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ABOUT THE
PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT

The invention of the PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT for English literacy paves the
way for teachers of English to radically improve the efficiency of a large volume of
early literacy publications including thousands of children’s story books.

The PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT presents a truly cheap and simple opportunity
for schools to give new hope to many of those students ... young and old ... who
have problems with basic English writing and reading skills.

Full details on this new font for basic literacy teaching are provided on:

www.phoneticenglishbible.com

www.phoneticenglishbooks.com

... FOR THE MEANTIME ...

... HOW THE FONT WORKS IN HALF A PAGE ...

WITHOUT changing the spellings of any English words, this new font by Virtual
Phonetics Pty Ltd reduces the number of essential English sounding out or
pronunciation ‘rules’ by

80%

and less than 1% of all English words

remain ‘“out of reach” for this font.

THIS IS HOW THE APP WORKS ON HIGHLIGHTED TEXTS

The 10 marks of the app’s “ phonetic English ” font reducge the
complexity of eur English ‘seundingeut' rule system dewn from

near 360 rules to 60 and this witheut changing the spelling
of the words.

The app is based upon a ( diacritical marking ) methéd for the teaching
of basic reading that, at its very basics .. almost ¢@rtainly ... first
originated with the teaching of Hebrew séme 3000 years ago.
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WHY THIS FONT ?

THE PURPOSE OF THE FONT is to help students of English to cope more
easily with the problems of our unique English ‘rules’ for
PRONUNCIATION AND SPELLING

Since especially the 15* century many writers have made sensible suggestions
for improvements for changes to English spelling ... but their suggestions have
never been taken up : around the world, there were just too many English speaking
people who saw no good reason to change their writing habits.

But the PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT that is used throughout the PHONETIC
ENGLISH BOOK AND BIBLE SERIES is very different ... and it stands a reasonable
chance of becoming accepted.

The thinking here is simple : this new font for PHONETICALLY REGULAR
ENGLISH can be read by all readers of English WITHOUT ANY PRIOR STUDY.

The font is only a simple but computer based “ diacritical marking ” system that
has been adapted to our existing English spelling conventions. For centuries,
the marks within all such systems have only shown readers how to pronounce
the words that any given language community has chosen to communicate with.

And the PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT that is used in both the Phonetic English
Bible as well as the Phonetic English Books series is no exception.

THE 10 SIGNS OF THE PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT

The font has been over 60 years in the making. Only 10 SIGNS on and

around English letters enable it to work. Minimum introductory details are
provided on these current pages but a fully elaborated MANUAL comes with
both of the PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT series

Christopher Nugent 2024

A PRIOR NOTE : 20 HIGH FREQUENCY ‘CONNECTOR’ WORDS

A TOTAL of 20 very high frequeney 'connector’ words occupy a disprop@rtionate
volume of the word ceunt on any page. To avoid an unnegessary ameunt of
visual clutter througheut ... the phonetic English font in especially the PHONETIC
ENGLISH BIBLE has chosen NOT to encode the following 20 words :

he she me be so no as or for you her his to into of
the is are was were
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THE 10 SIGNS AROUND THE LETTERS

HOW THEY WORK
SIGN 1. Faint and smaller letters are not to be sounded out. They are silent:
knob writ wrestle  trouble denpt
SIGN 2. BOLDED pairs of consonant letters make one common English sound unit:

gh asin rough ph as in philosophy
ch asin chin sh asin shut qu asin quit

SIGN 3. BOLDED single vowels @ @ i 0 u changes their sounds from short to long:
apron even icon oval unit

straight though through  ghost

SIGN 4. A vertical line under theletters ¢ 9 $ ¢ changes their sounds to
S j z and t respectively:

cell gem rubs jumped cruige

SIGN 5. A vertical line over the letters @ and © changes their sounds to short
o and u sounds respectively:

was watch quads quality yacnt
come frént améng weénder mother

SIGN 6. A dot over the letters © and U changes their sounds to sard u sound :
pull butcher boesoem weman took
SIGN 7. Two dots over a letter tells you that there is an ah sound below:

heart star laugh  sparse sergeant

SIGN 8. A horizontal curved line over a letter tells you that there is er sound below:
bird térm  blrn  worthy |@arn
SIGN 9. A vertical ¢ shape over a letter tells you that there is an OF sound below:

chak béught bald bérn daughter

SIGN 10. A slanted line through a letter tells you about the sound of ®@w

as in ‘now’ sound:

beunge  allewing  screunge  pleugh
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THE FONT APP IS LOOKING FOR A
NEW PUBLISHER

TO TAKE OVER
CONTACT Chris Nugent virtualphonetics@gmail.com

Below are the NEW ENGLISH LETTERS that enable the

PHONETIC ENGLISH FONT APP to work. A fully elaborated MANUAL is
available.

SUMMARY FEATURES

Below are the 59 letter designs used by the phonetically regular written English font in
the program. These 59 new and old “letters ”, when combined with the silent (smaller
and slanted) letters, make up the 60 sounding out ¢ rules ’ that are taught by the Virtual
Phonetics ™ font. This new font of 60 sounding out ¢ rules ’ replaces an estimated

360 ( and even more) sounding out ‘ rules ’ that all children have to learn on their way
to normal adult reading skill.

The resulting text does not change the spelling of any words yet it goes 99% of the
way toward converting normal English words into ‘pheonetically regular’ ones.

The app contains over 15,500 different words in its coded word bank.

FULL TECHNICAL INFORMATION IN THE MANUAL

www.phoneticenglishbible.com
www.phoneticenglishbooks.com
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COPYRIGHT

AND TECHNICAL DETAILS

The phonetically regular English script used in this book is called
the 'Virtual Phonetics’ script, and was trademarked in 1994. Tt is
the exclusive intellectual property of CHRISTOPHER NUGENT
and VIRTUAL PHONETICS™ PTY LTD. The use of this script for
producing materials that are intended to be sold, is expressly
forbidden without prior permission in writing from the company.
Offenders will render themselves legally liable.

Likewise: the originals of the written text and illustrations in
this publication have been in the realm of the ‘copyright free' or
‘public’ domain for many years. But this version of the text has
been written in the Virtual Phonetics script. This makes the
publication subject to the full range of internationl copyright
restrictions.

A summary of the essential technical details of the Virtual
Phonetics script can be found in the
MANUAL
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The Princess and the Pea
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Little Tiny or Thumbelina
The Travelling Companion
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The Brave Tin Soldier

The Wild Swans
The Garden of Paradise
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The Buckwheat
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The Tinder-Box

Hans Christian Andersen 1835

?‘\Q SOLDIER came marching along the high road: “Left, right—left, right.” He had
his knapsack on his back, and a swérd at his side; he had been to the wars,
and was new retlirning home.

As he walked on, he met a very frightful-looking old witch in the road. H&r under-
lip hung quite dewn on hér breast, and she stopped and said, “Geod evening,
soldier; you have a very fine swérd, and a large knapsack, and you are a real soldier;
so you shall have ag much moéney as ever you like.”

“Thank you, old witch,” said the soldier.

“De you see that large tree,” said the witch, pointing to a tree which 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 yéurself dewn inte the tree to a great depth.
| will tie a rope reund yéur body, so that | can pull you up again when you call eut
to me.”

“But what am | to de, dewn there in the tree?” asked the soldier.

“Get money,” she replied; “for you must know that when you reach the greund
under the tree, you will find yéurself in a large hall, lighted up by three hundred
lamps; you will then see three déors, which can be easily opened, fér the keys
are in all the locks. On entering the first of the chambers, to which these déors
lead, you will see a large chest, standing in the middle of the fléor, 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; | will give you my blue checked aprén, wrich you must spread upon
the fléor, and then boldly seize hold of the dog, and plage him upon it. You can
then open the chest, and take from it ag many penge as you please, they are only
copper penege; but if you woud rather have silver méney, you must go inte the
second chamber. Here you will find another dog, with eyes as big as mill-wreels;
but de not let that trouble you. Plage him upon my aprén, and then take wrat
moéney you please. If, hewever, you like gold best, enter the third chamber, where
there is another chest full of it. The dog whe sits on this chest is very dreadful;
his eyes are as big as a tewer, but de not mind him. If he also is placed upon my
apron, he cannot hiirt you, and you may take from the chest wrat gold you will.”
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“This is not a bad stéry,” said the soldier; “but what am | to give you, you old witch?
fér, of céurse, you de not mean to tell me all this fér nothing.”

“No,” said the witch; “but | de not ask fér a single penny. Only promise to bring
me an old tinder-box, which my grandmeéther left behind the last time she went
dewn there.”

“Very well; | promise. New tie the
rope reund my body.”Here it is,”
replied the witch; “and here is my
blue checked apron.”

As seen as the rope was tied, the
soldier climbed up the tree, and let
himself dewn through the hollow to
the greund beneath; and here he
feund, as the witch had told him, a
large hall, in which many hundred
lamps wére all bilirning. Then he *.
opened the first déor. “Ah!” there sat
the dog, with the cyes as large as
teacups, staring at him.

“Yéu're a pretty fellow,” said the soldier, seizing him, and plaging him on the
witch’s apron, wrile he filled hig pockets from the chest with as many pieg¢es as
they wouid hold. Then he closed the lid, seated the dog upon it again, and walked
inte 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 yéur
eyes water;” and then he seated him also upon the aprén, and opened the chest.
But when he saw what a quantity of silver méney it contained, he very quickly
threw away all the coppers he had taken, and filled his pockets and his knapsack
with néthing but silver.Then he went inte the third reem, and there the dog was
really hideous; his eyes wére, truly, ag big as tewers, and they tlirned reund and
reund in his head like wheels.

“Good mérning,” said the soldier, touching his cap, fér he had never seen such
a dog in his life. But after looking at him mére closely, he théught he had been ¢ivil
enough, so he plaged him on the fl&or, and opened the chest. Good gragious,
what a quantity of gold there was! enough to buy all the sugar-sticks of the sweet-
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stuff women; all the tin soldiers, whips, and rocking-hérses in the world, ér even
the whole tewn itself There was, indeed, an immense quantity. So the soldier new
threw away all the silver méney he had taken, and filled his pockets and his
knapsack with gold instead; and not only his pockets and his knapsack, but even
his cap and beets, so that he coud scargely wak.

He was really rich new; so he replaged the dog on the chest, closed the déor, and
called up through the tree, “New pull me eut, you old witch.”

“Have you got the tinder-box?” asked the witch.

“No; | declare | quite forgot it.” So he went back and fetched the tinderbox, and
then the witch drew him up eut of the tree, and he stood again in the high road,
with his pockets, his knapsack, his cap, and his beets full of gold.

“What are you going to de with the tinder-box?” asked the soldier.

“That is nodthing to you,” replied the witch; “you have the money, new give me the
tinder-box.”

“I tell you what,” said the soldier, “if you don’t tell me whrat you are going to de with
it, | will drdw my swérd and cut off yéur head.”

“No,” said the witch.

The soldier immediately cut off h@r head, and there she lay on the greund. Then
he tied up all his méney in hé&r apron and slung it on his back like a bundle, put
the tinderbox in his pocket, and walked off to the nearest tewn. It was a very nige
tewn, and he put up at the best inn, and érdered a dinner of all his favorite dishes,
fér new he was rich and had plenty of méney.

The s@rvant, whe cleaned his beets, théught they cértainly wére a shabby pair to
be wérn by such a rich gentleman, fér he had not yet béught any new ones. The
next day, hewever, he procured séme good clothes and proper beets, so that
eur soldier seen became known a$ a fine gentleman, and the people vigited him,
and told him all the wénders that wére to be seen in the tewn, and of the king’s
beautiful daughter, the pringess.

“Where can | see hér?” asked the soldier.

“She is not to be seen at all,” they said; “she lives in a large copper castle,
surreunded by walls and tewers. No one but the king himself can pass in ér eut,
fér there has been a prophecy that she will marry a commeén soldier, and the
king cannot bear to think of such a marriage.”
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“I shouid like very much to see hér,” théught the soldier; but he couid not obtain
pérmission to de so. Hewever, he passed a very pleagant time; went to the
theatre, drove in the king’s garden, and gave a great deal of méney to the péor,
which was very good of him; he remembered what it had been in olden times to
be witheut a shilling. New he was rich, had fine clothes, and many friends, vhe
all declared he was a fine fellow and a real gentleman, and all this gratified him
ex¢eedingly. But his méney wowd not last forever; and as he spent and gave
away a great deal daily, and regeived néne, he feund himself at last with only tve
shillings left.

So he was obliged to leave his elegant reems, and live in a little garret under the
reef, where he had to clean his own beets, and even mend them with a large
needle. None of hig friends came to see him, there wére t6® many stairs to meunt
up. One dark evening, he had not even a penny to buy a candle; then all at onge
he remembered that there was a piege of candle stuck in the tinder-box, which
he had bréught from the old tree, inte wrich the witch had helped him.

He feund the tinder-box, but no seener had he struck a few sparks from the flint
and steel, than the déor flew open and the dog with eyes as big as teacups, vhem

he had seen wrile dewn in the tree, stood befére him, and said, “What érders,
master?”

“Hallo,” said the soldier; “well this is a pleasant tinderbox, if it brings me all | wish
fér.”

“Bring me séme moéney,” said he to the dog.

He was gone in a moment, and presently retlirned, carrying a large bag of coppers
in his ménth. The soldier very seen discovered after this the value of the tinder-
box. If he struck the flint onge, the dog whe sat on the chest of copper méney
made hig appearangs,; if twige, the dog came from the chest of silver; and if three
times, the dog with eyes like tewers, vhe watched over the gold. The soldier had
new plenty of méney; he retiirned to his elegant reems, and reappeared in his

fine clothes, so that his friends knew him again directly, and made ag much of
him as befére.

After a while he began to think it was very strange that no one couid get a look at
the pringess. “Every one says she is very beautiful,” théugit he to himself; “but
what is the use of that if she is to be shut up in a copper castle surreunded by so
many tewers. Can | by any means get to see hér. Stop! Where i$ my tinder-box?”

Then he struck a lignt, and in a moement the dog, with eyes as big as teacups,
stood befére him.
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“It is midnignt,” said the soldier, “yet | shou/d very much like to see the pringess,
if only fér a moment.”

The dog disappeared instantly, and befére the soldier cotid even look reund, he
retlirned with the pringess. She was lying on the dog’s back asleep, and looked
so lovely, that every one vhe saw hér wouid know she was a real pringess. The
soldier courd not help kissing hér, true soldier as he was. Then the dog ran back
with the pringess; but in the mérning, wrile at breakfast with the king and queen,
she told them wrat a singular dream she had had during the nignt, 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 stéry, indeed,” said the queen. So the next nignt one of the
old ladies of the céurt was set to watch by the princess’s bed, to discéver
whether it really was a dream, 8r wrat else it might be.

The soldier longed very much to see the pringess onge mére, so he sent fér the
dog again in the nignt to fetch hér, and to run with hér as fast as ever he couid.
But the old lady put on water beets, and ran after him as quickly as he did, and
feund that he carried the pringess inte a large heuse. She thoéught it wouid help
hér to remember the plage if she made a large cross on the déor with a piege of
chak. Then she went home to bed, and the dog presently retlirned with the
pringess. But when he saw that a cross had been made on the déor of the heuse,
where the soldier lived, he took another piece of chak and made crosses on all
the déors in the tewn, so that the lady-in-waiting mignt not be able to find eut the
right déor.

Early the next mérning the king and queen accémpanied the lady and all the
officers of the heusehold, to see where the pringess had been.

“Here it is,” said the king, when they came to the first déor with a cross on it.

“No, my dear hugband, it must be that one,” said the queen, pointing to a secénd
déor having a cross also.

“And here i$ one, and there is another!” they all exclaimed; fér there wére crosses
on all the déors in every direction.

So they felt it wou/d be useless to s@arch any farther. But the queen was a very
clever woman; she cou/d de a great deal mére than merely ride in a carriage. She
took hér large gold sgissors, cut a piege of silk inte squares, and made a neat
little bag. This bag she filled with buckwreat fleur, and tied it reund the princess’s
neck; and then she cut a small hole in the bag, so that the fleur mignt be scattered
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on the greund as the pringess went along. During the night, the dog came again
and carried the pringess on his back, and ran with hér to the soldier, whe léved
h&r very much, and wished that he had been a pringe, so that he might have hér
fér a wife.

The dog did not obs@rve hew the fleur ran eut of the bag all the way from the castle
wall to the soldier’'s heuse, and even up to the window, where he had climsed with
the pringess. Therefore in the mérning the king and queen feund ®ut where their
daughter had been, and the soldier was taken up and put in priséon. Oh, hew 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
tinder-box at the inn. In the mérning he couid see through the irén grating of the
little window hew the people wére hastening ®ut of the tewn to see him hanged; he
h&ard the drums beating, and saw the soldiers marching.

Every one ran eut to look at them. And a sheesmaker’s boy, with a leather aprén
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 irén grating.

“Hallo, you sheec maker’s boy, you need not be in such a hurry,” cried the soldier
to him. “There will be néthing to see till | come; but if you will run to the heuse
where | have been living, and bring me my tinder-box, you shall have féur shillings,
but you must put yéur best foot féremost.”

The sheemaker’s boy liked the idea of afPs,
getting the féur shillings, so he ran very rfk :
fast and fetched the tinder-box, and gave @ A :
it to the soldier. And new we shall see /a8
what happened. Outside the tewn a large '
gibbet had been erected, reund which T To%
stood the soldiers and several
theusands of people.

The king and the queen sat on splendid thrones opposite to the judges and the
whole ceungil. The soldier already stood on the ladder; but ag they wére abeut to
plage the rope areund his neck, he said that an innogent request was often
granted to a p&or criminal befére he suffered death. He wished very much to
smoke a pipe, a$ it wouid be the last pipe he shouid ever smoke in the world.
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Theking couid not refuse this request, so the soldier took his tinder-box, and
struck fire, onge, twige, thrice,— and there in a moment stood all the dogs;—the
one with eyes as big as teacups, the one with cyes as large as mill-wreels, and
the third, vhese cyes were like tewers. “Help me new, that | may not be hanged,”
cried the soldier.

And the dogs fell upon the judges and all the coungillorg; seized one by the legs,
and another by the nose, and tossed them many feet high in the air, so that they
fell dewn and wére dashed to piecges.

“I will not be touched,” said the king. But the largest dog seized him, as well as the
queen, and threw them after the 6thers. Then the soldiers and all the people
weére afraid, and cried, “Good soldier, you shall be eur king, and you shall marry
the beautiful pringess.”

So they plaged the soldier in the king’s carriage, and the three dogs ran on in
frént and cried “Hurrah!” and the little boys wristled through their fingers, and the
soldiers presented arms. The pringess came ®ut of the copper castle, and became
queen, which was very pleasing to hér. The wedding festivities lasted a whole
week, and the dogs sat at the table, and stared with all their eyes.

Little Claus and Big Claus

Hans Christian Andersen 1835

E‘N a village there onge lived tw®@ men whe had the same name. They wére both
called Clauvs. One of them had féur hérses, but the 6ther had only one; so to
distinguish them, people called the owner of the féur hérses, “Great Clauvs,” and
he whe had only one, “Little Claus.” New we shall hear what happened to them,
fér this i a true stéry.

Through the whole week, Little Claus was obliged to pleugh fér Great Claus, and lend
him his one hérse; and onge a week, on a Sunday, Great Claus lent him all his féur
hérses. Then hew Little Clavs wowd smack his whip over all five hérses, they
wére a$ good as his own on that one day. The sun shone brightly, and the chiirch
bells wére ringing merrily as the people passed by, dressed in their best clothes,
with their prayer-books under their arms. They weére going to hear the
clérgyman preach. They looked at Little Claus pleughing with his five hérses, and
he was so preud that he smacked his whip, and said, “Gee-up, my five hérses.”
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“You must not say that,” said Big Claus; “for only one of them belongs to you.”
But Little Claus seen forgot what he éught to say, and when any one passed he
wouid call eut, “Gee-up, my five hérses!”

“New | must beg you not to say that again,” said Big Claus; “for if you de, | shall

hit yéur hérse on the head, so that he will drop dead on the spot, and there will be
an end of him.”

“l promise you | will not say it any mére,” said the éther; but as seen as people
came by, nodding to him, and wishing him “Geed day,” he became so pleased,
and théugnt hew grand it looked to have five hérses pleughing in his field, that he
cried @ut again, “Gee-up, all my hérses!”

“I'll gee-up yéur hérses for you,”
said Big Claus; and seizing a
hammer, he struck the one hérse

of Little Claus on the head, and he
fell dead instantly.

“Oh, new | have no hérse at all,” :
said Litle Cléus, weeping. But /9%
after a wrnile he took off the dead
horse’s skin, and hung the hide to
dry in the wind.

Then he put the dry skin inte a bag, and, plaging it over his shoulder, went eut
inte the next tewn to sell the horse’s skin. He had a very long way to go, and had
to pass through a dark, gleemy forest. Presently a stérm arose, and he lost his
way, and befére he discovered the rignt path, evening came on, and it was still a
long way to the tewn, and tee far to retlirn home befére night. Near the road stood
a large farmheuse. The shutters eutside the windows wére closed, but lights shone
through the crevices at the top. “| might get p@rmission to stay here fér the nignt,”
thoéugnt Little Claus; so he went up to the déor and knocked. The farmer's wife
opened the déor; but when she h@ard what he wanted, she told him to go away,
as hér husband wouid not allew hér to admit strangers. “Then | shall be obliged
to lie ®ut here,” said Little Claus to himself, as the farmer’s wife shut the déor in
his fage.
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Near to the farmheuse stood a large haystack, and between it and the heuse was
a small shed, with a thatched reef. “| can lie up there,” said Little Claus, as he
saw the reeof; “it will make a famous bed, but | hope the stérk will not fly dewn and
bite my legs;” fér on it stood a living stérk, vhese nest was in the reef. So Little
Clauvs climbed to the reef of the shed, and wrile he tlirned himself to get
comfortable, he discovered that the wooden shutters, wrhich wére closed, did not
reach to the tops of the windows of the farmheuse, so that he coud see inte a
reem, in which a large table was laid eut with wine, roast meat, and a splendid
fish. The farmer’s wife and the sexton wére sitting at the table together; and she
filled his glass, and helped him plenteously to fish, which appeared to be his
favorite dish. “If | coud only get séme, tee,” théugnt Little Claus; and then, as he
stretched his neck towards the window he spied a large, beautiful pie,—indeed
they had a glérious feast befére them.

At this moment he h@ard séme one riding dewn the road, towards the farmheuse.
It was the farmer retlirning home. He was a good man, but still he had a very
strange prejudige,—he cowd not bear the sight of a sexton. If one appeared befére
him, he wouid put himself in a terrible rage. In consequencge of this dislike, the
sexton had gone to visit the farmer’s wife during hér husband’s absenge from
home, and the good woman had plaged befére him the best she had in the heuse
to eat. When she h&ard the farmer coming she was frigitened, and begged the
sexton to hide himself in a large empty chest that stood in the reem. He did so,
fér he knew hér hugband coud 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 éven; fér

if hér hugband had seen them he wouid have askeq what they wére bréugnt eut
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 discévering Little Claus.
“Why are you lying up there? Coéme dewn, and coOme inte the heuse with me.” So

Little Claus came dewn and told the farmer hew he had lost his way and begged
fér a night’s lodging.

“All rignt,” said the farmer; “but we must have sémething to eat first.”

The woman regeived them both very kindly, laid the cloth on a large table, and
placed befére them a dish of porridge. The farmer was very hungry, and ate his
porridge with a good appetite, but Little Claus couid not help thinking of the nige
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roast meat, fish and pies, which he knew weére in the 6ven. Under the table, at his
feet, lay the sack céntaining the hérse’s skin, wrich he intended to sell at the next
tewn. New 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 leud. “Hush!” said
Little Claus to his sack, at the same time treading upon it again, till it squeaked
leuder than befére.

“Hallo! What have you got in yéur sack!” asked the farmer.

“Oh, it is a conjuror,” said Little Claus; “and he says we need not eat porridge,
fér he has conjured the éven full of roast meat, fish, and pie.”

“Wonderful!” cried the farmer, starting up and opening the éven déor; 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 befére 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 befére. “What does
he say new?” asked the farmer.

“He says,” replied Little Claus, “that there are three bottles of wine fér us, standing
in the cérner, by the éven.”

So the woman was obliged to bring eut the wine also, which she had hidden, and
the farmer drank it till he became quite merry. He wouid have liked such a conjuror
as Little Claus carried in his sack. “Couid he conjure up the evil one?” asked the
farmer. “I shourd like to see him new, wrile | am so merry.”

“Oh, yes!” replied Little Claus, “my conjuror can de anything | ask him,—can you
not?” he asked, treading at the same time on the sack till it squeaked. “De you
hear? He answers ‘Yes,You but he fears that we shall not like to look at him.”

“Oh, | am not afraid. Whrat will he be like?”
“Well, he is very much like a sexton.”

“Hal!” said the farmer, “then he must be ugly. De you know | cannot endure the
signt of a sexton. Hewever, that déesn’t matter, | shall know whe it is; so | shall
not mind. New then, | have got up my courage, but don’t let him céme tee near

2

me.
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“Stop, | must ask the conjuror,” said Little Claus; so he trod on the bag, and
steeped his ear dewn to listen.

“What does he say?”

“He says that you must go and open that large chest which stands in the cérner,
and you will see the evil one creuching dewn inside; but you must hold the lid
firmly, that he may not slip eut.”

“Will you céme and help me hold
it?” said the farmer, going
towards the chest in which his
wife had hidden the sexton, whe 7%
new lay inside, very much
frightened. The farmer opened
the lid a very little way, and

peeped in.

“Oh,” cried he, springing "
backwards, “I sdw him, and he |
is exactly like ®ur sexton. Hew |
dreadful it is!” So after that he
was obliged to drink again, and
they sat and drank till far inte
the nignt.

“You must sell yéur conjuror to
me,” said the farmer; “ask a$
much as you like, | will pay it; indeed | wouid give you directly a whole bushel of
gold.”

“No, indeed, | cannot,” said Little Claus; “only think hew much profit | coud make
eut of this conjuror.”

“But | shouid like to have him,” said the fanner, still céontinuing his entreaties.

“Well,” said Little Claus at length, “you have been so good as to give me a night’s
lodging, | will not refuse you; you shall have the conjuror fér a bushel of méney,
but | will have quite full meagure.”
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“So you shall,” said the farmer; “but you must take away the chest as well. | wouid
not have it in the heuse anéther neur; there i$ no knowing if he may not be still
there.”

So Little Claus gave the farmer the sack céntaining the dried hérse’s skin, and
received in exchange a bushel of méney—full measure. The farmer also gave
him a wheelbarrow on wrich to carry away the chest and the gold.

“Farewell,” said Little Claus, as he went off with his méney and the great chest,
in which the sexton lay still congealed. On one side of the forest was a bréad, deep
river, the water flowed so rapidly that very few wére 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, leud enough to be h&ard by the sexton, “New what
shall | de with this stupid chest; it is as heavy as if it wére full of stones: | shall
be tired if | roll it any farther, so | may as well throw it in the river; if it swims after
me to my heuse, 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 wére going to
throw it inte the water.

“No, leave it alone,” cried the sexton from within the chest; “let me eut first.”

“Oh,” exclaimed Little Claus, pretending to be frightened, “he is in there still, is he?
| must throw him inte the river, that he may be drewned.”

“Oh, no; oh, no,” cried the sexton; “l will give you a whole bushel full of méney if
you will let me go.”

“Why, that is anéther matter,” said Little Claus, opening the chest. The sexton
crept eut, pushed the empty chest inte the water, and went to his heuse, then he
measured ®ut a whole bushel full of gold fér Little Claus, whe had already regeived
one from the farmer, so that new he had a barrow full.

“I have been well paid fér my hérse,” said he to himself when he reached home,
entered his own reem, and emptied all his moéney inte a heap on the fléor. “How
vexed Great Clauvs will be when he finds eut hew rich | have becéme all through
my one hérse; but | shall not tell him exactly hew it all happened.” Then he sent a
boy to Great Claus to borrow a bushel measure.

“What can he want it fér?” théught Great Claus; so he smeared the bottdm of the
measure with tar, that séme of wratever was put inte it mignt stick there and
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remain. And so it happened; fér when the measure retlirned, three new silver
floring wére 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, fér my hérse’s skin, | sold it yesterday.”

“It was cértainly well paid fér then,” said Great Claus; and he ran home to his
heuse, seized a hatchet, and knocked all hig féur hérses on the head, flayed off
their sking, and took them to the tewn to sell. “Skins, skins, whe’ll buy sking?” he
cried, ag he went through the streets. all the sheemakers and tanner$ came
running, and asked hew much he wanted fér them.

“A bushel of méney, fér each,” replied Great Claus.

“Are you mad?” they all cried; “de you think we have méney to spend by the
bushel?”

“Skins, skins,” he cried again, “whe’ll buy sking?” but to all whe inquired the prige,
his answer was, “a bushel of méney.”

“He is making feels of us,” said they all; then the sheemakers took their straps,
and the tanners their leather apréns, and began to beat Great Claus.

“Skins, skins!” they cried, mocking him; “yes, we’ll mark yéur skin fér you, till it is
black and blue.”

“Out of the tewn with him,” said they. And Great Claus was obliged to run as fast
as he couid, he had never befére been so thoéroughly beaten.

“Ah,” said he, ag he came to hig heuse; “Little Claus shall pay me fér this; | will
beat him to death.”

Meanwrile the old grandméther 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 hér in his warm bed to see if he couid bring hér to life again. There he
det@rmined that she shoud lie the whole night, wrile he seated himself in a chair
in a cérner of the re@m as he had often déne befére. During the night, as he sat
there, the déor opened, and in came Great Claus with a hatchet. He knew well
where Little Claus’s bed stood; so he went rigit up to it, and struck the old
grandméther on the head. inking it must be Little Claus.
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“There,” cried he, “new you cannot make a feel of me again;” and then he went
home.

“That is a very wicked man,” théugnt Little Claus; “he meant to kill me. It is a good
thing fér my old grandmeéther that she was already dead, 8r he woud have taken
hér life.” Then he dressed his old grandméther in hér best clothes, borrowed a
hérse of his neighbor, and harnessed it to a cart. Then he plaged the old woman
on the back seat, so that she mignt not fall eut as he drove, and rode away through
the wood. By sunrise they reached a large inn, whrere Little Claus stopped and
went to get sdbmething to eat. The landlérd was a rich man, and a good man tee;
but as passidnate ag if he had been made of pepper and snuff.

“Good mérning,” said he to Little Claus; “you are cdme betimes to-day.”

“Yes,” said Little Claus; “l am going to the tewn with my old grandméther; she
is sitting at the back of the wageéns, but | cannot bring hér inte the reem. Will you

take h@r a glass of mead? But you must speak very leud, fér she cannot hear
well.”

“Yes, e@rtainly | will,” replied the landlérd; and, péuring ®ut a glass of mead, he
carried it eut to the dead grandmeother, whe sat upright in the cart. “Here is a glass
of mead from yéur grandson,” said the landlérd. The dead woman did not answer a
word, but sat quite still. “De you not hear?” cried the landlérd as leud as he coud;
“here i$ a glass of mead from yéur grandsén.”

Again and again he bawled it ®ut, but as she did not stir he flew inte a passion,
and threw the glass of mead in hér faegs; it struck hér on the nose, and she fell
backwards eut of the cart, fér she was only seated there, not tied in.

“Hallo!” cried Little Claus, rushing eut of the déor, and seizing hold of the landlord

by the throat; “you have killed my grandmother; see, here is a great hole in hér
forehead.”

“Oh, hew unfértunate,” said the landlérd, wringing his hands. “This all cémes of
my fiery temper. Dear Little Claus, | will give you a bushel of méney; | will bury
your grandmother as if she wére my own; only keep silent, ér else they will cut
off my head, and that wou/d be disagreeable.”

So it happened that Little Claus received another bushel of méney, and the
landlérd 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
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him to lend him a bushel measure. “Hew is this?” théugnt Great Claus; “did | not
kill him? | must go and see fér myself.” So he went to Little Claus, and took the
bushel measure with him. “How did you get all this méney?” asked Great Claus,
staring with wide open eyes$ at hig neighbor’s treagures.

“You killed my grandmether instead of me,” said Little Claus; “so | have sold hér
fér a bushel of méney.”

“That i$ a good prige at all events,” said Great Claus. So he went home, took a
hatchet, and killed his old grandméther with one blow. Then he plaged hér on a

cart, and drove inte the tewn to the apothecary, and asked him if he wouid buy a
dead body.

“whese is it, and where did you get it?” asked the apothecary.

“It is my grandmother,” he replied; “I killed h@r with a blow, that | mignt get a
bushel of méney fér hér.”

l”

“Heaven pres@rve us!” cried the apothecary, “you are @ut of yéur mind. Don’t say
such things, ér you will l@se yéur head.” And then he taked to him seriously abeut
the wicked deed he had déne, and told him that such a wicked man wouid surely
be punished. Great Claus got so frigitened that he rushed eut of the sirgery,
jumped inte the cart, whipped up his hérses, and drove home quickly. The
apothecary and all the people théught him mad, and let him drive where he liked.

“You shall pay fér this,” said Great Claus, as seen as he got inte the highroad,
“that you shall, Little Clauvs.” So as seen as he reached home he took the largest
sack he couid find and went over to Little Claus. “You have played me anéther
trick,” said he. “First, | killed &ll my hérses, and then my old grandmeéther, and it
is all yoéur fault; but you shall not make a feel of me any mére.” So he laid hold
of Little Claus reund the body, and pushed him inte the sack, which he took on
his shoulders, saying, “New I’'m going to drewn you in the river.

He had a long way to go befére he reached the river, and Little Claus was not a
very light weight to carry. The road led by the chiirch, and as they passed he couid
hear the érgan playing and the people singing beautifully. Great Claus put dewn
the sack close to the chiirch-déor, and théugit he mignt as well go in and hear a
psaim befére he went any farther. Little Claus couid not possibly get ®ut of the
sack, and all the people wére in chiirch; so in he went.
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“Oh dear, oh dear,” sighed Little Claus in the sack, as he tlirned and twisted abeut;
but he feund he couid not l@esen the string with wrich it was tied. Pregently an
old cattle driver, with snowy hair, passed by, carrying a large staff in his$ hand,
with wrich he drove a large hérd of cews and oxen befére him. They stumbled
against the sack in which lay Little Claus, and tlirned it over. “Oh dear,” sighed Little
Claus, “l am very young, yet | am seen going to heaven.”

“And |, péor fellow,” said the drover, “| vh@ am so old already, cannot get there.”

“Open the sack,” cried Little Claus; “creep inte it instead of me, and you will seen
be there.”

“With all my heart,” replied the drover, opening the sack, from which sprung Little
Clauvs as quickly as possible. “Will you take care of my cattle?” said the old man,
as he crept inte the bag.

“Yes,” said Little Claus, and he tied up the sack, and then waked off with all the
cews and oxen.

When Great Claus came eut of chiirch, he took up the sack, and plaged it on his
shoulders. It appeared to have become lighter, fér the old drover was not haf so
heavy as Little Claus.

“Hew light he seems new,” said he. “Ah, it is because | have been to a chiirch.”
So he walked on to the river, which was deep and bréad, and threw the sack
containing the old drover inte the water, believing it to be Little Claus. “There you
may lie!” he exclaimed; “you will play me no mére tricks new.” Then he tiirned to
go home, but when he came to a plage where tw® roads crossed, there was Little

Claus driving the cattle. “Hew is this?” said Great Claus. “Did | not drewn you just
new?”

“Yes,” said Little Claus; “you threw me inte the river abeut haff an heur ago.”
“But wrerever did you get all these fine beasts?” asked Great Claus.

“These beasts are sea-cattle,” replied Little Claus. “I'll tell you the whole stéry, and
thank you fér drewning me; | am abéve you new, | am really very rich. | was
frightened, to be sure, while | lay tied up in the sack, and the wind whistled in my
ears when you threw me inte the river from the bridge, and | sank to the bottém
immediately; but | did not hlirt myself, fér | fell upon beautifually soft grass which
grows dewn there; and in a moment, the sack opened, and the sweetest little
maiden came towards me. She had snow-write robes, and a wreath of green
leaves on hér wet hair.
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She took me by the hand, and said, ‘So you are come, Little Claus, and here are
séme cattle fér you to begin with. Abeut a mile farther on the road, there is
another hérd fér you.You Then | sdw that the river férmed a great highway fér the
people whe live in the sea. They wére waking 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 flewers and sweet fresh grass. The fish swam past me
as rapidly as the birds de here in the air. Hew handséme all the people wére, and
what fine cattle wére grazing on the hills and in the valleys!”

“But Why did you céme up again,” said Great Claus, “if it was all so beautiful
dewn there? | shou/d not have déne so?”

“Well,” said Little Claus, “it was good poliey on my part; you h@ard me say just
new that | was told by the sea-maiden to go a mile farther on the road, and |
shou/d find a whole hérd of cattle. By the road she meant the river, fér she cound
not travel any other way; but | knew the winding of the river, and hew it bends,
sometimes to the rignt and sémetimes to the left, and it seemed a long way, so |
chose a shérter one; and, by céoming up to the land, and then driving across the
fields back again to the river, | shall save haf a mile, and get all my cattle mére
quickly.”

“What a lucky fellow you are!”
exclaimed Great Clavs. “De you

think | shou/d get any sea-cattle if |
went dewn to the bottdm of the
river?”

“Yes, | think so,” said Little Claus; s
“but | cannot carry you there in a
sack, you are te@ heavy. Hewever §
if you will go there first, and then __ £
creep inte a sack, | will throw you -
in with the greatest pleagure.”

“Thank you,” said Great Claus; “but remember, if | d® not get any sea-cattle dewn
there | shall cdme up again and give you a good thrashing.”

“No, new, don’t be tee fiéree abeut it!” said Little Claus, as they waked on
towards the river. When they approached it, the cattle, vh@ wére very thirsty, saw
the stream, and ran dewn to drink.
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“See wrat a hurry they are in,” said Little Claus, “they are longing to get dewn
again,”

“Céme, help me, make haste,” said Great Claus; “or you’ll get beaten.” So he crept
inte a large sack, which had been lying across the back of one of the oxen.

“Put in a stone,” said Great Claus, “or | may not sink.”

“Oh, there’s not much fear of that,” he replied; still he put a large stone inte the
bag, and then tied it tightly, and gave it a push.

“Plump!” In went Great Claus, and immediately sank to the bottém of the river.

“I'm afraid he will not find any cattle,” said Little Claus, and then he drove his own
beasts homewards.

The Princess and the Pea

Hans Christian Andersen 1835

ONCE upon a time there was
a pringe whe wanted to marry
a pringess; but she wowd have
to be a real pringess. He
travelled all over the world to
find one, but nowhere coud he
get what he wanted. There wére
princesses enough, but it was
difficult to find eut whether they
wére real ones. There was ST
always something abeut them SN ESD R (2] | YT
that was not as it shoud be.

So he came home again and was sad, fér he wouid have liked very much to have
a real pringess.

One evening a terrible stérm came on; there was thunder and lightning, and the
rain pdured dewn in torrents. Suddenly a knocking was h@ard at the gity gate, and
the old king went to open it.

It was a pringess standing eut there in front of the gate. But, good gragious!
Wrhat a signt the rain and the wind had made hé@r leok. The water ran dewn



FABLES: HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

from h&r hair and clothes; it ran dewn inte the toes of hér shees and eut
again at the heels. And yet she said that she was a real pringess. “Well, we’ll
seen find that eut,” théugnt the old queen. But she said noéthing, went inte
the bed-reem, took all the bedding off the bedstead, and laid a pea ont he
bottdm; then she took twenty mattresses and laid them on the pea, and
then twenty eider-dewn beds on top of the mattresses.

On this the pringess had to lie all night. In the mérning she was asked hew
she had slept.

“Oh, very badly!” said she. “I have scargely closed my eyes all night. Heaven
only knows wrat was in the bed, but | was lying on sémething hard, so that
| am black and blue all over my body. It’s horrible!”

New they inew that she was a real pringess because she had felt the
pea rignt through the twenty mattresses and the twenty eider-dewn beds.

Nobody but a real pringess coud be as$ sensitive as that.

So the pringe took hér fér his wife, fér new he knew that he had a real pringess;
and the pea was putin the museum, where it may still be seen, if no one
has stolen it.

There, that is a true stéry.

¥

Little Ida's Flowers

Hans Christian Andersen 1835

‘&[ Y péor flewers are quite dead,” said little Ida, “they wére so pretty yesterday

evening, and new all the leaves are hanging dewn quite withered. What de
they de that fér,” she asked, of the student whe sat on the sofa; she liked him
very much, he coud tell the most amusing stéries, and cut eut the prettiest
pictures; hearts, and ladies daneing, castles with déors that opened, as well as
flewers; he was a deligntful student. “Why de the flewers 00k so faded to-day?”
she asked again, and pointed to hér nosegay, which was quite withered.
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“Don’t you know wrat is the matter with them?” said the student. “The flewers
wére at a ball last nignt, and therefére, it i$ no wonder they hang their heads.”

“But flewers cannot dange?” cried little Ida.

“Yes indeed, they can,” replied the student. “When it grows dark, and everybody
is asleep, they jump abeut quite merrily. They have a ball almost every night.”

“Can children go to these balls?”
“Yes,” said the student, “little daigies and lilies of the valley.”
“Where de the beautiful flewers dange?” asked little 1da.

“Have you not often seen the large castle @utside the gates of the tewn, where the
king lives in summer, and where the beautiful garden ig full of flewers? And have
you not fed the swans with bread when they swam towards you? Well, the flewers
have capital balls there, believe me.”

“I was in the garden eut there yesterday with my méther,” said Ida, “but all the
leaves wére off the trees, and there was not a single flewer left. Where are they? |
used to see so many in the summer.”

“They are in the castle,”
replied the student. “You
must know that as seen 3 A =

as the king and all the = i, S e
cédurt are gone inte the P50) : ] A WE A
tewn, the flewers run eut ; 7 A v
of the garden inte the

castle, and you shou/d see
hew merry they are.

The tw@ most beautiful
roses seat themselves on
the throne, and are called the king and queen, then all the red cockscomss range
themselves on each side, and bew, these are the 16rdg-in-waiting.  then the
Other pretty flewers come in, and there is a grand ball. The blue violets represent
little naval cadets, and dange with hyacinths and crocuses which they call young
ladies. The tulips and tiger-lilies are the old ladies whe sit and watch the
daneging, so that everything may be conducted with érder and propriety.”
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“But,” said little Ida, “is there no one there to hiirt the flewers fér daneing in the
king’s castle?”

“No one knows anything abeut it,” said the student. “The old steward of the castle,
whe has to watch there at night, s@metimes coOmes in; but he carries a great bunch
of keys, and as seen as the flewers hear the keys rattle, they run and hide
themselves behind the long ciirtaing, and stand quite still, just peeping their
heads eut. Then the old steward says, ‘| smell flewers here,You but he cannot
see them.”

“Oh hew capital,” said little Ida, clapping hér hands. “Shouid | be able to see
these flewers?”

“Yes,” said the student, “mind you think of it the next time you go eut, no deust
you will see them, if you peep through the window. | did so to-day, and | saw a
long yellow lily lying stretched @ut on the sofa. She was a céurt lady.”

“Can the flewers from the Botanical Gardens go to these balls?” asked Ida. “It
is such a distange!”

“Oh yes,” said the student “whenever they like, fér they can fly. Have you not
seen those beautiful red, write. And yellow butterflies, that look like flewers?
They wére floawers onge. They have flown off their staks inte the air, and flap
their leaves as if they wére little wings to make them fly. Then, if they behave
well, they obtain p@rmission to fly abeut during the day, instead of being obliged
to sit still on their stems at home, and so in time their leaves becéme real wings.
It may be, hewever, that the flewers in the Botanical Gardens have never been
to the king’s palage, and, therefére, they know néthing of the merry deings at
night, which take plage there.

| will tell you what to de, and the botanical professor, whe lives close by here, will
be so surprised. You know him very well, de you not? Well, next time you go inte
his garden, you must tell one of the flewers that there is going to be a grand ball
at the castle, then that flewer will tell all the others, and they will fly away to the
castle ag s@en as possible. And when the professor waks inte hig garden, there
will not be a single flewer left. Hew he will wonder what hag becéme of them!”

“But hew can one flewer tell andther? Flewers cannot speak?”

“No, eértainly not,” replied the student; “but they can make signs. Have you not
often seen that wren the wind blows they nod at one anéther, and rustle all their
green leaves?”
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“Can the professor understand the sign$?” asked Ida.

“Yes, to be sure he can. He went one mérning inte his garden, and saw a stinging
nettle making signs with its leaves to a beautiful red carnation. It was saying, ‘You
are so pretty, | like you very much.You But the professor did not appreve 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
singe.”

“Oh hew funny!” said Ida, and she laughed.

“Hew can anyone put such notions inte a child’s head?” said a tiresdme lawyer,
whe had céme to pay a visit, and sat on the sofa. He did not like the student, and
wouid grumble when he saw him cutting eut droll 6r amusing pictures. SOmetimes
it wouid be a man hanging on a gibbet and heolding a heart in his hand as if he had
been stealing hearts. S6metimes it was an old witch riding through the air on a
breem and carrying hér husband on hé@r nose. But the lawyer did not like such
jokes, and he wouid say as he had just said, “Hew can anyone put such nonsense
inte a child’s head! What absfird fancies there are!”

But to little Ida, all these stéries wrich the student told hér abeut the flewers,
seemed very droll, and she théught over them a great deal. The flewers did hang
their heads, becauvse they had been danging all nignt, and wére very tired, and
most likely they wére ill. Then she took them inte the reem where a number of
toys lay on a pretty little table, and the whole of the table drawer besides was full of
beautiful things. Hér doll Sophy lay in the doll’s bed asleep, and little Ida said to
hér, “You must really get up Sophy, and be content to lie in the drawer to-night;
the péor flewers are ill, and they must lie in yéur bed, then pérhaps they will get
well again.” So she took the doll eut, vhe leoked quite cross, and said not a single
word, fér she was angry at being ttirned ®ut of hér bed. Ida plaged the flewers in
the doll’s bed, and drew the quilt over them.

Then she told them to lie quite still and be good, wrile she made s6me tea fér
them, so that they mignt be quite well and able to get up the next mérning. And
she drew the cllirtaing close reund the little bed, so that the sun might not shine in
their eyes. During the whole evening she cowd not help thinking of what the
student had told h&r. And befére she went to bed hérself, she was obliged to
peep behind the clirtaing inte the garden where all hér méther’s beautiful flewers
grew, hyacinths and tulips, and many others.
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Then she wrispered to them quite softly, “| know you are going to a ball to-nignt.”
But the flewers appeared as if they did not understand, and not a leaf meved,; still
Ida felt quite sure she knew all abeut it.

She lay awake a long time after she was in bed, thinking hew pretty it must be
to see all the beautiful flewers daneing in the king’s garden. “I wonder if my
flewers have really been there,” she said to hérself, and then she fell asleep.
In the nignt she awoke; she had been dreaming of the flewers and of the student,
as well as of the tiresdme lawyer whe feund fault with him. It was quite still in
Ida’s bedreem; the nignt-lamp biirnt on the table, and hér father and méther wére
asleep. “I wonder if my flewers are still lying in Sophy’s bed,” she théugt to
hérself; “how much | shoud like to know.” She raised hérself a little, and glancged
at the déor of the reem where all hér flewers and playthings lay; it was partly
open, and as$ she listened, it seemed as if séme one in the re@m was playing the
piano, but softly and mére prettily than she had ever befére h@ard it. “Now all the
flewers are g@rtainly danging in there,” she théugnt, “oh hew much | shoud like
to see them,” but she did not dare meve fér fear of distlirbing hér father and
mother. “If they woud only come in here,” she théught; but they did not coOme,
and the music continued to play so beautifully, and was so pretty, that she couid
resist no longer.

She crept sut of hér little bed, went softly to the déor and looked inte the reem.
Oh what a splendid sight there was to be sure! There was no night lamp biirning,
but the reem appeared quite light, fér the meen shone through the window upon
the fléor, and made it almost like day. all the hyacinths and tulips stood in twe
long rows dewn the reem, not a single flewer remained in the window, and the
flewer-pots wére all empty. The flewers wére danging graegefully on the fléor,
making tlirng and holding each other by their long green leaves as they swung
reund. At the piano sat a large yellow lily wrich little Ida was sure she had seen
in the summer, fér she remembered the student saying she was very much like
Miss Lina, one of Ida’s friends.

They all laughed at him then, but new it seemed to little Ida as if the tall, yellow
flewer was really like the young lady. She had just the same manners whrile
playing, bending hér long yellow fage from side to side, and nodding in time to the
beautiful music. Then she saw a large plrple crocus jump inte the middle of the
table where the playthings stood, go up to the doll’s bedstead and draw back the
clirtaing; there lay the sick flewers, but they got up directly, and nodded to the
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others as a sign that they wished to dange with them. The old rough doll, with
the broken meuth, steod up and bewed to the pretty flewers. They did not look
ill at all new, but jumped abeut and wére very merry, yet néne of them notiged little
Ida.

Presently it seemed as if something fell from the table. Ida looked that way, and
saw a slignt carnival rod jumping dewn amoéng the flewers as if it belonged to
them; it was, hewever, very smeeth and neat, and a little wax doll with a bréad
brimmed hat on h@r head, like the one wérn by the lawyer, sat upon it. The carnival
rod hopped abeut ameéng the flewers on its three red stilted feet, and stamped
quite leud whren it danced the Maziirka; the flewers cowd not perférm this danee,
they wére tee light to stamp in that manner.

All at onge the wax doll which rode on the carnival rod seemed to grow larger and

taller, and it tlirned reund and said to the paper flewers, “How can you put such
things in a child’s head? They are all feelish fangies;” and then the doll was
exactly like the ldwyer with the bréad brimmed hat, and looked as yellow and as
cross a$ he did; but the paper dolls struck him on hig thin legs, and he shrunk
up again and became quite a little wax doll. This was very amusing, and Ida cou/d
not help laughing. The carnival rod went on daneing, and the lawyer was obliged
to dange also. It was no use, he might make himself great and tall, 6r remain a little
wax doll with a large black hat; still he must dange.

Then at last the o6ther flewers interceded fér him, espegially those wvhe had lain
in the doll’s bed, and the carnival rod gave up his danging. At the same moment
a leud knocking was héard in the drawer, whrere Ida’s doll Sophy lay with many
other toys. Then the rough doll ran to the end of the table, laid himself flat dewn
upon it, and began to pull the drawer out a little way.

Then Sophy raised himself, and looked reund quite astonished, “There must be
a ball here to-nignt,” said Sophy. “Why did not sémebody tell me?”

“Will you dange with me?” said the rough doll.

“You are the right sért to dange with, ¢€rtainly,” said she, tlirning hér back upon
him.

Then she seated hérself on the edge of the drawer, and théugnt that pérhaps one
of the flewers woud ask hér to dange; but néne of them came. Then she coughed,
“Hem, hem, a-hem;” but fér all that not one came. The shabby doll new danced
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quite alone, and not very badly, after all. As néne of the flewers seemed to notice
Sophy, she let hérself dewn from the drawer to the fléor, so as to make a very
great noise. all the flewers came reund hér directly, and asked if she had hiirt
hérself, espegially those whe had lain in hér bed.

But she was not hiirt at all, and Ida’s flewers thanked hé&r fér the use of the nige
bed, and wére very kind to hér. They led hér inte the middle of the reem, where
the meen shone, and dancged with hér, wrile all the 6ther flewers férmed a ¢ircle
reund them. Then Sophy was very happy, and said they mignt keep hér bed;
she did not mind lying in the drawer at all. But the flewers thanked hé&r very
much, and said,—

“We cannot live long. To-morrow mérning 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 and be mére beautiful than ever.”

“No, you must not die,” said Sophy, as she kissed the flewers.

Then the déor of the re®@m opened, and a number of beautiful flewers danged in.
Ida courd not imagine where they couid coéme from, unless they wére the flewers
from the king’s garden. First came tw® |0vely roses, with little golden crewns on
their heads; these wére the king and queen. Beautiful stocks and carnations
followed, bewing to every one present. They had also music with them. Large
poppies and peonies had pea-shells fér instruments, and blew inte them till they
wére quite red in the fage. The bunches of blue hyaginths and the little white
snowdrops jingled their bell-like flewers, as if they wére real bells. Then came
many mére flewers: blue violets, plirple heart’'s-ease, daisies, and lilies of the
valley, and they all dancged together, and kissed each other. It was very beautiful
to behold.

At last the flewers wished each other good-nignt. Then little Ida crept back inte
hé&r bed again, and dreamt of all she had seen. When she arose the next mérning,
she went quickly to the little table, to see if the flewers wére still there. She drew
aside the clirtaing of the little bed. There they all lay, but quite faded; much mére
so than the day befére. Sophy was lying in the drawer whrere Ida had plaged hér;
but she looked very sleepy.

“De you remember what the flewers told you to say to me?” said little Ida. But
Sophy looked quite stupid, and said not a single word.
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“You are not kind at all,” said Ida; “and yet
they all danged with you.”

Then she took a little paper box, on which

wére painted beautiful birds, and laid the
dead flewers in it.

“This shall be yéur pretty coffin,” she
said; “and by and by, when my cousing
come to visit me, they shall help me to
bury you eut in the garden; so that next
summer you may grow up again mére beautiful than ever.”

Hér cousing wére twv@ good-tempered boys, whese names weére James and
Adolphus. Their father had given them each a bow and arrow, and they had
bréught them to show Ida. She told them abeut the péor flewers which wére
dead; and as seen as they obtained p@rmission, they went with hér to bury
them. The twe boys waked first, with their crossbows on their shoulders, and
little 1da followed, carrying the pretty box containing the dead flewers. They dug a
little grave in the garden. Ida kissed hér flewers and then laid them, with the box,
in the @arth. James and Adolphus then fired their crossbows over the grave, as
they had neither guns nér cannons.

¥

Little Tiny or Thumbelina

Hans Christian Andersen 1835

&EHERE was on¢e a woman whe wished very much to have a little child, but
she cou/d not obtain hé@r wish. At last she went to a fairy, and said, “I shoud
so very much like to have a little child; can you tell me where | can find one?”
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“Oh, that can be easily managed,” said the
fairy. “Here is a barleycérn of a different rl"-"'
kind to those wrich grow in the farmer’s '
fields, and wnich the chickens eat; put it
inte a flewer-pot, and see wrat will happen.”

“Thank you,” said the woman, and she
gave the fairy twelve shillings, wrich was
the price of the barleycérn . Then she went
home and planted it, and immediately there
grew up a large handséme flewer,
sémething like a tulip in appearange, but
with its leaves tigntly cloged as if it wére still
a bud. “It is a beautiful flewer,” said the woman, and she kissed the red and
golden-colored leaves, and wrile she did so the flewer opened, and she coud see
that it was a real tulip.

Within the flewer, upon the green velvet stamens, sat a very delicate and graceful
little maiden. She was scargely haf ag long as a thump, and they gave hér the
name of “Thumbelina,” ér Tiny, because she was so small. A walnut-shell,
elegantly polished, s@rved h&r féor a cradle; h@r bed was férmed of blue violet-
leaves, with a rose-leaf fér a ceunterpane. Here she slept at night, but during the
day she amused hérself on a table, where the woman had plaged a plateful of
water. Reund this plate wére wreaths of flewers with their stems in the water,
and upon it floated a large tulip-leaf, which s@rved Tiny fér a boat.

Here the little maiden sat and rowed hé@rself from side to side, with tw® &ars made
of white hoérse-hair. It really was a very pretty sight. Tiny cotnd, also, sing so softly
and sweetly that nothing like hér singing had ever befére been h@ard. One night,
while she lay in hér pretty bed, a large, ugly, wet toad crept through a broken pane
of glass in the window, and leaped rignt upon the table where Tiny lay sleeping
under h@r rose-leaf quilt. “What a pretty little wife this would make fér my sén,”
said the toad, and she took up the walnut-shell in which little Tiny lay asleep,
and jumped through the window with it inte the garden.

In the swampy margin of a bréad stream in the garden lived the toad, with hér
son. He was uglier even than his méther, and when he saw the pretty little
maiden in hér elegant bed, he cou/d only cry, “Croak, croak, croak.”



FABLES: HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

“Don’t speak so leud, 6r she will wake,” said the toad, “and then she might run
away, fér she is as light ag swan’s dewn. We will plage h@r on one of the water-
lily leaves ®ut in the stream; it will be like an island to hér, she is so light and small,
and then she cannot escape; and, wnile she is away, we will make haste and
prepare the state-reem under the marsh, in which you are to live when you are
married.”

Far eut in the stream grew a number of water-lilies, with bréad 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 eut to it with the walnut-
shell, in which little Tiny lay still asleep. The tiny little creature woke very @arly in
the mérning, and began to cry bitterly when she feund wrere she was, fér she
cou/d see nothing but water on every side of the large green leasf, and no way of
reaching the land. Meanwrile the old toad was very busy under the marsh,
decking hér reem with rushes and wild yellow flewers, to make it look pretty fér
hé&r new daughter-in-ldw. Then she swam eut with hér ugly sén to the leaf on
which she had placed péor little Tiny. She wanted to fetch the pretty bed, that
she mignt put it in the bridal chamber to be ready fér hér. The old toad bowed low
to hér in the water, and said, “Here is my son, he will be yéur husband, and you
will live happily in the marsh by the stream.”

