faith and trust he would be able to say, "Thy will 
be done." 

This dead man, however, felt that he had not committed the sins of 
childhood, but of manhood, and the thought of his sins made him tremble 
and shudder. He had certainly been a true believer, and a strict follower 
of religious forms. But, as he well knew, millions had wandered on the 
broad road that leads to destruction, and it would be not only their soulsJ 



I , 
I 

Tbe olrl man and the angel. 



THE OLD MAN AND THE ANGEL. 413 
-------------------- ·--------------
but their bodies also, although dead, that would be sent to fire and chains 
for ever. 

And now the angel of death led the trembling soul nearer to heaven, 
where mercy has been promised; and the door was still open. 

And then the soul following the angel of death fancied he could see once 
more his own death-bed. There lay the body formed of dust, wrapped in 
a white shroud, and strangers were copying this image of itself. 

Again they went forward with great strides, and entered what at first 
seemed a large hali, and then a forest. But nature was dumb, the trees 
were either close to, or at a distance from, each other, and they did not 
look real, but artificial, or like the ivy-covered wall of an old-fashioned 
French garden. It was truly a masquerade. 

"See there the life of man," said the angel. 
Yet there was nothing to see only under a deception. 
Those in gold and velvet were not always to be looked upon as the 

noblest and mightiest; they were even less noble than many who wore 
coarse smock-frocks, and were in poverty and considered insignificant. 

It was very strange and peculiar, yet amusing to see how careful .all 
these masqueraders were to conceal something or other under their gar
ments. But when one dragged the garment of another so violently that it 
came off, then was seen the head of an animal-here a grinning ass; there 
an ugly he-goat; or a cold, slimy snake, and at last a stale fish. 

These animals represented some of the vices that live and grow in the 
human heart, where they leap and spring and show themselves; therefore a 
garment is fastened tightly round the wearers to conceal their real characters. 
But of what use is that? People who saw these garments dragged off, 
only laughed and cried out-

" See there ! That is he ! That is she ! " 
And so there always are some ready to cover others with misery and 

· disgrace. 
And the wandering spirit asked-
" What were my animals then once ? " 
Then the angel of death pointed out a proud figure of himself, the 

head adorned with a many-coloured, radiant glory. But the feet of an 
animal stuck in the heart of the man-and they were the feet of a peacock ! 
while the glory was no other than the many-coloured tail of the bird ! 

They went on farther, where the cawing of the great birds on the branches 
of the trees, sounded like a human voice, saying-

" Thou wanderer on the way of death, knowest thou me still?" It was 
the voice of the wicked thoughts and desires of his life, who were each 
asking, " Knowest thou me still ? " 

A dread seized the soul, for it recognised the voices of its wicked 
thoughts and desires, that like witnesses for the right stepped forth against 
it. "Ah, well," said the spirit, "I know that the wicked nature that dwells 
in the flesh is not good, yet these sinful thoughts of mine did not result in 
evil deeds-the world saw very little corrupt fruit." 

Then the angel of death led the soul away rapidly, that they might not 
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continue to hear the hideous cries of the great black birds that followed 
them, croaking and cawing so loudly that nothing was ever heard like it 
before in the world. 

It made the wandering spirit leap like a hunted hind, and in one of these 
leaps it set its foot on a firestone, which burnt and wounded it terribly. 

" Who strewed these sharp stones here ? " asked the soul; "they cover 
the ground like withered leaves.'' 

"Each thoughtless word," replied the angel, "that fell on the heart of 
thy neighbour from thee, wounded him far more deeply than these stones 
on the ground have wounded thee." 

"Judge not and ye shall not be judged," sounded through the air. "We 
are all sinners at times," said the soul, taking courage ; "the law and the 
gospel were my rules of life. I have done what I could : I am not like 
other people." 

And presently they arrived at the gates of neaven, and the angel who 
guarded the door asked the soul, "Who art thou? Tell me in what you 
believe, and show me your deeds." 

"I have all the commandments strictly kept, and with my whole heart 
and soul before the eyes of the world I have avoided the society of those 
wicked persons who travelled the broad road that leadeth to destruction, 
and I .would have fought for my faith with fire and sword had it been 
necessary." 

"Then you are a Mahometan also?" asked the angel. 
" I? Never ! " was the earnest reply. 
" 'They that take the sword shall perish by the sword,' " are the words of 

the Saviour. "Thou dost not believe this," replied the angel. "Art thou a 
child of Israel to whom Moses said, 'An eye for an eye; a tooth for a 
tooth?' A son of Israel, whose jealous God was only the God of his 
chosen people? " 

"I am a Christian," was the reply, more humbly. 
"Then do not attempt to bear witness to your own faith and your own 

works. The Christian doctrine is, reconciliation to God through His in, 
finite love and mercy." 

"Mercy ! " How the word echoed through infinite space. The portals 
of heaven opened, and the redeemed soul entered into eternal glory. 

But the ineffable light was so blinding, so overpowering, that the soul 
drew back as if it were a drawn sword. 

Soft and overpowering music, which no earthly tongue can describe, 
filled the air, while the happy spirit trembled and bowed deeper and deeper 
before the glorious light of heaven, and felt, as it had never felt before, the 
great enormity of the sins it had committed during life. 

But the load was lifted now, for in the heart all was light. The soul was 
ready also to own that the good deeds she had performed on earth were 
<lone through the divine help of "Another," but the evil sprung from 
herself. 

One glance at the clear glorious effulgence of the throne, and the soul, 
~rushed with the overpowering brightness, sunk on the golden pavement of 
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heaven in a swoon. She feared she was not fit for heaven, and that she 
had deceived herself, and she could only stammer faintly the word 
"Mercy 1" 

And mercy and strength were given-mercy that was now certain, and 
not to be only hoped for. 

The. universe is God's heaven, where His love shines forth with inex
haustible fulness. 

"Holy, glorious, and beloved through all eternity will be the redeemed 
human soul," was the song that resounded from the golden harps of 
heaven. 

And God grant we may all, when our days on earth are ended, be as 
happy as this glorified spirit, even when it trembled before the crystal 
sea, and the glory and brightness of the Heavenly kingdom. 

May we all through God's love and mercy be enabled to enter on a new 
path in our earthly career-lighter, nobler, and purer; and feel, as death 
approaches, that we are always coming nearer to that glorious light, and 
with strength from God may at our last days wing our flight to that eternal 
home of brightness and peace. 



LITTLE CLAUS AND BIG CLAUS. 

IN a village there once lived two men who had the same name. They 
were both called Claus. One of them had four horses, but the other had 
only one; so to distinguish them, people called the owner of the four horses, 
"Great Claus," and he who had only one, "Little Claus." Now we shall 
hear what happened to them, for this is a true story. 

Through tpe whole week, Little Claus was obliged to plough for Great 
Claus, and lend him his one horse; and once a week, on a Sunday, Great 
Claus lent him all his four horses. Then how Little Claus would smack his 
whip over all five horses, they were as good as his own on that one day. 
The sun shone brightly, and the church bells were ringing merrily as the 
people passed by, dressed in their best clothes, with their prayer-books 
under their arms. They were going to hear the clergyman preach. They 
looked at Little Claus ploughing with his five horses, and he was so proud 
that he smacked his whip, and said, "Gee-up, my five horses." 

"You must not say that," said Big Claus; "for only one of them belongs 
to you." But Little Claus soon forgot what he ought to say, and when any 
one passed he would call out, " Gee-up, my five horses!" 

"Now I must beg of you not to say that again," said Big Claus; "for if 
you do, I shall hit your horse on the head, so that he will drop dead on the 
spot, and there will be an end of him." 

"I promise you I will not say it any more," said the other; but as soon as 
people came by, nodding to him, and wishing him "Good day," he 
became so pleased, and thought how grand it looked to have five horses 
ploughing in his field, that he cried out again, " Gee-up, all my horses ! " 

"I '11 gee-up your horses for you," said Big Claus; and, seizing a hammer, 
he struck the one horse of little Claus on the head, and he fell dead 
instantly. 

" Oh, now I have no horse at all," said Little Claus, weeping. But after 
a while he took off the dead horse's skin, and hung the hide to dry in the 
wind. Then he put the dry skin into a bag, and, placing it over his 
shoulder, went out into the next town to sell the horse's skin. He had a 
very long way to go, and had to pass through a dark, gloomy forest. Pre-

27 
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sently a storm arose, and he lost his way, and before he discovered the 
right path, evening came on, and it was still a long way to the town, and 
too far to return home before night. Near the road stood a large farmhouse. 
The shutters outside the windows were closed, but lights shone through the 
crevices and at the top. "I might get permission to stay here for the night," 
thought Little Claus; so he went up to the door and knocked. The farmer's 
wife opened the door ; but when she heard what he wanted, she told him 
to go away, as her husband would not allow her to admit strangers. "Then 
I shall be obliged to lie out here," said Little Claus to himself, as the 
farmer's wife shut the door in his face. Near to the farmhouse stood a 
large haystack, and between it and the house was a small shed, with a 
thatched roof. "I can lie up there," said Little Claus, as he saw the roof; 
"it will make a famous bed, but I hope the stork will not fly down and bite 
my legs ; " for on it stood a living stork, whose nest was in the roof. So 
Little Claus climbed to the roof of the shed, and while he turned himself 
to get comfortable, he discovered that the wooden shutters, which were 
closed, did not reach to the tops of the windows of the farmhouse, so that 
he could see into a room, in which a large table was laid out with wine, 
roast meat, and a splendid fish. The farmer's wife and the sexton were 
sitting at the table together; and she filled his glass, and helped him plen
teously to fish, which appeared to be his favourite dish. "If I could only 
get some, too," thought Little Claus ; and then, as he stretched his neck 
towards the window he spied a large, beautiful pie,-indeed they had a 
glorious feast before them. 

At this moment he heard some one riding down the road, towards the 
farmhouse. It was the farmer returning home. He was a good man, but 
still he had a very strange prejudice,-he could not bear the sight of a 
sexton. If one appeared before him he would put himself in a terrible 
rage. In consequence of this dislike, the sexton had gone to visit the 
farmer's wife during her husband's absence from home, and the good woman 
had placed before him the best she had in the house to eat. When she heard 
the farmer coming she was frightened, and begged the sexton to hide himself 
in a large empty chest that stood in the room. He did so, for he knew her 
husband could not endure the sight of a sexton. The woman then quickly 
put away the wine, and hid all the rest of the nice things in the oven; for 
if her hushand had seen them he would have asked what they were brought 
out for. 

" Oh, dear," sighed Little Claus from the top of the shed, as he saw all 
the good things disappear. 

" Is any one up there ? " asked the farmer, looking up and discovering 
Little Claus. "Why are you lying up there? Come down, and come into 
the house with me." So Little Claus came down and told the farmer how 
he had lost his way, and begged for a night's lodging. 

"All right," said the farmer · "but we must have something to eat 
first." 

The woman received them both very kindly, laid the cloth on a large 
table, and placed before them a dish of porridge. The farmer was very 
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hungry, and ate his porridge with a good appetite, but Little Claus could 
not help thinking of the nice roast meat, fish, and pies, which he knew were 
in the oven. Under the table, at his feet, lay the sack containing the horse's 
skin, which he intended to sell at the next town. Now Little Claus did not 
relish the porridge at all, so he trod with his foot on the sack under the table, 
and the dry skin squeaked quite loud. "Hush ! " said Little Claus to his 
sack, at the same time treading upon it again, till it squeaked louder than 
before. 

"Hallo ! what have you got in your sack?" asked the farmer. 
"Oh, it is a conjuror," said Little Claus ; "and he says we need 

not eat porridge, for he has conjured the oven full of roast meat, fish, and 
pie." 

"Wonderful ! "cried the farmer, starting up and opening the oven door; 
and there lay all the nice things hidden by the farmer's wife, but which he 
supposed had been conjured there by the wizard under the table. The 
woman dared not say anything ; so she placed the things before them, and 
they both ate of the :fish, the meat, and the pastry. 

Then little Claus trod again upon his sack, and it squeaked as before. 
" What does he say now?" asked the farmer. 

" He says," replied Little Claus, "that there are three bottles of wine for 
us, standing in the corner, by the oven." 

So the woman was obliged to bring out the wine also, which she had hid
den, and the farmer drank it till he became quite merry. He would have 
liked such a conjuror as Little Claus carried in his sack. " Could he con• 
jure up the evil one ? " asked the farmer. "I should like to see him now, 
while I am so merry." 

'' Oh, yes!" replied Little Claus, "my con juror can do anything I ask 
him,-can you not?" he asked, treading at the same time on the sack till it 
squeaked. "Do you hear? he answers 'Yes,' but he fears that we shall not 
like· to look at him." 

"Oh, I am not afraid. What will he be like?" 
"Well, he is very much like a sexton." 
" Ha ! " said the farmer, " then he must be ugly. Do you know I can

not endure the sight of a sexton. However, that doesn't matter, I shall 
know who it is ; so I shall not mind. Now then, I have got up my cour
age, but don't let him come too near me." 

"Stop, I must ask the conjuror," said Little Claus; so he trod on the 
bag, and stooped his ear down to listen. 

·" What does he say? " 
"He says that you must go and open that large chest which stands in the 

corner, and you will see the evil one crouching down inside ; but you I).rnst 
hold the lid :firmly, that he may not slip out." 

"Will you come and help me hold it?" said the farmer, going towards 
the chest in which his wife had hidden the sexton, who now lay inside, 
very much frightened. The farmer opened the lid a very little way, and 
peeped in. 

"Oh," cried he, springing backwards, "I saw him, and he is exactly like 
27 * 
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our sexton. How dreadful it is ! " So after that he was obliged to drink 
again, and they sat and drank till far into the night. 

"You must sell your con juror to me," said the farmer; "ask as much 
- as you like, I will pay it; indeed I would give you directly a whole bushel 

of gold." 
" No, indeed, I cannot," said · Little Claus; " only think how much 

profit I could make out of this conjuror." 
" But I should like to have him," said the farmer, still continuing his 

entreaties. 
"Well," said Little Claus at length, "you have been so good as to give 

me a night's lodging, I will not refuse yon; you shall have the conjnror for 
a bushel of mom:y, but I will have quite full measure." 

"So you shall," said the farmer; "but you must take away the chest 
as well. I would not have it in the house another hour ; there is no 
knowing if he may not still be there." 

So Little Claus gave the farmer the sack containing the dried horse's 
skin, and received in exchange a bushel of money-full measure. The 
farmer also gave him a wheelbarrow on which to carry away the chest and 
the gold. 

" Farewell," said Little Claus, as he went off with his money and the great 
chest, in which the sexton lay still concealed. On one side of the forest 
was a broad, deep river, the water flowed so rapidly that very few were 
able to swim against the stream. A new bridge had lately been built across 
it, and in the middle of this bridge Little Claus stopped, and said, loud 
enough to be heard by the sexton, "Now, what shall I do with this stupid 
chest ; it is as heavy as if it were full of stones : I shall be tired if I roll it 
any farther, so I may as well throw it into the river; if it swims after 
me to my house, well and good, and if not, it will not much matter." 

So he seized the chest in his hand and lifted it up a little, as if he were 
going to throw it into the water. 

"No, leave it alone," cried the sexton from within the chest; "let me out 
first." 

"Oh," exclaimed Little Claus, pretending to be frightened, "he is in there 
still, is he? I must throw him into the river, that he may be drowned." 

"Oh, no; oh, no," cried the sexton; " I will give you a whole bushel 
full of money if you will let me go."_ 

"Why, that is another matter," said Little Claus, opening the chest. The 
sexton crept out, pushed the empty_ chest into the water, and went to his 
house, then he measured out a whole bushel full of gold for Little Claus, 
who had already received one from the farmer, so that now he ha_d a barrow 
full. 

"I have been well paid for my horse," said he to himself when he reached 
home, entered his own room, and emptied all his money into a heap on the 
floor. " How vexed Great Claus will be when he finds how rich I have 
become all through my one horse ; but I shall . not tell him exactly how it 
all happened." Then he sent a boy to Great Claus to borrow a bushel 
measure. 
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" What can he want it for?" thought Great Claus; so he smeared the 
bottom of the measure with tar, that some of whatever was put into it might 
stick there and remain. And so it happened ; for when the measure re
turned, three new silver florins were sticking to it. 

" What does this mean?" said Great Claus; so he ran off directly to 
Little Claus, and asked, "Where did you get so much money?" 

"Oh, for my horse's skin, I sold it yesterday." 
" It was certainly well paid for then," said Great Claus ; and he ran home 

to his house, seized a hatchet, and knocked all his four horses on the head, 
flayed off their skins and took them to the town to sell. "Skins, skins, who '11 
buy skins?" he cried, as he went through the streets. All the shoe
makers and tanners came · running, and asked how much he wanted for 
them. 

"A bushel of money, for each," replied Great Claus. 
" Are you mad ? " they all cried ; " do you think we have money to spend 

by the bushel? " 
"Skins, skins," he cried again, "who'll buy skins?" but to all who inquired 

the price, his answer was, "A bushel of money." 
" He is making fools of us," said they all ; then the shoemakers took 

their straps, and the tanners their leather aprons, and began to beat Great 
Claus, 

" Skins, skins ! " they cried, mocking him ; "yes, we '11 mark your skin for 
you, till it is black and blue." 

" Out of the town with him," said they. And Great Claus was obliged 
to run as fast as he could, he had never before been so thoroughly beaten. 

"Ah/' said he, as he came to his house: " Little Claus shall pay me for 
this; I will beat him to death." 

Meanwhile the old grandmother of Little Claus died. She had been 
cross, unkind, and really spiteful to him; but he was very sorry, and took 
the dead woman and laid her in his warm bed to see if he could bring her 
to life again. There he determined that she should lie the whole night, 

. while he seated himself in a chair in a corner of the room as he had often 
done before. During the night, as he sat there, the door opened, and in 
came Great Claus with a hatchet. He knew well where Little Claus's bed 
stood; so he went right up to it, and struck the old grandmother on the 
head, thinking it must be Little Claus. 

"There," cried he, "now you cannot make a fool of me again;" and 
then he went home. 

" That is a very wicked man," thought Little Claus ; 11 he meant to kill 
me. It is a good thing for my old grandmother that she was already dead, 
or he would have taken her life." Then he dressed his old grandmother in 
her best clothes, borrowed a horse of his neighbour, and harnessed it to a 
cart. Then he placed the old woman on the back seat, so that she might 
not fall out as he drove, and rode away through the wood. By sunrise 
they reached a large inn, where Little Claus stopped and went to get 
something to eat. The landlord was a rich man, and a good man too ; but 
as passionate as if he had been made of pepper and snuff. 
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"Good morning," said he to Little Claus; "you are come betimes 
to-day." 

"Yes," said Little Claus ; "I am going to the town with my old grand
mother ; she is sitting at the back of the waggon, but I cannot bring her 
into the room. Will you take her a glass of mead? but you must speak 
very loud, for she cannot hear well." 

"Yes, certainly I will," replied the landlord; and, pouring out a glass of 
mead, he carried it out to the dead grandmother, who sat upright in the 
cart. "Here is a glass of mead from your grandson," said the landlord. 
The dead woman did not answer a word, but sat quite still. " Do you not 
hear? " cried the landlord as loud as he could; "here is a glass of mead 
from your grandson." 

Again and again he bawled it out, but as she did not stir he flew into a 
passion, and threw the glass of mead in her face ; it struck her on the nose, 
and she fell backwards out of the cart, for she was only seated there, not 
tied in. 

"Hallo ! " cried Little Claus, rushing out of the door, and seizing 
hold of the landlord by the throat; " you have killed my grandmother; 
see, here is a great hole in her forehead." 

"Oh how unfortunate," said the landlord, wringing his hands. "This all 
comes of my fiery temper. Dear Little Claus, I will give you a bushel of 
money ; I will bury your grandmother as if she were my own; only keep 
silent, or else they will cut off my head, and that would be disagreeable." 

So it happened that Little Claus received another bushel of money, and 
the landlord buried his old grandmother as if she had been his own. When 
Little Claus reached home again, he immediately sent a boy to Great Claus, 
requesting him to lend him a bushel measure. "How is this?" thought 
Great Claus; "did I not kill him? I must go and see for myself." So he 
went to Little Claus, and took the bushel measure with him. " How did 
you get all this money ? '' asked Great Claus, staring with wide open eyes at 
his neighbour's treasures. 

"You killed my grandmother instead of me," said little Claus, "so I 
have sold her for a bushel of money." 

" That is a good price at all events," said Great Claus. So he went home, 
took a hatchet, and killed his old grandmother with one blow. Then he 
placed her on a cart, and drove into the town to the apothecary, and asked 
him if he would buy a dead body. 

" Whose is it, and where did you get it ? " asked the apothecary. 
"It is my grandmother," he replied; "I killed her with a blow, that I 

might get a bushel of money for her." 
"Heaven preserve us ! " cried the apothecary, "you are out of your mind. 

Don't say such things, or you will lose your head." And then he talked to 
him seriously about the wicked deed he had done, and told him that such 
a wicked man would surely be punished. Great Claus got so fiightened 
that he rushed out of the surgery, jumped into the cart, whipped up his 
horses, and drove home quickly. The apothecary and all his people thought 
him mad, and let him drive where he liked. 
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"You shall pay for this," said Great Claus, as soon as he got into the 
high road, "that you shall, Little Claus." So as soon as he reached home 
he took the largest sack he could find, and went over to Little Claus. "You 
have played me another trick," said he. "First, I killed all my horses, 
and then my old grandmother, and it is all your fault; but you shall not 
make a fool of me any more." So he laid hold of Little Claus round the 
body, and pushed him into the sack, which he took on his shoulders, saying, 
" Now I'm going to drown you in the river." 

He had a long way to go before he reached the river, and Little Claus 
was not a very light weight to carry. The road led by the church, and as 
they passed he could hear the organ playing and the people singing beau
tifully. Great Claus put down the sack close to the church door, and 
thought he might as well go in and hear a psalm before he went any farther. 
Little Claus could not possibly get out of the sack, and all the people were 
in church; so in he went. 

"Oh dear, oh dear," sighed Little Claus in the sack, as he turned and 
twisted about; but he found he could not loosen the string with which it 
was tied. Presently an old cattle driver, with snowy hair, passed by, 
carrying a large staff in his hand, with which he drove a large herd of cows 
and oxen before him. They stumbled against the sack in which lay Little 
Claus, and turned it over. "Oh dear," sighed Little Claus, "I am very 
young, yet I am soon going to heaven." 

"And I, poor fellow," said the drover," I, who am so old already, cannot 
get there." 

" Open the sack," cried Little Claus; "creep into it instead of me, and 
you will soon be there." 

"With all my heart," replied the drover, opening the sack, from which 
sprung Little Claus as quickly as possible. " Will you take care of my 
cattle ? " said the old man, as he crept into the bag. 

"Yes," said Little Claus, and he tied up the sack, and then walked off 
with all the cows and oxen. 

When Great Claus came out of church, he took up the sack, and placed 
it on his shoulders. It appeared to have become lighter, for the old drover 
was not half so heavy as Little Claus. 

" How light he seems now," said he. "Ah, it is because I have been to 
a church." So he walked on to the river, which was deep and broad, and 
threw the sack containing the old drover into the water, believing it to be 
Little Claus. "There you may lie l " he exclaimed; "you will play me no 
more tricks now." Then he turned to go home, but when he came to a 
place where two roads crossed there was Little Claus driving the cattle. 
"How is this?" said Great Claus. " Did I not drown you just now?" 

"Yes," said Little Claus; "you threw me into the river about half an 
hour ago." 

"But wherever did you get all these fine beasts?" asked Great Claus. 
"These beasts are sea-cattle," replied Little Claus. "I '11 tell you the 

whole story, and thank you for drowning me; I am above you now; I am 
really very rich. I was fr;ghtened, to be sure, while I lay tied up in the 
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sack, and the wind whistled in my ears when you threw me into the river 
from the bridge, and I sank to the bottom immediately; but I did not hurt 
myself, for I fell upon beautifully soft grass which grows down there; and, 
in a moment, the sack opened, and the sweetest little maiden came towards 
me. She had snow-white robes, and a wreath of green leaves on her wet 
hair. She took me by the hand, and said, 'So you are come, Little Claus, 
and here are some cattle for you to begin with. About a mile farther on the 
road, there is another herd for you.' Then I saw that the river formed a 
great highway for the people who live in the sea. They were walking and 
driving here and there from the sea to the land at the spot where the river 
terminates. The bed of the river was covered with the loveliest flowers 
and sweet fresh grass. The fish swam past me as rapidly as the birds do 
here in the air. How handsome all the people were, and what fine cattle 
were grazing on the hills and in the valleys ! " 

"But why did you come up again," said Great Claus, "if it was all so 
beautiful down there? I should not have done so." 

"W eU," said little Claus, " it was good policy on my part; you heard me 
say just now that I was told by the sea-maiden to go a mile farther on the 
road, and I should find a whole herd of cattle. By the road she meant the 
river, for she could not travel any other way; but I knew the winding of 
the river, and how it bends, sometimes to the right and sometimes to the 
left, and it seemed a long way, so I chose a shorter one ; and, by coming 
up to the land, and then driving across the fields back again to the river, I 
shall save half a mile, and get all my cattle more quickly." 

"What a lucky fellow you are 1 " exclaimed Great Claus. " Do you 
think I should get any sea-cattle if I went down to the bottom of the 
river?" 

"Yes, I think so," said Little Claus; "but I cannot carry you there in a 
sack, you are too heavy. However, if you will go there first, and then creep 
into a sack, I will throw you in with the greatest pleasure." 

"Thank you," said Great Claus ; "but remember, if I do not get any sea
cattle down there I shall come up again and give you a good thrashing." 

"No now, don't be too fierce about it!" said Little Claus, as they walked 
on tow~rds the river. When they approached it, the cattle, who were very 
thirsty, saw the stream, and ran down to drink. 

"See what a hurry they are in," said Little Claus, "they are longing to 
get down again." 

"Come, help me, make haste," said Great Claus, '"'or you '11 get beaten." 
So he crept into a large sack, which had been lying across the back of one 
of the oxen. 

"Put in a stone," said Great Claus, "or I may not sink." 
"Oh, there's not much fear of that," he replied; still he put a large stone 

into the bag, and then tied it tightly, and gave it a push. 
" Plump ! " In went Great· Claus, and immediately sank to the bottom 

of the river. 
"I'm afraid he will not find any cattle," said Little Claus, and then he 

drove his own beasts homewards. 
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HAVE you ever seen an old wooden cupboard quite black with age, and 
ornamented with carved foliage and curious figures? Well, just such a 
cupboard stood in a parlour, and had been left to the family as a legacy by 
the great-grandmother. It was covered from top to bottom with carved 
roses and tulips; the most curious scrolls were drawn upon it, and out of 
them peeped little stags' heads, with antlers. In the middle of the cup
board door was the carved figure of a man most ridiculous to look at 
He grinned at you, for no one could call it laughing. He had goat's legs, 
little horns on his head, and a long beard; the children in the room always 
called him, "Major-general-field-sergeant-commander Billy-goat's-legs." It 
was certainly a very difficult name to pronounce, and there are very few 
who ever receive such a title, but then it seemed wonderful how he came 
to be carved at all; yet there he was, always looking at the table under the 
looking-glass, where stood a very pretty little shepherdess, made of china. 
Her shoes were gilt, and her dress had a red rose for an ornament. She 
wore a hat, and carried a crook, that were both gilded, and looked very 
bright and pretty. Close by her side stood a little chimney-sweep, as black 
as a coal, and also made of china. H e was, however, quite as clean and 
neat as any other china figure; he only represented a black chimney-sweep, 
and the china workers might just as well have made him a prince, had they 
felt inclined to do so. He stood holding his ladder quite handily, and his 
face was as fair and rosy as a girl's ; indeed, that was rather a mistake, it 
should have 1'ad some black marks on it. He and the shepherdess had 
been placed close together, side by side; and, being so placed they became 
engaged to each other, for they were very well. suited, being both made of 
the same sort of china, and being equally fragile. Close to them stood 
another figun', three times as large as they were, and also made of china. 
He was an old Chinaman, who could nod his head, and used to pretend that 
he was the grandfather of the shepherdess, although he could not prove it. 
He however assumed authority over her, and therefore when "Major
general-field-sergeant-commander Billy-goat's-legs" asked for the little shep
herdess tri be his wife, he nodded his head to show that he consented. 
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"You will have a husband," said the old Chinaman to her, "who I really 
believe is made of mahogany. He will make you the lady of Major-general
field-sergeant-commander Billy-goat's-legs. He has the whole cupboard 
full of silver plate, which he keeps locked up in secret drawers." 

"I won't go into the dark cupboard," said the little shepherdess. "I 
have heard that he has eleven china wives there already." 

" Then you shall be the twelfth," said the old Chinaman. "To-night as 
soon as you hear a rattling in the old cupboard, you shall be married, as 
true as I am a Chinaman;" and then he nodded his head and fell asleep. 

Then the little shepherdess cried, and looked at her sweetheart, the 
china chimney-sweep. "I mus( entreat you," said she, "to go out with me 
into the wide world, for we cannot stay here." 

"I will do whatever you wish," said the little chimney-sweep; "let us 
go immediately : I think I shall be able to maintain you with my pro
fession." 

"If we were but safely down from the table!" said she; "I shall not be 
happy till we are really out in the world." 

