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PREFACE

Arn people in the world tell nursery tales to their
children.  The Japanesc tell them, the Chinese, the
Red Indians by their camp fives, the Eskimo in their
dark dirty winter huts. The Kaflirs of South Africa
tell them, and the modern Greeks, just as the old
Egyptians did, when Moses had not been many
years rescued out of the bulrushes. The Germans,
Freneh, Spanish, Italians, Danes, Highlanders tell
them also, and the stories are apt to be like each
other everywhere. A child who has read the Blue
and Red and Yellow Fairy Books will {ind some old
friends with new faces in the Pink TFairy Book, if
he examines and compares. But the Japanese tales
will probably be new to the young student; the
Tanuki is a creature whose acquaintance he may not
have made before. He may remark that Andersen
wants to ‘point a moral,” as well as to ‘adorn a
tale;” that he is trying to make fun of the follies of
mankind, as they exist in eivilised countries. The
Danish story of ¢The Princess in the Chest’ need
not be read to a very nervous child, as it rather
borders on a ghost story. It has been altered, and
is really much more horrid in the language of the
Danes, who, as history tells us, were not a nervous
vii
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or timid people. I am quite sure that this story
is not true. The other Danish and Swedish stories
are not alarming. They are translated by Mr. W.
A. Craigie.  Those from the Sicilian (through the
German) are translated, like the African tales (through
the French) and the Catalan tales, and the Japanese
stories (the latter through the German), and an old
French story, by Mrs. Lang.  Miss Alma Alleyne did
the stories from Andersen, out of the German. Mr.
Ford, as nsual, has drawn the monsters and mermaids,
the princes and giants, and the beautiful princesses,
who, the Editor thinks, are, if possible, prettier than
ever. Here, then, are fancies brought from all
quarters: we ‘see that black, white, and yvellow peo-
ples are fond of just the same kinds of adventures.
Courage, youth, beauty, kindness, have many trials,
but they always win the battle ; while witches, glants,
unfriendly eruel people, are on the losing hand. So
it ought to be, and so, on the whole. it is and will be;
and that is all the moral of fairy tales. We cannot
all be young, alas! and pretty, and strong; but
nothing prevents us from being kind, and no kind
man, woman, or beast or bird, ever comes to anvthing
but good in these oldest fables of the world. So far
all the tales are true, and no further.
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THE CAT’S ELOPEMENT*

- s - B »

ONCE upon a tnhe’thole lived a cat of marvellCus beauty,
with a skin as b\’)ft a‘ld shining as silk, asd "Vsse green
eyes, that could’ wp, even in the dark. His naine was
Gon, and he belonoed to a musie teachel,'\yhd was so
fond and proud of him that he “ouH not have parted
with him for anything 1 t..lm “p,lld ‘ E

Now not far from- fhea shasic, ma ter’s house there
dwelt a lady who possessed @ ost lovd\ little pussy cat
called Koma. She was such a little dear altogether, and
blinked her eyes so daintily, and ate her supper so tidily,
and when she had finished she licked her pink nose so
delicately with her little tongue, that her mistress was
never tired of saying, ¢ Koma, Koma, what should I do
without you?’

Well, it happened one day that these two, when out
for an evening stroll, met under a cherry tree, and in one
moment fell madly in love with each other. Gon had
long felt that it was time for him to find a wife, for
all the ladies in the neighbourhood paid him so much
attention that it made him quite shy; but he was not
easy to please, and did not eare about any of them.
Now, before he had time to think, Cupid had entangled
him in his net, and he was filled with love towards Koma.
She fully returned his passion, but, like a woman,
she saw the difficulties in the way, and consulted sadly

1 From the Japanische Mirchen und Sagen, von David Brauns
(Leipzig: Wilhelm Friedrich).
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2 - THE CAT’S ELOPEMENT

with Gon as to the means of overcoming them. Gon
entreated his master to set matters right by buying
Koma, but her mistress would not part from her. Then
the music master was asked to sell Gon to the lady, but
he declined to listen to ah,} s*nr’h SII(TO(—‘bllOll so everything
remained as lefore. ¢ S