“Croak, croak, croak,” was all hér sén coud say fér 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 coud not bear to think of living with the old
toad, and having hé@r ugly sén fér a husband. The little fishes, vh@ swam abeut in
the water beneath, had seen the toad, and h@ard wrat she said, so they lifted
their heads above the water to leok at the little maiden. As seen as they caught
sight of hér, they saw she was very pretty, and it made them very sorry to think
that she must go and live with the ugly toads.
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“No, it must never be!” so
they assembled together in
the water, reund the green
stk which held the leaf on
which the little maiden stood,
and gnawed it away at the reet W
with their teeth. Then the 4
leaf floated dewn the stream, 37
carrying Tiny far away eut of
reach of land.

Tiny sailed past many tewns,
and the little birds in the
bushes saw hér, and sang,
“What a lovely little creature;”
so the leaf swam away with
hér farther and farther, till it
bréught hér to other lands.

A graceful little white butterfly constantly flut-tered reund hér, and at last alighted
on the leaf. Tiny pleaged him, and she was glad of it, fér new the toad coud not
possibly reach hé@r, 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 hér girdle
and tied one end of it reund the butterfly, and the éther end of the ribbén she
fastened to the leaf, which new glided on much faster than ever, taking little Tiny
with it as she stood. Presently a large cockchafer flew by; the moment he caugnt
sight of hér, he seized hér reund hér delicate waist with his claws, and flew with
hér inte a tree. The green leaf floated away on the brook, and the butterfly flew
with it, fér he was fastened to it, and couid not get away.

On, hew frightened little Tiny felt when the cockchafer flew with hér to the tree!
But especially was she sorry fér the beautiful wehite butterfly wrich she had
fastened to the leaf, fér if he courd not free himself he wouid die of hunger. But the
cockchafer did not trouble himself at all abeut the matter. He seated himself by
hé&r side on a large green lesf, gave hér séme héney from the flewers to eat, and
told hér she was very pretty, though not in the least like a cockchafer. All the
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cockchafers tlirned up their feelers, and said, “She has only tve legs! Hew ugly
thatlooks.” “She has no feelers,” said another. “Hér waist is quite slim. Peeh!
she is like a human being.”

“Oh! She is ugly,” said all the lady cockchafers, although Tiny was very pretty.
Then the cockchafer whe had run away with hér, believed all the 6thers when
they said she was ugly, and wowd have néthing mére to say to hér, and told hér
she might go where she liked. Then he flew dewn with hér from the tree, and
plaged hér on a daisy, and she wept at the théught that she was so ugly that
even the cockchafers wouid have nothing to say to hér. And all the wrile she was
really the lOveliest creature that one coud imagine, and as tender and delicate as a
beautiful rose-leaf. During the whole summer p@or little Tiny lived quite alone in the
wide forest. She wove hérself a bed with blades of grass, and hung it up under a
bréad leaf, to protect hérself from the rain. She sucked the héney from the flewers
fér feed, and drank the dew from their leaves every mérning.

So passed away the summer and the autumn, and then came the winter,— the
long, cold winter. all the birds whe had sung to hér so sweetly wére flown away,
and the trees and the flewers had withered. The large clover lesf under the shelter
of which she had lived, was new rolled together and shrivelled up, néthing
remained but a yellow withered stak. She felt dreadfully cold, fér hér clothes wére
térn, and she was hérself so frail and delicate, that péor little Tiny was nearly
frozen to death.

It began to snow te@e; and the snow-flakes, as they fell upon hér, wére like a whole
shovelful falling upon one of us, fér we are tall, but she was only an inch high.
Then she wrapped hérself up in a dry leaf, but it cracked in the middle and courd
not keep h&r warm, and she shivered with cold. Near the wood in which she
had been living lay a cérn-field, but the cérn had been cut a long time; nothing
remained but the bare dry stubble standing up eut of the frozen greund. It was to
hér like struggling through a large wood. On! Hew she shivered with the cold. She
came at last to the déor of a field-meuse, whe had a little den under the cérn-
stubble. There dwelt the field-meuse in warmth and cémfort, with a whole reemful
of cérn, a kitchen, and a beautiful dining reem. Péor little Tiny stood befére the
déor just like a little beggar-girl, and begged fér a small piege of barley-cérn, fér
she had been witheut a mérsel to eat fér twe days.

“You p@or little creature,” said the field-meuse, vhe was really a good old field-
meuse, “cOme inté my warm reem and dine with me.” She was very pleased
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with Tiny, so she said, “You are quite welcOme to stay with me all the winter, if
you like; but you must keep my reems clean and neat, and tell me stéries, for |

shall like to hear them very much.” And Tiny did all the field-meuse asked hér,
and feund hérself very comfortable.

“We shall have a visitor seen,” said the field-meuse one day; “my neighbor pays
me a visit once a week. He is better off than | am; he has large reems, and
wears a beautiful black velvet coat. If you courd only have him fér a hugband, you
wouid be well prévided fér indeed. But he is blind, so you must tell him séme of
yOur prettiest stoéries.”

But Tiny did not feel at all interested abeut this neighbor, fér he was a mole.
Hewever, he came and paid his vigit dressed in hig black velvet coat.

“He is very rich and l@arned, and hig heuse is twenty times larger than mine,” said
the field-meuse.

He was rich and l@arned, no deust, but he always spoke slightingly of the sun and
the pretty flewers, because he had never seen them. Tiny was obliged to sing to
him, “Lady-bird, lady-bird, fly away home,” and many éther pretty songs. And
the mole fell in l6ve with h@r because she had such a sweet voige; but he said
nothing yet, fér he was very cautious. A shért time befére, the mole had dug a
long passage under the @arth, which led from the dwelling of the field-meuse to hig
own, and here she had p@rmission to wak with Tiny whenever she liked. But he
warned them not to be alarmed at the sight of a dead bird wrich lay in the passage.
It was a pérfect bird, with a beak and feathers, and cowd not have been dead
long, and was lying just where the mole had made his passage.

The mole took a piege of phosphoresgent wood in his meuth, and it glittered
like fire in the dark; then he went befére them to ligit them through the long, dark
passage. When they came to the spot where lay the dead bird, the mole pushed his
bréad nose through the geiling, the @arth gave way, so that there was a large
hole, and the daylight shone inte the passage. In the middle of the fléor lay a dead
swallow, his beautiful wings pulled close to his sides, his feet and his head drawn
up under his feathers; the péor bird had evidently died of the cold.

It made little Tiny very sad to see it, she did so ldve the little bﬁrd$; all the summer
they had sung and twittered fér hé@r so beautifully. But the mole pushed it aside
with his crooked legs, and said, “He will sing no mére new. Hew miserable it must
be to be bérn a little bird! | am thankful that néne of my children will ever be
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birds, fér they can de néthing but cry, ‘Tweet, tweet, and you always die of
hunger in the winter.”

“Yes, you may well say that, as a clever man!” exclaimed the field-meuse, “What
is the use of his twittering, fér when winter cobmes he must either starve ér be
frozen to death. Still birds are very high bred.”

Tiny said nothing; but wren the twe o6thers had tlirned their backs on the bird,
she steeped dewn and stroked aside the soft feathers which covered the head,
and kisseql the cloged eyelids. “Pérhaps this was the one whe sang to me so

sweetly in the summer,” she said; “and hew much pleasure it gave me, you dear,
pretty bird.”

The mole new stopped up the hole through which the daylight shone, and then
accompanied the lady home. But during the nignt Tiny coud not sleep; so she got
aut of bed and wove a large, beautiful carpet of hay; then she carried it to the
dead bird, and spread it over him; with séme dewn from the flewers which she
had feund in the field-meuse’s reem. It was as soft ag wool, and she spread
some of it on each side of the bird, so that he mignt lie warmly in the cold @arth.
“Farewell, you pretty little bird,” said she, “farewell; thank you fér yéur deligntful
singing during the summer, when all the trees wére green, and the warm sun
shone upon us.”

Then she laid hér head on the bird $ breast, but she was alarmed immediately,
fér it seemed as if sdbmething 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 restéred him to life. In @utumn, all the swallows fly away inte warm
countries, but if one happens to linger, the cold seizes it, it becomes frozen, and
falls dewn as if dead; it remains where it fell, and the cold snow cévers it. Tiny
trembled very much; she was quite frightened, fér the bird was large, a great deal
larger than hérself,—she was only an inch hign.

But she took courage, laid the wool mére thickly over the péor swallow, and then

took a leaf which she had used fér hér own ceunterpane, and laid it over the head
of the péor bird. The next mérning she again stole ®ut to see him. He was alive
but very weak; he coud only open his eyes fér a moment to leok at Tiny, vhe
stood by holding a piece of decayed wood in hér hand, fér she had no other
lant@rn. “Thank you, pretty little maiden,” said the sick swallow; “| have been so
nicely warmed, that | shall seen regain my strength, and be able to fly abeut
again in the warm sunshine.”
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“Oh,” said she, “it is cold eut of déors new; it snows and freezes. Stay in yéur
warm bed; | will take care of you.”

Then she bréugnt the swallow séme water in a flewer-lesf, and after he had drank,
he told hér that he had wounded one of his wings in a thérn-bush, and courd not
fly as fast as the others, whe wére seen far away on their jolirney to warm
countries. Then at last he had fallen to the @arth, and couid remember no mére,
nér hew he came to be where she had feund him. The whole winter the swallow
remained undergreund, and Tiny niirsed him with care and I6ve. Neither the mole
nér the field-meuse knew anything abeut it, fér they did not like swallows.

Very seen the spring time came, and the sun warmed the @arth. Then the swallow
bade farewell to Tiny, and she opened the hole in the ¢eiling which the mole had
made. The sun shone in upon them so beautifully, that the swallow asked hér if
she wouid go with him; she coud sit on his back, he said, and he wouid fly away
with hér inte the green woods. But Tiny knew it wouid make the field-meuse very
grieved if she left hér in that manner, so she said, “No, | cannot.”

“Farewell, then, farewell, you good, pretty little maiden,” said the swallow; and he
flew eut inte the sunshine.

Tiny looked after him, and the tears rose in hér cyes. She was very fond of the
p&or swallow.

“Tweet, tweet,” sang the bird, as he flew eut inte the green woods, and Tiny
felt very sad. She was not allewed to go eut inte the warm sunshine. The cérn
which had been sown in the field over the heuse of the field-meuse had grown up
high inte the air, and férmed a thick wood to Tiny, whe was only an inch in height.

“You are going to be married, Tiny,” said the field-meuse. “My neighbor has asked
fér you. Wrat good fértune fér a pdor child like you. New we will prepare yéur
wedding clothes. They must be both woollen and linen. Néthing must be
wanting when you are the mole’s wife.”

Tiny had to tlirn the spindle, and the field-meuse hired féur spiders, whe wére to
weave day and night. Every evening the mole visited h&r, and was céntinually
speaking of the time when the summer wouid be over. Then he wowd keep his
wedding-day with Tiny; but new the heat of the sun was so great that it blirned
the @arth, and made it quite hard, like a stone. As seen, as the summer was over,
the wedding shouid take plage.
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But Tiny was not at all pleased; fér she did not like the tiresdme mole. Every
mérning when the sun rose, and every evening when it went dewn, she woud
creep out at the déor, and as the wind blew aside the ears of cérn, so that she
cou/d see the blue sky, she théught hew beautiful and bright it seemed eut there,
and wished so much to see hér dear swallow again. But he never retiirned; fér
by this time he had flown far away inte the l6vely green forest.

When autumn arrived, Tiny had hé@r eutfit quite ready; and the field-meuse said to
hér, “In féur weeks the wedding must take plage.”

Then Tiny wept, and said she wou/d not marry the disagreeable mole.

“Nonsense,” replied the field-meuse. “Now don’t be obstinate, 6r | shall bite you
with my write teeth. He i$ a very handséme mole; the queen hérself dées not
wear more beautiful velvets and flrs. Hig kitchen and ¢ellars are quite full. You
6ught to be very thankful fér such good fértune.”

So the wedding-day was fixed, on which the mole was to fetch Tiny away to live
with him, deep under the @arth, and never again to see the warm sun, because
he did not like it. The péor child was very unhappy at the théught of saying farewell
to the beautiful sun, and as the field-meuse had given hé@r p@rmission to stand at
the déor, she went to 0ok at it onge mére.

“Farewell brignt sun,” she cried, stretching ®ut hér arm towards it; and then she
waked a shért distange from the heuse; fér the cérn had been cut, and only the
dry stubble remained in the fields. “Farewell, farewell,” she repeated, twining hér
arm reund a little red flewer that grew just by hér side. “Greet the little swallow
from me, if you shou/d see him again.”

“Tweet, tweet,” seunded over hér head suddenly. She looked up, and there
was the swallow himself flying close by. As seen as he spied Tiny, he was
delignted; and then she told him hew unwilling she felt to marry the ugly mole,
and to live always beneath the @arth, and never to see the bright sun any mére.
And as she told him she wept.

“Cold winter is céoming,” said the swallow, “and | am going to fly away inte
warmer countries. Will you go with me? You can sit on my back, and fasten
yOurself on with yéur sash. Then we can fly away from the ugly mole and his
gleemy reems,—far away, over the meuntaing, inteé warmer countries, where the
sun shines mére brightly—than here; where it is always summer, and the flewers
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bleem in greater beauty. Fly new with me, dear little Tiny; you saved my life when
| lay frozen in that dark passage.”

“Yes, | will go with you,” said Tiny; and she seated hérself on the bird’s back,
with hér feet on his sutstretched wings, and tied hér girdle to one of hig strongest
feathers.

Then the swallow rose in the air, and flew over forest and over sea, high abéve
the highest meuntaing, coévered with etérnal snow. Tiny wouid have been frozen in
the cold air, but she crept under the bird’s warm feathers, keeping hér little head
uncovered, so that she mignt admire the beautiful lands over which they passed.
At length they reached the warm countries, where the sun shines brigntly, and the
sky seems so much higher above the @arth

Here, on the hedges, and by the wayside, grew plirple, green, and white grapes;
lemons and oranges hung from trees in the woods; and the air was fragrant with
myrtleg and orange blosséms. Beautiful children ran along the country lanes,
playing with large gay butterflies; and as the swallow flew farther and farther,
every place appeared still mére l0vely.

At last they came to a blue lake, and by the side of it, shaded by trees of the
deepest green, stood a palage of dazzling white marble, built in the olden times.
Vines clustered reund its lofty pillars, and at the top w&re many swallows’ nests,
and one of these was the home of the swallow whe carried Tiny.

“This is my heuse,” said the swallow; “but it wouid not de fér you to live there—
you wouid not be cémfortable. You must cheese fér yéurself one of those lovely
flewers, and | will put you dewn upon it, and then you shall have everything that
you can wish to make you happy.”

“That will be deligntful,” she said, and clapped hér little hands fér joy.

A large marble pillar lay on the greund, whrich, in falling, had been broken inte
three pieces. Between these pieges grew the most beautiful large white
flewers; so the swallow flew dewn with Tiny, and plaged h@r on one of the bréad
leaves. But hew surprised she was to see in the middle of the flewer, a tiny little
man, a$ white and trangparent as if he had been made of crystal! He had a gold
crewn on his head, and delicate wings at his shoulders, and was$ not much larger
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than Tiny hérself. He was
the angel of the flewer; fér a
tiny man and a tiny woman
dwell in every flewer; and this
was the king of them all.

“On, hew beautiful he is!”
whispered Tiny to the swallow.

The little pringe was at first
quite frightened at the bird,
whe was like a giant,
compared to such a delicate little creature as himself; but when he saw Tiny, he
was delighted, and théugnt hér the prettiest little maiden he had ever seen.

He took the gold crewn from hig head, and plaged it on hérs, and asked hér name,
and if she wouid be his wife, and queen over all the flewers.

This cértasinly was a very different sért of husband to the sén of a toead, 6r the
mole, with my black velvet and fiiir; so she said, “Yes,” to the handséme pringe.
Then all the flewers opened, and eut of each came a little lady 6r a tiny lérd, all
so pretty it was quite a pleasure to l0ok at them. Each of them bréugnt 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 mignt fly
from flewer to flewer.

Then there was much rejoiging, and the little swallow whe sat above them, in
his nest, was asked to sing a wedding song, which he did as well as he couid; but
in his heart he felt sad fér he was very fond of Tiny, and wourd have likegd never to
part from hér again.

“You must not be called Tiny any mére,” said the spirit of the flewers to hér. “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 inte@ Denmark. There he had a nest over the window of a
heuse in which dwelt the writer of fairy tales. The swallow sang, “Tweet, tweet,”
and from his song came the whole stéry.
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The Travelling Companion

Hans Christian Andersen 1835

POOR Jonn was very sad; fér his father was so ill, he had no hope of his

recovery. John sat alone
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with the sick man in the little
reem, and the lamp had nearly
blirnt eut; fér it was late in the
Night’.

“You have been a good soén,
Jonn,” said the sick father, “and
God will help you on in the
world.” He looked at him, as he “#2:
spoke, with mild, @arnest eyes,

drew a deep sigh, and died; yet it appeared a$ if he still slept.

Jonn wept bitterly. He had no one in the wide world new; neither father, méther,
bréther, nér sister. Péor Jonn! He knelt dewn by the bed, kissed his dead father’s
hand, and wept many, many bitter tears. But at last hig eyes closed, and he fell
asleep with his head resting against the hard bedpost.

Then he dreamed a strange dream; he théught he saw the sun shining upon him,
and his father alive and well, and even h@ard him laughing as he used to de when
he was very happy. A beautiful girl, with a golden crewn on hér head, and long,
shining hair, gave him hér hand; and his father said, “See wrat a bride you have
won. She is the l6veliest maiden on the whole @arth.” Then he awoke, and all the
beautiful things vanished befére his eyes, his father lay dead on the bed, and he
was all alone. Péor Jonn!

During the following week the dead man was buried. The sén walked behind the
coffin which céntained his father, vhem he so dearly l6ved, and wouid never
again behold. He h&ard the @arth fall on the coffin-lid, and watched it till only a
cérner remained in sight, and at last that also disappeared. He felt as if his heart
wouid break with its weight of sorrow, till those whe stood reund the grave sang a
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psaim, and the sweet, holy tones bréught tears inte his eyes, wrich relieved him.
The sun shone brigntly dewn on the green trees, as if it woud say, “You must not
be so sorrowful, Jonn. De you see the beautiful blue sky abéve you? Yoéur father
is up there, and he prays to the léving Father of all, that you may de well in the
future.”

“I will always be good,” said Jonn, “and then | shall go to be with my father in
heaven. What joy it will be when we see each other again! Hew much | shall
have to relate to him, and hew many things he will be able to explain to me of the
delignts of heaven, and teach me a$ he onge did on @arth. On, what joy it will be!”

He pictured it all so plainly to himself, that he smiled even while the tears ran
dewn his cheeks.

The little birds in the chestnut-trees twittered, “Tweet, tweet;” they wére so
happy, although they had seen the funeral; but they seemed as if they knew that
the dead man was new in heaven, and that he had wings much larger and mére
beautiful than their own; and he was happy new, because he had been good
here on @arth, and they wére glad of it. Jonn saw them fly away eut of the green
trees inte the wide world, and he longed to fly with them; but first he cut eut a
large wooden cross, to plage on his father’s grave; and when he bréught it there
in the evening, he feund the grave decked eut with gravel and flewers. Strangers
had déne this; they vhe had known the good old father vhe was new dead, and
whe had léved him very much.

Early the next mérning, Jonn package up his little bundle of clothes, and plaged all
his méney, which consisted of fifty dollars and a few shillings, in his girdle; with
this he det@rmined to try his fértune in the world. But first he went inte the
chiirchyard; and, by his father’s grave, he offered up a prayer, and said,
“Farewell.”

As he passed througn the fields, all the flewers looked fresh and beautiful in the
warm sunshine, and nodded in the wind, as if they wished to say, “Welcéme to
the green wood, where all is fresh and brignt.”

Then Jonn tlirned to have one mére 00k at the old chiirch, in which he had been
christened in hig infangy, and where hig father had taken him every Sunday to hear
the s@rvige and join in singing the psaims. As he looked at the old tewer, 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. Jonn nodded
farewell to him, and the little ringer waved his red cap, laid his hand on his heart,



FABLES: HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

and kissed his hand to him a great many times, to show that he felt kindly towards
him, and wished him a prosperous jolirney.

Jonn céntinued his jolirney, and théugnt of all the wonderful things he shouid see
in the large, beautiful world, till he feund himself farther away from home than
ever he had been befére. He did not even know the names of the places he
passed through, and could scargely understand the language of the people he met,
fér he was far away, in a strange land.

The first night he slept on a haystack, eut in the fields, fér there was no other
bed fér him; but it seemed to him so nige and comfortable that even a king need
not wish fér a better. The field, the brook, the haystack, with the blue sky abéve,
férmed a beautiful sleeping-reem. The green grass, with the little red and whrite
flewers, was the carpet; the elder-bushes and the hedges of wild roses looked
like garlands on the walls; and fér a bath he courd have the clear, fresh water of
the breok; wrile the rushes bewed their heads to him, to wish him goed mérning
and good evening. The meen, like a large lamp, hung high up in the blue ¢eiling,
and he had no fear of its setting fire to his clirtaing. Jonn slept here quite safely all
night; and when he awoke, the sun was up, and all the little b?rd$ weére singing reund
him, “Goeod mérning, good mérning. are you not up yet?”

It was Sunday, and the bells wére ringing fér chiirch. As the people went in, Jomn

followed them; he h@ard God’s werd, joined in singing the psaims, and listened to
the preacher. It seemed to him just as if he wére in his own chiirch, where he
had been ctristened, and had sung the psaims with his father. eut in the
chiirchyard wére several graves, and on séme of them the grass had grown very
high. Jonn théught of hig father’s grave, which he knew at last wouid look like
these, as he was not there to weed and attend to it. Then he set to werk, pulled
up the high grass, raised the wooden crosses which had fallen dewn, and
replaged the wreaths which had been blown away from their plages by the wind,
thinking all the time, “P&rhaps séme one is deing the same fér my father’s grave,
as | am not thereto de it ”

Outside the chiirch déor stood an old beggar, leaning on his crutch. Jonn gave
him his silver shillings, and then he continued his jolirney, feeling lighter and
happier than ever. Towards evening, the weather became very stérmy, and he
hastened on as quickly as he couid, to get shelter; but it was quite dark by the
time he reached a little lonely chiirch which stood on a hill. “I will go in here,” he
said, “and sit dewn in a cérner; fér | am quite tired, and want rest.”
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So he went in, and seated himself; then he folded his hands, and offered up his
evening prayer, and was$ seen fast asleep and dreaming, while the thunder rolled
and the lightning flashed witheut. When he awoke, it was still night; but the stérm
had ¢eased, and the meen shone in upon him through the windows. Then he saw
an open coffin standing in the gentre of the chiirch, which céntained a dead man,
waiting fér burial. Jonn was not at all timid; he had a good conseienge, and he
knew also that the dead can never injtire any one. It is living wicked men whe de
harm to 6thers. Twe such wicked pérséns stood new by the dead man, whe had
been bréught to the chiirch to be buried. Their evil intentidns wére to throw the
péor dead body eutside the chiirch déor, and not leave him to rest in his coffin.

“Why de you de this?” asked John, when he saw what they wére going to de; “it
is very wicked. Leave him to rest in peage, in Christ’s name.”

“Nonsense,” replied the twe dreadful men. “He has cheated us; he owed us méney
which he cowd not pay, and new he is dead we shall not get a penny; so we mean
to have @ur revenge, and let him lie like a dog eutside the chiirch déor.”

“I have only fifty dollars,” said Jonn, “it is all | possess in the world, but | will give it
to you if you will promise me faithfully to leave the dead man in peace. | shall be
able to get on witheut the moéney; | have strong and healthy limss, and God will
always help me.”

“Why, of céurse,” 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 fér 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 areund him he couid see
the prettiest little elves daneging in the meenlignt, which shone through the trees.
They wére not distlirbed by his appearanege, fér they knew he was good and
harmless amoéng men. They are wicked people only whe can never obtain a glimpse
of fairies. S6me of them wére not taller than the breadth of a finger, and they
wore golden combss in their long, yellow hair. They wére rocking themselves tve

together on the large dew-drops with which the leaves and the high grass wére
sprinkled.

Soémetimes the dew-drops wouid roll away, and then they fell dewn 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
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songs, and Jonn remembered that he had l@arnt those pretty songs when he was
a little boy. Large speckled spiders, with silver crewns on their heads, wére
employed to spin suspension bridges and palag¢es from one hedge to another, and
when the tiny drops fell upon them, they glittered in the meenlight like shining
glass. This coéntinued till sunrise. Then the little elves crept inte the flewer-buds,

and the wind seized the bridges and palages, and fluttered them in the air like
cobwebs.

As Jonn left the woeod, a strong man’s voige called after him, “Hallo, comrade,
where are You travelling?”

“Into the wide world,” he replied; “| am only a péor lad, | have neither father nér
mother, but God will help me.”

“| am going inte the wide world also,” replied the stranger; “shall we keep each
other company?”

“With all my heart,” he said, and so they went on together. Seen they began to
like each Other very much, fér they wére both good; but Jorn feund eut that the
stranger was much mére clever than himself. He had travelled all over the werld,
and couid 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 h@r back a bundle of firewood, which she
had collected in the forest; h@r apréon was tied reund it, and Jonn saw three great
stems of f@érn and séme willow twigs peeping ®ut. Just as she came close up to
them, hér foot slipped and she fell to the greund screaming leudly; péor old
woman, she had broken hér leg! Jonn préposed directly that they shouid carry
the old woman home to hé&r cottage; but the stranger opened his knapsack and
took eut a box, in which he said he had a salve that woud quickly make hér leg
well and strong again, so that she wouid be able to wak home hérself, as if hér
leg had never been broken. And all that he wouid ask in retlirn was the three
férn stems which she carried in hér aprén.

“That is rather te® high a prige,” said the old woman, nodding hér head quite
strangely. She did not seem at all inclined to part with the férn stems. Hewever,
it was not very agreeable to lie there with a broken leg, so she gave them to him;
and such was the pewer of the ointment, that no seener had he rubbed hér leg
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with it than the old méther rose up and walked even better than she had déne
befére. But then this wénderful ointment couid not be béught at a chemist’s.

“What can you want with those three férn rods?” asked Jomn of his fellow-
traveller.

“Oh, they will make capital breems,” said he; “and | like them because | have
strange whims sémetimes.” Then they waked on together fér a long distange.

“Hew dark the sky is becéming,” said Jonn; “and leok at those thick, heavy
cleuds.”

“Those are not cleuds,” replied his fellow-traveller; “they are meuntaing, large
lofty meuntaing on the tops of which we shouid be abéve the cleuds, in the pure,
free air. Believe me, it i$ deligntful to as¢end so high, tomorrow we shall be
there.” But the meuntasing wére not so near as they appeared; they had to travel
a whole day befére they reached them, and pass through black forests and piles
of rock as large as a tewn. The jolirney had been so fatiguing that Jorn and his
fellow-traveller stopped to rest at a roadside inn, so that they mignt gain strength
fér their jolirney on the morrow. In the large public reem of the inn a great many
pérsons wére assembled to see a comedy perférmed by dolls.

The showman had just erected his little theatre, and the people wére sitting reund
the reem to witness the perférmanege. Right in frént, in the very best plage, sat a
steut butcher, with a great bull-dog by his side vh© seemed very much inclined
to bite. He sat staring with all his eyes, and so indeed did every one else in the
reem. And then the play began. It was a pretty pie¢e, with a king and a queen
in it, vhe sat on a beautiful throne, and had gold crewns on their heads. The traing
to their dresses wére very long, accérding to the fashion; whrile the prettiest of
wooden dolls, with glass eyes and large mustaches, stood at the déors, and
opened and shut them, that the fresh air might cobme inte the reem. It was a very
pleasant play, not at all méurnful; but just as the queen stood up and waiked
across the stage, the great bull-dog, whe shouid have been held back by his
master, made a spring férward, and caught the queen in the teeth by the slender
wrist, so that it snapped in twe.

This was a very dreadful disaster. The pdor man, vhe was exhibiting the dolls,
was much annoyed, and quite sad abeut his queen; she was the prettiest doll
he had, and the bull-dog had broken hé&r head and shoulders off. But after all the
people wére gone away, the stranger, vhe came with Jonn, said that he couid seen
set hér to rights. And then he bréught ®ut his box and rubbed the doll with séme of
the salve with which he had cured the old woman when she broke hér leg. As
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seen as this was done the doll’s back became quite right again; hér head and
shoulders wére fixed on, and she coud even meve hér limps hérself: there was
new no occasion to pull the wires, fér the doll acted just like a living creature,
exg¢epting that she coud not speak. The man to whem the show belonged was
quite delighted at having a doll whe couid dange of hérself witheut being pulled by
the wires; ndne of the éther dolls couid de this.

During the nignt, when all the people at the inn wére gone to bed, séme one was
h@ard to sigh so deeply and painfully, and the sighing continued fér so long a time,
that every one got up to see what couid be the matter. The showman went at onge
to his little theatre and feund that it progeeded from the dolls, whe all lay on the
fldor sighing piteously, and staring with their glass eyes; they all wanted to be
rubbed with the ointment, so that, like the queen, they mignt be able to meve of
themselves. The queen threw hérself on hér knees, took off hér beautiful crewn,

and, holding it in hér hand, cried, “Take this from me, but de rub my husband and
his céurtiers.”

The péor man whe owned the theatre coud scargely refrain from weeping; he was
so sorry that he coud not help them. Then he immediately spoke to John’s
comrade, and promisedl him all the méney he might regeive at the next evening’s
perférmange, if he woud only rub the ointment on féur &r five of his dolls. But the
fellow-traveller said he did not require anything in retlirn, exeepting the swérd
which the showman wére by his side.

As seen as he received the swbrd he anointed six of the dolls with the ointment,
and they wére able immediately to dange so gragefully that all the living girls in
the reem coud not help joining in the dange. The coachman danged with the
cook, and the waiter with the chamber maids, and all the strangers joined; even
the tongs and the fire-shdvel made an attempt, but they fell dewn after the first
jump. So after all it was a very merry night.

The next mérning Jonn and his cémpanién left the inn to continue their jolirney
through the great pine-forests and over the high meuntaing. They arrived at last at
such a great heignt that tewns and villages lay beneath them, and the chiirch
steeples looked like little specks between the green trees. They couid see fér
miles reund, far away to plages they had never visited, and John sdw mére of the
beautiful world than he had ever known befére. The sun shone brigntly in the blue
firmament abéve, and through the clear meuntasin air came the seund of the
huntsman’s hérn, and the soft, sweet notes bréught tears inte his eyes, and he
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cou/d not help exclaiming, “Hew good and léving 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 weod and the
tewns bathed in the warm sunshine. At this moment there seunded over their
heads sweet music. They looked up, and discovered a large white swan hovering
in the air, and singing as never bird sang befére. But the song seen became
weaker and weaker, the bird’s head dreeped, and he sunk slowly dewn, 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 méney. | will take them with me. You see new that a swérd will be
very useful.”

So he cut off the wings of the dead swan with one blow, and carried them away
with him.

They new continued their jolirney over the meuntaing fér many miles, till they at
length reached a large ¢ity, containing hundreds of tewers, that shone in the
sunshine like silver. In the midst of the ¢ity stood a splendid marble palage, reefed
with pure red gold, in which dwelt the king. Jorn and his cémpanién wourd not go
inte the tewn immediately; so they stopped at an inn ®utside the tewn, to change
their clothes; fér they wished to appear respectable as they walked through the

streets. The landlérd told them that the king was a very good man, whe never
injred any one: but as to his daugnter, “Heaven defend us!”

She was indeed a wicked pringess. She possessed beauty enough—nobody
couid be mére elegant or prettier than she was; but wrat of that? fér she was a
wicked witch; and in consequenge of hér conduct many neble young pringes had
lost their lives. Any one was at liberty to make hér an offer; wére he a pringe 6r a
beggar, it mattered not to hér. She wouid ask him to guess three things wrich
she had just théugnt of, and if he succeed, he was to marry hér, and be king over
all the land when hér father died; but if he cowd not guess these three things,
then she érdered him to be hanged ér to have his head cut off.

The old king, hér father, was very much grieved at h&r conduct, but he couid not
prevent hé@r from being so wicked, because he onge said he wouid have néthing
mére to de with hér lovers; she mignt de as she pleased. Each pringe vhe came
and tried the three guesses, so that he mignt marry the pringess, had been
unable to find them eut, and had been hanged ér beheaded. They had all been
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warned in time, and might have left h@r alone, if they wouid. The old king became at
last so distressed at all these dreadful ¢ircumstanges, that fér a whole day every
year he and his soldiers knelt and prayed that the pringess might become good;
but she continued as wicked as ever. The old women whe drank brandy woud
color it quite black befére they drank it, to show hew they méurned; and wrat
mére cou/d they de?

“What a horrible pringess!” said Jonn; “she éught to be well flogged. If | wére the old
king, | wouid have hér punished in séme way.”

Just then they héard the people eutside sheuting, “Hurrah!” and, leoking eut,
they saw the pringess passing by; and she was really so beautiful that
everybody forgot h@r wickedness, and sheuted “Hurrah!” Twelve l6vely maidens
in white silk dresses, holding golden tulips in their hands, rode by hér side on coal-
black hérses. The pringess hérself had a snow-wehite steed, decked with
diaménds and rubies.. Hér dress was of cloth of gold, and the whip she held in
hér hand looked like a $. The golden crewn on hér head glittered like the stars of
heaven, and h&r mantle was férmed of theusands of butterflies’ wings sewn
together. Yet she hérself was mére beautiful than all.

When John saw hér, his fagce became as red as a drop of blééd, and he coud
scargely utter a word. The pringess l0oked exactly like the beautiful lady with the
golden crewn, of vhem he had dreamed on the nignt his father died. She appeared
to him so l6vely that he couid not help l6ving hér.

“It couid not be true,” he théugnt, “that she was really a wicked witch, whe érdered
people to be hanged ér beheaded, if they cowd not guess hér théugnts. Every one
has p@rmission to go and ask hér hand, even the péorest beggar. | shall pay a
visit to the palage,” he said; “I must go, fér | cannot help myself.”

Then they all advised him not to attempt it; fér he woud be sure to share the same
fate as the rest. His fellow-traveller also tried to p@rsuade him against it; but Jonn
seemed quite sure of sucgess. He brushed his shees and his coat, washed his

fage and his hands, comped his soft flaxen hair, and then went eut alone inte the
tewn, and waiked to the palage.



FABLES: HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

“Céme in,” said the king, ag Jonn i

knocked at the déor. Jonn opened it, ." e
and the old king, in a dressing Ml ;
gewn and embroidered slippers,
came towards him. He had the

crewn on his head, carried his
sceptre in one hand, and the érb in
the other.

“Wait a bit,” said he, and he if
plaged the &rb under hig arm, so 1
that he could offer the 6ther hand i1}
to John; but when he feund that &ith
John was anéther suitor, he
began to weep so violently, that %
both the seeptre and the 6rb fell to
the fléor, and he was obliged to
wipe his eyes with his dressing
gewn. Péor old king! “Let hér
alone,” he said; “you will fare ag badly as all the 6thers. Come, | will show you.”

Then he led him eut inte the pringess’s pleasure gardens, and there he saw a
frigntful signt. On every tree hung three ér féur king’s séns whe had weeed the
pringess, 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
inte the garden. All the flewers wére suppérted by human bones instead of sticks,
and human skulls in the flewer-pots grinned horribly. It was really a doleful garden
fér a princess. “De you see all this?” said the old king; “yéur fate will be the same
as those whe are here, therefére de not attempt it. You really make me very
unhappy,—I take these things to heart so very much.”

Jonn kissed the good old king’s hand, and said he was sure it wouid be all rigt,
fér he was quite enchanted with the beautiful pringess. Then the pringess
hérself came riding inte the palage yard with all hér ladies, and he wished hér
“Good mérning.” She looked wonderfully fair and lévely when she offered hér
hand to Jonn, and he l6ved h@r mére than ever. Hew cou/d she be a wicked witch,
as all the people ass@rted? He accompanied hér inte the hall, and the little pages
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offered them gingerbread nuts and sweetmeats, but the old king was so unhappy
he cou/d eat néthing, and besides, gingerbread nuts wére te® hard fér him.

It was decgided that Jonn shouid coéme to the palage the next day, when the judges
and the whole of the counsellors woud be present, to try if he couid guess the first
riddle. If he sucgeeded, he wouid have to cdéme a second time; but if not, he wouid
lese hig life,—and no one had ever been able to guess even one. Hewever, Jonn
was not at all anxious abeut the result of his trial; on the contrary, he was very
merry. He théugnt only of the beautiful pringess, and believed that in séme way
he showd have help, but hew he knew not, and did not like to think abeut it; so he
danc¢ed along the high-road as he went back to the inn, wrere he had left his fellow-
traveller waiting fér him.

John couid not refrain from telling him hew gragious the pringess had been, and
hew beautiful she looked. He longed fér the next day so much, that he might go
to the palage and try his luck at guessing the riddles. But his comrade shook his
head, and looked very méurnful. “I de so wish you to de well,” said he; “we mignht
have continued together much longer, and new | am likely to l@se you; you péor
dear Jonn! | couid shed tears, but | 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, shall be able to weep undistiirbed.”

It was very quickly known ameéng the inhabitants of the tewn that anéther suitor
had arrived fér the pringess, and there was great sorrow in consequencge. The
theatre remained closed, the women whe sold sweetmeats tied crape reund the
sugar-sticks, and the king and the priests wére on their knees in the chiirch.
There was a great lamentation, fér no one expected Jonn to sucgeed better than
those vhe had been suitors befére.

In the evening Jonn’s comrade prepared a large bowl! of punch, and said, “New let
us be merry, and drink to the health of the pringess.” But after drinking twe
glasses, John became so sleepy, that he cou/d not keep his eyes open, and fell
fast asleep. Then his fellow-traveller lifted him gently eut of his chair, and laid
him on the bed; and as seen as it was quite dark, he took the twe large wings
which he had cut from the dead swan, and tied them firmly to his own shoulders.
Then he put inte his pocket the largest of the three rods which he had obtained
from the old woman whe had fallen and broken hér leg. this he opened the
window, and flew away over the tewn, straignt towards the palage, and seated

himself in a cérner, under the window whrich looked inte the bedreem of the
pringess.
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The tewn was pérfectly still when the clocks struck a quarter to twelve. Presently
the window opened, and the pringess, whe had large black wings to hér
shoulders, and a long white mantle, flew away over the e¢ity towards a hign
meuntain. The fellow-traveller, vh@ had made himself invisible, so that she cou/d
not possibly see him, flew after hér through the air, and whipped the pringess with
his rod, so that the blédd came whenever he struck hér. ah, it was a strange flight
through the air! The wind caught h&r mantle, so that it spread @ut on all sides, like
the large sail of a ship, and the meen shone through it. “Hew it hails, to be sure!”
said the pringess, at each blow she received from the rod; and it s@rved hér right
to be whipped.

At last she reached the side of the meuntain, and knockegl. The meuntain opened
with a noise like the roll of thunder, and the pringess went in. The traveller followed
h&r; no one cowd see him, as he had made himself invisible. They went through a
long, wide passage. A theusand gleaming spiders ran here and there on the walls,
causing them to glitter as if they wére illuminated with fire. They next entered a
large hall built of silver and gold. Large red and blue flewers shone on the walls,
looking like sunflewers in size, but ne one coud dare to pluck them, fér the stems
were hideous poisonous snakes, and the flewers wére flames of fire, darting ®ut of
their jaws. Shining glow-werms covered the ¢eiling, and sky-blue bats flapped
their trangparent wings.

Altogether the plage had a frigntful appearange. In the middle of the fléor stood a
throne suppérted by féur skeleton hérses, whese harness had been made by
fiery-red spiders. The throne itself was made of milk-white glass, and the
cushions were little black mige, each biting the other’s tail. Over it hung a canopy
of rose-colored spider's webs, spotted with the prettiest little green flieg, wrich
sparkled like pregious stones. On the throne sat an old magig¢ian with a crewn on
his ugly head, and a se¢eptre in hig hand. He kissed the pringess on the forenead,
seated hér by his side on the splendid throne, and then the music commenged.

Great black grasshoppers played the meuth érgan, and the ®ewl struck hérself on
the body instead of a drum.

It was altogether a ridiculous congért. Little black goblins with false lights in their
caps danged abeut the hall; but no one courd see the traveller, and he had plaged
himself just behind the throne where he couid see and hear everything. The
cOurtiers whe came in afterwards looked noble and grand; but any one with
common sense could see whrat they really wére, only breemsticks, with cabbages
fér heads. The magigian had given them life, and dressed them in embroidered
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robes. It answered very well, as they wére only wanted féor show. There had
been a little danging, the pringess told the magician that she had a new suitor,

and asked him wrat she couid think of fér the suitor to guess when he came to the
castle the next mérning.

“Listen to what | say,” said the magi¢ian, “you must cheese sémething very easy,
he is less likely to guess it then. ink of one of yéur shees, he will never imagine it
is that. Then cut his head off, and mind you de not forget to bring hig eyes with
you to-morrow night, that | may eat them.”

The prineess clrtsied low, and said she wouid not forget the eyes.

The magigian then opened the meuntasin and she flew home again, but the
traveller followed and flogged hér so much with the rod, that she sighed quite
deeply abeut the heavy hail-stérm, and made ag much haste as she coud to get
back to hér bedreem through the window. The traveller then retiirned to the inn
where Jonn still slept, took off his wings and laid dewn on the bed, fér he was very
tired. arly in the mérning Jonn awoke, and when his fellow-traveller got up, he said
that he had a very wénderful dream abeut the pringess and hér shee, he
therefére advised Jonn to ask hér if she had not théugnt of hér shee. Of céurse the
traveller knew this from what the magigian in the meuntain had said.

“I may as well say that as anything,” said John. “Perhaps yéur dream may come true;
still I will say farewell, fér if | guess wrong | shall never see you again.”

Then they embraced each other, and Jonn went inte the tewn and walked to the
palage. The great hall was full of people, and the judges sat in arm-chairs, with
eider-dewn cushions to rest their heads upon, becauvse they had so much to
think of. The old king stood near, wiping his eyes with his write pocket-
handkerchief. When the pringess entered, she l00ked even mére beautiful than
she had appeared the day befére, and greeted every one present most gragefully;
but to John she gave hér hand, and said, “Goeod mérning to you.”

New came the time fér Jonn to guess wrat she was thinking of; and oh, hew kindly
she looked at him as she spoke. But when he uttered the single word shee, she
tlirned as pale as a ghost; all hér wisdém couid not help hér, fér he had guessed
rightly. On, hew pleased the old king was! It was quite amusing to see hew he
capered abeut. all the people clapped their hands, both on his acceunt and
John’s, whe had guessed rigntly the first time. His fellow-traveller was glad also,
when he h@ard hew sucgessful Jonn had been. But Jonn folded his hands, and
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thanked God, vhe, he felt quite sure, wouid help him again; and he knew he had
to guess twige mére.

The evening passed pleasantly like the one pre¢eding. While Jonn slept, his
companion flew behind the pringess to the meuntain, and flogged hér even harder
than befére; this time he had taken twe rods with him. No one saw him go in with
hér, and he h&ard all that was said. The pringess this time was to think of a
glove, and he told Jorn as if he had again h@ard it in a dream. The next day,
therefére, he was able to guess correctly the secénd time, and it caused great
rejoiging at the palage. The whole céurt jumped abeut as they had seen the king

de the day befére, but the pringess lay on the sofa, and wouid not say a single
word.

All new depended upon Jonn. If he only guessed rightly the third time, he woud
marry the pringess, and reign over the kingddom after the death of the old king: but
if he failed, he wouid lese his life, and the magigian wouid have his beautiful blue
eyes. That evening Jonn said his prayers and went to bed very @arly, and seen
fell asleep camly. But his cémpanién tied on his wings to his shoulders, took
three rods, and, with his swérd at his side, flew to the palage.

It was a very dark nignt, and so stérmy that the tiles flew from the reefs of the
heuses, and the trees in the garden upon which the skeletons hung bent
themselves like reeds befére the wind. The lightning flashedl, and the thunder
rolled in one long-céntinued peal all night. The window of the castle opened, and the
pringess flew esut. She was pale as death, but she laughed at the stérm as if it
weére not bad enough. Hér white mantle fluttered in the wind like a large sail, and the
traveller flogged hér with the three rods till the blééd trickled dewn, and at last
she coud scar¢ely fly; she contrived, hewever, to reach the meuntain. “What a
hail-stérm!” she said, as she entered; “| have never been eut in such weather
as this.”

“Yes, there may be te® much of a good thing sémetimes,” said the magigian.

Then the pringess told him that Jonn had guessed rigntly the second time, and if
he succeeded the next mérning, he wouid win, and she couid never céme to the
meuntain again, 6r practi¢e magic ag she had déne, and therefére she was quite
unhappy. “I will find eut sémething fér you to think of wrich he will never guess,
unless he is a greater conjuror than myself. But new let us be merry.”
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Then he took the pringess by both hands, and they danced with all the little
goblins and Jack-o’-lantérns in the reem. The red spiders sprang here and there
on the walls quite as merrily, and the flewers of fire appeared as if they wére
throwing eut sparks. The ewl beat the drum, the crickets wnistled and the
grasshoppers played the meuth-érgan.

It was a very ridiculous ball. they had daneed enough, the pringess was obliged
to go home, fér fear she shouid be missed at the palage. The magigian offered to
go with hér, that they mignt be company to each other on the way. Then they
flew away through the bad weather, and the traveller followed them, and broke hig
three rods across their shoulders. The magigian had never been eut in such a
hail-stérm as this. Just by the palage the magigian stopped to wish the pringess
farewell, and to whisper in hér ear, “To-morrow think of my head.”

But the traveller h@ard it, and just as the pringess slipped through the window inte
hér bedreem, and the magician tlirned reund to fly back to the meuntain, he
seized him by the long black beard, and with hig sabre cut off the wicked conjuror’s
head just behind the shoulders, so that he couid not even see whe it was. He
threw the body inte the seato the fishes, and after dipping the head inte the water,

he tied it up in a silk handkerchief, took it with him to the inn, and then went to
bed.

The next mérning he gave Jonn the handkerchief, and told him not to untie it till the
pringess asked him wrat she was thinking of. There wére so many people in the

great hall of the palage that they stood as thick as radishes tied together in a
bundle.

The ceungil sat in their arm-chairs with the write cushions. The old king wére
new robes, and the golden crewn and s¢eptre had been polished up so that he
looked quite smart. But the pringess was very pale, and wére a black dress as if
she wére going to a funeral.
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“What have | théugnt of?” asked
the pringess, of Jomn. He
immediately untied the
hanckerchief, and was himself

quite frightened when he saw the
head of the ugly magigian.

Every one shuddered, fér it was
terrible to l@Ok at; but the pringess

sat like a statue, and cou/d not utter
a single word. At length she rose
and gave Jorn h@r hand, fér he
had guessed rigntly

She looked at no one, but sighed
deeply, and said, “You are my
master new; this evening eur
marriage must take plage.”

“l am very pleased to hear it,” said
the old king. “It is just wrat |
wish.”

Then all the people sheuted “Hurrah.” The band played music in the streets, the
bells rang, and the cake-women took the black crape off the sugar-sticks. There
was univérsal joy. ree oxen, stuffed with ducks and chickens, wére roasted
whole in the market-plage, where every one might help himself to a slige. The
feuntaing férth the most deligious wine, and wheever béught a penny loaf at the
baker’s received six large buns, full of raising, as a present.

In the evening the whole tewn was illuminated. The soldiers fired off cannons, and
the boys let off crackers. There was$ eating and drinking, daneing and jumping
everywhere. In the palage, the high-bérn gentlemen and beautiful ladies danged

with each 6ther, and they cou/d be h&ard at a great distange singing the following
song.
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“Here are maidens, young and fair,
Daneing in the summer air;

Like twe spinning-wheels at play
Pretty maidens dange away-

Dange the spring and summer through
Till the sole falls from yéur shee.”

But the pringess was still a witch, and she couid not l6ve Jonn. His fellow-traveller
had théught of that, so he gave Jonn three feathers ®ut of the swan’s wings, and
a little bottle with a few drops in it. He told him to plage a large bath full of water
by the princess’s bed, and put the feathers and the drops inte it. Then, at the
moment she was abeut to get inte bed, he must give hér a little push, so that
she mignt fall inte the water, and then dip hér three times. This wowd destroy
the pewer of the magigian, and she wouid l6ve him very much.

Jonn did all that his cémpanién told him to de. The pringess shrieked aleud when
he dipped h@r under the water the first time, and struggled under his hands in the
férm of a great black swan with fiery eyes. As she rose the secénd time from the
water, the swan had becéme white, with a black ring reund its neck. Jonn allewed
the water to close onge mére over the bird, and at the same time it changed inte
a most beautiful pringess. She was mére l6vely even than befére, and thanked

him, wrhile h@r eyes sparkled with tears, fér having broken the spell of the
magigian.

The next day, the king came with the whole céurt to offer their congratulations,
and stayed till quite late. Last of all came the travelling cdmpanion; he had his
staff in hig hand and his knapsack on his back. Jonn kissegl him many times and
told him he must not go, he must remain with him, fér he was the cause of all
his good fértune. But the traveller shook his head, and said gently and kindly,
“No: my time i$ up new; | have only paid my debst to you. D@ you remember the
dead man whem the bad people wished to throw eut of his coffin? You gave all you
possessed that he mignt rest in his grave; | am that man.” As he said this, he
vanished.

The wedding festivities lasted a whole ménth. John and his pringess l6ved each
other dearly, and the old king lived to see many a happy day, when he took their
little children on his knees and let them play with hig sgeptre. And Jonn became
king over the whole country.
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The Little Mermaid

Hans Christian Andersen 1836

Q?AR eut in the ocean, where the water is as blue as the prettiest cérnflewer,

~ and as clear as crystal, it is very, very deep; so deep, indeed, that no cable
coud fathom it: many chiirch steeples, piled one upon anéther, wouid not reach
from the greund beneath to the stirfage of the water abéve. There dwell the Sea
King and his subjects. We must not imagine that there i$ néthing at the bottém
of the sea but bare yellow sand. No, indeed; the most singular flewers and plants
grow there; the leaves and stems of which are so pliant, that the sligntest 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 amoéng the trees here upon land. In the
deepest spot of all, stands the castle of the Sea King.

Its walls are built of coral, and the long, gothic windows are of the clearest amber.
The reef is férmed of shells, that
open and close as the water flows
over them. Their appearange i
very beautiful, fér in each lies a
glittering p@arl, which woud be fit
fér the diadem of a queen.
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The Sea King had been a widower
fér many years, and his aged
moéther kept heuse fér him. She
was a very wise woman, and
exceedingly preud of h&r high
birth; on that acceunt she wére
twelve oysters on hér tail; while 7N
others, also of high rank, wére
only allewed to wear six. She was,
hewever, desérving of very great
praise, espeegially fér hér care of
the little sea-pringesses, hér grand-
daughters. They wére six beautiful
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children; but the youngest was the prettiest of them all; hér skin was as clear and
delicate as a rose-leaf, and hér eyes as blue as the deepest sea; but, like all the
others, she had no feet, and hér body ended in a fish’s tail. all day long they
played in the great halls of the castle, 6r among the living flewers that grew eut of
the wallg. The large amber windows wére open, and the fish swam in, just as the
swallows fly inte eur heuses when we open the windows, exeepting that the
fishes swam up to the pringesses, ate ®ut of their hands, and allewed themselves
to be strokedl.

Outside the castle there was a beautiful garden, in which grew brignt red and dark
blue flewers, and blossoms like flames of fire; the fruit glittered like gold, and the
leaves and stems waved to and fro continually. The @arth itself was the finest
sand, but blue as the flame of biirning sulphur. Over everything lay a peculiar
blue radianee, as if it wére surreunded by the air from abodve, through which the
blue sky shone, instead of the dark depths of the sea. In caim weather the sun
couid be seen, looking like a plirple flewer, with the light streaming from the calyx.

Each of the young pringesses had a little plot of greund in the garden, where she
mignt dig and plant as she pleased. One arranged hér flewer-bed inte the férm of
a whale; another théught it better to make hérs like the figlire of a little m&rmaid;
but that of the youngest was reund like the sun, and contained flewers as red as
his rays at sunset. She was a strange child, quiet and théughtful; and while hér
sisters wou/d be delighted with the wonderful things which they obtained from the
wrecks of vessels, she cared fér néthing but hér pretty red flewers, like the sun,
exgepting a beautiful marble statue. It was the representation of a handséme boy,
carved eut of pure write stone, which had fallen to the bottém of the sea from a
wreck. She planted by the statue a roge-célored weeping willow.

It grew splendidly, and very se@en hung its fresh branches over the statue, almost
dewn to the blue sands. The shadow had a violet tint, and waved to and fro like
the branches; it seemed as if the crewn of the tree and the reet wére at play, and
trying to kiss each other. Nothing gave hér so much pleasure as to hear abeut
the world above the sea. She made hér old grandméther tell hér all she knew of
the ships and of the tewns, the people and the animals. To hér it seemed most
wénderful and beautiful to hear that the flewers of the land shourd have fragranee,
and not those below the ses; that the trees of the forest shouid be green; and
that the fishes amoéng the trees couid sing so sweetly, that it was quite a
pleasure to hear them. Hér grandmeéther called the little birds fishes, ér she
wourd not have understood hér; fér she had never seen birds.
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“When you have reached your fifteenth year,” said the grand-mother, “you will
have p@rmission to rise up @ut of the sea, to sit on the rocks in the meenlight, while
the great ships are sailing by; and then you will see both forests and tewns.”

In the following year, one of the sisters wouid be fifteen: but ag each was a year
younger than the other, the youngest wouid have to wait five years befére hér tlirn
came to rige up from the bottdm of the o¢ean, and see the €arth as we de.
Hewever, each promised to tell the 6thers what she saw on hér first visit, and
what she théught the most beautiful; fér their grandmoéther couid not tell them
enough; there wére so many things on which they wanted information. None of
them longed so much fér hér tlirn to cdme as the youngest, she whe had the
longest time to wait, and whe was so quiet and théugntful. Many nights she stood
by the open window, leoking up through the dark blue water, and watching the
fish as they splashed abeut with their fins and tails. She couid see the meen
and stars shining faintly; but through the water they looked larger than they de
to eur eyes. When sémething like a black cleud passed between hér and them,
she inew that it was either a whale swimming over h&r head, ér a ship full of
human beings, wh@ never imagined that a pretty little m&rmaid was$ standing
beneath them, holding eut hér white hands towards the keel of their ship.

As seen as the eldest was fifteen, she was allewed to rise to the slirfage of the
ogean. When she came back, she had hundreds of things to tak abeut; but the
most beautiful, she said, was to lie in the meenlignt, on a sandbank, in the quiet
sea, near the coast, and to gaze on a large tewn nearby, where the lights wére
twinkling like hundreds of stars; to listen to the seunds of the music, the noise of
carriages, and the voiges of human beings, and then to hear the merry bells peal
eut from the chiirch steeples; and because she coud not go near to all those
wonderful things, she longed fér them mére than ever. O, did not the youngest
sister listen eagerly to all these descriptions? And afterwards, when she stood at
the open window leoking up through the dark blue water, she théugst of the great
city, with all its bustle and noise, and even fangied she coud hear the seund of
the chiirch bells, dewn in the depths of the sea.

In anéther year the secénd sister received p@rmission to rige to the stirfage of the
water, and to swim abeut where she pleased. She rose just as the sun was setting,
and this, she said, was the most beautiful signt of all. The whole sky looked like
gold, wrile violet and rose-colored cleuds, which she couid not describe, floated
over hér; and, still mére rapidly than the cleuds, flew a large flock of wild swans
towards the setting sun, looking like a long white veil across the sea. She also
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swam towards the sun; but it
sunk inte the waves, and the
rogy tints faded from the
cleuds and from the sea.

The third sister’s tiirn followed;
she was the boldest of them
all, and she swam up a bréad -
river that emptied itself inte _,x_

the sea. === .

On the banks she saw green
hills covered with beautiful
vines; palages and castles peeped @ut from amid the preud trees of the forest;
she h@ard the birds singing, and the rays of the sun wére so pewerful that she
was obliged often to dive dewn under the water to ceel hér blirning fage. In a
narrow creek she feund a whole treep of little human children, quite naked, and
spérting abeut 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, fér she had never befére seen one. This animal barked at hér
so terribly that she became frightened, and rushed back to the open sea. But she
said she showd never forget the beautiful forest, the green hillg, and the pretty
little children whe cotd swim in the water, although they had not tails.

The féurth sister was mére timid; she remained in the midst of the sea, but she
said it was quite as beautiful there ag nearer the land. She couid see fér so many
miles areund hér, and the sky above looked like a bell of glass. She had seen the
ships, but at such a great distange that they looked like sea-gulls. The dolphing
spérted in the waves, and the great whales speuted water from their nostrils till it
seemed as if a hundred feuntasing wére playing in every direction.