Then he comforted her, and r,howed her how to place her little foot on 
the carved edge and gilt-leaf ornaments of the table. He brought his 
little ladder to help her, and so they contrived to reach the floor. But 
when they looked at the old cupboard, they saw it was all in an uproar. 
The carved stags pushed out their heads, raised their antlers, and twisted 
their necks. The major-general sprung up in the air, and cried out to the 
old Chinaman, "They are running away! they are running away ! " The 
two were rather frightened at this, so they jumped into the drawer of the 
window-seat. Here were three or four packs of cards not quite complete, 
and a doll's theatre, which had been built up very neatly. A comedy was 
being performed in it, and all the queens of diamonds, clubs, and hearts, 
and spades, sat in the first row fanning themselves with tulips, and behind 
them stood all the knaves, showing that they had heads above and below 
as playing cards generally have. The play was about two lovers, who were 
not allowed to marry, and the shepherde~s wept because it was so like her 
own story. "I cannot bear it," said she, " I must get out of the drawer;" 
but when they reached the floor, and cast their eyes on the table, there was 
the old Chinaman awake and shaking his whole body, till all at once down 
he came on the floor, "plump." "The old Chinaman is coming," cried the 
little shepherdess in a fright, and down she fell on one knee. 

"I have thought of something," said the chimney-sweep; "let us get 
into the great pot-pourri jar which stands in the corner; there we can lie 
on rose-leaves and lavender, and throw salt in his eyes if he come near 
us." 

"No, that will never do," said she, "because I know that the China
man and the pot-pourri jar were lovers once, and there always remains 
behind a feeling of good-will between those who have been so intimate 
as that. No, there is nothing left for us but to go out into the v/1de 
world." 

"Have you really courage enough to go out into the wide world with 



428 HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. 

me?" said the chimney-sweep ; "have you thought how large it is, and 
that we can never come back here again?" 

"Yes, I have," she replied. 
When the chimney-sweep saw that she was quite firm, he said, "My way 

is through the stove and up the chimney. Have you courage to creep with 

THE RUNAWAYS, 

me through the fire-box, and the iron pipe ? When we get to the chimney 
I shall know how to manage very well. We shall soon climb too high for 
any one to reach us, and we shall come through a hole in the top out into 
the wide world." So he led her to the door of the stove. 

" It looks very dark," said she ; still she went in with him through the 
stove and through the pipe, where it was as dark as pitch. 

"Now we are in the chimney," said he; "and look, there is a beautiful 
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star shining above it." It was a real star shining down upon them as if it 
would show them the way. So they clambered, and crept on, and a 
frightfully steep place it was; but the chimney-sweep helped her and sup
ported her, till they got higher and higher. He showed her the best places 
on which to set her little china foot, so at last they reached the top of the 
chimney, and sat themselves down, for they were very tired, as may be sup
posed. The sky, with all its stars, was over their heads, and below were 
the roofs of the town. They could see for a very long distance out into the 
wide world, and the poor little shepherdess leaned her head on her chimney
sweep's shoulder, and wept till she washed the gilt off her sash ; the world 
was so different to what she expected. " This is too much," she said ; " I 
cannot bear it, the world is too large. Oh, I wish I were safe back on the 
table again, under the looking-glass; I shall never be happy till I am safe 
back again. Now I have followed you out into the wide world, will you take 
me back, if you love me." 

Then the chimney-sweep tried to reason with her, and spoke of the old 
Chinaman, and of the Major-general-field-sergeant-commander Billy-goat's
legs ; but she sobbed so bitterly, and kissed her little chimney-sweep till he 
was obliged to do all she asked, foolish as it was. And so, with a great 
deal of trouble, they climbed down the chimney, and then crept through 
the pipe and stove, which were certainly not very pleasant places. Then 
they stood in the dark fire-box, and listened behind the door, to hear what 
was going on in the room. As it was all quiet, they peeped out. Alas ! 
there lay the old Chinaman on the floor ; he had fallen down from the 
table as he attempted to run after them, and was broken into three pieces; 
his back had separated entirely, and his head had rolled into a corner of 
the room. The major-general stood in his old place, and appeared lost in 
thought. 

"This is terrible," said the little shepherdess. "My poor old grand
father is broken to pieces, and it is our fault. I shall never live after this; " 
and she wrung her little hands. 

" He can be riveted," said the chimney-sweep ; " he can be riveted. Do 
not be so hasty. If they cement his back, and put a good rivet in it, he 
will be a good as new, and be able to say as many disagreeable things to us 
as ever." 

"Do you think so?" said she; and then they climbed up to the table, 
and stood in their old places. 

"As we have done no good," said the chimney-sweep, "we might as well 
have remained here, instead of taking so much trouble." 

"I wish grandfather was riveted," said the shepherdess. " Will it cost 
much, I wonder? " 

And she had her wish. The family had the Chinaman's back mended, 
and a strong rivet :smt through his neck ; he looked as good as new, but he 
could no longer nod ilis head. 

" You have become proud since your fall broke you to pieces," said 
Major-general-field-sergeant-commander Billy-goat's-legs. "You have no 
reason to give yourself such airs. Am I to have her or not?" 
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The chimney-sweep and the little shepherdess looked piteously at the old 
Chinaman, for they were afraid he might nod ; but he was not able ; besides, 
it was so tiresome to be always telling strangers he had a rivet in the 
back of his neck. 

And so the little china people remained together, and were glad of the 
grandfather's rivet, and continued to love each other till they were broken 
to pieces. 

THE PUPPET-SHOW MAN. 

ON board a steamer I once met an elderly man, with such a merry face 
that, if it was really an index of his mind, he must have been the happiest 
fellow in creation; and indeed he considered himself so, for I heard it from 
his own mouth. He was a Dane, the owner of a travelling theatre. He 
had all his company with him in a large box, for he was the proprietor of a 
puppet-show. His inborn cheerfulness, he said, had been tested by a 
member of the Polytechnic Institution, and the experiment had made him 
completely happy. I did not at first understand all this, but afterwards 
he explained the whole story to me; and here it is :-

" I was giving a representation," he said, "in the hall of the posting
house in the little town of Slagelse; there was a splendid audience, entirely 
juvenile, excepting two respectable matrons. All at once, a persqµ in black, 
of student-like appearance, entered the room, and sat down ; lie laughed 
aloud at the telling points, and applauded quite at the proper time. This 
was a very unusual spectator for me, and I felt anxious to know who he 
was. I heard that he was a member of the Polytechnic Institution in 
Copenhagen, who had be~n sent out to lecture to the people in the pro
vinces. Punctually at eight o'clock my performance closed, for children 
must go early to bed, and a manager must also consult the convenience of 
the public. 

"At nine o'clock the lecturer commenced his lecture and his experi
ments, and then I formed a part of his audience. It was wonderful both 
to hear and to see. The greater part of it was beyond my comprehension, 
but it led me to think that if we men can acquire so much, we must surely 
be intended to last longer than the little span which extends only to the 
time when we are hidden away under the earth. His experiments were 
quite miracles on a small scale, and yet the explanations flowed as natu
rally as water from his lips. At the time of Moses and the prophets, such 
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a man would have been placed among the sages of the land; in the Middle 
Ages they would have burnt him at the stake. 

"All night long I could not sleep; and the next evening, when I gave 
another performance and the lecturer was present, I was in one of my best 
moods. 

"I once heard of an actor, who, when he had to act the part of a lover, 
always thought of one particular lady in the audience; he only played for 
her, and forgot all the rest of the house, and now the Polytechnic lecturer 
was my she, my only auditor, for whom alone I played. 

"When the performance was over, and the puppets removed behind the 
curtain, the Polytechnic lecturer invited me into his room to take a glass 
of wine. He talked of my comedies, and I of his science, and I believe we 
were both equally pleased. But I had the best of it, for there was much 
in what he did that he could not always explain to me. For instance, why 
a piece of iron which is rubbed on a cylinder, should become magnetic. 
How does this happen? The magnetic spark comes to it,-:-but how? It 
is the same with people in the world; they are rubbed about on this spherical 
globe till the electric spark comes upon them, and then we have a Napoleon, 
or a Luther, or some one of the kind. 

"' The whole world is a series of miracles,' said the lecturer, 'but we are 
so accustomed to them that we call them everyday matters.' And he went 
on explainini things to me till my skull seemed lifted from my brain, and I 
declared that were I not such an old fellow, I would at once become a 
member of the Polytechnic Institution, that I might learn to look at the 
bright side of everything, although I was one of the happiest of men. 

" ' One of the happiest ! ' said the lecturer, as if the idea pleased him; 
'are you really happy?' 

" 'Yes,' I replied ; ' for I am welcomed in every town, when I arrive with 
my company; but I certainly have one wish which sometimes weighs upon 
my cheerful temper like a mountain of lead. I should like to become the 
manager of a real theatre, and the director of a real troupe of men and 
women.' 

" 'I understand,' he said; 'you would like to have life breathed into 
your puppets, so that they might be living actors, and you their director. 
And would you then be quite happy?' 

"I said I believed so. But he did not; and we talked it over in all 
manner of ways, yet could not agree on the subject. However, the wine 
was excellent, and we clanked our glasses together as we drank. There 
must have been magic in it, or I should most certainly have become tipsy; 
but that did not happen, for my mind seemed quite clear; and, indeed, a 
kind of sunshine filled the room, and beamed from the eyes of the Poly
technic lecturer. It made me think of the old stories of when the gods, in 
their mortal youth, wandered upon this earth, and paid visits to mankind. I 
said so to him, and he smiled ; and I could have sworn he was one of these 
ancient deities in disguise, or, at all events, that he belonged to the race of 
the gods. The results seemed to prove I was right in my suspicions ; for it 
was arranged that my highest wish should be granted, that my puppets were 
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to be gifted with life, and that I was to be the manager of a real company. 
We drank to my success, and clanked our glasses. Then he packed all my 
dolls into the box, and fastened it on my back, and I felt as if I were spin
ning round in a circle, and presently found myself lying on the floor. I re
member that quite well. And then the whole company sprang from the box. 
The spirit had come upon us all; the puppets had become distinguished 
actors-at least, so they said themselves-and I was their director. 

" When all was ready for the first representation, the whole company 
requested permission to speak to me before appearing in public. The 
dancing lady said the house could not be supported unless she stood on 
one leg; for she was a great genius, and begged to be treated as such. The 
lady who acted the part of the queen expected to be treated as a queen off 
the stage, as well as on it, or else she said she should get out of practice. 
The man whose duty it was to deliver a letter gave himself as many airs as he 
who took the part of first lover in the piece; he declared that the inferior parts 
were as important as the great ones, and deserving equal consideration, as 
parts of an artistic whole. The hero of the piece would only play in a part 
containing parts likely to bring down the applause of the house. The 
' prima donna' would only act when the lights were red, for she declared 
that a blue light did not suit her complexion. It was like a company of 
flies in a bottle, and I was in the bottle with them; for I was the director. 
My breath was taken away, my head whirled, and I was as miserable as 
a man could be. It was quite a novel, strange set of beings among whom 
I now found myse1£ I only wish I had them all in my box again, and that 
I had never been their director. So I told them roundly that, after all, 
they were nothing but puppets; and then they killed me. After a while 
I found myself lying on my bed in my room; but how I got there, or 
how I got away at all from the Polytechnic professor, he may perhaps 
know, I don't. The moon shone upon the floor, the box lay open, and 
the dolls were all scattered about in great confusion; but I was not idle. 
I jumped off the bed, and into the box they all had to go, some on their 
heads, some on their feet. Then I shut down the lid, and seated myself 
upon the box. 'Now you '11 just have to stay,' said I, 'and I shall be 
cautious how I wish you flesh and blood again.' 

"I felt quite light, my cheerfulness had returned, and I was the happiest 
of mortals. The Polytechnic professor had fully cured me. I was as 
happy as a king, and went to sleep on the box. Next morning-correctly 
speaking, it was noon, for I slept remarkably late that day-I found myself 
still sitting there, in happy consciousness that my former wish had been a 
foolish one. I inquired for the Polytechnic professor; but he had disap
peared like the Greek and Roman gods; from that time I have been the 
happiest man in the world. I am a happy director; for none of my com
pany ever grumble, nor the public either, for I always make them merry. I 
can arrange my pieces just as I please. I choose out of every comedy what 
I like best, and no one is offended. Plays that are neglected now-a-days 
by the great public were ran after thirty years ago, and listened to till the 
tears ran down the cheeks of the audience. These are the pieces I bring 
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forward. I place them before the little ones, who cry over them as papa 
and mamma used to cry thirty years ago. But I make them shorter, for the 
youngsters don't like long speeches; and if they have anything mournful, 
they like it to be over quickly." 

THE SHEPHERD'S STORY OF THE BOND 
OF FRIENDSHIP. 

THE little dwelling in which we lived was of clay, but the doorposts were 
columns of fluted marble, found near the spot on which it stood. The roof 
sloped nearly to the ground. It was at this time dark, brown, and ugly, 
but had originally been formed of blooming olive and laurel branches, 
brought from beyond the mountains. The house was situated in a narrow 
gorge, whose rocky walls rose to a perpendicular height, naked and black, 
while round their summits clouds often hung, looking like white living 
figures. Not a singing bird was ever heard there, neither did men dance 
to the sound of the pipe. The spot was one sacred to olden times ; even 
its name recalled a memory of the days when it was called "Delphi." Then 
the summits of the dark, sacred mountains were covered with snow, and 
the highest, mount Parnassus, glowed longest in the red evening light. The 
brook which rolled from it near our house, was also sacred. How well I 
I can remember every spot in that deep, sacred solitude ! A fire had been 
kindled in the midst of the hut, and while the hot ashes lay there red and 
glowing, the bread was baked in them. At times the snow would be piled 
so high around her hut as almost to hide it, and then my mother appeared 
most cheerful. She would hold my head between her hands, and sing the 
songs she never sang at other times, for the Turks, our masters, would not 
allow it. She sang,-

" On the summit of mount Olympus, in a forest of dwarf firs, lay an old 
stag. His eyes were heavy with tears, and glittering with colours like de\\' 
drops; and there came by a roebuck, and said, 'What ailest thee, that thou 
weepest blue and red tears?' And the stag answered, 'The Turk has come 
to our city; he has wild dogs for the chase, a goodly pack.' ' I will drive 
them away across the islands ! ' cried the young roebuck; ' I will drive them 
away across the islands into the deep sea.' But before evening the roebuck 
was slain, and before night the hunted stag was dead." 

And when my mother sang thus, her eyes would become moist; and on 
the long eyelashes were tears, but she concealed them and watched the 

28 
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black bread baking in the ashes. Then I would clench my first, and cry, 
"We will kill these Turks!" But she repeated the words of the song, "I 
will drive them across the islands to the deep sea; but before evening came 
the roebuck was slain, and before the night the hunted stag was dead." 

We had been lonely in our hut for several days and nights when my 
father came home. I knew he would bring me somes hells from the gulf 
of Lepanto, or perhaps a knife with a shining blade. This time he brought, 
under his sheep-skin cloak, a little child, a little half-naked girl. She was 
wrapped in a fur; but when this was taken off, and she lay in my mother's 
lap, three silver coins were found fastened in her dark hair; they were all 
her possessions. My father told us that the child's parents had been killed 
by the Turks, and he talked so much about them that I dreamed of Turks 
all night. He himself had been wounded, and my mother bound up his 
arm. It was a deep wound, and the thick sheep-skin cloak was stiff with 
congealed blood. The little maiden was to be my sister. How pretty and 
bright she looked! Even my mother's eyes were not more gentle than hers. 
Anastasia, as she was called, was to be my sister, because her father had 
been united to mine by an old custom, which we still follow. They had 
sworn brotherhood in their youth, and the most beautiful and virtuous maidt,,n 
in the neighbourhood was chosen to perform the act of consecration upon 
this bond of friendship. So now this little girl was my sister. She sat in 
my lap, and I brought her flowers, and feathers from the birds of the moun• 
tain. We drank together of the waters of Parnassus, and dwelt for many 
years beneath the laurel roof of the hut, while, winter after winter, my 
mother sang her song of the stag who shed red tears. But as yet I did 
not understand that the sorrows of my own countrymen were mirrored in 
those tears. 

One <lay there came to our hut Franks, men from a far country, whose 
dress was different to ours. They had tents and beds with them, carried 
by horses ; and they were accompanied by more than twenty Turks, all 
armed with swords and muskets. These Franks were friends of the Pacha, 
and had letters from him, commanding an escort for them. They only 
came to see our mountain, to ascend Parnassus amid the snow and clouds, 
and to look at the strange black rocks which raised their steep sides near 
our hut. They could not find room in the hut, nor endure the smoke that 
rolled along the ceiling till it found its way out at the low door; so they 
pitched their tents on a small space outside our dwelling. Roasted lambs 
and birds were brought forth, and strong, sweet wine, of which the Turks 
are forbidden to partake. 

When they departed, I accompanied them for some distance, carrying 
my little sister Anastasia, wrapped in a goat-skin, on my back. One of the 
Frankish gentlemen made me stand in front of a rock, and drew us both as 
we stood there, so that we looked like one creature. I did not think of it 
then, but Anastasia and I were really one. She was always sitting on my 
lap, or riding in the goat-skin on my back; and in my dreams she always 
appeared to me. 

Two nights after this, other men, armed with knives and muskets, came 
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into our tent. They were Albanians, brave men, my mother told me. 
They only stayed a short time. My sister Anastasia sat on the knee of one of 
them; and when they were gone, she had not three, but two silver coins in 
her hair-one had disappeared. They wrapped tobacco in strips of paper, 
and smoked it ; and I remember they were uncertain as to the road they 
ought to take. But they were obliged to go at last, and my father went 
with them. Soon after, we heard the sound of firing. The noise continued, 
and presently soldiers rushed into our hut, and took my mother and myself 
and Anastasia prisoners. They declared that we had entertained robbers, 
and that my father had acted as their guide, and therefore we must 
now go with them. The corpses of the robbers, and my father's 
corpse, were brought into the hut. I saw my poor dead father, and cried 
till I fell asleep. When I awoke, I found myself in a prison; · but the 
room was not worse than our own in the hut. They gave me onions and 
musty wine from a tarred cask; but we were not accustomed to much better 
fare at home. How long we were kept in prison, I do not know; but many 
days and nights passed by. We were set free about Easter-time. I carried 
Anastasia on my back, and we walked very slowly; for my mother was very 
weak, and it is a long way to the sea; to the Gulf of Lepanto. 

On our arrival, we entered a church, in which there were beautiful 
pictures in golden frames. They were pictures of angels, fair and bright; 
and yet our little Anastasia looked equally beautiful, as it seemed to me. 
In the centre of the floor stood a coffin filled with roses. My mother told 
me it was the Lord Jesus Christ .who was represented by these roses. 
Then the priest announced, " Christ is risen," and all the people greeted 
each other. Each one carried a burning taper in his hand, and one was 
given to me, as well as to little Anastasia. The music sounded, and the 
people left the church hand-in-hand, with joy and gladness. Outside, the 
women were roasting the paschal lamb. We were invited to partake ; and 
as I sat by the fire a boy, older than myself, put his arms round my neck, 
and kissed me, and said," Christ is risen." And thus it was that for the 
first time I met Aphtanides. 

My mother could make fishermen's nets, for which there was a great 
demand here in the bay; and we lived a long time by the side of the sea, 
the beautiful sea, that had a taste like tears, and in its colours 1·eminded 
me of the stag that wept red tears ; for sometimes it waters were red, and 
sometimes green or blue. Aphtanides knew how to manage our boa~ a11d 

I often sat in it, with my little Anastasia, while it glided on through the 
water, swift as a bird flying through the air. Then, when the sun set how 
beautifully, deeply blue, would be the tint on the mountains, one rising 
above the other in the far distance, and the summit of mount Parnassus 
rising above them all like a glorious crown. Its top glittered in the evening 
rays like molten gold, and it seemed as if the light came from within it ; 
for long after the sun had sunk beneath the horizon, the mountain-top 
would glow in the clear, blue sky. The white aqua.tic birds skimmed the 
surface of the water in their flight, and all was calm and still as amid the 
black rocks at Delphi. I lay on my back in the boat1 Anastasia leaned 
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against me, while the stars above us glittered more brightly than the lamps 
in our church. They were the same stars, and in the same position over 
me as when I used to sit in front of our hut at Delphi, and I had almost 
begun to fancy I was still there, when suddenly there was a splash in the 
water-Anastasia had fallen in; but in a moment Aphtanides had sprung in 
after her, and was now holding her up to me. We dried her clothes as well 
as we were able, and remained on the water till they were dry ; for we did 
not wish it to be known what a fright we had had, nor the danger which 
our little adopted sister had incurred, in whose life Aphtanides had now a 
part. 

The summer came, and the burning heat of the sun tinted the leaves of 
the trees with lines of gold. I thought of our cool mountain-home, and 
the fresh water that flowed near it; my mother, too, longed for it, and one 
evening we wandered towards home. How peaceful and silent it was as 
we walked on through the thick, wild thyme, still fragrant, though the sun 
hacJ. scorched the leaves. Not a single herdsman did we meet, not a solitary 
hut did we pass ; everything appeared lonely and deserted-only a shooting 
star showed that in the heavens there was yet life. I know not whether 
the clear, blue atmosphere gleamed with its own light, or if the radiance 
came from the stars ; but we could distinguish quite ,plainly the outline 
of the mountains. My mother lighted a fire, and roasted some roots she 
had brought with her, and I and my little sister slept among the bushes, 
without fear of the ugly smidraki, from whose throat issues fire, or of the 
wolf and the jackal ; for my mother sat by us, and I considered her pre
sence sufficient protection. 

We reached our old home ; but the cottage was in ruins, and we had to 
build a new one. With the aid of some neighbours, chiefly women, the 
walls were in a few days erected, and very soon covered with a roof of 
olive-branches. My mother obtained a living by making bottle-cases of 
hark and skins, and I kept the sheep belonging to the priests, who were 
sometimes peasants,t while I had for my playfellows Anastasia and the 
turtles. 

Once our beloved Aphtanides paid us a visit. He said he had been 
longing to see us so much; and he remained with us two whole happy days. 
A month afterwards he came again to wish us good-bye, and brought with him 
a large fish for my mother. He told us he was going in a ship to Corfu and 

, Patras, and could relate a great many stories, not only about the fishermen 
who lived near the Gulf of Lepanto, but also of kings and heroes who had 
once possessed Greece, just as the Turks possess it now. 

I have seen a bud on a rose-bush gradually, in the course of a few weeks, 
unfold its leaves till it became a rose in all its beauty; and, before I was 
aware of it, I beheld it blooming in rosy loveliness. The same thing had 
happened to Anastasia. Unnoticed by me, she had gradually become a 

'' According to a superstition among the Greeks, this is a monster produced from the 
11nop2ned entrails of slaughtered sheep, which had been thrown away in the fiek'.s. 

·r A peasant who can read is often made a priest; he is addressed as "Most holy sir," 
and the other peasants kiss the ground on which he has stepped. 
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beautiful maiden, and I was now also a stout, strong youth. The wolf-skins 
that covered the bed in which my mother and Anastasia slept, had been 
taken from wolves which I had myself shot. 

Years had gone by when, one evening, Aphtanides came in. H e had 
grown tall and slender as a reed, with strong limbs, and a dark, brown skin. 
He kissed us all, and had so much to tell of what he had seen of the great 
ocean, of the fortifications at Malta, and of the marvellous sepulchres ot 
Egypt, that I looked up to him with a kind of veneration. His stories 
were as strange as the legends of the priests of olden times. 

"How much you know ! " I exclaimed, "and what wonders you can 
relate ! " 

"I think what you once told me, the finest of all," he replied; "you told 
me of a thing that has never been out of my thoughts-of the good old 
custom of 'the bond of friendship,'-a custom I should like to follow. 
Brother, let you and I go to church, as your father and Anastasia's father 
once did. Your sister Anastasia is the most beautiful and most innocent of 
maidens, and she shall consecrate the deed. No people have such grand 
old customs as we Greeks." 

Anastasia blushed like a young rose, and my mother kissed Aphtanides. 
At about two miles from our cottage, where the earth on the hill is shel

tered by a few scattered trees, stood the little church, with a silver lamp 
hanging before the altar. I put on my best clothes, and the white tunic 
fell in graceful folds over my hips. The red jacket fitted tight and close, 
the tassel on my Fez cap was of silver, and in my girdle glittered a knife 
and my pistols. Aphtanides was clad in the blue dress worn by the Greek 
sailors; on his breast hung a silver medal with the figure of the Virgin 
Mary, and his scarf was as costly as those worn by rich lords. Every one 
could see that we were about to perform a solemn ceremony. When we 
entered the little, unpretending church, the evening sunlight streamed 
through the open door on the burning lamp, and glittered on the golden 
picture frames. We knelt down together on the altar steps, and Anastasia 
drew near and stood beside us. A long, white garment fell in graceful folds 
over her delicate form, and on her white neck and bosom hung a chain en
twined with old and new coins, forming a kind of collar. Her black hair 
was fastened into a knot, and confined by a head-dress formed of gold and 
silver coins which had been found in an ancient temple. No Greek girl had 
more beautiful ornaments than these. Her countenance glowed, and her 
eyes were like two stars. We all three offered a silent prayer, and then she 
said to us, " Will you be friends in life and in death? " 

"Yes," we replied. . 
"Will you each remember to say, whatever may happen, 'My brother is a 

part of myself; his secret is my secret, my happiness is his; self-sacrifice, 
patience, everything belongs to me as they do to him?'" 

And we again answered, "Yes." Then she joined our hands and kissed 
us on the forehead, and we again prayed silently. After this a priest came 
through a door near the altar, and blessed us all three. Then a song was 
sung by other holy men behind the altar-screen, and the bond of eternal 
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friendship was confi:rmed. When we rose, I saw my mother standing by 
the church door, weeping. 

How cheerful everything seemed now in our little cottage by the 
Delphian springs ! On the evening before his departure, Aphtanides sat 
thoughtfully beside me on the slopes of the mountain. His arm was flung 
round me, and mine was round his neck. We spoke of the sorrows of Greece, 
and of the men of the country who could be trusted. Every thought of 
our souls lay clear before us. Presently I seized his hand : "Aphtanides," 
I exclaimed, "there is one thing still that you must know,-one thing that 
till now has been a secret between myself and Heaven. My whole soul is 
filled with love,-with a love stronger than the love I bear to my mother 
and to thee." 

"And whom do you love ? " asked Aphtanides. And his face and neck 
grew red as fire. 

"I love Anastasia," I replie ..... 
Then his hand trembled in mine, and he became pale as a corpse. I 

saw it, I understood the cause, and I believe my hand trembled too. I 
bent towards him, I kissed his foreheard, and whispered, " I have never 
spoken of this to her, and perhaps she does not love me. Brother, think 
of this; I have seen her daily, she has grown up beside me, and has become 
a part of my soul." 

"And she shall be thine," he exclaimed ; " thine ! I may not wrong 
thee, nor will I do so. I also love her, but to-morrow I depart. In a year 
we will see each other again, but then you will be married ; shall it not be 
so? I have a little gold of my own, it shall be yours. You must and 
shall take it." 

We wandered silently homeward across the mountains. It was late in 
the evening when we reached my mother's door. Anastasia held the lamp 
as we entered; my mother was not there. She looked at Aphtanides with 
a sweet but mournful expression on her face. " To-morrow you are going 
to leave us," ghe said. " I am very sorry." 

" Sorry ! " he exclaimed, and his voice was troubled with a grief as deep 
as my own. I could not speak ; but he seized her hand and said, "Our 
brother yonder loves you, and is he not dear to you ? His very silence 
now proves his affection." 

Anastasia trembled, and burst into tears. Then I saw no one, thought 
of none, but her. I threw my arms round her, and pressed my lips to hers. 
As she flung her arms round my neck, the lamp fell to the ground and we 
were in darkness, dark as the heart of poor Aphtanides. 

Before daybreak he rose, kissed us all, and said "Farewell," and went 
away. He had given all his money to my mother for us. Anastasia was 
betrothed to me, and in a few days afterwards she became my wife. 



THE OLD 

STREET LAMP. 

Dm you ever hear the story of the old street lamp? It is not remark
ably interesting, but for once in a way you may as well listen to it. It was 
a most respectable old lamp, which had seen many, many years of service, 
and now was to retire with a pension. It was this evening at its post for 
the last time, giving light to the street. His feelings were something like 
those of an old dancer at the theatre, who is dancing for the last time, and 
knows that on the morrow she will be in her garret, alone and forgotten. 
The lamp had very great anxiety about the next day, for he knew that he 
had to appear for the first time at the town hall, to be inspected by the 
mayor and the council, who were to decide if he were fit for further service 
or not ;-whether the lamp was good enough to be used to light the inhabi
tants of one of the suburbs, or in the country, at some factory; and if not, 
it would be sent at once to an iron foundry, to be melted down. In this 
latter case it might be turned into anything, and he wondered very much 
whether he would then be able to remember that he had once been a street 
lamp, and it troubled him exceedingly. Whatever might happen, one thing 
seemed certain, that he would be separated from the watchman and 
his wife, whose family he looked upon as his own. The lamp had first been 
hung up on the very evening that the watchman, then a robust young man, 
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had entered upon the duties of his office. Ah, well, it was a very long 
time since one became a lamp and the other a watchman. His wife had a 
little pride in those days; she seldom condescended to glance at the 
lamp, excepting when she passed by in the evening, never in the daytime. 
But in later years, when all these,-the watchman, the wife, and the lamp 
-had grown old, she had attended to it, cleaned it, and supplied it with oil. 
The old people were thoroughly honest, they had never cheated the lamp of 
a single drop of the oil provided for it. 