At length {lw love of tl)e cm.plg grew to such a pitch
that they cl(tenmned to please themselves, and to seek
their fortunes .together. So one moonh >ht night they
stole m'v“fv‘,, and ventured out into . :111 unknown world.
All day’ ioug they marched brav: ely: an! through the sun-
shine, till they had left their hoines. far behind them,
and towards evening they found fhemsdves in a large
park. T he wanderers by this tmue were very hot and tired,
and the grass looked very soft and inviting, and the trees
cast cool deep shadows, ‘s‘vne.lr(éil(i‘cleﬁly an ogre appeared
in this Paradise, in thé chape ‘of a big, big dog! He
came springing towards them showing all his teeth, and
Koma shrieked, and rushed up a cherry tree. Gon,
however, stood his ground boldly, and prepared to give
battle, for he felt that Koma’s eyes were upon him, and
that he must not run away. But, alas! his courage
would have availed him wnothing had his enemy once
touched him, for he was large and powerful, and very
fierce.  From her perch in the tree Koma saw it all, and
screamed with all her might, hoping that somne one would
hear, and come to help. TLuckily a servant of the prin-
cess to whom the park belonged was walking by, and he
drove off the dog, and picking up the trembling Gon in
his arms, carried him to his mistress.

So poor little Koma was left alone, while Gon was
borne away full of trouble, not in the least knowing what
to do. Even the attention paid him by the princess, who
was delighted with his beauty and pretty ways. did not
console him, but there was no use in fighting against fate,
and he could only wait and see what would turn up.

The princess, Gon’s new mistress, was so good and
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kind that everybody loved her, and she would have led a
happy life, had it not been for a serpent who had fallen
in love with her, and was constantly annoying her by his
presence. Her servants had orders to drive him away as
often as he appeared; but as they were careless, and the
serpent very sly, it sometimes happened that he was
able to slip past them, and to frighten the princess by
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appearing hefore her. One day she was seated in her
room, playing on her favourite musical instrument, when
she felt something gliding up her sash, and saw her
enemy making his way to kiss her cheek. She shrieked
and threw herself backwards, and (Gon, who had been
curled up on a stool at her feet, understood her terror,
and with one bound seized the snake by his neck. He
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gave him one bite and one shake, and flung him on the
ground, where lhe lay, never to worry the princess any
more. Then she took Gon in her arms, and praised and
caressed him, and saw that he had the nicest bits to eat,
and the softest mats to lie on; and he would have had
nothing in the world to wish for if only he could have
seen KKoma again.

Time passed on, and one morning Gon lay before the
house door, basking in the sun. He looked lazily at the
world stretched out before him, and saw in the distance
a big ruflian of a cat teasing and ill-treating quite a little
oze. He jumped up, full of rage, and chased away the
big cat, and then he turned to comfort the little one,
when his heart nearly burst with joy to find that it was
Koma. At first Koma did not know him again, he had
grown so large and stately; but when it dawned upon
her who it was, her happiness knew no bounds. And
they rubbed their heads and their noses again and again,
while their purring might have been heard a mile off.

Paw in paw they appeared Defore the princess, and
told her the story of their life and its sorrows. The
princess wept for sympathy, and promised that they
should never more be parted, but should live with her to
the end of their days. DBy-and-bye the princess herself
got married, and brought a prince to dwell in the palace
in the park. And she told him all about her two cats,
and how brave Gon had been, and how he had delivered
her from her enemy the serpent.

And when the prince heard, he swore they should
never leave them, but should go with the princess
wherever she went. So it all fell out as the princess
wished; and Gon and Koma had many children, and so
had the princess, and they all played together, and were
friends to the end of their lives.



HOW THE DRAGON WAS TRICKED!

OxcE upon a time there lived a man who had two sons,
but they did not get on at all well together, for the
younger was much handsomer than his elder brother,
who was very jealous of him. When they grew older,
things became worse and worse, and at last one day as
they were walking through a wood the elder youth seized
hold of the other, tied him to a tree, and went on his way,
hoping that the boy might starve to death.

ITowever, it happened that an old and humpbacked
shepherd passed the tree with his flock, and seeing the
prisoner, he stopped and said to him, * Tell me, my son,
why are you tied to that tree?’

¢ Because I was so crooked,” answered the young man;
¢but it has quite cured me, and now my back is as
straight as can be.’

¢I wish you would bind me to a tree.” exelaimed the
shepherd, ¢so that my hack would get straight.’

¢ With all the pleasure in life,” replied the youth. ¢If
vou will loosen these cords I will tie you up with them
as firmly as T can.’

This was soon done, and then the young man drove
off the sheep, leaving their real shepherd to repent of his
folly; and before he had gone very far he met with a
horse boy and a driver of oxen. and he persuaded them
to turn with him and to seek for adventures.

1 From Griechische und Albanesische Mdérchen, von J. G. von Hahn.
(Leipzig : Engelmann. 1864.)
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By these and many other tricks he soon became so
celebrated that his fame reached the king’s ears, and his
majesty was filled with curiosity to see the man who had
managed to outwit everybody. So he commanded his
guards to capture the young man and bring him before
him. ‘

And when the young man stood before the king, the
king spoke to him and said, ¢ By your tricks and the
pranks that you have played on other people, you have,
in the eye of the law, forfeited your life. But on one
condition I will spare you, and that is, if you will bring
me the flying horse that belongs to the great dragon.
Fail in this, and you shall be hewn in a thousand pieces.’