The fifth sister's birthday occlirred in the winter; so when hér tlirn came, she
saw what the éthers had not seen the first time they went up. The sea looked
quite green, and large igeb@rgs weére floating abeut, each like a péarl, she said,
but larger and loftier than the chiirches built by men. They wére of the most
singular shapes, and glittered like diamonds. She had seated hérself upon one of
the largest, and let the wind play with hér long hair, and she remarked that all
the ships sailed by rapidly, and steered as far away as they cowd from the
icebérg, as if they wére afraid of it. Towards evening, ag the sun went dewn, dark
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cleuds covered the sky, the thunder rolled and the ligntning flashed, and the red
light glowed on the igeb@rgs as they rocked and tossed on the heaving sea. On all
the ships the sails wére reefed with fear and trembling, while she sat caimly on
the floating iceb@rg, watching the blue lightning, as it its férked flashes inte the
sea.

When first the sisters had p@rmission to rige to the slirfage, they wére each
delighted with the new and beautiful sights they saw; but new, as grown-up g?rl$,
they couid go when they pleased, and they had becdme indifferent abeut it. They
wished themselves back again in the water, and after a ménth had passed they
said it was much mére beautiful dewn below, and pleasanter to be at home.

Yet often, in the evening heurs, the five sisters wourd twine their arms reund each

other, and rise to the slirfage, in a row. They had mére beautiful voices than any
human being couid have; and befére the approach of a stérm, and when they
expected a ship woud be lost, they swam befére the vessel, and sang sweetly of
the delignts to be feund in the depths of the sea, and begging the sailors not to
fear if they sank to the bottdm. But the sailors coud not understand the song, they
took it fér the hewling of the stérm. And these things wére never to be beautiful
fér them; for if the ship sank, the men wére drewned, and their dead bodies alone
reached the palage 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
mérmaids have no tears, and therefére they suffer mére. “Oh, wére | but fifteen
years old,” said she: “| know that | shall I6ve the world up there, and all the
people whe live in it.”

At last she reached hér fifteenth year. “Well, new, you are grown up,” said the
old dowager, hér grandméther; “so you must let me adorn you like yéur 6ther
sisters;” and she placed a wreath of write lilies in h&r hair, and every flewer leaf
was haf a p@arl. Then the old lady érdered eight great oysters to attach
themselves to the tail of the pringess to show hér high rank.

“But they hiirt me so0,” said the little m&rmaid.

“Pride must suffer pain,” replied the old lady. On, hew gladly she wouid have
shaken off all this grandeur, and laid aside the heavy wreath! The red flewers in
h@&r own garden woud have suited h&r much better, but she couid not help hérself:
so she said, “Farewell,” and rose as lightly as a bubble to the slirfage of the water.
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The sun had just set as she raised h@r head above the waves; but the cleuds wére
tinted with crimsén and gold, and through the glimmering twilignt beamed the
evening star in all its beauty. The sea was cam, and the air mild and fresh. A
large ship, with three masts, lay beca/med on the water, with only one sail set;
fér not a breeze stiffed, and the sailors sat idle on deck ér améngst the rigging.
There was music and song on béard; and, as darkness came on, a hundred
colored lantérng wére lighted, as if the flags of all nationg waved in the air.

The little m&rmaid swam close to the cabin windows; and new and then, as the
waves lifted hér up, she couid 00k in through clear glass window-panes, and see
a number of well-dressed people within. Améng them was a young pringe, the
most beautiful of all, with large black eyes; he was sixteen years of age, and his
birthday was being kept with much rejoiging. The sailors wére danging on deck,
but when the pringe came @ut of the cabin, mére than a hundred rockets rose in
the air, making it ag brignt ag day. The little m&rmaid was so startled that she
dived under water; and when she again stretched ®ut h@r head, it appeared as if
all the stars of heaven were falling areund hér, she had never seen such
fireworks befére. Great suns splirted fire abeut, splendid fireflies flew inte the blue
air, and everything was reflected in the clear, caim sea beneath. The ship itself
was so brigntly illuminated that all the people, and even the smallest rope, coud
be distinctly and plainly seen. And hew handséme the young pringe looked, as he
pressed the hands of all present and smiled at them, while the music reseunded
througn the clear nignt air.

It was very late; yet the little m&rmaid coud not take h@r eyes from the ship, ér from
the beautiful pringe. The colored lant@rns had been extinguished, no mére rockets
rose in the air, and the cannon had ¢eased firing; but the sea became restless, and
a moaning, grumbling seund couild be h&ard beneath the waves: still the little
mérmaid remained by the cabin window, rocking up and dewn on the water, which
enabled hér to look in. a wrile, the sails wére quickly unfurled, and the noble ship
continued h&r passage; but seen the waves rose higher, heavy cleuds darkened
the sky, and lightning appeared in the distange. A dreadful stérm was approaching;
onee mére the sails wére reefed, and the great ship plirsued hér flying céurse over
the raging sea. The waves rose meuntaing high, as if they wouid have overtopped
the mast; but the ship dived like a swan between them, and then rose again on
their lofty, foaming crests. To the little m@&maid this appeared pleasant spért; not
so to the sailors. At length the ship groaned and creaked; the thick planks gave
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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 hér side; and the water rushed in. The
little m&rmaid new pérceived that the crew wére in danger; even she hérself 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 cou/d not see a single object, but a
flash of lightning revealed the whole s¢ene; she couid see every one wh@ had been
on béard exeepting the pringe; when the ship parted, she had seen him sink inte
the deep waves, and she was glad, for she théught he wouid new be with hér;
and then she remembered that human beings courd not live in the water, so that
when he got dewn to hér father’s palage he wouid be quite dead. But he must not
die. So she swam abeut améng the beams and planks which strewed the stirfage
of the sea, forgetting that they cowd crush hér to pie¢es. Then she dived deeply
under the dark waters, rising and falling with the waves, till at length she
managed to reach the young pringe, vh@® was fast lesing the pewer of swimming
in that stérmy sea. His limbs were failing him, his beautiful eyes wére closed, and
he wouid have died had not the little m&rmaid céme to his assistange. She held his
head abéve the water, and let the waves drift them where they wouid.

In the mérning the stérm had g¢eased; but of the ship not a single fragment courd
be seen. The sun rose up red and glowing from the water, and its beams bréugnht
back the hue of health to the pringe’s cheeks; but hig eyes remained cloged. The
mérmaid kissed his high, smeeth forenead, and strokeqd back his wet hair; he
seemed to hér like the marble statue in hér little garden, and she kissed him again,
and wished that he mignt live. Presently they came in sight of land; she saw lofty
blue meuntaing, on which the white snow rested as if a flock of swans were lying
upon them. Near the coast wére beautiful green forests, and close by stood a
large building, whether a chiirch ér a convent she couid not tell. Orange and gitron
trees grew in the garden, and befére the déor stood lofty pams.

The sea here férmed a little bay, in which the water was quite still, but very deep;
so she swam with the handséme pringe to the beach, which was cévered 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 seunded in the large write building, and
a number of young girls came inte the garden. The little m&rmaid swam eut farther
from the shére and plaged hérself between séme high rocks that rose eut of the
water; then she covered hér head and neck with the foam of the sea so that hér
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little fage mignt not be seen, and watched to see what wouid becéme of the péor
pringe. She did not wait long befére she saw a young girl approach the spot where
he lay. She seemed frightened at first, but only fér a moment; then she fetched
a number of people, and the m&rmaid saw that the pringe came to life again, and
smiled upon those whe stood reund him.

But to hér he sent no smile; he knew not that she had saved him. This made hér
very unhappy, and when he was led away inte the great building, she dived dewn
sorrowfully inte the water, and retlirned to hér father’s castle. She had always
been silent and théugrtful, and new she was mére so than ever. Hér sisters
asked hér wrat she had seen during hér first visit to the slirfage of the water; but
she woud tell them néthing. Many an evening and mérning did she rise to the
place where she had left the pringe. She saw the fruits in the garden ripen till they
wére gathered, the snow on the tops of the meuntains melt away; but she never
saw the pringe, and therefére she retlirned home, always mére sorrowful than
befére. It was hé@r only comfort to sit in hér own little garden, and fling h&r arm
reund the beautiful marble statue which was like the pringe; but she gave up
tending hér flewers, and they grew in wild cénfusion over the paths, twining
their long leaves and stems reund the branches of the trees, so that the whole
plage became dark and gleemy.

At length she couid bear it no longer, and told one of hér sisters all abeut it. Then
the others héard the secret, and very seen it became known to twe mérmaids
whese intimate friend happened to know whe the prince was. She had also seen
the festival on béard ship, and she told them wrere the pringe came from, and
where his palage stood.

“Come, little sister,” said the other pringesses; then they entwined their arms
and rose up in a long row to the slirfage of the water, close by the spot where they
knew the pringe’s palage stood. It was built of brignt yellow shining stone, with
long flights of marble steps, one of which reached quite dewn to the sea. Splendid
gilded cupolas rose over the reef, and between the pillars that surreunded the
whole building stood life-like statues of marble. rough the clear crystal of the lofty
windows couid be seen noble reems, with costly silk clirtaing and hangings of
tapestry; while the walls wére covered with beautiful paintings which wére a
pleasure to ook at. In the gentre of the largest saloon a feuntain threw its sparkling
jets high up inte the glass cupola of the ¢eiling, through which the sun shone dewn

upon the water and upon the beautiful plants growing reund the basin of the
feuntain.
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New that she knew wrere he lived, she spent many an evening and many a night
on the water near the palage. She wourd swim much nearer the shére than any
of the 6thers ventured to de; indeed onge she went quite up the narrow channel
under the marble balcony, wrich threw a bréad shadow on the water. Here she
wourd sit and watch the young pringe, whe thoéught himself quite alone in the brignt
meenlight. She saw him many times of an evening sailing in a pleasant boat, with
music playing and flags waving. She peeped eut from ameéng the green rushes,
and if the wind caught hér long silvery-whrite veil, those whe saw it believed it to be
a swan, spreading @ut its wings. On many a night, tee, when the fishermen, with
their térches, wére eut at sea, she h@ard them relate so many good things
abeut the deings of the young pringe, that she was glad she had saved his life
when he had been tossed abeut haf-dead on the waves. And she remembered
that his head had rested on hér bogom, and hew heartily she had kisseql him; but
he knew noéthing of all this, and couid not even dream of hér.

She grew mére and mére fond of human beings, and wished mére and mére to
be able to wander abeut with those whese world seemed to be so much larger
than hér own. They could fly over the sea in ships, and meunt the hign hills which
wére far above the cleuds; and the lands they possessed, their woods and their
fields, stretched far away beyond the reach of hér signt. There was so much that
she wished to know, and hér sisters wére unable to answer all hér questions.
Then she applied to hér old grandméther, whe knew all abeut the upper world,
which she very rigntly called the lands above the sea.

“If human beings are not drewned,” asked the litle m&rmaid, “can they live
forever? De they never die as we de here in the sea?”

“Yes,” replied the old lady, “they must also die, and their term of life is even
shérter than eurs. We sdmetimes live to three hundred years, but when we ¢ease
to exist here we only becoéme the foam on the stirfage of the water, and we have
not even a grave dewn here of those we l6ve. We have not immértal souls, we
shall never live again; but, like the green sea-weed, when onge it has been cut
off, we can never flourish mére. Human beings, on the contrary, have a soul wrich
lives forever, lives after the body has been tlirned to dust. It rises up through the
clear, pure air beyond the glittering stars. As we rige eut of the water, and behold
all the land of the @arth, so de they rise to unknown and glérious regions which
we shall never see.”

“Why have not we an immértal soul?” asked the little m@&maid méurnfully; “I would
give gladly all the hundreds of years that | have to live, to be a human being only
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fér one day, and to have the hope of knowing the happiness of that glérious world
above the stars.”

“You must not think of that,” said the old woman; “we feel eurselves to be much
happier and much better off than human beings.”

“So | shall die,” said the little m&maid, “and a$ the foam of the sea | shall be
driven abeut never again to hear the music of the waves, 6r to see the pretty
flewers nér the red sun. Is there anything | can de to win an immértal soul?”

“No,” said the old woman, “unless a man wére to I6ve you so much that you wére
mére to him than his father 6r moéther; and if all his thoéugnts and all his l6ve wére
fixed upon you, and the priest plaged his right hand in yéurs, and he promised to
be true to you here and hereafter, then his soul wouid glide inte yéur body and you
would obtain a share in the future happiness of mankind. He wouid give a soul to
you and retain his own as well; but this can never happen. Yéur fish’s tail, which
amongst us i$ considered so beautiful, is théught on arth to be quite ugly; they
de not know any better, and they think it negessary to have twe steut props, which
they call legs, in érder to be handséme.”

Then the little m@&rmaid sighed, and looked sorrowfully at hér fish’s tail. “Let us be
happy,” said the old lady, “and dart and spring abeut during the three hundred
years that we have to live, which is really quite long enough; after that we can
rest @urselves all the better. This evening we are going to have a céurt ball.”

It is one of those splendid sights which we can never see on @arth. The walls and
the eeiling of the large ball-reem weére of thick, but transparent crystal. May
hundreds of colossal shells, sdme of a deep red, others of a grass green, stood
on 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 séme of them the scales
glowed with a plirple brilliangy, and on others they shone like silver and gold.
rough the halls flowed a bréad stream, and in it danged the m@&men and the
mérmaids to the music of their own sweet singing. No one on @arth has such a
l6vely voige as theirs. The little m@rmaid sang mére sweetly than them all.

The whole céurt applauded hér with hands and tails; and fér a moment hér heart
felt quite gay, for she knew she had the loveliest voige of any on @arth 6r in the
sea. But she seen théugnt again of the world above hér, fér she couid not forget
the charming pringe, nér hér sorrow that she had not an immértal soul like his;
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therefére she crept away silently eut of hér father’s palage, and wrile everything
within was gladness and song, she sat in hér own little garden sorrowful and
alone. Then she h@ard the bugle seunding through the water, and théught —“He
is c@rtainly sailing above, he on vhem my wishes depend, and in whese hands |
shoud like to plage the happiness of my life. | will venture all fér him, and to win
an immértal soul, while my sisters are daneing in my father’s palage, | will go to

the sea witch, of vhem | have always been so much afraid, but she can give me
ceunsel and help.”

And then the little m&rmaid went eut from h@r garden, and took the road to the
foaming whirlpeels, behind which the sérgeress lived. She had never been that
way befére: neither flewers nér grass grew there; néthing but bare, gray, sandy
greund stretched ®ut to the whirlpeel, where the water, like foaming mill-wheels,
whirled reund everything that it seized, and cast it inte the fathémless deep.

rough the midst of these crushing wrirlpeels the little m&rmaid was obliged to
pass, to reach the dominions of the sea witch; and also fér a long distange the

only road lay right across a quantity of warm, bubbling mire, called by the witch
hér tlrfméor.

Beyond this stood hér heuse, in the gentre of a strange forest, in whrich all the
trees and flewers were polypi, haf animals and haf plants; they looked like
sérpents with a hundred heads growing eut of the greund. The branches wére
long slimy arms, with fingers like flexible worms, meving lims after limo from the
reet to the top. all that coud be reached in the sea they seized upon, and held
fast, so that it never escaped from their clutches. The little m&maid was so
alarmed at wrat she saw, that she stood still, and hér heart beat with fear, and
she was very nearly tlirning back; but she théught of the pringe, and of the human
soul fér which she longed, and hér courage retiirned.

She fastened hér long flowing hair reund hér head, so that the polypi mignt not
seize hold of it. She laid hér hands together across hér bosom, and then she
darted férward as a fish sheets through the water, between the supple arms and
fingers of the ugly polypi, which wére stretched @ut on each side of hér. She saw
that each held in its grasp sémething it had seized with its numerous little arms,
as if they weére iron bands. The write skeletons of human beings whe had
perished at sea, and had sunk dewn inte the deep waters, skeletons of land
animals, éars, rudders, and chests of ships wére lying tigntly grasped by their
clinging arms; even a little m&rmaid, vhem they had caught and strangled; and this
seemed the most shocking of all to the little pringess.
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She new came to a spage of marshy greund in the wood, where large, fat water-
snakes wére rolling in the mire, and showing their ugly, drab-célored bodies. In
the midst of this spot stood a heuse, built with the bones of shipwrecked human
beings. There sat the sea witch, allewing a toad to eat from h&r meuth, just as
people sdmetimes feed a canary with a piege of sugar. She called the ugly water-
snakes hér little chickens, and allewed them to crawl all over hér bosom.

“l know what you want,” said the sea witch; “it is very stupid of you, but you shall
have yéur way, and it will bring you to sorrow, my pretty pringess. You want to get
rid of your fish’s tail, and to have twe® suppérts instead of it, like human beings on
@arth, so that the young pringe may fall in I6ve with you, and that you may have
an immértal soul.” And then the witch laughed so leud and disgustingly, that the
toad and the snakes fell to the greund, and lay there wriggling abeut. “You are but
just in time,” said the witch; “for after sunrige to-morrow | shoud not be able to
help you till the end of anéther year. | will prepare a draught fér you, with which

you must swim to land tdbmorrow befére sunrise, and sit dewn on the shére and
drink it.

Yéur tail will then disappear, and shrink up inte what mankind calls legs, and you
will feel great pain, as if a swoérd wére passing through you. But all vhe see you
will say that you are the prettiest little human being they ever saw. You will still
have the same floating gragefulness of mevement, and no danger will ever tread
so ligntly; but at every step you take it will feel as if you wére treading upon sharp
knives, and that the bléod must flow. If you will bear all this, | will help you.”

“Yes, | will,” said the little pringess in a trembling voige, as she théught of the pringe
and the immértal soul.

“But think again,” said the witch; “for when onge yéur shape has become like a
human being, you can no mére be a mérmaid. You will never retiirn through the
water to y@ur sisters, 6r to yéur father’s palage again; and if you de not win the
l6ve of the pringe, so that he is willing to forget his father and méther fér yéur
sake, and to léve you with his whole soul, and allew the priest to join yéur hands
that you may be man and wife, then you will never have an immértal soul. The
first mérning after he marries anéther your heart will break, and you will becéme
feam on the crest of the waves.”

“I will de it,” said the little m@&rmaid, and she became pale as death.
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“But | must be paid also,” said the witch, “and it is not a trifle that | ask. You have
the sweetest voige of any whe dwell here in the depths of the sea, and you believe
that you will be able to charm the pringe with it also, but this voice you must give
to me; the best thing you possess will | have fér the prige of my draught. My own
blédd must be mixed with it, that it may be as sharp as a twe-edged sword.”

“But if you take away my voige,” said the little m&rmaid, “what is left féor me?”

“Your beautiful férm, yéur grageful wak, and yéur expressive eyes; surely with
these you can enchain a man’s heart. Well, have you lost yéur courage? Put eut

yOur little tongue that | may cut it off ag my payment; then you shall have the
pewerful draught.”

“It shall be,” said the little m&rmaid.
Then the witch plaged h@r cauldrén on the fire, to prepare the magic draught.

“Cleanliness is a good thing,” said she, sceuring the vessel with snakes, which
she had tied together in a large knot; then she pricked hérself in the breast, and
let the black blééd drop inte it. The steam that roge férmed itself inte such horrible

shapes that no one couid look at them witheut fear. Every moment the witch
threw something else inte the vessel, and wren it began to boil, the seund was
like the weeping of a crocodile.

When at last the magic draught was ready, it looked like the clearest water. “There
itis fér you,” said the witch. Then she cut off the m@&rmaid’s téngue, so that she
became dumb, and would never again speak ér sing. “If the polypi shou/d seize
hold of you as you retiirn through the wood,” said the witch, “throw over them
a few drops of the potion, and their fingers will be térn inte a theusand pieges.”

But the little m&rmaid had no occasion to de this, fér the polypi sprang back in

terror when they caught sight of the glittering draught, which shone in h@&r hand like
a twinkling star.
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So she passed quickly through the
wood and the marsh, and
between the rushing wrirlpeels.
She saw that in hér fathers 365
palage the térches in the ballroom %' ”
wére extinguished, and all within
asleep; but she did not venture to  §
go in to them, fér new she was
dumb and going to leave them gl
forever, she felt as if hér heart i; '
wouid break. She stole inte the
garden, took a flewer from the
flewer-beds of each of hér sisters,
kissed hér hand a theusand times
towards the palage, and then rose
up through the dark blue waters. .
The sun had not risen when she .
came in sight of the pringe’s palacge,
and approached the beautiful
marble steps, but the meen shone clear and bright. Then the little m&rmaid drank
the magic draught, and it seemed as if a tw@-edged swérd went through hér delicate
body: she fell inte a sween, and lay like one dead. When the sun arose and shone

over the sea, she recovered, and felt a sharp pain; but just befére hé@r stood the
handséme young pringe.

He fixed his coal-black eyes upon h@ér so @arnestly that she cast dewn hér own,
and then became aware that hér fish’s tail was$ gone, and that she had as pretty
a pair of write legs and tiny feet as any little maiden cou/d have; but she had no
clothes, so she wrapped hérself in hér long, thick hair. The pringe asked hér vhe
she was, and where she came from, and she looked at him mildly and sorrowfully
with hér deep blue eyes; but she couid not speak. Every step she took was as
the witch had said it wouid be, she felt as if treading upon the points of needles
6r sharp knives; but she bére it willingly, and stepped as lightly by the pringce’s
side a$ a soap-bubble, so that he and all vhe saw hér wéndered at hér grageful-
swaying mevements. She was very seen arrayed in costly robes of silk and
muslin, and was the most beautiful creature in the palage; but she was dumbs, and
couid neither speak nér sing.
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Beautiful female slaves, dressed in silk and gold, stepped férward and sang befére
the pringe and his royal parents: one sang better than all the others, and the
pringe clapped his hands and smiled at hér. This was great sorrow to the little
mérmaid; she knew hew much mére sweetly she hérself couid sing onge, and
she thougnt, “Oh if he courd only know that! | have given away my voige forever,
to be with him.”

The slaves next perférmed séme pretty fairy-like danges, to the seund of beautiful
music. Then the little m&rmaid raised hér l0vely white arms, stood on the tips of
hér toes, and glided over the fléor, and daneed as no one yet had been able to
dange. At each moment h@r beauty became mére revealed, and hér expressive
eye$ appealed mére directly to the heart than the songs of the slaves. Every one
was enchanted, espegially the pringe, whe called hér his little feundling; and she
danged again quite readily, to please him, though each time hér foot touched the
fldor it seemed as if she trod on sharp knives.

The pringe said she shouwd remain with him always, and she regeived
p&rmission to sleep at his déor, on a velvet cushion. He had a page’s dress made
fér hér, that she might accompany him on hérseback. They rode together through
the sweet-s¢ented woods, whrere the green beughs touched their shoulders, and
the little birds sang ameéng the fresh leaves. She climved with the pringe to the
tops of high meuntaing; and although hér tender feet bled so that even hér steps
wére marked, she only laughed, and followed him till they couid see the cleuds
beneath them looking like a flock of birds travelling to distant lands. While at the
pringe’s palage, and when all the heuschold wére asleep, she wouid go and sit on
the bréad marble steps; fér it eased h@r blirning feet to bathe them in the cold
sea-water; and then she thougnt of all those below in the deep.

Onee during the night h@r sisters came up arm-in-arm, singing sorrowfully, as
they floated on the water. She beckoéned to them, and then they recognized hér,
and told hér hew she had grieved them: that, they came to the same plage every
night; and once she saw in the distange hér old grandméther, whe had not been
to the stirfage of the sea fér many years, and the old Sea King, hér father, with
his crewn on his head. They stretched out their hands towards hér, but they did
not venture so near the land as hér sisters did.

As the days passed, she I6ved the pringe mére fondly, and he l6ved hér as he
woud love a little child, but it never came inte his head to make hér his wife; yet,
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unless he married hér, she couid not regeive an immértal soul; and, on the
mérning after his marriage with another, she wouid digsolve inte the foam of the
sea.

“De you not ldve me the best of them all?” the eyes of the little m@&rmaid seemed
to say, when he took hér in his arms, and kissed hér fair forenead.

“Yes, you are dear to me,” said the pringe; “for you have the best heart, and you are
the most devoted to me; you are like a young maiden whem | onge saw, but vhem
| shall never meet again. | was in a ship that was wrecked, and the waves cast
me ashére near a holy temple, where several young maidens perférmed the
s@rvige. The youngest of them feund me on the shére, and saved my life. | saw
hér but twice, and she is the only one in the world whem | cowd Idve; but you are
like h@r, and you have almost driven h@r image ®ut of my mind. She belongs to
the holy temple, and my good fértune has sent you to me instead of hér; and we
will never part.”

“Ah, he knows not that it was | whe saved his life,” théught the little m&rmaid. “I
carried him over the sea to the wood wehere the temple stands: | sat beneath the
foam, and watched till the human beings came to help him. | saw the pretty
maiden that he loves better than he l6ves me;” and the m&rmaid sighed deeply,
but she cowd not shed tears. “He says the maiden belongs to the holy temple,
therefére she will never retiirn to the world. They will meet no mére: while | am
by his side, and see him every day. | will take care of him, and léve him, and give
up my life fér his sake.”

Very seen it was said that the pringe must marry, and that the beautiful daughter
of a neighboring king wotid be his wife, fér a fine ship was being fitted eut. although
the pringe gave eut 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 cbmpany wére
to go with him. The little m&rmaid smiled, and shook hér head. She knew the
pringe’s théugnts better than any of the others.

“I must travel,” he had said to hér; “| must see this beautiful pringess; my parents
desire it; but they will not oblige me to bring hér home as my bride. | cannot l6ve
hér; she is not like the beautiful maiden in the temple, vhem you resemble. If |
wére forced to cheese a bride, | wourd rather cheese you, my dums foundling,
with those expressive eyes.” And then he kissed hér rosy meuth, played with
hé&r long waving hair, and laid his head on hér heart, while she dreamed of human
happiness and an immértal soul. “You are not afraid of the sea, my dums child,”
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said he, as they stood on the deck of the noble ship which was to carry them to
the country of the neighboring king. And then he told hér of stérm and of caim, of
strange fishes in the deep beneath them, and of what the divers had seen there;
and she smiled at his descriptions, fér she inew better than any one what
woénders wére at the bottém of the sea.

In the meenlignt, when all on béard wére asleep, exgepting the man at the helm,
whe was steering, she sat on the deck, gazing dewn through the clear water.
She théunt she coud distinguish hér father’'s castle, and upon it hér aged
grandmether, with the silver crewn on hé@r head, looking through the rushing tide
at the keel of the vessel. Then hér sisters came up on the waves, and gazed at
h&r méurnfully, wringing their white hands. She beckoéned to them, and smiled,
and wanted to tell them hew happy and well off she was; but the cabin-boy
approached, and when hér sisters dived dewn he théugnt it was only the foam of
the sea which he saw.

The next mérning the ship sailed inte the harbor of a beautiful tewn belonging to
the king wvhem the pringe was going to visit. The chiirch bells wére ringing, and
from the high tewers seunded a flourish of trumpets; and soldiers, with flying
colors and glittering bayonets, lined the rocks through which they passed. Every
day was a festival; balls and entertainments followed one anéther.

“It was you,” said the pringe, “who saved my life when | lay dead on the beach,”
and he folded his blushing bride in his arms. “Oh, | am tee happy,” said he to
the little m@&rmaid; “my fondest hopes are all fulfilled. You will rejoice at my
happiness; fér yéur devetion to me is great and sincere.”

The little m@rmaid kissed his hand, and felt as if h@r heart wére already broken. His
wedding mérning wouid bring death to hér, and she wowd change inte the foam
of the sea. all the chiirch bells rung, and the heralds rode abeut the tewn
proclaiming the betrothal. Perfumed oil was biirning in costly silver lamps on every
altar. The priests waved the censers, while the bride and bridegreem joined their
hands and regeived the blessing of the bishép. The little m&rmaid, dressed in silk
and gold, held up the bride’s train; but hér ears héard néthing of the festive mussic,
and hér eyes saw not the holy geremony; she théught of the night of death wrich
was coming to hér, and of all she had lost in the world.

On the same evening the bride and bridegreé®@m went on béard ship; cannons were
réaring, flags waving, and in the gentre of the ship a costly tent of piirple and gold
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had been erected. It contained elegant ceuches, fér the regeption of the bridal
pair during the nignt. The ship, with swelling sails and a favorable wind, glided
away smeethly and ligntly over the caim sea. When it grew dark a number of
colored lamps wére lit, and the sailors danced merrily on the deck. The little
mé&rmaid couid not help thinking of hér first rising eut of the sea, when she had
seen similar festivities and joys; and she joined in the danege, poised hérself in
the air ag a swallow when he pursues hig prey, and all present cheered hér with
wonder. She had never danged so elegantly befére. Hér tender feet felt as if cut
with sharp knives, but she cared not fér it; a sharper pang had pi€rced through
hér heart. She knew this was the last evening she shouid ever see the pringe,
fér vhem she had forsaken hér kindred and hér home; she had given up hér

beautiful voige, and suffered unh@ard-of pain daily fér him, while he knew néthing
of it.

This was the last evening that she wouid breathe the same air with him, ér gaze
on the starry sky and the deep sea; an etérnal night, witheut a théught ér a dream,
awated hér: she had no soul and new she cou/d never win one. all was joy and
gayety on béard ship till long after midnignt; she laughed and danced with the
rest, while the théughts of death wére in h@r heart. The pringe 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 béard the ship; the helmsman, alone
awake, stood at the helm. The little m@rmaid leaned h@r white arms on the edge of
the vessel, and looked towards the east fér the first blush of mérning, fér that
first ray of dewn that wound bring hér death. She saw hér sisters rising eut of the
flood: they wére as pale as hérself; but their long beautiful hair waved no mére
in the wind, and had been cut off.

“We have given eur hair to the witch,” said they, “to obtain help fér you, that you
may not die to-night. She has given us a knife: here it i, see it is very sharp.
Befére the sun rises you must plunge it inte the heart of the pringe; when the warm
bléad falls upon yéur feet they will grow together again, and férm inte a fish’s
tail, and you will be onge mére a mérmaid, and retlirn to us to live ®ut yéur three
hundred years befére you die and change inte the salt sea foam. Haste, then; he
6r you must die befére sunrige. Our old grandméther moans so fér you, that hér
white hair is falling off from sorrow, as eurs fell under the witch’s seissors. Kill the
pringe and coéme back; hasten: de you not see the first red streaks in the sky? In
a few minutes the sun will rigse, and you must die.” And then they sighed deeply
and méurnfully, and sank dewn beneath the waves.
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The little m@&rmaid drew back the crimseén clirtain of the tent, and beheld the fair
bride with hér head resting on the pringe’s breast. She bent dewn and kissed hig
fair brew, then looked at the sky on which the rosy dewn grew brighter and
brighter; then she glanged at the sharp knife, and again fixed hér eyes on the
pringe, whe@ whispered the name of hig bride in hig dreams. She was in his théughts,
and the knife trembled in the hand of the little m&rmaid: then she flung it far away
from hér inte the waves; the water tlirned red where it fell, and the drops that
splrted up looked like bl6dd. She cast one mére lingering, haf-fainting glanege at
the pringe, and then threw hérself from the ship inte the sea, and théugnt hér
body was dissolving inte foam.

The sun rose above the waves, and his warm rays fell on the cold foam of the little
mérmaid, whe did not feel as if she wére dying. She saw the brignt sun, and all
areund hér floated hundreds of transparent beautiful beings; she coud see
through them the write sails of the
ship, and the red cleuds in the
sky; their speech was
melodious, but tee ethereal to be
h@ard by mértal ears, as they
wére also unseen by mértal eyes.
The little m@&rmaid pérceived that
she had a body like theirs, and
that she continued to rige higher
and higner eut of the foam.

“Where am 1?” asked she, and
hér voige seunded ethereal, as
the voige of those vhe wére with

hér; no @&arthly music coud
imitate it.

“Among the daughters of the air,” answered one of them. “A m&rmaid has not an
immértal soul, nér can she obtain one unless she wins the love of a human
being. On the pewer of anéther hangs hér etérnal destiny.

But the daughters of the air, although they de not possess an immértal soul, can,
by their good deeds, procure one fér themselves. We fly to warm countries, and
ceeol the sultry air that destroys mankind with the pestilenge. We carry the
pérfume of the flewers to spread health and restoration. we have striven fér
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three hundred years to all the good in eur pewer, we regeive an immértal soul
and take part in the happiness of mankind. You, p@or little m&rmaid, have tried with
yOur whole heart to de as we are deing; you have suffered and endured and raised
yOurself to the spirit-wdrld by yéur good deeds; and new, by striving féor three
hundred years in the same way, you may obtain an immértal soul.”

The little m&rmaid lifted hé&r glérified eyes towards the sun, and felt them, fér the
first time, filling with tears. On the ship, in which she had left the pringe, there
wére life and noise; she saw him and his beautiful bride s@arching fér hér;
sorrowfully they gazed at the pearly foam, as if they knew she had thrown hérself
inte the waves. Unseen she kissed the forenead of hér bride, and fanned the pringe,
and then meunted with the éther children of the air to a rosy cleud that floated
througnh the aether.

“After three hundred years, thus shall we float inte the kingdom of heaven,” said
she. “And we may even get there seener,” whispered one of h&r coOmpanions.
“Unseen we can enter the heuses of men, where there are children, and fér every
day on which we find a good child, vhe is the joy of hig parents and des@rves
their l6ve, ®ur time of probation is shértened. The child dées not know, when we
fly through the reem, that we smile with joy at his good conduct, fér we can ceunt
one year less of eur three hundred years. But when we see a naughty ér a wicked
child, we shed tears of sorrow, and fér every tear a day is added to ®ur time of

trial!”

The Emperor's New Suit

Hans Christian Andersen 1837

;&lANY, many years ago lived an emperor, whe théught so much of new clothes

that he spent all his méney in érder to obtain them; his only ambition was
to be always well dressed. He did not care fér his soldiers, and the theatre did
not amuse him; the only thing, in fact, he théugnt anything of was to drive ®ut and
show a new suit of clothes.
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He had a coat fér every neur of
the day; and a$ one wourd say of
a king “He is in his cabinet,” so
one couid say of him, “The ;
emperor i$ in hig dressing-

reem.” :

The great gity where he resided

was very gay; every day many
strangers from all parts of the
globe arrived. One day twe
swindlers came to this ¢ity; they
made people believe that they
wére weavers, and declared they coud manufacture the finest cloth to be
imagined. Their colours and patterns, they said, wére not only exeeptionally
beautiful, but the clothes made of their material possessed the wonderful quality
of being invigible to any man whe was unfit fér his offige 6r unpardonably stupid.

“That must be wonderful cloth,” théught the emperor. “If | wére to be dressed in a
suit made of this cloth | shouid be able to find @ut which men in my empire wére
unfit fér their places, and | coud distinguish the clever from the stupid. | must
have this cloth woven fér me witheut delay.” And he gave a large sum of méney
to the swindlers, in advanege, that they shouid set to work witheut any loss of
time. They set up twe l@@ms, and pretended to be very hard at wark, but they did
nothing wratever on the looms. They asked foér the finest silk and the most
precious gold-cloth; all they got they did away with, and worked at the empty
leems till late at nignt.

“I shouid very much like to kcnow hew they are getting on with the cloth,” théugnt
the emperor. But he felt rather uneasy when he remembered that he whe was not
fit fér his office coud not see it. P@rsonally, he was of opinion that he had néthing
to fear, yet he théught it advisable to send sémebody else first to see hew matters
stood. Everybody in the tewn knew what a remarkable quality the stuff possessed,
and all wére anxious to see hew bad 6r stupid their neighbours weére.

“| shall send my honest old minister to the weavers,” théught the emperor. “He can
judge best hew the stuff looks, fér he is intelligent, and nobody understands his
office better than he.”
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The good old minister went inte the reem where the swindlers sat befére the
empty leems. “Heaven presé@rve us!” he théught, and opened his eyes wide, “I
cannot see anything atall,” but he did not say so. Both swindlers requested him
to codme near, and asked him if he did not admire the exquisite pattern and the
beautiful colours, pointing to the empty leems. The péor old minister tried his very
best, but he cou/d see nothing, fér there was nothing to be seen. “Oh dear,” he
théugnt, “can | be so stupid? | shouid never have théugit so, and nobody must
know it! Is it possible that | am not fit fér my offige? No, no, | cannot say that |
was unable to see the cloth.”

“New, have you got nothing to say?” said one of the swindlers, wrile he pretended
to be busily weaving.

“Oh, it is very pretty, ex¢ceedingly beautiful,” replied the old minister looking
through his glasses. “What a beautiful pattern, what brilliant célours! | shall tell the
emperor that | like the cloth very much.”

“We are pleased to hear that,” said the tw@ weavers, and described to him the
colours and explained the curious pattern. The old minister listened attentively, that
he mignt relate to the emperor what they said; and so he did.

New the swindlers asked fér mére money, silk and gold-cloth, which they
required fér weaving. They kept everything fér themselves, and not a thread

came near the leem, but they céntinued, as hitherte, to work at the empty
leems.

Seen afterwards the emperor sent anéther honest céurtier to the weavers to see
hew they wére getting on, and if the cloth was nearly finished. Like the old
minister, he l6oked and looked but coud see néthing, as there was néthing to
be seen.

“Is it not a beautiful piece of cloth?” asked the twe swindlers, showing and
explaining the magnifigent pattern, which, hewever, did not exist.

“l am not stupid,” said the man. “It is therefére my good appointment fér which |
am not fit. It i$ very strange, but | must not let any one know it;” and he praised the
cloth, wrich he did not see, and expressed his joy at the beautiful célours and the
fine pattern. “It ig very exeellent,” he said to the emperor.

Everybody in the whole tewn taked abeut the pregious cloth. At last the emperor
wished to see it himself, wrile it was still on the leem. With a number of céurtiers,
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including the twe whe had already been there, he went to the twe clever swindlers,
whe new worked as hard as they couid, but witheut using any thread.

“Is it not magnifigent?” said the twe old statesmen whe had been there befére.
“Yéur Majesty must admire the célours and the pattern.” And then they pointed to
the empty leems, fér they imagined the éthers couid see the cloth.

“What is this?” théught the emperor, “I de not see anything at all. That is terrible!
Am | stupid? Am | unfit to be emperor? That wouid indeed be the most dreadful
thing that cowd happen to me.”

“Really,” he said, tlirning to the weavers, “your cloth has eur most gragious
appreval;” and nodding contentedly he looked at the empty leem, fér he did not
like to say that he saw néthing. all his attendants, wvhe wére with him, looked and
looked, and although they coud not see anything mére than the others, they
said, like the emperor, “It is very beautiful.” And all advised him to wear the new
magnificent clothes at a great progession which was seen to take plage. “It is
magnificent, beautiful, exeellent,” one h@ard them say; everybody seemed to be
delighted, and the emperor appointed the twe swindlers “Imperial Céurt weavers.”

The whole night previous to the day on which the progession was to take plage, the
swindlers pretended to w@rk, and blirned mére than sixteen candles. People
shou/d see that they wére busy to finish the emperor’s new suit. They pretended
to take the cloth from the leem, and worked abeut in the air with big sgissors,

and sewed with needles witheut thread, and said at last: “The emperor’s new suit
is ready new.”

The emperor and all his barons then came to the hall; the swindlers held their
arms up as if they held sémething in their hands and said: “These are the
treusers!” “This is the coat!” and “Here is the cloak!” and so on. “They are all ag
light as a cobweb, and one must feel as if one had néthing at all upon the body;
but that is just the beauty of them.”

“Indeed!” said all the céurtiers; but they coud not see anything, for there was
néthing to be seen.

“Does it please ydur Majesty new to gragiously undress,” said the swindlers, “that

we may assist yéur Majesty in putting on the new suit befére the large looking-
glass?”
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The emperor undressed, and the swindlers pretended to put the new suit upon
him, one piege after anéther; and the emperor looked at himself in the glass from
every side.

“Hew well they look! Hew well they fit!” said all. “What a beautiful pattern! What
fine colours! That is a magnifigent suit of clothes!”

The master of the geremonies anneunged that the bearers of the canopy, which
was to be carried in the progession, wére ready.

“l am ready,” said the emperor. “DOes not my suit fit me marvellously?” Then he

tlirned onge mére to the looking-glass, that people shouid think he admired his
garments.

The chamberlaing, wvhe were to carry the train, stretched their hands to the
greund as if they lifted up a train, and pretended to hold sémething in their
hands; they did not like people to know that they couid not see anything.

The emperor marched in the progession under the beautiful canopy, and all vhe
saw him in the street and eut of the windows exclaimed: “Indeed, the emperor's
new suit i$ incomparable! Whrat a long train he hag! Hew well it fits him!” Nobody
wished to let others know he saw nothing, fér then he wouid have been unfit fér
his offige 6r t@® stupid. Never emperor’'s clothes wére mére admired.

“But he has néthing on at all,” said a little child at last. “Good heavens! Listen to
the voige of an innogent child,” said the father, and one whispered to the éther
what the child had said. “But he has nothing on at all,” cried at last the whole
people. That made a deep impressién upon the emperor, fér it seemed to him that
they wekre right; but he théugnt to himself, “New | must bear up to the end.” And the
chamberlaing walked with still greater dignity, as if they carried the train which

did not exist.
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The Brave Tin Soldier

Hans Christian Andersen 1838

4’ HERE wére one five-and-twenty tin soldiers, whe wére &ll brothers, fér they

had been made eut of the same old tin spe@en. They shouldered arms and
looked straight befére them, and wére a splendid uniférm, red and blue. The first
thing in the world they ever h@ard wére the words, “Tin soldiers!” uttered by a little
boy, whe clapped his hands with delignt when the lid of the box, in wrich they lay,
was taken off.

They wére given him fér a birthday present, and he stood at the table to set them
up. The soldiers wére all exactly alike, exgepting one, wh@ 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 stood, was
covered with other playthings, ;-
but the most attractive to the eye
was a pretty little paper castle.

Through the small windows the
reems cou/d be seen. In front
of the castle a number of little
trees surreunded a piege of
looking-glass, which was intended to represent a trangparent lake. Swans, made
of wax, swam on the lake, and wére reflected in it. all this was very pretty, but the
prettiest of all was a tiny little lady, whe stood at the open déor of the castle; she,
also, was made of paper, and she wére a dress of clear muslin, with a narrow
blue ribbén over hér shoulders just like a scarf. In front of these was fixed a
glittering tinsel roge, as large ag hér whole fage.

The little lady was a dancger, and she stretched ®ut both hér arms, and raised
one of h&r legs so high, that the tin soldier coud not see it at all, and he théught
that she, like himself, had only one leg. “That is the wife fér me,” he théught; “but
she is tee grand, and lives in a castle, wrile | have only a box to live in, five-and-
twenty of us altogether, that is no place fér h&r. Still | must try and make hér
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acquaintange.” Then he laid himself at full length on the table behind a snuff-box
that stood upon it, so that he couwd peep at the little delicate lady, vhe céntinued
to stand on one leg witheut lesing hér balange.

When evening came, the other tin soldiers wére all plaged in the box, and the
people of the heuse went to bed. Then the playthings began to have their own
games together, to pay visits, to have sham fignts, and to give balls. The tin
soldiers rattled in their box; they wanted to get ®ut and join the amusements, but
they couid not open the lid. The nut-crackers played at leap-frog, and the pengil
jumped abeut the table. There was such a noige that the canary woke up and
began to tak, and in poetry te®. Only the tin soldier and the danger remained in
their plages. She stood on tiptoe, with hér legs stretched out, as firmly as he
did on his one leg. He never took his eyes from hér fér even a moment. The clock
struck twelve, and, with a beune¢e, up sprang the lid of the snuff-box; but, instead
of snuff, there jumped up a little black goblin; fér the snuff-box was a toy puzzle.

“Tin soldier,” said the goblin, “don’t wish fér what doées 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 mérning, they plaged the tin soldier in the
window. New, whether it was the goblin whe did it, 6r the draugst, i$ not known,
but the window flew open, and eut fell the tin soldier, heels over head, from the
third stéry, inte the street beneath. It was a terrible fall; féor he came head
dewnwards, hig helmet and hig bayonet stuck in between the flagstones, and hig
one leg up in the air. The s@rvant maid and the little boy went dewn stairs directly
to leok fér him; but he was nowerere to be seen, although onge they nearly trod
upon him. If he had called ®ut, “Herel am,” it wotnd have been all right, but he was
tee preud to cry eut fér help while he wére a uniférm.

Presently it began to rain, and the drops fell faster and faster, till there was a
heavy shewer. When it was over, twe boys happened to pass by, and one of them
said, “Look, there is a tin soldier. He éught to have a boat to sail in.”

So they made a boat ®ut of a newspaper, and plaged the tin soldier in it, and sent
him sailing dewn the gutter, whnile the twe boys ran by the side of it, and clapped
their hands. Good gragious, wrat large waves arose in that gutter! And hew fast
the stream rolled on! fér the rain had been very heavy. The paper boat rocked up
and dewn, and tlirned itself reund sémetimes so quickly that the tin soldier
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trembled; yet he remained firm; his ceuntenange did not change; he looked
straight befére him, and shouldered his musket. Suddenly the boat shot under a

bridge which férmed a part of a drain, and then it was as dark as the tin soldier's
box.

“Where am | going new?” théught he. “This is the black goblin’s fault, | am sure.

ah, well, if the little lady wére only here with me in the boat, | shouid not care fér
any darkness.”

Suddenly there appeared a great water-rat, whe lived in the drain.

“Have you a passport?“ asked the rat, “give it to me at onge.” But the tin soldier
remained silent and held hig musket tighter than ever. The boat sailed on and the
rat followed it. Hew he did gnash his teeth and cry eut to the bits of weod 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 cowd already see
daylignt shining wrere the arch ended. Then he h@ard a réaring seund quite
terrible enough to frighten the bravest man. At the end of the tunnel the drain fell
inte a large canal over a steep plage, which made it as dangerous fér him as a
waterfall woud be to us. He was tee close to it to stop, so the boat rushed on,
and the péor tin soldier coud only hold himself as stiffly as possible, witheut
meving an eyelid, to show that he was not afraid.

The boat whirled reund three 6r féur times, and then filled with water to the very
edge; nothing couid save it from sinking. He new stood up to his neck in water,
while deeper and deeper sank the boat, and the paper became soft and leese with
the wet, till at last the water closed over the soldier’'s head. He théught of the
elegant little danger vhem he shouid never see again, and the words of the song
seunded in his ears—

“Farewell, warrior! Ever brave,
Drifting onward to thy grave.”

Then the paper boat fell to pieges, and the
soldier sank inte the water and immediately
afterwards was swallowed up by a great fish. On
hew dark it was inside the fish! A great deal darker
than in the tunnel, and narrower tee, but the tin
soldier céntinued firm, and lay at fall length
shouldering his musket. The fish swam to and fro,
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making the most wénderful mevements, but at last he became quite still.

After a whrile, a flash of lightning seemed to pass through him, and then the daylignt
approached, and a voige cried ®ut, “| declare here ig the tin soldier.” The fish had
been caugnt, taken to the market and sold to the cook, whe teok him inte the
kitchen and cut him open with a large knife. She picked up the soldier and held
him by the waist between hér finger and thums, and carried him inte the reem.
They wére all anxious to see this wonderful soldier whe had travelled abeut inside
a fish; but he was not at all preud.

They plaged him on the table, and—how many curious things de happen in the
world!—there he was in the very same reem from the window of which he had
fallen, there wére the same children, the same playthings, standing on the table,
and the pretty castle with the elegant little danger at the déor; she still balanged
hérself on one leg, and held up the other, so she was as firm as himself. It
touched the tin soldier so much to see hér that he almost wept tin tears, but he
kept them back. He only looked at hér and they both remained silent.

Presently one of the little boys teok up the tin soldier, and threw him inte the stove.
He had no reasén fér deing so, therefére it must have been the fault of the black
goblin whe lived in the snuff-box. The flames lighted up the tin soldier, as he stood,
the heat was very terrible, but whether it progeeded from the real fire 6r from the
fire of ldve he couid not tell. Then he couid see that the bright colors wére faded
from his uniférm, but whether they had been washed off during his jolirney ér
from the effects of his sorrow, no one couid 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 déor of the reem flew open and the draught of air caugnt up the little
danger, she fluttered like a sylph rignt inte the stove by the side of the tin soldier,
and was instantly in flames and was gone. The tin soldier melted dewn inte a
lump, and the next mérning, when the maid s@rvant took the ashes ®ut of the
stove, she feund him in the shape of a little tin heart. But of the little danger néthing
remained but the tinsel rose, which was biirnt black as a cinder.

¥
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The Wild Swans

Hans Christian Andersen 1838

‘ﬂ;j_'?AR away in the land to wrich the swallows fly wren it is winter, dwelt a king

whe had eleven sons, and one daughter, named Eliza. The eleven bréthers
wére pringes, and each went to scheel with a star on his breast, and a swérd by
his side. They wrote with diaménd peneils on gold slates, and |@arnt their lesséng
so quickly and read so easily that every one might know they wére princes. Their
sister Eliza sat on a little ste®l of plate-glass, and had a book full of pictures, which
had cost ag much as haf a kingdom. On, these children wére indeed happy, but
it was not to remain so always.

Their father, vhe was king of the country, married a very wicked queen, wvhe did
not ldve the pdor children at all. They knew this from the very first day after the
wedding. In the palage there wére great festivities, and the children played at
regeiving company; but instead of having, as usual, all the cakes and apples that
wére left, she gave them sdme sand in a tea-cup, and told them to pretend it was
cake. The week after, she sent little Eliza int® the country to a peasant and his
wife, and then she told the king so many untrue things abeut the young princges,
that he gave himself no mére trouble respecting them.

“Go eut inte the world and get yéur own living,” said the queen. “Fly like great
birds, whe have no voige.” But she couid not make them ugly as she wished, fér
they weére tlirned inte eleven beautiful wild swans. Then, with a strange cry, they
flew through the windows of the palage, over the park, to the forest beyond. It was
@arly mérning when they passed the peasant ‘s cottage, where their sister Eliza lay
asleep in hér reem. They hovered over the reef, twisted their long necks and
flapped their wings, but ne one h@ard them ér saw them, so they wére at last
obliged to fly away, high up in the cleuds; and over the wide world they flew till
they came to a thick, dark wood, which stretched far away to the seashére.

Péor little Eliza was alone in hér reem playing with a green leaf, fér she had no
other playthings, and she pi€rced a hole through the leaf, and looked through it
at the sun, and it was as if she saw hér brothers’ clear eyes, and when the warm
sun shone on hér cheeks, she théught of all the kisses they had given hér. One
day passed just like andther; sdbmetimes the winds rustled through the leaves of the
rose-bush, and wouid whisper to the roses, “whe can be mére beautiful than you!”



FABLES: HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

But the roses wouid shake their heads, and say, “Eliza is.” And when the old
woman sat at the cottage déor on Sunday, and read hé&r hymn-book, the wind wouid
flutter the leaves, and say to the beok, “Who can be mére pious than you?” and
then the hymn-boeok wowid answer “Eliza.” And the roses and the hymn-book told
the real truth. At fifteen she retlirned home, but when the queen saw hew
beautiful she was, she became full of spite and hatred towards hér.

Willingly wotrd she have tlirned hér inte a swan, like hér bréthers, but she did
not dare to de so yet, because the king wished to see his daughter. arly one
mérning the queen went inte the bath-reem; it was built of marble, and had soft
cushions, trimmed with the most beautiful tapestry. She took three toads with
hé&r, and kissed them, and said to one, “When Eliza comes to the bath, seat
y6urself upon hér head, that she may becéme as stupid as you are.” Then she
said to anéther, “Plage yéurself on hér forenead, that she may become as ugly
as$ you are, and that hér father may not know hér.” “Rest on hér heart,” she
whispered to the third, “then she will have evil inclinations, and suffer in
consequenge.” So she put the toads inte the clear water, and they tlirned green
immediately.

She next called Eliza, and helped hér to undress and get inte the bath. As Eliza
dipped h@r head under the water, one of the toads sat on hér hair, a secéond on hér
forenead, and a third on hér breast, but she did not seem to noti¢e them, and when
she rose aut of the water, there wére three red poppies floating upon it. Had not
the creatures been venomous ér been kissed by the witch, they woud have been
changed inte red roses. At all events they became flewers, because they had
rested on Eliza’s head, and on hér heart. She was tee good and tee innogent
fér witchcraft to have any pewer over hér. When the wicked queen saw this, she
rubbed hér fage with walnut-juice, so that she was quite brewn; then she
tangled h&r beautiful hair and smeared it with disgusting ointment, till it was quite
impossible to recognize the beautiful Eliza.

When hér father saw hér, he was much shocked, and declared she was not his
daughter. No one but the watch-dog and the swallows knew hér; and they wére
only pdor animals, and couid say nothing. Then péor Eliza wept, and théugnt of
hér eleven brothers, vhe wére all away. Sorrowfully, she stole away from the
palage, and walked, the whole day, over fields and méors, till she came to the great
forest. She knew not in what direction to go; but she was so unhappy, and longed
so fér hér brothers, vhe had been, like h&rself, driven ®ut inte the world, that
she was detérmined to seek them.
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She had been but a shért time in the wood when nighit came on, and she quite
lost the path; so she laid hérself dewn on the soft moss, offered up h&r evening
prayer, and leaned h@r head against the stump of a tree. all nature was still, and
the soft, mild air fanned hér forenead. The light of hundreds of glow-wérms shone
amidst the grass and the moss, like green fire; and if she touched a twig with hér
hand, ever so ligntly, the brilliant insects fell d@ewn areund hér, like sheeting-stars.

All nignt long she dreamt of hér brothers. She and they wére children again,
playing together. She saw them writing with their diaménd pencils on golden
slates, while she looked at the beautiful picture-book which had cost haf a
kingddm. They were not writing lines and letters, as they used to de; but
descriptions of the noble deeds they had perférmed, and of all they had
discovered and seen. In the picture-book, tee, everything was living. The birds
sang, and the people came @ut of the book, and spoke to Eliza and hér brothers;
but, as the leaves tlirned over, they darted back again to their plages, that all
might be in érder.

When she awoke, the sun was hign in the heavens; yet she cowd not see him, fér
the lofty trees spread their branches thickly over hér head; but his beams wére
glanging through the leaves here and there, like a golden mist. There was a sweet
fragrange from the fresh green verdure, and the birds almost p@rched upon hér
shoulders. She h&ard water rippling from a number of springs, all flowing in a
lake with golden sands. Bushes grew thickly reund the lake, and at one spot an
opening had been made by a deer, through which Eliza went dewn 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 meved, they wouid have appeared as if painted in
the depths of the lake; fér every leaf was reflected in the water, whether it stood
in the shade 6r the sunshine. As seen as Eliza saw hér own fage, she was
quite terrified at finding it so brewn and ugly; but when she wetted hér little hand,
and rubbed hér eyes and forenead, the white skin gleamed férth onge mére; and,
after she had undressed, and dipped hérself in the fresh water, a mére beautiful
king’s daughter coud not be feund in the wide world.

As seen as she had dressed hérself again, and braided hér long hair, she went
to the bubbling spring, and drank séme water eut of the hollow of hér hand. Then
she wandered far inte the forest, not knowing whither she went. She théught of
hér bréthers, and felt sure that God wouid not forsake hér. It is God whe makes
the wild apples grow in the wood, to satisfy the hungry, and He new led hér to one
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of these trees, which was so loaded with fruit, that the beughs bent beneath the
weight. Here she held hér neenday repast, plaged props under the beughs, and
then went inte the gleemiest depths of the forest. It was so still that she coud
hear the seund of hér own footsteps, as well as the rustling of every withered leaf
which she crushed under hér feet. Not a bird was to be seen, not a sunbeam
cou/d penetrate through the large, dark beughs of the trees. Their lofty trunks stooed
so close together, that, when she looked befére hér, it seemed as if she wére
enclosed within trellis-wdrk. Such solitude she had never known befére. The nignt
was very dark. Not a single glow-w@rm glittered in the moss.

Sorrowfully she laid hérself dewn to sleep; and, after a wrile, it seemed to hér
as if the branches of the trees parted over hér head, and that the mild eyes of
angels looked dewn upon hér from heaven. When she awoke in the mérning, she
knew not whether she had dreamt this, ér if it had really been so. Then she
continued h&r wandering; but she had not gone many steps férward, when she
met an old woman with berries in hér basket, and she gave hér a few to eat.
Then Eliza asked hér if she had not seen eleven pringes riding through the forest.

“No,” replied the old woman, “But | saw yesterday eleven swans, with gold
crewns on their heads, swimming on the river cloge by.” Then she led Eliza a
little distange farther to a sloping bank, and at the foot of it weund a little river. The
trees on its banks stretched their long leafy branches across the water towards
each other, and where the growth prevented them from meeting naturally, the
reets had térn themselves away from the greund, so that the branches mignt
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 shére of the open
sea. And there, befére the young maiden’s eyes, lay the glérious ogean, but not a
sail appeared on its stirfage, not even a boat cowd be seen. Hew was she to go
farther? She noticed hew the ceuntless pebbles on the sea-shére had been
smeeothed and reunded by the action of the water.