This was the lamp's last night in the street, and to-morrow he must go to 
the town-hall,-:-two very dark things to think of. No wonder he did not 
burn brightly. Many other thoughts also passed through his mind. How 
many persons he had lighted on their way, and how much he had seen ; as 
much, very likely, as the mayor and corporation themselves! None of 
these thoughts were uttered aloud, however ; for he was a good, honourable 
old lamp, who would not willingly do harm to any one, especially to those 
in authority. As many things were recalled to his mind, the light would 
flash up with sudden brightness; he had, at such moments, a conviction 
that he would be remembered. "There was a handsome young man once," 
thought he; "it is cerbl.inly a long while ago, but I remember he had a 
little note, written on pink paper with a gold edge; the writing was elegant, 
evidently a lady's hand : twice he read it through, and kissed it, and then 
looked up at me, with eyes that said quite plainly, 'I am the happiest of 
men!' Only he and I know what was written on this his first letter from 
his lady-love. Ah, yes, and there was another pair of eyes that I remember, 
-it is really wonderful how the thoughts jump from one thing to another ! 
A funeral passed through the street; a young and beautiful woman lay on a 
bier, decked with garlands of flowers, and attended by torches, which quite 
overpowered my light. All along the street stood the people from the houses, 
in crowds, ready to join the procession. But when the torches had passed 
from before me, and I could look round, I saw one person alone, standing, 
leaning against my post, and weeping. Never shall I forget the sorrowful 
eyes that looked up at me." These and similar reflections occupied the 
old street lamp, on this the last time- that his light would shine. The 
sentry, when he is relieved from his post, knows at least who will succeed 
him, and may whisper a few words to him, but the lamp did not know his 
successor, or he could have given him a few hints respecting rain, or mist, 
and could have informed him how far the moon's rays would rest on the 
pavement, and from which side the wind generally blew, and so on. 

On the bridge over the canal stood three persons, who wished to recom
mend themselves to the lamp, for they thought he could give the office 
to whomsoever he chose. The first was a herring's head, which could emit 
light in the darkness. He remarked that it would be a great saving of oil 
if they placed him on the lamp-post. Number two was a piece of rotten 
woo<l, which also shines in the dark. He considered himself descended 
from an old stem, once the pride of the forest. The third was a glow-worm, 
:;.nd how he found his way there the lamp could not imagine, yet 
there he was, and could really give light as well as the others. But the rot-
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ten wood and the herring's head declared most solemnly, by all they held 
sacred, that the glow-worm only gave light at certain times, and must not 
be allowed to compete with themselves. The old lamp assured them that not 
one of them could give sufficient light to fill the position of a street lamp; 
but they would believe nothing he said. And when they discovered that he 
had not the power of naming his successor, they said they were very glad 
to hear it, for the lamp was too old and worn-out to make a proper choice. 

At this moment the wind came rushing round the corner of the street, 
and through the air-holes of the old lamp. "What is this I hear?" said he; 
"that you are going away to-morrow? Is this evening the last time we shall 
meet? Then I must present you with a farewell gift. I will blow into 
your brain, so that in future you shall not only be able to remember all that 
you have seen or heard in the past, but your light within shall be so bright, 
that you shall be able to understand all that is said or done in your 
presence." 

"Oh, that is really a very, very great gift," said the old lamp; "I thank 
yau most heartily. I only hope I shall not be melted down." 

"That is not likely to happen yet," said the wind; "and I will also blow 
a memory into you, so that should you receive other similar presents your 
old age will pass very pleasantly." 

"That is if I am not melted dovn1," said the lamp. "But should I in 
that case still retain my memory? " 

"Do be reasonable, old lamp," said the wind, puffing away. 
At this moment the moon burst forth from the clouds. "What will you 

give the old lamp ? " asked the wind. 
"I can give nothing," she replied; I am on the wane, and no lamps have 

ever given me light, while I have frequently shone upon them." And with 
these words the moon hid herself again behind the clouds, that she might 
be saved from further imp-ortunities. Just then a drop fell upon the lamp, 
from the roof of the house, but the drop explained that he was a gift 
from those grey clourls, and perhaps the best of all gifts. " I shall pene
trate you so thoroughly," he said, "that you will have the power of becoming 
rusty, and, if you wish it, to crumble into dust in one night." 

But this seemed to the lamp a very shabby present, and the wind thought 
so too. "Does no one give any more? Will no one give any more?" 
shouted the breath of the wind, as loud as it could. Then a bright falling 
star came down, leaving a broad, luminous streak behind it. 

" What was that? " cried the herring's head. "Did not a star fall? I 
really believe it went into the lamp. Certainly, when such high-born 
personages try for the office, we may as well say ' Good night,' and go 
home." 

And so they did, all three, while the old lamp threw a wonderfully strong 
light all around him. 

"This is a glorious gift," said he; "the bright stars have always been a 
joy to me, and have always shone more brilliantly than I could ever shine, 
though I have tried with my whole might; and now they have noticed me, 
a poor old lamp, and have sent me a gift that will enable me to see clearly 
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everything that I remember, as if it still stood before me, and to be seen by 
all those who love me. And herein lies the truest pleasure, for joy which 
we cannot share with others is only half enjoyed." 

"That sentiment does you honour," said the wind; "but for this purpose 
wax lights will be necessary. If these are not lighted in you, your pecu
liar faculties will not benefit others in the least. The stars have not thought 
of this; they suppose that you and every other light must be a wax tarer: 
but I must go down now." So he laid himself to rest. 

"Wax tapers, indeed ! " said the lamp, "I have never yet had these, nor 
is it likely I ever shall. If I could only be sure of not being melted 
down!" 

The next day. Well, perhaps we had better pass over the next day. 
The evening had come, and the lamp was resting in a grandfather's chair; 
and guess where ! Why, at the old watchman's house. He had begged, as 
a favour, that the mayor and corporation would allow him to keep the 
street lamp, in consideration of his long and faithful service, as he had him
self hung it up and lit it on the day he first commenced his duties, four-and
twenty years ago. He looked upon it almost as his own child; he had no 
children, so the lamp was given to him. There it lay in the great arm
chair near to the warm stove. It seemed almost as if it had grown larger, 
for it appeared quite to fill the chair. The old people sat at their supper, cast
ing friendly glances at the old lamp, whom they would willingly have admitted 
to a place at the table. It is quite true that they dwelt in a cellar, two yards 
deep in the earth, and they had to cross a stone passage to get to their 
room, but within it was warm and comfortable, and strips of list had been 
nailed round the door. The bed and the little window had curtains, and 
everything looked clean and neat. On the window seat stood two curious 
flower-pots which a sailor, named Christian, had brought over from the 
East or West Indies. They were of clay, and in the form of two elephants, 
with open backs ; they were hollow and filled with earth, and through the 
open space flowers bloomed. In one grew some very fine chives or leeks; 
this was the kitchen garden. The other elephant, which contained a beauti
ful geranium, they called their flower garden. On the wall hung a large 
coloured print, representing the congress of Vienna, and all the kings and 
emperors at once. A clock, with heavy weights, hung on the wall and went 
" tick, tick" steadily enough; yet it was always rather too fast, which, how
ever, the old people said was better than being too slow. They were now 
eating their supper, while the old street lamp, as we have heard, lay in the 
grandfather's arm-chair near the stove. It seemed to the lamp as if the 
whole world had turned round ; but after a while the old watchman looked 
at the lamp, and spoke of what they had both gone through together,-in 
rain and in fog; during the short bright nights of summer, or in the long 
winter nights, through the drifting snow-storms, when he longed to be at home 
in the cellar. Then the lamp felt it was all right again. He saw every
thing that had happened quite clearly, as if it were passing before him. 
Surely the wind had given him an excellent gift. The old people were very 
~ctive and industrious, they were never idle for even a sing] e hour. On Sunday 
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afternoons they would bring out some books, generally a book of travels 
which they were very fond of. The old man would read aloud about 
Africa, with its great forests and the wild elephants, while his wife would 
listen attentively, stealing a glance now and then at the clay elephants, 
which served as flower-pots. 

"I can almost imagine I am seeing it all," she said; and then how the 
lamp wished for a wax taper to be lighted in him, for then the old woman 
would have seen the smallest detail as clearly as he did himself. The lofty 
trees, with their thickly entwined branches, the naked negroes on horseback, 
and whole herds of elephants treading down bamboo thickets with their 
broad, heavy feet. 

"What is the use of all my capabilities," sighed the old lamp, "when I 
cannot obtain any wax lights; they have only oil and tallow here, and these 
will not do.'' One day a great heap of wax-candle ends found their way 
into the cellar. The larger pieces were burnt, and the smaller ones the old 
woman kept for waxing her thread. So there were now candles enough, 
but it never occurred to any one to put a little piece in the lamp. 

"Here I am now with my rare powers," thought the lamp, "I have facul
ties within me, but I cannot share them; they do not know that I could 
cover these white walls with beautiful tapestry, or change them into noble 
forests, or, indeed, to anything else they might wish for." The lamp, how
ever, was always kept clean and shining in a corner where it attracted all 
eyes. Strangers looked upon it as lumber, but the old people did not care 
for that; they loved the lamp. One day-it was the watchman's birthday
the old woman approached the lamp, smiling to herself, and said, "I will 
have an illumination to-day in honour of my old man." And the lamp rat
tled in his metal frame, for he thought, "Now at last I shall have a light 
within me," but after all no wax light was placed in the lamp, but oil 
as usual. The lamp burned through the whole evening, and began to per
ceive too clearly that the gift of the stars would remain a nidden treasure 
all his life. Then he had a dream ; for, to one with his faculties, dreaming 
was no difficulty. It appeared to him that the old people were dead, and 
that he had been taken to the iron foundry to be melted down. It caused 
him quite as much anxiety as on the day when he had been called upon to ap
pear before the mayor and the council at the town-hall. But though he bad 
been endowed with the power of falling into decay from rust when he 
pleased, he did not make use of it. He was therefore put into the melting
furnace and changed into as elegant an iron candlestick as you could wish 
to see, one intended to hold a wax taper. The candlestick was in the form 
of an angel, holding a nosegay, in the centre of which the wax taper was to 
be placed. It was to stand on a green writing table, in a very ple::isant 
room; many books were scattered about, and splendid paintings hung on 
the walls. The owner of the room was a poet, and a man of intellect; 
everything he thought or wrote was pictured around him. Nature showed 
herself to him sometimes in the dark forests, at others in cheerful meadows 
where the storks were strutting about, or on the deck of a ship sailing across 
the foaming sea with the clear, blue sky above, or at night the glittering 
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stars. "What powers I possess ! " said the lamp, awaking from his dream: 
"I could almost wish to be melted down ; but no, that must not be while 
the old people live. They love me for myself alone, they keep me bright, 
and supply me with oil. I am as well off as the picture of the congress, in 
which they take. so much pleasure.'' And from that time he felt at rest in 
himself, and not more so than such an honourable old lamp really deserved 
to be. 
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THE OLD CHURCH BELL 
(WRITTEN FOR THE SCHILLER ALBUM.) 

IN the country of Wurtemburg, in Germany, where the acacias grow by 
the public road, where the apple-trees and the pear-trees in autumn bend to 
the earth with the weight of the precious fruit, lies the little town of Mar
bach. As is often the case with many of these towns, it is charmingly 
situated on the banks of the river N eckar, which rushes rapidly by, passing 
villages, old knights' castles, and green vineyards, till its waters mingle with 
those of the stately Rhine. It was late in the autumn; the vine.leaves still 
hung upon the branches of the vines, but they were already tinted with red 
and gold ; heavy showers fell on the surrounding country, and the cold 
autumn wind blew sharp and strong. It was not all pleasant weather for 
the poor. The days grew shorter and more gloomy, and, dark as it was 
out of doors in the open air, it was still darker within the small, old-fashioned 
houses of the village. The gable end of one of these houses faced the street, 
and with its small, narrow windows, presented a very mean appearance. The 
family who dwelt in it were also very poor and humble, but they treasured 
the fear of God in their innermost hearts. And now He was about to send 
them a child. It was the hour of the mother's sorrow, when there pealed 
forth from the church tower the sound of festive bells. In that solemn hour 
the sweet and joyous chiming filled the hearts of those in the humble dwell
ing with thankfulness and trust; and when, amidst these joyous sounds, a 
little son was born to them, the words of prayer and praise arose from their 
overflowing hearts, and their happiness seemed to nng out ~ver town a!ld 
country in the liquid tones of the church bells' chime. The little one, with 
its bright eyes and golden hair, had been welcomed joyously on that dark 
November day. Its parents kissed it lovingly, and the father wrote these 
words in the Bible "On the tenth of November, r7 S 9, God sent us a son." 
And a short time ~fter, when the child had been baptized, the names he 
had received were added, "John Christopher Frederick." 

And what became of the little lad ?-the poor boy of the humble town 
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of Marbach? Ah, indeed, there was no one who thought or supposed, not 
even the old church bell which had been the first to sound and chime for 
him, that he would be the first to sing the beautiful song of " The Bell." 
The boy grew apace, and the world advanced with him. 

While he was yet a child, his parents removed from Marbach, and went 
to reside in another town; but their dearest friends remained behind at 
Marbach, and therefore sometimes the mother and her son would start on 
a fine day to pay a visit to the little town. The boy was at this time about 
six years old, and already knew a great many stories out of the Bible, and 
several religious psalms. While seated in the evening on his little cane
chair, he had often heard his father read from Gellert's fables, and sometimes 
from K.lopstock's grand poem, '' The Messiah." He and his sister, two 
years older than himself, had often wept scalding tears over the story of 
Him who suffered death on the cross for us all. 

On his first visit to Marbach, the town appeared to have changed but very 
little, and it was not far enough away to be forgotten. The house, with its 
pointed gable, narrow windows, overhanging walls and stories, projecting 
one beyond another, looked just the same as in former times. But in the 
churchyard there were several new graves; and there also, in the grass, close • 
by the wall, stood the old church bell ! It had been taken down from its 
high position, in consequence of a crack in the metal which prevented 
it from ever chiming again, and a new bell now occupied its place. The 
mother and son were walking in the churchyard when they discovered the 
old bell, and they stood still to look at it. Then the mother reminded her little 
boy of what a useful bell this had been for many hundred years. It had 
chimed for weddings and for christenings ; it had tolled for funerals, and to 
give the alarm in cases of fire. With eve1y event in the life of man the bell 
had made its voice h,eard. His mother also told him how the chiming of 
that old bell had once filled her heart with joy and confidence, and that in 
the midst of the sweet tones her child had been given to her. And the boy 
gazed on the large, old bell with the deepest interest. He bowed his head 
over it and kissed it, old, thrown away, and cracked as it was, and standing 
there amidst the grass and nettles. The boy never forgot what his mother 
told him, and the tones of the old bell reverberated in his heart till he 
reached manhood, and then was he obliged to give them utterance. In such 
sweet remembrance was the old bell cherished by the boy, who grew up in 
poverty to be tall and slender, with a freckled complexion and hair almost 
red; but his eyes were clear and blue as the deep sea, and what was 
his career to be? His career was to be good, and his future life enviable. We 
find him taking high honours at the military school in the division com
manded by the member of a family high in position, and this was an honour, 
that is to say, good luck. He wore gaiters, stiff collars, and powdered hair, 
and by this he was recognized ; and, indeed, he might be known by the 
word of command-" March ! halt ! front l " 

The old church bell had long been quite forgotten, and no one imagined 
it would ever again be sent to the melting furnace to make it as it was 
before. No one could possibly have foretold this. Equally impossible 
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would it have been to believe that the tones of the old bell still echoed in 
the heart of the boy from Marbach; or that one day they would ring out 
loud enough and strong enough to be heard all over the world. They had 
already been heard in the narrow space behind the school-wall, even above 
the deafening sounds of " March ! halt ! front ! " They had d1imed so 
loudly in the heart of the youngster, that he had sung them to his com
panions, and their tones resounded to the very borders of the country. He 
was not a free scholar in the military school, neither was he provided with 
clothes or food. But he had his number, and his own peg; for everything 
here was ordered like clockwork, which we all know is of the greatest 
utility-people get on so much better together when their position and 
duties are understood. It is by pressure that a jewel is stamped. The 
pressure of regularity and discipline here stamped the jewel, which in the · 
future the world so well knew. 

In the chief town of the province a great festival was being celebrated. 
The light streamed forth from thousands of lamps, and the rockets shot 
upwards towards the sky, filling the air with showers of coloured fiery 
sparks. A record of this bright display will live in the memory of man, for 
through it the pupil in the military school was in tears and sorrow. He 
had dared to attempt to reach foreign territories unnoticed, and must there
fore give up fatherland, mother, his dearest friends, all, or sink down into 
the stream of common life. The old church bell had still some comfort ; 
it stood in the shelter of the church wall in Marbach, once so elevated, now 
quite forgotten. The wind roared around it, and could have readily related 
the story of its origin and of its sweet chimes, and the wind could also tell 
of him to whom he had brought fresh air when, in the woods of a neigh
bouring country, he had sunk down exhausted with fatigue, with no other 
worldly possessions than hope for the future, and a written leaf from 
"Fiesco." The wind could have told that his only protector was an artist, 
who, by reading each leaf to him, made it plain; and that they amused 
themselves by playing at nine-pins together. The wind could also describe 
the pale fugitive, who, for weeks and months, lay in a wretched little road
side inn, where the landlord got drunk and raved, and where the merry
makers had it all their own way. And he, the pale fugitive, sang of the 
ideal. 

For many heavy days and dark nights the heart must suffer to enable it 
to endure trial and temptation; yet, amidst it all, would the minstrel sing. 
Dark days and cold nights also passed over the old bell, and it noticed 
them not; but the bell in the man's heart felt it to be a gloomy time. 
What would become of this young man, and what would become of the 
old bell? 

The old bell was, after a time, carried away to a greater distance than 
any one, even the warder in the bell tower, ever imagined ; and the bell in 
the breast of the young man was heard in countries where his feet had 
never wandered. The tones went forth over the wide ocean to every part 
of the round world. 

We will now follow the career of the old bell. It was, as we have said, 
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carried far away from Marbach and sold as old copper; then sent to 
Bavaria to be melted down in a furnace. And then what happened? 

In the royal city of Bavaria, many years after the bell had been removed 
from the tower and melted down, some metal was required for a monument 
in honour of one of the most celebrated characters which a German people 
or a German land could produce. And now we see how wonderfully things 
are ordered. Strange things sometimes happen in this world. 

In Denmark, in one of those green islands where the foliage of the 
beech-woods rustles in the wind, and where many Huns' graves may be 
seen, was another poor boy born. He wore wooden shoes, and when his 
father worked in a ship-yard, the boy, wrapped up in an old worn-out shawl, 
carried his dinner to him every day. This poor child was now the pride of 
his country; for the sculptured marble, the work of his hands, had as
tonished the world.* To him was offered the honour of forming from the 
clay, a model of the figure of him whose name, "John Christopher Fre
derick," had been written by his father ia the Bible. The bust was cast in. 
bronze, and part of the metal used for this purpose was the old church bell, 
whose tones had died away from the memory of those at home and else
where. The metal, glowing with heat, flowed into the mould, and formed 
the head and bust of the statue which was unveiled in the square in front 
of the old castle. The statue represented in living, breathing reality, the 
form of him who was born in poverty, the boy from Marbach, the pupil of 
the military school, the fugitive who struggled against poverty and oppres
sion from the outer world ; Germany's great and immortal poet, who sung 
of Switzerland's deliverer, William Tell, and of the heaven-inspired Maid 
of Orleans. · 

It was a beautiful sunny day ; flags were waving from tower and roof in 
royal Stuttgard, and the church bells were ringing a joyous peal. One bell 
was silent; but it was illuminated by the bright sunshine which streamed 
from the head and bust of the renowned figure, of which it formed a part. 
On this day, just one hundred years had passed since the day on which the 
chiming of the old church bell at Marbach had filled the mother's heart 
with trust and joy~-the day on which her child was born in poverty, and 
in a humble home ; the same who, in after-years, became rich, became the 
noble woman-hearted poet, a blessing to the world-the glorious, the sub
lime, the immortal bard, John Christopher Frederick Schiller l 

* The Danish sculptor Thorwaldsen. 



THE MOTHER'S LOVE. 

IT was a very sad day, and every heart in the house felt the deepest grief; 
for the youngest child, a boy of four years old, the joy and hope of his 
parents, was dead. Two daughters, the elder of whom was going to be 
confirmed, still remained : they were both good, charming girls; but the lost 
child always seems the dearest; and when it is the youngest, and a son, it 
makes the trial still more heavy. The sisters mourned as young hearts can 
mourn, and were especially grieved at the sight of their parents' sorrow. The 
father's heart was bowed down, but the mother sunk completely under the 
deep grie£ Day and night she had attended to the sick child, nursing and 
carrying it in her bosom, as a part of herself. She could not realize the 
fact that the child was dead, and must be laid in a coffin to rest in the 
ground. She thought God could not take her darling little one from her; 
and when it did happen notwithstanding her hopes and her belief, and there 
could be no more doubt on the subject, she said in her feverish agony, 
"God does not know it. He has hard-hearted ministering spirits on earth, 
who do according to their own will, and heed not a mother's prayers." 
Thus in her great grief she fell away from her faith in God, and dark 
thoughts arose in her mind respecting death and a future state. She tried 
to believe that man was but dust, and that with this life all existence ended. 
But these doubts were no support to her, nothing on which she could rest, 
and she sank into the fathomless depths of despair. In her darkest hours 
she ceased to weep, and thought not of the young daughters who were still 
left to her. The tears of her husband fell on her forehead, but she took no 
notice of him; her thoughts were with her dead child; her whole existence 
seemed wrapped up in the remembrance of the little one and of every 
innocent word it had uttered. 

The day of the little child's funeral came. For nights previously the 
mother had not slept, but in the morning twilight of this day she sunk from 
weariness into a deep sleep; in the meantime the coffin was carried into a 
distant room, and there nailed down, that she might not hear the blows of 
the hammer. When she awoke, and wanted to see her child, the husband, 
with tears, said, "We have closed the coffin; it was necessary to do so." 

29 
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" When God is so hard to me, how can I expect men to be better?" she 
said with groans and tears. 

The coffin was carried to the grave, and the disconsolate mother sat with 
her young daughters. She looked at them, but she saw them not; for her 
thoughts were far away from the domestic hearth. She gave herself up to 
her grief, and it tossed her to and fro, as the sea tosses a ship without com
pass or rudder. So the day of the funeral passed away, and similar days 
followed, of dark, wearisome pain. With tearful eyes and mournful glances, 
the sorrowful daughters and the afflicted husband looked upon her who 
would not hear their words of comfort; and, indeed, what comforting words 
could they speak, when they were themselves so full of grief? It seemed 
as if she would never again know sleep, and yet it would have been her best 
friend, one who would have strengthened her body and poured peace into 
her soul. They at last persuaded her to lie down, and then she would lie 
as still as if she slept 

One night, when her husband listened, as he often did, to her. breathing, 
he quite believed that she had at length found rest and relief in sleep. He 
folded his arms and prayed, and soon sunk himself into healthful sleep; 
therefore he did not notice that his wife arose, threw on her clothes, and 
glided silently from the house, to go where her thoughts constantly lingered 
-to the grave of her child. She passed through the garden, to a path 
across a field that led to the churchyard. No one saw her as she walked, 
nor did she see any one; for her eyes were fixed upon the one object of 
her wanderings. It was a lovely starlight night in the beginning of Sep
tember, and the air was mild and still. She entered the churchyard, and 
stood by the little grave, which looked like a large nosegay of fragrant flowers. 
She sat down, and bent her head low over the grave, as if she could see her 
child through the earth that covered him-her little boy, whose smile was 
so vividly before her, and the gentle expression of whose eyes, even on his 
sick-bed, she could not forget. How full of meaning that glance had been, 
as she leaned over him, holding in hers the pale hand which he had no 
longer strength to raise ! As she had sat by his little cot, so now she 
sat by his grave; and here she could weep freely, and her tears fell 
upon it. 

"Thou wouldst gladly go down and be with thy child," said a voice 
quite close to her,-a voice that sounded so deep and clear, that it went to 
her heart. 

She looked up, and by her side stood a man wrapped in a black cloak, 
with a hood closely drawn over his face; but her keen glance could dis
tinguish the face under the hood. It was stem, yet awakened confidence, 
and the eyes beamed wifo youthful radiance. 

" Down to my child," she repeated; and tones of despair and entreaty 
sounded in the words. 

"Darest thou to follow me?" asked the form. "I am Death." 
She boweu her head in token of assent. Then suddenly it appeared as 

if all the stars were shining with the radiance of the full moon on the many
coloured flowers that decked the grave. The earth that covered it was 
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drawn back like a :floating drapery. She sunk down, and the spectre 
covered her with a black cloak; night closed around her, the night of death. 
She sank deeper than the spade of the sexton could penetrate, till the 
churchyard became a roof above her. Then the cloak was removed, and 
she found herself in a large hall, of wide-spreading dimensions, in which 

THE MOTHER'S GRIEF. 

there was a subdued light, like twilight, reigning, and in a moment her ~hild 
appeared before her, smiling and more beautiful than ever; with a silent 
cry she pressed him to her heart. A glorious strain of music sounded
now distant, now near. Never had she listened to such tones as these ; 
they came from beyond a large dark curtain which separated the regions of 
death from the land of eternity. 

"My sweet, darling mother," she heard the child say. It was the well-
29* 
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known, beloved voice ; and kiss followed kiss, in boundless delight. Then 
the child pointed to the dark curtain. "There is nothing so beautiful on 
earth as it is there. Mother, do you not see them all? Oh, it is happiness 
indeed." 

But the mother saw nothing of what the child pointed out, only the 
dark curtain. She looked with earthly eyes, and could not see as the child 
saw,-he whom God had called to be with Himself. She could hear the 
sounds of music, but she heard not the words, the Word in which she was 
to trust. 

"I can fly now, mother," said the child; "I can fly with other happy 
children into the presence of the Almighty. I would fain fly away now; 
but if you weep for me as you are weeping now, you may never see me again. 
½.nd yet I would go so gladly. May I not fly away? And you will come 
to me soon, will you not, dear mother? " 

"Oh, stay, stay!" implored the mother; "only one moment more; 
only once more, that I may look upon thee, and kiss thee, and press thee 
to my heart." 

Then she kissed and fondled her child. Suddenly her name was 
ca~led from above; what could it mean? her name uttered in a plaintive 
v01ce. 

" Hearest thou?" said the child. "It is my father who calls thee." 
And in a few moments deep sighs were heard, as of children weeping. 

"They are my sisters," said the child. "Mother, surely you have not for
gotten them." 

And then she remembered those she had left behind, and a great terror 
came over her. She looked around her at the dark night. Dim forms 
flitted by. She seemed to recognise some of them, as they floated through 
the regions of death towards the dark curtain, where they vanished. Would 
her husband and her daughters thus flit past? No; their sighs and lamenta
tions still sounded from above; and she had nearly forgotten them, for the 
sake of him who was dead. 

"Mother, now the bells of heaven are ringing," said the child; "mother, 
the sun is going to rise." 

An overpowering light streamed in upon her, the child had vanished, 
and she was being borne upwards. All around her became cold; she lifted 
her head, and saw that she was lying in the churchyard, on the grave of her 
child. The Lord, in a dream, had been a guide to her feet and a light to 
her spirit. She bowed her knees, and prayed for forgiveness. She had 
wished to keep back a soul from its immortal flight ; she had forgotten her 
duties towards the living who were left her. And when she had offered 
this prayer, her heart felt lighter. The sun burst forth, over her head a 
little bird carolled his song, and the church-bells sounded for the early 
service. Everything around her seemed holy, and her heart was chastened. 
She acknowledged the goodness of God, she acknowledged the duties she 
had to perform, and eagerly she returned home. She bent over her hus
band, who still slept ; her warm, devoted kiss awakened him, and words of 

. heartfelt love fell from the lips of both. Now she was gentle and strong 
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as a wife can be ; and from her lips came the words of faith : "Whatever 
He doeth is right and best." 

Then her husband asked, "From whence hast thou all at once derived 
such strength and comforting faith?" 

And as she kissed him and her children, she said, "It came from God, 
through my child in the grave." 

THE SHIRT COLLAR. 

THERE was once a fine gentleman who possessed among other things a 
boot-jack and a hair-brush; ,but he had also the finest shirt collar in the 
world, and of this collar we are· about to hear a story. The collar had 
become so old that he began to think about getting married; and one day 
he happened to find himself in the same washing-tub as a garter. "Upon 
rny word," said the shirt collar, "I have never seen anything so slim and 
delicate, so neat and soft before. May I venture to ask your name?" 

"I shall not tell you," replied the garter. 
"Where do you reside when you are at home?" asked the shirt collar. 

But the garter was naturally shy, and did not know how to answer such a 
question. 

" I presume you are a girdle," said the shirt collar, " a sort of under 
girdle. I see that you are useful, as well as ornamental, my little lady." 

"You must not speak to me," said. the garter; "I do not think I have 
given you any encouragement to do so." 

" Oh, when any one is as beautiful as you are," said the shirt collar, "is 
not that encouragement enough?" 

"Get away; don't come so near me," said the garter," you appear to me 
quite like a man." 

"I am a fine gentleman certainly," said the shirt collar, "I possess a 
boot-jack and a hair-brush." This was not true, for these things belonged 
to his master; but he was a boaster. 