¢ If that is all,” said the youth, ¢ you shall soon have it.’

So he went out and made his way straight to the
stable where the tlying horse was tethered. Ile stretched
his hand cautiously ont to seize the bridle, when the
horse suddenly began to neigh as loud as he could. Now
the room in which the dragon slept was just above the
stable. and at the sound of the neighing he woke and
cried to the horse, ¢ What is the matter, my treasure? is
anything hurting you 7’ After waiting a little while the
young man tried again to loose the horse, but a second
time it neighed so loudly that the dragon woke up in a
hurry and called out to know why the Lorse was making
sueh a noise. DBut when the same thing happened the
third time, the dragon lost his temper, and went down
into the stable and took a whip and gave the horse a good
beating. This offended the horse and made him angry,
and when the young man stretched out his hand to untie
his head, he made no further fuss, but suffered himself to
be led quietly away. Once clear of the stable the young
man sprang on his back and galloped off, calling over
his shoulder, Hi! dragon! dragon! if anyone asks you
what has become of your horse, you can say that 1 have
got him!”’

But the king said, ¢ The flying horse is all very well,
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but T want something more. You must bring me the
covering with the little bells that lies on the bed of
the dragon, or I will have you hewn into a thousand
pieces.’

¢Is that all 77 answered the youth. ‘That is easily
done.”

Aud when night came he went away to the dragon’s
house and climbed up on to the roof. Then he opened
a little window in the roof and let down the chain
from which the kettle usually hung and tried to hook the
bed covering and to draw it up. DBut the little bells all
began to ring, and the dragon woke and said to his wife,
¢ Wife, you have pulled off all the bed-clothes!” and
drew the covering towards him, pulling, as he did so,
the young man into the room. Then the dragon flung
himself on the youth and bound him fast with cords
saying as he tied the last knot, ¢ To-morrow when I go to
church you must stay at home and kill him and cook himn,
and when I get back we will eat him together.

So the following morning the dragoness took hold of
the young man and reached down from the shelf a sharp
knife with which to kill him. But as she untied the
cords the better to get hold of him, the prisoner caught
her by the legs, threw her to the ground, seized her and
speedily cut her throat, just as she had been about to do
for him, and put her body in the oven. Then he snatched
up the covering and carried it to the king.

The king was seated on his throne when the youth
appearcd before him and spread out the covering with
a deep bow. ¢That is not enough,” said his majesty;
‘you must bring me the dragon himself, or T will have
you hewn into a thousand pieces.’

¢ It shall be done,” answered the youth; ¢ but you must
give me two years to manage it, for my beard must grow
so that he may not know me.’

¢S50 be it,” said the king.

And the first thing the young man did when his beard



E 0

Y TRE G IDRAGONTOUT WITTED]

/A4S




10 HOW THE DRAGON WAS TRICKED

was grown was to take the road to the dragon’s house,
and on the way he met a beggar, whom he persuaded to
change clothes with him, and in the beggar’s garments
he went fearlessly forth to the dragon.

He found his eunemy before his house, very busy
making a box. and addressed him politely, * GGood morn-
ing, your worship. Have you a morsel of bread 7’

* You must wait,” replied the dragon, ¢ till I have
finished my box, and then I will see if I can find
one.’

¢ What will you do with the box when it is made?’
inquired the beggar.

¢It is for the young man who killed my wife, and
stole my flying horse and my bed covering,” said the
dragou.

¢ He deserves nothing better,” answered the beggar,
¢for it was an ill deed. Still that box is too small for
him, for he is a big man.’

‘ You are wrong,” said the dragon. *The box is large
enough even for me.’

¢ Well, the rogue is nearly as tall as you,” replied the
beggar, ¢ and, of course, if you can get in, he can. But I
am sure you would find it a tight fit.’

¢ No, there is plenty of room,” said the dragon, tucking
himself carefully inside.

But no sooner was he well in, than the young man
clapped on the lid and called out, ¢ Now press hard,
just to see if he will be able to get out.’

The dragon pressed as hard as he could, but the lid
never moved.

¢ 1t is all right,” he cried; ‘now you can open it.’

3ut instead of opening it. the young man drove in
long nails to make it tighter still; then he took the box on
his back and brought it to the king. And when the king
heard that the dragon was inside, he was so excited that
he would not wait one moment, but broke the lock and
lifted the lid just a little way to make sure he was really
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there. He was very careful not to leave enough space
for the dragon to jump out, but unluckily there was just
room for his great mouth, and with one snap the king
vanished down his wide red jaws. Then the young man
married the king's daughter and ruled over the land, but
what he did with the dragon nobody knows.