Glass, iron, stones, everything that lay there mingled together, had taken its
shape from the same pewer, and felt ags smeeth, 6r even smeether than hér
own delicate hand. “The water rolls on witheut weariness,” she said, “till all that
is hard becomes smeeth; so will | be unwearied in my task. anks fér yéur
lessons, bright rolling waves; my heart tells me you will lead me to my dear
bréthers.” On the foam-cOvered ses-weeds, lay eleven write swan feathers,
which she gathered up and placged together. Drops of water lay upon them;
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whether they wére dew-drops 6r tears no one cowd say. Lonely as it was on the
sea-shére, she did not obsérve it, fér the ever-meving sea showed mére
changes in a few neurs than the most varying lake coud produee during a whole
year. If a black heavy cleud arose, it was as if the sea said, “I can leok dark and
angry tee;” and then the wind blew, and the waves tlirned to white foam as they
rolled.

When the wind slept, and the cleuds glowed with the red sunlignt, then the sea
looked like a rose leaf. But hewever quietly its write glassy stirface rested, there
was still a motién on the shére, as its waves rose and fell like the breast of a
sleeping child. When the sun was abeut to set, Eliza saw eleven write swans
with golden crewns on their heads, flying towards the land, one behind the other,
like a long white ribbén. Then Eliza went dewn the slope from the shére, and hid
hé&rself behind the bushes. The swans aligted quite close to hér and flapped
their great white wings. As seen as the sun had disappeared under the water, the
feathers of the swans fell off, and eleven beautiful pringes, Eliza’s bréthers,
stood near hér. She uttered a leud cry, fér, although they wére very much
changed, she knew them immediately. She sprang inte their arms, and called
them each by name. Then, hew happy the pringes wére at meeting their little
sister again, fér they recognized hér, although she had grown so tall and
beautiful.

They lavghed, and they wept, and very seen understood hew wickedly their
mother had acted to them all. “We bréthers,” said the eldest, “fly abeut as wild
swans, so long as the sun is in the sky; but ag seen as it sinks behind the hills,
we recover eur human shape. Therefére must we always be near a resting place
fér eur feet befére sunset; fér if we shoud be flying towards the cleuds at the
time we recovered ®ur natural shape as men, we shouid sink deep inte the sea.
We de not dwell here, but in a land just as fair, that lies beyond the o¢ean, which
we have to cross fér a long distange; there i$ no island in @ur passage upon which
we cou/d pass, the night; néthing but a little rock rising eut of the sea, upon which
we can scargely stand with safety, even closely crewded together. If the sea is
rough, the foam dashes over us, yet we thank God even fér this rock; we have
passed whole nights upon it, 6r we shouid never have reached eur beldved
fatherland, fér eur flight across the sea occupies tw® of the longest days in the
year.
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We have p@rmission to visit @ut home onge in every year, and to remain eleven
days, during which we fly across the forest to I0ok onge mére at the palage where
our father dwells, and where we wére bérn, and at the chiirch, where @ur mother
lies buried. Here it seems as if the very trees and bushes weére related to us. The
wild hérses leap over the plaing as we have seen them in eur childheod. The
charcoal biirners sing the old songs, to which we have danged as children. This
is eur fatherland, to which we are drawn by léving ties; and here we have feund
you, ®ur dear little sister., Twe days longer we can remain here, and then must we
fly away to a beautiful land which is not ®ur home; and hew can we take you with
us? We have neither ship nér boat.”

“Hew can | break this spell?” said their sister. And then she taked abeut it
nearly the whole night, only slumbering fér a few heurs. Eliza was awakened by
the rustling of the swans’ wings as they séared abdve. Hér brothers wére again
changed to swans, and they flew in gircles wider and wider, till they wére far
away; but one of them, the youngest swan, remained behind, and laid his head in
his sister’s lap, wrile she stroked his wings; and they remained together the whole
day. Towards evening, the rest came back, and as the sun went dewn they
resumed their natural férms. “To-morrow,” said one, “we shall fly away, not to
retlirn 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 eur 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
hé&rself dewn on the net, and when the sun rose, and hér bréthers again became
wild swans, they took up the net with their beaks, and flew up to the cleuds with
their dear sister, whe still slept. The sunbeams fell on hér fage, therefére one of
the swans séared over hér head, so that his bréad wings might shade hér. They
were far from the land when Eliza woke. She théught she must still be dreaming,
it seemed so strange to hér to feel h@rself being carried so high in the air over the
sea. By hér side lay a branch full of beautiful ripe berries, and a bundle of sweet
reets; the youngest of hér brothers had gathered them fér hér, and plaged them
by hér side. She smiled hér thanks to him; she knew it was the same whe had
hovered over hér to shade hér with his wings. They wére new so high, that a
large ship beneath them looked like a white sea-gull skimming the waves.
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A great cleud floating behind them appeared like a vast meuntain, and upon it
Eliza saw hér own shadow and those of the eleven swans, looking gigantic in
size. altogether it férmed a mére beautiful picture than she had ever seen; but
as the sun rose higher, and the cleuds wére left behind, the shadowy picture
vanished away. Onward the whole day they flew through the air like a winged
arrow, yet mére slowly than usual, fér they had their sister to carry. The weather
seemed inclined to be stérmy, and Eliza watched the sinking sun with great
anxiety, fér the little rock in the ogean was not yet in sight. It appeared to hér as if
the swans wére making great efforts with their wings.

Alas! She was the cause of their not advanging mére quickly. When the sun set,
they wouid change to men, fall inte the sea and be drewned. Then she offered a
prayer from h@r inmost heart, but still no appearange of the rock. Dark cleuds
came nearer, the gusts of wind told of a coming stérm, wrile from a thick, heavy
mass of cleuds the lightning biirst férth flash after flash. The sun had reached
the edge of the sea, when the swans darted dewn so swiftly, that Eliza’s head
trembled; she believed they wére falling, but they again séared onward. Presently
she caugnt sight of the rock just below them, and by this time the sun was haf
hidden by the waves. The rock did not appear larger than a seal’s head thrust eut
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 pie¢e
of blirnt paper.

Then she saw hér brothers standing closely reund hér with their arms linked
together. There was but just reem enough fér them, and not the smallest space
to spare. The sea dashed against the rock, and covered them with spray. The
heavens wére lighted up with céntinual 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 @arly dewn the air became
cam and still, and at sunrige 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 swimming on the water.

As the sun rose higrer, Eliza saw befére hér, floating on the air, a range of
meuntaing, with shining masses of ige on their summits. In the gentre, roge a
castle apparently a mile long, with rows of columns, rigsing one abéve another,
while, areund it, paim-trees waved and flewers bleemed as large as mill wheels.
She asked if this was the land to which they wére hastening. The swans shook
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their heads, fér what she beheld wére the beautiful ever-changing cleud palages
of the “Fata Morgana,” inte which no mértal can enter. Eliza was still gazing at
the sgene, when meuntaing, forests, and castles melted away, and twenty stately
chiirches rose in their stead, with high tewers and pointed gothic windows.

Eliza even fangied she cou/d hear the tones of the érgan, but it was the music
of the mlrmiiring sea which she h@ard. As they drew nearer to the chiirches,
they also changed inte a fleet of ships, which seemed to be sailing beneath
hér; but as she looked again, she feund it was only a sea mist gliding over the
ogean. So there continued to pass befére h@r eyes a constant change of s¢ene,
till at last she saw the real land to which they wére beund, with its blue
meuntaing, its ¢edar forests, and its ¢ities and palages. Long befére the sun went
dewn, she sat on a rock, in frént of a large cave, on the fléor of which the over-
grown yet delicate green creeping plants l0oked like an embroidered carpet. “New
we shall expect to hear wrat you dream of to-nignt,” said the youngest bréther, as
he showed his sister hér bedreem.

“Heaven grant that | may dream hew to save you,” she replied. And this théught
took such hold upon hér mind that she prayed @arnestly to God fér help, and
even in hér sleep she continued to pray. Then it appeared to hér as if she wére
flying high in the air, towards the cleudy palage of the “Fata Morgana,” and a fairy
came eut to meet hér, radiant and beautiful in appearange, and yet very much
like the old woman whe had given hér berries in the wood, and whe had told hér
of the swans with golden crewns on their heads. “Your brothers can be
releaseql,” said she, “if you have only courage and p@rseverange. True, water i
softer than yéur own delicate hands, and yet it polishes stones inte shapes; it
feels no pain as your fingers wouid feel, it has no soul, and cannot suffer such
agony and térment as you will have to endure. D@ you see the stinging nettle wrich
| hold in my hand? Quantities of the same sért grow reund the cave in which you
sleep, but néne will be of any use to you unless they grow upon the graves in a
chiirchyard. These you must gather even wrile they b@irn blisters on yéur
hands. Break them to pieces with yéur hands and feet, and they will becéme
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 cdmmenge yéur task until it is finishel, even shoud it
occupy years of yéur life, you must not speak. The first word you utter will pi€rge
through the hearts of yéur brothers like a deadly dagger. Their lives hang upon
y6ur tdngue. Remember all | have told you.” And as she finished speaking, she
touched hér hand lightly with the nettle, and a pain, as of blirning fire, awoke Eliza.



FABLES: HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

It was bréad daylignt, and close by where she had been sleeping lay a nettle like
the one she had seen in hér dream. She fell on hér knees and offered hér thanks
to God. Then she went férth from the cave to begin hér work with hér delicate
hands. She groped in amoéngst the ugly nettles, which biirnt great blisters on hér
hands and arms, but she detérmined to bear it gladly if she cou/d only release hér
dear brothers. So she bruised the nettles with hér bare feet and spun the flax.
At sunset hér brothers retlirned and wére very much frightened when they feund
h&r dumb. They believed it to be séme new sérgery of their wicked step-moéther.
But when they saw hé&r hands they understood what she was deing on their
behalf, and the youngest bréther wept, and wehere his tears fell the pain ¢eased,
and the blirning blisters vanished. She kept to h&r work all night, fér she couid
not rest till she had released hé@r dear brothers. During the whole of the following
day, wrile hér brothers wére absent, she sat in solitude, but never befére had the
time flown so quickly.

One coat was already finished and she had begun the second, when she hé&ard
the huntsman’s hérn, and was struck with fear. The seund came nearer and
nearer, she h@ard the dogs barking, and fled with terror inte the cave. She hastily
beund together the nettles she had gathered inte a bundle and sat upon them.
Immediately a great dog came beunding towards hé&r eut of the ravine, and then
another and anéther; they barked leudly, ran back, and then came again. In a
very few minutes all the huntsmen stood befére the cave, and the handsémest of
them was the king of the country. He advanged towards hér, fér he had never
seen a moére beautiful maiden.

“Hew did you come here, my sweet child?” he asked. But Eliza shook hér head.
She dared not speak, at the cost of hér brothers’ lives. And she hid hér hands
under hér apron, so that the king might not see hew she must be suffering.

“Come with me,” he said; “here you cannot remain. If you are ag good as you are
beautiful, | will dress you in silk and velvet, | will plage a golden crewn upon yéur
head, and you shall dwell, and rule, and make yéur home in my richest castle.” And
then he lifted hér on his hérse. She wept and wrung hér hands, but the king said,
“l wish only fér yéur happiness. A time will cdbme when you will thank me fér this.”
And then he galloped away over the meuntaing, holding hér befére him on this
hérse, and the hunters followed behind them.

As the sun went dewn, they approached a fair royal ¢ity, with chiirches, and
cupolas. On arriving at the castle the king led h&r inte marble halls, where large
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feuntains played, and wrere the walls and the ceilings wére covered with rich
paintings. But she had no eyes fér all these glérious sights, she couid only méurn
and weep. Patiently she allewed the women to array hér in royal robes, to weave
p&arls in hér hair, and draw soft gloves over hér blistered fingers. As she stood
befére them in all hér rich dress, she looked so dazzingly beautiful that the court
bowed low in h@r presence. Then the king declared his intention of making hér
his bride, but the archbishops shook his head, and whispered that the fair young
maiden was only a witch whe had blinded the king’s eyes and bewitched his
heart. But the king wouid not listen to this; he érdered the music to seund, the
daintiest dishes to be sérved, and the Idveliest maidens to dange.

Afterwards he led hér through fragrant gardens and lofty halls, but not a smile
appeared on hér lips 6r sparkled in h@r eyes. She looked the very picture of grief.
Then the king opened the déor of a little chamber in which she. Was to sleep; it
was adorned with rich green tapestry, and resembled the cave in wrich he had
feund hér. On the fléor lay the bundle of flax which she had spun from the nettles,
and under the geiling hung the cost she had made. These things had been
bréugnt away from the cave a$ curiosities by one of the huntsmen.

“Here you can dream yéurself back again in the old home in the cave,” said the
king; “here is the work with which you employed yéurself. It will amuse you new in
the midst of all this splendor to think of that time.”

When Eliza saw all these things wrich lay so near hér heart, a smile played
areund hér meuth, and the crimson bléod rushed to hér cheeks. She théught of
hér brothers, and their release made hér so joyful that she kissed the king’s
hand. Then he pressed hé&r to his heart. Very seen the joyous chiirch bells
anneuncged the marriage feast, and that the beautiful dums girl eut 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 inte his heart.

The marriege was still to take plage, and the archbishop himself had to plage the
crewn on the bride’s head; in his wicked spite, he pressed the narrow girclet so
tightly on h@r forenead that it ciused h@r pain. But a heavier weight engircled hér
heart—sorrow fér hér brothers. She felt not bodily pain. Hér meuth was closed;
a single word wowd cost the lives of hér brothers. But she loved the kind,
handséme king, whe did everything to make h@r happy mére and mére each day;
she |6ved him with all hér heart, and hér eyes beamed with the l6ve she dared
not speak. Oh! If she had only been able to confidein him and tell him of hér grief.
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But dumb she must remain till hér task was finished. Therefére at night she crept
away inte hér little chamber, which had been decked ®ut to look like the cave,
and quickly wove one coat after another. But when she began the seventh she
feund she had no mére flax.

She inew that the nettles she wanted to use grew in the chiirchyard, and that
she must pluck them hérself. Hew shouid she get sut there? “Oh, what is the
pain in my fingers to the tdrment which my heart endures?” said she. “| must
venture, | shall not be denied help from heaven.” Then with a trembling heart, as
if she wére abeut to perférm a wicked deed, she crept inte the garden in the
bréad meenligt, and passed through the narrow walks and the desérted streets,
till she reached the chiirchyard. Then she saw on one of the bréad tembstones
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 @ut the dead bodies and ate the flesh! Eliza had to pass close by them,
and they fixed their wicked glanges upon hér, but she prayed silently, gathered
the blirning nettles, and carried them home with hér to the castle.

One p@rson only had seen hér, and that was the archbishop —he was awake
wrile everybody was asleep. New he théught his opinion was evidently correct.
all was not right with the queen. She was a witch, and had bewitched the king
and all the people. Secretly he told the king wrat he had seen and wrat he feared,
and as the hard weérds came from his téngue, the carved images of the saints
shook their heads as if they wouid say. “It is not so. Eliza is innogent.”

But the archbishop int@rpreted it in another way; he believed that they
witnessed against hér, and wére shaking their heads at hér wickedness. Twe
large tears rolled dewn the king’s cheeks, and he went home with deust in hig
heart, and at night he pretended to sleep, but there came no real sleep to his eyes,
fér he saw Eliza get up every nignt and disappear in hér own chamber. From day
to day his brew became darker, and Eliza saw it and did not understand the
reason, but it alarmed h@r and made hé&r heart tremble fér hér brothers. Hér hot
tears glittered like p@arl$ on the regal velvet and diaménds, wrile all vhe saw hér
wére wishing they coud be queens. In the mean time she had almost finished

hér task; only one coat of mail was wanting, but she had no flax left, and not a
single nettle.

Onee mére only, and fér the last time, must she venture to the chiirchyard and
pluck a few handfuls. She théught with terror of the solitary walk, and of the horrible
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ghouls, but hér will was firm, as well as hér trust in Providence. Eliza went, and
the king and the archbishop followed h&r. They saw hér vanish through the
wicket gate inte the chiirchyard, and when they came nearer they saw the ghouls
sitting on the tembsstone, as Eliza had seen them, and the king tlirned away his
head, fér he théught she was with them—she whese head had rested on his breast
that very evening. “The people must condemn hér,” said he, and she was very
quickly condemrned by every one to suffer death by fire.

Away from the gérgeous regal halls was she led to a dark, dreary ¢ell, where the
wind wristled through the irén bars. Instead of the velvet and silk dresses, they
gave hér the coats of mail which she had woven to céver hér, and the bundle of
nettles fér a pillow; but néthing they coud give hér wotd have pleaged h&r mére.
She continued hér task with joy, and prayed fér help, while the street-boys sang
jeering songs abeut hér, and not a soul comforted hér with a kind word. Towards
evening, she héard at the grating the flutter of a swan’s wing, it was hé&r youngest
brother—he had feund his sister, and she sobbed fér joy, although she knew that
very likely this wouid be the last night she wouid have to live. But still she coud
hope, fér hér task was almost finisheql, and hér brothers wére coOme.

Then the archbishop arrived, to be with hér during hér last reurs, as he had
promised the king. But she shook hé&r head, and begged him, by leoks and
gestures, not to stay; fér in this nigit she knew she must finish hér task,
otherwise all hér pain and tears and sleepless nights wotiid have been suffered in
vain. The archbishop withdrew, uttering bitter words against hér; but pdor Eliza
knew that she was innogent, and diligently céntinued hér work.

The little mige ran abeut the fléor, they dragged the nettles to hér feet, to help as
well as they couid; and the thrush sat eutside the grating of the window, and sang
to hér the whole night long, as sweetly as possible, to keep up hér spirits.

It was still twilignt, and at least an heur befére sunrise, when the eleven brothers
stooad at the castle gate, and demanded to be bréugnt befére the king. They wére
told it cowd not be, it was yet dlmost night, and as the king slept they dared not
distlirb him. They threatened, they entreated. Then the guard appeared, and even
the king himself, inquiring wrat all the noise meant. At this moment the sun rose.

The eleven brothers wére seen no mére, but eleven wild swans flew away over
the castle.

And new all the people came streaming férth from the gates of the gity, to see the
witch b@irnt. An old hérse drew the cart on wrich she sat. They had dressed hér
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in a garment of céarse sackcloth. Hér ldvely hair hung leese on hér shoulders,
hér cheeks wére deadly pale, hér lips meved silently, while hér fingers still worked
at the green flax. Even on the way to death, she wouid not give up hér task. The
ten coats of mail lay at hér feet, she was working hard at the eleventh, while the
mob jeered hér and said, “See the witch, hew she mutters! She has no hymn-
book in hér hand. She sits there with hér ugly sércery. Let us tear it in a
theusand pieges.”

And then they pressed towards hér, and wowd have destroyed the coats of mail,
but at the same moment eleven wild swans flew over hé&r, and alighted on the cart.
Then they flapped their large wings, and the crewd drew on one side in alarm.

“It is a sign from heaven that she is innogent,” whispered many of them; but they
ventured not to say it aleud.

As the executioner seized h@r by the hand, to lift hér eut of the cart, she hastily

threw the eleven coats of mail over the swansg, and they immediately became
eleven handsoéme pringes; but the youngest had a swan’s wing, instead of an arm;
fér she had not been able to finish the last sleeve of the coat.

“New | may speak,” she exclaimed. “| am innogent.”

Then the people, vhe saw wrat happened, bewed to hér, as befére a saint; but
she sank lifeless in hér brothers’ arms, overcoéme with suspense, anguish., and
pain.

“Yes, she is innogent,” said the eldest bréther; and then he related all that had
taken plage; and while he spoke there rose in the air a fragrange ag from millions
of roses. Every piece of faggot in the pile had taken reet, and threw eut
branches, and appeared a thick hedge, large and high, cévered with roses; wrile
above all bleemed a white and shining flewer, that glittered like a star. This flewer
the king plucked, and plaged in Eliza’s bosom, when she awoke from hér sween,
with peace and happiness in h&r heart. And all the chiirch bells rang of
themselves, and the birds came in great tre@ps. And a marriage progession
retlirned to the castle, such as no king had ever befére seen.

¥
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The Garden of Paradise

Hans Christian Andersen 1838

&EHERE was onge a king’s soén whe had a larger and mére beautiful collection

of books than any one else in the world, and full of splendid copper-plate
engravings. He cou/d read and obtain informatién respecting every people of every
land; but not a ward coud he find to explain the situation of the garden of paradise,
and this was just what he most wished to know. His grandméther had told him
when he was quite a little boy, just old enough to go to scheel, that each flewer
in the garden of paradise was a sweet cake, that the pistils wére full of rich wine,
that on one flewer history was written, on anéther geography 6r tables; so those
whe wished to |@arn their lesséns had only to eat séme of the cakes, and the mére
they ate, the mére history, geography, ér tables they knew.

He believed it all then; but ag he grew older, and |@arnt mére and mére, he became
wise enough to understand that the splendor 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 férbidden fruit?” théugnt the king’s soén: “if | had
been there it wou/d never have happened, and there wouid have been no sin in the
world.” The garden of paradise occupied all his théughts 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 cleuds gathered, and the rain péured dewn as if the sky
had been a waterspeut; and it was as dark as the bottém of a well at midnignt;
sometimes he slipped over the smeeth grass, ér fell over stones that projected
eut of the rocky greund. Every thing was dripping with moisture, and the p&or
pringe had not a dry thread abeut him. He was obliged at last to climb over great
blocks of stone, with water splirting from the thick moss. He began to feel quite
faint, when he h@ard a most singular rushing noise, and saw befére him a large
cave, from which came a blaze of light. In the middle of the cave an immense fire
was bilirning, and a noble stag, with its branching hérns, was plaged on a spit
between the trunks of twe pine-trees. It was tlirning slowly befére the fire, and an
elderly woman, as large and strong as if she had been a man in disguise, sat by,
throwing one piege of wood after anéther inte the flames.

“Come in,” she said to the pringe; “sit dewn by the fire and dry yéurself.”
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“There i$ a great draught here,” said the pringe, as he seated himself on the greund.

“It will be wBrse when my séns céme home,” replied the woman; “you are new in
the cavérn of the Winds, and my séns are the féur Winds of heaven: can you
understand that?”

“Where are your song?” asked the pringe.

“It is difficult to answer stupid questidons,” said the woman. “My séns have plenty
of business on hand; they are playing at shuttlecock with the cleuds up yonder in
the king’s hall,” and she pointed upwards.

“Oh, indeed,” said the pringe; “but you speak mére roughly and harshly and are
not so gentle ag the women | am used to.”

“Yes, that is because they have noéthing else to de; but | am obliged to be harsh,
to keep my boys in érder, and | can de it, although they are so head-strong. De
you see those féur sacks hanging on the wall? Well, they are just ag much afraid
of those sacks, as you used to be of the rat behind the looking-glass. | can bend
the boys together, and put them in the sacks witheut any resistange on their
parts, | can tell you. There they stay, and dare not attempt to coéme ®ut until | allew
them to de so. And here cOmes one of them.”

It was the Nérth Wind whe came in, bringing with him a cold, pierging blast; large
hailstones rattled on the fléor, and snowflakes wére scattered areund in all
directions. He wére a bearskin dress and cloak. His sealskin cap was drawn over

his ears, long igicles hung from his beard, and one hailstone after anéther rolled
from the collar of his jacket.

“Don’t go te@e near the fire,” said the pringe, “or yéur hands and fage will be frost-
bitten.”

“Frost-bitten!” said the Nérth Wind, with a leud laugh; “Why frost is my greatest

delight. What sért of a little snip are you, and hew did you find yéur way to the cavérn
of the Winds?”

“He is my guest,” said the old woman, “and if you are not satisfied with that
explanation you can go inte the sack. De you understand me?”

That settled the matter. So the Nérth Wind began to relate his adventures, whenge
he came, and where he had been fér a whole ménth. “| céme from the polar seas,”
he said; “I have been on the Bear’s Island with the Russian walrus-hunters. | sat
and slept at the helm of their ship, as they sailed away from Nérth Cape.
Sémetimes when | woke, the stérm-birds wound fly abeut my legs. They are curious
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birds; they give one flap with their wings, and then on their eutstretched pinions
séar far away.”

“Don’t make such a long stéry of it,” said the moéther of the winds; “what sért of a
plage is Bear’s Island?”

“A very beautiful plage, with a fléor fér danging as smeeth and flat ag a plate.
Haf-melted snow, partly covered with moss, sharp stones, and skeletons of
walruses and polar-bears, lie all abeut, their gigantic limss in a state of green
decay. It wouid seem as if the sun never shone there. | blew gently, to clear away
the mist, and then | s&w a little hut, which had been built from the wood of a wreck,
and was covered with the skins of the walrus, the fleshy side ®utwards; it looked
green and red, and on the reef sat a grewling bear. Then | went to the sea shére,
to look after birds’ nests, and saw the unfledged nestlings opening their meuths
and screaming fér feed. | blew inte the theusand little throats, and quickly
stopped their screaming. Farther on wére the walruses with pig’s heads, and
teeth a yard long, rolling abeut like great worms.”

“You relate yéur adventures very well, my sén,” said the méther, “it makes my
meuth water to hear you.

“After that,” continued the Nérth Wind, “the hunting commenged. The harpeen
was flung inte the breast of the walrus, so that a smoking stream of blééd spiirted
férth like a feuntain, and besprinkled the ice. Then | théught of my own game; |
began to blow, and set my own ships, the great iccb@rgs sailing, so that they
mignt crush the boats. On, hew the sailors hewled and cried ®ut! But | hewled
leuder than they. They wére obliged to unload their cargo, and throw their
chests and the dead walruses on the ige. Then | sprinkled snow over them, and
left them in their crushed boats to drift seuthward, and to taste salt water. They
will never retlirn to Bear’s Island.”

“So you have done mischief,” said the méther of the Winds.

“| shall leave 6thers to tell the good | have done,” he replied. “But here cOmes my
brother from the West; | like him best of all, fér he has the smell of the sea abeut
him, and brings in a cold, fresh air as he enters.”

“Is that the little Zephyr?” asked the pringe.

“Yes, it is the little Zephyr,” said the old woman; “but he is not little new. In years
gone by he was a beautiful boy; new that is all past.”
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He came in, leoking like a wild man, and he wére a sleuched hat to protect his
head from injdry. In his hand he carried a club, cut from a mahogany tree in the
American forests, not a trifle to carry.

“Whenge de you coOme?” asked the mother.

“l cdme from the wilds of the forests, where the thérny brambles férm thick hedges
between the trees; where the water-snake lies in the wet grass, and mankind
seem to be unknown.”

“What wére you deing there?”

“| looked inte the deep river, and saw it rushing dewn from the rocks. The water
drops meunted to the cleuds and glittered in the rainbow. | saw the wild buffalo
swimming in the river, but the strong tide carried him away amidst a flock of wild
ducks, which flew inte the air as the waters dashed onwards, leaving the buffalo
to be hiirled over the waterfall. This pleaged me; so | raiged a stérm, which reeted
up old trees, and sent them floating dewn the river.”

“And what else have you done?” asked the old woman.

“I have rushed wildly across the savannahs; | have stroked the wild hérses, and
shaken the cocoa-nuts from the trees. Yes, | have many stéries to relate; but |
need not tell everything | know. You know it all very well, don’t you, old lady?”
And he kissed his moéther so roughly, that she nearly fell backwards. On, he
was, indeed, a wild fellow.

New in came the Seuth Wind, with a ttirban and a flowing Bedouin cloak.

“Hew cold it is here!” said he, throwing mére wood on the fire. “It is easy to feel
that the Noérth Wind has arrived here befére me.”

“Why it is hot enough here to roast a bear,” said the Nérth Wind.
“You are a bear yéurself,” said the other.

“De you want to be put in the sack, both of you?” said the old woman. “Sit dewn,
new, on that stone, yonder, and tell me where you have been.”

“In Africa, mother. | went eut with the Hottentots, whe weére libn-hunting in the
Kaffir land, where the plains are cévered with grass the color of a green olive; and
here | ran rages with the ostrich, but | seen eutstripped him in swiftness. At last
| came to the desert, in which lie the golden sands, leoking like the bottdm of the
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sea. Here | met a caravan, and the travellers had just killed their last camel, to
obtain water; there was very little fér them, and they céntinued their painful
joirney beneath the blirning sun, and over the hot sands, whrich stretched befére
them a vast, beundless desert.

Then | rolled myself in the l@@se sand, and whirled it in blirning columns over
their heads. The dromedarys stood still in terror, while the mérchants drew their
caftans over their heads, and threw themselves on the greund befére me, as
they de befére Allah, their god. Then | buried them beneath a pyramid of sand,
which cévers them all. When | blow that away on my next visit, the sun will
bleach their bones, and travellers will see that others have been there befére
them; otherwise, in such a wild desert, they mignt not believe it possible.”

“So you have done nothing but evil,” said the méther. “Into the sack with you;”
and, befére he was aware, she had seized the Seuth Wind reund the body, and
popped him inte the bag. He rolled abeut on the fléor, till she sat hérself upon him
to keep him still.

“These boys of yéurs are very lively,” said the pringe.

“Yes,” she replied, “but | know hew to correct them, when negessary; and here
comes the féurth.” In came the East Wind, dressed like a Chinese.

“Oh, you come from that quarter, de you?” said she; “| théught you had been to
the garden of paradise.”

“I am going there to-morrow,” he replied; “| have not been there fér a hundred
years. | have just cobme from China, where | danced reund the péreelain tewer till
all the bells again. In the streets an offigial flogging was taking plage, and
bambee canes wére being broken on the shoulders of men of every high position,
from the first to the ninth grade. They cried, ‘Many thanks, my fatherly
benefactor: but | am sure the words did not come from their hearts, so | rang the
bells till they seunded, ‘ding, ding-dong.””

“You are a wild boy,” said the old woman; “it is well fér you that you are going to-
morrow to the garden of paradise; you always get impreved in yéur education
there. Drink deeply from the feuntain of wisdém wrile you are there, and bring
home a bottleful fér me.”

“That | will,” said the East Wind; “but Why have you put my bréther Seuth in a
bag? Let him eut; fér | want him to tell me abeut the phoenix-bird. The pringess
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always wants to hear of this bird when | pay h@&r my visit every hundred years.
If you will open the sack, sweetest méther, | will give you tw® pocketfuls of tea,
green and fresh as wren | gathered it from the spot where it grew.”

“Well, fér the sake of the tea, and because you are my own boy, | will open the
bag.”

She did so, and the Seuth Wind crept ®ut, looking quite cast dewn, because the
pringe had seen his disgrace.

“There is a paim-lesf fér the pringess,” he said. “The old phoenix, the only one in
the world, gave it to me himself. He has scratched on it with his beak the whole of
his history during the hundred years he has lived. She can there read hew the
old phoenix set fire to his own nest, and sat upon it wrile it was blirning, like a
Hindee widow. The dry twigs areund the nest crackled and smoked till the flames
biirst férth and consumed the phoenix to ashes. Amidst the fire lay an egg, red
hot, which presently biirst with a leud repért, and eut flew a young bird. He is the
only phoenix in the world, and the king over all the 6ther birds. He has bitten a
hole in the leaf which | give you, and that is his greeting to the pringess.”

“New let us have sdmething to eat,” said the méther of the Winds. So they all sat
dewn to feast on the roasted stag; and a$ the pringe sat by the side of the East
Wind, they seen became good friends.

“Pray tell me,” said the pringe, “whe is that pringess of whem you have been
taking! 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 | must tell you one thing—no human being has been there
singe the time of Adam and Eve. | suppose you have read of them in yéur Bible.”

“Of céurse | have,” said the pringe.

“Well,” continued the East Wind, “when they wére driven eut of the garden of
paradise, it sunk inte the @arth; but it retained its warm sunshine, its balmy air,
and all its splendor. The fairy queen lives there, in the island of happiness, where
death never cOmes, and all is beautiful. | can manage to take you there to-morrow,
if you will sit on my back. But new don’t tdk any mére, fér | want to go to sleep;”
and then they all slept.

When the pringe awoke in the @arly mérning, he was not a little surprised at finding
himself high up abdve the cleuds. He was seasted on the back of the East Wind,
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whe held him faithfully; and they wére so high in the air that woods and fields,
rivers and lakes, as they lay beneath them, looked like a painted map.

“Good mérning,” said the East Wind. “You might have slept on a wrile; fér there is
very little to see in the flat country over which we are passing unless you like to
ceunt the chiirches; they look like spots of chak on a green béard.” The green
béard was the name he gave to the green fields and meadows.

“It was very rude of me not to say good-bye to yéur méther and yéur brothers,”
said the prinege.

“They will excuse you, as you wére 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 sea$ and lakes, the waves rose higher, and the large ships dipped inte the
water like diving swans. As darkness came on, towards evening, the great tewns
looked charming; lights wére sparkling, new seen new hidden, just as the sparks
go eut one after anodther on a piege of biirnt paper. The pringe clapped his hands
with pleasure; but the East Wind adviged him not to express his admiration in that
manner, 6r he mignt fall dewn, and find himself hanging on a chiirch steeple. The
eagle in the dark forests flies swiftly; but faster than he flew the East Wind. The

Cossack, on his small hérse, rides lightly &’er the plains; but ligter still passed the
pringe on the winds of the wind.

“There are the Himalayas, the highest meuntaing in Asia,” said the East Wind. “We
shall seen reach the garden of paradise new.”

Then, they tlirned seuthward, and the air became fragrant with the p@rfume of
spices and flewers. Here figs and pomegranates grew wild, and the vines wére
covered with clusters of blue and plirple grapes. Here they both desgended to the
@arth, and stretched themselves on the soft grass, wrile the flewers bewed to the
breath of the wind as if to welcome it. “Are we new in the garden of paradise?”
asked the pringe.

“No, indeed,” replied the East Wind; “but we shall be there very seen. De you
see that wall of rocks, and the cavérn beneath it, over which the grape vines
hang like a green clirtain? rough that cavérn we must pass. wrap yéur cloak reund
you; fér while the sun scérches you here, a few steps farther it will be igy cold.
The bird flying past the entrange to the cavérn feels as if one wing wére in the
region of summer, and the other in the depths of winter.”
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“So this then is the way to the garden of paradise?” asked the pringe, as they
entered the cavé@rn. It was indeed cold; but the cold seen passed, fér the East
Wind spread his wings, and they gleamed like the brigntest fire. As they passed on
through this wonderful cave, the pringe couid see great blocks of stone, from wrich
water trickled, hanging over their heads in fantastic shapes. SOmetimes it was so
narrow that they had to creep on their hands and knees, wrile at 0ther times it
was lofty and wide, like the free air. It had the appearanege of a chapel fér the dead,
with petrified 6rgans and silent pipes. “We seem to be passing through the valley
of death to the garden of paradise,” said the pringe.

But the East Wind answered not a wdrd, only pointed férwards to a l6vely blue light
which gleamed in the distange. The blocks of stone assumed a misty appearange,
till at last they looked like white cleuds in meenligit. The air was fresh and balmy,
like @ breeze from the meuntaing p@rfumed with flewers from a valley of roses. A
river, clear as the air itself, sparkled at their feet, wrile in its clear depths courd
be seen gold and silver fish spérting in the brignt water, and plirple eels emitting
sparks of fire at every moment, wrile the bréad leaves of the water-lilies, that
floated on its stirfage, flickered with all the célors of the rainbow. The flewer in its
color of flame seemed to receive its nourishment from the water, as a lamp is
sustained by oil. A marble bridge, of such exquisite werkmanship that it appeared
as if férmed of lage and pé&arls, led to the island of happiness, in which bleemed
the garden of paradise.

The East Wind took the pringe in his arms, and carried him over, while the flewers

and the leaves sang the sweet songs of his childheod in tones so full and soft

that no human voige couid venture to imitate. Within the garden grew large trees,

full of sap; but whether they wére paim-trees or gigantic water-plants, the pringe

knew not. The climsing plants hung in garlands of green and gold, like the

illuminations on the margins of old missals ér twined améng the initial letters.
irds, flewers, and festeens appeared intermingled in seeming confusion.

Close by, on the grass, steod a group of peacocks, with radiant tails outspread
to the sun. The pringe touched them, and feund, to his surprise, that they wére
not really birds, but the leaves of the biirdock tree, which shone with the colors
of a peacock’s tail. The lion and the tiger, gentle and tame, wére springing abeut
like playful cats ameéng the green bushes, vhese pérfume was like the fragrant
blossém of the olive. The plumage of the wood-pigeodn glistened like p@arls as it
struck the lién ‘s mane with its wings; wrile the antelope, usually so shy, stood
near, nodding its head as if it wished to join in the frolic. The fairy of paradise next
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made h@r appearance. Hér raiment shone like the sun, and h&r serene
ceuntenange beamed with happiness like that of a méther rejoiging over hér
child. She was young and beautiful, and a train of l6vely maidens followed hér,
each wearing a brignt star in hér hair.

The East Wind gave hér the paim-leaf, on which was written the history of the
phoenix; and hér eyes sparkled with joy. She then took the pringe by the hand,
and led him inte h&r palage, the walls of which were richly colored, like a tulip-leaf
when it is tlirned to the sun. The reef had the appearange of an inverted flewer,
and the ceélors grew deeper and brighter to the gazer. The pringe waked 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 s@rpent near them. “| théught they wére
banished from paradise,” he said.

The pringess smiled, and told him that time had engraved each event on a
window-pane in the férm of a picture; but, unlike other pictures, all that it
represented lived and meved,—the leaves rustled, and the p@rséns went and came,
as in a looking-glass. He looked through anéther pane, and saw the ladder in
Jacob’s dream, on which the angels wére aseending and deseending with
eutspread wings. all that had ever happened in the werld here lived and meved on
the panes of glass, in pictures such as$ time alone coud produge. The fairy new
led the pringe int@ a large, lofty reem with trangparent walls, through which the
light shone.

Here wére portraits, each one appearing mére beautiful than the other—millions
of happy beings, whese lavghter and song mingled in one sweet melody: séme of
these wére in such an elevated position that they appeared smaller than the
smallest rosebud, ér like peneil dots on paper. In the eentre of the hall stood a
tree, with dreeping 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 férbidden
fruit, and from each lesf trickled a bright red dewdrop, as if the tree wére weeping
tears of bloéod fér their sin. “Let us new take the boat,” said the fairy: “a sail on
the ceel waters will refresh us. But we shall not meve from the spot, although the
boat may rock on the swelling water; the countries of the world will glide befére us,
but we shall remain still.”

It was indeed woénderful to behold. First came the lofty Alps, snow-clad, and
covered with cleuds and dark pines. The hérn reseunded, and the shepherds
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sang merrily in the valleys. The banana-trees bent their dreeping branches
over the boat, black swans floated on the water, and singular animals and flewers
appeared on the distant shére. New Holland, the fifth divisién of the world, new
glided by, with meuntains in the backgreund, leoking blue in the distange. They
h&ard the song of the priests, and saw the wild dange of the savage to the seund
of the drums and trumpets of bone; the pyramids of Egypt rising to the cleuds;
columns and sphinxes, overthrown and buried in the sand, followed in their tlirn;
while the nérthern lights flashed ®ut over the extinguished volcanoes of the nérth,
in firewOrks néne cowd imitate.

The pringe was delighted, and yet he saw hundreds of éther wonderful things
mére than can be described. “Can | stay here forever?” asked he.

“That depends upon yéurself,” replied the fairy. “If you de not, like Adam, long fér
what is férbidden, you can remain here always.”

“I shouid not touch the fruit on the tree of knowledge,” said the pringe; there is
abundanege of fruit equally beautiful.”

“Examine yéur own heart,” said the pringess, “and if you de not feel sure of its
strength, retiirn with the East Wind whe bréught you. He is abeut to fly back, and
will not retlirn here fér a hundred years. The time will not seem to you mére than
a hundred heurs, yet even that is a long time fér temptation and resistange. Every
evening, when | leave you, | shall be obliged to say, ¢ Colme with me,You and to
beckon to you with my hand. But you must not listen, nér meve from yéur plage to
follow me; fér with every step you will find yéur pewer to resist weaker. If onge you
attempted to follow me, you wouid seen find yéurself in the hall, where grows the
tree of knowledge, fér | sleep beneath its pérfumed branches. If you steeped over
me, | shou/d be férced to smile. If you then kissed my lips, the garden of paradise
wouid sink inte the @arth, and to you it wouid be lost. A keen wind from the desert
wouid hewl areund you; cold rain fall on yéur head, and sorrow and woe be yéur
future lot.”

“I will remain,” said the pringe.

So the East Wind kissed him on the forenead, and said, “Be firm; then shall we
meet again when a hundred years have passed. Farewell, farewell.” Then the East
Wind spread his bréad pinions, which shone like the lightning in harvest, ér as the
nérthern lights in a cold winter.

“Farewell, farewell,” echoed the trees and the flewers.
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Stérks and pelicans flew after him in feathery bands, to accémpany him to the
beundaries of the garden.

“New we will commenge danging,” said the fairy; “and when it is nearly over at
sunset, while | am daneing with you, | shall make a sign, and ask you to follow me:
but de not obey. | shall be obliged to repeat the same thing fér a hundred years;
and each time, when the trial is past, if you resist, you will gain strength, till
resistan¢e becoOmes easy, and at last the temptation will be quite overcome. This
evening, as it will be the first time, | have warned you.”

After this the fairy led him inte a large hall, filled with transparent lilies. The
yellow stamina of each flewer férmed a tiny golden harp, from which came férth
strains of music like the mingled tones of flute and lyre. Beautiful maidens, slender
and graeeful in férm, and robed in transparent gauze, floated through the danege,
and sang of the happy life in the garden of paradise, where death never entered,
and where all wouid bleem forever in immértal youth. As the sun went dewn, the
whole heavens became crimsén and gold, and tinted the lilies with the hue of
roses. Then the beautiful maidens offered to the pringe sparkling wine; and when
he had drank, he felt happiness greater than he had ever known befére.

Presently the backgreund of the hall opened and the tree of knowledge appeared,
surreunded by a halo of gléry that almost blinded him. Voices, soft and lévely
as his moéther’'s seunded in his ears, as if she wére singing to him, “My child,
my beléved child.” Then the fairy beckéned to him, and said in sweet acgents,
“Come with me, come with me.” Forgetting his promise, forgetting it even on the
very first evening, he rushed towards hér, wrile she céntinued to beckon to him
and to smile. The fragrange areund him overpewered hig senses, the music from
the harps seunded mére entranging, wrile areund the tree appeared millions of
smiling fages, nodding and singing. “Man shouid know everything; man is the
|6rd of the @arth.” The tree of knowledge no longer wept tears of blééd, fér the
dewdrops shone like glittering stars.

“Come, come,” continued that thrilling voige, and the pringe followed the call. At
every step his cheeks glowed, and the bléod rushed wildly through his veins. “|
must follow,” he cried; “it i$ not a sin, it cannot be, to follow beauty and joy. | only

want to see hér sleep, and néthing will happen unless | kiss h@r, and that | will
not de, fér | have strength to resist, and a det@€rmined will.”

The fairy threw off h@r dazzling attire, bent back the beughs, and in anéther
moment was hidden améng them.
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“I have not sinned yet,” said the pringe, “and | will not;” and then he pushed aside
the beughs to follow the princess. She was lying already asleep, beautiful as only
a fairy in the garden of paradise couid be. She smiled as he bent over hér, and
he saw tears trembling eut of hér beautiful eyelashes. “Do you weep fér me?”
he wrhispered. “Oh weep not, theu loveliest of women. New de | begin to
understand the happiness of paradise; | feel it to my inmost soul, in every théugnht.
A new life is bérn within me. One moment of such happiness is worth an etérnity
of darkness and woe.” He st@®@ped and kissed the tears from hér eyes, and
touched hér lips with his.

A clap of thunder, leud and awful, reseunded through the trembling air. all areund
him fell inte ruin. The l6vely fairy, the beautiful garden, sunk deeper and deeper.
The pringe saw it sinking dewn in the dark nignt till it shone only like a star in the
distanee beneath him. Then he felt a coldness, like death, creeping over him; his
eye$ closed, and he became insensible.

When he recévered, a chilling rain was beating upon him, and a sharp wind blew
on his head. “Alas! What have | done?” he sighed; “I have sinned like Adam, and the
garden of paradise has sunk inte the @arth.” He opened his eyes, and saw the

star in the distange, but it was the mérning star in heaven which glittered in the
darkness.

Presently he stood up and feund himself in the depths of the forest, close to the
cavérn of the Winds, and the moéther of the Winds sat by his side. She looked
angry, and raised h@&r arm in the air as she spoke. “The very first evening!” she
said. “Well, | expected it! If you wére my sén, you showd go inte the sack.”

“And there he will have to go at last,” said a strong old man, with large black
wings, and a seythe in his hand, vhe@se name was Death. “He shall be laid in his
coffin, but not yet. | will allew him to wander abeut the world fér a wrile, to atone
fér his sin, and to give him time to becéme better. But | shall retlirn when he least
expects me. | shall lay him in a black coffin, plage it on my head, and fly away
with it beyond the stars. There also bleems a garden of paradise, and if he is
good and pious he will be admitted; but if his théugnts are bad, and his heart is full
of sin, he will sink with his coffin deeper than the garden of paradise has sunk.
Onege in every theusand years | shall go and fetch him, when he will either be
condemred to sink still deeper, ér be raised to a happier life in the werld beyond

the stars.”
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The Flying Trunk

Hans Christian Andersen 1838

GE\HERE was ong¢e a mérchant vhe was so rich that he couid have paved the

whole street with gold, and wouid even then have had enough fér a small
alley. But he did not de so; he knew the value of méney better than to use it in
this way. So clever was he, that every shilling he put eut bréught him a crewn;
and so he continued till he died. His sén inherited his wealth, and he lived a merry
life with it; he went to a masquerade every night, made kiites @ut of five peund notes,
and threw pieces of gold inte the sea instead of stones, making ducks and drakes
of them. In this manner he seen lost all his moéney. At last he had nothing left
but a pair of slippers, an old

dressing-gewn, and féur shillings. And new all his friends desérted him, they
coud not wak with him in the streets; but one of them, vhe was very good-
natured, sent him an old trunk with this message, “Pack up!” “Yes,” he said, “itis
all very well to say ‘pack up,” but he had néthing left to pack up, therefére he
seated himself in the trunk. It was a very wénderful trunk; no seener did any one
press on the lock than the trunk coud fly.

He shut the lid and pressed the lock, when away flew the trunk up the chimney
with the merchant’s sén in it, rignt up inte the cleuds. Whenever the bottém of the
trunk cracked, he was in a great fright, fér if the trunk fell to pieges he wouid have
made a tremendous somerset over the trees. Hewever, he got safely in hig trunk
to the land of Tlrkey. He hid the trunk in the wood under séme dry leaves, and
then went inte the tewn: he courd so this very well, fér the Tlirks dlways go abeut
dressed in dressing-gewns and slippers, as he was himself.

He happened to meet a nilirse
with a little child. “I say, you
Tlrkish niirse,” cried he, “what
castle is that near the tewn, with
the windows placed so high?”

“The king’s daugnter lives there,”
she replied; “it has been

prophesied that she will be very
unhappy abeut a loéver, and
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therefére no one is allewed to visit hér, unless the king and queen are present.”

“Thank you,” said the mérchant’s sén. So he went back to the wood, seated
himself in his trunk, flew up to the reef of the castle, and crept through the window
inte the pringess’s reem. She lay on the sofa asleep, and she was so beautiful
that the m@rchant’s sén coud not help kissing hér. Then she awoke, and was
very much frightened; but he told hé&r he was a Turkish angel, vhe had céme
dewn through the air to see hér, which pleased hér very much. He sat dewn by
hér side and taked to hér: he said hér eyes were like beautiful dark lakes, in which
the théughts swam abeut like little m&rmaidsg, and he told hér that hér forenead
was a snowy meuntain, which céntained splendid halls full of pictures. And then
he related to h&r abeut the stérk whe brings the beautiful children from the rivers.
These wére delightful stéries; and when he asked the pringess if she wouid marry
him, she consented immediately.

“But you must céme on Saturday,” she said; “for then the king and queen will
take tea with me. They will be very preud when they find that | am going to marry
a Tarkish angel; but you must think of séme very pretty stéries to tell them, fér
my parents like to hear stéries better than anything. My mother preférs one that
is deep and moral; but my father likes sémething funny, to make him lavgh.”

“Very well,” he replied; “I shall bring you no 6ther marriage pértion than a stéry,”
and so they parted. But the pringess gave him a swérd which was studded with
gold coing, and these he could use.

Then he flew away to the tewn and béught a new dressing-gewn, and afterwards
retlirned to the wood, where he cdOmposed a stéry, so as to be ready fér Saturday,
which was no easy matter. It was ready hewever by Saturday, when he went to
see the pringess. The king, and queen, and the whole céurt, wére at tea with the
pringess; and he was regeived with great politeness.

“Will you tell us a stéry?” said the queen,—“one that is instructive and full of deep
|@arning.”

“Yes, but with sémething in it to laugh at,” said the king.

“Cértainly,” he replied, and commenged at onge, asking them to listen attentively.
“There was onge a bundle of matches that wére exgceedingly preud of their high
desgent. Their genealogical tree, that is, a large pine-tree from which they had
been cut, was at one time a large, old tree in the wood. The matches new lay
between a tinder-box and an old irén saueepan, and wére taking abeut their
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youthful days. ‘Ah! Then we grew on the green beugrs, and wére as green as
they; every mérning and evening we wére fed with diaménd drops of dew.

Whenever the sun shone, we felt his warm rays, and the little birds wouid relate
stéries to us as they sung. We knew that we wére rich, fér the other trees only
wéore their green dress in summer, but ®ur family wére able to array themselves
in green, summer and winter. But the wood-cutter came, like a great revolutién,
and eur family fell under the axe. The head of the heuse obtained a situation as
mainmast in a very fine ship, and can sail reund the world when he will. The 6ther
branches of the family wére taken to different plages, and eur offige new is to
kindle a light fér commeén people. This is hew such high-bérn people as we came
to be in a kitchen.

(134

Mine has been a very different fate, said the irén pot, which stood by the
matches; ‘from my first entrange inte the world | have been used to ceoking and
sceuring. | am the first in this heuse, when anything solid ér useful is required.
My only pleasure i$ to be made clean and shining after dinner, and to sit in my
place and have a little sensible conversation with my neighbors. all of us, exeepting
the water-bucket, wrich is sdmetimes taken inte the céurtyard, live here together
within these féour walls. We get sur news from the market-basket, but he
sometimes tells us very unpleasant things abeut the people and the gévérnment.
Yes, and one day an old pot was so alarmed, that he fell dewn and was broken
to pieces. He was a liberal, | can tell you.

“ You are taking te®@ much,said the tinder-box, and the steel struck against the
flint till séme sparks flew eut, crying, ‘We want a merry evening, don’t we?

€

Yes, of céurse, said the matches, ‘let us tak abeut those wvhe are the highest
bérn.

“No, | don't like to be always taking of what we are,You remarked the saugepan;
‘let us think of séme 6ther amusement; | will begin. We will tell sémething that
has happened to eurselves; that will be very easy, and interesting as well. On the
Baltic Sea, near the Danish shére ‘—

“ What a pretty commenegement! Said the plates; ‘we shall all like that stéry, | am
sure.

“The plates rattled with pleasure, and the carpet-breem bréught séme green
parsley eut of the dust-hole and crowned the saugepan, fér he knew it wouid vex
the others; and he théught, ‘If | crewn him to-day he will crewn me to-morrow.
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(134

New, let us have a danege, said the fire-tongs; and then hew they danc¢ed and
stuck up one leg in the air. The chair-cushion in the cérner biirst with laughter
when she saw it.

“’Shall | be crewned new?You asked the fire-tongs; so the breem feund anéther
wreath foér the tongs.

€

They wére only common people after all,You théught the matches. The tea-tirn
was new asked to sing, but she said she had a cold, and cowd not sing witheut
boiling heat. They all théugnt this was affectation, and because she did not wish
to sing excepting in the parlor, 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 abeut the pen, excepting that it had been dipped tee
deeply in the ink, but it was preud of that.

“If the tea-lirn won’t sing,said the pen, ‘she can leave it alone; there i$ a nightingale
in a cage whe can sing; she has not been taught much, eértainly, but we need
not say anything this evening abeut that.

(134

| think it hignly improper,said the tea-kettle, wh® was kitchen singer, and haff-
bréther to the tea-lirn, ‘that a rich foreign bird shouid be listened to here. s it
patriotic? Let the market-basket degide what is rignt.

€

| ¢@rtainly am vexed, said the basket; ‘inwardly vexed, mére than any one can
imagine. are we spending the evening properly? Wouid it not be mére sensible to
put the heuse in érder? If each wére in his own plage | woud lead a game; this
wou/d be quite anodther thing.

(134

Let us act a play,said they all. At the same moment the déor 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 amoéngst them whe had not a high opinién of
himself, and of wrat he couid de if he chose.

€

Yes, if we had chosen,You they each théugnt, ‘we might have spent a very
pleagsant evening.

“The maid took the matches and ligited them; dear me, hew they sputtered and
blazed up!

“New then,they théugnt, ‘every one will see that we are the first. How we shine;
what a light we give! Even wrile they spoke their light went eut.
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“What a capital stéry,” said the queen, ‘| feel
as if | wére really in the kitchen, and coud see
the matches; yes, you shall marry eur daugster.”

“Cértainly,” said the king, “theu shalt have eur
daughter.” The king said theu to him because he
was going to be one of the family. The wedding-
day was fixed, and, on the evening befére, the
whole ¢ity was illuminated. Cakes and
sweetmeats wére thrown amoéng the people.
The street boys steod on tiptoe and sheuted
“hurrah,” and wristled between their fingers;
altogether it was a very splendid affair.

“I will give them anéther treat,” said the mérchant’s sén. So he went and béugnt
rockets and crackers, and all sérts of fire-wdrks that couid be théugnt of, package
them in his trunk, and flew up with it inte the air. Wrat a whizzing and popping
they made as they went off! The Tdrks, when they saw such a sight in the air,
jumped so high that their slippers flew abeut their ears. It was easy to believe
after this that the princess was really going to marry a Tlrkish angel.

As seen as the mérchant’s sén had céme dewn in his flying trunk to the wood
after the firewdrks, he théugnt, “I will go back inte the tewn new, and hear what
they think of the entertainment.” It was very natural that he showd wish to know.
And what strange things people did say, to be sure! Every one vh@m he questioned
had a different tale to tell, though they all théugnt it very beautiful.

“| saw the Tirkish 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 sut
from the folds.”

He h@ard many mére fine things abeut himself, and that the next day he was to
be married. After this he went back to the forest to rest himself in hig trunk. It had
disappeared! A spark from the firewBrks which remained had set it on fire; it was
biirnt to ashes! So the merchant’s sén cowd not fly any mére, nér go to meet his
bride. She stood all day on the reef waiting fér him, and most likely she is
waiting there still; while he wanders through the world telling fairy tales, but néne
of them so amusing as the one he related abeut the matches.
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The Storks

Hans Christian Andersen 1838

)N the last heuse in a little village the stérks had built a nest, and the méther
stérk sat in it with h@r féur young ones, whe stretched ®ut their necks and
pointed their black beaks, which had not yet tlirned red like those of the parent
irds. A little way off, on the edge of the reef, stood the father stérk, quite uprignt
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 wére carved in wood. “It must look very
grand,” théught he, “for my wife to have a sentry guarding hér nest. They de not
know that | am hér husband; they will think | have been commanded to stand
here, which i$ quite aristocratic;” and so he céntinued standing on one leg.

In the street below wére a number of children at play, and when they caugnt sight
of the stérks, one of the boldest améngst the boys began to sing a song abeut
them, and very seen he was joined by the rest. These are the words of the song,
but each only sang wrat he couid remember of them in his own way.

“Stork, stérk, fly away,

Stand not on one leg, | pray,

See yéur wife i in hér nest,

With hér little ones at rest.

They will hang one, And fry another;

They will sheet a third, And roast his brother.”

“Just hear what those boys are singing,” said the young stérks; “they say we shall
be hanged and roasted.”

“Never mind wrat they say; you need not listen,” said the méther. “They can de
no harm.”

But the boys went on singing and pointing at the stérks, and mocking at them,
exgepting one of the boys whese name was Peter; he said it was a shame to make
fun of animals, and wouid not join with them at all. The meéther stérk comforted
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h&r young ones, and told them not to mind. “See,” she said, “How quiet yéur
father stands, although he is only on one leg.”

“But we are very much frightened,” said the young stérks, and they drew back their
heads inte the nests.

The next day when the children wére playing together, and saw the stérks, they
sang the song again—

“They will hang one,

And roast anéther.”
“Shall we be hanged and roasted?” asked the young stérks.

“No, eértainly not,” said the mother. “I will teach you to fly, and when you have
|@arnt, we will fly inte the meadows, and pay a visit to the frogs, whe will bew
themselves to us in the water, and cry ‘Croak, croak,You and then we shall eat
them up; that will be fun.”

“And what next?” asked the young stérks.

“Then,” replied the moéther, “all the stérks in the country will assemble together,
and go through their autumn manceuvres, so that it is very impértant fér every one
to know hew to fly properly. If they de not, the general will thrust them through
with his beak, and kill them. Therefére you must take pains and |@arn, so as to be
ready when the drilling begins.”

“Then we may be killed after all, as the boys say; and hark! They are singing
again.”

“Listen to me, and not to them,” said the mother stérk. “After the great review is
over, we shall fly away to warm countries far from hence, where there are
meuntaing and forests. To Egypt, where we shall see three-cornered heuses built
of stone, with pointed tops that reach nearly to the cleuds. They are called
Pyramids, and are older than a stérk coud imagine; and in that country, there is a
river that overflows its banks, and then goes back, leaving néthing but mire;
there we can wak abeut, and eat frogs in abundanee.”