"Don't come so near me," said the garter; "I am not accustomed to it." 
"Affectation," said the shirt collar. 
Then they were taken out of the wash-tub, starched, and hung over a 

chair in the sunshine, and then laid on the ironing-board. And now came 
the glowing iron. "Mistress widow," said the shirt collar, "little mistress 
widow, I feel quite warm. I am changing, I am losing all my creases." 
You are burning a hole in me. Ugh! I propose to you." 

"You old rag," said the flat-iron, driving proudly over the collar, for she 
fancied herself a steam-engine, which rolls over the railway and draws 
carriages. "You old rag ! " said she. 
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The edges of the shirt collar were a little frayed, so the scissors were 
brought to cut them smooth. "Oh," exclaimed the shirt collar, "what a 
first-rate dancer you would make ; you can stretch out your leg so well. I 
never saw anything so charming; I am sure no human being could do the 
s:ime." 

"I should think not," replied the scissors. 
"You ought to be a countess," said the shirt collar; "but all I possess 

consists of a fine gentleman, a boot-jack, and a comb. I wish I had an 
e3tate, for your sake." 

" What ! is he going to propose to me r" said the scissors, and she 
became so angry that she cut too sharply into the shirt collar, and it was 
obliged to be thrown by as useless. 

"I shall be obliged to propose to the hair-brush," thought the shirt 
collar; so he remarked one day, "It is wonderful what beautiful hair you 
have, my little lady. Have you never thought of being engaged?" 

"You might know I should think of it,'' answered the hair-brush; "I 
am engaged to the boot-jack." 

"Engaged!" cried the shirt collar, "now there is no one left to propose 
to;" and then he pretended to despise all love-making. 

A long- time passed, and the shirt collar was taken in a bag to the paper
mill. Here was a large company of rags, the fine ones lying by themselves, 
separated from the coarser, as it ought to be. They had all many things 
tJ relate, especially the shirt collar, who was a terrible boaster. "I have 
had an immense number of love affairs," said the shirt collar, "no one left 
me any peace. It is true I was a very fine gentleman; quite stuck up. I 
had a boot-jack and a brush that I never used. You should have s~en me 
then, when I was turned down. I shall never forget my first love ; she was 
a girdle, so charming, and fine, and soft, and she threw herself into a wash· 
ing-tub for my sake. There was a widow, too, who was warmly in love 
with me, but I let her alone, and she became quite black. The next 
was a first-rate dancer; she gave me the wound from which l still suffer, 
she was so passionate. Even my own hair-brush was in love with me, and 
bst all her hair through neglected love. Yes ; I have had great ex
perience of this kind, but my greatest grief was for the garter-the girdle 
I meant to say-that jumped into the wash-tub. I have a great deal on 
my conscience, and it is really time I should be turned into white paper." 

And the shirt collar came to this at last. All the rags were made into 
white paper,. and the shirt collar became the very identical piece of paper 
which we now see, and on which this story is printed. It happened as a 
punishment to him for having boasted so shockingly of things which were 
not true. And this is a warning to us, to be careful how we act, for we 
may some day find ourselves in the rag-bag, to be turned into white paper, 
on which our whole history may be written, even its most secret actions. 
And it would not be pleasant to have to run about the world in the form 
of a piece of paper1 telling everything we have done, like the boasting shirt 
collar. 



CHILDREN'S 
PRATTLE. 

AT a rich merchant's house there 
was a children's party, and the children 
of rich and great people were there. 
The merchant was a learned man, for 
his father had sent him to college, and 
he had passed his examination. His 
father had been at first only a cattle 
dealer, but always honest and indus

, trio us, so that he had made money, 
and his son, the merchant, had ma
naged to increase his store. Clever 
as he was, he had also a heart; but 
there was less said of his heart than 

of his money. All descriptions of people visited at the merchant's house, 
well born, as well as intellectual, and some who possessed neither of these 
recommendations. · 
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Now it was a children's party, and there was children's prattle, which 
always is spoken freely from the heart. Among them was a beautiful little 
girl, who was terribly proud; but this had been taught her by the servants, 
and not by her parents, who were far too sensible people. 

Her father was Groom of the Chambers, which is a high office at court, 
and she knew it. "I am a child of the court," she said; now she might 
just as well have been a child of the cellar, for no one can help his birth; 
and then she told the other children that she was well-born, · and said that 
no one who was not well-born could rise in the world. It was of no use to 
read and be industrious, for if a person was not well-born, he could never 
achieve anything. "And those whose names end with 'sen,'" said she, 
"can never be anything at all. We must put our arms akimbo, and make 
the elbows quite pointed, so as to keep these ' sen' people at a great 
distance." And then she stuck out her pretty little arms, and made the 
elbows quite pointed, to show how it was to be done; and her little arms 
were very pretty, for she was a sweet-looking child. 

But the little daughter of the merchant became very angry at this speech, 
for her father's name was Petersen, and she knew that the name ended in 
" sen," and therefore she said as proudly as she could, "But my papa can 
buy a hundred dollars' worth of bonbons, and give them away to children. 
Can your papa do that?" 

" Yes ; and my papa," said the little daughter of the editor of a paper, 
"my papa can put your papa and everybody's papa into the newspaper. 
A.11 sorts of people are afraid of him, my mamma says, for he can do as he 
likes with the paper." And the little maiden looked exceedingly proud, as 
if she had been a real princess, who may be expected to look proud. 

But outside the door, which stood ajar, was a poor boy, peeping through 
the crack of the door. He was of such a lowly station, that he had not 
been allowed even to enter the room. He had been turning the spit for the 
cook, and she had given him permission to stand behind the door and peep 
in at the well-dressed children, who were having such a merry time within; 
and for him that was a great deal. "Oh, if I could be one of them," 
thought he ; and then he heard what was said about names, which was 
quite enough to make him more unhappy. His parents at home had not 
even a penny to spare to buy a newspaper, much less could they write in 
one; and worse than all, his father's name, and of course his own, ended 
in "sen," and therefore he could never turn out well, which was a very sad 
thought. But after all, he had been born into the world, and the station of 
life had been chosen for him, therefore he must be content. 

And this is what happened on that evening. 
* * * * * 

Many years passed, and most of the children became grown-up persons. 
There stood a splendid house in the town, filled with all kinds of beauti

ful and valuable objects. Everybody wished to see it, and people even 
came in from the country round to be permitted to view the treasures it 
contained. 

Which of the children whose prattle we have described, could call this 
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house his own? One would suppose it very easy to guess. No, no ; it is 
not so very easy. The house belonged to the poor little boy who had stood 
on that night behind the door. He had really become something great, 
although his name ended in "sen,"-for it was Thorwaldsen. 

And the three other children,-the children of good birth, of money, 
and of intellectual pride,-well, they were respected and honoured in the 
world, for they had been well provided for by birth and position, and they 
had no cause to reproach themselves with what they had thought and 
spoken on that evening long ago, for, after all, it was mere "children's 
prattle." 

BEAUTY OF FORM AND BEAUTY OF MIND. 

THERE was once a sculptor, named Alfred, who having won the large gold 
medal ·and obtained a travelling scholarship, went to Italy, and then came 
back to his native land. He was young at that time-indeed, he is young 
still, although he is ten years older than he was then. On his return, he 
went to visit one of the little towns in the island of Zealand. The whole 
town knew who the stranger was; and one of the richest men in the place 
gave a party in his honour, and all who were of any consequence, or who 
possessed some property, were invited. It was quite an event, and all the 
town knew of it, so that it was not necessary to announce it by beat of drum. 
Apprentice-boys, children of the poor, and even the poor people themselves, 
stood before the house, watching the lighted windows ; and the watchman 
might easily fancy he was giving a party also, there were so many people in 
the streets. There was quite an air of festivity about it, and the house was 
full of it; for Mr. Alfred, the sculptor, was there. He talked and told anec
dotes, and every one listened to him with pleasure, not unmingled with 
awe; but none felt so much respect for him as did the elderly widow of a 
naval officer. She seemed, so far as Mr. Alfred was concerned, to be like a 
piece of fresh blotting-paper that absorbed all he said, and asked for more. 
She was very appreciative, and incredibly ignorant-a kind of female Caspar 
Hauser. 

"I should like to see Rome," she said ; "it must be a lovely city, or so 
many foreigners would not be constantly arriving there. Now, do give 
me a description of Rome. How does the city look when you enter in at 
the gate?" 

"l cannot very well describe it," said the sculptor; "but you enter on a 
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large space, in the centre of which stands an obelisk, which is a thousand 
years old." 

"An organist!" exclaimed the lady, who had never heard the word 'obelisk.' 
Several of the guests could scarcely forbear laughing, and the sculptor 

would have had some difficulty in keeping his countenance, but the smile on 
his lips faded away; for he caught sight ofa pair of dark-blue eyes close by 
the side of the inquisitive lady. They belonged to her daughter; and 
surely no one who had such a daughter could be silly. The mother was like 
a fountain of questions; and the daughter, who listened but never spoke, 
might have passed for the beautiful maid of the fountain. How charming 
she was ! She was a stvdy for the sculptor to contemplate, but not to con
verse with; for she did not speak, or, at least, very seldom. 

"Has the pope a great family?" inquired the lady. 
The young man answered considerately, as if the question had been a 

different one, "No; he does not come from a great family." 
"That is not what I asked," persisted the widow; "I mean, has he a wife 

and children?" 
"The pope is not allowed to marry," replied the gentleman. 
"I don't like that," was the lady's remark. 
She certainly might have asked more sensible questions ; but if she had 

not been allowed to say just what she liked, would her daughter have been 
there, leaning so gracefully on her shoulder, and looking straight before her, 
with a smile that was almost mournful on her face? 

Mr. Alfred again spoke of Italy, and of the glorious colours in Italian 
scenery; the purple hills, the deep blue of the Mediterranean, the azure of 
southern skies, whose brightness and glory could only be surpassed in the 
north by the deep-blue eyes of a maiden; and he said this with a peculiar 
intonation; but she who should have understood his meaning looked quite 
unconscious of it; which also was charming. 

"Beautiful Italy!" sighed some of the guests. 
"Oh, to travel there ! " exclaimed others. 
" Charming ! charming ! " echoed from every voice. 
'' I may perhaps win a hundred thousand dollars in the lottery," said the 

naval officer's widow; "and if I do, we will travel-I and my daughter: 
and you, Mr. Alfred, must be our guide. We can all three travel together, 
with one or two more of our good friends.'' I And she nodded in such 
a friendly way at the company, that each imagined himself to be the 
favoured person who was to accompany them to Italy. " Yes, we must 
go," she continued; "but not to those parts where there are robbers. We 
will keep to Rome. In the public roads one is always safe." 

The daughter sighed very gently; and how much there may be in a sigh, 
or attributed to it ! The young man attributed a great deal of meaning 
to this sigh. Those deep-blue eyes, which had been lit up this evening in 
honour of him, must conceal treasures, treasures of heart and mind, richer 
than all the glories of Rome ; and so when he left the party that night, he had 
lost his heart, lost it completely to the young lady. The house of the naval 
officer's wid01v was the one most constantly visited by Mr. Alfred, the 
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sculptor. It was soon understood that his visits were not intended for that 
lady, though they were the persons who kept up the conversation. He 
came for the sake of the daughter. They caUed her Krela. Her name was 
really Karen Malena, and these two names had been contracted into the 
one name Krela. She was really beautiful; but some said she was rather 
dull, and slept late of a morning. 

"She has been accustomed to that," her mother said. "She is a beauty, 
and they are always easily tired. She does sleep rather late; but that 
makes her eyes so clear." 

What power seemed to lie in the depths of those dark eyes ! The young 
man felt the truth of the proverb, " Still waters .run deep;" and his heart 
had sunk into their depths. He often talked of his adventures, and the 
mamma was as simple and eager in her questions as on the first evening 
they met. It was a pleasure to hear Alfred describe anything. He showed 
them coloured plates of Naples, and spoke of excursions to Mount Vesuvius, 
and the eruptions of fire from it. The naval officer's widow had never heard 
of them before. 

"Good heavens ! " she exclaimed. "So that is a burning mountain; 
but is it not very dangerous to the people who live near it? " 

" Whole cities have been destroyed," he replied; "for instance, Hercu
laneum and Pompeii." 

"Oh, the poor people ! And you saw all that with your own eyes?" 
"No ; I did not see any of the eruptions which are represented in those 

pictures; but I will show you a sketch of my own, which represents an erup
tion I once saw." 

He placed a pencil sketch on the table; and mamma, who had been over• 
powered with the appearance of the coloured plates, threw a glance at the 
pale drawing and cried in astonishment, "What, did you see it throw up 
white fire?" 

For a moment, Alfred's respect for Krela's mamma underwent a sudden 
shock, and lessened considerably; but, dazzled by the light which sur
rounded Krela, he soon found it quite natural that the old lady should have 
no eye for colour. After all, it was of very little consequence; for Krela's 
mamma had the best of ail possessions; namely, Krela hersel£ 

Alfred and Krela were betrothed, which was a very natural result ; and 
the betrothal was announced in the newspaper of the little town. Mamma 
purchased thirty copies of the paper, that she might cut out the paragraph 
and send it to friends and acquaintances. The betrothed pair were very 
happy, and the mother was happy too. She said it seemed like connecting 
herself with Thorwaldsen. 

"You are a true successor of Thorwaldsen," she said to Alfred; and it 
seemed to him as if, in this instance, mamma had said a very clever thing. 
K::ela was silent; but her eyes shone, her lips smiled, every movement was 
graceful,-in fact she was beautiful ; that cannot be repeated too often. 
Alfred decided to take a bust of Krela as well as of her mother. They sat 
to him accordingly, and saw how he moulded and formed the soft clay with 
his fingers. 
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"I suppose it is only on our account that you perform this common
place work yourself instead of leaving it to your servant to do all . that 
sticking together." 

"It is really necessary that I should mould the clay myself," he replied. 
"Ah, yes, you are always so polite," said mamma, with a smile; and 

Krela silently pressed his hand, all soiled as it was with the clay. 
Then he unfolded to them both the beauties of Nature, in all her works; 

he pointed out to them how, in the scale of creation, inanimate matter was 
inferior to animate nature: the plant above the mineral, the animal above 
the plant, and man above them all. He strove to show them how the 
beauty of the mind could, be displayed in the outward form, and that it 
was the sculptor's task to seize upon that beauty of expression, and produce 
it in his works. Krela stood silent, but nodded in approbation of what he 
said, while mamma-in-law made the following confession :-

"It's difficult to follow you ; but I go hobbling along after you with my 
thoughts, though what you say makes my head whirl round and round. 
Still I contrive to lay hold on some of it." 

" Krela's beauty had a firm hold on Alfred ; it filled his soul and held a 
mastery over him. Beauty beamed from Krela's every feature, glittered in 
her eyes, lurked in the corners of her mouth, and pervaded every move
ment of her agile fingers. Alfred, the sculptor, saw this. He spoke only 
to her, thought only of her, and the two became one ! and so it may be said 
she spoke much, for he was always talking to her, and he and she were one. 
Such was the betrothal and then came the wedding, with bride's-maids and 
wedding presents, all duly mentioned in the wedding speech. Mamma-in
law had set up Thorwaldsen's bust at the end of the table, attired in a 
dressing-gown; it was her fancy that he should be a guest. Songs were 
sung, and cheers given ; for it was a gay wedding, and they were a hand
some pair. " Pygmalion loved his Galatea," said one of the songs. 

"Ah, that is some of your mythologies," said mamma-in-law. 
Next day the youthful pair started for Copenhagen, where they were to 

live; mamma-in-law accompanied them, to attend to the "coarse work," 
as she always called the domestic arrangements. Krela looked like a doll 
in a doll's house, for everything was bright and new, and so fine. There 
they sat, all three; and as for Alfred, a proverb may describe his position 
-he looked like a swan amongst the geese. The magic of form had en
chanted him; he had looked at the casket without caring to inquire what 
it contained, and that omission often brings the greatest unhappiness into 
married life. The casket may be injured, the gilding may fall off, and then 
the purchaser regrets his bargain. 

In a large party it is very disagreeable to find a button giving way, with 
no studs at hand to fall back upon ; but it is worse still in a large company 
to be conscious that your wife and mother-in-law are talking nonsense, and 
that you cannot depend upon yourself to produce a little ready wit to carry 
off the stupidity of the whole affair. 

The young married pair often sat together hand in hand; he would talk, 
but she could only now and then let fall a word in the same melodious' 
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voice, the same bell-like tones, It was a mental relief when Sophy one of 
her friends, came to pay them a visit. Sophy was not pretty. she was 
however, quite free from any physical deformity, although K::ela used t~ 
say she was a li_ttle ~rooked; but no eye, s~ve a1: intimate acquaintance, 
would have noticed 1t. She was a very sensible g1rl, yet it never occurred 
to her that she might be a dangerous person in such a house. Her appear
ance created a new atmosphere in the doll's house, and air was really re• 
quired, they all owned that. They felt the want of a change of air, and 
consequently the young couple and their mother travelled to Italy. 

"Thank heaven we are at home again within our own four walls," 
said mamma-in-law and daughter both, on their return after a year's 
absence. 

"There is no real pleasure in travelling," said mamma ; to tell the truth, 
it's very wearisome : I beg pardon for saying so. I was soon very tired 
of it, although I had my children with me; and, besides, it's very expensive 
work travelling, very expensive. And all those galleries one is expected to 
see, and the quantity of things you are obliged to run after! It must be 
.done, for very shame ; you are sure to be asked when you come back if you 
have seen everything, and will most likely be told that you've omitted to 
see what was the best worth seeing of all. I got tired at last of those end
less Madonnas ; I began to think I was turning into a Madonna myself." 

"And then the living, mamma," said Krela. 
" Yes, indeed," she replied, "no such thing as a respectable meat soup

their cookery is miserable stuff." 
The journey had also tired Krela; but she was always fatigued, that was 

the worst of it. So they sent for Sophy, and she was taken into the house 
to reside with them, and her presence there was a great advantage. Mamma
in-law acknowledged that Sophy was not only a clever housewife, but well• 
informed and accomplished, though that could hardly be expected in a 
person of her limited means. She was also a generous-hearted, faithful 
girl; she showed that thoroughly while Krela lay sick, fading away. When 
the casket is everything, the casket should be strong, or else all is over. 
And_ all was over with the casket, for K::ela died. 

"She was beautiful," said her mother; " she was quite different from the 
beauties they call 'antiques,' for they are so damaged. A beauty ought to 
be perfect, and K::ela was a perfect beauty." 

Alfred wept, and mamma wept, and they both wore mourning. The black 
dress suited rnamma very well, and she wore mourning the longest. 
She had also to experience another grief in seeing Alfred marry again, 
marry Sophy, who was nothing at all to look at. "He's gone to the very 
extreme," said mamma-in-law; "he has gone from the most beautiful 
to the ugliest, and he has forgotten his first wife. ::\1:en have no constancy. 
My husband was a very different man,-but then he died before me." 

" 'Pygmalion loved his Galatea,' was in the song they sung at my first 
wedding," said Alfred ; "I once fell in love with a beautiful statue, which 
awoke to life in my arms; but the kindred soul, which is a gift from 
heaven, the angel who can feel and sympathise with and elevate us, I 
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have not found and won till now. You came, Sophy, not in the glory of 
outward beauty, though you are even fairer than is necessary. The chief 
thing still remains. You came to teach the sculptor that his work is but 
dust and clay only, an outward form made of a material that decays, and 
that what we should seek to obtain is the ethereal essence of mind and 
spmt. Poor K::ela ! our life was but as a meeting by the way-side ; in 
yonder world, where we shall know each other from a union of mind, we 
shall be but mere acquaintances." 

" That was not a loving speech," said Sophy, "nor spoken like a Christian. 
In a future state, where there is neither marrying nor giving in marriage, 
but where, as you say, souls are attracted to each other by sympathy; there 
everything beautiful develops itself, and is raised to a higher state of ex
istence: her soul will acquire such completeness that it may harmonize with 
yours, even more than mine, and you will then once more utter your first 
rapturous exclamation of your love, ' Beautiful, most beautiful ! ' " 

THE STORY OF THE WIND. 

'' NEAR the shores of the great Belt, which is one of the straits that 
connect the Cattegat with the Baltic, stands an old mansion with thick 
red walls. I know every stone of it," says the Wind. " I saw it when it 
was a part of the castle of Marek Stig on the promontory. But the castle 
was obliged to be pulled down, and the stone was used again for the walls 
of a new mansion on another spot-the baronial residence of Borreby, 
which still stands near the coast. I knew them well, those noble lords and 
ladies, the successive generations that dwelt there; and now I'm going to 
tell you of Waldemar Daa and his daughters. How proud was his bearing, 
for he was of royal blood, and could boast of more noble deeds than merely 
hunting the stag and emptying the wine-cup. His rule was despotic: 'It 
shall be,' he was accustomed to say. His wife, in garments embroidered 
with gold, stepped proudly over the polished marble floors. The tapestries 
were gorgeous, and the furniture of costly and artistic taste. She had 
brought gold and plate with her into the house. The cellars were full of 
wines. Black, fiery horses neighed in the stables. There was a look of 
wealth about the house of Borreby at that time. They had three children, 
<laughters, fair and delicate maidens-Ida, Joanna, and Anna Dorothea; 
I have never forgotten their names. They were a rich, noble family, born 
in affluence and nurtured in luxury. 

"Whir-r-r, whir-r-r ! " roared the Wind, and went on, "I did not see in 
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this house, as in other great houses, the high-born lady sitting- among her 
women, turning the spinning-wheel. She could sweep the sounding chords 
of the guitar, and sing to the music, not always Danish melodies, but the 
songs of a strange land. It was ' Live and let live,' here. Stranger guests 
came from far and near, music sounded, goblets clashed, and I," said the 
Wind, "was not able to drown the noise. Ostentation, pride, splendour, 
and display ruled, but not the fear of the Lord. 

"It was on the evening of the first day of May," the Wind continued, 
" I came from the west, and had seen the ships overpowered with the waves, 
when all on board perished or were cast shipwrecked on the coast of Jut
land. I had hurried across the heath and over Jutland's wood-girt eastern 
coast, and over the island of Funen, and then I drove across the great Belt, 
sighing and moaning. At length I lay down to rest on the shores of Zee
land, near to the great house of Borreby, where the splendid forest of oaks 
still flourished. The young men of the neighbourhood were collecting 
branches and brushwood under the oak-trees. The largest and driest they 
could find they carried into the village, and piled them up in a heap and set 
them on fire. Then the men and maidens danced, and sung in a circle 
round the blazing pile. I lay quite quiet," said the Wind, "but I silently 
touched a branch which had been brought by one of the handsomest of 
the young men, and the wood blazed up brightly, blazed brighter than all 
the rest. Then he was chosen as the chief, and received the name of the 
Shepherd; and might choose his lamb from among the maidens. There 
was greater mirth and rejoicing than I had ever heard in the halls of the 
rich baronial house. Then the noble lady drove by towards the baron's 
mansion with her three daughters, in a gilded carriage drawn by six horses. 
The daughters were young and beautiful-three charming blossoms-a rose, 
a lily, and a white hyacinth. The mother was a proud tulip, and never 
acknowledged the salutations of any of the men or maidens who paused in 
their sport to do her honour. The gracious lady seemed like a flower that 
was rather stiff in the stalk. Rose, lily, and hyacinth-yes, I saw them all 
three. Whose little lambs will they one day become? thought I; their 
shepherd will be a gallant knight, perhaps a prince. The carriage rolled 
on, and the peasants resumed their dancing. They drove about that 
summer through all the villages near. But one night, when I rose again, 
the high-born lady lay down to rise again no more; that thing came to 
her which comes to us all, in which there is nothing new. Waldemar 
Daa remained for a time silent and thoughtful. 'The loftiest tree may 
be bowed without being broken,' said a voice within him. His <laughters 

, wept ; all the people in the mansion wiped their eyes, but Lady Daa had 
driven away, and I drove away too," said the Wind. " Whir-r-r, whir-r-r ! 

" I returned again; I often returned and passed over the island of Fun en 
and the shores of the Belt. Then I rested by Borreby, near the glorious 
:VOOd, where the heron made his nest, the haunt of the wood-pigeons, the 
blue-birds, and the black stork, It was yet spring, some were sitting on 
their eggs, others had already hatched their young broods; but how they 
fluttered about and cried out when the axe sounded through the forest, 
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blow upon blow l The trees of the forest were doomed. Waldemar Daa, 
wanted to build a noble ship, a man-of-war, a three decker, which the king 
would be sure to buy; and these, the trees of the wood, the landmark of 
the seamen, the refuge of the birds, must be felled. The hawk started up 
and flew away, for its nest was destroyed; the heron and all the birds of 
the forest became homeless, and flew about in fear and anger. I could 
well understand how they felt. Crows and ravens croaked, as if in scorn, 
while the trees were crackling and falling around them. Far in the interior 
of the wood, where a noisy swarm of labourers were working, stood "\Val
demar Daa and his three daughters, and all were laughing at the wild cries 
of the birds, excepting one, the youngest, Anna Dorothea, who felt grieved 
to the heart ; and when they made preparations to fell a tree that was 
almost dead, and on whose naked branches the black stork.had built her 
nest, she saw the poor little things stretching out their necks, and she 
begged for mercy for them, with the tears in her eyes. So the tree with 
the black stork's nest was left standing ; the tree, however, was not worth 
much to speak of. Then there was a great deal of hewing and sawing, 
and at last the three-decker was built. The builder was a man of low 
origin, but possessing great pride; his eyes and forehead spoke of large in
tellect, and Waldemar Daa was fond of listening to him, and so was Wal
demar's daughter Ida, the eldest, now about fifteen years old; and while he 
was building a ship for the father, he was building for himself a castle in 
the air, in which he and Ida were to live when they were married. This 
might have happened, indeed, if there had been a real castle, with stone 
walls, ramparts, and a moat. But in spite of his clever head, the builder 
was still but a poor, inferior bird; and how can a sparrow expect to be ad
mitted into the society of peacocks? 

" I passed on in my course," said the Wind, "and he passed away also. 
He was not allowed to remain, and little Ida got over it, because she was 
obliged to do so. Proud, black horses, worth looking at, were neighing in 
the stable. And they were locked up; for the admiral, who had been sent 
by the king to inspect the new ship, and make arrangements for its pur
chase, was loud in admiration of these beautiful horses. I heard it all," said 
the Wind, "for I accompanied the gentlemen through the open door of the 
stable, and strewed stalks of straw, like bars of gold, at their feet. Walde
mar Daa wanted gold, and the admiral wished for the proud black horses; 
therefore he praised them so much. But the hint was not taken, and con
sequently the ship was not bought. It remained on the shore covered with 
boards,-a Noah's ark that never got to the water-Whir-r-r-r-and that 
was a pity. 

"In the winter, when the fields were covered with snow, and the water 
filled with large blocks of ice which I had blown up to the coast," continued 
the Wind, "great flocks of crows and ravens, dark and black as they 
usually are, came and alighted on the lonely deserted ship. Then they 
croaked in harsh accents of the forest that now existed no more, of the 
many pretty birds' nests destroyed and the little ones left without a home; 
and all for the sake of that great bit of lumber, that proud ship that never 
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sailed forth. I made the snowflakes whirl till the snow lay like a great lake 
round the ship and drifted over it. I let it hear my voice, that it might 
know what the storm has to say. Certainly I did my part towards teaching 
it seamanship. 