“Oh, o—h!” cried the young stérks.

“Yes, it is a deligntful plage; there is nothing to de all day long but eat, and wrile
we are so well off eut there, in this country there will not be a single green leaf on
the trees, and the weather will be so cold that the cleuds will freeze, and fall on
the @arth in little white rags.” The stérk meant snow, but she couid not explain it in
any other way.
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“Will the naugnty boys freeze and fall in pieces?” asked the young stérks.

“No, they will not freeze and fall inte pieges,” said the méther, “but they will be
very cold, and be obliged to sit all day in a dark, gleemy reem, wrile we shall be
flying abeut in foreign lands, where there are bleeming flewers and warm
sunshine.”

Time passed on, and the young stérks grew so large that they cowd stand upright
in the nest and look abeut them. The father bréught them, every day, beautiful
frogs, little snakes, and all kinds of stérk-dainties that he coud find. And then,
hew funny it was to see the tricks he wouid perférm to amuse them. He wou/d lay
his head quite reund over his tail, and clatter with hig beak, as if it had been a
rattle; and then he wouid tell them stéries all abeut the marshes and fens.

“Come,” said the moéther one day, “New you must larn to fly.” And all the féur
young ones Were obliged to come @ut on the top of the reef. On, hew they tottered
at first, and wére obliged to balange themselves with their wings, 6r they wouid
have fallen to the greund below.

“Look at me,” said the moéther, “you must hold yéur heads in this way, and plage

yOur feet so. Onee, twice, onge, twice—that is it. New you will be able to take care
of yéurselves in the weorld.”

Then she flew a little distange from them, and the young ones made a spring to
follow hér; but dewn they fell plump, fér their bodies wére still to® heavy.

“| don’t want to fly,” said one of the young stérks, creeping back inte the nest. “I
don’t care abeut going to warm countries.”

“Wourd you like to stay here and freeze when the winter cdmes?” said the mother,
“or till the boys cOmes to hang you, 6r to roast you?—Well then, I'll call them.”

“Oh no, no,” said the young stérk, jumping eut on the reef with the others; and
new they wére all attentive, and by the third day couid fly a little. Then they began
to fangy they couid séar, so they tried to de so, resting on their wings, but they
seen faund themselves falling, and had to flap their wings as quickly as possible.
The boys came again in the street singing their song:—

“Stork, stérk, fly away.”
“Shall we fly dewn, and pick their eyes ®ut?” asked the young stérks.

“No; leave them alone,” said the méther. “Listen to me; that is much mére
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impértant. New then. One-tve-three. New to the right. One-two-three. New to the
left, reund the chimney. There new, that was very good. That last flap of the
wings was so easy and grageful, that | shall give you p@rmission to fly with me
to-morrow to the marshes. There will be a number of very superior stérks there
with their families, and | expect you to show them that my children are the best
bréught up of any whe may be present. You must strut abeut proudly—it will look
well and make you respected.”

“But may we not punish those naughty boys?” asked the young stérks.

“No; let them scream away as much as they like. You can fly from them new up
high amid the cleuds, and will be in the land of the pyramids when they are
freezing, and have not a green lesf on the trees 6r an apple to eat.”

“We will revenge ®urselves,” whispered the young stérks to each other, as they
again joined the exereising.

Of all the boys in the street whe sang the mocking song abeut the stérks, not one

was so detérmined to go on with it ag he whe first began it. Yet he was a little
fellow not mére than six years old. To the young stérks he appeared at least a
hundred, fér he was so much bigger than their father and mother. To be sure,
stérks cannot be expected to know hew old children and grown-up people are. So
they det@rmined to have their revenge on this boy, because he began the song
first and wouid keep on with it. The young stérks wére very angry, and grew worse
as they grew older; so at last their méther was obliged to promise that they
shou/d be revenged, but not until the day of their departure.

“We must see first, hew you acquit yéurselves 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, ag 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 ligntly and prettily. As seen as the autumn arrived, all the stérks began to
assemble together befére taking their departure fér warm countries during the
winter. Then the review commeneged. They flew over forests and villages to show
what they coud de, fér they had a long jolirney befére them. The young stérks
perférmed their part so well that they regeived a mark of honor, with frogs and
snakes as a present. These presents wére the best part of the affair, fér they
cou/d eat the frogs and snakes, which they very quickly did.



FABLES: HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

“New let us have ®ur revenge,” they cried.

“Yes, e@rtainly,” cried the mother stérk. “| have théugnt upon the best way to be
revenged. | know the pond in which all the little children lie, waiting till the stérks
come to take them to their parents. The prettiest little babies lie there dreaming
mére sweetly than they will ever dream in the time to céme. all parents are glad
to have a little child, and children are so pleased with a little brother 6r sister. New
we will fly to the pond and fetch a little baby fér each of the children whe did not
sing that naughty song to make game of the stérks.”

“But the néugnty boy, whe began the song first, wrat shall we de to him?” cried the
young stérks.

“There lies in the pond a little dead baby whe hag dreamed itself to death,” said the
mother. “We will take it to the naughty boy, and he will cry because we have bréught
him a little dead bréther. But you have not forgotten the good boy whe said it was$
a shame to laugh at animals: we will take him a little bréther and sister tee,
because he was good. He is called Peter, and you shall all be called Peter in
future.”

So they all did whrat their méther had arranged, and from that day, even till new,
all the stérks have been célled Peter.

¥

The Buckwheat

Hans Christian Andersen 1842

¢/ _ERY often, after a violent thunder-stérm, a field of buckwheat appears
blackened and singed, as if a flame of fire had passed over it. The country
people say that this appearancge is caused by ligntning; but | will tell you what the
sparrow says, and the sparrow h&ard it from an old willow-tree which grew near
a field of buckwnreat, and is there still. It is a large venerable tree, though a little
crippled by age. The trunk has been split, and eut of the crevige grass and

brambles grow. The tree bends fér-ward sligntly, and the branches hang quite
dewn to the greund just like green hair.
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Cérn grows in the surreunding fields, not only rye and barley, but oats,—pretty
oats that, when ripe, 00k like a number of little golden canary-birds sitting on a
beugh. The cérn has a smiling look and the heaviest and richest ears bend their
heads low as if in pious humility. Onege there was also a field of buckwhreat, and
this field was exactly opposite to old willow-tree. The buckwheat did not bend
like the other grain, but erected its head preudly and stiffly on the stem. “I am as
valuable ag any other cérn,” said he, “and | am much handsémer; my flewers

are as beautiful as the
bleem of the apple
blossom, and it is a

pleasure to look at us. De
you know of anything
prettier than we are, you
old willow-tree?” And :
the willow-tree nodded
his head, as if he woud =
say, “Indeed | de.”But -
the buckwheat spread
itself eut with pride, and
said, “Stupid tree; he is
so old that grass grows
eut of his body.”

There arose a very terrible stérm. all the field-flewers folded their leaves
together, 6r bowed their little heads, while the stérm passed over them, but the
buckwheat stood erect in its pride. “Bend yéur head as we de,” said the flewers.

“I have no occasion to de so,” replied the buckwheat.

“Bend yéur head as we de,” cried the ears of cérn; “the angel of the stérm is
coming; his wings spread from the sky abéve to the @arth beneath. He will strike
you dewn befére you can cry fér mérey.”

“But | will not bend my head,” said the buckwneat.

“Close yéur flewers and bend yéur leaves,” said the old willow-tree. “Do not look
at the lightning when the cleud biirsts; even men cannot de that. In a flash of
lightning heaven opens, and we can look in; but the signt will strike even human
beings blind. What then must happen to us, whe only grow eut of the @arth, and



FABLES: HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

are so inferior to them, if we venture to
de so?” “Inferior, indeed!” said the
buckwheat. “New | intend to have a peep : \
inté heaven.” Preudly and beoldly he
l00ked up, wrile the lightning flashed -
across the sky as if the whole world wére
in flames.

When the dreadful stérm had passed, the
flewers and the cérn raised their

dreeping heads in the pure still air,

refreshed by the rain, but the buckwnreat lay like a weed in the field, biirnt 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 wére weeping.
Then the sparrows asked Why he was weeping, when all areund him seemed so
cheerful. “See,” they said, “how the sun shines, and the cleuds float in the blue
sky. De you not smell the sweet pérfume from flewer and bush? Wherefore de
you weep, old willow-tree?” Then the willow told them of the haugnty pride of the
buckwheat, and of the punishment which followed in consequenge.This is the
stéry told me by the sparrows one evening when | begged them to relate séme
tale to me.
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Ole-Luk-QOie, the Dream-6od

Hans Christian Andersen 1842

&EHERE is nobody in the wdrld whe knows so many stéries as Ole-Luk-Oie,

6r whe can relate them so nigely. In the evening, wrile the children are
seated at the table &r in their little chairs, he comes up the stairs very softly, fér
he waks in his socks, then he opens the déors witheut the slightest noige, and
throws a small quantity of very fine dust in their eyes, just enough to prevent
them from keeping them open, and so they de not see him.

Then he creeps behind them,
and blows softly upon their i
necks, till their heads begin to i
dreep. But Ole Luk Oie does not
wish to hiirt them, fér he is very
fond of children, and only wants #&
them to be quiet that he may '}
relate to them pretty stéries, and * ~"{"
they never are quiet until they -
are in bed and asleep.

As seen as they are asleep, Ole-Luk-Oie seats himself upon the bed. He is
nicely dressed; hi$ coat i$ made of silken stuff; it is impossible to say of what célor,
fér it changes from green to red, and from red to blue as he tlirng 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 most
beautiful stéries the whole night. But the éther umbrella has no pictures, and this
he holds over the naugnty children so that they sleep heavily, and wake in the
mérning witheut having dreamed at all.

New we shall hear hew Ole-Luk-Oie came every night during a whole week to
the little boy named Hjalmar, and whrat he told him. There wére seven stéries, as
there are seven days in the week.
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Monday

't\& OW pay attention,” said Ole-Luk-Oie,
~ 'in the evening, when Hjalmar was in
bed, “and | will decorate the reem.”
Immediately all the flewers in the flewer-
pots became large trees, with long
branches reaching to the c¢eiling, and
stretching along the walls, so that the
whole reem was like a greenheuse.

All the branches weére loaded with
flewers, each flewer as beautiful and as
fragrant as a rose; and, had any one tasted them, he wowd have feund them
sweeter even than jam.

The fruit glittered like gold, and there wére cakes so full of plums that they wére
nearly biirsting. It was incomparably beautiful. At the same time seunded digmal
moans from the table-drawer in which lay Hjalmar’s scheel books.

“What can that be new?” said Ole-Luk-Oie, going to the table and pulling eut 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 pengil pulled and tugged at its string as if it
were a little dog that wanted to help, but cou/d not.

And then came a moan from Hjalmar’s copy-book. On, 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 férmed a copy; under these wére other letters, which Hjalmar had
written: they fangied they looked like the copy, but they wére mistaken; fér they
wére leaning on one side as if they intended to fall over the pengil-lines.

“See, this is the way you shouid hold yéurselves,” said the copy. “Look here, you
shouid slope thus, with a grageful clirve.”

“On, we are very willing to de so, but we cannot,” said Hjalmar’s letters; “we are
so wretchedly made.”

“You must be scratched eut, then,” said Ole-Luk-Oie.

“On, no!” they cried, and then they stood up so gragefully it was quite a pleagure
to look at them.
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“New we must give up ®ur stéries, and exergise these letters,” said Ole-Luk-
Oie; “One, tw®@ — one, twe —” So he drilled them till they stood up gragefully, and
looked as beautiful ag a copy couid look. But after Ole-Luk-Oie was$ gone, and

Hjalmar looked at them in the mérning, they wére as wretched and as awkward
as ever.

Tuesday

®2#s seen as Hjalméar was in bed, Ole-Luk-Oie touched, with his little magic
wand, all the flrniture in the reem, which immediately began to chatter, and
each article only taked of itself.

Over the chest of drawers hung y Wi - -
a large picture in a gilt frame, .5 '

fine old trees, flewers in the &2
grass, and a bréad stream, which
flowed through the wood, past
several castles, far eut inte the %
wild ogean. =

Ole-Luk-Oie touched the picture

with his magic wand, and immediately the birds commeneed singing, the
branches of the trees rustled, and the cleuds meved across the sky, casting their
shadows on the landscape beneath them. Then Ole-Luk-Oie lifted little Hjalmar
up to the frame, and plaged his feet in the picture, just on the high grass, and there
he steod with the sun shining dewn upon him through the branches of the trees.
He ran to the water, and seated himself in a little boat wrich lay there, and which
was painted red and white. The sails glittered like silver, and six swansg, each with
a golden qﬁrclet reund its neck, and a bright blue star on its forenead, drew the boat
past the green wood, where the trees taked of robbers and witches, and the
flewers of beautiful little elves and fairies, whese histories the butterflies had
related to them.

Brilliant fish, with scales like silver and gold, swam after the boat, s@metimes
making a spring and splashing the water reund them, while bﬁrd$, red and blue,
small and great, flew after him in tw® long lines. The gnats danged reund them,
and the cockchafers cried “Buz, buz.” They all wanted to follow Hjalmar, and all
had séme stéry to tell him. It was a most pleasant sail. S@metimes the forests wére
thick and dark, sémetimes like a beautiful garden, gay with sunshine and f
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lewers; then he passed great palages of glass and of marble, and on the
balcénies stood pringesses, whese faces wére those of little girls vhem Hjalmar
knew well, and had often played with. One of them held eut h@&r hand, in wrich
was a heart made of sugar, mére beautiful than any confectidoner ever sold. As
Hjalmar sailed by, he caught hold of one side of the suigar heart, and held it fast,
and the pringess held fast also, so that it broke in twe pieges. Hjalmar had one
piege, and the pringess the other, but Hjalmar’s was the largest. At each castle
steod little pringes acting as sentinels. They presented arms, and had golden
swérds, and made it rain plums and tin soldiers, so that they must have been
real pringes.

Hjalmar continued to sail, sémetimes through woods, sémetimes as it wére through
large hallg, and then by large ¢ities. At last he came to the tewn where hig niirse
lived, vhe had carried him in h&r arms when he was a very little boy, and had
always been kind to him. She nodded and beckéned to him, and then sang the
little v@rses she had hérself composed and set to him,—

“Hew oft my memory tlirns to thee,

My own Hjalmar, ever dear!

When | could watch thy infant glee,

or kiss away a pearly tear.

‘Twas in my arms thy lisping téngue
irst spoke the half-remembered word,

While o’er thy tottering steps | hung,

My fond protection to afférd.

Farewell! | pray the Heavenly Power

To keep thee till thy dying heur.”

And all the birds sang the same tune, the flewers danced on their stems, and the
old trees nodded as if Ole-Luk-Oie had been telling them stéries as well.

Wednesday

fﬁ[ow the rain did péur dewn! Hjalmar cowd hear it in his sleep;. And when Ole-
Luk-Oie opened the window, the water flowed quite up to the window-sill. It

had the appearange of a large lake ®@utside, and a beautiful ship lay close to the
heuse.
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nigrt, little Hjalméar?” said Ole- ||\
Luk-Oie; “then we shall see
foreign countries, and theu |

shalt retlirn here in the
mérning.”

All in a moment, there stood

Hjalmar, in his best clothes, on the deck of the noble ship; and immediately the
weather became fine. They sailed through the streets, reund by the chiirch, and
on every side rolled the wide, great sea. They sailed till the land disappeared, and
then they saw a flock of stérks, whe had left their own country, and wére travelling
to warmer climates. The stérks flew one behind the éther, and had already been
a long, long time on the wing.

One of them seemed so tired that his wings couid scargely carry him. He was
the last of the row, and was seen left very far behind. At length he sunk lower
and lower, with eutstretched wings, flapping them in vain, till his feet touched
the rigging of the ship, and he slided from the sails to the deck, and stood befére
them. Then a sailor-boy caught him, and put him in the hen-heuse, with the fewls,
the ducks, and the tlirkeys, while the péor stérk stood quite bewildered amoéngst
them.

“Just look at that fellow,” said the chickens.

Then the tlirkey-cock puffed himself eut ag large as he cowd, and inquired vhe
he was; and the ducks waddled backwards, crying, “Quack, quack.”

Then the stérk told them all abeut warm Africa, of the pyramids, and of the
ostrich, wrich, like a wild hérse, runs across the desert. But the ducks did not
understand wrat he said, and quacked améngst themselves, “We are all of the
same opiniodn; namely, that he is stupid.”

“Yes, to be sure, he is stupid,” said the tlirkey-cock; and gobbled.
Then the stérk remained quite silent, and théught of his home in Africa.

“Those are handséme thin legs of yéurs,” said the tlirkey-cock. “What de they
cost a yard?”

“Quack, quack, quack,” grinned the ducks; but, the stérk pretended not to hear.
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“You may as well laugh,” said the tlirkey; “for that remark was rather witty, 6r
pérhaps it wa$ above you. ah, ah, is he not clever? He will be a great amusement
to us while he remaing here.” And then he gobbled, and the ducks quacked,
“Gobble, gobble; Quack, quack.”

What a terrible upréar they made, wrile they wére having such fun ameéng
themselves!

Then Hjalmar went to the hen-heuse; and, opening the déor, called to the stérk.
Then he hopped ®ut on the deck. He had rested himself new, 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 tlirkey-cock tlirned quite scarlet in the head.

“To-morrow you shall be made inte soup,” said Hjalmar to the fewls; and then
he awoke, and feund himself lying in his little bed.

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

Thursday

NN/ HAT de you think | have got here?” said Ole-Luk-Oie, “Do not be frightened,
and you shall see a little meuse.” And then he held eut his hand to him, in
which lay a lovely little creature.

“It hag céme to invite you to a wedding. Twe little mige are going to enter inte the
marriage state tonight. They reside
under the fl@or of yéur mother's
stére-re@m, and that must be a fine ] i
dwelling-pla¢e.” ] T

“But hew can | get through the little ** el = =
meuse-hole in the fléor?” asked ' S . <
Hjalmar.

“Leave me to manage that,” said Ole-Luk-Oie. “| will seen make you small
enough.” And then he touched Hjalmar with his magic wand, whereupon he
became less and less, until at last he was not longer than a little finger. “New you
can borrow the dress of the tin soldier. | think it will just fit you. It l60ks well to wear
a uniférm when you go inte cémpany.”
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“Yes, c@rtainly,” 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 yéurself in yéur mamma’s thimble,” said the little
meuse, “that | may have the pleasure of drawing you to the wedding.”

“Will you really take so much trouble, young lady?” said Hjalmar. And so in this
way he rode to the meuse’s wedding.

irst they went under the fléor, and then passed through a long passage, which
was scargely high enough to allew the thimble to drive under, and the whole
passage was lit up with the phosphoreseent light of rotten wood.

“Dées it not smell deligious?” askeql the meuse, ag she drew him along. “The wall
and the fléor have been smeared with bacén-rind; néthing can be niger.”

Very seen they arrived at the bridal hall. On the right stood all the little lady-mie,
whispering and giggling, as if they wére making game of each other. To the left
wére the gentlemen-mige, stroking their whiskers with their fore-paws; and in the
centre of the hall cowd be seen the bridal pair, standing side by side, in a hollow
cheese-rind, and kissing each Other, wrile all eyes wére upon them; fér they had
already been betrothed, and wére seen to be married. Mére and mére friends
kept arriving, till the mige wére nearly treading each other to death; fér the bridal
pair new stood in the déorway, and néne couid pass in ér eut.

The reem had been rubbed over with bacén-rind, like the passage, which was
all the refreshment offered to the guests. But fér dessért they produged a pea, on
which a meuse belonging to the bridal pair had bitten the first letters of their
names. This was sémething quite uncommon. all the mige said it was a very
beautiful wedding, and that they had been very agreeably entertained.

After this, Hjalmar retlirned home. He had g@rtainly been in grand sogiety; but
he had been obliged to creep under a reem, and to make himself small enough
to wear the uniférm of a tin soldier.

Friday

gE‘T is incredible hew many old people there are wvh@® wouid be glad to have me

at nignt,” said Ole-Luk-Oie, “especially those whe have déne sémething
wrong. ‘Good little Ole,You say they to me, ‘we cannot cloge ®ur eyes, and we lie
awake the whole night and see all eur evil deeds sitting on ®ur beds like little imps,
and sprinkling us with hot water.
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“Will you come and drive them away, that we may have a good night’s rest?You
and then they sigh so deeply and say, ‘We wound gladly pay you fér it. Good-
night, Ole-Luk, the moéney lies on the window.You But | never de anything fér
gold.” “What shall we de to-nignt?” asked Hjalmar. “I de not know whrether you
would care to go to anéther wedding,” he replied, “although it is quite a different

affair to the one we saw last nignt. Yéur sister’s large doll, that is dressed like a
man, and i$ called H&rman, intends to marry the doll Bértha.

It is also the dolls’ birthday, and
they will regeive many
presents.”

“Yes, | know that already,” said £8
Hjalmar, “my sister always N
allews hér dolls to keep their
birthdays 6r to have a wedding
when they require new clothes; :
that has happened already a
hundred times, | am quite sure.”

“Yes, so it may; but to-nignt i the hundred and first wedding, and when that has

taken plage it must be the last, therefére this is to be extremely beautiful. Only
look.”

Hjalmar looked at the table, and there stood the little card-béard doll’s heuse, with
lights in all the windowss, and drawn up befére it wére the tin soldiers presenting
arms. The bridal pair wére seated on the fléor, leaning against the leg of the table,
looking very théughtful, and with good reasén. Then Ole-Luk-Oie dressed up in
grandmother’s black gewn married them.

As seen as the geremony was concluded, all the flrniture in the reem joined in

singing a beautiful song, which had been cémposed by the lead peneil, and which
went to the melody of a military tattee.

“What merry seunds are on the wind,

As marriage rites together bind

A quiet and a loving pair,

Though férmed of kid, yet smeeth and fair!
Hurrah! If they are deaf and blind,

We'll sing, though weather preve unkind.”
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And new came the present; but the bridal pair had néthing to eat, fér love was to
be their feed.

“Shall we go to a country heuse, 6r travel?” asked the bridegreem.

Then they consulted the swallow whe had travelled so far, and the old hen in the
yard, whe had bréught up five broods of chickens.

And the swallow taked to them of warm countries, where the grapes hang in large
clusters on the vineg, and the air i$ soft and mild, and abeut the meuntaing
glowing with colors mére beautiful than we can think of.

“But they have no red cabbage like we have,” said the hen, “I was$ onge in the
country with my chickens fér a whole summer, there was a large sand-pit, in wrich
we couid wak abeut and scratch as we liked. Then we got inte a garden in which
grew red cabbage; oh, hew nicge it was, | cannot think of anything mére deligious.”

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

“Yes, but we are accustdmed to it,” said the hen.
“But it is so cold here, and freezes sémetimes.”

“Cold weather is good fér cabbages,” said the hen; “besides we de have it warm
here sdmetimes. Féur years ago, we had a summer that lasted mére than five
weeks, and it was$ so hot one couid scargely breathe. And then in this country we
have no poisénous animals, and we are free from robbers. He must be wicked
whe does not Cénsider ®ur country the finest of all lands. He éught not to be allewed
to live here.” And then the hen wept very much and said, “| have also travelled. |
onee went twelve miles in a coop, and it was not pleasant travelling at all.”

“The hen is a sensible woman,” said the doll Bertha. “I don’t care fér travelling
over meuntaing, just to go up and cdme dewn again. No, let us go to the sand-pit
in front of the gate, and then take a wak in the cabbage garden.”

And so they settled it.
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Saturday
?&MI to hear any mére stéries?”
asked little Hjalmar, ag seen as | {;,tu, '

Ole-Luk-Oie had sent him to sleep.

i,
“We shall have no time this evening,” ldli Ll
said he, spreading eut his prettiest .:i:.
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 fér to-morrow mérning,” said Ole-Luk-Oie,
“for it will be a holiday, it is Sunday. | must new go to the chiirch steeple and
see if the little sprites whe live there have polished the bells, so that they may
seund sweetly. Then | must go inte the fields and see if the wind hag blown the
dust from the grass and the leaves, and the most difficult task of all wrich | have
to de, is to take dewn all the stars and brignten them up. | have to number them
first befére | put them in my aproén, and also to number the plages from which |
take them, so that they may go back inte the right holes, 6r else they wouid not
remain, and we shoud have a number of falling stars, fér they woud all tumble
dewn one after the éther.”

“Hark ye! Mr.Luk-Oie,” said an old pértrait which hung on the wall of Hjalmar’s
bedreem. “De you know me? | am Hjalmar’s great-grandfather. | thank you fér
telling the boy stéries, but you must not confuse his ideas. The stars cannot be
taken dewn from the sky and polished; they are spheres like ®ur &arth, which is
a good thing fér them.”

“Thank you, old great-grandfather,” said Ole-Luk-Oie. “| thank you; you may be
the head of the family, ag no deubst you are, but | am older than you. | am an angient
heathen. The old Romans and Greeks named me the Dream-god. | have visited
the noblest heuses, and céntinue to de so; still | know hew to conduct myself
both to high and low, and new you may tell the stéries yéurself:” and so Ole-Luk-
Oie walked off, taking hig umbrellag with him.
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“Well, well, one i$ never to give an opinion, | suppose,” grumbled the pértrait. And
it woke Hjalmar.

Sunday

'.(QOOD evening,” said Ole-Luk-
Oie. Hjalmar nodded, and then
sprang eut of bed, and tlirned his great-
grand father's pértrait to the wall, so
that it mignt not interrupt them as it had
done yesterday.

“New,” said he, “you must tell me séme
stéries abeut five green peas that
lived in one pod; ér of the chickseed
that céurted the chickweed; 6r of the
darning needle, vhe acted so preudly because she fancied hérself an embroidery
needle.”

“You may have te® much of a good thing,” said Ole-Luk-Oie. “You know that |
like best to show you sémething, so | will show you my bréother. He is also called
Ole-Luk-Oie but he never visits any one but onge, and when he does come, he
takes him away on his hérse, and tells him stéries as they ride along. He knows
only twe stéries. 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 wou/d be impossible to describe it.” Then Ole-Luk-Oie lifted Hjalmar up to the
window. “There new, you can see my brother, the other Ole-Luk-Oie; he is
also called Death. You péreeive he is not so bad as they represent him in picture
books; there he is a skeleton, but new his coat is embroidered with silver, and he
wears the splendid uniférm of a hussar, and a mantle of black velvet flies behind
him, over the hérse. Look, hew 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 hérse.

Séme he seated in front of him, and séme behind, but always inquired first, “Hew
stands the mark-book?”

“Good,” they all answered.
“Yes, but let me see fér myself,” he replied; and they wére obliged to give him the
books. Then all those wvhe had “Very good,” ér “Ex¢eedingly good,” came in

front of the hérse, and h@ard the beautiful stéry; wrile those whe had “Middling,”
6r “Tolerably good,” in their books, wére obliged to sit behind, and listen to the
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frigntful tale. They trembled and cried, and wanted to jump dewn from the hérse,
but they couid not get free, fér 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.”

“New | call that very instructive,” méirmured the great-grandfather's pértrait. “It is
useful sémetimes to express an opinidn;” so he was quite satisfied.

These are some of the deings and sayings of Ole-Luk-Oie. | hope he may visit
you himself this evening, and relate s6bme mére.

The Swineherd

Hans Christian Andersen 1842

@&)NCE upon a time lived a pdor pringe; his kingdém was very small, but it was
large enough to enable him to marry, and marry he wouid. It was rather
bold of him that he went and asked the emperor's daugnhter:

“Will you marry me?” but he ventured to de so, fér his name was known far and

wide, and there wére hundreds
of pringesses whe woud have
gladly aceepted him, but woud

she de so? New we shall see.

On the grave of the pringe's
father grew a rose-tree, the
most beautiful of its kind. It
bleemed only onee in five
years, and then it had only one
single rose upon it, but what a
rose! It had such a sweet s¢ent
that one instantly forgot all

sorrow and grief when one smelt
it.
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He had also a nigntingale, which cowd sing as if every sweet melody was in its
throat. This rose and the nigntingale he wished to give to the pringess; and
therefére both wére put inte big silver cases and sent to hér.

The emperor érdered them to be carried inte the great hall where the pringess
was just playing “Visitors are coming” with hér ladies-in-waiting; when she saw
the large cases with the presents therein, she clapped h&r hands fér joy.

“I wish it wére a little pussy cat,” she said. But then the rose-tree with the
beautiful roge was unpacked.

“On, hew nigely it is made,” exclaimed the ladies.

“It is mére than nige,” said the emperor, “it is charming.”
The pringess touched it and nearly began to cry.

“For shame, pa,” she said, “it i not artifi¢ial, it is natural!”

“For shame, it is natural” repeated all hér ladies.

“Let us first see wrat the other case contains befére we are angry,” said the
emperor; then the nigitingale was taken eut, and it sang so beautifully that no
one couid possibly say anything unkind abeut it.

“Superbe, charmant,” said the ladies of the céurt, fér they all prattled French, one
worse than the other.

“Hew much the bird reminds me of the musical box of the late lamented
empress,” said an old céurtier, “it has exactly the same tone, the same execution.”

“You are right,” said the emperor, and began to cry like a little child.

“I hope it is not natural,” said the pringess.

“Yes, g¢@rtainly it is natural,” replied those whe had bréugnt the presents.
“Then let it fly,” said the pringess, and refused to see the pringe.

But the pringe was not discouraged. He painted his fage, put on commén clothes,
pulled his cap over his forehead, and came back.

“Good day, emperor,” he said, “could you not give me sé6me employment at the
court?”

“There are so many,” replied the emperor, “who apply fér plages, that foér the
present | have no vacancy, but | will remember you. But wait a moment; it just
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comes inté my mind, | require sbmebody to look after my pigs, fér | have a great
many.”

Thus the pringe was appointed imperial swineherd, and as such he lived in a
wretchedly small reem near the pigsty; there he worked all day long, and when it
was night he had made a pretty little pot. There wére little bells reund the rim, and
when the water began to boil in it, the bells began to play the old tune:

“Ajolly old sow onge lived in a sty,
Three little piggies had she,” &c.

But what was mére wonderful was that, when one put a finger inte the steam rising
from the pot, one cowd at onge smell what meals they wére preparing on every fire
in the whole tewn. That was indeed much mére remarkable than the roge. When
the pringess with hér ladies passed by and h@ard the tune, she stopped and
looked quite pleased, for she also cowd play it—in fact, it was the only tune she
cou/d play, and she played it with one finger.

“That ig the tune | know,” she exclaimed. “He must be a well-educated
swineh@rd. Go and ask him hew much the instrument is.”

One of the ladies had to go and ask; but she put on pattens.
“What will you take fér yéur pot?” asked the lady.

“I will have ten kisses from the pringess,” said the swinehérd.
“God férbid,” said the lady.

“Well, | cannot sell it fér less,” replied the swineh@rd.

“What did he say?” said the pringess.

“I really cannot tell you,” replied the lady.

“You can whisper it inté my ear.”

“It is very naugnty,” said the pringess, and waiked off.

But when she had gone a little distange, the bells rang again so sweetly:
“A jolly old sow onge lived in a sty,

Three little piggies had she,” &c.

“Ask him,” said the pringess, “if he will be satisfied with ten kisses from one of my
ladies.”
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“No, thank you,” said the swineh@rd: “ten kisses from the pringess, or | keep my
pot.”

“That is tiresome,” said the
pringess. “But you must stand
befére me, so that nobody can
see it.”

The ladies plaged themselves in
front of hér and spread eut their
dresses, and she gave the

swineh@rd ten kisses and recgeived
the pot.

That was a pleasure! Day and
nigit the water in the pot was
boiling; there was not a single fire
in the whole tewn of which they did

not know what was preparing on it,
the chamberlain's ag well as the

|
m
I

“We know whe will eat soup and
pancakes; we know whe will eat porridge and cutlets; oh, hew interesting

'”

“Very interesting, indeed,” said the mistress of the heusehold. “But you must not
betray me, fér | am the emperor's daugnter.”

“Of céurse not,” they all said.

The swineherd—that is to say, the prince—but they did not know 6therwise than
that he was a real swineherd—did not waste a single day witheut deing
something; he made a rattle, which, when tlirned quickly reund, played all the
waltzes, galops, and polkas known singe the creation of the werld.

“But that is superbe, ” said the pringess passing by. “| have never h@ard a mére
beautiful composition. Go dewn and ask him wrat the instrument costs; but | shall
not kiss him again.”

“He will have a hundred kisses from the pringess,” said the lady, whe had gone
dewn to ask him.
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“| believe he is mad,” said the pringess, and walked off, but seen she stopped.
“One must encourage art,” she said. “I| am the emperor's daugnter! Tell him | will

give him ten kisses, as | did the éther day; the remainder one of my ladies can
give him.”

“But we de not like to kiss him” said the ladies.

“That is$ nonsense,” said the pringess; “if | can kiss him, you can also de it.

Remember that | give you fee@d and employment.” And the lady had to go dewn
onge mére.

“A hundred kisses from the pringess,” said the swineh@rd, “or everybody keeps
his own.”

“Plage yéurselves befére me,” said the pringess then. They did as they wére
bidden, and the pringess kissed him.

“l wonder what that crewd near the pigsty means!” said the emperor, wvhe had just
come @ut on his balcony. He rubbed his eyes and put his spectacles on.

“The ladies of the céurt are up to séme mischief, | think. | shall have to go dewn
and see.” He pulled up his shees, for they wére dewn at the heels, and he was
very quick abeut it.

When he had come dewn inte the céurtyard he waked quite softly, and the ladies
wére so busily engaged in ceunting
the kisses, that all shoud be fair,
that they did not notige the
emperor. He raiged himself on
tiptoe.“What does this mean?” he
said, when he saw that his daugnter
was kissing the swineh@rd, and
then hit their heads with his shee

just as the swineh@rd regeived the
sixty-eighth Kiss.

“Go eut of my signt,” said the
emperor, fébr he was very angry;
and both the pringess and the
swineh@rd wére banished from the
empire. There she stood and cried,
the swineh@rd scolded hér, and the rain came dewn in torrents.
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“Alas, unfértunate creature that | am!” said the pringess, “I wish | had aceepted
the pringe. Oh, hew wretched | am!”

The swineh@rd went behind a tree, wiped his face, threw off his péor attire and

stepped férth in his princely garments; he looked so beautiful that the pringess
cou/d not help bewing to him.

“l have new |@arnt to despise you,” he said. “You refused an honest pringe; you did
not appreciate the rose and the nigntingale; but you did not mind kissing a
swineh@rd fér his toys; you have no one but yéurself to blame!”

And then he retilirned inte his kingdém and left hér behind. She cowd new sing
at hér leisure:

“A jolly old sow once lived in a sty,
Three little piggies has she,” &c.

¥

The Nightingale

Hans Christian Andersen 1844

§B‘N China, you know, the emperor is a Chinese, and all those abeut him are

Chinamen also. The stéry | am going to tell you happened a great many years
ago, so it is well to hear it new befére it is forgotten. The emperor's palage was
the most beautiful in the world. It was built entirely of pérgelain, and very costly,
but so delicate and brittle that wheever touched it was obliged to be careful. In the
garden couid be seen the most singular flewers, with pretty silver bells tied to
them, wrich tinkled so that every one whe passed couid not help netiging the
flewers. 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 whe travelled beyond its limits knew that there was a noble forest, with lofty
trees, sloping dewn to the deep blue sea, and the great ships sailed under the
shadow of its branches. In one of these trees lived a nigrtingale, vh® sang so
beautifully that even the péor fishermen, whe had so many other things to de,
wouid stop and listen. S6metimes, when they went at night to spread their nets,
they wouid hear hér sing, and say, “Oh, is not that beautiful?” But when they
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retlirned to their fishing, they forgot the bird until the next nigit. Then they woud
hear it again, and exclaim “On, hew beautiful is the nigrtingale's song!”

Travellers from every country in the world came to the ¢ity of the emperor, which
they admired very much, as well as the palage and gardens; but when they h@ard
the nigntingale, they all declared it to be the best of all. And the travellers, on their
retirn home, related wrat they had seen; and l@arned men wrote books,
containing descriptions of the tewn, the palage, and the gardens; but they did not
forget the nigntingale, which was really the greatest wonder. And those whe courd
write poetry cOmposed beautiful vérses abeut the nigitingale, whe lived in a forest
near the deep sea.

The books travelled all over the world, and séme of them came inte the hands of
the emperor; and he sat in his golden chair, and, as he read, he nodded his
appreval every moment, fér it pleased him to find such a beautiful description of
his eity, his palage, and his gardens. But when he came to the words, “the
nightingale i$ the most beautiful of all,” he exclaimed, “What is this? | know
nothing of any nightingale. I$ there such a bird in my empire? and even in my
garden? | have never h@ard of it. S6mething, it appears, may be l@arnt from
books.”

Then he called one of his I6rds-in-waiting, vhe was so high-bred, that when any
in an inferior rank to himself spoke to him, ér asked him a question, he wouid
answer, “Peeh,” wriich means néthing.

“There is a very woénderful bird mentidned here, called a nightingale,” said the
emperor; “they say it is the best thing in my large kingddm. Why have | not been
told of it?”

“I have never h@ard the name,” replied the cavalier; “she has not been presented
at céurt.”

“It is my pleasure that she shall appear this evening.” said the emperor; “the
whole world knows what | possess better than | de myself.”

“I have never h@ard of hér,” said the cavalier; “yet | will endeavor to find hér.”

But where was the nigntingale to be feund? The noebleman went up stairg and dewn,
through halls and passages; yet néne of those wvhem he met had h&ard of the biird.
So he retiirned to the emperor, and said that it must be a fable, invented by those
whe had written the book. “Yéur imperial majesty,” said he, “cannot believe
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everything contained in books; sdmetimes they are only fiction, ér what is called
the black art.”

“But the book in which | have read this acceunt,” said the emperor, “was sent to
me by the great and mignty emperor of Japan, and therefére it cannot céntain a
falsehood. | will hear the nightingale, she must be here this evening; she has my

highest favor; and if she ddes not come, the whole céurt shall be trampled upon
after supper i$ ended.”

“Tsing-pe!” cried the |6rd-in-waiting, and again he ran up and dewn stairs, through
all the halls and corridérs; and haf the céurt ran with him, fér they did not like the
idea of being trampled upon.

There was a great
inquiry abeut this
wonderful nightingale,
whem all the world knew,
but whe was unknown to
the céurt.

At last they met with a s

pbor little girl in the . @
kitchen, whe said, “Oh, :
yes, | know the nigrtingale 3§
quite well: indeed, she %
can sing. Every evening |
have p@rmission to take
home to my péor sick
méther the scraps from the table; she lives dewn by the sea-shére, and as | come
back | feel tired, and | sit dewn in the wood to rest, and listen to the nightingale's
song. Then the tears come int®@ my eyes, and it is just as if my mother kissed

2

me.

“Little maiden,” said the lérd-in-waiting, “I will obtain fér you constant employment
in the kitchen, and you shall have p@rmission to see the emperor dine, if you will
lead us to the nigntingale; fér she is invited fér this evening to the palage.” So
she went inte the wood where the nightingale sang, and haff the céurt followed hér.
As they went along, a cew began lowing.

“On,” said a young céurtier, “now we have feund hér; wrat wénderful pewer fér
such a small creature; | have ¢@rtainly h@ard it befére.”
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“No, that is only a cew lowing,” said the little girl; “we are a long way from the
plage yet.”

Then séme frogs began to croak in the marsh.

“Beautiful,” said the young céurtier again. “New | hear it, tinkling like little chiirch
bells.”

“No, those are frogs,” said the little maiden; “but | think we shall seen hear hér
new:” and presently the nightingale began to sing.

“Hark, hark! there she is,” said the girl, “and there she sits,” she added, pointing
to a little gray bird whe was pérched on a beugh.

“Is it possible?” said the 16rd-in-waiting, “| never imagined it wouid be a little, plain,
simple thing like that. She has ¢értainly changed color at seeing so many grand
people areund hér.”

“Little nigntingale,” cried the girl, raising h&r voige, “our most gragious emperor
wishes you to sing befére him.”

M

“With the greatest pleasure,’
deligntfully.

said the nigntingale, and began to sing meost

“It seunds like tiny glass bells,” said the 16rd-in-waiting, “and see hew hér little
throat works. It is surprising that we have never h@ard this befére; she will be a
great sucgess at céurt.”

“Shall | sing onge mére befére the emperor?” asked the nigitingale, whe théught he
was present.

2

“My excellent little nigntingale,” said the céurtier, “| have the great pleasure of
inviting you to a céurt festival this evening, where you will gain imperial favor by
yéur charming song.”

“My song seunds best in the green wood,” said the bird; but still she came
willingly when she h&ard the emperor's wish.

The palage was elegantly decorated fér the occasion. The walls and fléors of
péreelain glittered in the light of a theusand lamps. Beautiful flewers, reund which
little bellg wére tied, stood in the corridérs: what with the running to and fro and
the draugnt, these bells tinkled so leudly that no one couid speak to be h&ard. In
the eentre of the great hall, a golden p&rch had been fixed fér the nigtingale to sit
on. The whole céurt was present, and the little kitchen-maid had received
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p&rmission to stand by the déor. She was not installed as a real céurt cook. all

wére in full dress, and every eye was tlirned to the little gray bird when the emperor
nodded to hér to begin.

The nigntingale sang so sweetly that the tears came int@ the emperor's eyes, and

then rolled dewn his cheeks, as hér song became still mére touching and went
to every one's heart. The emperor was so delighted that he declared the nigntingale
shouid have his gold slipper to wear reund hé&r neck, but she declined the honor
with thanks: she had been suffigiently rewarded already. “| have seen tears in
an emperor's eyes,” she said, “that is my richest reward. An emperor's tears
have wonderful pewer, and are quite sufficient nonor fér me;” and then she sang
again mére enchantingly than ever.

“That singing is a lovely gift;” said the ladies of the céurt to each 6ther; and then
they took water in their meuths to make them utter the gargling seunds of the
nightingale when they spoke to any one, so thay they mignt fangy themselves
nightingales. And the footmen and chambermaids also expressed their
satisfaction, which is saying a great deal, fér they are very difficult to please. In
fact the nightingale's visit was most sucgessful. She was new to remain at céurt,
to have h@r own cage, with liberty to go ®ut twice a day, and onge during the nignt.
Twelve s@€rvants wére appointed to attend hér on these occasions, whe each held
hér by a silken string fastened to hér leg. There was ¢értainly not much pleasure
in this kind of flying.

The whole gity spoke of the wénderful bird, and when twe people met, one said
“nightin,” and the other said “gale,” and they understood whrat was meant, fér
nothing else was taked of. Eleven peddlers' children wére named after hér, but
not of them cou/d sing a note.

One day the emperor regeived a large packet on which was written “The
Nigrtingale.” “Here i$ no deust a new beok abeut eur ¢elebrated bird,” said the
emperor. But instead of a book, it was a work of art céntained in a casket, an
artifigial nigrtingale made to look like a living one, and cévered all over with
diaménds, rubies., and sapphires. As seen as the artificial bird was weund up,
it could sing like the real one, and couid meve its tail up and dewn, which sparkled
with silver and gold. Reund its neck hung a pie¢e of ribbén, on wrich was written
“The Emperor of Japan's nightingale i$ pdor cOmpared with that of the Emperor of
China's.”
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“This is very beautiful,” exclaimed all wvhe saw it, and he whe had bréugnt the
artificial bird regeived the title of “lmperial nigntingale-bringer-in-chief.”

“New they must sing together,” said the céurt, “and what a duet it will be.” But
they did not get on well, fér the real nightingale sang in its own natural way, but
the artificial bird sang only waltzes.

“That is not a fault,” said the music-master, “it is quite p@rfect to my taste,” so
then it had to sing alone, and was as sucegessful as the real bird; besides, it was
so much prettier to look at, fér it sparkled like bragelets and breast-ping. three
and thirty times did it sing the same tunes witheut being tired; the people wouid
gladly have h@ard it again, but the emperor said the living nigntingale édugnt to sing
something. But where was she? No one had notiged hér when she flew sut at the
open window, back to hér own green woods.

“What strange conduct,” said the emperor, when hér flight had been discévered;
and all the céurtiers blamed hér, and said she was a very ungrateful creature.

“But we have the best bird after all,” said one, and then they wouid have the bird
sing again, althougn it was the thirty-féurth time they had listened to the same
piece, and even then they had not l@arnt it, fér it was rather difficult. But the
music-master praised the bird in the highest degree, and even assérted that it
was better than a real nigitingale, not only in its dress and the beautiful diaménds,
but also in its musical pewer. “Fér you must pér¢eive, my chief |16rd and emperor,
that with a real nigntingale we can never tell wrat i$ going to be sung, but with
this bird everything is settled. It can be opened and explained, so that people may
understand hew the waltzes are férmed, and Why one note follows upon anéther.”

“This is exactly wrat we think,” they all replied, and then the music-master
regeived p@rmission to exhibit the bird to the people on the following Sunday, and
the emperor commanded that they shouid be present to hear it sing. When they
h@ard it they wére like people intoxicated; hewever it must have been with drinking
tea, which is quite a Chinese custom. They all said “On!” and held up their
férefingers and nodded, but a péor fisherman, whe had h@ard the real nightingale,

said, “it saunds prettily enough, and the melodies are all alike; yet there seems
something wanting, | cannot exactly tell wrat.”

And after this the real nigntingale was banished from the empire, and the artifigial
bird placged on a silk cushion close to the emperor's bed. The presents of gold
and pregious stones which had been regeived with it wére reund the bird, and it
was new advaneged to the title of “Little Imperial Toilet Singer,” and to the rank of
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No. 1 on the left hand; fér the emperor cénsidered the left side, on which the heart
lies, as the most noble, and the heart of an emperor is in the same plage as that
of other people.

The music-master wrote a work, in twenty-five volumes, abeut the artifigial bird,
which was very l@arned and very long, and full of the meost difficult Chinese words;
yet all the people said they had read it, and understood it, fér fear of being théugnt
stupid and having their bodies trampled upon.

So a year passed, and the emperor, the céurt, and all the éther Chinese knew
every little tlirn in the artificial bird's song; and fér that same reason it pleaged
them better. They coud sing with the bird, which they often did. The street-boys
sang, “Zi-zi-zi, cluck, cluck, cluck,” and the emperor himself cotd sing it also. It
was really most amusing.

One evening, when the artifigial bird was singing its best, and the emperor lay in
bed listening to it, sdmething inside the bird seunded “whizz.” Then a spring
cracked. “Whir-r-r-r” went all the wheels, running reund, and then the music
stopped. The emperorimmediately sprang ®ut of bed, and called fér his physigian;
but wrat couid he de? Then they sent fér a watchmaker; and, after a great deal
of tAiking and examinatién, the bird was put inte sémething like érder; but he said
that it must be used very carefully, ag the barrels wére wérn, and it wouid be
impossible to put in new ones witheut injuring the music. New there was great
sorrow, as the bird cotd only be allewed to play onge a year; and even that was
dangerous fér 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 céurse
no one contradicted him.

Five years passed, and then a real grief came upon the land. The Chinese really
wére fond of their emperor, and he new lay so ill that he was not expected to live.
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Already a new emperor had been
chosen and the people whe stood
in the street asked the l6rd-in-
waiting hew the old emperor was; -
but he only said, “Peeh!” and
shook his head.

Cold and pale lay the emperor in his
royal bed; the whole céurt théught he
was dead, and every one ran away
to pay homage to his successor.
The chamberlasing went eut to have
a takk on the matter, and the ladies'-
maids invited company to take |
coffee.

Cloth had been laid dewn on the /¥
halls and passages, so that not a i
footstep shoud be h@ard, and all |
was silent and still. But the emperor
was not yet dead, although he lay
white and stiff on his gérgeous bed, with the long velvet clirtsing and heavy gold

tassels. A window stood open, and the meen shone in upon the emperor and the
artificial bird.

The péor emperor, finding he cottd scargely breathe with a strange weight on his
chest, opened his eyes, and saw Deasth sitting there. He had put on the emperor's
golden crewn, and held in one hand his swérd of state, and in the éther his
beautiful banner. all areund the bed and peeping through the long velvet clirtains,
were a number of strange heads, s6me very ugly, and others lovely and gentle-
looking. These wére the emperor's good and bad deeds, which stared him in the
face new Death sat at his heart.

“De you remember this?” “De you recollect that?” they asked one after another,

thus bringing to his remembranee e¢ircumstances that made the pérspiration
stand on hig brew.

“l know noéthing abeut it,” said the emperor. “Music! music!” he cried; “the large
Chinese drum! that | may not hear what they say.” But they still went on, and
Death nodded like a Chinaman to all they said. “Music! music!” sheuted the
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emperor. “You little pregious golden bird, sing, pray sing! | have given you gold and
costly presents; | have even hung my golden slipper reund yéur neck. Sing! sing!”
But the bird remained silent. There was no one to wind it up, and therefére it coud
not sing a note.

Death continued to stare at the emperor with his cold, hollow eyes, and the reem
was fearfully still. Suddenly there came through the open window the seund of
sweet music. eutside, on the beugh of a tree, sat the living nigntingale. She had
h&ard of the emperor's illness, and was therefére cOme to sing to him of hope and
trust. And as she sung, the shadows grew paler and paler; the blééd in the
emperor's veins flowed mére rapidly, and gave life to his weak limss; and even
Death himself listened, and said, “Go on, little nightingale, go on.”

“Then will you give me the beautiful golden swérd and that rich banner? and will
you give me the emperor's crewn?” said the bird.

So Death gave up each of these treasures fér a song; and the nigntingale
continued hér singing. She sung of the quiet chiirchyard, where the write roses
grow, where the elder-tree wafts its p@rfume on the breeze, and the fresh, sweet
grass i$ moistened by the mourners' tears. Then Death longed to go and see his
garden, and floated ®ut through the window in the férm of a cold, white mist.

“Thanks, thanks, you heavenly little bird. | know you well. | banished you from my
kingddm onege, and yet you have charmed away the evil fages from my bed, and
banished Death from my heart, with yéur sweet song. Hew can | reward you?”

“You have already rewarded me,” said the nigrtingale. “| shall never forget that |
drew tears from yéur eyes the first time | sang to you. These are the jewels that
rejoice a singer's heart. But new sleep, and grow strong and well again. | will sing
to you again.”

And as she sung, the emperor fell inteé a sweet sleep; and hew mild and
refreshing that slumber was! When he awoke, strengthened and restéred, the sun
shone brigntly through the window; but not one of his s@€rvants had retlirned —they
all believed he was dead; only the nigrtingale still sat beside him, and sang.
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“You must always remain

with me,” said the i ¥ ?'; '. el
emperor. “You shall sing | 1 I. 'g ||||""|‘} 1
only when it pleases you; &, ¢l ) "’}IU ,‘ JJ||
and | will break the artificial N\, '} .3 I-”'.i | f
bird inte a theusand % 4 Wé : M\ﬂ"
pieces.” ; :

“No; de not de that,”
replied the nigntingale; “the

ird did very well as long §
as it coud. Keep it here
still. I cannot live in the
palage, and build my nest;
but let me codme when | like. | will sit on a beugh ®utside yéur window, in the evening,
and sing to you, so that you may be happy, and have théughts full of joy.

| will sing to you of those whe are happy, and those whe suffer; of the good and
the evil, vhe are hidden areund you. The little singing bird flies far from you and
y6ur céurt to the home of the fisherman and the peasant's cot. | l6ve yéur heart
better than yéur crewn; and yet sémething holy lingers reund that also. | will
cOme, | will sing to you; but you must promise me one thing.”

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

“l only ask one thing,” she replied; “let no one know that you have a little bird whe
tells you everything. It will be best to coneeal it.” So saying, the nigntingale flew
away.

The s@rvants new came in to leok after the dead emperor; when, lo! there he
steod, and, to their astonishment, said, “Gooed mérning.”

The Ugly Duckling

Hans Christian Andersen 1844

E‘T was lovely summer weather in the country, and the golden cérn, the green
oats, and the haystacks piled up in the meadows looked beautiful. The stérk
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walking abeut on his long red legs chattered in the Egyptian language, which he had
|@arnt from his moéther. The cérn-fields and meadows wére surreunded by large
forests, in the midst of which wére deep peels. It was, indeed, delightful to wak
abeut in the country. In a sunny spot steod a pleasant old farm-heuse close by a deep
river, and from the heuse dewn to the water side grew great burdock leaves, so hignh,
that under the tallest of them a little child courd stand upright.

The spot was as wild as the e¢entre of a thick wood. In this snug retreat sat a duck
on hér nest, watching fér hér young breed to hatch; she was beginning to get
tired of h@r task, fér the little ones wére a long time cOming eut of their shells, and
she seldodm had any visitors. The other ducks liked much better to swim abeut
in the river than to clims the slippery banks, and sit under a birdock leaf, to have
a gossip with hér. 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 couid, and
looked abeut them on every side at the [arge green leaves. Their mother allewed
them to look as much as they liked, because green is good fér the eyes. “How
large the world is,” said the young ducks, when they feund hew much mére reem
they new had than wrile they wére inside the egg-shell. “De you imagine this is
the whole world?” asked the moéther; “Wait till you have seen the garden; it
stretches far beyond that to the
parson's field, but | have never
ventured to such a distange. Are
you all eut?” she continued,

rising;

“No, | declare, the largest egg lies 5.
there still. | wonder hew long this is
to last, | am quite tired of it;” and

she sested hérself again on the
nest.

“Well, hew are you getting on?” asked an old duck, whe paid hér 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, vhe is so unkind, he never comes to see.”

“Let me see the egg that will not break,” said the duck; “I have no deust it is a
tlirkey's egg. | was p@rsuaded to hatch séme onee, and after all my care and
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trouble with the young ones, they wére afraid of the water. | quacked and clucked,
but all to no plirpoése. | cotid not get them to venture in. Let me ook at the egg.
Yes, that is a tlirkey's egg; take my advice, leave it where it i$ and teach the other
children to swim.”

“I think | will sit on it a little while longer,” said the duck; “as | have sat so long
already, a few days will be néthing.”

“Please yoéurself,” said the old duck, and she went away.

At last the large egg broke, and a young one crept férth 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. | wonder if it really is a tlirkey. We shall seen find it
eut, hewever when we go to the water. It must go in, if | have to push it myself.”

On the next day the weather was deligntful, and the sun shone brigntly on the
green biirdock leaves, so the moéther duck took hé&r young breed dewn 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 abeut quite prettily with their legs
paddling under them as easily as possible, and the ugly duckling was also in the
water swimming with them.

“Onh,” said the moéther, “that is not a tlirkey; hew well he uses his legs, and hew
upright he holds himself!l 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 new, | will take you inte
grand sogiety, and introduge you to the farmyard, but you must keep close to me
ér you may be trodden upon; and, abéve all, beware of the cat.”

When they reached the farmyard, there was a great distlirbange, twe families
were fighting fér an eel's head, which, after all, was carried off by the cat. “See,
children, that is the way of the werld,” said the méther duck, whretting hér beak,
fér she wouid have liked the eel's head hérself. “Céme, new, use ydur legs, and let
me see hew well you can behave. You must bew yéur heads prettily to that old
duck yonder; she is the highest bérn of them all, and has Spanish bléod,
thercfére, she is well off. Don’t you see she has a red flag tied to hér leg, which
is sdmething very grand, and a great honor fér a duck; it shows that every one i
anxious not to l@se hér, as she can be recognized both by man and beast. Come,
new, don’t tlirn yéur toes, a well-bred duckling spreads his feet wide apart, just
like his father and mother, in this way; new bend yéur neck, and say 'quack.”
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The ducklings did as they wére bid, but the éther duck stared, and said, “Look,
here cOmes another breed, as if there wére not enough of us already! and wrat a

queer looking object one of them is; we don’t want him here,” and then one flew
eut and bit him in the neck.

“Let him alone,” said the méther; “he is not deing any harm.”

“Yes, but he is so big and ugly,” said the spiteful duck “and therefére he must be
tlirned @ut.”

“The others are very pretty children,” said the old duck, with the rag on hér leg,
“all but that one; | wish his meéther coud impreve him a little.”

“That is impossible, yéur grage,” replied the méther; “he is not pretty; but he has
a very good disposition, and swims as well 8r even better than the 6thers. | think
he will grow up pretty, and p@rhaps be smaller; he has remained te® long in the
egg, and therefére his figlire is not properly férmed;” and then she stroked his
neck and smeethed the feathers, saying, “It is a drake, and therefére not of so

much consequenge. | think he will grow up strong, and able to take care of
himself.”

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

And so they made themselves coOmfortable; but the pdor duckling, wvhe had crept
eut 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 tee big,” they all said,
and the tlirkey cock, whe had been bérn inte the world with spurs, and fancied
himself really an emperor, puffed himself eut like a vessel in full sail, and flew at
the duckling, and became quite red in the head with passion, so that the péor little
thing did not know where to go, and was quite migerable becauge he was so ugly
and laughed at by the whole farmyard. So it went on from day to day till it got worse
and werse. The péor duckling was driven abeut by every one; even his brothers
and sisters wére unkind to him, and wouid say, “Ah, you ugly creature, | wish the
cat wou/d get you,” and his méther said she wished he had never been bérn.
The ducks pecked him, the chickens beat him, and the girl whe fed the poultry
kicked him with hér 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 | am ugly,” he said. So he closed his eyes, and
flew still farther, until he came ®ut on a large moor, inhabited by wild ducks. Here
he remained the whole night, feeling very tired and sorrowful.
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In the mérning, when the wild ducks rose in the air, they stared at their new
comrade. “What sért of a duck are you?” they all said, cébming reund him.