"That winter passed away, and another winter and summer both passed, 
as they are still passing away, even as I pass away. The snow drifts on
wards, the apple-blossoms are scattered, the leaves fall,-everything passes 
away, and men are passing away too. But the great man's daughters are 
still young, and little Ida is a rose as fair to look upon as on the day when 
the ship builder first saw her. I often tumbled her long, brown hair, while 
she stood in the garden by the apple-tree, musing, and not heeding how I 
strewed the blossoms on her hair, and dishevelled it; or sometimes, while 
she stood gazing at the red sun and the golden sky through the opening 
branches of the dark, thick foliage of the garden trees. Her sister Joanna 
was bright and slender as a lily; she had a tall and lofty carriage and figure, 
though, like her mother, rather stiff in the back. She was very fond of 
walking through the great hall, where hung the portraits of her ancestors. 
The women were represented in dresses of velvet and silk, with tiny little 
hats, embroidered with pearls, on their braided hair. They were all hand
some women. The gentlemen appeared clad in steel, or in rich cloaks 
lined with squirrels' fur; they wore little ruffs, and swords at their sides. 
Where would Joanna's place be on that wall some day? and how would !ze 
look,-her noble lord and husband? This is what she thought of, and 
often spoke of in a low voice to hersel£ I heard it as I swept into the long 
hall, and turned round to come out again. Anna Dorothea, the pale hya
cinth, a child of fourteen, was quiet and thoughtful; her large, deep blue 
eyes had a dreamy look, but a childlike smile still played round her mouth. 
I was not able to blow it away, neither did I wish to do so. We have met 
in the garden, in the hollow lane, in the field and meadow, where she 
gathered herbs and flowers which she knew would be useful to her father 
in preparing the drugs and mixtures he was always concocting. Waldemar 
Daa was arrogant and proud, but he was also a learned man, and knew a 
great deal. It was no secret, and many opinions were expressed on what 
he did. In his fireplace there was .a fire, even in summer time. He would 
lock himself in his room, and for days the fire would be kept burning; but 
he did not talk much of what he was doing. The secret powers of nature 
are generally discovered in solitude, and did he not soon expect to find out 
the art of making the greatest of all good things-the art of making gold? 
So he fondly hoped ; therefore, the chimney smoked and the fire crackled 
so constantly. Yes, I was there too," said the Wind. "' Leave it alone,' I 
sang down the chimney; 'leave it alone, it will all end in smoke, air,_ coals, 
and ashes, and you will burn your fingers.' But Waldemar Daa did not 
leave it alone, and all he possessed vanished like smoke blown by me. 
The splendid black horses, where are they? What became of the cows 
in the field, the old gold and silver vessels in cupboards and chests, and 
even the house and home itself? It was easy to melt all these away in 
the gold-making crucible, and yet obtain no gold. And so it was. Empty 
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grew the barns and store-rooms, the cellars and cupboards; the servants 
decreased in number, and the mice multiplied. First one window became 
broken, and then another, so that I could get in at other places besides 
the door. ' Where the chimney smokes, the meal is being cooked,' says 
the proverb ; but here a chimney smoked that devoured all the meals 
for the sake of gold. I blew round the court-yard," said the Wind, "like a 
watchman blowing his horn, but no watchman was there. I twirled the 
weather-cock round on the summit of the tower, and it creaked like the 
snoring of a warder, but no warder was there; nothing but mice aud rats. 
Poverty laid the table-cloth; poverty sat in the wardrobe and in the larder. 
The door felt off its hinges, cracks and fissures made their appearance every
where; so that I could go in and out at pleasure, and that is how I know all 
about it. Amid smoke and ashes, sorrow, and sleepless nights, the hair and 
beard of the master of the house turned grey, and deep furrows showed 
themselves a,·ound his temples; his skin turned pale and yellow, while his 
eyes still looked eagerly for gold, the longed-for gold, and the result of his 
labour was debt instead of gain. I blew the smoke and ashes into his face 
and beard; I moaned through the broken window-panes, and the yawning 
clefts in the walls; I blew into the chests of drawers belonging to his 
daughters, wherein lay the clothes that had become faded and threadbare, 
from being worn over and over again. Such a song had not been sung at 
the children's cradle as I sung now. The lordly life had changed to a 
life of penury. I was the only one who rejoiced aloud in that castle," said 
the Wind. "At last I snowed them up, and they say snow keeps people 
warm. It was good for them, for they had no wood, and the forest, from 
which they might have obtained it, had been cut down. The frost was very 
bitter, and I rushed through loop-holes and passages, over gables and 
roofs with keen and cutting swiftness. The three high-born daughters were 
lying in bed because of the cold, and their father crouching beneath his 
leathern coverlet. Nothing to eat, nothing to burn, no fire on the hearth ! 
Here was a life for high-born people! 'Give it up, give it up!' But my 
Lord Daa would not do that. 'After winter, spring will come,' he said; 
'after want, good times. We must not lose patience, we must learn to 
wait. Now my horses and lands are all 111ortgaged, it is indeed high time; 
but gold will come at last-at Easter.' 

" I heard him as he thus spoke; he was looking at a spider's web, and 
he continued, ' Thou cunning little weaver, thou dost teach me perseve
rance. Let any one tear thy web, and thou wilt begin again and repair it. 
Let it be entirely destroyed, thou wilt resolutely begin to make another till 
it is completed. So ought we to do, if we wish to succeed at last.' 

"It was the morning of Easter-day. The bells sounded from the neigh
bouring church, and the sun seemed to rejoice in the sky. The master of 
the castle had watched through the night, in feverish excitement, and l'.ad 
been melting and cooling, distilling and mixing. I heard him sighing like 
a soul in despair; I heard him praying, and I noticed how he held his 
breath. The lamp burnt out, but he did not observe it. I blew up the fire 
in the coals on the hearth, and it threw a red glow on his ghastly white face, 
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lig~ting it up with a glare, while his sunken eyes looked out wildly from 
the~r cavernous depths, and appe~red to grow larger and more prominent, 
as 1f _they would ~urst from. their sock~ts. 'Lock at the alchymic glass,' 
he erred; ' somethmg glows m the crucible, pure and heavy.' He lifted it 
with a trembling hand, and exclaimed, in a voice of agitation,' Gold! gold!' 
He was quite giddy, I could have blown him down," said the Wind; "but 
I only fanned the glowing coals, and accompanied him through the door to 
the room where his daughters sat shivering. His coat was powdered with 
ashes, and there were ashes in his beard and in his tangled hair. He stood 
erect, and held high in the air the brittle glass that contained his costly 
treasure. ' Found ! found ! Gold ! gold ! ' he shouted, again holding the 
glass aloft, that it might flash in the sunshine; but his hand trembled, and 
the alchymic glass fell from it, clattering to the ground, and broke in a 
thousand pieces. The last bubble of his happiness had burst, with a whiz 
and a whir, and I rushed away from the gold-maker's house. 

"Late in the autumn, when the days were short, and the mist sprinkled 
cold drops on the berries and the leafless branches, I came back in fresh 
spirits, rushed through the air, swept the sky clear, and snapped off the dry 
twigs, which is certainly no great labour to do, yet it must be done. There 
was another kind of sweeping taking place at Waldemar Daa's, in the 
castle of Borreby. His enemy, Owe Ramel, of Basnas, was there, with the 
mortgage of the house and everything it contained, in his pocket. I rattled 
the broken windows, beat against the old rotten doors, and whistled through 
cracks and crevices, so that Mr. Owe Ramel did not much like to remain 
there. Ida and Anna Dorothea wept bitterly, Joanna stood, pale and 
proud, biting her lips till the blood came; but what could that avail? Owe 
Ramel offered ·waldemar Daa permission to remain in the house till the 
end of his life. No one thanked him for the offer, and I saw the ruined 0ld 
gentleman lift his head, and throw it back more proudly than ever. Then I 
rushed against the house and the old lime-trees with such force, that one of 
the thickest branches, a decayed one, was broken off, and the branch fell at 
the entrance, and remained there. It might have been used as a broom, if 
any one had wanted to sweep the place out, and a grand sweeping-out there 
really was; I thought it would be so. It was hard for any one to preserve 
composure on such a day ; but these people had strong wills, as unbending 
as their hard fortune. There was nothing they could call their own, except
ing the clothes they wore. Yes, there was one thing more, an alchymist's 
glass, a new one, which had been lately bought, and filled with what could 
be gathered from the ground of the treasure which had promised so much, 
but failed in keeping its promise. Waldemar Daa hid the glass in his 
bosom, and, taking his stick in his hand, the once rich gentleman passed 
with his daughters out of the house of Borreby. I blew coldly upon his 
flushed cheeks, I stroked his grey beard and his long white hair, and I sang 
as well as I was able, 'Whir-r-r, whir-r-r. Gone away! gone away!' Ida 
walked on one side of the old man, and Anna Dorothea on the other; 
Joanna turned round as they left the entrance. Why? Fortune would not 
turn because she turned. She looked at the stone in the walls which had 
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once formed part of the castle of Marek Stig, and perhaps she thought of 
his daughters and of the old song,-

" The eldest and youngest, hand-in-hand, 
·went forth alone to a distant land." 

These were only two; here there were three, and their father with them 
also. They walked along the high-road, where once they had driven in 
their splendid carriage; they went forth with their father as beggars. They 
wandered across an open field to a mud hut, which they rented for a dollar 
and a half a year; a new home, with bare walls and empty cupboards. 
Crows and magpies fluttered about them, and cried, as if in contempt, 
'Caw, caw, turned out of our nest-caw, caw,' as they had done in the wood 
at Borreby, when the trees were felled. Daa and his daughters could not 
help hearing it, so I blew about their ears to drown the noise; what use 
was it that they should listen? So they went to live in the mud hut in the 
open field, and I wandered away, over moor and meadow, through bare 
bushes and leafless forests, to the open sea, to the broad shores in other 
lands, 'Whir-r-r, whir+r ! Away, away!' year after year." 

And what became of Waldemar Daa and his daughter? Listen; the 
Wind will tell us : '· 

" The last I saw of them was the pale hyacinth, Anna Dorothea. She 
was old and bent then; for fifty years had passed, and she had outlived 
them all. She could relate the history. Yonder, on the heath, near the 
town of Wiborg, in Jutland, stood the fine new house of the canon. It 
was built of red brick, with projecting gables. It was inhabited, for the 
smoke curled up thickly from the chimneys. The canon's gentle lady and 
her beautiful daughters sat in the bay-window, and looked over the haw
thorn hedge of the garden towards the brown heath. What were they 
looking at? Their glances fell upon a stork's nest, which was built upon 
an old tumble-down hut. The roof, as far as one existed at all, was covered 
with moss and lichen. The stork's nest covered the greater part of it, and 
that alone was in a good condition; for it was kept in order by the stork 
himself. That is a house to be looked at, and not to be touched," said the Wind. 
'' For the sake of the stork's nest it had been allowed to remain, although 
it is a blot on the landscape. They did not like to drive the stork away; 
therefore the old shed was left standing, and the poor woman who dwelt in 
it allowed to stay. She had the Egyptian bird to thank for that ; or was it 
perchance her reward for having once interceded for the preservation of the 
nest of its black brother in the forest of Borreby ? At that time she, the 
poor woman, was a young child, a white hyacinth in a rich garden. She 
remembered that time well, for it was Anna Dorothea. 

"' O-h, o-h,' she sighed! for people can sigh like the moaning of the 
wind among the reeds and rushes. 'O-h, o-h,' she would say, 'no bell 
sounded at thy burial, Waldemar Daa. The poor schoolboys did not even 
sing a psalm when the former lord of Borre by was laid in the earth to rest. 
O-h, everything has an end, even misery. Sister Ida became the wife of a 
peasant; that was the hardest trial which befel our father, that the husband 
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of his daughter should be a miserable serf, whom his owner could place 
for punishment on the wooden horse. I suppose he is under the ground 
now;- and Ida-alas ! alas ! it is not ended yet ; miserable that I am ! 
Kind Heaven, grant me that I may die.' 

"That was Anna Dorothea's prayer in the wretched hut that was left 
standing for the sake of the stork. I took pity on the proudest of the 
sisters," said the Wind. "Her cournge was like that of a man; and in 
man's clothes she served as a sailor on board ship. She was of few words, 
and of a dark countenance; but she did not know how to climb, so I blew 
her overboard before any one found out that she was a woman; and, in 
my opinion, that was well done," said the Wind. 

On such another Easter morning as that on which Waldemar Daa 
imagined he had discovered the art of making gold, I heard the tones of a 
psalm under the stork's nest, and within the crumbling walls. It was Anna 
Dorothea's last song. There was no window in the hut, only a hole in the 
wall; and the sun rose like a globe of burnished gold, and looked through. 
With what splendour he filled that dismal dwelling ! Her eyes were gla
zing, and her heart breaking; but so it would have been, even had the 
sun not shone that morning on Anna Dorothea. The stork's nest had se
cured her a home till her death. r sung over her grave; I sung at her 
father's grave. I know where it lies, and where her grave is too, but no
body else knows it. 

" New times now; all is changed. The old high-road is lost amid cul
tivated fields; the new one now winds along over covered graves; and 
soon the railway will come, with its train of carriages, and rush over graves 
where lie those whose very names are forgotten. All passed away, passed 
away! 

"This is the story of Waldemar Daa and his daughters. Tell it better, 
any of you, if you know how," said the Wind; and he rushed away, and 
was gone. 



THE WIFE'S SPIRIT, 

A STORY. 

IN a large garden grew a splendid apple-tree, which had been in such 
haste to bloom that it was covered with blossoms before the green leaves 
had unfolded themselves. The ducklings in the farm-yard were waddling 
with their mother to the pond, while the cat washed her silky fur with her 
paw in the sunshine. 

A glance across the fields and meadows presented a pleasing sight, for 
even the corn was of a bright beautiful green as well as the hay, while the 
chirping and twittering of the little birds was as joyful as if they were keep
ing a great festival. 

And, indeed, people could correctly speak of this day as a feast day, for 
it was Sunday, and the bells were chiming sweetly, while numbers of people, 
dressed in their Sunday clothes, were walking to the church in great com
fort. The spring day was so bright and warm and dry, and everything 
looked so pleasant and cheerful that no wonder they said, "How good 
God is to grant us so many blessings ! " 
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But within the church the preacher in the pulpit spoke in a loud and 
angry tone to the people, as if they were all Godless sinners. 

He told them that God would certainly punish all the wicked when they 
died, by send_ing them to eternal torment in hell. He said, also, that in 
hell the consciences of the wicked never die, and the fire will never be 
extinguished, neither will they ever find rest or peace. 

All this was very terrible to hear, but still the preacher went on as if the 
subject on which he spoke was quite true. 

He pictured to them hell as a stagnant lake of fire, where all the impure 
and sinful in the whole world would meet, where no cooling breeze could 
temper the fierceness of the burning brimstone of that bottomless abyss, in 
which the wicked would sink deeper and deeper in eternal silence for ever! 

All this was still more horrible to hear, but the congregation could see 
that the preacher was in earnest, and therefore his words made the more 
lasting impression. 

Meanwhile, outside the church the birds sang joyously, and the blossoms 
and flowers fluttered in the warm sunshine and the gentle breeze. It was 
as if each little bird and flower was crying out, 

"Nothing is so great as the loving-kindness of the Almighty." 
Therefore, outside the church were love and joy, but not inside, while 

the sermon was being preached. 
On that evening, before the preacher retired to rest, he noticed that his 

wife sat silent and thoughtful. 
" What is amiss, my dear ? " he asked. 
" Why," she replied, "I cannot quite bring myself to agree with what 

you said to-day in your sermon. It does not appear right to assert that so 
many sinners will be condemned to everlasting fire for ever. For ever ! 
Ah, what can it be? I am only a poor sinful creature myself, but I cannot 
from my heart believe that even the vilest sinner will be condemned to burn 
in torture for ever. And, as we know, the goodness of the Almighty is as 
great as His power; and He knows how people are tempted from without 
and from within by their own evil natures. I know what I mean myself, 
but I cannot explain it properly to you." 

* * * * * 
Spring and summer have passed. It is autumn, and the trees are scat-

tering their golden tinted leaves on the ground in showers. The severe 
but earnest preacher is seated by the bed on which lies, with her eyes closed 
in death, his pious and faithful wife. 

"If any one can find peace and rest in the grave, through God's mercy, 
it is thou ! " sighed the preacher. Then he folded his hands, and knelt by 
the bed in prayer. 

She was laid in the grave. Two large tears rolled down the cheeks of 
the earnest man on his return home, for the parsonage appeared so solitary 
and still. The sunshine of his home had vanished. Site had departed. 

It was night. A cold wind blew over the head of the preacher. With 
his eyes closed, he thought the moon was shining into the room, but it was 
no moonlight. A figure stood by his bed-side. The spirit of his deceased 
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wife shone upon him. She looked at him earnestly and sadly, as if she 
had something on her mind that she wished to say to him. 

He half raised himself in the bed, stretched out his arms to her, and 
said,-

" Then, you are not permitted to rest in peace for ever ! You ! the best, 
the most pious !--" 

And the dead bowed her head, and laid her hand upon her heart in 
silence. 

" And can I give you rest and peace in the grave ? " he asked. 
"Yes," was the distinct reply. 
"And how?" 
" Bring me a hair, only a single hair, from the head of even one sinner 

whom God will condemn to eternal torture in Hell." 
" I believe that a few will be saved," he replied. "Yet thou ! so pure, 

so pious, to be unredeemed ! " 
"Follow me, then," replied the dead. "I have obtained permission for 

you to fly through the air by my side, wherever your thoughts are directed. 
To mankind we shall be invisible, and able to pass unseen through even 
the closed and barred doors of inner rooms. But you must be certain that 
the man you point out as eternally lost is really one whom God will con
demn to be tormented in hell-fire for ever; and ere the cock crows he must 
be found." 

Swiftly as the flight of thought they arrived at the great town. On the 
walls of some of the houses shone forth in letters of flame the names of the 
deadly sins: Pride, Avarice, Drunkenness, Murder,-in short, the whole 
catalogue of the seven deeply-dyed sins. 

"I know these houses," said the preacher, "for in them dwell those who 
will be punished eternally." 

And then they found themselves before a brilliantly lighted porch. The 
broad steps were covered with richly coloured carpets and blooming flowers, 
while from a magnificent saloon issued sounds of music and dancing. 

The porter, clad in velvet and silk, stood erect near the door, with his 
gold-mounted stick in his hand. 

"Our ball is equal in splendour to those in the king's palace," said the 
owner haughtily, to the people outside who were gazing at the dome, which 
was one blaze of lamps from top to toe; and truly it was a sight to be 
remembered. 

But presently the proud man exclaimed, "What a crowd of low rabble 
are staring in here. Compared to me you are altogether only canai"lle." 

" The proud man," said the dead wife ; "do you see him ? " 
"Clearly," replied the preacher; "but this man is not only a fool, 

but a madman. He will not be condemned to everlasting fire or eternal 
torture." , 

"Only a madman ! " echoed through the whole house of the proud man, 
and was heard by every one. 

Then they passed on swiftly into the room of a miser,-a cold, miserable 
place, which made the teeth chatter of those who entered; and when they 
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thought of all the gold this man possessed, it made them hungry and 
thirsty for even a little of it. 

He said that he had been ill with ague, owing to a broken place in the 
wall near his miserable straw bed. A loose stone had fallen down and left 
a large hole. On the floor lay a stocking stuck full of gold pieces, and he 
kept fumbling in his ragged pockets, where more gold had been sewn by 
his clumsy, trembling fingers. 

"He is ill, insane, a friendless idiot," said the preacher, "and suffering 
from anxiety and evil dreams. I cannot point him out as lost for ever." 

Hastily they escaped from the miser's room, and stood before the dormi
tory of the House of Correction, where the prisoners were sleeping in long 
rows near to each other. Presently, like a wild beast, one of them started 
up in his sleep, and uttered a terrible cry. With his elbow, his bedfellow 
gave him a terrible blow in the ribs, and then turned round and was asleep 
again quickly. But others were not so overcome with sleep; the cry had 
awaked them, and one of them called out, " Hold your jaw and go to 
sleep ; you go on like this every night." 

" Every night ! " he exclaimed, "yes, every night .he howls like this and 
torments me. Many times have I committed some wrong or other, owing 
to the passionate temper with which I was born. I have been brought here 
twice by this wicked temper, but I have felt that my punishment was 
just." . 

" Only one sin have I not confessed. The last time I found myself free 
I was employed by a former master, who believed that I had at last learnt 
to control my wicked temper, and he was right. At least I thought so. 

"But one morning I lighted a match and carelessly threw it out on the 
thatched roof, under my window, for I thought it had burnt out, but the 
heat seized the straw, as it often seizes me, and the roof was soon in a blaze. 
With help I managed to rescue the house property and the animals, and no 
living creature was burnt as I thought; for my master and the family were 
absent, excepting a pigeon who flew right into the fire. I had forgotten the 
poor house dog, who was chained up, and when it was too late to save him, I 
heard his howls, and they sound in my ears still, whether I am asleep or 
awake. And sometimes in my sleep the dog comes to me. He is very large, 
with thick, shaggy fur, then he lies upon me, howls and squeezes me till I 
am nearly .choked. 

"And now just listen to the end. You can all sleep and snore the whole 
night without waking, but I can sleep for only a short quarter of an hour at 
a time; and once when the dog came to me in that dreadful manner I was 
only half awake, and I thought it was my bedfellow choking me. 

"My hot blood was roused, I threw myself upon him and slew him with 
one blow of my bare fist in his face. 

" 'That dreadful, wicked rage again ! ' cried every one, while the other 
prisoners threw themselves upon him, wrestled with him, bent him down in 
a curve till his head touched his knees, and then bound him so tightly that 
the blood seemed ready to burst from his eyes and from every pore. 

"You are murdering the unfortunate man ! " cried the preacher, and 
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stretched out his protecting hand over the sinner, over him who had already 
repented. And then the scene changed.--They glided unseen through 
rich and stately saloons, as well as the rooms of the poor, which had 
written over them the names of Luxury, Envy, and all the deadly sins, one 
after the other. 

An angel from the judgment seat appeared and read to each of them 
their sins and their excuses. For he told them that God was omniscient 
and knew the smallest as well as the greatest sinner. God reads the heart and 
is acquainted with every hidden sin that dwells there. But He remembers 
also the temptations which present themselves from the outer world, as well 
as from our own hearts, and knows also when to show mercy and pitying 
love. 

The preacher's hand trembled, he dared not stretch it out now to pluck 
a single hair from the head of any sinner. The tears streamed from his 
eyes as he thought of the Fountain of mercy and love, by which even the 
everlasting fire of hell can be quenched. 

And then the cock crew. 
The preacher fell on his knees, and cried and prayed-
" All merciful God, grant I pray thee rest and peace in the grave to those 

whom I would have condemned." 
" They will find it now," said the dead wife. " Yours were hard words, 

and a dark description of God's dealings with his creatures. Yet mankind 
know that even in the wicked, the soul is a part of God himself, a part 
which will conquer death and the grave, and extinguish even hell-fire for 
ever and ever--." 

The preacher felt a kiss upon his lips, and in a moment there was light 
all around him. God's bright sun shone into the room, and there stood 
his living wife, tender and full of love. She had awaked him from a dream 
which had been sent him by God. 



SOMETHING. 

"I MEAN to be somebody, and to do something useful in the world," 
said the eldest of five brothers. " I don't care how humble my position is, 
so that I can only do some good, which will be something. I intend to be 
a brickmaker; bricks are always wanted, and I shall be really doing some
thing." 

"Your 'something' is not enough for me," said the second brother; 
"what you talk of doing is nothing at all, it is journeyman's work, or might 
even be done by a machine. No ! I should prefer to be a builder at once, 
there is something real in that. A man gains a position, he becomes a 
citizen, has his own sign, his own house of call for his workmen : so I shall 
be a builder. If all goes well, in time I shall become a master, and have 
my own journeymen, and my wife will be treated as a master's wife. That 
is what I call something." 

"I call it all nothing," said the third; "not in reality any position. There 
are many in a town far above a master builder in position. You may be 
an upright man, but even as a master you will only be ranked among 
common men. I know better what to do than that. I will be an archi
tect, which will place me among those who possess riches and intellect, and 
who speculate in art. I shall certainly have to rise by my own endeavours 
from a bricklayer's labourer, or as a carpenter's apprentice-a lad wearing 
a paper cap, although I now wear a silk hat. I shall have to fetch beer 
and spirits for the journeymen, and they will call me 'thou,' which will be 
an insult. I shall endure it, however, for I shall look upon it all as a mere 
representation, a masquerade, a mummery, which to-morrow, that is, when 
I myself as journeyman, shall have served my time, will vanish, and I shall 
130 my way, and all that has passed will be nothing to me. Then I shall 
enter the academy, and get instructed in drawing, and be called an archi
tect. That is something ; it is indeed more than something. I may even 
attain to rank, and have something placed before or after my name, and 
I shall build as others have done before me. By this there will be always 
'something' to make me remembered, and is not that worth living for?" 
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"Not in my opinion," said the fourth; "I will never follow the lead of 
others, and only imitate what they have done. I will be a genius, and be
come greater than all of you together. I will create a new style of building, 
and introduce a plan for erecting houses suitable to the climate, with 
material easily obtained in the country, and thus suit national feeling 
and the developments of the age, besides building a storey for my own 
genius." 

" But supposing the climate and the material are not good for much," 
said the fifth brother, "that would be very unfortunate for you, and have 
an influence over your experiments. Nationality may assert itself until it 
becomes affectation, and the developments of a century may run wild, as 
youth often does. I see clearly that none of you will ever really be any
thing worth notice, however you may now fancy it. But do as you like, I 
shall not imitate you. I mean to keep clear of all these things, and criti
cise what you do. In every action something imperfect may be discovered, 
something not right, which I shall make it my business to find out and 
expose; that will be something, I fancy." And he kept his word, and be
came a critic. 

People said of this fifth brother, "There is something very precise about 
him; he has a good head-piece, but he does nothing." And on that very 
account they thought he must be something. 

Now, you see, this is a little history which will nev~r end; as long as the 
world exists, there will always be men like these five brothers. And what 
became of them? were they each nothing or something? You shall hear; 
it is quite a history. 

The eldest brother, he who fabricated bricks, soon discovered that each 
brick, when finished, brought him in a small coin, if only a copper one ; 
and many copper pieces, if placed one upon another, can be changed into 
a shining shilling; and at whatever door a person knocks, who has a num
ber of these in his hands, whether it be the baker's, the butcher's, or the 
tailor's, the door flies open, and he can get all he wants. So you see the 
value of bricks. Some of the bricks, however, crumbled to pieces, or were 
broken, but the elder brother found a use for even these. 

On the high bank of earth, which formed a dyke on the sea-coast, a poor 
woman named Margaret wished to build herself a house, so all the im
perfect bricks were given to her, and a few whole ones with them ; for the 
eldest brother was a kind-hearted man, although he never achieved anything 
higher than making bricks. The poor woman built herself a little house
it was small and narrow, and the window was quite crooked, the door too 
low, and the straw roof might have been better thatched. But still it was 
a shelter, and from within you could look far over the sea, which 
dashed wildly against the sea-wall on which the little house was built. 
The salt waves sprinkled their white foam over it, but it stood firm, and 
remained long after he who had given ~he bricks to build it was dead and 
buried. 

The second brother of course knew better how to build than poor 
Margaret, for he served an apprenticeship to learn it. When his time was 
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up, he packed up his knapsack, and went on his travels, singing the 
journeyman's song,-

"While young, I can wander without a care, 
And build new houses everywhere; 
Fair and bright are my dreams of home, 
Always thought of wherever I roam. 

Hurrah for a workman's life of glee ! 
There's a loved one at home who thinks of me ; 
Home and friends I can ne'er forget, 
And I mean to be a master yet." 

And that is what he did. On his return home, he became a master 
builder,-built one house after another in the town, till they formed quite 
a street, which, when finished, became really an ornament to the town. 
These houses built a house for him in return, which was to be his own. 
But how can houses build a house? If the houses were asked, they could 
not answer; but the people would understand, and say, " Certainly the 
street built his house for him." It was not very large, and the floor was of 
lime; but when he danced with his bride on the lime-covered floor, it 
was to him white and shining, and from every stone in the wall flowers 
seemed to spring forth and decorate the room as with the richest tapestry. 
It was really a pretty house, and in it were a happy pair. The flag of the 
corporation fluttered before it, and the journeymen and apprentices shouted 
"Hurrah." He had gained his position, he had made himself something, 
and at last he died, which was "something" too. 

Now we come to the architect, the third brother, who had been first a 
carpenter's apprentice, and worn a cap, and served as an errand boy, but 
afterwards went to the academy, and risen to be an architect, a high and 
noble gentleman. Ah yes, the houses of the new street, which the brother, 
who was a master builder, erected, may have built his house for him, but 
the street received its name from the architect, and the handsomest house 
in the street became his property. That was something, and he was 
"something," for he had a list of titles before and after his name. His 
children were called "well-born," and when he died, his widow was treated 
as a lady of position, and that was "something." His name remained 
always written at the corner of the street, and lived in every one's mouth 
as its name. Yes, this also was" something." 

And what about the genius of the family-the fourth brother--who 
wanted to invent something new and original? He tried to build a lofty 
storey himself, but it fell to pieces, and he fell with it and broke his neck. 
However, he had a splendid funeral, with the city flags and music in the 
procession ; flowers were strewn on the pavement, and three orations were 
spoken over his grave, each one longer than the other. He would have 
liked this very much during his life, as well as the poems about him in 
the papers; for he liked nothing so well as to be talked 0£ A monument 
was also erected over his grave. It was only another storey over him, 
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but that was "something." Now he was dead, like the three other 
brothers. 

The youngest-the critic-outlived them all, which was quite right for 
him. It gave him the opportunity of having the last word, which to 
him was of great importance. People always said he had a good head
piece. At last his hour came, and he died, and arrived at the gates of 
heaven. Souls always enter these gates in pairs; so he found himself 
standing and waiting for admission with another; and who should it be 
but old dame Margaret from the house on the dyke! "It is evidently for 
the sake of contrast that I and this wretched soul should arrive here exactly 
at the same time," said the critic. "Pray who are you, my good woman?" 
said he; "do you want to get in here too ? " 

And the old woman curtsied as well as she could; she thought it must 
be St. Peter himself who spoke to her. " I am a poor old woman," she 
said, "without any family. I am old Margaret, that lived in the house on 
the dyke." 

"Well, and what have you done-what great deed have you performed 
down below ? " 

"I have done nothing at all in the world that could give me a claim to 
have these doors open for me," she said. "It would be only through mercy 
that I can be allowed to slip in through the gate." 

"In what manner did you leave the world?" he asked, just for the 
sake of saying something ; for it made him feel very weary to stand there 
and wait. 