He bewed to them, and was as polite as he couid be, but he did not reply to their
question. “You are exceedingly ugly,” said the wild ducks, “but that will not matter
if you de not want to marry one of ®@ur family.”

Pé&or thing! he had no théughts of marriage; all he wanted was p&rmission to lie
among the rushes, and drink séme of the water on the méor. He had been on the
méor twe days, there came twe wild geese, 6r rather goslings, fér they had not
been eut of the egg long, and wére very sauey. “Listen, friend,” 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 i$ anéther méor, in which there
are séme pretty wild geese, all unmarried. It is a chanege fér you to get a wife; you
may be lucky, ugly as you are.”

“Pop, pop,” seunded in the air, and the twe wild geese fell dead améng the rushes,
and the water was tinged with bléod. “Pop, pop,” echoed far and wide in the
distange, and whole flocks of wild geese rose up from the rushes. The seund
continued from every direction, fér the spértsmen surreunded the méor, and séme
wére even seated on branches of trees, overlooking the rushes. The blue smoke
from the guns rose like cleuds over the dark trees, and as it floated away across
the water, a number of spérting dogs beunded in amoéng the rushes, which bent
beneath them whrerever they went. Hew they terrified the péor duckling!

He tlirned away his head to hide it under his wing, and at the same moment a large
terrible dog passed quite near him. Hig jaws wére open, hig téngue hung from his
meuth, and his eyes glared fearfully. He thrust his nose close to the duckling,
showing his sharp teeth, and then, “splash, splash,” he went inte the water
witheut touching him, “Oh,” sighed the duckling, “how thankful | am fér being so
ugly; even a dog will not bite me.” And so he lay quite still, while the shot rattled
througnh the rushes, and gun after gun was fired over him.

It was late in the day befére all became quiet, but even then the pdor young thing
did not dare to meve. He waited quietly fér several heurs, and then, after looking
carefully areund him, hastened away from the méor as fast ag he cowd. He ran
over field and meadow till a stérm arose, and he coud hardly struggle against it.
Towards evening, he reached a péor little cottage that seemed ready to fall, and
only remained standing because it cotd not deeide on which side to fall first. The
stérm continued so violent, that the duckling couid go no farther; he sat dewn by
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the cottage, and then he noticed that the déor was not quite closed in
consequenge of one of the hinges having given way. There was therefére a
narrow opening near the bottdm large enough fér him to slip through, which he
did very quietly, and got a shelter fér the nigst.

A woman, a tom cat, and a hen lived in this
cottage. The tom cat, whem the mistress .
célled, “My little sén,” was a great favorite; ifl
he couwd raise his back, and piirr, and
cou/deven throw eut sparks from his far if
it wére stroked the wrong way. The hen had '
very shért legs, so she was called |
“Chickie shért legs.” She laid good '
eggs, and hér mistress loved hér as if she i
had been hé&r own child. In the mérning,
the strange visitor was$ discovered, and '

the tom cat began to piirr, and the hen to
cluck.

“What is that noise abeut?” said the old
woman, leoking reund the reem, but hér
sight was not very good; therefére, when

she saw the duckling she théugnt it must
be a fat duck, that had strayed from home.

“On what a prize!” she exclaimed, “I hope it i$ not a drake, fér then | shall have
séme duck's eggs. | must wait and see.” So the duckling was allewed to remain
on trial fér three weeks, but there wére no eggs. New the tom cat was the master
of the heuse, and the hen was mistress, and they always said, “We and the
world,” fér they believed themselves to be haff the world, and the better haf tee.
The duckling théugnt that 6thers mignt hold a different opinién on the subject, but
the hen wouid not listen to such deusts. “Can you lay eggs?” she asked. “No.”
“Then have the goodness to hold yéur tdngue.” “Can you raise yéur back, ér plirr,
6r throw eut sparks?” said the tom cat. “No.” “Then you have no right to express
an opinidn when sensible people are speaking.” So the duckling sat in a cérner,
feeling very low spirited, till the sunshine and the fresh air came inte the reem
through the open déor, and then he began to feel such a great longing fér a swim
on the water, that he couid not help telling the hen.

“What an absiird idea,” said the hen. “You have néthing else to de, therefére you
have feelish fancies. If you coud plrr ér lay eggs, they wowd pass away.”
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“But it is so delightful to swim abeut on the water,” said the duckling, “and so
refreshing to feel it close over yéur head, while you dive dewn to the bottém.”

“Deligntful, indeed!” said the hen, “Why you must be crazy! ask the cat, he is the
cleverest animal | know, ask him hew he wouid like to swim abeut on the water, ér
to dive under it, fér | will not speak of my own opinién; ask eur mistress, the old
woman— there i$ no one in the world mére clever than she is. De you think she
woud like to swim, &r to let the water close over h@&r head?”

“You don’t understand me,” said the duckling.

“We don’t understand you? Wwhe can understand you, | wonder? De you Consider
yOurself mére clever than the cat, ér the old woman? | will say néthing of myself.
Don’t imagine such nonsense, child, and thank yéur good fértune that you have
been regeived here. are you not in a warm reem, and in sogiety from which you
may |l@arn sémething. But you are a chatterer, and yéur cobmpany is not very
agreeable. Believe me, | speak only fér yéur own good. | may tell you unpleasant
truths, but that is a preef of my friendship. | advise you, therefére, to lay eggs,
and |@arn to plirr a$ quickly as possible.”

“I believe | must go eut inte the world again,” said the duckling.

“Yes, de,” said the hen. So the duckling left the cottage, and seen feund water on
which it cowd swim and dive, but was avoided by all 6ther animals, because of its
ugly appearange. @utumn came, and the leaves in the forest tlirned to orange and
gold. then, as winter approached, the wind caught them as they fell and whirled
them in the cold air. The cleuds, heavy with hail and snow-flakes, hung low in
the sky, and the raven stood on the férns crying, “Croak, croak.” It made one
shiver with cold to look at him. all this was very sad fér the péor little duckling.

One evening, just as the sun set amid radiant cleuds, there came a large flock of
beautiful birds eut of the bushes. The duckling had never seen any like them
befére. They wére swans, and they clirved their grageful necks, wrile their soft
plumage shown with dazzling whiteness. They uttered a singular cry, as they
spread their glérious wings and flew away from those cold regions to warmer
countries across the sea. As they meunted higher and higner in the air, the ugly
little duckling felt quite a strange sensation as he watched them. He wrirled
himself in the water like a wheel, stretched @ut his neck towards them, and uttered
a cry so strange that it frigitened himself. Cowd he ever forget those beautiful,
happy birds; and when at last they wére ®ut of his sight, he dived under the water,
and rose again almost beside himself with exeitement. He knew not the names of
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these birds, nér where they had flown, but he felt towards them as he had never
felt fér any o6ther bird in the world.

He was not envious of these beautiful creatures, but wished to be as lovely as
they. Péor ugly creature, hew gladly he wouid have lived even with the ducks had
they only given him encouragement. The winter grew colder and colder; he was
obliged to swim abeut 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 i¢e in the water crackled as he meved, and the duckling had to paddle
with his legs as well as he couid, to keep the spage from clogsing up. He became
exnausted at last, and lay still and helpless, frozen fast in the ige.

Early in the mérning, a peagant, vhe was passing by, saw whrat had happened. He
broke the ige in pieces with his wooden shee, and carried the duckling home to
his wife. The warmth revived the péor little creature; but when the children wanted
to play with him, the duckling théught they wouid de him séme harm; so he started
up in terror, fluttered inte@ the milk-pan, and splashed the milk abeut the reem.
Then the woman clapped hér hands, which frightened him still mére. He flew first
inte the butter-cask, then inte the meal-tub, and eut again. Whrat a coénditiéon he
was in! The woman 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 déor stood open; the pdor creature coud just manage
to slip eut among the bushes, and lie dewn quite exrausted in the newly fallen
snow.

It woud be very sad, wére | to relate all the misery and privations which the péor
little duckling endured during the hard winter; but when it had passed, he feund
himself lying one mérning in a méor, améngst the rushes. He felt the warm sun
shining, and h@ard the lark singing, and saw that all areund was beautiful spring.
Then the young bird felt that his wings wére strong, as he flapped them against
his sides, and rose high inte the air. They bére him onwards, until he feund himself
in a large garden, befére he well knew hew it had happened. The apple-trees weére
in full blossém, and the fragrant elders bent their long green branches dewn to
the stream wrich weund reund a smeeth lawn. Everything looked beautiful, in
the freshness of @arly spring. From a thicket close by came three beautiful write
swans, rustling their feathers, and swimming ligntly over the smeeth water. The
duckling remembered the lovely birds, and felt mére strangely unhappy than ever.

“I will fly to those royal birds,” he exclaimed, “and they will kill me, because | am
so ugly, and dare to approach them; but it dées not matter: better be killed by
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them than pecked by the ducks, beaten by the hens, pushed abeut by the
maiden whe feeds the poultry, 6r starved with hunger in the winter.”

Then he flew to the water, and swam towards the beautiful swans. The moment
they espied the stranger, they rushed to meet him with eutstretched wings.

“Kill me,” said the pdor bird; and he bent his head dewn to the stirface of the water,
and awaited death.

But what did he see in the clear stream below? His own image; no longer a dark,
gray bird, ugly and disagreeable to l00k at, but a graceful and beautiful swan. To
be bérn in a duck's nest, in a farmyard, i$ of no consequenge to a bird, if it is
hatched from a swan's egg. He new felt glad at having suffered sorrow and trouble,
because it enabled him to enjoy so much better all the pleasure and happiness
areund him; fér the great swans swam reund the new-cémer, and strokedl his neck
with their beaks, as a welcoOme.

Inte the garden presently
came sOme little children,

and threw bread and cake °
inte the water.

“See,” cried the youngest,

“there i$ a new one;” and '
the rest wére delignted, and
ran to their father and .
mother, dang¢ing and
clapping their hands, and
sheuting joyously, “There i$ andther swan cdme; a new one has arrived.”

el

Then they threw mére bread and cake inte 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 befére him.

Then he felt quite ashamed, and hid his head under his wing; fér he did not know
what to de, he was so happy, and yet not at all preud. He had been pérsecuted
and despised fér his ugliness, and new he h@ard them say he was the most
beautiful of all the birds. Even the elder-tree bent dewn its bews inte the water
befére him, and the sun shone warm and bright. Then he rustled his feathers,
clirved his slender neck, and cried joyfully, from the depths of his heart, “I never
dreamed of such happiness as this, wrile | was an ugly duckling.”
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The Top and Ball

Hans Christian Andersen 1838

?‘\Q WHIPPING TOP and a little ball lay together in a box, ameéng éther toys, and
the top said to the ball, “Shall we be married, as we live in the same box?”

But the ball, which wére a dress
of morocco leather, and théugnt
as much of hérself as any
other young lady, woud not
even condesegend to reply.

The next day came the little boy
to whem the playthings =
belonged, and he painted the top
red and yellow, and drove a

brass-headed nail inte the -

middle, so that wrile the top was
spinning reund it looked splendid.

“Look at me,” said the top to the ball. “Wrat de you say new? Shall we be
engaged to each other? We shouid suit so well; you spring, and | dange. No one
cou/d be happier than we shou/d be.”

“Indeed! de you think so? Pé@rhaps you de not know that my father and moéther
wére morocco slippers, and that | have a Spanish cérk in my body.”

“Yes; but | am made of mahogany,” said the top. “The major himself tlirned me.
He has a tlirning lathe of his own, and it is a great amusement to him.”

“Can | believe it?” asked the ball.

“May | never be whipped again,” said the top, “if | am not telling you the truth.”
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“You g@rtainly know hew to speak fér yéurself very well,” said the ball; “but | cannot
aceept yéur proposal. | am almost engaged to a swallow. Every time | fly up in
the air, he puts his head ®ut of the nest, and says, 'Will you?You and | have said,
"Yes,You to myself silently, and that is as good as being haff engaged; but | will
promise never to forget you.”

“Much good that will be to me,” said the top; and they spoke to each 6ther no
m@re.

Next day the ball was taken sut by the boy. The top saw it flying high in the air,
like a bird, till it wotd go quite @ut of sight. Each time it came back, as it touched
the @arth, it gave a higher leap than befére, either because it longed to fly upwards,
6r from having a Spanish cérk in its body. But the ninth time it rose in the air, it
remained away, and did not retlirn. The boy s@arched everywhere fér it, but he
s@arched in vain, fér it cowd not be feund; it was gone.

“l know very well where she is,” sighed the top; “she is in the swallow 's nest, and
has married the swallow.”

The mére the top théught of this, the mére he longed fér the ball. His 16ve increased
the mére, just because he courd not get hér; and that she showd have been woén
by another, was the worst of all. The top still twirled abeut and hummed, but he
continued to think of the ball; and the mére he théught of hér, the mére beautiful
she seemed to his faney.

Thus several years passed by, and his l6ve became quite old. The top, also, was
no longer young; but there came a day when he looked handsomer than ever; fér
he was gilded all over. He was new a golden top, and whirled and danged abeut
till he hummed quite leud, and was sémething worth looking at; but one day he
leaped t@® high, and then he, also, was gone. They s@arched everywhere, even
in the ¢ellar, but he was nownere to be feund. Where couid he be? He had jumped
inte the dust-bin, where all sérts of rubbish wére lying: cabbage-staks, dust, and
rain-droppings that had fallen dewn from the gutter under the reef.

“New | am in a nige plage,” said he; “my gilding will seen be washed off here. On
dear, what a set of rabble | have got améngst!” And then he glanced at a curious
reund thing like an old apple, which lay near a long, leafless cabbage-stak. It was,
hewever, not an apple, but an old ball, which had lain fér years in the gutter, and
was soaked through with water.
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“Thank goodness, here cOmes one of my own class, with vhem | can tak,” said
the ball, examining the gilded top. “l am made of morocco,” she said. “| was sewn
together by a young lady, and | have a Spanish cérk in my body; but ne one wourd
think it, to look at me new. | was onge engaged to a swallow; but | fell in here from
the gutter under the reef, and | have lain here mére than five years, and have been
thorougnly drenched. Believe me, it is a long time fér a young maiden.”

The top said nothing, but he théugnt of his old léve; and the mére she said, the
mére clear it became to him that this was the same ball.

The s@rvant then came to clean ®ut the dust-bin.

“Ah,” she exclaimed, “here is a gilt top.” So the top was bréugnt again to notice
and honor, but néthing mére was h@ard of the little ball. He spoke not a wérd abeut
his old love; fér that seen died away. When the beléved object has lain fér five
years in a gutter, and has been drenched through, no one cares to know hér again

on meeting hér in a dust-bin.

The Fir Tree

Hans Christian Andersen 1845

Q;'BAR dewn in the forest, where the warm sun and the fresh air made a sweet

' resting-plage, grew a pretty little fir-tree; and yet it was not happy, it wished
so much to be tall like its companiéns— the pines and firs which grew areund 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. Sdmetimes the
children wourd bring a large basket of ragpberries ér strawberries, wreathesd on
a straw, and seat themselves near the fir-tree, and say, “Is it not a pretty little
tree?” which made it feel mére unhappy than befére.

And yet all this wrile the tree grew a notch ér joint taller every year; fér by the
number of joints in the stem of a fir-tree we can discover its age. Still, as it grew,
it complained, “On! hew | wish | wére as tall as the other trees, then | wourd
spread @ut my branches on every side, and my top wowd over-look the wide
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world. | shouid have the birds building their nests on my beughs, and when the wind
blew, | shouid bew with stately dignity like my tall companiéns.” The tree was so
discontented, that it took no pleasure in the warm sunshine, the birds, ér the rosy
cleuds that floated over it mérning and evening.

Sometimes, in winter, when the snow lay white and glittering on the greund, a hare
wouid céme springing along, and jump right over the little tree; and then hew
mértified it wourd feel! Twe winters passed, and when the third arrived, the tree
had grown so tall that the hare was obliged to run reund it. Yet it remained
unsatisfied, and wouid exclaim, “On, if | cowd but keep on growing tall and old!
There is nothing else worth caring fér in the world!”

In the autumn, as usual, the wood-cutters came and cut dewn several of the
tallest trees, and the young fir-tree, which was new grown to its full heignt,
shuddered as the noble trees fell to the @arth with a crash. The branches wére
lopped off, the trunks looked so slender and bare, that they couid scargely be
recogniized.

Then they wére plaged upon wagéns,, and drawn by hérses eut of the forest.
“Where wére they going? What wouid becéme of them?” The young fir-tree wished

very much to know; so in the
i

=

spring, when the swallows and ,.45(?:_& :

the stérks came, it asked, “De
you know where those trees
wére taken? Did you meet
them?”

The swallows knew néthing,
but the stérk, after a little
reflection, nodded hig head, »3
and said, “Yes, | think | de. |

met several new ships wehen |
flew from Egypt, and they had fine masts that smelt like fir. | think these must
have been the trees; | assure you they wére stately, very stately.”

“Oh, hew | wish | wére tall enough to go on the sea,” said the fir-tree. “What is the
sea, and what ddes it I00K like?”

“It wound take teé®@ much time to explain,” said the stérk, flying quickly away.
“Rejoige in thy youth,” said the sunbeam; “rejoige

in thy fresh growth, and the young life that is in thee.”
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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 wére cut dewn, séme even
smaller and younger than the fir-tree whe enjoyed neither rest nér peace with
longing to leave its forest home. These young trees, which wére chosen fér their

beauty, kept their branches, and wére also laid on wagéns, and drawn by
hérses eut of the forest.

“Where are they going?” asked the fir-tree. “They are not taller than | am:
indeed, one i$ much less; and Why are the branches not cut off? Where are they
going?”

“We know, we know,” sang the sparrows; “we have looked in at the windows of
the heuses in the tewn, and we know what i$ doéne with them. They are dressed
up in the most splendid manner. We have seen them standing in the middle of a
warm reem, and adérned with all sérts of beautiful things,—hoéney 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 mére,” said the sparrows; “but this was enough fér us.”

“l wonder whether anything so brilliant will ever happen to me,” théugnt the fir-
tree. “It woud be much better than crossing the sea. | long fér it almost with
pain. On! when will Christmas be here? | am new as tall and well grown as those
which wére taken away last year. On! that | wére new laid on the wagéns, ér
standing in the warm reem, with all that brigritness and splendor areund me!
Soémething better and mére beautiful is to come after, ér the trees wouid not be
so decked @ut. Yes, what follows will be grander and mére splendid. What can it
be? | am weary with longing. | scargely know hew | feel.”

“Rejoice with us,” said the air and the sunlignt. “Enjoy thine own brignt life in the
fresh air.”

But the tree wowd not rejoige, though it grew taller every day; and, winter and
summer, its dark-green foliage mignt be seen in the forest, while passers by wouid
say, “What a beautiful tree!”

A shért time befére 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



FABLES BY HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

@arth, conscious of pain and faintness, and forgetting all its antigipations of
happiness, in sorrow at leaving its home in the forest. It knew that it shoud never
again see its dear old cémpanions, the trees, nér the little bushes and many-
colored flewers that had grown by its side; p@rhaps not even the birds. Neither
was the jolirney at all pleasant. The tree first recévered itself while being unpacked
in the céurtyard of a heuse, with several other trees; and it h@ard a man say, “We
only want one, and this ig the prettiest.”

Then came tve s@rvants in grand livery, and carried the fir-tree inte 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 wére rocking chairs, silken
sofas, large tables, covered with pictures, books, and playthings, worth a great
deal of moéney,—at least, the children said so. Then the fir-tree was plaged in a
large tub, full of sand; but green baize hung all areund it, so that no one coud see
it was a tub, and it stoed on a very handséme carpet. Hew the fir-tree trembled!
“What was going to happen to him new?” Séme young ladie$ came, and the
sérvants helped them to adorn the tree.

On one branch they hung little bags cut eut of célored paper, and each bag was
filled with sweetmeats; from éther branches hung gilded apples and walnuts, as
if they had grown there; and above, and all reund, wére hundreds of red, blue, and
white tapers, which wére fastened on the branches. Dolls, exactly like real babies,
wére plaged under the green leaves,—the tree had never seen such things
befére,—and at the very top was fastened a glittering star, made of tinsel. Op, it
was very beautiful!

“This evening,” they all exclaimed, “how bright it will be!” “Oh, that the evening
wére coOme,” thoéught the tree, “and the tapers lighted! then | shall know what else
is going to happen. Will the trees of the forest come to see me? | wonder if the
sparrows will peep in at the windows as they fly? shall | grow faster here, and
keep on all these 6rnaments summer and winter?” But guessing was of very little
use; it made his bark ache, and this pain is as bad fér a slender fir-tree, as
headache is for us. At last the tapers wére 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 biirnt séme of them. “Help! help!”
exclaimed the young ladies, but there was no danger, fér they quickly
extinguished the fire.
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After this, the tree tried not to tremble at all, though the fire frightened him; he was
so anxious not to htirt any of the beautiful 6rnaments, even wrile their brilliangy
dazzled him. And new the folding déors wére thrown open, and a treep of
children rushed in as if they intended to upset the tree; they wére followed mére
silently by their elders. Fér a moment the little ones stood silent with
astonishment, and then they sheuted fér joy, till the reem rang, and they
danged merrily reund the tree, wrile one present after anéther was taken from it.

“What are they deing? What will happen next?” théught the fir. At last the candles
blirnt dewn to the branches and wére put eut. Then the children regeived
p@rmission to plunder the tree.

On, hew they rushed upon it, till the branches cracked, and had it not been
fastened with the glistening star to the ¢eiling, it must have been thrown dewn.
The children then danged abeut with their pretty toys, and no one notiged the
tree, exeept the children's maid whe came and peeped among the branches to
see if an apple ér a fig had been forgotten.

“A stéry, a stoéry,” cried the children, pulling a little fat man towards the tree.

“New 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 | shall only relate one
stéry; what shall it be? Ivede-Avede, 6r Humpty Dumpty, whe fell dewn stairs, but
seen got up again, and at last married a pringess.”

“Ivede-Avede,” cried s6me. “Humpty Dumpty,” cried 6thers, and there was a fine
sheuting and crying eut. But the fir-tree remained quite still, and théugnt to
himself, “Shall | have anything to de with all this?” but he had already amused
them as much as they wished. Then the old man told them the stéry of Humpty
Dumpty, hew he fell dewn stairg, and was raised up again, and married a
pringess. And the children clapped their hands and cried, “Tell another, tell
another,” fér they wanted to hear the stéry of “Ivede-Avede;” but they only had
“Humpty Dumpty.” this the fir-tree became quite silent and théugntful; never
had the birds in the forest told such tales as “Humpty Dumpty,” whe fell dewn
stairg, and yet married a pringess.

“Ah! yes, so it happens in the world,” théught the fir-tree; he believed it all,
because it was related by such a nige man. “Ah! well,” he théught, “who knows?
pérhaps | may fall dewn tee, and marry a pringess;” and he looked férward
joyfully to the next evening, expecting to be again decked ®ut with lights and
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playthings, gold and fruit. “To-morrow | will not tremble,” théught he; “I will enjoy
all my splendor, and | shall hear the stéry of Humpty Dumpty again, and p@rhaps
lvede-Avede.” And the tree remained quiet and théugntful all night. In the mérning
the s@rvants and the heusemaid came in. “New,” théugnt the fir, “all my splendor
is going to begin again.”

But they dragged him eut of the ree@m and up stairs to the garret, and threw him

on the fléor, in a dark cérner, where no daylight shone, and there they left him.
“What does this mean?” thoéught the tree, “wrat am | to de here? | can hear
nothing in a plage like this,” and he had time enough to think, fér days and nights
passed and no one came near him, and when at last sémebody did come, it was
only to put away large boxes in a cérner.

So the tree was completely hidden from signt as if it had never existed. “It i$ winter

new,” théugnt the tree, “the greund is hard and cévered with snow, so that people
cannot plant me. | shall be sheltered here, | dare say, until spring comes. Hew
théugntful and kind everybody is to me! Still | wish this plage wére not so dark,
as well as lonely, with not even a little hare to l0ok at. Hew pleasant it was eut in
the forest while the snow lay on the greund, when the hare wourd run by, yes, and
jump over me tee, althougn | did not like it then. On! it is terrible lonely here.”

“Squeak, squeak,” said a little meuse, creeping cautiously towards the tree; then
came another; and they both sniffed at the fir-tree and crept between the
branches.

“On, it is very cold,” said the little meuse, “or else we shouid be so comfortable
here, showdn’t we, you old fir-tree?”

“| am not old,” said the fir-tree, “there are many whe are older than | am.”

“Where de you come from? and wrat de you know?” asked the mige, vhe wére full
of curiosity. “Have you seen the most beautiful plages in the wdrld, and can you
tell us all abeut them? and have you been in the stérereem , where cheeses lie
on the shelf, and hams hang from the ¢eiling? One can run abeut on tallow candles
there, and go in thin and céme eut fat.”

“I know nothing of that plage,” said the fir-tree, “but | know the wood where the
sun shines and the birds sing.” And then the tree told the little mice all abeut its
youth. They had never h@ard such an acceunt 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.”
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“Happy!” exclaimed the fir-tree, and then as he reflected upon wrat he had been
telling them, he said, “Ah, yes! after all those wére happy days.” But when he
went on and related all abeut Christmas-eve, and hew he had been dressed up
with cakes and lignts, the mige said, “Hew happy you must have been, you old fir-
tree.”

“l am not old at all,” replied the tree, “I only came from the forest this winter, | am
new checked in my growth.”

“What splendid stéries you can relate,” said the little mige. And the next night féur
other mice came with them to hear what the tree had to tell. The mére he taked
the mére he remembered, and then he thoéugnt to himself, “Those wére happy
days, but they may céme again. Humpty Dumpty fell dewn stairg, and yet he
married the princess; p@rhaps | may marry a pringess tee.” And the fir-tree
théugnt of the pretty little birch-tree that grew in the forest, which was to him a
real beautiful pringess.

“whe is Humpty Dumpty?” asked the little mice. And then the tree related the
whole stéry; he couid remember every single word, and the litle mice was so
delignted with it, that they wére ready to jump to the top of the tree. The next nignt
a great many mére mige made their appearange, and on Sunday twe rats came
with them; but they said, it was not a pretty stéry at all, and the little mice wére
very sorry, fér it made them also think less of it.

“De you know only one stéry?” asked the rats.

“Only one,” replied the fir-tree; “I h@ard it on the happiest evening of my life; but |
did not know | was so happy at the time.”

“We think it is a very miserable stéry,” said the rats. “Don't you know any stéry
abeut bacén, ér tallow in the stérereem.”

“No,” replied the tree.
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“Many thanks to you then,” replied the rats, and
they marched off.

The little mige also kept away after this, and the tree
sighed, and said, “It was very pleasant when the merry
little mige sat reund me and listened whrile | talked. New
that is all passed teeo.

Hewever, | shall Consider myself happy when séme =
. .
one cOmes to take me eut of this plage.” But wowd __ 7%
this ever happen? Yes; one mérning people came to "»
clear ®ut the garret, the boxes wére package away,
and the tree waspulled eut of the cérner, and thrown roughly on the garret fl@or;
then the s@rvant dragged it ®@ut upon the staircase where the daylight shone. “New
life is beginning again,” said the tree, rejoiging in the sunshine and fresh air.
Then it was carried dewn stairs and taken inte the céurtyard so quickly, that it
forgot to think of itself, and couid only look abeut, there was so much to be seen.

The céurt was close to a garden, where everything looked bleeming. Fresh and
fragrant roges hung over the little palings. The linden-trees wére in blossém; 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 | shall live,” cried the tree, joyfully
spreading @ut its branches; but alas! they wére all withered and yellow, and it lay
in a cérner amongst weeds and nettles. The star of gold paper still stuck in the
top of the tree and glittered in the sunshine. In the same céurtyard twe of the merry
children wére playing vhe had danced reund 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 beets. And the tree saw all the fresh brignt

flewers in the garden, and then looked at itself, and wished it had remained in the
dark cérner of the garret.

It thought of its fresh youth in the forest, of the merry Christmas evening, and of the
little mige whe had listened to the stéry of “Humpty Dumpty.” “Past! past!” said the
old tree; “On, had | but enjoyed myself wrile | cowd have déne so! but new it is tee
late.” Then a lad came and chopped the tree inte small pieges, till a large bundle
lay in a heap on the greund. The pieges wére placed in a fire under the copper,
and they quickly blazed up brigntly, wnile the tree sighed so deeply that each sigh
was like a pistol-shot.

Then the children, whe wére at play, came and seated themselves in front of the
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fire, and looked at it and cried, “Pop, pop.” But at each “pop,” which was a deep
sigh, the tree was thinking of a summer day in the forest; and of Christmas
evening, and of “Humpty Dumpty,” the only stéry it had ever h@ard ér knew hew
to relate, till at last it was coOnsumed. The boys still played in the garden, and the
youngest wére the golden star on his breast, with which the tree had been
adérned during the happiest evening of its existenge. New all was past; the tree's
life was past, and the stéry also,—for all stéries must come to an end at last.

¥

The Snow Queen

In Seven Stories

Hans Christian Andersen 1845

Story the First

Which Describes a Looking-Glass and the Broken Fragments.

YOU must attend to the commeneement of this stéry, fér when we get to the end
we shall know mére than we de new abeut a very wicked hobgoblin; he was one
of the very worst, fér he was a real demén.

One day, when he was in a merry
meed, he made a looking-glass
which had the pewer of making :
everything goeed ér beautifil &
that was reflected in it &lmost :
shrink to  nothing,  wuile =
everything that was worthless =
and bad looked increased in size ~
and worse than ever.

The most ldvely landscapes
appeared like boiled spinach, and the people became hideous, and looked as if they
stood on their heads and had no bodies. Their ceuntenances wére so distérted
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that no one couid recognize them, and even one freckle on the fage appeared to
spread over the whole of the nose and meuth.

The demon said this was very amusing. When a good ér pious théught passed
through the mind of any one it was misrepresented in the glass; and then hew the
demon laughed at his cunning invention. All whe went to the demén's scheel —
for he kept a scheel — taked everywnere of the wonders they had seen, and
declared that people cotid new, fér the first time, see what the world and mankind
wére really like. They carried the glass abeut everywhere, till at last there was not
a land nér a people vhe had not been looked at through this distérted mirror. They
wanted even to fly with it up to heaven to see the angels, but the higher they flew
the mére slippery the glass became, and they couid scargely hold it, till at last it
slipped from their hands, fell to the @arth, and was broken inte milliéns of pieges.

But new the leoking-glass caused mére unhappiness than ever, fér séme of the
fragments wére not so large as a grain of sand, and they flew abeut the werld inte
every country. When one of these tiny atoms flew int@ a p@rséon's eye, it stuck there
unknown to him, and from that moment he saw everything through a distérted
medium, ér coud see only the worst side of what he looked at, fér even the
smallest fragment retained the same pewer which had belonged to the whole mirror.

Soéme few pérsons even got a fragment of the looking-glass in their hearts, and
this was very terrible, fér their hearts became cold like a lump of ige. A few of the
pieces wére so large that they coud be used as window-panes; it woud have
been a sad thing to 0ok at eur friends through them. 6ther pieces wére made
inte spectacles; this was dreadful fér those whe woére them, fér they coud see
nothing either rightly 6r justly. At all this the wicked demén laughed till his sides
shook—it tickled him so to see the mischief he had déne. There wére still a
number of these little fragments of glass floeating abeut in the air, and new you
shall hear wrat happened with one of them.

Second Story:

A Little Boy and a Little Girl

§E‘N a large tewn, full of heuses and people, there is not reem fér everybody to

haveeven a little garden, therefére they are obliged to be satisfied with a few
flewers in flewer pots. In one of these large tewns lived twe pdor children whe had
a garden sémething larger and better than a few flewer pots.
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They wére not bréther and sister, but they l0ved each 6ther aimost as much as
if they had been.

Their parents lived opposite to each other in twe garrets, where the reefs of
neighboring heuses projected eut towards
each other and the water-pipe ran
between them. In each heuse was a little
window, so that any one couid 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 hérbs fér their own use, and a little "\ X
rose-bush in each box, which grew
splendidly. New after a while the parents
decided to plage these tw@ boxes across
the water-pipe, so that they reached from one window to the 6ther and looked
like tw@ banks of flewers.

Sweet-peas dreeped over the boxes, and the rose-bushes shot féorth long
branches, which wére trained reund the windows and clustered together almost
like a triumphal arch of leaves and flewers.

The boxes weére very high, and the children knew they must not climb upon them,
witheut p@&rmission, but they weére often, hewever, allewed to step eut together
and sit upon their little ste®ls under the rose-bushes, 6r play quietly. In winter
all this pleasure came to an end, fér the windows wére sémetimes quite frozen
over. But then they wouid warm copper pennies on the stove, and hold the warm
pennies against the frozen pane; there wouid be very seen a little reund hole
through wrich they couid peep, and the soft bright eyes of the little boy and girl
wouid beam through the hole at each window as they looked at each other. Their
names wére Kay and Gérda. In summer they cowd be together with one jump
from the window, but in winter they had to go up and dewn the long staircase, and
out through the snow befére they couid meet.

“See there are the white bees swarming,” said Kay 's old grandméther one day
when it wa$ snowing.

“Have they a queen bee?” asked the little boy, fér he knew that the real bees
had a queen.
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“To be sure they have,” said the grandméther. “She is flying there where the
swarm is thickest. She is the largest of them all, and never remainsg on the &arth,
but flies up to the dark cleuds. Often at midnignt she flies througn the streets of
the tewn, and looks in at the windows, then the i¢e freezes on the panes inte
woénderful shapes, that look like flewers and castles.”

“Yes, | 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 hér come,” said the boy, “I'll set hé@r on the stove and then she’ll melt.”

Then the grandmoéther smeethed his hair and told him séme mére tales. One
evening, when little Kay was at home, ha/f undressed, he climbed on a chair by
the window and peeped ®ut througnh the little hole. A few flakes of snow wére falling,
and one of them, rather larger than the rest, aligited on the edge of one of the
flewer boxes. This snow-flake grew larger and larger, till at last it became the
figlire 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 ige — shining and glittering i¢e. Still she
was alive and hér eyes sparkled like brignt stars, but there was neither peage nér
rest in their glange. She nodded towards the window and waved hér 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 window. On the following day there was a clear frost,
and very seen came the spring. The sun shone; the young green leaves biirst
férth; the swallows built their nests; windows wére opened, and the children sat
onge mére in the garden on the reef, high above all the 6ther reems. Hew
beautiful the roses blossémed this summer. The little giirl had I&arnt a hymn in
which roses wére spoken of, and then she théught of their own roses, and she
sang the hymn to the little boy, and he sang tee.—

“Roses bleem and ¢ease 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 brignt sunshine, and spoke to it as if the Crrist-child wére there.
Those wére splendid summer days. Hew beautiful and fresh it was eut améng
the rose-bushes, wrich seemed as if they wouid never leave off bleeming. One
day Kay and Gérda sat looking at a book full of pictures of animals and birds,
and then just as the clock in the chiirch tewer struck twelve, Kay said, “On,
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something has struck my heart!” and seen after, “There i$ something in my eye.”

The little girl put hér arm reund his neck, and looked inte his eye, but she couid
see nothing.

“I think it is gone,” he said. But it was not gone; it wa$ 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, wrile all that was wicked
and bad became mére visible, and every little fault cowd be plainly seen. Péor little
Kay had also regeived a small grain in his heart, which very quickly tlirned to a
lump of ice. He felt no mére pain, but the glass was there still. “Why de you cry?”
said he at last; “it makes you look ugly. There i$ néthing the matter with me new.
Oh, see!” he cried suddenly, “that rose i$ worm-eaten, and this one i$ quite
crooked. all they are ugly roses, just like the box in which they stand,” and then
he kicked the boxes with his foet, and pulled off the twe roses.

“Kay, wrat are you deing?” cried the little girl; and then, when he saw hew
frightened she was, he toére off andther rose, and jumped through his own window
away from little G@rda.

When she afterwards bréught @ut the picture book, he said, “It was only fit fér
babies in long clothes,” and when grandméther told any stéries, he wourd
interrupt hér with “but;” ér, when he coud manage it, he wouid get behind hér
chair, put on a pair of spectacles, and imitate h@r very cleverly, to make people
laugh. By-and-by he began to mimic the speech and gait of p@rséns in the
street. all that was peculiar 6r disagreeable in a p&rsén he wourd imitate directly,
and people said, “That boy will be very clever; he has a remarkable genius.” But it
was the piege of glass in his eye, and the coldness in his heart, that made him
act like this.

He wouid even tease little G&rda, whe léved him with all hér heart. His games, teeo,
weére quite different; they wére not so childish. One winter's day, when it snowed,
he bréugnt eut a bilirning-glass, then he held eut the tail of his blue coat, and let
the snow-flakes fall upon it. “Leok in this glass, Gérda,” said he; and she saw
hew every flake of snow was magnified, and looked like a beautiful flewer ér a
glittering star. “Is it not clever?” said Kay, “and much mére interesting than
looking at real flewers. There i$ not a single fault in it, and the snow-flakes are
quite pérfect till they begin to melt.”

Seen after Kay made his appearange in large thick gloves, and with his sledge



FABLES BY HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

at his back. He called up stairs to Gérda, “I've got to leave to go inte the great
square, where the other boys play and ride.” And away he went.

In the great square, the boldest améng the boys wouid often tie their sledges to
the country people's carts, and go with them a good way. This was capital. But
wrile they wére all amusing themselves, and Kay with them, a great sledge came
by; it was painted write, and in it sat séme one wrapped in a rough write fiir, and
wearing a white cap. The sledge drove twige reund the square, and Kay fastened
his own little sledge to it, so that whren it went away, he followed with it. It went
faster and faster right through the next street, and then the p@rsén whe drove
tlirned reund and nodded pleasantly to Kay, just as if they wére acquainted with
each other, but whenever Kay wished to leesen his little sledge the driver nodded
again, so Kay sat still, and they drove ®ut through the tewn gate.

Then the snow began to fall so heavily that the little boy cotid not see a hand's
breadth befére him, but still they drove on; then he suddenly le@sened the cérd
so that the large sled mignt go on witheut him, but it was of no use, his little carriage
held fast, and away they went like the wind. Then he called eut leudly, but nobody
h&ard him, while the snow beat upon him, and the sledge flew onwards. Every new
and then it gave a jump as if it wére going over hedges and ditches. The boy was
frightened, and tried to say a prayer, but he coud remember néthing but the
multiplication table.

The snow-flakes became larger and larger, till they appeared like great white
chickens. all at onge they sprang on one side, the great sledge stopped, and the
pérson whe had driven it rose up. The flir and the cap, which w&re made entirely
of snow, fell off, and he saw a lady, tall and write, it was the Snow Queen, .

“We have driven well,” said she, “but Why de you tremble? here, creep inté my
warm fiir.” Then she seated him beside hér in the sledge, and as she wrapped
the flir reund him he felt as if he wére sinking inte a snow drift.

“Are you still cold,” she asked, as she kissed him on the forenead. The kiss was
colder than ige; it went quite through to his heart, which was already almost a
lump of ige; he felt as if he wére going to die, but only fér a moment; he seen
seemed quite well again, and did not notige the cold areund him.

“My sledge! don’t forget my sledge,” was his first théught, and then he looked and
saw that it was beund fast to one of the write chickens, which flew behind him
with the sledge at its back. The Show Queen, kissed little Kay again, and by this
time he had forgotten little G@rda, his grandmother, and all at home.
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“New you must have no mére kisses,” she said, “or | shouid kiss you to death.”

Kay looked at hér, and saw that she was so beautiful, he couid not imagine a
mére lOvely and intelligent face; she did not new seem to be made of ige, ag when
he had seen hér through his window, and she had nodded to him. In his eyes she
was pérfect, and she did not feel at all afraid. He told hér he could de 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
théugnt he did not know enough yet, and she looked reund the vast expanse as
she flew higher and higher with him upon a black cleud, wrile the stérm blew and
hewled as if it wére singing old songs. They flew over woods and lakes, over sea
and land; below them réared the wild wind; the wolves hewled and the snow
crackled ; over them flew the black screaming crows, and abéve all shone the
meen, clear and bright,—and so Kay passed through the long winter's nignt, and
by day he slept at the feet of the Snow Queen, .

Third Story:
The Flower Garden of the Woman Who Could Conjure

*Q;B'JUT hew fared little G@rda during Kay's absenge? What had becéme of him, no
~ oneknew, nér cotid any one give the sligntest information, exgepting the boys,
whe said that he had tied his sledge to andther very large one, which had driven
througn the street, and eut at the tewn gate. Nobody knew where it went; many
tears wére shed fér him, and little G@rda wept bitterly fér a long time. She said
she knew he must be dead; that he was drewned in the river wrich flowed closge
by the scheel. On, indeed those long winter days wére very dreary. But at last
spring came, with warm sunshine. “Kay is dead and gone,” said little G&rda.

“l 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 G&rda began to deust it hérself.
“I will put on my new red shees,” she said one mérning, “those that Kay has
never seen, and then | will go dewn to the river, and ask fér him.” It was quite
@arly when she kissed hér old grandmother, vhe was still asleep; then she put
on hér red shees, and went quite alone ®ut of the tewn gates toward the river. “Is
it true that you have taken my little playmate away from me?” said she to the river.
“I will give you my red shees if you will give him back to me.” And it seemed as if
the waves nodded to hér in a strange manner.
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Then she took off hér red shees, which she liked better than anything else,
and threw them both inte the river, but they fell near the bank, and the little
waves carried them back to the land, just as if the river wouid not take from hér
what she loved best, because they could not give h@r back little Kay.

But she théugnt the shees had not . ¥
been thrown eut far enough. Then
she crept inte a boat that lay ' & %
among the reeds, and threw the :: :

the boat inte the water, but it was
not fastened.

And hé&r mevement sent it gliding
away from the land. When she saw
this she hastened to reach the end of the boat, but befére she coud so it was
mére than a yard from the bank, and drifting away faster than ever.

Then little G@rda was very much frightened, and began to cry, but no one h&ard
h&r exegept the sparrows, and they cowd not carry hér to land, but they flew along
by the shére, and sang, as if to comfort hér, “Here we are! Here we are!” The boat
floated with the stream; little G&rda sat quite still with only hér stockings on hér
feet; the red shecs floated after hér, but she coud not reach them because the
boat kept so much in advange.

The banks on each side of the river wére very pretty. There wére beautiful flewers,
old trees, sloping fields, in which cews and sheep wére grazing, but not a man
to be seen. Pé@rhaps the river will carry me to little Kay, théught Gérda, and then
she became mére cheerful, and raised hér head, and looked at the beautiful
green banks; and so the boat sailed on fér nheurs. At length she came to a large
cherry érchard, in which stood a small red heuse with strange red and blue
windows. It had also a thatched reef, and eutside wére twve wooden soldiers, that
presented arms to hér as she sailed past.

Gérda called ®ut to them, fér she théugnt they were alive, but of céurse they did
not answer; and as the boat drifted nearer to the shére, she saw wrat they really
wére. Then Gérda called still leuder, and there came a very old woman eut of the
heuse, leaning on a crutch. She wére a large hat to shade hér from the sun, and
on it wére painted all sérts of pretty flewers. “You péor little child,” said the old
woman, “hew did you manage to coéme all this distange inte the wide world on
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such a rapid rolling stream?” And then the old woman walked in the water, seized
the boat with hér crutch, drew it to land, and lifted Gérda eut. And Gérda was
glad to feel hérself on dry greund, although she was rather afraid of the strange
old woman. “Céme and tell me whe you are,” said she, “and hew came you here.”

Then Gérda told hér everything, wrile the old woman shook hér head, and said,
“Hem-hem;” and when she had finished, G€rda asked if she had not seen little
Kay, and the old woman told hé&r he had not passed by that way, but he very
likely wouid céme. So she told Gérda not to be sorrowful, but to taste the cherries
and look at the flewers; they wére better than any picture-book, fér each of them
couid tell a stéry. Then she took Gérda by the hand and led hér inte the little
heuse, and the old woman closed the déor.

The windows weére very high, and as the panes wére red, blue, and yellow, the
daylight shone through them in all sérts of singular coélors. On the table stood
beautiful cherries, and Gérda had p&rmission to eat ag many as she wouid. While
she was eating them the old woman combed ®ut hér long flaxen ringlets with a
golden coms, and the glossy clirls hung dewn on each side of the little reund
pleasant fage, which looked fresh and bleeming as a rose. “| have long been
wishing fér a dear little maiden like you,” said the old woman, “and new you must
stay with me, and see hew happily we shall live together.” And whrile she went
on combsing little Gé@rda 's hair, she théugt less and less abeut hér adopted
brother Kay, fér the old woman couid conjure, although she was not a wicked
witch; she conjured only a little fér h@r own amusement, and new, because she
wanted to keep Gérda. Therefére she went inte the garden, and stretched eut
hér crutch towards all the rose-trees, beautiful though they wére; and they
immediately sunk inte the dark @arth, so that no one couid tell wrere they had
onge stood. The old woman was afraid that if little G&rda saw roses she wourd

think of those at home, and then remember little Kay, and run away. Then she
took Gérda inte the flewer-garden.

Hew fragrant and beautiful it was! Every flewer that cowd be théught of fér every
season of the year was here in full bleem; no picture-book coud have mére
beautiful colors. Gérda jumped fér joy, and played till the sun went dewn behind
the tall cherry-trees; then she slept in an elegant bed with red silk pillows,
embroidered with célored violets; and then she dreamed as$ pleagantly as a
queen on hér wedding day. The next day, and fér many days after, G@rda played
with the flewers in the warm sunshine.
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She knew every flewer, and yet, although there wére so many of them, it seemed
as if one wére missing, but which it was she couid not tell. One day, hewever, as
she sat looking at the old woman's hat with the painted flewers on it, she saw
that the prettiest of them all was a rose. The old woman had forgotten to take it
from h@r hat when she made all the roges sink inte the @arth. But it is difficult to
keep the théugnts together in everything; one little mistake upsets all eur
arrangements.

“What, are there no roses here?” cried Gérda; and she ran eut inte the garden,
and examined all the beds, and s@arched and s@arched. There was not one to be
feund. Then she sat dewn and wept, and hér tears fell just on the plage where
one of the rose-trees had sunk dewn. The warm tears moistened the @arth, and
the rose-tree spreuted up at onge, as bleeming as wren it had sunk; and Gérda
embraced it and kissed the roses, and théugnt of the beautiful roses at home, and,
with them, of little Kay.

“Oh, hew | have been detained!” said the little maiden, “I wanted to seek fér little
Kay. De you know where he i$?” she asked the roses; “do you think he is dead?”

And the roges answered, “No, he i$ not dead. We have been in the greund where
all the dead lie; but Kay is not there.”

“Thank you,” said little G@&rda, and then she went to the other flewers, and
looked inte their little cups, and asked, “De you know where little Kay i$?” But each
flewer, as it stood in the sunshine, dreamed only of its own little fairy tale of history.
Not one knew anything of Kay. G@rda h@ard many stéries from the flewers, as
she asked them one after anéther abeut him.

And what, said the tiger-lily? “Hark, de you hear the drum?— ' tiirn, tlirn,'— there
are only twe notes, always, 'turn, tirn.You Listen to the women's song of méurning!
Hear the cry of the priest! In h@r long red robe stands the Hindee widow by the
funeral pile. The flames rige areund hér as she plages hérself on the dead body
of h@&r husband; but the Hindeewoman is thinking of the living one in that ¢ircle;
of him, hér sén, whe ligited those flames. Those shining eyes trouble h&r heart
mére painfully than the flames which will seen consume hér body to ashes. Can
the fire of the heart be extinguished in the flames of the funeral pile?”

“| don’t understand that at all,” said little G@rda.

“That is my stéry,” said the tiger-lily.
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What, says the convolvulus? “Near yonder narrow road stands an old knight's
castle; thick ivy creeps over the old ruined walls, lesf over leaf, even to the
balcény, in which stands a beautiful maiden. She bends over the balustrades,
and leoks up the road. No rose on its stem is fresher than she; no apple-blossém,
wafted by the wind, floats mére lightly than she meves. Hér rich silk rusiles as
she bends over and exclaims, 'Will he not come?You

“Is it Kay you mean?” asked Gérda.
“l am only speaking of a stéry of my dream,” replied the flewer.

What, said the little snow-drop? “Between twe trees a rope i$ hanging; there is a
piece of béard upon it; it is a swing. Twe pretty little giirls, in dresses white ag snow,
and with long green ribbons fluttering from their hats, are sitting upon it swinging.
Their brother whe is taller than they are, stands in the swing; he has one arm
reund the rope, to steady himself; in one hand he holds a little bowl, and in the
other a clay pipe; he is blowing bubbles. As the swing goes on, the bubbles fly
upward, reflecting the most beautiful varying célors. 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 cémes running up. He is almost as light ag the bubble, and he raises himself
on his hind legs, and wants to be taken inte the swing; but it ddes not stop, and
the dog falls; then he barks and gets angry. The children steep towards him,

and the bubble birsts. A swinging plank, a light sparkling foam picture,—that is my
stéry.”

“It may be all very pretty what you are telling me,” said little G&rda, “but you speak
so méurnfully, and you de not mentidn little Kay at all.”

What de the hyaginths say? “There wére three beautiful sisters, fair and delicate.
The dress of one was red, of the secénd blue, and of the third pure white. Hand in
hand they danged in the bright meenlignt, by the caim lake; but they wére human
beings, not fairy elves. The sweet fragrancge attracted them, and they
disappeared in the wood; here the fragrange became stronger. three coffins, in
which lay the three beautiful maidens, glided from the thickest part of the forest
across the lake. The fire-flieg flew lightly over them, like little floating térches. De
the danging maidens sleep, 6r are they dead? The sgent of the flewer says that
they are corpses. The evening bell tolls their knell.”

“You make me quite sorrowful,” said little G&rda; “your p@rfume is so strong, you
make me think of the dead maidens. ah! is little Kay really dead then? The roses
have been in the @arth, and they say no.”
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“Cling, clang,” tolled the hyaginth bells. “We are not tolling fér little Kay; we de
not know him. We sing ®ur song, the only one we know.”

Then Gérda went to the buttercups that wére glittering amoéngst the brignt green
leaves.

“You are little bright suns,” said Gérda; “tell me if you know where | can find my play-
fellow.”

And the buttercups sparkled gayly, and looked again at Gérda. What song couid
the buttercups sing? It was not abeut Kay.

“The bright warm sun shone on a little céurt, on the first warm day of spring. His
bright beams rested on the write wall$ of the neighboring heuse; and close by
bleemed the first yellow flewer of the season, glittering like gold in the sun's warm
ray. An old woman sat in hér arm chair at the heuse déor, and hér granddaughter,
a péor and pretty s@érvant-maid came to see hér fér a shért visit. When she kissed
h&r grandmother there was gold everywrere: the gold of the heart in that holy
kiss; it was a golden mérning; there was gold in the beaming sunlight, gold in the

leaves of the lowly flewer, and on the lips of the maiden. There, that is my stéry,”
said the buttercup.

“My péor old grandméther!” sighed Gérda; “she is longing to see me, and
grieving fér me as she did fér little Kay; but | shall seen go home new, and take
little Kay with me. It i$ no use asking the flewers; they inow only their own
songs, and can give me no information.”

And then she tucked up hér little dress, that she might run faster, but the
nareissus caught h@ér by the leg as she was jumping over it; so she stopped and
looked at the tall yellow flewer, and said, “P&rhaps you may know sémething.”

Then she steeped dewn quite close to the flewer, and listened; and what did he
say?

“l can see myself, | can see myself,” said the narcissus. “Oh, hew sweet is my
p&rfume! Up in a little reem with a bow window, stands a little danging girl, haf
undressed; she stands s6metimes on one leg, and sémetimes on both, and looks
as if she wouid tread the whole world under hér feet. She is néthing but a
delusion. She is péuring water ®ut of a tea-pot on a piege of stuff which she
holds in h&r hand; it is h@r bodige. 'Cleanliness is a good thing,You she says.
Heér write dress hangs on a peg; it has also been washed in the tea-pot, and dried
on the reef. She puts it on, and ties a saffron-célored handkerchief reund hér
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neck, which makes the dress look writer. See hew she stretches eut hér legs,
as if she wére showing off on a stem. | can see myself, | can see myself.”

“What de | care fér all that,” said Gérda, “you need not tell me such stuff.” And
then she ran to the other end of the garden. The déor was fastened, but she
pressed against the rusty latch, and it gave way. The déor sprang open, and little
Gérda ran eut with bare feet inte the wide world. She looked back three times,
but no one seemed to be following hér. At last she cou/d run no longer, so she
sat dewn to rest on a great stone, and when she looked reund she saw that the
summer was over, and autumn very far advanged. She had known neéthing of

this in the beautiful garden, where the sun shone and the flewers grew all the year
reund.

“Oh, hew | have wasted my time?” said little G@rda; “it i$ @utumn. | must not rest
any longer,” and she rose up to go on. But hér little feet wére wounded and sére,
and everything areund hér looked so cold and bleak. The long willow-leaves wére
quite yellow. The dew-drops fell like water, leaf after leaf dropped from the trees,
the sloe-thérn alone still bére fruit, but the sloes wére seur, and set the teeth on
edge. Oh, hew dark and weary the whole world appeared!

Fourth Story:
The Prince and Princess

(Q ERDA was obliged to rest again, and just opposite the plage where she sat,
““shesaw a great crow céme hopping across the snow towérd hér. He stood
looking at h&r fér séme time, and then he wagged his head and said, “Caw, caw;
good-day, good-day.” He proneunged the words as plainly as he cowd, because
he meant to be kind to the little gitl; and then he asked hér where she was going
all alone in the wide world.

The word alone Gérda understood very well, and knew hew much it expressed.
So then she told the crow the whole stéry of hér life and adventures, and asked
him if he had seen little Kay.

The crow nodded his head very gravely, and said, “Pérhaps | have—it may be.”

“No! De you think you have?” cried little G@rda, and she kissed the crow, and
hugged him almost to death with joy.
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“Gently, gently,” said the crow. “| believe | know. | think it may be little Kay; but
he has gértainly forgotten you by this time fér the pringess.”

“Does he live with a pringess?” askeqd Gérda.

“Yes, listen,” replied the crow, “but it is so difficult to speak yéur language. If you
understand the crows' language then | can explain it better. D@ you?”

“No, | have never l@arnt it,” said G@rda, “but my grandméther understands it, and
used to speak it to me. | wish | had l@arnt it.”

“It dées not matter,” answered the crow; “I will explain as well ag | can, although it
will be very badly déne;” and he told hér wrat he had h@ard. “In this kingdém
where we new are,” said he, “there lives a pringess, whe is so wonderfully clever
that she has read all the newspapers in the world, and forgotten them tee,
although she is so clever. A shért time ago, as she was sitting on hér throne,
which people say is not such an agreeable seat as is often supposed, she began
to sing a song which commencges in these words:

'Why shourd | not be married?

'Why not indeed?You said she, and so she detérmined to marry if she coud find
a husband whe knew what to say when he was spoken to, and not one whe couid
only leok grand, féor that was so tireséme. Then she assembled all h&r céurt
ladies together at the beat of the drum, and when they h@ard of hér intentidons
they wére very much pleased. 'We are so glad to hear it,You said they, 'we wére
taking abeut it @urselves the other day.You You may believe that every word |
tell you is true,” said the crow, “for | have a tame sweetheart vh@ goes freely abeut
the palage, and she told me all this.”

Of céurse his sweetheart was a crow, fér “birds of a feather flock together,” and
one crow always cheeses another crow.

“Newspapers wére published immediately, with a bérder of hearts, and the initials
of the pringess améng them. They gave notige that every young man whe was
handséme was free to visit the casile and speak with the pringess; and those vhe
cou/d reply leud enough to be h@ard when spoken to, wére to make themselves
quite at home at the palage; but the one whe spoke best wouid be chosen as a
husband fér the pringess. Yes, yes, you may believe me, it is all ag true a$ | sit
here,” said the crow. “The people came in crewds.”
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There was$ a great deal of crushing and running abeut, but ne one suc¢ceeded
either on the first ér secénd day. They coud all speak very well wrile they wére
eutside in the streets, but when they entered the palage gates, and saw the guards
in silver uniférms, and the footmen in their golden livery on the staircase, and the
great halls lighted up, they became quite confused. And when they stood befére
the throne on wrich the pringess sat, they coud de néthing but repeat the last
words she had said; and she had no particular wish to hear hér own words
over again. It was just as if they had all taken sémething to make them sleepy
wrile they wére in the palage, fér they did not recéver themselves nér speak till
they got back again inte the street.

There was quite a long line of them reaching from the tewn-gate to the palage. |
went myself to see them,” said the crow. “They wére hungry and thirsty, fér at
the palace they did not get even a glass of water. Sdme of the wisest had taken
a few slices of bread and butter with them, but they did not share it with their
neighbors; they théught if they went in to the pringess looking hungry, there wouid
be a better change fér themselves.”

“But Kay! tell me abeut little Kay!” said Gérda, “was he ameéngst the crewd?”