"How I left the world?" she replied; "why, I can scarcely tell you. 
During the last years of my life I was sick and miserable, and I was unable 
to bear creeping out of bed suddenly into the frost and cold. Last winter 
was a hard winter, but I have got over it all now. There were a few mild 
days, as your honour, no doubt, knows. The ice lay thickly on the lake, as 
far as one could see. The people came from the town, and walked upon it; 
and they say there were dancing and skating upon it, I believe, and a great 
feasting. The sound of beautiful music came into my poor little room 
where I lay. Towards evening, when the moon rose beautifully, though 
not yet in her full splendour, I glanced from my bed out over the wild sea; 
and there, just where the sea and sky met, rose a curious white cloud. I 
lay looking at the cloud till I observed a little black spot in the middle of 
it, which gradually grew larger and larger, and then I knew what it meant
I am old and experienced; and although this token is not often seen, I 
knew it, and a shuddering seized me. Twice in my life had I seen this 
same thing, and I knew that there would be an awful storm, with a spring 
tide, which would overwhelm the poor people who were now out on the 
ice, drinxing, dancing, and making merry. Young and old, the whole 
city, were there; who was to warn them, if no one noticed the sign, or 
knew what it meant, as I did? I was so alarmed, that I felt more strength 
and life than I had done for some time. I got out of bed, and reacl1ed 
the window; I could not crawl any farther, from weakness and exhaustion; 
but I managed to open the window. I saw the people outside running and 
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jumping about on the ice; I saw the beautiful flags waving in the wind; I 
heard the boys shouting, 'Hurrah ! ' and the lads and lasses singing, and 
everything full of merriment and joy. But there was the white cloud with 
the black spot hanging over them. I cried out as loudly as I could, but 
no one heard me; I was too far off from the people. Soon would the 
storm burst, the ice break, and all who were on it be irretrievably lost. 
They could not hear me, and to go to them was quite out of my µower. Oh, 
if I could only get them safe on land l Then came the thought, as if from 
heaven, that I would rather set fire to my bed, and let the house be burnt 
down, than that so many people should perish miserably. I got a light, 
and in a few moments the red flames leaped up as a beacon to them. I 
escaped fortunately as far as the threshold of the door; but there I fell down 
and remained : I could go no farther. The flames rushed out towards me, 
flickered on the window, and rose high above the. roof. The people on the 
ice became aware of the fire, and ran as fast as possible to help a poor sick 
woman, who, as they thought, was being burnt to death. There was not 
one who did not run. I heard them coming, and I also at the same time 
was conscious of a rush of air and a sound like the roar Qf heavy artillery. 
The spring flood was lifting the ice covering, which brake into a thousand 
pieces. But the people had reached the sea-wall, where the sparks were 
flying round. I had saved them all; but I suppose I could not survive the 
cold and fright; so I came up here to the gates of paradise. I am told 
they are opened to poor creatures such as I am, and I have now no 
house left on earth; but I do not think that will give me a claim to be 
admitted here." 

Then the gates were opened, and an angel led the old woman in. She 
had dropped one little straw out of her straw bed, when she set it on fire 
to save the lives of so many. It had been changed into the purest gold
into gold that constantly grew and expanded into flowers and fruit of im
mortal beauty. 

"See," said the angel, pointing to the wonderful straw, "this is what the 
poor woman has brought. What dost thou bring? I know thou hast 
accomplished nothing, not even made a single brick. Even if thou couldst 
return, and at least produce so much, very likely, when made, the brick 
would be useless, unless done with a good will, which is always some
thing. But thou canst not return to earth, and I can do nothing for 
thee." 

Then the poor soul, the old mother who had lived in the house on the 
dyke, pleaded for him. She said, " His brother made all the stones and 
bricks, and sent them to me to build my poor little dwelling, which was a 
great deal to do for a poor woman like me. Could not all these bricks and 
pieces be as a wall of stone to prevail for him? It is an act of mercy; he 
is wanting it now ; and here is the very fountain of mercy." 

" Then," said the angel, "thy brother, he who has been looked upon as 
the meanest of you all, he whose honest deeds to thee appeared so humble, 
-it is he who has sent you this heavenly gift. Thou shalt not be turned 
away. Thou shalt have permission to stand without the gate and reflect, 
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and repent of thy life on earth; but thou shalt not be admitted here until 
thou hast performed one good deed of repentance, which will indeed for 
thee be something." 

"I could have expressed that better," thought the critic; but he did not 
say it aloud, which for him was SOMETHING, after all, 



A STORY FROM THE SAND-HILLS. 

IN sunny Spain, where the fiery blossoms of the· pomegranate flourish 
among the dark laurels, and the orange groves pour forth fragrance, it is 
warm and beautiful, while from the mountains comes a cool and refreshing 
breeze. Brightly the golden cupolas of the Moorish halls, with their gor
geous ornaments and many-coloured walls, glitter in the sun. There is a 
sound of song and castanets ; youths and maidens join in the dance 1mder 
the blooming acacia; while the lileggar sits upon the marble stone, refresh
ing himself with a juicy melon, and dreamily enjoying life. At night there 
is a procession of children through the streets, with candles and waving 
flags, and over them all lofty and clear rises the sky, studded with sparkling 
stars. The whole is like a glorious dream. 

In an open balcony sat a newly married couple, who completely gave 
themselves up to the charm, for they also possessed the good things of this 
life-health and cheerfulness, riches and honour. "We are as happy as it 
is possible to be," they said, from the depths of their hearts. They had, 
indeed, but one step more in the ladder of human happiness, and they were 
already happy in the hope that God would give them a child-a son, who 

- should resemble them in form and spirit. The happy child would be wel
comed with rejoicing, would be tended with every care and love, and enjoy 
all those advantages of wealth and luxury which riches and influence can 
procure. And so the days passed like a festival. 

" Life is a gracious gift from God, a gift almost beyond our power to 
appreciate," said the young wife; "and yet they tell us that fulness of joy 
is only to be found in the future for ever and ever; I cannot compass the 
thought." 

"Perhaps the thought arises from the arrogance of mankind," said the 
husband. "It seems like pride to believe that we shall live for ever, that 
we shall be as gods. Were not these the words of the serpent, the father 
of lies?" 

" Surely you do not doubt the existence of a future life?" exclaimed the 
young wife, and it seemed like the first shadow of evil passing over the 
sunny region of her thoughts. 
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"Faith realizes it, and the priests tell us it is so," he replied; "but 
amidst all this happiness I feel as if it were presumptuous to expect it to 
continue for ever, in another life after this. So much has been given to us 
in this present state of existence, that we ought to be, we must be, content 
with it." 

" Yes," replied the young wife, "it has been certainly given to us, but to 
how many thousands this life is one continued scene of painful trial ! How 
many have been sent into the world, as it appears, only to suffer poverty 
and shame, sickness and misfortune ! If there were no lifo after this, things 
on earth would be too unequal, and we should feel inclined to accuse the 
Almighty of injustice." 

"Not so," replied the husband; "yonder beggar has joys which appear 
great to him, and which delight him more than the splendours of his palace 
delight a king. And then do you not suppose that the dumb beast of 
burden, which endures hunger and blows, and works itself to death, does 
not equally feel its hard fate? Might it not therefore also expect a future 
life, and complain of the injustice that has not placed him higher in the 
scale of creation? " 

" Christ has said," replied the wife, "' In my Father's house are many 
mansions;' heaven is as limitless as the love of our Creator. Even the 
dumb beast is His creature ; and I firmly believe that no life will be lost, 
but that each will receive that amount of happiness which he is able to 
enjoy, and which is sufficient for him." 

" The world is sufficient for me," said the husband, as he threw his arm 
round his beautiful, amiable wife. Then he sat by her side on the open 
balcony, and smoked his cigarette, while the cool air was filled with the 
fragrance of pinks and orange blossoms. Sounds of music, and the clatter 
of castanets came up from the road beneath; the stars glittered above them, 
and two eyes, full of affection, the eyes of his wife, looked on him with the 
undying glance of love. "Such a moment," said he, "surely makes it 
worth while to be born-to die-and to be annihilated." 

The young wife raised her hand as a gentle reproof, but the shadow 
passed away from her world, and they were happy-quite happy. Every
tbing seemed to work together for them. They advanced in honour and 
prosperity and joy. A change came, but it was only a change of place, 
not of enjoyment, either of life or happiness. The young man was chosen 
by his sovereign, the King of Spain, to proceed to the court of Russia as 
ambassador ; for his high birth and attainments gave him a title to such an 
honour. He possessed also a large fortune of his own, as well as one 
equally large, brought him by his wife, who was the daughter of a rich and 
highly respected merchant. One of this merchant's largest and finest ships 
was about to sail during the year to Stockholm, and it was arranged that the 
young people, the merchant's daughter and son-in-law, should continue 
their voyage in it from thence to St. Petersburg. All the arrangements 
made for them were princely ; rich carpets for their feet, and silk and luxu
rious furniture suited for the voyage were put on board the vessel for their 
use. 
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In an old war song, entitled "The Son of England's King," it says,

" He sailed in a gallant ship, 
And the anchor was gilded with gold, 

Each rope was woven with silk, 
·with riches and pomp untold." 

These words rose to the mind of one who saw this ship leave the coasts 
of Spain. Here was the same pomp, the same luxury, and the same 
parting wish : 

" God grant that all of us may meet 
Once more in peace and joy." 

It blew a fair wind when they left the Spanish coast, so that they hoped 
to arrive at their destination in a few weeks. But when they reached the 
broad ocean, the wind sank down, the sea became smooth, and the ship 
was becalmed. However, the stars of heaven shone brightly, and many 
festive evenings were spent in the sumptuous cabin. At length the voyagers 
began to wish for wind, for a favouring breeze. But they wished in vain, 
for not a breeze stirred ; and when, after some weeks, the wind did arise, it 
was contrary, for it blew from the south-west, and after two months carried 
them into the North Sea, between Scotland and Jutland. Then the wind 
increased, till they were in the condition described in the old song,-

" 'Mid the stormy sea and the pelting rain, 
To seek for shelter was all in vain; 
No hope of throwing, with eager hand, 
Their anchor of gold near the Danish Land." 

At the time this happened, King Christian VIL, who sat on the Danish 
throne, was still a young man. Much has changed or been changed since 
then. Lakes and marshes have been converted into green meadows, heath 
has become arable land, and in the shelter of the peasants' houses, on the 
West Jute, grow apple-trees and rose-bushes; but they require care, to pro-
tect them from the keen north-west wind. 

While in West Jutland, the mind can easily go back to the old times, 
even long before the days of King Christian VIL The purple heath ex
tends now, as it did then, for miles. There are the still "Huns' graves," 
the supernatural appearances in the sky, and the sandy, uneven roads cross
ing it in every direction. Westward, where large rivulets run into the bay,. 
extend marshes and meadow land, girded with lofty sand-hills, which, like a 
row of Alps, raise their peaked summits, on the side nearest the sea, to a 
great height. Here and there are ridges of clay, from which the sea, year 
after year, bites out huge mouthfuls, causing the overhanging shores to fall as 
if by the shock of an earthquake. Thus it is even at this day, and thus it 
was many, many years ago, when the happy pair were sailing in the richly 
appointed ship. It was Sunday, and a bright sunny morning towards the 
latter end of September. The bells of the churches in the Bay of Nissum 
were chiming sweetly, and their music rolled through the air like a cham of 
sounds. The churches there, are built almost entirely of hewn boulder 
stones, each like a piece of rock. The North Sea might foam over them, 
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and they would remain unmoved. Most of them are without steeples, 
and the bells are hung between two beams in the open air. At the close 
of the service, the congregation passed out into the churchyard, where not 
a tree nor a bush could be seen; not a flower had been planted, nor a 
wreath hung on the graves. Rough mounds marked the spots where the 
dead lay buried, and long, waving grass grew thickly over the whole church
yard. Here and there a grave had for a monument a half-decayed block of 
wood, rudely cut into the form of a coffin, and these blocks are often 
brought from the forest of West Jutland. This forest is like the shores of 
the wild sea : here the inhabitants find beams and planks and fragments 
from wrecks, which have been cast ashore by the breakers, and are soon 
discoloured by the wind and the sea-fogs. One of these blocks had been 
placed by loving hands on a child's grave ; and a woman who came out 
of church stepped towards it. She stood still with her eyes resting on the 
weather beaten monument, and in a few moments her husband came and 
joined her. Neither of them spoke a word; but he took her hand, and 
led her away from the grave across the purple heath, over moor and meadow, 
towards the sand-hills. For a long time they walked thus silently, side by side. 

"It was a good sermon to-day," said the man at length. " If we had not 
.a loving God, we should have nothing." 

"Yes," replied the woman. "He sends joy and sorrow, and He has a 
right to send them. To-morrow our little boy would have been five years 
old, if we had been permitted to keep him." 

" It is useless to continue fretting, wife," said the man. "The boy is 
we11 off now. He is where we hope and pray to go." 

They said no more, but went on toward their house among the sand-hills. 
Suddenly, in front of one of the houses, where the seaweed did not bind 
the sand together with its twining roots, there arose what appeared a thick 
cloud of smoke. A gust of wind, rushing between the hills, hurled the 
particles of sand high into the air. Then came another gust, so violent 
that the strings of fish hung up to dry flapped and beat wildly against the 
walls of the house ; and then all was still again, and the sun shone forth 
with renewed heat. Husband and wife stepped into the house; quickly 
they took off their Sunday clothes ; and, coming forth again, hurried away 
over the hills which stood there like huge waves of sand suddenly arrested 
in their course, while the seaweeds and the bluish stems of the sand-grass 
covered them with ever-changing colours. A few neighbours joined them, 
and helped one another to draw the boats higher up on the sand. The 
wind now blew as strong as ever; it was cold and cutting; and as they 
returned over the sand-hills, sand and sharp stones blew in their faces. 
The waves, crested with white foam, rose high m the air, and the wind 
cut the crests off, and scattered the foam on every side. 

Evening came on. In the air was a rushing sound, a moaning or com
plaining, like the v01ces of despairing spirits, that sounded in the fisher
man's little hut, which was on the very margin of the hill, above the hoarse 
rolling of the sea. Tht sand rattled against the window-panes, and every 
now and then came a violent gust of wind that shook the house to its 
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foundation. It was dark, but about midnight the moon would rise. By
and-by the air became clearer, but the storm still swept over the agitated 
sea in all its fury. The families of the fishermen were in bed, but in such 
weather there was no thought of closing an eye to sleep. 

Presently there was a knocking at the window, the door opened, and a 
voice said, "There is a large ship aground on the outermost reef." In a 
moment the fisherman and his wife sprang from their lowly couch and 
hastily dressed. The moon had risen, so that it was light enough for those 
who could venture to open their eyes in a whirlwind of flying sand, to find 
their way to the seashore. The violence of the wind was so terrible that 
only by stooping low and creeping on between the gusts, was it possible to 
pass among the sand-hills. The salt spray flew up in the air like down, 
while the foaming ocean rolled like a roaring cataract towards the beach. 
It required a practised eye to descry the vessel in the offing. The vessel 
was a noble brig, and as the billows lifted it once again over the reef three 
or four cables' length towards the shore, it struck upon the second reef 
and remained fixed. To render assistance was impossible; the sea rolled 
over the deck of the vessel, making a clean breach each time. Those on 
shore fancied they heard cries for help from those on board, and could see 
plainly the anxious but useless efforts made by the stranded crew. A wave 
came rolling onward, falling like a rock upon the bowsprit, and separating 
it from the vessel. The stern was raised high above the waters, and two 
people standing upon it were seen to embrace and then plunge together 
into the sea. In a very short time, one of the large waves, rolling towards 
the sand-hills, threw a body on shore. It was a woman, a corpse as the 
sailors said; but the women thought they discerned signs of life in her, and 
the stranger was carried across the sand-hills to the fisherman's hut. How 
beautiful and fair she was, certainly they thought, she must be a great lady. 
They laid her upon a humble bed, on which not a yard of linen could be 
seen; but it had a thick woollen coverlet, which was very warm. Life 
returned to her, but she was delirious, and knew nothing of what had 
happened or where she was ; it was better so, for everything she loved and 
valued lay buried in the sea. It was with her ship as with the vessel in the 
song of " The Son of England's King : " 

"Alas ! 'twas a terrible sight to see 
The gallant ship sink rapidly." 

All that remained of the wreck now and then drifted on shore, or was 
driven over the coast by the still roaring wind. After a short period of rest, 
which succeeded the delirium, the strange lady awoke in pain, while cries 
of anguish and fear issued from her lips. She opened her wonderfully 
beautiful eyes, and spoke a few words, but no one understood her. And 
behold, as a reward for the pain and sorrow she had suffered, she held in 
her arms a new-born child, the child that was to have rested upon an elegant 
cradle, adorned by silken curtains, in a home of magnificence; which was 
to have been welcomed with joy to a life enriched with all the good thi.ngs 
of earth. And now Providence had ordained that its birth should take 
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place in this humble dwelling, and that it should not even know the happi
ness of a mother's kiss ; for when the fisherman's wife laid the child upon 
the mother's bosom, it rested on a heart that beat no more-the Spanish 
lady was dead. The child which should have been nursed amid wealth and 
luxury, was cast alone upon the world, washed as it were by the sea among 
the sand-hills to partake of the fate and hardships of the poor. And here 
again, we are reminded of the old song about the king's son, in which 
mention is made of the customs prevalent at that time, when the inhabitants 
of the sea coasts plundered those who were wrecked and cast ashore. 
These hard and inhuman customs had disappeared from the shores of 
Jutland; the inhabitants had ceased from treating the shipwrecked with 
cruelty, and the ship, which had struck on a rock some little distance south 
of Nissum Bay, had foundered at the spot on which it struck. Affectionate 
sympathy existed then, as it does now, in many a bright example. The 
dying mother and the unfortunate child would have found succour and help 
wherever they had been cast by the winds ; but nowhere would it have 
been more earnest than in the hut of the poor fisherman's wife. Only 
yesterday she had stood with a heavy heart beside the grave in which lay 
her child, who would have been five years old that day, had God permitted 
it to live. No one knew who the dead stranger was, nor could any one 
form the least conjecture. 

The pieces of the wreck gave no clue to the matter. For a long time 
no tidings of the daughter or son-in-law reached the rich house of the 
Spanish merchant. They had evidently not reached their destination, and 
violent storms had been raging for many weeks. At last the news officially 
arrived-" Foundered at sea, and all lost." But in the sand-hills, near 
Hunsby, in the fisherman's hut, there still lived a little scion of that rich 
Spanish family. "Where heaven sends food for two, a third can man
age to find a meal; " and in the depths of the sea is many a dish of fish 
for those who ar.e hungry. And they called the boy Jurgen. 

" It is certainly a Jewish child," said some; "it has such a dark com
plexion." 

"For the same reason, it might be Italian or Spanish," observed the 
clergyman. 

But to the fisherman's wife these nations seemed all one, and she con
soled herself with the thought that the child had been baptized a Christian. 
The boy throve ; the noble bood in his veins was warm, and he became 
strong on the homely fare. He grew apace in the lowly hut, and the Danish 
dialect, spoken by the West Jutes, became his language. The strip of 
pomegranate, transplanted from Spanish soil, became a hardy plant on the 
coast of West Jutland. So may circumstances change the future of a man's 
life. 

To this home he clung with a deep-rooted attachment that became part 
of his being. He was destined to experience cold and hunger, and to share 
the misfortunes and hardships that surround the poor; but he also tasted of 
their joys. Childhood has sunny spots for all conditions, which linger on the 
memory in after-life with radiant brightness. The boy had many sources of 
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pleasure and enjoyment. The whole coast for miles and miles was full of 
playthings; it was a mosaic of pebbles, some red as coral or yellow as 
amber, and others again white and rounded and smoothed by the sea till 
they looked like birds' eggs. The bleached skeletons of fish, the water 
plants dried by the wind, sea-weed white and glittering like long linen 
bands, waving between the stones,-all seemed made to give pleasure and 
.amusement to the eye and the thoughts of this boy, who had an intelligent 
mind, and possessed many great faculties. He formed picture-frames and 
,;;hips of shells to decorate the room. His foster-mother used to say he 
could make a stick into something wonderful from his own ideas, though 
he was so young and small. He had a sweet voice; melody seemed to 
flow naturally from his lips. And in his heart were hidden chords, which 
might have sounded over the world had he been placed anywhere else than 
in the fisherman's hut by the North Sea. 

One day, another ship was wrecked near the coast; and, among other 
things, a chest containing valuable bulbous flower-roots drifted on shore. 
Some were put into saucepans and cooked, for they were supposed to be 
good to eat; and others lay neglected on the sand till they became dry and 
shrivelled. They accomplished no purpose for which they had been formed; 
they unfolded not the rich colours whose germ was within them. Would it 
be better with Jurgen? The flower-bulbs had soon played their part in life, 
but he had still years of discipline before him. Neither he nor his friends 
remarked how one day followed another in its course, for there was always 
plenty to do and see. The sea itself was a great lesson-book, unfolding each 
-day a new leaf of calm or storm,-the crested wave or the smooth surface. 

Visits to the church were festive occasions; but, among other festal occa
sions in the fisherman's house, one was always welcomed with joy. It oc
curred twice in the year, and was, in fact, the visit of the brother of J urgen's 
foster-mother, the eel-breeder of Zjaltring, in the neighbourhood of the Bon 
Hill. He used to come in a cart filled with eels. The cart was covered, 
.and looked like a box, and was painted all over with blue and white flowers. 
It was drawn by two dun oxen, and Jurgen was allowed to guide them. The 
eel-breeder was a witty fellow and a merry guest; he always brought a mea
sure of brandy with him. Each one took a glassful or a cupful if there 
were not enough glasses; even Jurgen was allowed to have a thimbleful that 
he might digest the fat eel, so the eel-breeder said. He always told one 
story over and over again; and if his hearers laughed, he would repeat it 
to them. 

As Jurgen, during his childhood, and even later, would refer to this story 
,of the eel-breeder's, and make use of it in various ways, it may be as well 
that we should hear it also. 

"An eel and her daughters were in a creek, and the young eels ,vanted 
to go farther up. 'Don't go too far,' said their mother, 'or the ugly eel
spearer might come and snap you up.' But they went too far; and of eight 
daughters only three returned to the mother. They wept, and said, 'We 
only went a little way beyond the entrance, and the ugly eel-spearer came 
,directly and stabbed five of our sisters to death." 
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" ' They '11 co.me back again,' said the mother-eel. 
" 'Oh, no,' exclaimed the daughters, 'for he skinned them, cut them in 

two, and fried them.' 
"' Oh, they '11 come again,' the mother-eel persisted. 
" 'No,' replied the daughters, 'for he ate them up.' 
" 'They '11 come again,' repeated the mother-eel. 
" 'But he drank brandy after them,' continued the daughters. 
" 'Ah, then they '11 never come back,' said the mother, and she burst out 

crying, 'It's the brandy that buries the eels.' 
" 'And, therefore,' said the eel-breeder, in conclusion, 'it is always right 

to take brandy after eating eels.'" 
And this story was the most humorous recollection, the tinsel thread, 

that wound itself through the story of Jurgen's life. He also wanted to go 
a little way outside the entrance, and up the bay, that is to say, out into 
the world in a ship; and his mother said, like the eel-mother, "There are 
so many bad people, eel-spearers out there." But he did wish to go a 
little way beyond the sand-hills-a little way into the dunes, and he got his 
wish at last. Four delightful days, the happiest of his childhood, fell to 
his lot. For the whole beauty and splendour of Jutland, all the joy and 
sunshine of his home seemed concentrated in these four days. He was to 
go on a visit, a festival to him, though it was certainly a bmial ceremony, 
A wealthy relative of the fisherman died. His farm lay far inland, and a 
little towards the north-east. Jurgen's foster-parents were going, and he· 
was to accompany them from the sand-hills, across heath and moor. They 
passed the green meadows, through which the river Skjam rolls its course, 
a river that contains many eels-where mother-eels dwell with their daughters, 
who are caught and eaten up by wicked people. But men sometimes act 
quite as wickedly towards their own fellow-man; for had not the knight Sir 
Bugge been murdered by wicked people? and though he was well spoken 
of, did he not want to kill the architect, as the legend tells us, who had 
built the castle with its thick walls and towers, by which J urgen's parents 
now stood, just where the river falls into the bay? The wall and the ram
parts still remained, but the rest was in red, crumbling ruins. The story 
says that Sir Bugge, after the architect had left him, said to one of his men, 
"Go after him and say, 'Master, the tower shakes.' If he turns round, you 
are to kill him, and take from him the money I have just paid him ; but if 
he does not turn round, let him depart in peace." The man obeyed, but 
the architect did not turn round; he called back to the man, "The tower 
does not shake in the least, but one day there will come a man from the 
west, in a blue cloak, who will cause it to shake in reality;" and, indeed, 
so it happened, a hundred years after, for the North Sea broke in and cast 
down the tower. The man who then lived in the castle built a new one 
higher up at the end of the meadow, and that one is standing to this day, 
and is called Norre Vosburg. 

Past this castle went Jurgen and his foster-parents. They had told him 
the story during the long winter evenings, and how he saw the lordly castle, 
with its double moat and trees and shrubs. A wall, covered with ferns, 
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rose dose to the moat; but most beautiful of all were the lofty lime-trees, 
which grew up to the highest windows, and filled the air with sweet fragrance. 
In a north-west corner of the garden stood a large bush, covered with blos
rnms that looked like winter's snows amid the green of summer. It was 
a juniper-tree, the first Jurgen had ever seen in such bloom. He never 
forgot it, nor the lime-trees. The child treasured these memories of beauty 
and fragrance to gladden the heart of the old man, From N orre Vosburg, 
where the juniper blossomed, the journey became more pleasant; for they 
were overtaken by others on their way to the funeral, who were riding in 
wagons. Our travellers had to sit all together on a little box at the back of 
the wagon; but even this they felt was better than walking. So they con
tinued their journey across the rugged heath, while the oxen which drew 
the wagon stopped every now and then to taste some fresh grass which 
grew in patches among the heather. The sun was shining warmly when, 
in the distance there arose a strange appearance, something like smoke 
rising, and yet clearer than even the air; for it was transparent, and looked 
more like rays of light rolling and dancing afar over the heath. 

"That is Lakeman driving his flocks of sheep," said some one. 
This was enough to excite the imagination of Jurgen. It seemed to him 

as if they were about to enter fairy-land, though everything around hi-m 
was real. How quiet it was ! Far and wide the heath extended, looking 
like beautiful tapestry in its varied colouring. The heather bloomed, the 
dark green of the juniper-bushes and the pale tints of the young oak
saplings mingling together, made them like nosegays rising from the earth. 
An inviting place for a picnic, were it not for the number of poisonous 
adders with which the place was infested. The travellers spoke of this, 
as well as of the time when the place was overrun with wolves; and, on 
that account, even now this region is called Wolfsburg. The old man who 
guided the oxen related that, in the lifetime of his father, the horses had 
to fight for their lives with these wild beasts, who were now extinct; and 
that one morning when he went out to bring in the horses, he found one 
of them standing with his fore-feet on a wolf it had killed, but the savage 
beast had torn the flesh of the poor horse's legs. 

The journey over the deep sand and the wide heath came to an end too 
quickly. They stopped before the house of mourning, where they found 
plenty of guests, both within and without. Wagon after wagon stood side 
by side, while the oxen and the horses had been turned out to graze on the 
barren pasture. Great sand-hills, like those at home by the North Sea, 
rose behind the house, and extended far and wide. How had they come 
here, to a spot i.nland, three miles from the sea? and they were as large 
and as high as those on the coast. They had been brought thither by the 
wind, and what a history would theirs be! Psalms were sung, and a few 
of the old people shed tears; but most of the guests were cheerful enough, 
as it appeared to Jurgen; and there was plenty to eat and drink. Eels 
there were of the fattest, requiring brandy to bury them, as the eel-breeder 
said ; and certainly his words were not forgotten here. Jurgen wem where 
he liked in the house, and by the third day he felt as much at home as in 
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the fisherman's hut on the sand-hills, where he had passed his early days. 
Here, on the heath, were riches unknown to him before; for flowers and 
blackberries and wild strawberries, so large and sweet, were to be found in 
such profusion, that sometimes they were crushed beneath the step of the 
passers by and the heath would be coloured with their red juice. Here 
was a Hunis grave, yonder was another. Then columns of smoke rose 
in the still air, which they told him came from a heath-fire; how brightly 
it blazed in the dark evening ! The fourth day arrived, on which the funeral 
festivities were to close, and they were to go back from the land sand-hills 
to the sand-hills by the sea. 

"Ours are the right ones," said the old fisherman, Jurgen's foster-father; 
"these have no strength." 

And on the way home they talked of the origin of these inland sand
hills, and related how they came there. Certainly it was a very clever way 
to account for them. This is the explanation they gave :-

" A corpse had been found on the coast, which the peasants buried in 
the churchyard. From that moment the sand began to fly about, and the 
sea broke in with violence. A wise man in the parish advised them to 
open the grave, and see if the buried man was not lying sucking his 
thumb; for if so, he must be a sailor, and the sea would not rest until it 
had got him back. So they opened the grave, and really found him with 
his thumb in his mouth. Then they laid him on a cart, and harnessed two 
oxen to it, and the oxen ran off with the cart, as if they had been stung by 
an adder, and carried the seaman over heath and moorland to the ocean. 
Then the sand ceased to fly inland; but the hi'lls still remained." 

All this Jurgen treasured up in his memory of the happiest days of his 
childhood-the days of the burial feast. How delightful it must be to 
travel into strange places, and see strange people ! And before he had 
reached his fourteenth year, he had to travel into distant lands. While 
still a child, he went out in a ship as a sailor-boy; and his experiences of 
the world were, bad weather, raging seas, malicious and hard-hearted men. 
There where cold nights and bad living; but the hardest to endure were 
blows. He felt his noble Spanish blood boil within him, and angry words 
would rise to his lips; but he gulped them down; it was better, although 
he compared his feelings to those of the eel when it is flayed, cut up, and 
put into the frying-pan. 