“Stop a bit, we are just coming to him. It was on the third day, there came
marching cheerfully along to the palage a little personage, witheut hérses or
carriage, hig eyes sparkling like yéurg; he had beautiful long hair, but his clothes
weére very péor.”

“That was Kay!” said Gérda joyfully. “Oh, then | have feund him;” and she
clapped hér hands.

“He had a little knapsack on hig back,” added the crow.
“No, it must have been his sledge,” said Gérda; “for he went away with it.”

“It may have been s0,” said the crow; “I did not look at it very closely. But | know
from my tame sweetheart that he passed through the palage gates, saw the guards
in their silver uniférm, and the s@rvants in their liveries of gold on the stairs, but
he was not in the least embarrassed. ‘It must be very tiresdme to stand on the
stairs, he said. 'l prefér to go in. The reems weére blazing with ligit. and
ambassadors waked abeut with bare feet, carrying golden vessels; it was
enough to make any one feel serious. His beets creaked leudly as he walked, and
yet he was not at all uneasy.”
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“It must be Kay,” said G@rda, “l| know he had new beets on, | have h@ard them
creak in grandmother's reem.”

“They really did creak,” said the crow, “yet he went boldly up to the pringess
hérself, vhe was sitting on a p@arl as large as a spinning wheel, and all the ladies
of the céurt wére present with their maids, and all the cavaliers with their
sérvants; and each of the maids had anéther maid to wait upon hér, and the
cavaliers' s@rvants had their own sé@rvants, as well as a page each. They all
steod in eircles reund the pringess, and the nearer they stood to the déor, the
preuder they looked. The s@rvants ' pages, whe always wére slippers, could
hardly be looked at, they held themselves up so preudly by the déor.”

“It must be quite awful,” said little G&rda, “but did Kay win the pringess?”

“If | had not been a crow,” said he, “I wouid have married hér myself, although |
am engaged. He spoke just as well as | de, when | speak the crows' language, so
| h@ard from my tame sweetheart. He was quite free and agreeable and said he
had not come to wee the pringess, but to hear hér wisdom; and he was as
pleaged with hér as she was with him.”

“Oh, e@rtainly that was Kay,” said Gérda, “he was so clever; he coud work
mental arithmetic and fractions. Oh, will you take me to the palage?”

“It is very easy to ask that,” replied the crow, “but hew are we to manage it?
Hewever, | will speak abeut it to my tame sweetheart, and ask hér advige; fér |

must tell you it will be very difficult to gain p@rmission fér a little giirl like you to enter
the palage.”

“On, yes; but | shall gain p@rmission easily,” said Gérda, “for when Kay hears
that | am here, he will cobme ®ut and fetch me in immediately.”

“Wait fér me here by the palings,” said the crow, wagging his head as he flew
away.

It was late in the evening befére the crow rettirned. “Caw, caw,” he said, “she
sends you greeting, and here is a little roll which she took from the kitchen fér
you; there is plenty of bread there, and she thinks you must be hungry. It is$ not
possible fér you to enter the palage by the fréont entrange. The guards in silver
uniférm and the s@rvants in gold livery wotid not allew it. But de not cry, we will
manage to get you in; my sweetheart knows a little back-staircase that leads to the
sleeping apartments, and she knows wrere to find the key.”
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Then they went inte the garden through the great avenue, where the leaves wére
falling one after anéther, and they coud see the light in the palage being put eut
in the same manner. And the crow led little G&rda to the back déor, which steod
ajar. On! hew little G@rda's heart beat with anxiety and longing; it was just as if
she weére going to de sémething wrong, and yet she only wanted to know where
little Kay was. “It must be he,” she théugnt, “with those clear eyes, and that long
hair.” She couid faney she saw him smiling at hér, as he used to at home, when
they sat among the roses. He wouid ¢értainly be glad to see hér, and to hear
what a long distange she had céme fér his sake, and to ksnow hew sorry they had
been at home because he did not cdme back. On what joy and yet fear she felt!
They wére new on the stairg, and in a small closet at the top a lamp was biirning.
In the middle of the fl&or steod the tame crow, tiirning h@r head from side to side,
and gazing at Gérda, whe clirtseyed a$ h@r grandmeéther had taught hér to de.

“My betrothed has spoken so very hignly of you, my little lady,” said the tame
crow, “y@ur life-history, Vita, as it may be called, is very touching. If you will take
the lamp | will wak befére you. We will go straight along this way, then we shall
meet no one.”

“It seems to me as if sdmebody wére behind us,” said Gérda, as sémething
rushed by hér like a shadow on the wall, and then hérses with flying manes and
thin legs, hunters, ladies and gentlemen on hérseback, glided by hér, like
shadows on the wall.

“They are only dreams,” said the crow, “they are coming to fetch the théughts of
the great people ®ut hunting.”

“All the better, fér we shall be able to [00k at them in their beds mére safely. |
hope that when you rise to honor and favor, you will show a grateful heart.”

“You may be quite sure of that,” said the crow from the forest.

They new came inte the first hall, the walls of which wére hung with rose-colored
satin, embroidered with artificial flewers. Here the dreams again flitted by them
but so quickly that Gérda cowd not distinguish the royal pé&rséns. Each hall
appeared mére splendid than the last, it was enought to bewilder any one. At
length they reached a bedreem. The ¢eiling was like a great paim-tree, with
glass leaves of the most costly crystal, and over the eentre of the fléor twe beds,
each resembling a lily, hung from a stem of gold.
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One, in which the . — __.__
pringess lay, was white,
the otherwas red; andin = .~
this Gérda had to seek |r_ 4
fér little Kay. She “#fi-L-
pushed one of the red .7 '

leaves aside, and saw a
little brewn neck.

On, that must be Kay!

She called his name ®ut quite leud, and held the lamp over him. The dreams
rushed back inte the reem on hérseback. He woke, and tlirned his head reund, it
was not little Kay! The pringe was only like him in the neck, still he was young and
pretty. Then the pringess peeped ®ut of hér write-lily bed, and asked what was

the matter. Then little G&rda wept and told hér stéry, and all that the crows had
doéne to help hér.

“You péor child,” said the pringe and pringess; then they praised the crows, and
said they wére not angry fér wrat they had doéne, but that it must not happen
again, and this time they shou/d be rewarded.

“Wourd you like to have yéur freeddm?” asked the pringess, “or wouid you prefér to
be raised to the position of céurt crows, with all that is left in the kitchen fér
yOurselves?”

Then both the crows bowed, and begged to have a fixed appointment, fér they
thoéught of their old age, and said it woud be so comfortable to feel that they had
provigion for their old days, as they called it. And then the pringe got ®ut of his
bed, and gave it up to Gérda,—he coud de no mére; and she lay dewn. She
folded hér little hands, and théugit, “How good everyone i$ to me, men and
animals tee;” then she closed hér eyes and fell inte a sweet sleep. all the
dreams came flying back again to h&r, and they looked like angels, and one of
them drew a little sledge, on which sat Kay, and nodded to hér. But all this was
only a dream, and vanished as seen as she awoke.

The following day she was dressed from head to foeot in silk and velvet, and they
invited hér to stay at the palage fér a few days, and enjoy hérself, but she only
begged fér a pair of beets, and a little carriage, and a hérse to draw it, so that she
might go inte the wide world to seek fér Kay. And she obtained, not only beets,
but also a muff, and she was neatly dressed; and when she was ready to go,
there, at the déor, she feund a coach made of pure gold, with the coat-of-arms
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of the pringe and pringess shining upon it like a star, and the coachman, foetman,
and eutriders all wearing golden crewns on their heads.

The pringe and pringess themselves helped hér inte the coach, and wished hér
suceess. The forest crow, wvh@ was new married, accompanied hér fér the first
three miles; he sat by Gérda's side, as he coud not bear riding backwards. The
tame crow stood in the déor-way flapping hér wings. She couid not go with them,
because she had been suffering from headache ever singe the new appointment,
no deust from eating te@ much. The coach was well stéred with sweet cakes,
and under the seat wére fruit and gingerbread nuts. “Farewell, farewell,” cried the
pringe and pringess, and little G&rda wept, and the crow wept; and then, after a
few miles, the crow also said “Farewell,” and this was the saddest parting.
Hewever, he flew to a tree, and stood flapping his black wings as long as he
cou/d see the coach, which glittered in the bright sunshine.

Fifth Story:
Little Robber-Girl

&EHE coach drove on through a thick forest, werere it lighted up the way like a
térech,and dazzled the eyes of séme robbers, whe cound not bear to let it pass
them unmolested.

“It is gold! it is gold!” cried they, rushing férward, and seizing the hérses. Then

they struck the little jockeys, the coachman, and the footman dead, and pulled little
Gérda eut of the carriage.

“She is fat and pretty, and she has been fed with the k&rnels of nuts,” said the
old robber-woeman, whe had a long beard and eyebrews that hung over hér eyes.

“She is as good as a little lamp;
how nige she will taste!” and as
she said this, she drew férth a
shining knife, that glittered horribly.

“Onl” screamed the old woman the 77;
same moment; fér h&r own ’
daugnter, whe held hér back, had _d
bitten hér in the ear. She was a =
wild and naugnty girl, and the -
mother called hér an ugly thing,
and had not time to kill Gérda.
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“She shall play with me,” said the little robber-girl; “she shall give me h&r muff
and hér pretty dress, and sleep with me in my bed.” And then she bit hér méther
again, and made hé@r spring in the air, and jump abeut; and all the robbers laughed,
and said, “See hew she is danging with hér young cub.”

“I will have a ride in the coach,” said the little robber-girl; and she wowd have hér
own way; fér she was so self-willed and obstinate.

She and Gérda seated themselves in the coach, and drove away, over stumps
and stones, int@ the depths of the forest. The little robber-girl was abeut the same
size as Gérda, but stronger; she had bréader shoulders and a darker skin; hér
eye$ wére quite black, and she had a méurnful look. She clasped little Gé&rda
reund the waist, and said,—

“They shall not kill you as long as you don’t make us vexed with you. | suppose
you are a pringess.”

“No,” said Gérda; and then she told hér all hér history, and hew fond she was
of little Kay.

The robber-girl looked &arnestly at h@r, nodded hér head sligntly, and said, “They
sha'nt kill you, even if | de get angry with you; fér | will de it myself.” And then
she wiped Gérda's eyes, and stuck h&r own hands in the beautiful muff which
was so soft and warm.

The coach stopped in the cdurtyard of a robber's castle, the walls of which weére
cracked from top to bottém. Ravens and crows flew in and eut of the holes and
creviges, wrile great bulldogs, either of which looked as if it coud swallow a man,
wére jumping abeut; but they wére not allewed to bark. In the large and smoky hall a
brignht fire was blirning on the stone fléor. There was no chimney; so the smoke went
up to the e¢eiling, and feund a way eut fér itself. Soup was boiling in a large cauldroén,
and hares and rabbits wére roasting on the spit.

“You shall sleep with me and all my little animals to-nignt,” said the robber-girl,
after they had had sémething to eat and drink. So she took Gérda to a cérner of
the hall, where séme straw and carpets wére laid dewn. Abéve them, on laths and
pérches, wére mére than a hundred pigeoéns, whe all seemed to be asleep,
although they meved slightly when the twe little giirl$ came near them. “These all
belong to me,” said the robber-girl; and she seized the nearest to hér, held it by
the feet, and shook it till it flapped its wings. “Kiss it,” cried she, flapping it in
Gérda's fage. “There sit the wood-pigeodns,” continued she, pointing to a number
of laths and a cage wrich had been fixed inte the walls, near one of the openings.
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“Both rascals wouid fly away directly, if they wére not closely locked up. And here
is my old sweetheart 'Ba;” and she dragged ®ut a reindeer by the hérn; he wére
a bright copper ring reund his neck, and was tied up. “We are obliged to hold him
tignt tee, Or else he wouid run away from us also. | tickle his neck every evening
with my sharp knife, which frigtens 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 pdor animal began to kick, and the little robber-girl laughed, and pulled
dewn Gérda inte bed with hér.

“Will you have that knife with you wrile you are asleep?” asked Gérda, looking at
it in great fright.

“| always sleep with the knife by me,” said the robber-girl. “No one knows what

may happen. But new tell me again all abeut little Kay, and why you went eut inte
the world.”

Then Gérda repeated hér stéry over again, while the wood-pigeoéns in the cage
over hér ceecd, and the Other pigedns slept. The little robber-girl put one arm
across Gerda's neck, and held the knife in the 6ther, and was seen fast asleep
and snéring. But G@rda coud not cloge hér eyes at all; she knew not whether she
was to live 6r die. The robbers sat reund the fire, singing and drinking, and the old
woman stumbled abeut. It was a terrible signt fér a little girl to witness.

Then the wood-pigeodns said, “Cee, cee; we have seen little Kay. A white fewl
carried his sledge, and he sat in the carriage of the Snow Queen, , which drove
through the wood wrile we wére lying in ®ur nest. She blew upon us, and all the
young ones died exgepting us twe. Cee, cee.”

“What are you saying up there?” cried G@rda. “Where was the Snow Queen,
going? De you know anything abeut it?”

“She was most likely travelling to Lapland, where there is always snow and ige.
ask the reindeer that is fastened up there with a rope.”

“Yes, there i$ dlways snow and ige,” said the reindeer; “and it is a glérious plage;
you can leap and run abeut freely on the sparkling i¢e plaing. The Snow Queen,

has h&r summer tent there, but hér strong castle is at the Nérth Pole, on an island
called Spitzbergen.”

“On, Kay, little Kay!” sighed G@rda.

“Lie still,” said the robber-girl, “or | shall run my knife inte yéur body.”
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In the mérning Gérda told hér all that the wood-pigeéns had said; and the little
robber-girl looked quite serious, and nodded hér head, and said, “That is all tak,
that is all tak. De you know where Lapland is?” she asked the reindeer.

“I

“whe shoud know better than | de?” said the animal, wrile his eyes sparkled.
was bérn and bréugnt up there, and used to run abeut the snow-cévered plains.”

“New listen,” said the robber-girl; “all @ur men are gone away,— only mother is
here, and here she will stay; but at neen she always drinks eut of a great bottle,
and afterwards sleeps fér a little while; and then, I'll d@ sémething fér you.” Then
she jumped out of bed, clasped hér méther reund the neck, and pulled hér by the
beard, crying, “My own little nanny goat, good mérning.” Then hér méther filliped
h&r nose till it was quite red; yet she did it all fér love.

When the méther had drunk eut of the bottle, and was gone to sleep, the little
robber-maiden went to the reindeer, and said, “I shou/d like very much to tickle
y6ur neck a few times mére with my knife, fér it makes you look so funny; but never
mind,—| will untie yéur cérd, and set you free, so that you may run away to
Lapland; but you must make good use of yéur legs, and carry this little maiden to
the castle of the Snow Queen, , where hér play-fellow is. You have h@ard what
she told me, fér she spoke leud enough, and you wére listening.”

Then the reindeer jumped fér joy; and the little robber-girl lifted G@rda on his back,

and had the férethéugnt to tie h@€r on, and even to give hé&r hér own little cushion to
sit on.

“Here are yéur flir beets fér you,” said she; “for it will be very cold; but | must
keep the muff; it is so pretty. Hewever, you shall not be frozen fér the want of it;
here are my mother's large warm mittens; they will reach up to yéur elbows. Let
me put them on. There, n@ew yéur hands l0ok just like my mother's.”

But Gérda wept fér joy.

“I don’t like to see you fret,” said the little robber-girl; “you édught to look quite happy
new; and here are tw@ loaves and a ham, so that you need not starve.” These
weére fastened on the reindeer, and then the little robber-maiden opened the déor,
coaxed in all the great dogs, and then cut the string with wrich the reindeer was
fastened, with hér sharp knife, and said, “New run, but mind you take good care
of the little girl.” And then Gérda stretched ®ut h@r hand, with the great mitten on
it, towards the little robber-girl, and said, “Farewell,” and away flew the reindeer,
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over stumps and stones, through the great forest, over marshes and plains, as
quickly as he could.

The wolves hewled, and the ravens screamed; while up in the sky quivered red lights
like flames of fire. “There are my old nérthern lights,” said the reindeer; “see hew
they flash.” And he ran on day and nignt still faster and faster, but the loaves and
the ham wére all eaten by the time they reached Lapland.

Sixth Story:

The Lapland Woman and the Finland Woman

SE\HEY stopped at a little hut; it was very mean looking; the reef sloped nearly
dewn to the greund, and the déor was so low that the family had to creep
in on their hands and knees, when they went in and eut. There wa$ no one at

home but an old Laplandwoman, whe was cooking fish by the light of a train-oil
lamp.

The reindeer told hér all abeut Gérda 's stéry, after having first told his own,
which seemed to him the most impértant, but Gérda was so pinched with the
cold that she cou/d not speak.

“Oh, you péor things,” said the
Lapland woman, “you have a long
way to go yet. You must travel mére _
than a hundred miles farther, to :
Finland. The Snow Queen, lives
there new, and she biirng Bengal
lights every evening. | will write a few et
words on a dried stock-fish, fér | :
have no paper, and you can take it
from me to the Finland woman whe lives there; she can give you better
informatioén than | can.” So when Gérda was warmed, and had taken sémething
to eat and drink, the woman wrote a few words on the dried fish, and told Gérda to
take great care of it.

Then she tied hér again on the reindeer, and he set off at full speed. Flash,
flash, went the beautiful blue nérthern lights in the air the whole nignt long. And at
length they reached Finland, and knocked at the chimney of the Finland woman's
hut, fér it had ne déor abéve the greund. They crept in, but it was so terribly hot
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inside that that woman wére scargely any clothes; she was small and very dirty
looking. She leesened little Gerda's dress, and took off the fiir beets and the
mittens, 6r G@rda wouid have been unable to bear the heat; and then she plaged
a piece of ige on the reindeer's head, and read wrat was written on the dried fish.

After she had read it three times, she knew it by heart, so she popped the fish
inte the soup s@ugepan, as she knew it was good to eat, and she never wasted
anything. The reindeer told his own stéry first, and then little G&rda's, and the
Finlander twinkled with hé@r clever eyes, but she said néthing. “You are so clever,”
said the reindeer; “l know you can tie all the winds of the world with a piege of
twine. If a sailor unties one knot, he has a fair wind; when he unties the secénd, it
blows hard; but if the third and féurth are le@sened, then cOmes a stérm, which
will reet up whole forests. Cannot you give this little maiden sémething which will
make h@r as strong as twelve men, to overcome the Snow Queen, ?”

“The Pewer of twelve men!” said the Finland woman; “that wouid be of very little
use.” But she went to a shelf and took dewn and unrolled a large skin, on which
wére inscribed wonderful characters, and she read till the p@rspiratidon ran dewn
from hér forenead. But the reindeer begged so hard fér little G@&rda, and Gérda
looked at the Finland woman with such beseeching tearful eyes, that hér own
eye$ began to twinkle again; so she drew the reindeer inte a cérner, and
whispered to him while she laid a fresh piege of ige on his head, “Little Kay is
really with the Show Queen, , but he finds everything there so much to his
taste and his liking, that he believes it is the finest plage in the werld; but this is
because he has a piege of broken glass in hig heart, and a little pie¢e of glass in
his eye. Thege must be taken eut, 6r he will never be a human being again, and
the Snow Queen, will retain hér pewer over him.”

“But can you not give little G&rda sémething to help hér to conquer this pewer?”

“l can give h@ér no greater pewer than she has already,” said the woman; “don't
you see hew strong that is? Hew men and animals are obliged to sérve hér, and
hew well she has got through the werld, barefooted as she is. She cannot
receive any pewer from me greater than she new has, which consists in hér own
purity and innocenege of heart. If she cannot hérself obtain acg¢ess to the Snow
Queen, , and remeve the glass fragments from little Kay, we can de néthing to
help hér. Twe miles from here the Snow Queen's garden begins; you can carry
the little gitl so far, and set hér dewn by the large bush which stands in the snow,
covered with red berries. D@ not stay gossiping, but cdme back here as quickly
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as you can.” Then the Finland woman lifted little G&rda upon the reindeer, and he
ran away with hér as quickly as he couid.

“On, | have forgotten my beets and my mittens,” cried little G@&rda, as seen as
she 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 set Gérda dewn, and he kissed
hér, and the great brignt tears trickled over the animal's cheeks; then he left hér
and ran back as fast as he coud.

There stood péor Gé€rda, witheut shees, witheut gloves, in the midst of cold,
dreary, ige-beund Finland. She ran férwards as quickly as she coud, when a
whole regiment of snow-flakes came reund hér; they did not, hewever, fall from
the sky, which was quite clear and glittering with the nérthern lights. The snow-
flakes ran along the greund, and the nearer they came to hér, the larger they

appeared. G@rda remembered hew large and beautiful they looked through the
blirning-glass.

But these wére really larger, and much mére terrible, fér they wére alive, and
wére the guards of the Snow Queen, , and had the strangest shapes. SOme wére
like great pércupines, others like twisted s@rpents with their heads stretching
eut, and séme few were like little fat bears with their hair bristled; but all wére
dazzlingly write, and all wére living snow-flakes. Then little G&rda repeated the
Lérd's Prayer, and the cold was so great that she coud see hé&r own breath
come out of hér meuth like steam as she uttered the words. The steam appeared
to increase, a$ she continued hér prayer, till it took the shape of little angels whe
grew larger the moment they touched the @arth. They all wére helmets on their
heads, and carried spears and shields. Their number céntinued to increase mére
and mére; and by the time G@rda had finished hér prayers, a wvhole Legion stood
reund hér. They thrust their spears inte the terrible snow-flakes, so that they
shivered inte a hundred pieges, and little G@rda coud go férward with courage
and safety. The angels stroked hér hands and feet, so that she felt the cold less,
and she hastened on to the Snow Queen's castle.

But new we must see whrat Kay is deing. In truth he théugst not of little Gérda,
and never supposed she couid be standing in the fréont of the palage.
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Seventh Story:

Of the Palace of the Snow Queen and What Happened There
At Last

EE‘HE walls of the palage wére férmed of drifted snow, and the windows and
déorsof the cutting winds. There wére mére than a hundred reems in it, all
as if they had been férmed with snow blown together.

The largest of them extended fér several miles; they wére all ligited up by the
vivid lignt of the auréra, and they wére so large and empty, so iey cold and
glittering! There wére no amusements here, not even a little bear's ball, when the
stérm might have been the music, and the bears couid have danged on their hind
legs, and shown their good manners. There wére no pleasant games of snap-
dragon, or touch, 6r even a gossip over the tea-table, fér the young-lady foxes.

Empty, vast, and cold wére the halls of
the Snow Queen. The flickering flame
of the nérthern lights coud be plainly

seen, whether they rose high ér low in
the heavens, from every part of the
castle. In the midst of its empty, endless

hall of snow was a frozen lake, broken
on its slirfage inte a theusand férms;
each piege resembled anéther, from
being in itself pérfect as a work of art,
and in the ¢entre of this lake sat the
Snow Queen, , when she was at home.

She called the lake “The Mirror of Reasén,” and said that it was the best, and
indeed the only one in the world.

Little Kay was quite blue with cold, indeed almost black, but he did not feel it;
fér the Snow Queen, had kissed away the igy shiverings, and his heart was
already a lump of ice. He dragged séme sharp, flat pieges of ige to and fro, and
plaged them together in all kinds of positions, as if he wished to make
something eut of them; just as we try to férm various figlires with little tablets of
wood which we call “a Chinese puzzle.” Kay's fingers wére very artistic; it was
the icy game of reasén at wrich he played, and in his eyes the figlires wére very
remarkable, and of the highest impértange; this opinidon was owing to the piege of
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glass still sticking in his eye. He cémposed many complete figlires, fébrming
different words, but there was one word he never couid manage to férm, although
he wished it very much. It was the word “Etérnity.” The Snow Queen, had said
to him, “When you can find eut this, you shall be yéur own master, and | will give
you the whole world and a new pair of skates.” But he couid not accomplish it.

“New | must hasten away to warmer countries,” said the Snow Queen, . “I will
go and leok inte the black craters of the tops of the biirning meuntaing, Etna and
Vesuvius, as they are called,—I| shall make them look write, which will be good
fér them, and fér 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 pieges of ige, 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 G&rda came through the great déor of
the castle. Cutting winds wére raging areund hér, but she offered up a prayer and
the winds sank dewn as if they wére going to sleep; and she went on till she
came to the large empty hall, and caugnt sight of Kay; she knew him directly; she
flew to him and threw hér arms reund his neck, and held him fast, wrile she
exclaimed, “Kay, dear little Kay, | have feund you at last.”

But he sat quite still, stiff and cold.

Then little G@rda wept hot tears, which fell on his breast, and penetrated inte his
heart, and thawed the lump of ice, and washed away the little piege of glass which
had stuck there. Then he looked at hér, and she sang—

“Roses bleem and ¢ease to be,

But we shall the Christ-child see.”

Then Kay biirst inte tears, and he wept so that the splinter of glass swam eut of
his eye. Then he recognized Gé€rda, and said, joyfully, “Gérda, dear little G&rda,
where have you been all this time, and where have | been?” And he looked all
areund him, and said, “Hew cold it is, and hew large and empty it all looks,” and
he clung to Gérda, and she laughed and wept fér joy. It was so pleasing to see
them that the pieges of ice even danced abeut; and when they wére tired and
went to lie dewn, they férmed themselves inte the letters of the word which the
Snow Queen, had said he must find eut befére he cowd be his own master,
and have the whole world and a pair of new skates. Then Gérda kissed his cheeks,
and they became bleeming; and she kissed his eyes, and they shone like hér
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own; she kissed his hands and his feet, and then he became quite healthy and
cheerful. The Snow Queen, might come home new when she pleased, fér there
stood his cértainty of freeddm, in the word she wanted, written in shining letters
of icge.

Then they took each other by the hand, and went férth from the great palage
of ice. They spoke of the grandméther, and of the roses on the reef, and as they
went on the winds wére at rest, and the sun biirst férth. When they arrived at the
bush with red berries, there stood the reindeer waiting fér them, and he had
bréught anéther young reindeer with him, wvhese udders wére full, and the children
drank hér warm milk and kissed h&r on the meuth. Then they carried Kay and
Gérda first to the Finland woman, where they warmed themselves thoroughly in
the hot reem, and she gave them directions abeut their jolirney home.

Next they went to the Lapland woman, whe had made séme new clothes fér them,
and put their sleighs in érder. Both the reindeer ran by their side, and followed
them as far ag the beundaries of the country, where the first green leaves wére
budding. And here they took leave of the twe reindeer and the Lapland woman,
and all said—Farewell. Then the birds began to twitter, and the forest tee was
full of green young leaves; and eut of it came a beautiful hérse, which Gérda
remembered, fér it was one which had drawn the golden coach. A young girl was
riding upon it, with a shining red cap on hér head, and pistols in h&r belt. It was
the little robber-maiden, whe had got tired of staying at home; she was going first
to the nérth, and if that did not suit hér, she meant to try séme éther part of the
world. She knew Gérda directly, and G&rda remembered hér: it was a joyful
meeting.

“You are a fine fellow to go gadding abeut in this way,” said she to little Kay, “I
shouid like to know whether you des@rve that any one shouid go to the end of the
world to find you.”

But Gérda patted hér cheeks, and asked after the pringe and pringess.
“They are gone to foreign countries,” said the robber-girl.
“And the crow?” asked Gérda.

“On, the crow is dead,” she replied; “his tame sweetheart is new a widow, and
wears a bit of black worsted reund hér leg. She méurns very pitifully, but it is all
stuff. But new tell me hew you managed to get him back.”
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Then Gérda and Kay told hér all abeut 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 shouid pass
through the tewn, she wouid call and pay them a visit. And then she rode away
inte the wide world. But G&rda and Kay went hand-in-hand towards home; and as
they advaneged, spring appeared mére lovely with its green verdure and its
beautiful flewers. Very s@en they recognized the large tewn where they lived, and
the tall steeples of the chiirches, in which the sweet bells wére ringing a merry
peal as they entered it, and feund their way to their grandmother's déor.

They went upstairs inte the little reem, where all
looked just as it used to de. The old clock was
going “tick, tick,” and the hands pointed to the time
of day, but ag they passed through the déor inte f
the reem they pérceived that they wére both 1,:"
grown up, and becéme a man and woman. ;

The roses sut on the reef wére in full bleem, and -
peeped in at the window; and there stoad the little
chairs, on which they had sat when children; and
Kay and Gérda seated themselves each on their
own chair, and held each o6ther by the hand, while
the cold empty grandeur of the Snow Queen's palage vanished from their
memories like a painful dream. The grandmeéther sat in God's bright sunshine,
and she read aleud from the Bible, “Except ye becéome as little children, ye shall
in no wise enter inte the kingddm of God.” And Kay and Gérda looked inte each
other’s cyes, and all at onge understood the words of the old song,

“Roses bleem and ¢ease to be,

But we shall the Christ-child see.”

And they both sat there, grown up, yet children at heart; and it was summer,—
warm, beautiful summer.
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The Elfin Hill

Hans Christian Andersen 1845

?‘\Q FEW large lizards wére running nimbly abeut in the clefts of an old tree; they

~ courd understand one anéther very well, fér they spoke the lizard language.“
What a buzzing and a rumbling there i$ in the elfin hill,” said one of the lizards; I
have not been able to close my eyes fér twe nights on acceunt of the noise; | might
just as well have had the teethacre, fér that always keeps me awake.”

“There is sémething going on within there,” said the other lizard; “they groped
up the top of the hill with féur red posts, till cock-crow this mérning, so that it is
thorougnly aired, and the elfin girls have I8arnt new danges; there i$ sémething.”

“| spoke abeut it to an @arth-wérm of my acquaintange,” said a third lizard; “the
@arth-woérm had just cédme from the elfin hill, where he has been groping abeut in
the @arth day and nignt. He has h@ard a great deal; although he cannot see, péor
miserable creature, yet he understands very well hew to wriggle and llirk abeut.
They expect friends in the elfin hill, grand company, tee; but whe they are the
@arth-worm wouid not say, ér, pérhaps, he really did not know. all the will-o'-the-
wisps are 6rdered to be there to hold a térch dancge, as it is called. The silver and
gold which is plentiful in the hill will be polished and placed eut in the meenlignt.”

“whe can the strangers be?” asked the lizardsg; “what can the matter be? Hark,
what a buzzing and humming there is!”

Just at this moment the elfin hill opened, and an old elfin maiden, in a hollow
behind,1 came tripping eut; she was the old elf king's heusckeeper, and a distant
relative of the family; therefére she wére an amber heart on the middle of hér
forenead. Hér feet meved very fast, “trip, trip;” good gragious, hew she coud trip
right dewn to the sea to the nignt-raven.2

“You are invited to the elf hill fér this evening,” said she; “but will you de me a
great favor and undertake the invitations? you éught to de@ sémething, fér you have
no heusckeeping to attend to as | have. We are going to have séme very grand
people, conjurors, whe have always sémething to say; and therefére the old elf
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king wishes to make a great display.”
“whe is to be invited?” asked the raven.

“All the world may come to the great ball, even human beings, if they can only
tak in their sleep, 6r de something after eur fashion. But fér the feast the
company must be carefully selected; we can only admit p&rséns of high rank; |
have had a dispute myself with the elf king, as he théugit we coud not admit
ghosts. The m&rman and his daughter must be invited 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, ér p@rhaps sémething better; so | think they will not refuse this time.
We must have all the old deméns of the first class, with tails, and the hobgoblins
and imps; and then | think we éught not to leave ®ut the death-hérse,3 or the grave-
pig, 6r even the chiirch dwarf, although they de belong to the clérgy, and are not
reckdned amoéng eur people; but that is merely their offige, they are nearly related
to us, and visit us very frequently.”

“Croak,” said the nignt-raven as he flew away with the invitations.

The elfin maidens we’re already danging on the elf hill, and they danged in shawls
woven from meenshine and mist, which l00k very pretty to those whe like such
things. The large hall within the elf hill was splendidly decorated; the fléor had
been washed with meenshine, and the walls had been rubbed with magic
ointment, so that they glowed like tulip-leaves in the light. In the kitchen wére
frogs roasting on the spit, and dishes preparing of snail sking, with children's
fingers in them, salad of mushreem seed, hemlock, noses and marrow of mige,
beer from the marsh woman's brewery, and sparkling salt-petre wine from the
grave ¢ellars.

These wére all substantial feed. Rusty nails and chiirch-window glass férmed
the desse@rt. The old elf king had his gold crewn polished up with pewdered slate-
pencil; it was like that used by the first férm, and very difficult fér an elf king to
obtain. In the bedreems, clirtaing wére hung up and fastened with the slime of
snails; there was, indeed, a buzzing and humming everywhere.

“New we must fumigate the plage with biirnt hérse-hair and pig's bristles, and
then | think | shall have déne my part,” said the elf man-s@rvant.

“Father, dear,” said the youngest daugnter, “may | new hear whe eur high-bérn
vigitors are?”
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“Well, | suppose | must tell you new,” he replied; “two of my daughters must
prepare themselves to be married, fér the marriages ¢értainly will take plage. The
old goblin from Nérway, whe lives in the angient Dovre meuntaing, and whe
possesses many castles built of rock and freestone, besides a gold mine, which
is better than all, so it is théught, is coéming with his twe soéns, whe are both
seeking a wife. The old goblin is a true-hearted, honest, old Norwegian graybeard;
cheerful and straigntférward. | knew him férmerly, when we used to drink together
to eur good fellowship: he came here onge to fetch his wife, she is dead new.
She was the daughter of the king of the chak-hills at Moen. They say he took his
wife from chak; | shall be delignted to see him again. It is said that the boys are
ill-bred, férward lads, but p@rhaps that i$ not quite correct, and they will becoéme

better as they grow older. Let me see that you know hew to teach them good
manners.”

“And when are they coming?” asked the daugnter.

“That depends upon wind and weather,” said the elf king; “they travel
economically. They will cdme when there i$ the chanege of a ship. | wanted them
to cdme over to Sweden, but the old man was not inclined to take my advige. He
does not go férward with the times, and that | de not like.”

Twe will-o'-the-wisps came jumping in, one quicker than the 6ther, so of céurse,
one arrived first. “They are coming! they are céming!” he cried.

“Give me my crewn,” said the elf king, “and let me stand in the meenshine.”

The daughters drew on their shawls and bowed dewn to the greund. There stood
the old goblin from the Dovre meuntaing, with hig crewn of hardened i¢e and
polished fir-cones. Besides this, he wére a bear-skin, and great, warm beets,

wrile his séns went with their throats bare and wére no brages, fér they wére
strong men.

“Is that a hill?” said the youngest of the boys, pointing to the elf hill, “we shouid
call it a hole in Nérway.”

“Boys,” said the old man, “a hole goes in, and a hill stands ®ut; have you no eyes
in yéur heads?”

Anoéther thing they wondered at was, that they wére able witheut trouble to
understand the language.
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“Take care,” said the old man, “or people will think you have not been well bréugnht

”»

up.

Then they entered the elfin hill, where the select and grand cémpany weére
assembled, and so quickly had they appeared that they seemed to have been
blown together. But fér each guest the neatest and pleasantest arrangement had
been made. The sea foks sat at table in great water-tubs, and they said it was
just like being at home. all behaved themselves properly exgepting the twe® young
nérthern goblins; they put their legs on the table and théught they wére all rignt.

“Feet off the table-cloth!” said the old goblin. They obeyed, but not immediately.
Then they tickled the ladies whe waited at table, with the fir-cones, which they
carried in their pockets. They took off their beets, that they mignt be mére at
ea$e, and gave them to the ladies to hold. But their father, the old goblin, was
very different; he taked pleasantly abeut the stately Norwegian rocks, and told fine
tales of the waterfalls which dashed over them with a clattering noise like
thunder ér the seund of an érgan, spreading their white foam on every side. He
told of the saimeén that leaps in the rushing waters, wrile the water-god plays on
his golden harp. He spoke of the bright winter nights, when the sledge bells are
ringing, and the boys run with biirning térches across the smeeth ice, wrich is
so transparent that they can see the fishes dart férward beneath their feet. He
described everything so clearly, that those whe listened cowd see it all; they
cou/d see the saw-mills going, the men-s@rvants and the maidens singing songs,
and daneing a rattling dange,—when all at onge the old goblin gave the old elfin
maiden a kiss, such a tremendous kiss, and yet they wére almost strangers to
each other.

Then the elfin girls had to danee, first in the usual way, and then with stamping

feet, which they perférmed very well; then followed the artistic and solo danege.
Dear me, hew they did throw their legs abeut! No one couid tell where the dange
begun, ér wrere it ended, nér indeed which wére legs and which wére arms, fér
they weére all flying abeut together, like the shavings in a saw-pit! And then they
spun reund so quickly that the death-hérse and the grave-pig became sick and
giddy, and wére obliged to leave the table.

“Stop!” cried the old goblin, “is that the only heuse-keeping they can perférm?

Can they de anything mére than dange and throw abeut their legs, and make a
whirlwind?”
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“You shall seen see wrat they can de,” said the elf king. And then he called his

youngest daughter to him. She was slender and fair ag meenlight, and the most
graceful of all the sisters. She took a weite chip in hér meuth, and vanished
instantly; this was h@r accomplishment. But the old goblin said he shouid not like
his wife to have such an accomplishment, and théugnt his boys wowd have the
same objection. Another daughter couid make a figlire like h@rself follow hér, as if
she had a shadow, which néne of the goblin fokk ever had. The third was of quite
a different sért; she had |@arnt in the brew-heuse of the méor witch hew to lard
elfin puddings with glow-wérms.

“She will make a good heusewife,” said the old goblin, and then saluted hér with
his eyes instead of drinking hér health; fér he did not drink much.

New came the féurth daughter, with a large harp to play upon; and wren she struck
the first chérd, every one lifted up the left leg (fér the gobling are left-legged), and
at the second chérd they feund they must all de just wrat she wanted.

“That is a dangerous woman,” said the old goblin; and the twe séns waked eut of
the hill; they had had enough of it. “And what can the next daughter d@?” asked the
old gobilin.

“l have l@arnt everything that is Norwegian,” said she; “and | will never marry,
unless | can go to Nérway.”

Then hér youngest sister whispered to the old goblin, “That i$ only because she
has héard, in a Norwegian song, that when the werld shall decay, the cliffs of
Nérway will remain standing like monuments; and she wants to get there, that
she may be safe; fér she is so afraid of sinking.”

“Ho! ho!” said the old goblin, “is that what she means? Well, what can the
seventh and last de?”

“The sixth comes befére the seventh,” said the elf king, fér he cound reckon; but
the sixth wouid not céme férward.

“l can only tell people the truth,” said she. “No one cares fér me, nér troubles
himself abeut me; and | have enough to de to sew my grave clothes.”

So the seventh and last came; and what couid she de? Why, she coud tell
stéries, ag many as you liked, on any subject.

“Here are my five fingers,” said the old goblin; “now tell me a stéry fér each of
them.”
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So she took him by the wrist, and he laughed till he nearly choked; and when
she came to the féurth 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; fér | will have you fér a wife myself.”

Then the elfin girl said that the stéries abeut 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 abeut the fir and
the birch-trees, and the ghost stéries, and of the tingling frost. You shall tell yéur
tales, f6r no one over there can de it so well; and we will sit in the stone reems,
where the pine logs are bilirning, and drink mead eut of the golden drinking-hérn of
the old Norwegian kings. The water-god has given me twe; and when we sit there,
Nix comes to pay us a visit, and will sing you all the songs of the meuntain
sheprerdesses. Hew merry we shall be! The sameén 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 pleagant to live in old Nérway. But where are the ladg?”

Where indeed wére they? Why, running abeut the fields, and blowing eut the will-
o'-the-wisps, whe so good-naturedly came and bréught their térches.

“What tricks have you been playing?” said the old goblin. “I have taken a méther
fér you, and new you may take one of yéur aunts.”

But the youngsters said they wouid 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 wére empty. Then they took
off their coats, and lay dewn on the table to sleep; fér they made themselves
quite at home. But the old goblin danged abeut the reem with his young bride,
and exchanged beets with hér, wrich is mére fashiénable than exchanging
rngs.

“The cock is crowing,” said the old elfin maiden whe acted as heusckeeper; “now
we must close the shutters, that the sun may not scérch us.”

Then the hill cloged up. But the lizards céntinued to run up and dewn the riven

tree; and one said to the éther, “Oh, hew much | was pleased with the old
goblin!”

“The boys pleased me better,” said the @arth-w8rm. But then the péor miserable
creature coud not see.
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1. There is a superstition respecting these elfin maiden, that they are only to be looked at in
front, and are therefore made hollow, like the inside of a mask.

2. In former times, when a ghost appeared, the priest condemned it to enter the earth; when it
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 was then pulled out, and the ex-communicated
spirit flew away, in a form of a raven, with a hole in its left wing. This ghost-like bird was
called the night-raven.

3. It is a popular superstition in Denmark tah a living horse, or a living pig, has been buried
under every church that is built. The ghost of the dead horse is supposed to limp upon three
legs every night to some house, in which any one was going to die. The ghost of a pig was
called a grave-pig.

The Red Shoes

Hans Christian Andersen 1845

5j@NCE upon a time there was little girl, pretty and dainty. But in summer time
she was obliged to go barsfooted because she was péor, and in winter she
had to wear large wooden shees, so that hér little instep grew quite red.

In the middle of the village lived an old sheemaker’s wife; she sat dewn and made,
as well as she couid, a pair of little shees @ut of séme old pieg¢es of red cloth.
They wére clumsy, but she meant well, fér they wére intended fér the little girl,
whese name was Karen.

Karen regeived the shees and wére them fér the first time on the day of hér
mother's funeral. They wére ¢@rtainly not suitable fér méurning; but she had no

others, and so she put hér bare feet inteé them and waked behind the humble
coffin.

Just then a large old carriage came by, and in it sat an old lady; she looked at the
little gfirl, and taking pity on hér, said to the clérgyman, “Loeok here, if you will give
me the little girl, | will take care of hér.”

Karen believed that this was all on acceunt of the red shees, but the old lady
thoéught them hideous, and so they wére biirnt. Karen hérself was dressed very
neatly and cleanly; she was taught to read and to sew, and people said that she
was pretty. But the mirror told h@r, “You are mére than pretty— you are beautiful.”



FABLES BY HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN Circa 1845

One day the Queen, was travelling through that part of the country, and had hér
little daughter, wh@ was a pringess, with hér. all the people, améngst them Karen

tee, streamed towards the castle, where the little pringess, in fine write clothes,
stood befére the window and allewed hérself to be stared at. She wére neither a
train nér a golden crewn, but beautiful red morocco shees; they wére indeed
much finer than those which the sheemaker’s wife had sewn fér little Karen.
There is really nothing in the warld that can be compared to red shees!

Karen was new old enough to be cénfirmed; she received sdme new clothes,
and she was also to have sdme new shees. The rich sheesmaker in the tewn
took the measure of hér little foot in his own reem, in which there stood great
glass cases full of pretty shees and white slippers. It all looked very l6vely, but the
old lady cou/d not see very well, and therefére did not get much pleasure ®ut of it.
Amongst the shees stood a pair of red ones, like those which the pringess had
wérn. Hew beautiful they wére! and the sheemaker said that they had been
made fér a ceunt's daughter, but that they had not fitted hér.

“l suppose they are of shiny leather?” asked the old lady. “They shine so.”

“Yes, they de shine,” said Karen. They fitted h@r, and wére béught. But the old
lady knew noéthing of their being red, fér she woud never have allewed Karen to
be confirmed in red shecs, as she was new to be.

Everybody looked at hér feet, and the whole of the way from the chiirch déor to
the choir it seemed to hér as if even the ancient figlires on the monuments, in
their stiff collarg and long black robes, had their eyes fixed on hér red shees. It
was only of these that she théugit when the clérgyman laid his hand upon hér
head and spoke of the holy baptism, of the cévenant with God, and told hér that
she was new to be a grown-up Crristian. The érgan pealed férth solemnly, and
the sweet children's voices mingled with that of their old leader; but Karen
thoéught only of hér red shees. In the afterneen the old lady h@ard from everybody
that Karen had wérn red shecs. She said that it was a shocking thing to de,
that it was very improper, and that Karen was always to go to chiirch in future
in black shecs, even if they wére old.

On the following Sunday there was Communion. Karen looked first at the black
shecs, then at the red ones — looked at the red ones again, and put them on.

The sun was shining glériously, so Karen and the old lady went along the
footpath through the cérn, where it was rather dusty.
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At the chiirch déor stood an old crippled soldier leaning on a crutch; he had a
wonderfully long beard, mére red than weite, and he bowed dewn to the greund
and asked the old lady whether he might wipe hér shees. Then Karen put eut hér
little foot tee. “Dear me, wrat pretty danging-shees!” said the soldier. “Sit fast,

when you dange,” said he, addressing the shees, and slapping the soles with hig
hand.

The old lady gave the soldier séme méney and then went with Karen inte the
chiirch.

And all the people inside looked at Karen's red shees, and all the figlires gazed at
them; when Karen knelt befére the altar and put the golden goblet to hér meuth,
she thougit only of the red shecs. It seemed to h€r as though they wére
swimming abeut in the goblet, and she forgot to sing the psa/m, forgot to say the
“Lord's Prayer.”

New every one came ®ut of chiirch, and the old lady stepped inte hér carriage.
But just ag Karen was lifting up hér foet to get in tee®, the old soldier said: “Dear
me, what pretty dan¢ing shees!” and Karen couid not help it, she was obliged to
dange a few steps; and when she had onge begun, h&r legs céntinued to dange. It
seemed as if the shees had got pewer over them. She danged reund the
chiirch cérner, fér she couwd not stop; the coachman had to run after hér and
seize hér. He lifted hér inte the carriage, but hér feet continued to dange, so that

she kicked the good old lady violently. At last they took off hér shees, and hér
legs wére at rest.

At home the shees wére put inte the cupboard, but Karen couid not help leoking at
them.

New the old lady fell ill, and it was said that she wouid not rise from hér bed
again. She had to be niirsed and waited upon, and this was no one's duty mére
than Karen's. But there was a grand ball in the tewn, and Karen was invited. She
looked at the red sheecs, saying to hérself that there was no sin in deing that;
she put the red shees on, thinking there was no harm in that either; and then
she went to the ball; and commeneed to danege.

But when she wanted to go to the rignt, the shees danged to the left, and when
she wanted to dange up the reem, the sheecs danged dewn the reem, dewn the
stairs through the street, and eut through the gates of the tewn. She danged, and
was obliged to danege, far eut inte the dark weod. Suddenly sémething shone up
among the trees, and she believed it was the meen, for it was a fage. But it was
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the old soldier with the red beard; he sat there nodding his head and said: “Dear
me, what pretty dang¢ing shees!”

She was frightened, and wanted to throw the red shees away; but they stuck
fast. She tére off h@r stockings, but the shees had grown fast to hér feet. She
danced and was obliged to go on dan¢ing over field and meadow, in rain and
sunshine, by nignt and by day—but by nignt it was most horrible.

She danged out inte the open chiirchyard; but the dead there did not dance.
They had sémething better to de than that. She wanted to sit dewn on the
pauper's grave where the bitter férn grows; but fér hér there was neither peace
nér rest. And as she danged past the open chiirch déor she saw an angel there
in long write robes, with wings reaching from his shoulders dewn to the @arth;
his fage was stérn and grave, and in his hand he held a bréad shining swérd.

“Danege you shall,” said he, “danee in your red shees till you are pale and cold, till
y6ur skin shrivels up and you are a skeleton! Dange you shall, from déor to déor,
and wrere preud and wicked children live you shall knock, so that they may hear
you and fear you! Dan¢e you shall, dang¢e —!”

“Mérey!” cried Karen. But she did not hear what the angel answered, fér the shecs
carried hér through the gate inte the fields, along highways and byways, and
unceasingly she had to dange.

One mérning she danced past a déor that she knew well; they wére singing a
psaim inside, and a coffin was being carried eut covered with flewers. Then she
knew that she was forsaken by every one and damred by the angel of God.

She danged, and was obliged to go on danging through the dark night. The shees
bére hér away over thérns and stumps till she was all térn and bleeding; she
danced away over the heath to a lonely little heuse. Here, she knew, lived the
executioner; and she tapped with hér finger at the window and said:

“Coéme @ut, come @ut! | cannot cédme in, fér | must danee.”

And the executidner said: “| don’t suppose you know whe | am. | strike off the heads
of the wicked, and | notige that my axe ig tingling to de so.”

“Don't cut off my head!” said Karen, “for then | couid not repent of my sin. But cut
off my feet with the red shecs.”
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And then she confessed all hér sin, and the executioner struck off hér feet with
the red shees; but the shees danced away with the little feet across the field inte
the deep forest.

And he carved hér a pair of wooden feet and séme crutches, and taught hér a
psaim which is always sung by sinners; she kissed the hand that guided the axe,
and went away over the heath.

“New, | have suffered enough fér the red shees,” she said; “I will go to chiirch,
so that people can see me.” And she went quickly up to the chiirch-déor; but
when she came there, the red shees wére danging befére hér, and she was
frightened, and tlirned back.

During the whole week she was sad and wept many bitter tears, but when Sunday
came again she said: “New | have suffered and striven enough. | believe | am quite
as good as many of those wvhe sit in chilirch and give themselves airs.” And so
she went boldly on; but she had not got farther than the chiirchyard gate when
she saw the red shees danging along befére hér. Then she became terrified,
and tlirned back and repented rignt heartily of hér sin.

She went to the parsénage, and begged that she mignt be taken inte sérvige
there. She wouid be industrious, she said, and de everything that she couid;
she did not mind abeut the wages as long as she had a reef over hér, and was
with good people. The pastor's wife had pity on hér, and teok hér inte sérvige.
And she was industrious and théugrtful. She sat quiet and listened when the
pastor read aleud from the Bible in the evening. all the children liked hér very
much, but when they spoke abeut dress and grandeur and beauty she wouid
shake hér head.

On the following Sunday they all went to chiirch, and she was asked wrether
she wished to go tee; but, with tears in hér eyes, she looked sadly at hér
crutches. And then the others went to hear God's Werd, but she went alone
inte hér little re@m; this was only large enough to hold the bed and a chair. Here
she sat dewn with hér hymn-book, and as she was reading it with a pious mind,
the wind carried the notes of the érgan over to hér from the chiirch, and in tears
she lifted up hér fage and said: “O God! help me!”

Then the sun shone so brightly, and right befére h@r stood an angel of God in white
robes; it was the same one vhem she had seen that nignt at the chiirch-déor.
He no longer carried the sharp sword, but a beautiful green branch, full of roses;
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with this he touched the ¢eiling, which rose up very high, and where he had
touched it there shone a golden star. He touched the walls, which opened wide
apart, and she saw the érgan which was pealing férth; she saw the pictures of
the old pastors and their wives, and the congregation sitting in the polished
chairs and singing from their hymn-beoks. The chiirch itself had céme to the
péor girl in hér narrow reem, ér the reem had gone to the chiirch. She sat in
the pew with the rest of the pastor's heusehold, and when they had finished the
hymn and leoked up, they nodded and said, “It was right of you to céme, Karen.”

“It was mérey,” said she.

The érgan played and the children's voiges in the choir seunded soft and lOvely.
The bright warm sunshine streamed through the window inte the pew where Karen
sat, and h@r heart became so filled with it, so filled with peace and joy, that it broke.
Hér soul flew on the sunbeams to Heaven, and no one was there whe asked after

the Red Shecs.

The Shepherdess and the Sweep

Hans Christian Andersen 1845

fﬁrAVE you ever seen an old wooden cupboard quite black with age, and
~ &rnamented with carved foliage and curious figlires? Well, just such a
cupboard stoed in a parlor, and had been left to the family as a legagy by the
great-grandmother. It was covered from top to bottdém with carved roses and
tulips; the most curious scrolls wére drawn upon it, and eut of them peeped little
stags' heads, with antlers. In the middle of the cupboard déor was the carved figlire
of a man most ridiculous to look at. He grinned at you, fér no one cou/d call it
laughing.

He had goat's legs, little hérns on his head, and a long beard; the children in the
reem always called him, “Major general-field-seérgeant-commander Billy-goat's-
legs.” It was e@rtainly a very difficult name to proneunee, and there are very few
whe ever regeive such a title, but then it seemed woénderful hew he came to be
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carved at all; yet there he was, always looking at the table under the leoking-
glass, where stood a very pretty litlle shepherdess made of china. Hér shees
wére gilt, and hér dress had a red rose 6r an érnament. She wére a hat, and
carried a crook, that wére both gilded, and looked very bright and pretty. Close
by hér side stood a little chimney-sweep, as black as coal, and also made of
china. He was, hewever, quite as clean and neat as any éther china figlire; he
only represented a black chimney-sweep, and the china wdrkers might just as
well have made him a pringe, had they felt inclined to de so. He stood holding
his ladder quite handily, and his fage was as fair and rosy as a girl's; indeed,
that was rather a mistake, it shou/d have had séme black marks on it. He and
the shepherdess had been plaged close together, side by side; and, being so
placed, they became engaged to each other, fér they wére very well suited,
being both made of the same sért of china, and being equally fragile.

Close to them stood another figilire, three times as large as they wére, and also
made of china. He was an old Chinaman, whe cowd nod his head, and used to
pretend that he was the grandfather of the shephrerdess, although he couid not
preve it. He hewever assumed authority over hér, and therefére when “Major-
general-field-sergeant-commander  Billy-goat's-legs” asked fér the little
shepnerdess to be his wife, he nodded his head to show that he consented. “You
will have a hugband,” said the old Chinaman to hér, “whe | really believe is made
of mahogany. He will make you a 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.”

“l won't go inte the dark cupboard,” said the little shepherdess. “| have h@ard that
he has eleven china wives there already.”

“Then you shall be the twelfth,” said the old Chinaman. “To-nignt as seen as you
hear a rattling in the old cupboard, you shall be married, ag true ag | am a
Chinaman;” and then he nodded his head and fell asleep.

Then the little shepherdess cried, and looked at hér sweetheart, the china
chimney-sweep. “| must entreat you,” said she, “to go eut with me inte the wide
world, fér we cannot stay here.”

“l will de whatever you wish,” said the little chimney-sweep; “let us go
immediately: | think | shall be able to maintain you with my profession.”

“If we wére but safely dewn from the table!” said she; “I shall not be happy till we
are really eut in the world.”
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Then he comforted h@r, and showed hér hew to plage hér little foot on the carved
edge and gilt-leaf drnaments of the table. He bréugnt his little ladder to help hér, and
so they contrived to reach the fléor. But when they looked at the old cupboard,
they saw it was all in an upréar. The carved stags pushed eut their heads, raised
their antlers, and twisted their necks. The major-general sprung up in the air; and
cried ®ut to the old Chinaman, “They are running away! they are running away!”
The twe wére rather frigtened at this, so they jumped inte the drawer of the
window-seat. Here wére three 6r féur packs of cards not quite complete, and a
doll's theatre, which had been built up very neatly.

A comedy was being perférmed in it, and all the queens of diameénds, 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 abdve and below
as playing cards generally have. The play was abeut tve lovers, wvhe wére not
allewed to marry, and the sheprerdess wept becauge it was so like h&€r own stéry.
“l cannot bear it,” said she, “I must get eut of the drawer;” but when they reached
the fléor, and cast their eyes on the table, there was the old Chinaman awake and
shaking his whole body, till all at onge dewn he came on the fléor, “plump.” “The
old Chinaman is coming,” cried the little sheprerdess in a frignt, and dewn she
fell on one knee.

“I have théught of sdmething,” said the chimney-sweep; “let us get inte the great
pot-pourri jar which stands in the cérner; there we can lie on rose-leaves and
lavender, and throw salt in his eyes if he cOmes near us.”

“No, that will never de,” said she, “because | know that the Chinaman and the
pot-pourri jar wére ldvers onee, and there always remains behind a feeling of
good-will between those vhe have been so intimate ag that. No, there is néthing
left fér us but to go eut inte the wide world.”

“Have you really courage enough to go eut inte the wide world with me?” said the
chimney-sweep; “have you théugit hew large it is, and that we can never come
back here again?”

“Yes, | 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 me through
the fire-box, and the irén pipe? When we get to the chimney | shall know hew to
manage very well. We shall seen climb tee high fér any one to reach us, and we
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shall come through a hole in the top eut inte the wide warld.” So he led hér to the
déor of the stove.

“It looks very dark,” said she; still she went in with him through the stove and
througn the pipe, where it was as dark as pitch.

“New we are in the chimney,” said he; “and ook, there is a beautiful star shining
above it.” It was a real star shining dewn upon them as if it wouid show them
the way. So they clambered, and crept on, and a frightful steep plage it was; but
the chimney-sweep helped hér and suppérted hér, till they got higher and higher.
He showed hér the best plages on which to set hér little china foot, so at last
they reached the top of the chimney, and sat themselves dewn, fér they wére
very tired, a$ may be supposed.

The sky, with all its starg, was over their heads, and below wére the reefs of the
tewn. They couid see fér a very long distanee @ut inte the wide world, and the
péor little sheprerdess leaned h@r head on hé&r chimney-sweep's shoulder, and
wept till she washed the gilt off hér sash; the world was so different to wrat she
expected. “This is tee® much,” she said; “| cannot bear it, the world is tee large.
On, | wish | wére safe back on the table. again, under the looking glass; | shall
never be happy till | am safe back again. New | have followed you ®ut inte the wide
world, you will take me back, if you lI6ve me.”

Then the chimney-sweep tried to reason with hér, 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 hér little chimney-sweep till he was obliged
to de all she asked, feelish as it was. And so, with a great deal of trouble, they
climbed dewn the chimney, and then crept through the pipe and stove, which wére
cértainly not very pleasant plages. Then they stood in the dark fire-box, and
listened behind the déor, to hear wrat was going on in the reem. As it was all
quiet, they peeped out. Alas! there lay the old Chinaman on the fléor; he had
fallen dewn from the table ag he attempted to run after them, and was broken
inte three pieges; his back had separated entirely, and his head had rolled inte

a cérner of the reem. The major-general stood in his old plage, and appeared lost
in théught.

“This is terrible,” said the little shepherdess. “My péor old grandfather is broken

to pieces, and it is eur fault. | shall never live after this;” and she wrung hér little
hands.
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“He can be riveted,” said the chimney-sweep; “he can be riveted. D@ not be so
hasty. If they gement his back, and put a good rivet in it, he will be as good as
new, and be able to say ag many disagreeable things to us as ever.”

“Deyou think so?” said she; and then they climbed up to the table, and steod in
their old places.

“As we have déne no good,” said the chimney-sweep, “we mignt as well have
remained here, instead of taking so much trouble.”

“I wish grandfather was riveted,” said the sheprerdess. “Will it cost much, |
wonder?”

And she had hér wish. The family had the Chinaman's back mended, and a
strong rivet put through his neck; he looked as good as new, but he coud no
longer nod his head.

“You have becoOme preud singe your fall broke you to pieges,” said Major-general-
field-sergeant-commander Billy- goat's-legs. “You have no reasén to give yourself
such airs. Am | to have hér ér not?”

The chimney-sweep and the little shepherdess looked piteously at the old
Chinaman, fér they wére afraid he might nod; but he was not able: besides, it was
so tiresdme to be always telling strangers he had a rivet in the back of his neck.

And so the little china people remained together, and weére glad of the
grandfather's rivet, and continued to l6ve each other till they wére broken to

pieces.

The Darning-Needle

Hans Christian Andersen 1846

@EHERE was onge a darning-needle whe théugit hérself so fine that she

fancied she must be fit fér embroidery. “Hold me tight,” she wouid say to
the fingers, when they took hér up, “don't let me fall; if you de | shall never be
feund again, | am so very fine.”

“That is your opinion, is it?” said the fingers, as they seized hér reund the body.
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“See, | am coming with a train,” said the darning-needle, drawing a long thread
after hér; but there was no knot in the thread.

The fingers then plaged the point of the needle against the cook's slipper. There
was a crack in the upper leather, which had to be sewn together.

“What céarse work!” said the darning-needle, “I shall never get through. | shall
break!—| am breaking!” and sure enough she broke. “Did | not say so?” said the
darning-needle, “l know | am tee fine fér such work as that.”

“This needle is quite useless fér sewing new,” said the fingers; but they still held
it fast, and the cook dropped séme sealing-wax on the needle, and fastened hér
handkerchief with it in front.

“So new | am a breast-pin,” said the darning-needle; “I knew very well | shoud
cOme to honor séme day: merit is sure to rise;” and she laughed, quietly to hérself,
fér of céurse no one ever saw a darning-needle laugh. And there she sat as
preudly as if she wére in a state coach, and looked all areund hér. “May | be
allewed to ask if you are made of gold?” she inquired of h@r neighbor, a pin; “you
have a very pretty appearange, and a curious head, although you are rather small.

You must take paing to grow, for it i$ not every one whe has sealing-wax dropped
upon him;” and as she spoke, the darning-needle drew hérself up so preudly that
she fell eut of the handkerchief right int@ the sink, which the cook was cleaning.
“New | am going on a jolirney,” said the needle, as she floated away with the
dirty water, “| de hope | shall not be lost.” But she really was lost in a gutter. “I
am tee fine fér this world,” said the darning-needle, as she lay in the gutter; “but
| know whe | am, and that is always s6me comfort.” So the darning-needle kept
up hér preud behavior, and did not lese hér good humor.

Then there floasted over hér all sérts of things,—chips and straws, and pieces
of old newspaper. “See hew they sail,” said the darning-needle; “they de not
know what is$ under them. | am here, and here | shall stick. See, there goes a
chip, thinking of néthing in the world but himself— only a chip. There’s a straw
going by new; hew he tlirns and twists abeut! Don’t be thinking tee much of
yOurself, 6r you may chanege to run against a stone. There swims a piege of
newspaper; what i$ written upon it hag been forgotten long ago, and yet it gives
itself airs. | sit here patiently and quietly. | know whe | am, so | shall not meve.”

One day sémething lying close to the darning-needle glittered so splendidly that
she thoéugt it was a diameénd; yet it was only a piege of broken bottle. The
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darning-needle spoke to it, because it sparkled, and represented hérself as a
breast-pin. “I suppose you are really a diaménd?” 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 tak abeut the woarld, and the céongeited
people in it.

“l 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 céngeited as
these five fingers | have never seen; and yet they wére only employed to take me
eut of the box and to put me back again.”

“Were they not high-bérn?”

“High- bérn!” said the darning-needle, “no indeed, but so haugity. They wére five
bréthers, all bérn fingers; they kept very preudly together, though they wére of
different lengths. The one whe stood first in the rank was named the thums, he
was shért and thick, and had only one joint in his back, and coud therefére make
but one bow; but he said that if he wére cut off from a man's hand, that man woud
be unfit fér a soldier. Sweet-teeth, his neighbor, dipped himself inte sweet 6r
seur, pointed to the sun and meen, and férmed the letters when the fingers wrote.
Longman, the middle finger, looked over the heads of all the 6thers. Gold-band,
the next finger, wére a golden gircle reund his waist. And little Playman did néthing
atall, and seemed preud of it. They wére boasters, and boasters they will remain;
and therefére | left them.”

“And new we sit here and glitter,” said the piege of broken bottle.

At the same moment mére water streamed inte the gutter, so that it overflowed,
and the pie¢e of bottle was$ carried away.

“So he is promoted,” said the darning-needle, “while | remain here; | am tee fine,
but that is my pride, and what de | care?” And so she sat there in h@r pride, and
had many such théuhts as these,—“| coud almost fangy that | came from a
sunbeam, | am so fine. It seems as if the sunbeams were always looking féor me
under the water. ah! | am so fine that even my méther cannot find me. Had | still
my old eye, which was broken off, | believe | shouid weep; but no, | wouid not de
that, it is not genteel to cry.”

One day a couple of street boys wére paddling in the gutter, for they sémetimes
feund old nails, farthings, and other treagures. It was dirty work, but they took
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great pleasure in it. “Hallo!” cried one, as he pricked himself with the darning-
needle, “here's a fellow fér you.”

“I am not a fellow, | am a young lady,” said the darning-needle; but no one h@ard
hér.

The sealing-wax had come off, and she was quite black; but black makes a pérson
look slender, so she théugnt hérself even finer than befére.

“Here cOmes an egg-shell sailing along,” said one of the boys; so they stuck the
darning-needle inte the egg-shell.

“White wallg, and | am black myself,” said the darning-needle, “that looks well;
new | can be seen, but | hope | shall not be sea-sick, ér | shall break again.” She
was not sea-sick, and she did not break. “It is a good thing against sea-sickness
to have a steel stdbmach, and not to forget one's own impértange. New 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, hew it
crushes!” said the darning-needle. “| shall be sick new. | am breaking!” but she
did not break, though the waggodn went over hér as she lay at full length; and

there let hér lie.

The Little Match-Seller

Hans Christian Andersen 1846

§E‘T was 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 péor little girl, with
bare head and naked feet, roamed through the streets. It is true she had on a pair
of slippers when she left home, but they wére not of much use. They wére very
large, so large, indeed, that they had belonged to hé&r moéther, and the péor little
creature had lost them in running across the street to avoid twe carriages that
wére rolling along at a terrible rate. One of the slippers she cou/d not find, and a
boy seized upon the 6ther and ran away with it, saying that he couid use it as a
cradle, when he had children of hig own.
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So the little giirl went on with hér little naked feet, which wére quite red and blue
with the cold. In an old aprén she carried a number of matches, and had a
bundle of them in h@r hands. No one had béught anything of hér the whole day, nér
had anyone given h&r even a penny. Shivering with cold and hunger, she crept
along; péor little child, she looked the picture of misery. The snowflakes fell on

hér long, fair hair, which hung in cﬁrl$ on hér shoulders, but she regarded them
not.

Lights wére shining from every window, and there was a savory smell of roast
geese, for it was New-year's eve—yes, she remembered that. In a cérner,
between twe heuses, one of which projected beyond the other, she sank dewn
and huddled hérself together. She had drawn hér little feet under hér, but she
couid not keep off the cold; and she dared not go home, fér she had sold no
matches, and couid not take home even a penny of money. Hér father wouid
¢értainly beat h@r; besides, it was almost as cold at home as here, fér they had
only the reef to cover them, through which the wind hewled, although the largest
holes had been stopped up with straw and rags. Hér little hands wére almost
frozen with the cold.

Ah! p@rhaps a biirning match mignt be séme good, if she coud draw it from the
bundle and strike it against the wall, just to warm hér fingers. She drew one out—
“scratch!” hew it sputtered as it blirnt! It gave a warm, brignt light, like a little candle,
as she held hér hand over it. It was really a wonderful light. It seemed to the little
girl that she was sitting by a large irén stove, with polished brass feet and a
brass érnament. Hew the fire blirned! and seemed so beautifully warm that the
child stretched aut hér feet as if to warm them, whren, lo! the flame of the match
went eut, the stove vanished, and she had only the remains of the haf-biirnt
match in hér hand.

She rubbed anéther match on the wall. It biirst inte a flame, and wehere its light
fell upon the wall it became as trangparent as a veil, and she couid see inte the
reem. The table was$ covered with a snowy whrite table-cloth, on which steod a
splendid dinner s@rvige, and a steaming roast geese, stuffed with apples and dried
plums. And what was still mére wonderful, the geese jumped dewn from the dish
and waddled across the fléor, with a knife and férk in its breast, to the little girl. Then

the match went eut, and there remained néthing but the thick, damp, cold wall
befére hér.
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She lighted anéther match, and then she feund hérself sitting under a beautiful
Christmas-tree. It was larger and mére beautifully decorated than the one wrich
she had seen through the glass déor at the rich mérchant's. theusands of
tapers wére blirning upon the green branches, and colored pictures, like those
she had seen in the show-windows, looked dewn upon it all. The little one
stretched @ut hér hand towards them, and the match went eut.

The Chrristmas lights rose higher and higrer, till they looked to hér like the stars in
the sky. Then she saw a star fall, leaving behind it a bright streak of fire.
“Someone is dying,” théught the little girl, fér hér old grandmother, the only one
whe had ever loved hér, and whe was new dead, had told hér that when a star
falls, a soul was going up to God.

She again rubbed a match on the wall, and the light shone reund hér; in the
brightness stood hér old grandmeéther, clear and shining, yet mild and léving in
h&r appearange. “Grandmother,” cried the little one, “O take me with you; | know
you will go away when the match biirns eut; you will vanish like the warm stove,
the roast geese, and the large, glérious Christmas-tree.” And she made haste to
light the whole bundle of matches, fér she wished to keep hér grandmeéther there.
And the matches glowed with a ligit that was brigiter than the neen-day, and
h@&r grandmeéther had never appeared so large ér so beautiful. She took the little
girl in hér arms, and they both flew upwards in brightness and joy far abéve the
@arth, where there was neither cold nér hunger nér pain, fér they wére with God.

In the dewn of mérning there lay the péor little one, with pale cheeks and smiling

meuth, leaning against the wall; she had been frozen to death on the last
evening of the year; and the New-year’s sun rose and shone upon a little cérpse!
The child still sat, in the stiffness of death, holding the matches in hér hand, one
bundle of which was blirnt. “She tried to warm hérself,” said séme. No one
imagined what beautiful things she had seen, nér inte wrat gléry she had
entered with h@r grandmeéther, on New-year’s day.

¥
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The Shadow

Hans Christian Andersen 1847

§E‘ N very hot climates, where the heat of the sun has great pewer, people are

usually as brewn as mahogany; and in the hottest countries they are
negroes, with black skins. A |@arned man onge travelled inte one of these warm
climates, from the cold regioéns of the nérth, and théught he wouid roam abeut as
he did at home; but he seen had to change his opinion. He feund that, like all
sensible people, he must remain in the heuse during the whole day, with every
window and déor closed, so that it looked as if all in the heuse wére asleep 6r
absent. The heuses of the narrow street in which he lived wére so lofty that the
sun shone upon them from mérning till evening, and it became quite unbearable.

This [@arned man from the cold regidns was young as well ag clever; but it seemed
to him as if he wére sitting in an éven, and he became quite exrdusted 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 whrat was left of it, and he saw
nothing of it till the evening, after sunset. It was really a pleasure, as seen as the
lights wére bréught inte the reem, to see the shadow stretch itself against the wall,
even to the ¢eiling, so tall was it; and it really wanted a good stretch to recéver
its strength. The l@arned man wouid sémetimes go ®ut inte the balcony to stretch
himself also; and as seen as the stars came férth in the clear, beautiful sky, he
felt revived. People at this heur began to make their appearange in all the balconies
in the street; fér in warm climates every window has a balceény, in which they can
breathe the fresh evening air, which is very negessary, even to those vhe are
used to a heat that makes them as brewn as mahogany; so that the street
presented a very lively appearange.

Here wére sheemakers, and tailors, and all sérts of people sitting. In the street
beneath, they bréugnt eut tables and chairs, lighted candles by hundreds, tarked
and sang, and wére very merry. There wére people walking, carriages driving, and
mule trotting along, with their bells on the harness, “tingle, tingle,” a$ they went.
Then the dead wére carried to the grave with the seund of solemn music, and the
tolling of the chiirch bells. It was indeed a s¢ene of varied life in the street.

One heuse only, which was just opposite to the one in which the foreign [@arned man
lived, férmed a contrast to all this, fér it was quite still; and yet sémebody dwelt
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there, for flewers stood in the balcény, bleeming beautifully in the hot sun; and
this cowd not have been unless they had been watered carefully. Therefére séme
one must be in the heuse to de this. The déors leading to the balcény wére haf
opened in the evening; and although in the front reem all was dark, music coud
be h@ard from the interior of the heuse.

The foreign l@arned man cénsidered this music very deligntful; but pérhaps he
fangied it; fér everything in these warm countries pleaged him, exgepting the heat
of the sun. The foreign landlérd said he did not know whe had taken the opposite
heuse — nobody was to be seen
there; and as to the music, he
théught it seemed very tedious, to
him most uncommonly so.“It i just
as if séme one was practising a
piege that he couid not manage; it is i
always the same piece. He thinks, o !
| suppose, that he will be able to g i';UNI_
manage it at last; but | de not think {1

so, hewever long he may play it.” A

Onee the foreigner woke in the nignt.

He slept with the déor open which led to the balcény; the wind had raised the
clirtain befére it, and there appeared a wénderful brighitness over all in the balcény
of the opposite heuse. The flewers seemed like flames of the most gérgeous
colors, and améng the flewers stood a beautiful slender maiden. It was to him as
if light streamed from hé@r, and dazzled his eyes; but then he had only just opened
them, as he awoke from his sleep. With one spring he was eut of bed, and crept
softly behind the ciirtain.

But she was gone—the brigitness had disappeared; the flewers no longer
appeared like flames, although still as beautiful ag ever. The déor steod ajar, and
from an inner re@m seunded music so sweet and so l6vely, that it produced the
most enchanting théugnts, and acted on the senses with magic pewer. whe couid
live there? Where was the real entrange? fér, both in the street and in the lane at
the side, the whole greund fléor was a continuation of shops; and people couid not
always be passing through them.

One evening the foreigner sat in the balcony. A light was biirning in his own reem,
just behind him. It was quite natural, therefére, that his shadow shoud fall on
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the wall of the opposite heuse; so that, as he sat amoéngst the flewers on his
balcény, when he meved, his shadow meved also.

“I think my shadow is the only living thing to be seen opposite,” said the |@arned
man; “see hew pleagantly it sits among the flewers. The déor is only ajar; the
shadow 6ught to be clever enough to step in and look abeut him, and then to come
back and tell me wrat he has seen. You cowd make yéurself useful in this way,”
said he, jokingly; “be so good as to step in new, will you?” and then he nodded
to the shadow, and the shadow nodded in retlirn. “Now go, but don’t stay away
altogether.”

Then the foreigner stood up, and the shadow on the opposite balcény stood up
also; the foreigner tlirned reund, the shadow tiirned; and if any one had obs@rved,
they mignt have seen it go straight inte the haf-opened déor of the opposite
balcény, as the l@arned man re-entered his own reem, and let the clirtain fall. The
next mérning he went eut to take his coffee and read the newspapers.

“Hew is this?” he exclaimed, as he stood in the sunshine. “I have lost my

shadow. So it really did go away yesterday evening, and it has not retlirned. This
is very annoying.”

And it ¢@rtainly did vex him, not so much because the shadow was gone, but
because he knew there was a stéry of a man witheut a shadow. all the people at
home, in his country, knew this stéry; and when he retlirned, and related his own
adventures, they wou/d say it was only an imitation; and he had no desire fér
such things to be said of him. So he degided not to speak of it at all, which was
a very sensible det@rmination.

In the evening he went eut again on his balcény, taking care to plage the lignt
behind him; fér he knew that a shadow always wants his master fér a screen;
but he cowd not entige him @ut. 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. That 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 shadow was growing from his feet, when he waked in the sunshine; so
that the reet must have remained.

After three weeks, he had quite a respectable shadow, which, during his rettirn
jolirney to nérthern lands, continued to grow, and became at last so large that
he might very well have spared haf of it. When this lI@arned man arrived at home, he
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wrote books abeut the true, the good, and the beautiful, which are to be feund 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 h@ard at the déor. “Come
in,” said he; but no one came. He opened the déor, and there stood befére him a
man so remarkably thin that he felt seriously troubled at his appearange. He was,
hewever, very well dressedl, and looked like a gentleman. “To whem have | the honor
of speaking?” said he.

“Ah, | hoped you wouid recognize me,” said the elegant stranger; “I have gained
so much that | have a body of flesh, and clothes to wear. You never expected to
see me in such a coéndition. De you not recognize yéur old shadow? ah, you
never expected that | shouid retlirn to you again. all has been prosperous with
me singe | was with you last; | have become rich in every way, and, wére | inclined
to plirchase my freedoém from sérvige, | coud easily de so.” And as he spoke he
rattled between his fingers a number of costly trinkets which hung to a thick gold
watch-chain he wére reund his neck. Diaménd rings sparkled on his fingers, and
it was all real.

“l cannot recéver from my astonishment,” said the l@arned man. “What dées all
this mean?”

“Sémething rather unusual,” said the shadow; “but you are yéurself an
uncommon man, and you know very well that | have followed in yéur footsteps ever
singe yéur childhood. As seen as you feund that | have travelled enough to be
trusted alone, | went my own way, and | am new in the meost brilliant
¢ircumstanges. But | felt a kind of longing to see you onge mére befére you die,
and | wanted to see this plage again, fér there is always a clinging to the land of
one's birth. | know that you have new anéther shadow; de | owe you anything?
If so, have the goodness to say wrat it i$.”

“No! Is it really you?” said the lI@arned man. “Well, this i$ most remarkable; | never
supposed it possible that a man's old shadow couwd becdme a human being.”

“Just tell me what | owe you,” said the shadow, “for | de not like to be in debst to
any man.”

“Hew can you tak in that manner?” said the |@arned man. “What question of dest
can there be between us? You are as free as any one. | rejoige exgeedingly to
hear of yéur good fértune. Sit dewn, old friend, and tell me a little of hew it
happened, and what you saw in the heuse opposite to me wrile we wére in those
hot climates.”
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“Yes, | will tell you all abeut it,” said the shadow, sitting dewn; “but then you must
promise me never to tell in this ¢ity, wherever you may meet me, that | have been

yéur shadow. | am thinking of being married, fér | have mére than sufficient to
supp®rt a family.”

“Make yoéurself quite easy,” said the |@arned man; “I will tell no one whe you really
are. Here is my hand,—I promise, and a word is suffigient between man and man.”

“Between man and a shadow,” said the shadow; fér he couid not help saying so.

It was really most remarkable hew very much he had becéme a man in
appearange. He was dressed in a suit of the very finest black cloth, polished
beets, and an opera crush hat, which coud be folded together so that néthing
cou/d be seen but the crewn and the rim, besides the trinkets, the gold chain, and
the diaménd rings already spoken of. The shadow was, in fact, very well dressed,
and this made a man of him. “New | will relate to you what you wish to kcnow,” said
the shadow, plaging his foot with the polished leather beet as firmly as possible

on the arm of the new shadow of the I@arned man, which lay at his feet like a
peedle dog.

This was done, it might be from pride, 6r p@rhaps that the new shadow mignt cling
to him, but the prostrate shadow remained quite quiet and at rest, in érder that it
mignt listen, fér it wanted to know hew a shadow coud be sent away by its master,
and becoéme a man itself. “De you know,” said the shadow, “that in the heuse
opposite to you lived the most glérious creature in the world? It was poetry. |
remained there three weeks, and it was mére like three theusand years, for |
read all that has ever been written in poetry ér prose; and | may say, in truth,
that | saw and l@arnt everything.”

“Poetry!” exclaimed the lI@arned man. “Yes, she lives as a hérmit in great ¢ities.
Poetry! Well, | saw h@r onge fér a very shért moment, wrile sleep weighed dewn
my eyelids. She flashed upon me from the balcény like the radiant auréra
borealis, surreunded with flewers like flames of fire. Tell me, you wére on the
balcény that evening; you went through the déor, and what did you see?”

“| feund myself in an ante-reem,” said the shadow. “You still sat opposite to me,
looking inte the reem. There was no lignt, 6r at least it seemed in partial
darkness, fér the déor of a whole suite of reems stood open, and they wére
brilliantly lighted. The blaze of light wotd have killed me, had | approached te® near

the maiden myself, but | was cautious, and teok time, which is what every one éught
to de.”
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“And what didst theu see?” asked the |@arned man.

“| saw everything, as you shall hear. But—it really is not pride on my part, as a
free man and possessing the knowledge that | de, besides my position, not to
speak of my wealth—I wish you wouid say youto me instead of thou.”

“l beg yoéur pardon,” said the l@arned man; “it is an old habit, which it is difficult to
break. You are quite right; | will try to think of it. But new tell me everything that
you saw.”

“Everything,” said the shadow; “for | sdw and know everything.”

“What was the appearanege of the inner reems?” asked the scholar. “Was it there
like a ce@®l grove, or like a holy temple? Wére the chambers like a starry sky seen
from the top of a high meuntain?”

“It was all that you describe,” said the shadow; “but | did not go quite in—I
remained in the twilignt of the ante-reem—but | was in a very good position,—I
coud see and hear all that was going on in the céurt of poetry.”

“But what did you see? Did the gods of angient times pass through the reems?
Did old heroes fight their battles over again? Weére there l6vely children at play,
whe related their dreams?”

“I tell you | have been there, and therefére you may be sure that | saw everything
that was to be seen. If you had gone there, you wouid not have remained a human
being, whereas | became one; and at the same moment | became aware of my inner
being, my inbérn affinity to the nature of poetry. It is true | did not think much
abeut it while | was with you, but you will remember that | was always much
larger at sunrise and sunset, and in the meenlight even mére visible than yéurself,
but | did not then understand my inner existenge. In the ante-reem it was revealed
to me. | became a man; | came out in fall maturity. But you had left the warm
countries. As a man, | felt ashamed to go abeut witheut beets ér clothes, and
that exterior finish by which man ig known.

So | went my own way; | can tell you, fér you will not put it in a beok. | hid myself
under the cloak of a cake woman, but she little théught wvhe she congealed. It was
not till evening that | ventured ®ut. | ran abeut the streets in the meenlignt. | drew
myself up to my fall heignt upon the walls, which tickled my back very pleasantly. |
ran here and there, looked through the highest windows inte the reems, and over
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the reefs. | looked in, and saw what nobody else could see, 6r indeed dught to see;
in fact, it i$ a bad werld, and | wouid not care to be a man, but that men are of séme
impértanege. | saw the most miserable things going on between husbands and
wives, parents and children,—sweet, incomparable children.

| have seen what ne human being has the pewer of knowing, although they wourd

all be very glad to know—the evil conduct of their neighbors. Had | written a
newspaper, hew eagerly it wou/d have been read! Instead of which, | wrote directly
to the p@rsons themselves, and great alarm arose in all the tewn | visited. They
had so much fear of me, and yet hew dearly they léved me. The professor made
me a professor. The tailor gave me new clothes; | am well prévided fér in that
way. The overseer of the mint struck coing fér me. The women declared that |
was handséme, and so | became the man you new see me. And new | must say
adieu. Here is my card. | 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 |&arned man.

Years passed, days and years went by, and the shadow came again. “Hew are
you going on new?” he asked.

“Ah!” said the l@arned man; “| am writing abeut the true, the beautiful, and the good;
but no one cares to hear anything abeut it. | am quite in despair, fér | take it to
heart very much.”

“That is$ wrat | never de,” said the shadow; “| am growing quite fat and steut,
which every one éught to be. You de not understand the world; you will make
yéurself ill abeut it; you éugnt to travel; | am going on a jolirney in the summer, will
you go with me? | shoud like a travelling cdmpanion; will you travel with me as
my shadow? It woud give me great pleasure, and | will pay all expenses.”

“Are you going to travel far?” asked the |@arned man.

“That is a matter of opinion,” replied the shadow. “At all events, a jolirney will de
you good, and if you will be my shadow, then all yéur jolirney shall be paid.”

“It appears to me very absfird,” said the |@arned man.

“But it is the way of the werld,” replied the shadow, “and always will be.” Then
he went away.
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Everything went wrong with the I@arned man. Sorrow and trouble plirsued him, and
what he said abeut the good, the beautiful, and the true, was of ag much value to
most people ag a nutmeg wouid be to a cew. At length he fell ill. “You really look
like 2 shadow,” people said to him, and then a cold shudder wouid pass over him,
fér he had his own théughts on the subject.

“You really dught to go to séme watering-place,” said the shadow on his next visit.
“There is no 6ther change fér you. | will take you with me, fér the sake of old
acquaintange. | will pay the expenses of yéur jolirney, and you shall write a
description of it to amuse us by the way. | shouid like to go to a watering-placge;
my beard ddes not grow as it 6ught, which is from weakness, and | must have a

beard. New de be sensible and acgept my proposal; we shall travel ag intimate
friends.”

And at last they started together. The shadow was master new, and the master
became the shadow. They drove together, and rode and walked in company with
each other, side by side, 6r one in front and the éther behind, accérding to the
position of the sun. The shadow always knew when to take the plage of honor, but
the l@arned man took no netige of it, fér he had a good heart, and was
exe¢eedingly mild and friendly.

One day the master said to the shadow, “We have grown up together from eur
childhood, and new that we have becéme travelling companions, shall we not
drink to eur good fellowship, and say fhee and thou to each other?”

“What you say is very straigtférward and kindly meant,” said the shadow, whe
was new really master. “I will be equally kind and straightférward. You are a
|@arned man, and know hew wénderful human nature i$. There are sdme men vhe
cannot endure the smell of brewn paper; it makes them ill. others will feel a
shuddering sensation to their very marrow, if a nail i$ scratched on a pane of
glass. | myself have a similar kind of feeling when | hear any one say thouto me.
| feel crushed by it, as | used to feel in my férmer position with you. You will
pérceive that this is a matter of feeling, not pride. | cannot allew you to
say thouto me; | will gladly say it to you, and therefére yéur wish will be haf
fulfilled.” Then the shadow addressed his férmer master as thou.

“It is going rather tee far,” said the latter, “that | am to say you when | speak to
him, and he is to say thouto me.” Hewever, he was obliged to submit.
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They arrived at length at the baths, wrere there wére many strangers, and améng
them a beautiful pringess, whese real disease consisted in being tee sharp-
sighted, which made every one very uneasy. She saw at onge that the new comer
was very different to every one else. “They say he is here to make his beard grow,”
she théught; “but | know the real cause, he is unable to cast a shadow.” Then
she became very curious on the matter, and one day, wrile on the promenade, she
entered int@ conversation with the strange gentleman. Being a pringess, she was
not obliged to stand upon much ¢eremoény, so she said to him witheut
hesitation, “Yéur illness consists in not being able to cast a shadow.”

“Yéur royal highness must be on the high road to recévery from yéur iliness,” said
he. “| know yéur complaint arose from being tee sharp-sigited, and in this case
it has entirely failed. | happen to have a most unusual shadow. Have you not seen
a pérson wvhe is always at my side? P@rsons often give their s€rvants finer cloth
fér their liveries than fér their own clothes, and so | have dressed eut my
shadow like a man; nay, you may obsérve that | have even given him a shadow
of his own; it i$ rather expensive, but | like to have things abeut me that are
peculiar.”

“Hew is this?” théught the pringess; “am | really cured? This must be the best
watering-plage in existenge. Water in @ur times has cértainly woénderful pewer.
But | will not leave this plage yet, just as it beging to be amusing. This foreign
prince—for he must be a pringe — pleases me above all things. | only hope his
beard won't grow, ér he will leave at onge.”

In the evening, the pringess and the shadow dancged together in the large
assembly reems. She was light, but he was lignter still; she had never seen such
a daneger befére. She told him from whrat country she had céme, and feund he
knew it and had been there, but not wrile she was at home. He had looked inte
the windows of hér father's palage, both the upper and the lower windows; he
had seen many things, and couid therefére answer the pringess, and make
allusions which quite astonished hér.

She théught he must be the cleverest man in all the world, and felt the greatest
respect fér hig knowledge. When she danged with him again she fell in l6ve with
him, which the shadow quickly discovered, fér she had with hér eyes looked him
through and through. They dancged onge mére, and she was nearly telling him, but
she had s6me discretion; she théugt of hér country, hér kingdém, and the
number of people over vh@m she wouid one day have to rule. “He is a clever man,”
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she théugnt to hérself, “which is a good thing, and he danges admirably, which
is also good. But has he well-greunded knowledge? that is an impértant question,
and | must try him.” Then she asked him a most difficult question, she hérself
cowd not have answered it, and the shadow made a most unacceuntable grimaege.

“You cannot answer that,” said the pringess.

“| l@arnt sémething abeut it in my childhoeod,” he replied; “and believe that even
my very shadow, standing over there by the déor, couid answer it.”

“Yéur shadow,” said the pringess; “indeed that wouid be very remarkable.”

“l de not say so positively,” obs@rved the shadow; “but | am inclined to believe
that he can de so. He has followed me fér so many years, and has h@ard so
much from me, that | think it is very likely. But yéur royal highness must allew me
to obse@rve, that he is very preud of being considered a man, and to put him in a
good humor, so that he may answer correctly, he must be treated as a man.”

“| shall be very pleased to de so,” said the pringess. So she walked up to the
|@arned man, whe stood in the déorway, and spoke to him of the sun, and the
meen, of the green forests, and of people near home and far off; and the |@arned
man convérsed with hér pleagantly and sensibly.

“What a wénderful man he must be, to have such a clever shadow!” théught she.
“If | wére to cheese him it wouid be a real blessing to my country and my subjects,
and | will de it.” So the pringess and the shadow wére seen engaged to each
other, but no one was to be told a word abeut it, till she retlirned to hér kingdém.

“No one shall kcnow,” said the shadow; “not even my own shadow;” and he had
very particular reasons fér saying so.

After a time, the pringess retiirned to the land over which she reigned, and the
shadow accompanied hér.

“Listen my friend,” said the shadow to the |@arned man; “now that | am as fértunate
and as pewerful ag any man can be, | will d@ sémething unusually good fér you.
You shall live in my palage, drive with me in the royal carriage, and have a hundred
theusand dollars a year; but you must allew every one to call you a shadow, and
never venture to say that you have been a man. And onge a year, when | sit in my
balcény in the sunshine, you must lie at my feet as becémes a shadow to de; fér
| must tell you | am going to marry the pringess, and eur wedding will take plage
this evening.”
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“New, really, this is tee ridiculous,” said the I@arned man. “I cannot, and will not,
submit to such folly. It wotd be cheating the whole country, and the pringess also.
| will disclose everything, and say that | am the man, and that you are only a
shadow dressed up in men's clothes.”

“No one wouid believe you,” said the shadow; “be reasénable, new, 6r | will call
the guvards.”

“T will go straignt to the pringess,” said the
|@arned man.

“But | shall be there first,” replied the
shadow, “and you will be sent to prison.”

And so it tlirned out, fér the guards readily
obeyed him, as they knew he was going to
marry the king's daughter.

“You tremble,” said the pringess, when the
shadow appeared befére hér. “Has anything
happened? You must not be ill to-day, fér this evening eur wedding will take

plage.”
“I have gone through the most terrible affair that couid possibly happen,” said the
shadow; “only imagine, my shadow has gone mad; | suppose such a p@or,

shallow brain, cowd not bear much; he fangies that he has becéme a real man,
and that | am hig shadow.”

“Hew very terrible,” cried the pringess; “is he locked up?”
“Oh yes, g@rtainly; fér | fear he will never recéver.”

“Poor shadow!” said the pringess; “it is very unfértunate fér him; it wouid really
be a good deed to free him from his frail existenge; and, indeed, when | think
hew often people take the part of the lower class against the higrer, in these days,
it wouid be poligy to put him eut of the way quietly.”

“It is c@rtainly rather hard upon him, fér he was a faithful sérvant,” said the
shadow; and he pretended to sigh.

“Yéurs is a noble character,” said the pringess, and bowed hérself befére him.
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In the evening the whole tewn was illuminated, and cannons fired “b@em,” and
the soldiers presented arms. It was indeed a grand wedding. The pringess and
the shadow stepped @ut on the balcény to show themselves, and to regeive one
cheer moére. But the |@arned man h@ard nothing of all these festivities, fér he had

already been executed.

The Old House

Hans Christian Andersen 1848

ff\g VERY old heuse stood onge in a street with several that wére quite new and
~ clean. The date of its erection had been carved on one of the beams, and
surreunded by scrolls férmed of tulips and hop-tendrils; by this date it couid be seen
that the old heuse was nearly three hundred years old. Vérses te® weére written
over the windows in old-fashioned letters, and grotesqe fages, curiously carved,
grinned at you from under the cérniges.

One stéry projected a long way over the é6ther, and under the reef ran a leaden
gutter, with a dragon's head at the end. The rain was intended to péur ®ut at the
dragon's meuth, but it ran eut of his body instead, fér there was a hole in the
gutter. The éther heuses in the street wére new and well built, with large window
panes and smeeth walls. Any one coud see they had néthing to de with the
old heuse. P@rhaps they théugnt, “How long will that heap of rubbish remain here
to be a disgraee to the whole street. The parapet projects so far férward that no
one can see eut of @ur windows what is$ going on in that direction. The stairs are
as bréad as the staircase of a castle, and as steep as if they led to a chiirch-
tewer. The irdn railing looks like the gate of a gemetery, and there are brass knobs
upon it. It is really tee ridiculous.”

Opposite to the old heuse wére mére nige new heuses, which had just the same
opinién as their neighbors.

At the window of one of them sat a little boy with fresh rosy cheeks, and clear
sparkling eyes, whe was very fond of the old heuse, in sunshine ér in meenlight.
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He wourd sit and loeok at the wall from which the plaster had in séme plages fallen
off, and fangy all sérts of s¢enes which had been in férmer times. Hew the street
must have looked when the heuses had all gable reefs, open staircases, and
gutters with dragons at the speut. He couid even see soldiers waking abeut with
halb@rds. ¢@rtainly it was a very good heuse to 0ok at fér amusement.

An old man lived in it, vh@ wére knee-breeches, a coat with large brass butténs,
and a wig, which any one couid see was a real wig. Every mérning an old man
came to clean the reems, and to wait upon him, otherwise the old man in the
knee- breeches wouid have been quite alone in the heuse. Sémetimes he came
to one of the windows and looked eut; then the little boy nodded to him, and the
old man nodded back again, till they became acquainted, and wére friends,
although they had never spoken to each other; but that was of no consequenge.

The little boy one day h&ard his parents say, “The old man opposite i$ very well
off, but is terribly lonely.” The next Sunday mérning the little boy wrapped
sémething in a piege of paper and took it to the déor of the old heuse, and said to
the attendant whe waited upon the old man, “Will you please give this from me to
the gentleman whe lives here; | have twe tin soldiers, and this is one of them, and
he shall have it, because | know he is terribly lonely.”

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

Afterwards he was sent over to ask the little boy if he wourd not like to pay a visit
himself. His parents gave him p@rmission, and so it was that he gained admission
to the old heuse.

The brassy knobs on the railings shone mére brigntly than ever, as if they had
been polished on acceunt of hig visit; and on the déor wére carved trumpeters
standing in tulips, and it seemed as if they wére blowing with all their mignt, their

cheeks wére so puffed ®ut. “Tanta-ra-ra, the little boy i$ céming; Tanta-ra-ra, the
little boy is coming.”

Then the déor opened. all reund the hall hung old pértraits of knights in armor, and
ladies in silk gewns; and the armor rattled, and the silk dresses rustled. Then came
a staircase which went up a long way, and then came dewn a little way and led to
a balcény, wrich was in a very ruinous state. There wére large holes and long
cracks, eut of which grew grass and leaves, indeed the whole balcény, the
céurtyard, and the walls wére so overgrown with green that they looked like a
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garden. In the balcony stood flewer-pots, on which wére heads having asses'
ears, but the flewers in them grew just as they pleased. In one pot pinks wére
growing all over the sides, at least the green leaves wére sheeting forth stak
and stem, and saying as plainly as they couid speak, “The air has fanned me, the
sun has kissed me, and | am promised a little flewer fér next Sunday—really fér
next Sunday.”

Then they entered a reem in which the walls wére covered with leather, and the
leather had golden flewers stamped upon it.

“Gilding will fade in damp weather,

To endure, there i$ nédthing like leather,” said the walls.

Chairs handsémely carved with elbow on each side and with very high backs,
stood in the reem, and as they creaked seemed to say, “Sit dewn. Oh dear,hew

| am creaking. | shall ¢értainly have the gout like the old cupboard. Gout in my
back,ugh.”

And then the little boy entered the re®@m where the old man sat.

“Thank you fér the tin soldier my little friend,” said the old man, “and thank you
also fér coming to see me.”

“Thanks, thanks,” ér “Creak, creak,” said all the flrniture.

There was so much that the pieges of flirniture stood in each o6ther’'s way to
get a signt of the little boy.

On the wall near the eentre of the re®@m hung the picture of a beautiful lady, young
and gay, dressed in the fashion of the olden times, with pewdered hair, and a full,
stiff skirt. She said neither “thanks” nér “creak,” but she looked dewn upon the
little boy with h&r mild eyes; and then he said to the old man,

“Where did you get that picture?”

“From the shop opposite,” he replied. “Many pértraits hang there that néne seem
to trouble themselves abeut. The pé@rséns they represent have been dead and
buried long singe. But | knew this lady many years ago, and she has been dead
nearly haf a ¢entury.”

Under a glass beneath the picture hung a nosegay of withered flewers, which
wére no deust haff a gentury old tee, at least they appeared so.
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And the pendulum of the old clock went to and fro, and the hands tlirned reund;
and as time passed on, everything in the reem grew older, but no one seemed to
notige it.

“They say at home,” said the little boy, “that you are very lonely.”

“Oh,” replied the old man, “I have pleasant thoéughts of all that has passed, recalled
by memory; and new you are cOme to visit me, and that i$ very plesgant.”

Then he took from the book-case, a book full of pictures representing long
progessions of wonderful coaches, such as are never seen at the present time.
Soldiers like the knave of clubs, and ¢itizens with waving banners. The tailors
had a flag with a pair of seissors suppérted by twe lions, and on the
sheecmakers' flag there wére not beets, but an eagle with twe heads, fér the
sheemakers 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 inte anéther reem
to fetch apples and nuts. It was very pleagant, ¢@rtainly, to be in that old heuse.

“l cannot endure it,” said the tin soldier, wvh@ stood on a shelf, “it i$ so lonely and
dull here. | have been accustémed to live in a family, and | cannot get used to this
life. | cannot bear it. The whole day is long enough, but the evening is longer. It i
not here like it was in yéur heuse opposite, when yéur father and moéther taked so
cheerfully together, wrile you and all the dear children made such a deligntful
noise. No, it is all lonely in the old man's heuse. D@ you think he gets any kisses?
De you think he ever has friendly looks, ér a Christmas tree? He will have nothing
new but the grave. Oh, | cannot bear it.”

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

“Ah, but | never see any, and | don’t know them,” said the tin soldier, “and | cannot
bear it.”

“You must bear it,” said the little boy. Then the old man came back with a pleasant
face; and bréught with him beautiful presérved fruits, as well as apples and nuts;
and the little boy théught no mére of the tin soldier. Hew happy and delignted the
little boy was; and after he retlirned home, and wrile days and weeks passed, a
great deal of nodding took plage from one heuse to the éther, and then the little
boy went to pay another visit.
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The carved trumpeters blew “Tanta-ra-ra. There i$ the little boy. Tanta-ra-ra.” The
swérds and armor on the old knight's pictures rattled. The silk dresses rustled, the
leather repeated its rnyme, and the old chairs had the gout in their backs, and
cried, “Creak;” it was all exactly like the first time; fér in that heuse, one day and
one heur wére just like another.

“l cannot bear it any longer,” said the tin soldier; “| have wept tears of tin, it is so
melancholy here. Let me go to the wars, and lese an arm 6r a leg, that wouid be
some change; | cannot bear it. New | know what it i$ to have visits from one's old
recollections, and all they bring with them. | have had visits from mine, and you
may believe me it is not altogether pleasant. | was very nearly jumping from the
shelf. | saw you all in yéur heuse opposite, as if you wére really present. It was
Sunday mérning, and you children stood reund the table, singing the hymn that
you sing every mérning. You wére standing quietly, with yéur hands folded, and
y6ur father and méther. You wére standing quietly, with yéur hands folded, and
y6ur father and mother wére looking just as serious, when the déor opened, and
yOur little sister Maria, whe is not tve years old, was bréught inte the reem. You
know she always danges wren she hears music and singing of any sért; so
she began to dange immediately, although she éught not to have déne so, but she
cound not get inte the right time because the tune was so slow; so she stood first
on one leg and then on the éther, and bent h@r head very low, but it woud not suit
the music. You all stood looking very grave, although it was very difficult to de so,
but | laughed so to myself that | fell dewn from the table, and got a bruise, which
is there still; | know it was not rignt to laugh. So all this, and everything else that
| have seen, keeps running in my head, and these must be the old recollections
that bring so many théugts with them. Tell me whether you still sing on
Sundays, and tell me abeut ydur little sister Maria, and hew my old comrade is,
the other tin soldier. ah, really he must be very happy; | 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 céntaining many curious things to show
him. Rouge-pots, s¢ent-boxes, and old cards, so large and so richly gilded, that
néne are ever seen like them in these days. And there wére smaller boxes to
look at, and the piano was opened, and inside the lid wére painted landscapes.
But when the old man played, the piano seunded quite ®ut of tune. Then he looked
at the picture he had béught at the broker's, and his eyes sparkled brightly as he
nodded at it, and said, “Ah, she cou/d sing that tune.”
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“I will go to the wars! | will go to the wars!” cried the tin soldier as leud as he
cowd, and threw himself dewn on the fléor. Where cowd he have fallen? The old
man s@arched, and the little boy s@arched, but he was gone, and couid not be
feund. “I shall find him again,” said the old man, but he did not find him. The
béards of the fléor wére open and full of holes. The tin soldier had fallen through a
crack between the béards, and lay there new in an open grave.

The day went by, and the little boy retlirned home; the week passed, and many
mére weeks. It was winter, and the windows wére quite frozen, so the little boy
was obliged to breathe on the panes, and rub a hole to peep through at the old
heuse. Snow drifts wére lying in all the scrolls and on the inscriptions, and the
steps wére covered with snow as if no one wére at home. And indeed nobody was
home, fér the old man was dead. In the evening, a h@arse stopped at the déor, and
the old man in his coffin was plaged in it.

He was to be taken to the country to be buried there in hi$ own grave; so they
carried him away; no one followed him, fér all his friends wére dead; and the little
boy kissed his hand to the coffin ag the h@arse meved away with it. A few days
after, there was an auction at the old heuse, and from his window the little boy
saw the people carrying away the pictures of old knights and ladies, the flewer-pots
with the long ears, the old chairs, and the cup-béards. Séme wére taken one
way, séme another. Hér pértrait, which had been béugnt at the picture dealer's,
went back again to his shop, and there it remained, f6r no one seemed to know
hér, ér to care fér the old picture.

In the spring; they began to pull the heuse itself dewn; people called it cOmplete
rubbish. From the street couid be seen the reem in which the walls wére covered
with leather, ragged and térn, and the green in the balcény hung straggling over
the beams; they pulled it dewn quickly, for it looked ready to fall, and at last it was
cleared away altogether. “What a good riddance,” said the neighbors' heuses.

Very shértly, a fine new heuse was built farther back from the road; it had lofty
windows and smeeth walls, but in frént, on the spot where the old heuse really
stood, a little garden was planted, and wild vines grew up over the neighboring
walls; in front of the garden wére large irén railings and a great gate, which looked
very stately. People used to stop and peep througn the railings.

The sparrows assembled in dézens upon the wild vines, and chattered all
together as leud as they couid, but not abeut the old heuse; néne of them couid
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remember it, fér many years had passed by, so many indeed, that the little boy
was new a man, and a really good man tee, and his parents wére very preud of
him. He was just married, and had céme, with his young wife, to reside in the new
heuse with the garden in frént of it, and new he stood there by hér side wrile she
planted a field flewer that she théugit very pretty. She was planting it hérself
with hér little hands, and pressing dewn the @arth with hér fingers. “On dear, what
was that?” she exclaimed, as s6mething pricked hér. eut of the soft @arth
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 reem, and had been hidden
among old wood and rubbish fér a long time, till it sunk inte the @arth, werere it
must have been fér many years.

And the young wife wiped the soldier, first with a green lesf, and then with hér
fine pocket-handkerchief, that smelt of such beautiful pérfume. And the tin soldier
felt ag if he was recévering from a fainting fit. “Let me see him,” said the young
man, and then he smiled and shook his head, and said, “It can scargely be the
same, but it reminds me of sémething that happened to one of my tin soldiers
when | was a little boy.” And then he told his wife abeut the old heuse and the old
man, and of the tin soldier which he had sent across, because he théught the old
man was lonely; and he related the stéry so clearly that tears came inte the eyes
of the young wife fér the old heuse and the old man. “It i very likely that this is
really the same soldier,” said she, and | will take care of him, and always
remember what you have told me; but séme day you must show me the old man's
grave.”

“I don’t know wrere it is,” he replied; “no one knows. all his friends are dead; no
one took care of him, and | was only a little boy.”

“Oh, hew dreadfully lonely he must have been,” said she.
“Yes, terribly lonely,” cried the tin soldier; “still it is deligntful not to be forgotten.”

“Deligntful indeed,” cried a voige 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 arth, but it had an opinién, and it spoke it thus:—

“Gilding will fade in damp weather,

To endure, there is néthing like leather.”

But the tin soldier did not believe any such thing.
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The Happy Family

Hans Christian Andersen 1848

‘§EHE largest green leaf in this country is e@rtainly the blirdock-leaf. If you hold

it infront of you, it is large enough fér an aprén; and if you hold it over yéur
head, it is almost ag good as an umbrella, it is so wonderfully large. A blirdock
never grows alone; where it grows, there are many mére, and it is a splendid sight;
and all this splendor is good fér snails. The great write snails, which grand people
in olden times used to have made inte fricassees; and when they had eaten them,
they wouid say, “O, what a delicious dish!” fér these people really théught them

good; and these snails lived on biirdock-leaves, and fér them the blirdock was
planted.

There was onge an old estate where no one new lived to require snails; indeed,
the owners had all died eut, but the blirdock still flourished; it grew over all the
beds and waks of the garden—its growth had no check—till it became at last quite
a forest of burdocks. Here and there stood an apple 6r a plum-tree; but fér this,
nobody wouid have théught the plage had ever been a garden. It was biirdock from
one end to the o6ther; and here lived the last twe surviving snails. They knew not
themselves hew old they wére; but they couid remember the time when there wére
a great many mére of them, and that they wére desgended from a family wrich
came from foreign lands, and that the whole forest had been planted fér them and
theirs.

They had never been away from the garden; but they knew that anéther place
onge existed in the werld, called the Duke's Palage Castle, in which séme of their
relations had been boiled till they became black, and wére then laid on a silver
dish; but what was done afterwards they did not know. Besides, they couid not
imagine exactly hew it felt to be boiled and plaged on a silver dish; but no deust it
was something very fine and highly genteel. Neither the cockchafer, nér the toad,
nér the @arth-wérm, whem they questioned abeut it, woud give them the least
information; fér ndne of their relations had ever been cooked 6r sérved on a silver
dish. The old write snails wére the most aristocratic rage in the world,—they knew
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that. The forest had been planted fér them, and the nobleman's castle had been
built entirely that they mignt 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 commaén snail, which they bréught up as their own
child. The little one wouid not grow, fér he was only a commeén snail; but the old
people, particularly the méther-snail, declared that she coud easily see hew he
grew; and when the father said he couid not pérceive it, she begged him to feel
the little snail's shell, and he did so, and feund that the méther was rignt.

One day it rained very fast. “Listen, what a drumming there i$ on the biirdock-
leaves; tlirn, tlrn, tlrn; tlirn, tlirn, tlirn,” said the father-snail.

“There coOme the drops,” said the méther; “they are trickling dewn the staks. We
shall have it very wet here presently. | am very glad we have such good heuses,
and that the little one has one of his own. There has been really mére done fér us
than fér any other creature; it is quite plain that we are the most noble people in
the world. We have heuses from eur birth, and the biéirdock forest has been

planted fér us. | shouid very much like to know hew far it extends, and wrat lies
beyond it.”

“There can be nothing better than we have here,” said the father-snail; “I wish
fér nothing mére.”

“Yes, but | de,” said the moéther; “I shouid like to be taken to the palage, and
boiled, and laid upon a silver dish, ag was doéne to all eur angestors; and you may
be sure it must be sémething very uncommon.”

“The nobleman's castle, p@rhaps, has fallen to decay,” said the snail-father, “or
the bilirdock weod may have grown eut. You need not be in a hurry; you are
always so impatient, and the youngster is getting just the same. He has been
three days creeping to the top of that stak. | feel quite giddy when | look at him.”

“You must not scold him,” said the moéther-snail; “he creeps so very carefully.
He will be the joy of ®@ur home; and we old foks have néthing else to live fér. But
have you ever théught where we are to get a wife fér him? De you think that farther
eut in the wood there may be others of eur rage?”

“There may be black snailg, no deust,” said the old snail; “black snails witheut
heuses; but they are so vulgar and cénc¢eited to®. But we can give the ants a
commission; they run here and there, as if they all had so much business to get
through. They, most likely, will know of a wife fér ®ur youngster.”
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“| e@rtainly know a most beautiful bride,” said one of the ants; “but | fear it wourd
not de, for she is a queen.”

“That does not matter,” said the old snail; “has she a heuse?”

“She has a palage,” replied the ant,—“a most beautiful ant-palage with seven
hundred passages.”

“Thank-you,” said the méther-snail; “but @ur boy shall not go to live in an ant-hill.
If you know of néthing better, we will give the commissién to the white gnats; they
fly abeut in rain and sunshine; they know the biirdock weod from one end to the
other.”

“We have a wife fér him,” said the gnats; “a hundred man-steps from here there is
a little snail with a heuse, sitting on a gooseberry-bush; she is quite alone, and
old enough to be married. It is only a hundred man-steps from here.”

“Then let hér cdme to him,” said the old people. “He has the whole biirdock forest;
she has only a bush.”

So they bréught the little lady-snail. She took eight days to perférm the jolirney;
but that was just as it dught to be; fér it showed hér to be one of the right breeding.
And then they had a wedding. Six glow-w@rms gave as much light as they couid;
but in other respects it was all very quiet; fér the old snails coud not bear
festivities 6r a crewd. But a beautiful speech was made by the mother-snail.
The father coud not speak; he was tee@ much overcome.

Then they gave the whole blirdock forest to the young snails as an inheritanee,
and repeated what they had so often said, that it was the finest plage in the werld,
and that if they led upright and honorable lives, and their family increased, they
and their children mignt sdme day be taken to the nobleman's palage, to be boiled
black, and laid on a silver dish. And when they had finished speaking, the old
couple crept inte their heuses, and came @ut no mére; fér they slept.

The young snail pair new ruled in the forest, and had a numerous progeny. But as
the young ones wére never boiled 6r laid in silver dishes, they concluded that the
castle had fallen inte decay, and that all the people in the wdrld wére dead; and as
nobody contradicted them, they théught they must be right. And the rain fell upon
the bﬁrdock-leave$, to play the drum fér them, and the sun shone to paint célors
on the blirdock forest fér them, and they wére very happy; the whole family wére
entirely and pérfectly happy.
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The Shirt-Collar

Hans Christian Andersen 1848

&EHERE was onge a fine gentleman whe possessed améng other things a

beetjack and a hair-brush; but he had also the finest shirt-collar in the
world, and of this collar we are abeut to hear a stéry. The collar had becéme so
old that he began to think abeut getting married; and one day he happened to
find himself in the same washing-tub as a garter. “‘Upon my werd,” said the shirt-
collar, “I have never seen anything so slim and delicate, so neat and soft befére.
May | venture to ask yéur name?”

“I shall not tell you,” replied the garter.

“Where de you reside when you are at home?” asked the shirt-collar. But the garter
was naturally shy, and did not know hew to answer such a question.

“| presume you are a girdle,” said the shirt-collar, “a sért of under girdle. | see
that you are useful, as well ag ornamental, my little lady.”

“You must not speak to me,” said the garter; “| de not think | have given you any
encouragement to de 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.”

“l am a fine gentleman ¢@rtainly,” said the shirt-collar, “I pogsess a beet-jack and
a hair-brush.” This was not true, fér these things belonged to his master; but he
was a boaster.

“Don't cdme so near me,” said the garter; “| am not accustémed to it.”

“Affectation!” said the shirt-collar.
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Then they wére taken eut of the wash-tub, starched, and hung over a chair in
the sunshine, and then laid on the irdning-béard. And new came the glowing irén.
“Mistress widow,” said the shirt-collar, “little mistress widow, | feel quite warm. |
am changing, | am lesing all my creases. You are blirning a hole in me. Ugh! |
prépose to you.”

“You old rag,” said the flat-irén, driving preudly over the collar, fér she fancied
hérself a steam-engine, which rolls over the railway and draws carriages. “You
old rag!” said she.

The edges of the shirt-collar wére a little frayed, so the scissors wére bréugst to
cut them smeeth. “On!” exclaimed the shirt-collar, “what a first-rate dancger you
would make; you can stretch eut yéur leg so well. | never saw anything so
charming; | am sure no human being couid de the same.”

“I shouid think not,” replied the sgissors.

“You dught to be a ceuntess,” said the shirt collar; “but all | possess consists of a
fine gentleman, a beet-jack, and a combs. | wish | had an estate fér yéur sake.”

“What! is he going to prépose to me?” said the s¢issors, and she became so
angry that she cut tee sharply inte the shirt collar, and it was obliged to be
thrown by as useless.

“| shall be obliged to prépose to the hair-brush,” théught the shirt collar; so he
remarked one day, “It is wonderful what beautiful hair you have, my little lady. Have
you never théught of being engaged?”

“You might know | shouid think of it,” answered the hair brush; “I am engaged to
the beet-jack.”

“Engaged!” cried the shirt collar, “now there i$ no one left to prépose to;” and
then he pretended to despise all I6ve-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 céarser, as it dught to be. They had all many things to relate, espegially the
shirt collar, vhe was a terrible boaster. “I have had an immense number of léve
affairs,” said the shirt collar, “no one left me any peage. It is true | was a very fine
gentleman; quite stuck up. | had a beet-jack and a brush that | never used. You
shouid have seen me then, when | was tlirned dewn. | shall never forget my first
l6ve; she was a girdle, so charming, and fine, and soft, and she threw hérself
inte a washing tub fér my sake.
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There was a widow tee, vhe was warmly in |l6ve with me, but | left hér alone, and
she became quite black. The next was a first-rate danger; she gave me the
wound from wrich | still suffer, she was so passidnate. Even my own hair-brush
was in love with me, and lost all hér hair through neglected love. Yes, | have had
great experienge of this kind, but my greatest grief was fér the garter—the girdle
| meant to say—that jumped int® the wash-tub. | have a great deal on my
consgienge, and it is really time | shouid be tlirned inte white paper.”

And the shirt collar came to this at last. all the rags wére made inte write paper,
and the shirt collar became the very identical piece of paper which we new see,
and on which this stéry is printed. It happened as a punishment to him, fér having
boasted so shockingly of things which wére not true. And this is a warning to us,
to be careful hew we act, fér we may séme day find eurselves in the rag-bag, to
be tiirned inte@ wnite paper, on which eur whole history may be written, even its
most secret actidons. And it wouid not be pleasant to have to run abeut the werld in
the féorm of a piege of paper, telling everything we have done, like the boasting

shirt collar.
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