"I shall get over it," said a voice within him. 
At one time he saw the Spanish coast, the native land of his parents, 

and even visited the town in which they had lived in happiness and pros
perity; but he knew nothing of his origin or his relations, and they knew 
just as little about him. The poor sailor-boy was not allowed to land ; but 
on the last day that the ship remained in harbour he managed to get 
ashore. There were several purchases to be made, and he was sent to 
bring them on board. Jurgen, in his shabby clothes, which looked as if 
they had been washed in the ditch and dried in the chimney-he, an in
habitant of the sand-dunes, stood for the first time in a great city. How 
lofty the houses appeared, and how full the streets were of people, some 
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pushing this way, and some that,-a perfect maelstrom of citizens and 
peasants, monks and soldiers ! The jingling of the bells on the trappings 
of the asses, the chiming of the_ church bells, calling, shouting, hammering, 
and knocking-all going on at once. Each trade was located on the base
ment of the houses, or on the pathway. The sun shone with great heat, 
and the air was so close that it seemed like being in an oven full of beetles 
and cockroaches, bees and flies, all humming and buzzing together. Jurgen 
hardly knew where he was, or which way he went, till he found himself in 
front of the mighty portal of a cathedral. Light streamed through the dark 
aisles, and a fragrance of incense was wafted towards him ; yet the poorest 
beggar could venture up the steps into the temple. Jurgen followed the 
sailor who was with him into the church, and stood in the sacred edifice. 
Pictures in golden frames were before him; on the altar stood a figure ot 
the Virgin, with the child Jesus, surrounded by lights and flowers ; priests 
in festive robes were chanting, and choir-boys, clothed in white, swung the 
silver censers. What splendour, what magnificence, was here ! It streamed 
in upon his soul, and overpowered him, The church and the faith of his 
parents touched a chord in his heart, that caused his eyes to overflow with 
tears. 

From the church they went to the market-place, where a quantity of pro
visions was given him to carry. The way. to the harbour was long, and 
tired and overcome with various emotions, he rested for a few moments 
before a splendid house, with marble pillars, statues, and broad steps. Here 
he rested his burden against the wall; then a porter in livery came out, 
lifted up a silver-headed cane, a:nd drove him away-him! the grandson ot 
that house ! Ah, how little they thought that such was the case ! They 
knew nothing about him, neither did he know about himself. And after 
this he returned on board, and again had to endure hard words, cuffs, much 
work, and little sleep; such were his experiences of the world. They say 
it is well to endure hardships in youth, and so it is, if age brings something 
good with it. 

When his time of service expired, and the vessel lay once more at Ring
kjobing, in Jutland, he came on shore and went home to the sand-hills, by 
Hunsby, but his foster-mother had died while he had been away on his 
voyage. A hard winter followed this summer; snow-storms upon land and 
sea, and it was difficult to get far from home. How differently things are 
ordered in the world : here biting cold and snow-storms, while in the land 
of Spain there was burning sunshine and oppressive heat. Still here at home, 
when there came a clear frosty day, and Jurgen saw the swans flying in 
flocks, from the sea towards the land, and across to Vosburg, it appeared to 
him that people could breathe more freely in such a climate. The summer, 
too, in these regions was splendid, and, in imagination, he saw the heath 
bloom and become purple with the richJ juicy berries, and the elder and 
the lime-trees at Vosburg in blossom. He decided to go there once 
more. 

Spring came on, and the fishing began. Jurgen was an active assistant in 
this; he had grown much during the preceding year, and was now strong 
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and quick at work. He was full of life; he knew how to swim and dive, 
and could turn over and tumble in the strong tide. They often warned him 
to beware of the sharks, who could easily seize the best swimmer, draw him 
down, and devour him; but such was not to be J urgen's fate. 

At a neighbour's house on the down was a boy named Martin, with whom 
Jurgen was very friendly; they had served together on board a ship sailing 
to Norway, and also on another sailing to Holland, without even having 
quarrelled. But a person can be easily excited to quarrel, when he is 
naturally hot-tempered, for he often shows it in many ways; and this is just 
what Jurgen did one day, when they had fallen out about the merest 
trifle. 

They were sitting behind the cabin door, eating out of a delf plate, whir.h 
they had placed between them. Jurgen held his pocket-knife in his hand, 
and lifted it towards Martin, and at the same time became ashy pale, and 
there was an ugly look in his eyes. 

Martin only said, " Ah l you are one of that sort, are you, accustomed to 
use a knife? " 

The words were scarcely spoken, when Jurgen's hand sank down. He 
answered not a syllable, but went on eating, and afterwards returned to his 
work. 

When they were resting again he stepped up to Martin, and said, " You 
may hit me in the face, I deserve it; but I feel sometimes as if something 
inside me was boiling over." 

"There, let it pass," said Martin, and after that they were almost better 
friends than ever. And when they got back to the dunes, and began 
telling their adventures, this was told also. Martin said Jurgen was cer
tainly very hasty, but a good fellow after all. They were both young and 
healthy, well grown and strong, but Jurgen was the more clever of the 
two. 

In Norway the peasants, in spring, lead out their cattle to graze on the 
mountains. In Jutland the fishermen live during the spring amid the sand
hills, where huts have been erer.ted for them. They are built of pieces of 
wrecks, and roofed with heather and turf; there are sleeping-places within, 
ranged against the walls, and here they live and sleep during the fishing 
season. Every fisherman has a female helper, or manager, as she is called, 
who baits his hooks, prepares warm beer for him when he comes on shore, 
and gets the dinner cooked and ready for him by the time he comes back to 
the hut, tired and hungry. Besides this, the housekeepers bring up the fish 
from the boat, cut them open, and prepare them, and have generally a great 
deal to do. Jurgen, his father, and several other fishermen and their house
keepers, inhabited the same hut. Martin occupied the next one. One of 
the girls, named Elsie, had known Jurgen from childhood. They were 
glad to meet again, and in many things were of the same mind, but in out
ward appearance there was great contrast between them, for he was dark, 
and she was pale and fair, and had flaxen hair, and eyes as blue as the sea 
in sunshine. 

One day as they were walking together, and Jurgen holding her hand 
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very firmly in his, she said to him, "Jurgen, I have something on my mind 
which I want to tell you. Let me be your housekeeper, for you are like a 
brother to me. But Martin has engaged himself to me, and he and I are 
lover:,, but you need not tell the rest." Then it seemed to Jurgen as if the 
sand were loose, and giving way beneath his feet. He spoke not a word, 
but merely noctded his head to signify "yes." More was not necessary, 
but suddenly there arose in his heart a feeling of hatred against Martin, and 
the more he thought, the more convinced he felt that Martin had stolen 
away from him the only being he ever loved, and that it was Elsie ; be bad 
never thought of Elsie in this way before, but now it became all plain to him. 

When the sea is rather agitated, and the fishermen are coming home in 
their boat, it is a wonderful sight to see how they manage to cross the reef. 
One of the men stands upright in the bow of the boat, and the others 
watch him, sitting with the oars in their hands. Outside the reef it appears 
as if the boat were not approaching the land, but going back to sea. At 
last, the man standing up in the boat gives them the signal that the great 
wave is coming which is to lift them over the reef. A moment, and then the 
boat is raised so high in the air that her keel may be seen from the shore ; 
and at the next she is entirely hidden from the eye; neither mast, nor keel, 
nor men can be seen; it is as if they had been devoured by the sea. But 
presently they emerge from the deep, like a great sea animal sporting with 
the waves, and the oars move as if they were the creature's legs. The second 
and the third reef are passed in the same manner, and then the fishermen 
jump into the water, and the boat is pushed forward on the heaving waves, 
till it is at length drawn up safely on shore, beyond the reach of the breakers. 
A wrong order given by the man in the bow in front of the reef, the slightest 
hesitation, and the boat would be lost. "Then it would be all over with 
me and Martin, too." This thought passed through the mind of Jurgen one 
day, when they were out at sea in the sarrie boat together. His foster
father was on board, but he was taken suddenly ill when only a few oars' 
stroke from the reef, and Jurgen sprang from his seat to take his father's 
place in the bow. 

"Father, let me come," he said; and his eye glanced towards Martin, and 
across the waves : but while every oar bent with the strong pull of the 
rowers, as the great wave rose before them, he looked in the pale face of 
his father, and dared not obey the evil suggestion of his heart. The boat 
crossed the reef safely and came to land, but the evil thought remained in 
his mind, and roused up those bitter feelings which had existed there since 
he and Martin had quarrelled. He could not crush down these feelings, nor 
did he endeavour to do so. He felt that Martin had robbed him of a trea
sure, and this he thought cause enough for his hatred of his former friend. 
Several of the fishermen noticed the change, but not Martin, who was as 
obliging and talkative as ever; perhaps too much of the latter 

Jurgen's foster-father took to his bed, which became his death-bed, for 
during the following week he died, and Jurgen found himself heir of the 
little house behind the sand-hills. It was but small, certainty, but still it 
was something, at all events more than Martin could boast of. 
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"You will not go to sea again now, I suppose," observed one of the old 
fishermen; "you will always stay with us now." But this was not Jurgen's 
intention; he wanted to see a little more of the world. 

The eel-breeder of Zjaltring had an uncle in Alt Skagen, who was a fisher
man, but at the same time a prosperous merchant, who had ships of his own 
at sea. He was said to be a good old man, and service with him would 
not be amiss. 

Alt Skagen lies to the extreme north of Jutland, with the whole length 
of the peninsula between it and Hunsby dunes. This was what pleased 
Jurgen, for he did not wish to remain to the wedding of Martin and Elsie, 
which was to be celebrated in a few weeks. The old fisherman thought it 
was a very foolish thing to leave this part of the country; for now that he 
had a home, perhaps Elsie would be inclined to take him instead of Martin. 
Jurgen answered so indifferently that it was not easy to understand his in
tentions. Then the old man brought Elsie to talk to him, and she said, 
"You have a home of your own now, and you should consider that." But 
Jurgen thought of other things besides his home. The sea has its dark 
billows, but in the human heart the waves of passion are fiercer in their roll. 
Many thoughts, many hopes and fears, rushed through the brain of Jurgen 
as he talked to Elsie. 

"If Martin had a house like mine, which would you rather have for a 
lover?" 

"But Martin has no house, and cannot get one." 
" Well, let us suppose that he has one." 
"Why then I should take Martin, certainly; that is what my heart tells 

me to do now, but we cannot live upon love." 
Then Jurgen thought over it all night. Something was working within him, 

he hardly knew what, but it was stronger even tha.n his love for Elsie. So, 
after considering the matter carefully, he went to Martin, and offered to let 
the house to him on most reasonable terms, saying that he wished to go to 
sea again because he liked it. Elsie kissed him when she heard of it, for 
she loved Martin best. Jurgen proposed to start early in the morning; so 
the evening before his departure, when it was growing rather late, he felt a 
wish to visit Martin once more. As he went along, he met the old fisher
man among the dunes, who was angry at his leaving the place. The old 
man joked Martin, and declared it was not fair for all the girls to be so fond of 
him. Jurgen flung this speech to the winds, but he said farewell to the old 
man, and went on towards the house where Martin dwelt. He heard loud 
talking within-Martin was not alone, and this made Jurgen hesitate, for he 
did not wish to meet Elsie. So, on second thoughts, he felt it better not to 
hear any more thanks from Martin, and therefore turned back. 

On the following morning, before break of day, he fastened on his knap
sack, took his wooden provision-box in his hand, and went away over the 
sand-hills, towards the path by the coast. This road was more pleasant 
than the heavy sand-road; besides, it was shorter, and he intended first to 
go to Zjaltring, near Bowberg, where the eel-breeder lived, to whom he had 
promised a visit. The sea lay before him clear and blue : shells and 
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pebbles, the playthings of his youth, crunched beneath his feet. While thus 
marching on, his nose suddenly began to bleed ; it was a trifling occurrence, 
but little matters are sometimes of great importance. A few large drops 
fell upon one of his sleeves; he wiped them off, and stopped the bleeding, 
and it seemed to him that this had cleared and lightened his brain. The 
sea-anemone bloomed here and there in the sand as he passed. He broke 
off a stalk, and stuck it in his hat; he determined to be merry and light
hearted, for he was going out into the wide world, a little beyond the 
entrance of the bay, as the young eels had wished to do. "Beware of bad 
people, who will catch you, and flay you, and cut you in two, and put you 
in the frying-pan." He smiled to himself as he repeated this in his mind, 
for he thought he should easily find his way through the world; youthful 
courage is a good defence. 

The sun was high in the heavens when he approached the na1Tow en
trance to Nissum Bay. He looked back, and saw two horsemen galloping 
a long distance behind him, and they were accompanied by other people. 
But this did not trouble him: it was no concern of his. The ferry-boat 
was on the opposite side of the bay. Jurgen called to the ferryman, and 
the latter came over with the boat. Jurgen stepped in, but before they had 
reached half-way across, the men whom he had seen riding so hastily behind 
came up, hailed the ferryman, and commanded him to return in the name 
of the law. Jurgen knew not the meaning of all this, but he thought it 
best to tum, and therefore himself took an oar and rowed back. The 
moment the boat touched the shore, the men sprang on board, and before 
he was aware, they had bound his hands with a rope. "This wicked deed 
will cost thee thy life," said they; "it is well we have caught thee." 

He was accused of no less than murder: Martin had been found dead, 
with a knife thrust into his throat. Late on the previous evening one of 
the fishermen had met Jurgen going towards Martin's house. Jurgen had 
been known to raise his knife against Martin before this, so every one felt 
sure he was the murderer. The prison was in a town at a great distance, 
and the wind was contrary for going there by sea; but in half an hour the 
bay could be crossed, and it was only a quarter of a mile from the opposite 
side to Norre Vosburg, a great castle with ramparts and moat. 

One of the horsemen was a brother of the head keeper of the castle, and 
he said it could easily be managed that Jurgen should for the present be 
placed in the dungeon at Vosburg, where "Long Martha," the gipsy, had 
been shut up till her execution. 

No notice was taken of Jurgen's defence, although he spoke on his oath. 
The few drops of blood on his shirt sleeve were a witness against him. 
But he was conscious of his innocence, and, as there seemed no hope of 
immediately clearing himself, he submitted to his fate. The party landed just 
at the spot where Sir Bugge's castle had once stood, and where Jurgen had 
walked with his foster-parents, after the burial feast, during the four happiest 
days of his childhood. He was led along the old path over the meadow 
to VosburK, and again the elders blossomed, and the lofty lime-trees per
fumed the air: it seemed but yesterday that he had been here before •. 



HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. 

From the two wings of the castle, a staircase leads down to the entrance of 
a low, vaulted cellar. Here " Long Martha " had been imprisoned, and 
from thence she was led away to the scaffold. It is said that she took away 
the lives of five children, that she might devour their hearts, and was under 
the delusion that if she could obtain two more she would be able to fly and 
make herself invisible. In this dungeon there was no window, but a narrow 
loop-hole very near the ceiling admitted the air; no refreshing fragrance 
from the blooming lime-trees could reach that dwelling, where all was dark 
and mouldy, There was only a rough bench to lie upon; but a good con
science is a soft pillow, and therefore Jurgen could sleep well. The thick 
oaken door was locked and fastened outside by an iron bar, but the goblin 
Superstition can creep through a key-hole in a baron's castle, as easily as 
into a fisherman's hut ; and what should prevent it from creeping in now, 
where poor Jurgen sat thinking of Martha and her terrible deeds? 

Her last thought on the night before her execution was perhaps breathed 
aloud within these dungeon walls, and all the wickedness which tradition said 
had been practised within the castle in the olden times, when Sir Schwan
dwedel dwelt there, came into J urgen's mind, and made him shudder for a 
moment. But a refreshing thought penetrated his heart even here, like a 
sunbeam; it was the remembrance of the blooming elders and the fragrant 
lime-trees. 

He was not left long in the castle; they carried him oft to the town of 
Ringkjobing, where he was imprisoned with equal severity. Those times 
were not like ours. The common people were treated harshly. It was not 
long after these days when the farmer who owned a small farm, could 
become a knight; and common servants were often made magistrates, and 
had it in their power to condemn a poor man, for even a small offence, to 
lose his property, or to suffer corporal punishment. Judges of this kind 
were even then to be found; especially in Jutland, so far from the capital 
and from well-ordered and enlightened rulers. 

Jurgen had no cause to hope that his case would be speedly settled. He 
felt cold and cheerless in his prison. When would this state of things end? 
It seemed his fate to suffer misfortune and sorrow innocently. He had 
leisure now to reflect on the different positions allotted to man on earth, 
and to wonder at his own, And yet he felt sure all would be made clear 
in the next life, in the existence that awaits us after death, His faith had 
been strengthened in the fisherman's hut; a faith which had never bright
ened his father's mind amidst the wealth of sunny Spain, had been learnt 
by him in poverty, and was now a light of comfort in the hour of sorrow 
and distress, a sign of that mercy of God which never fails, 

The storms of the spring equinox began to blow, and in the lull of the 
wind, the rolling and moaning of the North Sea could be heard for miles 
inland, like the rushing of a thousand wagons over undermined hollow 
ground. Jurgen, in his prison, heard these sounds, and they were a relief 
to him. No melody could have touched his heart as did these sounds from 
the sea; the rolling boundless ocean, on which a man c~.n be borne before 
the wind through the world, carrying with him his home wherever he 
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journeys, just as the snail carries his house with him, even into a strange 
country. How eagerly he listened to its deep moaning, and then the 
thought arose, "Free ! free ! " How happy to be free, even in rags and 
barefooted ! Sometimes, when such thoughts crossed his mind, the fiery 
nature rose within him, and he stmck the thick wall with his clenched 
fist. 

Weeks, months, a whole year went by, and then it was discovered how 
Jurgen had been wronged. Niels the thief, called also a horse-dealer, was. 
arrested for the murder of Martin. On the afternoon before Jurgen's de
parture from home, and before the murder, Niels had met Martin at a beer
shop in the Ringkjobing. A few glasses were drank; not sufficient to cloud 
the brain, but enough to loosen Martin's tongue. He began to boast, and 
to say he had got a house, and intended to many; and when Niels asked 
him where he expected to get the money, Martin slapped his pocket proudly, 
and said, "The money is there where it ought to be." That boast cost him 
his life; for, when he left, Niels followed him, and stabbed him in the throat 
with a knife, intending to rob the murdered man of the gold he had boasted 
of, and which did not exist. All these circumstances came out in the evi
dence, but for us it is enough to know that Jurgen was set at liberty. 

But what compensation did he get for having been imprisoned a whole 
year, and shut out from all communication with men? None. They told 
him it was good fortune enough to be proved innocent, and that he might 
go. The mayor gave him two dollars for his travelling expenses, and manr 
of the citizens offered him provisions and beer. 

There were still some good people; they were not all hard and pitiless. 
But the best of all was that the merchant Bronne of Skjagen, into whose· 
service Jurgen had been about to enter a year previous, was just at that 
time in Ringkjobing on business. Bronne heard the whole story ; he was. 
a kind-hearted man, and understood what Jurgen must have felt and suf
fered. He therefore determined to make it up to him in some way, and. 
show him that there were still some kind people in the world. So Jurgen 
went forth from prison as if to paradise, to find freedom, affection, and 
trust. 

"Let all be buried and forgotten," said Bronne the merchant. "Let us. 
draw a thick line through last year, or we may as well burn the almanac. 
In two days we will start for dear, lively, peaceful little Skjagen." 

They call Skjagen an out-of-the-way place in a corner, but it is a good, 
warm chimney-corner, with windows that open to all the world. What a 
journey that was! It was like taking fresh breath; out of the cold dungeon 
air into the warm sunshine. The heath was blooming in pride and beauty. 
The shepherd's boy sat on the Hun's grave, and blew a pipe, which he had 
carved for himself out of a sheep bone. The "Fata morgana," the beautiful 
aerial wonder of distant lands, represented hanging gardens and waving 
forests ; and the wonderful cloud, called " Lokeman driving his flock," 
floated in the distance. 

On, through the land of the Wendals, they went towards Skjagen, the, 
place from whence emigrated the men with long beards (the Longobardi or 
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Lorn bards). A story is told that in the days of King Snio, all the children 
and the old people were in danger of being killed, and a noble lady, named 
Gambaruk, advised the young people to emigrate. Jurgen had heard this 
story; and although he had never seen the land of the Lombards, he yet 
had an idea that it was somewhere beyond the Alps, not so very far from 
Spain, in the south, which he had visited in his boyhood. He thought of 
the piles of southern fruit; the red blossoms of the pomegranate; of the 
humming, murmuring, and toiling in the great beehive of a city which he 
had seen ; but how beautiful is that land in which is home! And Jurgen's 
home was Denmark. 

At length they arrived at Wendelskajn, as Skjagen is called in the Old 
Norwegian and Icelandic writings. At that time, old Skjagen, including 
the eastern and western towns, extended for miles, with its sand-hills and 
arable land, as far as the lighthouse near the Skjagenzweigs. Then, as now, 
the houses ,vere scattered about among the waving, shifting sand-hills,-a 
kind of desert, where the wind sported with the sand, and where voices of 
the sea-gull and the cry of the wild swan strike harshly upon the ear. In 
the south-west, about a mile from the sea, lies old Skjagen; and here dwelt 
merchant Bronne, and here was Jurgen to live in future. The dwelling
house was tarred; the small outbuildings had each an overturned boat for 
a roof: even the pigsty had been put together with pieces of wreck. There 
was no fence; for here, indeed, was nothing to fence in but long rows oJ: 
fishes, hung upon lines, one above the other, to dry in the wind. The coast 
was littered with stale herrings; for those fish were so plentiful that a net 
was scarcely thrown into the sea before it was filled. They were caught by 
cartloads, and many of them were often thrown back into the sea, or left to 
lie on the shore. The old man's wife and daughter, and even the servants, 
came to meet him with great rejoicing. There was a great squeezing of 
hands, talking, and questioning. And the daughter, what a dear face, and 
what lovely eyes she had ! The interior of the house was comfortable and 
roomy. Fritters that a king would have considered a dainty dish were 
placed on the table, and there was wine from the vintage of Skjagen; that 
is, the sea, which brought the grapes to its shores, ready pressed and pre
pared, in barrels and in bottles. 

When the mother and daughter heard who Jurgen was, and how inno
cently he had suffered, they looked at him in a still more friendly manner ; 
and the eyes of the charming Clara had a look of great interest, as she 
listened to his story. Jurgen found a happy home at Skjagen. It did his 
heart good, for it had been sorely tried. He had dnmk the bitter dregs in 
the cup of affliction, which sometimes harden and sometimes soften the 
heart. J urgen's heart was still soft ; it was young, and had yet room in it. 
It was all the better for him, therefore, that in three weeks Miss Clara was 
going away in one of her father's ships to Christiansand, in Norway, to visit 
an aunt, and to stay the whole winter. On the Sunday before her departure, 
they all went to the church, which stood at a short distance from the town. 
Jt had been built centuries before, by Scotchmen and Dutchmen. .At that 
time it was large and handsome, but was now in rather a ruinous condition. 
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The sand had even heaped itself round the walls, but the graves were kept 
free from it. The road to it was heavy, through deep sand; but the people 
gladly overcame these difficulties to get to the house of God, to sing psalms, 
and to hear the sermon. This church was the largest north of the Limfjord. 
Upon the altar stood a lifelike figure of the Virgin Mary, with a golden 
crown on her head and the Child Jesus in her arms. There were also, in 
the choir, carved figures of the holy apostles, and on the wall hung portraits 
of the old mayors and magistrates of Skjagen; the pulpit was of carved 
work. The sun shone brightly into the church, and its rays fell on the 
polished brass chandelier and on the little ship hanging from the vaulted 
roof. Jurgen felt overpowered with a holy, childlike feeling, similar to that 
which he had felt when, as a boy, he stood in the splendid Spanish 
cathedral. But here the feeling was different; he had the consciousness of 
being one of the congregation. After the sermon followed the holy com
munion. He partook of the bread and wine, and it happened that he 
knelt beside Clara; but his thoughts were so entirely fixed upon God and 
the holy service, that he did not notice his neighbour until he rose from his 
knees, and then he saw tears rolling down her cheeks. 

Two days after she left Skjagen and went to Norway. He remained, 
and made himself useful in the house, and in the business. He went out 
:fishing, and at that time fish were more plentiful and larger than they 
are now. The shoals of mackerel shone in the water as darkness came 
on, and discovered themselves by their brightness. Every Sunday he 
went to church, and as he sat there, his eye resting on the statue of the 
Virgin Mary on the altar, he sometimes thought of Clara, and how kind 
and friendly she had been to him; and his glance would for a moment 
fall on the spot where they had knelt side by side. Autumn came, and 
brought rain and snow ; and when the snow thawed, the water remained 
on the roads; the sand could not absorb it. They were obliged to wade 
through it from house to house. Ships were lost on the destroying reefs ; 
storms of snow and sand raged ; the sand flew into the houses, so that 
to avoid it the owners had almost to creep up the chimney. But on the 
shores of the North Sea the weather was not so boisterous, and the mer
chant's house was well sheltered and warm ; in the evenings merchant 
Bronne would read to them from an old book of the Danish Prince 
Hamlet, and of a great battle which had been fought not many miles 
from his house. He also told them of a churchyard in which was a grave 
supposed to be Hamlet's. Then Jurgen sang the song about the king's 
son, and his beautiful ship. 

And so the autumn and winter passed away. There was wealth, comfort, 
and happiness, even among the domestic animals, who were all well fed and 
well treated. The kitchen looked bright with its coppers, and tins, and 
pewter plates; and from the roof hung hams, and corned beef, and winter 
stores i·n profusion. All this is still to he seen in rich farms on the west coast 
of Jutland ; plenty to eat and drink, clean and decorated rooms, clever heads, 
happy tempers, and hospitality such as is found in an Arab's tent. Never 
since the famous burial feast had Jurgen passed such a happy time, 
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and yet Mistress Clara was absent, except in the thoughts and memory 
of all. 

In April a ship was to start for Norway, in which Jurgen was to sail. He 
was full of life and spirits, and looked so stout and well that Dame Bronne 
said it was a pleasure to see him. 

"And it's a pleasure to look at you, too, old wife," said the old mer
chant. ''Jurgen has brought new life into our winter evenings, and into 
you, mother. You look younger than ever this year, and bonny, too; but 
then you were the prettiest girl in Wiborg, which is saying a great deal, for 
I have always found the girls of Wiborg much prettier than any others." 

All this was nothing to Jurgen, but he thought of a certain Skjagen 
maiden, who was also pretty. He was about to visit that maiden ; for the 
next morning the ship would set sail for Christiansand, in Norway, and as 
the wind was favourable, it was likely soon to arrive in port. 

One morning, about a week after Jurgen had started to fetch Clara home, 
Bronne went out to the lighthouse, which stands not far from Old Skjagen. 
The light was out in the lantern, and the sun already high in the heavens 
when he mounted the tower. The sand-banks extend a whole mile from 
the shore, beneath the water. Outside these banks many ships could be;: 
seen that day, and with the help of his telescope the old man thought he 
could descry the " Karen Bronne," as his ship was called. Yes l surely, 
there she was, sailing homewards with Jurgen and Clara on board. To 
them the church and the lighthouse appeared as a heron and a swan rising 
out of the blue waters. 

Clara sat on deck, and saw the sand-hills gradually appearing in the 
distance. If the wind held up, they might reach her home in about an hour, 
So near were they to home and all its joys-so near to death and all its 
terrors t A plank in the ship gave way, and the water rushed in. 
The crew flew to the pumps, and attempted to stop the leak. A signal 
of distress was hoisted, but they were still a full mile from the shore. 
Fishing boats were in sight, but far too distant to be of use. The wind 
blew towards the shore, the tide was in their favour, but all in vain
nothing could save the ship from sinking! 

Jurgen threw his right arm round Clara and pressed her to him. With 
what a look she gazed in his face, as, with a prayer to God for help, he 
breasted the waves, which were rushing over the sinking ship ! She uttered 
a cry, but she felt safe; certain that he would not leave her to sink. And 
in this hour of terror and danger Jurgen experienced the feelings of the 
king's son, as related in the song,-

" In the hour of danger the king's brave son 
Embraced the bride he had nobly won." 

How rejoiced he felt that he was a good swimmer. He struggled on
ward with his feet and one hand, while with the other he firmly held up 
the young girl. He rested on the waves, he trod the water, he practised 
all the arts he knew, so as to reserve strength enough to reach the shore. 
He heard Clara utter a sigh, and felt her shudder convulsively, and he 
pressed her more closely to him. Now and then a wave rolled over her, 
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and at last one higher than the rest buried them in deep but clear water. 
~e seem~d for a moment confused, and _heard sounds as of screaming 
buds, while shoals of fish passed before him. He had reached within a 
few cables' length of the land, when he saw clearly beneath the water a 
white figure gazing at him; a wave lifted him, and the form approached. 
He felt a shock,-it grew dark, and everything vanished from his gaze. 

On the sand-reef, covered with water at high-tide, lay part of the wreck 
of a vessel; the white figure-head resting against the anchor, the sharp, 
iron edge of which rose above the surface of the water. Jurgen had come 
in contact with this, and the tide had driven him against it with double 
force. He was sinking, fainting and stunned with the blow; but the next 
wave lifted him and the young girl towards the shore, and some fishermen 
approaching with a boat, grasped them and dragged them into it. The 
blood streamed down J urgen's face ; he seemed dead, yet he still held the 
young girl so closely that they were obliged to take her from him by force. 
They laid her pale and lifeless in the boat, and rowed hastily to shore. Every 
means were tried to restore Clara to life, but they were useless. For some 
distance Jurgen had been swimming to shore with a corpse in his arms, and 
exhausting his strength for one who was dead. 

Jurgen still breathed, so the fishermen carried him to the nearest house 
upon the sand-hills, where a smith and general dealer lived who knew some• 
thing of surgery, and he bound up Jurgen's wounds in a temporary manner, 
till a surgeon could be obtained next day from the nearest town. The brain 
of the injured man was affected, and in his delirium he uttered wild cries; 
but on the third day he lay quiet and exhausted on his couch. His life 
seemed to hang on a thread, and the surgeon said it would be better for 
him that this thread should be snapped. "Let us pray," he said, " that 
God may take him to Himself, for he will never be the same man again." 
But life would not depart from him-the thread would not snap, but the 
thread of memory broke-the thread of his mental power had been cut 
through; and more terrible still, a body remained-a living, healthy body, 
that wandered about like a spectre. 

Jurgen remained in the house of the merchant Bronne. "He injured 
himself in his endeavours to save our child," said the old man, "he is our 
son now." People called Jurgen imbecile: that was not the correct term. 
He was like an instrument in which the strings are loose, and will give no 
sound. At times, and for a few minutes, they would regain their power and 
sound as of old. He would sing snatches of songs or old melodies ; 
pictures of the past would rise before him, and then disappear as in a mist; 
but generally he would sit staring into vacancy-his mind a blank. We 
may believe that he did not suffer, but his dark eyes lost their brilliancy, and 
looked like clouded glass. 

"Poor imbecile Jurgen," said the people. And this was the end of a 
life whose infancy would have been cradled in luxury, had his parents lived! 
He was like a rare plant torn from its native soil, and thrown upon the 
sand to wither there. And was this one of God's creatures, fashioned in 
His own image and after His likeness, to have no better destiny? Was he 
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to be merely the sport of chance? No ! the all-loving Creator would repay 
him in the life to come, for what he had suffered and lost in this. "The 
Lord is good to all, and His tender mercies are over all His works," says 
the psalmist ; and these words of David were repeated in patience and 
hope by the old, pious wife of the merchant; and the prayer of her heart 
was that Jurgen might soon be summoned to enter into eternal life. 

In the churchyard, where the walls are surrounded with sand, Clara lay 
buried. Jurgen appeared to have no idea of this; it did not enter his 
mind, which could only retain fragments of the past. Every Sunday he 
went to church with the old people, and sat silent, gazing on vacancy. 
One day, while the psalms were being sung, he uttered a deep sigh, and a 
light came into his eyes, as he fixed them upon the place at the altar where 
he had often knelt during a year with his friend who was dead. He uttered 
her name, and then became pale as death, while the tears rolled down his 
cheeks. They led him out of the church ; he told the bystanders he was 
quite well, and had never been ill. He who had been so heavily afflicted 
-the waif cast forth upon the world-remembered nothing of his sufferings. 
"The Lord our Maker is wise, and full of loving-kindness ; who can 
doubt it?" 

In Spain, where the warm breezes blow over the Moorish cupola, and 
among the orange and myrtle groves, where the song and the castanets are 
ever heard, where children march in procession through the streets with flags 
and lighted tapers, in a luxurious house sat the rich merchant, a childless 
old man. How much of his wealth would he not have given to be able 
once more to press his daughter to his heart, or her child, which had per
haps never seen the light of life. "Poor child ! " Yes, poor child; a child 
still, yet more than thirty years of age, for Jurgen had reached that age 
while living in Skjagen. 

Drifting sands had covered the graves in the churchyard, quite up to the 
walls of the church; but the dead must be buried among the relations and 
the loved ones who had gone before them. Merchant Bronne and his wife 
were laid with their children in one of these graves beneath the white sand. 
It was spring time, the season of storms. The sand from the hills near 
Hunsby was whirled up in clouds ; the sea ran high, and flocks of birds 
flew about in the storm, or ran shrieking across the sand-dunes. Shipwreck 
followed shipwreck, on the reefs of Skjagenzwieg. 

One evening Jurgen sat alone in his room; suddenly his mind seemed to 
become clearer, and a feeling of unrest came upon him, such as had often 
driven him forth, in his younger days, to wander on the heath and among the 
sand-dunes. "Home, home!" he exclaimed. No one heard him. He went 
out of the house, and turned his steps towards the dunes. Sand and stones 
blew in his face, and were whirled about. He continued his way on to
wards the church. The sand lay high round the walls, half covering the 
windows, but the heap had been shovelled away from before the door, and 
there was a clear and free pathway to enter, so Jurgen went into the 
church. 

The storm continued to howl over the town of Skjagen _; there had not 
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been such a terrible tempest nor such a raging sea within the memory of 
man. But Jurgen was in the temple of God; and while a night of desola
tion reigned without, a light arose in his soul, which was never to be 
extinguished; the heavy weight which pressed on his brain seemed to 
burst and disperse. He thought he heard the sound of the organ, but it was 
the moaning of the sea in the storm. He sat down on one of the seats and 
behold the candles were lighted one by one, and a brightness diffused 
around, which he had never seen but in the cathedral in Spain. The 
pictures of the old citizens seemed to be endued with life ; they stepped 
forth from the walls, against which they had hung for centuries, and seated 
themselves near the entrance of the church. The gates and doors flew 
open, and all the dead from the churchyard entered at the sound of the 
music, and filled the seats in the church. Then the music of the psalm 
pealed forth like the noise of waters, and Jurgen saw that his old foster
parents from the Hunsby dunes, and the old Merchant Bronne and his wife 
were there; and at their side, close to Jurgen, sat their lovely daughter 
Clara. She gave him her hand, and they both went to the altar, where they 
had once knelt together, and the priest joined their hands and united them 
for life. Then came the sound of wonderful music, like the voice of a child, 
full of joy and expectation, swelling like the tones of a full organ, at one 
time soft and sweet, then like the sounds of a tempest, full and strong 
enough to burst the stone tombs of the dead. Then the little ship, which 
hung down from the roof of the choir, descended, and appeared wonderfully 
large and beautiful, with its silken sails and golden rigging: "every rope with 
silk entwined," as the old song says. 
· The newly married pair went on board, and the whole congregation witn 
them, for there was room and enjoyment for all. Then the walls and arches 
of the church appeared covered with the bloom of juniper and lime-trees, 
wafting coolness and freshness from their waving branches. They bent and 
parted, and the ship sailed between them, through the air and over the sea; 
and every taper in the church became a star, and the murmuring of 
the wind was a psalm, in which they all joined. "Through Jove to glory, no 
life is lost; the future is full of happiness and joy. Hallelujah." These 
were the last words spoken by Jurgen in this world. The thr.ead that 
bound his immortal soul to earth snapped asunder; nothing but a dead 
body lay in the dark church, while around it the storm raged, covering 
it with loose sand. 

The following day was Sunday, and the priests and the congregation 
proceeded to the church. The road had always been heavy, now the sand 
made it almost impassable; and when they at length reached the church, a 
great heap of sand lay piled up before them. The whole building was 
buried in sand. The priest offered a short prayer; he said that God had 
closed the door of His house here, and that the congregation must go and 
build a new one for Hirn elsewhere. So they sung a psalm under the open 
sky, and went back to their homes. Jurgen was nowhere to be found in 
the town of Skjagen, nor among the dunes, though they sought for him 
diligently. It was supposed that the waves which had rolled far upon the 
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sand had swept him away; but his body lay buried in a great sepulchre, 
the sand-covered church. The Lord had thrown from His hand in the 
storm a covering for his grave, a heavy heap of sand, which rests upon it 
to this day. The vaulted roof of the church, the arched cloisters, and the 
stone aisles were entirely covered with the whirling sand. The white thorn 
and the wild roses now grow above the spot where the church lies buried; 
but the tower, like a gigantic tombstone over a grave, can be seen for 
miles round. No king has a more splendid tombstone, No one disturbs 
the rest of the dead, no one knows of this ; we are the first to hear of it. 
For the storm sung the tale to me among the sand-hills. 

THE ELFIN HILL. 

A FEW large lizards were running nimbly about in the clefts of an old 
tree ; they could understand one another very well, for they spoke the 
lizard language. 

"·what a buzzing and rumbling there is in the elfin hill," said one of the 
lizards; " I have not been able to close my eyes for two nights on account 
of the noise; I might just as well have had the toothache, for that always 
keeps me awake." 

" There is something going on within there," said the other lizard; " they 
propped up the top of the hill with four red posts, till cock-crow this morn
ing, so that it is thoroughly aired, and the elfin girls have learnt new 
dances; there is something." 

" I spoke about it to an earth-worm, of my acquaintance," said a third 
lizard ; " the earth-worm had just come from the elfin hill, where he has 
been groping about in the earth day and night. He has heard a great 
deal; although he cannot see, poor miserable creature, yet he understands 
very well how to wriggle and lurk about. They expect friends in the elfin 
hill, grand company, too ; but who they are the earth-worm would not say, 
or, perhaps, he really did not know. All the will-o'-the-wisps are ordered 
to be there to hold . a torch dance, as it is called. The silver and 
gold which is plentiful in the hill will be polished and placed out in the 
moonlight." 

" Who can the strangers be? " • asked the lizards ; what can be the 
matter? Hark, what a buzzing and humming there is ! " 

Just at this moment the elfin hill opened, and an old elfin maiden, hol· 
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low behind,* carne tripping out ; she was the old elf king's housekeeper 
and a distant relative of the family; therefore she wore an amber heart 
-011 the mi~dle of her forehead. Her feet moved very fast, "trip, trip ; " 
good grac10us, how she could trip right down to the sea to the night-raven! t 

"You are invited to the elf hill for this evening," said she; "but will 
you do rne a great favour and undertake the invitations ? you ought to do 
something, for you have no housekeeping to attend to as I have. We are 
going to have some very grand people, conjurers, who have always some
thing to say; and therefore the old elf king wishes to make a great 
display." 

" Who is to be invited?" asked the raven. 
"All the world may come to the great ball, even human beings, if they 

can only talk in their sleep, or do something after our fashion. But for the 
feast the company must be carefully selected ; we can only admit persons 
of high rank : I have had a dispute myself with the elf king, as he thought 
we could not admit ghosts. The merman and his daughter must be in
vited first, although it may not be agreeable to them to remain so long on 
dry land, but they shall have a wet stone to sit on, or perhaps something 
better; so I think they will not refuse this time. We must have all the old 
demons of the first class, with tails, and the hobgoblins and imps; and 
then I think we ought not to leave out the death-horse, t or the grave-pig, 
or even the church dwarf, although they do belong to the clergy, and are 
not reckoned among our people; but that is merely their office, they are 
nearly related to us, and visit us very frequently." 

" Croak," said the night-raven as he flew away with the invitations. 
The elfin maidens were already dancing on the elf hill, and they danced 

in shawls woven from moonshine and mist, which look very pretty to those 
who like such things. The large hall within the elf hill was splendidly 
decorated; the floor had been washed with moonshine, and the walls had 
been rubbed with magic ointment, so that they glowed like tulip-leaves in 
the light. In the kitchen were frogs roasting on the spit, and dishes pre
paring of snail skins, with children's fingers in them, salad of mushroom seed, 
hemlock, noses and marrow of mice, beer from the marsh woman's brewery, 
and sparkling saltpetre wine from the grave cellars. These were all sub-
stantial food. Rusty nails and church-window glass formed the dessert. 
The old elf king had his gold crown polished up with powdered slate-pencil; 
it was like that used by the first form, and very difficult for an elf king to 

* There is a superstition respecting these elf maidens, that they are only to be looked 
at in front, and are therefore made hollow, like the inside of a mask. 

i· In former times, when a ghost appeared, the priest condemned it to enter the earth ; 
when this was done, a stake was driven into the spot to which it had been banished. At 
midnight a cry was heard, "Let me out ! " The stake w_as then pull~d out, a!ld the e~
communicated spirit flew away, in the form of a raven, with a hole m its left wmg. This 
ghost-like bird was called the night-raven. + It is a popular superstition in Denmark that a living horse, or a living pig, has b_een 
buried under every church that is built. The ~host ?f the dead horse is ?uppose~ to limp 
upon three legs every night to some house, m which any one was gomg to die, The 
ghost of a pig was called a grave-pig. 
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obtain. In the bedrooms, curtains were hung up and fastened with the 
slime of snails ; there was, indeed, a buzzing and humming everywhere. 

" Now we must fumigate the place with burnt horse-hair and pig's
bristles, and then I think I shall have done my part," said the elf man
servant. 

"Father, dear," said the youngest daughter, "may I now hear who our 
high-born visitors are ? " 

"Well, I suppose I must tell you now," he replied; " two of my daugh
ters must prepare themselves to be married, for the marriages certainly will 
take place. The old goblin from Norway, who lives in the ancient Dovre 
mountains, and who possesses many castles built of rock and freestone, be
sides a gold mine, which is better than all, so it is thought, is coming with 
his two sons, who are both seeking a wife. The old goblin is a true-hearted, 
honest, old Norwegian greybeard, cheerful and straightforward. I knew 
him formerly, when we used to drink together to our good fellowship : he 
came here once to fetch his wife, she is dead now. She was the daughter. 
of the king of the chalk-hills at Moen. They say he took his wife from 
chalk ; I shall be delighted to see him again. It is said that the boys are 
ill-bred, forward lads, but perhaps that is not correct, and they will become 
better as they grow older. Let me see that you know how to teach them 
good manners." 

"And when are they coming?" asked the daughter. 
"That depends upon wind and weather," said the elf king ! "they travel 

economically. They will come when there is the chance of a ship. I wanted 
them to come over Sweden, but the old man was not inclined to take 
my advice. He does not go forward with the times, and that I do not 
like." 

Two will-o'-the wisps came jumping in, one quicker than the other, so 
of course one arrived first. " They are coming ! they are coming ! " he 
cried. 

"Give me my crown," said the elf king, "and let me stand in the moon
shine." 

The daughters drew on their shawls and bowed down to the ground. 
There stood the old goblin from the Dovre mountains, with his crown of 
hardened ice and polished fir-cones. Besides this, he wore a bear-skin, 
and great warm boots, while his sons went with their throats bare and wore 
no braces, for they were strong men. 

" Is that a hill? " said the youngest of the boys, pointing to the elf hill, 
"we should call it a hole in Norway." 

"Boys," said the old man, "a i,ole goes in, and a hill stands out; have 
you no eyes in ycur heads? " 

Another thing they wondered at was, that they were able without trouble 
to understand the language. 

"Take care," said the old man, " or people will think you have not been 
well brought up." 

Then they entered the elfin hill, where the select and grand company 
were assembled, and so quickly had they appeared that they seemed to 
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have been blown together. But for each guest the neatest and pleasantest 
arrangement had been made. · The sea folks sat at table in great water
tubs, and they said it was just like being at home. All behaved them
selves properly excepting the two young northern gobli1,1s; they put their 
legs on the table and thought they were all right. 

"Feet off the table--cloth," said the old goblin. They obeyed, but not 
immediately. Then they tickled the" ladies who waited at table, with the 
fir-cones, which they carried in their pockets. They took off their boots, 
that they might be more at ease, and gave them to the ladies to hold. But 
their father, the old goblin, was very different; he talked pleasantly about 
the stately Norwegian rocks, and told fine tales of the waterfalls which 
dashed over them with a clattering noise like thunder or the sound of an 
organ, spreading their white foam on every side. He told of the salmon 
that leaps in the rushing waters, while the water-god plays on his golden 
harp. He spoke of the bright winter nights, when the sledge bells are ring
ing, and the boys run with burning torches across the smooth ice, which is 
so transparent that they can see the fishes dart forward beneath their feet. 
He described everything so clearly, that those who listened could see it all; 
they could see the saw-mills going, the men-servants and the maidens sing
ing songs, and dancing a rattling dance,-when all at once the old goblin 
gave the old elfin maiden a kiss, such a tremendous kiss, and yet they were 
almost strangers to each other. _ 

Then the elfin girls had to dance, first in the usual way, and then with 
stamping feet, which they performed very well; then followed the artistic 
and solo dance. Dear me, how they did throw their legs about ! No one 
could tell where the dance begun, or where it ended, nor indeed which 
were legs and which were arms, for they were all flying about together, like 
the shavings in a saw-pit ! And then they spun round so quickly that the 
death-horse and the grave-pig became sick and giddy, and were obliged to 
leave the table. 

"Stop ! " cried the old goblin, "is that the only housekeeping they can 
perform? Can they do anything more than dance and throw about their 
legs, and make a whirlwind? " 

" You shall soon see what they can do," said the elf king. And then he 
called his youngest daughter to him. She was slender and fair as moon
light, and the most graceful of all the sisters. She took a white chip in her 
mouth, and vanished instantly : this was her accomplishment. But the old 
goblin said he should not like his wife to have such an accomplishment, and 
thought his boys would have the same objection. Another daughter could 
make a figure like herself follow her, as if she had a shadow, which none of 
the goblin folk ever had. The third was of quite a different sort; she had 
learnt in the brew-house of the moor witch how to lard elfin puddings with 
glow-worms. 

"She will make a good housewife," said the old goblin, and _then salu~ed 
her with his eyes instead of drinking her health; for he did not dnnk 
much. 

Now came the fourth daughter, with a large harp to play upon; and 
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when she struck the first chord, every one lifted up the left leg (for the gob
lins are left-legged), and at the second chord they found they must all do 
just what she wanted. 

" That is a dangerous woman," said the old goblin; and the two sons 
walked out of the hill; they had had enough of it. "And what caa the 
next daughter do ? " asked the old goblin. 

" I have learnt everything that is Norwegian," said she ; " and I will 
never marry, unless I can go to Norway." 

Then her younger sister whispered to the old goblin, "That is only 
because she has heard, in a Norwegian song, that when the world shall 
decay, the cliffs of Norway will remain standing like monuments; and she 
wants to get there that she may be safe; for she is so afraid of sinking." 

"Ho! ho!" said the old goblin, "is that what she means? Well, ,.vhat 
can the seventh and last do ? " 

"The sixth comes before the seventh," said the elf king, for he could 
reckon ; but the sixth would not come forward. 

"I can only tell people the trnth," said she. "No one cares for me, 
nor troubles himself about me; and I have enough to do to sew my grave
dothes." 

So the seventh and last came; and what could she do? Why, she could 
tell stories, as many as you liked, on any subject. 

" Here are my five fingers," said the old goblin; "now tell me a story 
for each of them." 

So she took him by the wrist, and he laughed till he nearly choked ; and 
when she came to the fourth finger, there was a gold ring on it, as if it knew 
there was to be a betrothal. Then the old goblin said, "Hold fast what 
you have : this hand is yours; for I will have you for a wife myself." 

Then the elfin girl said that the stories about the ring-finger and little 
Peter Playman had not yet been told. 

"We will hear them in the winter," said the old goblin, "and also about 
the fir and the birch-trees, and the ghost stories, and of the tingling frost. 
You shall tell your tales, for no one over there can do it so well ; and we 
will sit in the stone rooms, where the pine logs are burning, and drink 
mead out of the golden drinking-horns of the old Norwegian kings. The 
water-god has given me two ; and when we sit there, Nix comes to pay us 
a visit, and will sing you all the songs of the mountain shepherdesses. 
How merry we shall be ! The salmon will be leaping in the waterfalls, and 
dashing against the stone walls, but he will not be able to come in. It is 
indeed very pleasant to live in old Norway. But where are the lads?" 

Where indeed were they? Why, running about the fields, and blowing 
-out the will-o'-the-wisps, who so good-naturedly came and brought their 
torches. 

"What tricks have you been playing?" said the old goblin, "I have 
taken a mother for you, and now you may take one of your aunts." 

But the youngsters said they would rather make a speech and drink to 
their good fellowship ; they had no wish to marry, Then they made 
speeches and drank toasts, and tipped their glasses, to show that they were 
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empty. Then they took off their coats, and lay down on the table to sleep• 
for they made themselves quite at home. But the old goblin danced about 
the room with his young bride, and exchanged boots with her which is 
more fashionable than exchanging rings. ' 

"The cock is crowing," said the old elfin maiden who acted as house
keeper; "now we must close the shutters that the sun may not scorch 
us." 

Then the hill closed up. But the lizards continued to run up and down 
the riven tree; and one said to the other, "Oh, how much I was pleased 
with the old goblin ! " 

"The boys pleased me better," said the earth-worm. But then the poor 
miserable creature could not see. 

HOLGER DANSKE. 

IN Denmark there stands an old castle named Kronenburg, close by the 
Sound of Elsinore, where large ships, both English, Russian, and Prussian, 
pass by hundreds every day. And they salute the old castle with cannons, 
" Boom, boom," which is as if they said, " Good-day." And the cannons 
of the old castle answer "Boom," which means "Many thanks." In winter 
no ships sail by, for the whole Sound is covered with ice as far as the 
Swedish coast, and has quite the appearance of a high-road. The Danish 
and the Swedish flags wave, and Danes and Swedes say, " Good-day," and 
"Thank you" to each other, not with cannons, but with a friendly shake of 
the hand ; and they exchange white bread and biscuits with each other, 
because foreign articles taste the best. 

But the most beautiful sight of all is the old castle of Kronenburg, where 
Holger Danske sits in the deep, dark cellar, into which no one goes. He 
is clad in iron and steel, and rests his head on his strong arm ; his long 
beard hangs down upon the marble table, into which it has become firmly 
rooted; he sleeps and dreams, but in his dreams he sees everything that 
happens in Denmark. On each Christmas-eve an angel comes to him and tells 
him that all he has dreamed is true, and that he may go to sleep again in 
peace as Denrnmk is not yet in any real danger; but should danger ever come, 
then Holger Danske will rouse himself, and the table will burst asunder as 
he draws out his beard. Then he will come forth in his strength, and 
strike a blow that shall sound in all the countries of the world. 

An old grandfather sat and told his little grandson all this about Holger 
banske, and the boy knew that what is grandfather told him must be true. As 
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the old man related this story, he was carving an image in wood to repre
sent Bolger Danske, to be fastened to the prow of a ship; for the old 
grandfather was a carver in wood, that is, one who carved figures for the 
heads of ships, according to the names given to them. And now he had 
carved Bolger Danske, who stood there erect and proud, with his long 
beard, holding in one hand his broad battle-axe, while with the other he 
leaned on the Danish arms. The old grandfather told the little boy a great 
deal about Danish men and women who had distinguished themselves in 
olden times, so that he fancied he knew as much even as Bolger Danske 
himself, who, after all, could only dream; and when the little fellow went 
to bed, he thought so much about it that he actually pressed his chin 
against the counterpane, and imagined that he had a long beard which had.
become rooted to it. But the old grandfather remained sitting at his work 
and carving away at the last part of it, which was the Danish arms. And 
when he had finished he looked at the whole figure, and thought of all he 
had heard and read, and what he had that evening related to his little 
grandson. Then he nodded his head, wiped his spectacles and put them 
on, and said, " Ah, yes ; Roiger Danske will not appear in my lifetime, 
but the boy who is in bed there may very likely live to see him when the 
event really comes to pass." And the old grandfather nodded again; and 
the more he looked at Bolger Danske, the more satisfied he felt that he 
had carved a good image of him. It seemed to glow with the colour of 
life; the armour glittered like iron and steel. The hearts in the Danish 
arms grew more and more red ; while the lions, with gold crowns on their 
heads, were leaping up.-i. "That is the most beautiful coat of arms in the 
world," said the old man. "The lions represent strength; and the hearts, 
gentleness and love." And as he gazed on the uppermost lion, he thought 
of King Canute, who chained great England to Denmark's throne; and he 
looked at the second lion, and thought of Waldemar, who united Den
mark and conquered the Vandals. The third lion reminded him of 
Margaret, who united Denmark, Sweden, and Norway. But when he gazed 
at the red hearts, their colours glowed more deeply, even as flames, and his 
memory followed each in turn. The first led him to a dark, narrow prison, 
in which sat a prisoner, a beautiful woman, daughter of Christian . the 
Fourth, Eleanor Ulfeld,t and the flame became a rose on her bosom, and 
its blossoms were not more pure than the heart of this noblest and best of 
all Danish women. "Ah, yes ; that is indeed a noble heart in the 
Danish arms," said the grandfather. And his spirit followed the second 
flame, which carried him out to sea,t where cannons roared and the 

* The Danish arms consist of three lions between nine hearts. 
+ This highly-gifted princess was the wife of Corfitz Ulfeld ; he was accused of high 

treason, and Eleanor, whose only fault was the truest love to her unhappy husband, was 
compelled to remain for twenty-two years in a miserable dungeon, till the death of her 
persecutor, Queen Sophia Amelia. 

:j: In the naval battle, which took place in Kjoge Bay in 1710, between the Danes and 
the Swedes, Hvitfeldt's ship, the Danebrog, took fire. To save the town of Kjoge, and 
the Danish fleet which were being driven by the wind towards his buwing ship he blew 
up his vessel, with himself and his whole crew. 
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ships lay shrouded in smoke, and the flarrjng heart attached itself to the 
breast of Hvitfeldt in the form of the ribbon of an order, as he blew him
self and his ship into the air in order to save the fleet. And the third 
flame led him to Greenland's wretched huts, where the preacher, Hans 
Egede, * ruled with love in every word and action. The flame was as a 
star on his breast, and added another heart to the Danish arms. And as the 
old grandfather's spirit followed the next hovering flame, he knew whither 
it would lead him. In a peasant woman's humble room stood '.Frederick 
the Sixth,t writing his name with chalk on the beam. The flame trembled 
on his breast and in his heart, and it was in the peasant's room that his 
heart became one for the Danish arms. The old grandfather wiped his 
eyes, for he hacl known King Frederick, with his silvery locks and his 
honest blue eyes, and had lived for him, and he folded his hand and re
mained for some time silent. Then his daughter came to him and said 
it was getting late, that he ought to rest for a while, and that the supper was 
on the table. 

" What you have been carving is very beautiful, grandfather," said she. 
" Holger :Danske and the old coat of arms; it seems to me as if I have seen 
the face somewhere." 

" No, that is impossible," replied the old grandfather; "but I have seen 
it, and I have tried to carve it in wood, as I have retained it in my memory. 
It was a long time ago, while the English fleet lay in the roads, on the second 
of April, when we showed that we were true, ancient Danes. I was on 
board the Denmark, in Steene Bille's squadron ; I had a man by my side 
whom even the cannon balls seemed to fear. He sung old songs in a merry 
voice, and fired and fought as if he were something more than a man. I 
still remember his face, but from whence he came, or·whither he went, I 
know not; no one knows. I have often thought it might have been Bolger 
Danske himself, who had swam down to us from Kronenburg to help us in 
the hour of danger. That was my idea, and there stands his likeness." 

The wooden figure threw a gigantic shadow on the wall, and even on part 
.of the ceiling; it seemed as if the real Roiger Danske stood behind it, for 
the shadow moved; but this was no doubt caused by the flame of the lamp 
not burning steadily. Then the daughter-in-law kissed the old grandfather, 
and led him to a large arm-chair by the table; and she and her husband, 
who was the son of the old man and the father of the little boy who lay in 
bed, sat down to supper with him. And the old grandfather talked of the 

* Hans Egede went to Greenland in 1721, and worked there for fifteen long years 
.an).id incredible privations and difficulties. He not only spread the Christian religion, 
but was himself the pattern of a noble Christian. 

t Once while on a journey to the western coast of Jutland, the king came to the cot
tage of an old woman. As he was leaving she ran after him, and asked him to write his 
name on a beam as a remembrance of his visit. The king turned back and complied 
with her request. Through his whole life he interested himself for the peasantry, and on 
that account it was that the Danish peasants begged to be allowed to carry the coffin to 
the royal vault at Roeskilde, four Danish miles from Copenhagen. 

;\: On the second of April, 180I, occurred the sanguinary naval engagement between 
the Danes and the English, under Sir Hyde Parker and Nelson. 
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Danish lions and the Danish hearts, emblems of strength and gentleness, 
and explained quite clearly that there is another strength than that which 
lies in a sword, and he pointed to a shelf where lay a number of old books, 
and amongst them a collection of Holberg's plays, which are much read and 
are so clever and amusing that it is easy to fancy we have known the people 
of those days, who are described in them. 

" He knew how to fight also," said the old man; "for he lashed the 
follies and prejudices of people during his whole life." 

Then the grandfather nodded to a place above the looking-glass, where 
hung an almanac, with a representation of the Round Tower* upon it, and 
said " Tycho Brahe was another of those who used a sword, but not one to 
cut into the flesh and bone, but to make the way of the stars of heaven 
clear, and plain to be understood. And then he whose father belonged to 
my calling,-yes, he, the son of the old image-carver, he whom we ourselves 
have seen, with his silvery locks and his broad shoulders, whose name is 
known in all lands; yes, he was a sculptor, while I am only a carver. 
Holger Danske can appear in marble, so that people in all countries of the 
world may hear of the strength of Denmark. Now let us drink the health 
of Bertel."t 

But the little boy in bed saw plainly the old castle of Kronenburg, and 
the Sound of Elsinore, and Holger Danske, far down in the cellar, with his 
beard rooted to the table, and dreaming of everything that was passing 
above him. 

And Holger Danske did dream of the little humble room in which the 
image-carver sat ; he heard all that had been said, and he nodded in his 
dream, saying, "Ah, yes, remember me, you Danish people, keep me in 
your memory; I will come to you in the hour of need." 

The bright morning light shone over Kronenburg, and the wind brought 
the sound of the hunting-horn across from the neighbouring shores. The 
ships sailed by and saluted the castle with the boom of the cannon, and 
Kronenburg returned the salute, "Boom, boom." But the roaring cannons 
did not awake Holger Danske, for they meant only "Good morning," and 
"Thank you." They must fire in another fashion before he awakes; but 
wake he will, for there is energy yet in Holger Danske. 

* The Astronomical Observatory at Copenhagen. 
+ Bertel Thorwaldsen. 
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