THE QODLIN AND THE GROCER?!

Tuere was once a hard-working student who lived in
an attic, and he had nothing in the world of his own.
There was also a hard-working grocer who lived on the
first floor, and he had the whole house for his own.

The Goblin belonged to him, for every Christmas Eve
there was waiting for himn at the grocer’s a dish of jam
with a large lump of butter in the middle.

The grocer could afford this, so the Goblin stayed in
the grocer’s shop; and this teaches us a good deal.
Oue evening the stadent came in by the back door to
buy a candle and some cheese; he had no one to send,
so he came himself.

He got what he wanted, paid for it, and nodded a good
evening to the grocer and his wife (she was a woman who
could do more than nod; she could talk).

When the student had said good night he suddenly
stood still, reading the sheet of paper in which the cheese
had heen wrapped.

Itwas a leaf torn out of an old hook — a hook of poetry.

‘There’s more of that over there!” said the grocer.
¢ I gave an old woman some coffee for the book. If you
like to give me twopence you can have the rest.’

¢ Yes,” said the student, ¢ give e the book instead of
the cheese. I can eat my bread without cheese. It
would be a shame to leave the book to be torn up. You

1 Translated from the German of Hans Andersen.
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are a clever and practical man, but about poetry you
understand as much as that old tub over there!’

And that sounded rudeas far as the tub was conecerned,
but the grocer langhed, and so did the student. It was
only said in fun.

But the Goblin was angry that anyone should dare to
say such a thing to a grocer who owned the house and
sold the best butter.

When it was night and the shop was shut, and every-
one was in bed except the student, the Goblin went
upstairs and took the grocer’s wife’s tougue. She did
not use it when she was asleep, and on whatever ohject
in the room he put it that thing began to speak, and
spoke out its thoughts and feelings just as well as the
lady to whom it belonged. DBut only one thing at a time
could use it, and that was a good thing, or they would
have all spoken together.

The Goblin laid the tongue on the tub in which were
the old newspapers.

«Is it true,” he asked, ¢that you know nothing about
poetry?”’

* Certainly not!” answered the tub. ¢ Poetry is some-
thing that is in the papers, and that is frequently cut out.
I have a great deal more in me than the student has, and
yet I am only a small tub in the groeer’s shop.’

And the Goblin put the tongue on the coffee-mill, and
how it began to grind! Ie put it on the butter-cask,
and on the till, and all were of the same opinion as the
waste-paper tub, and one must believe the majority.

¢ Now I will tell the student!” and with these words
he crept softly up the stairs to the attic where the student
lived.

There was a light burning, and the Goblin peeped
through the key-hole and saw that he was reading the
torn book that he had bought in the shop.

But how bright it was! Out of the book shot a streak
of light which grew into g large tree and spread its
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branches far above the student. Every leaf was alive,
and every flower was a beautifal girl’s head, some with
dark and shining eyes, others with wonderful blue ones.
Every frait was a glittering star, and there was a mar-
vellous music in the student’s room. The little Goblin
had never even dreamt of such a splendid sight, mueh
less seen it.

He stood on tiptoe gazing and gazing, till the candle
in the attic was put oat; the student had blown it out
and had gone to bed, but the Goblin remained standing
outside listening to the music, which very softly and
sweetly was now singing the student a lullaby.

‘I have muever seen anything like this!’ said the
Goblin. ‘I never expected this! I must stay with the
student.’

The little fellow thought it over for he was a sensible
Goblin.  Then he sighed. ¢ The student has no jam!’

And on that he went down to the grocer again. And
it was a good thing that he did go back, for the tuh had
nearly worn out the tongue. It had read everything that
was inside it, on the one side, and was just going to turn
itself round and read from the other side when the Goblin
came in and returned the tongue to its owner.

But the whole shop, from the till down to the shavings,
from that night changed their opinion of the tub, and they
looked up to it, and had such faith in it that they were
under the impression that when the grocer read the art
and drama critiques out of the paper in the evenings, it
all came from the tub.

Bat the Goblin could no longer sit quietly listening to
the wisdom and intellect downstairs.  No, as soon as the
light shone in the evening from the attie it seemed to
him as though its beams were strong ropes dragging him
up, and he had to go and peep through the key-hole.
There he felt the sort of feeling we have looking at the
great rolling sea in a storm. and he burst into tears. Ile
could not himself say why Le wept, but in spite of his
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tears he felt quite happy. Iow beautiful it must be to
sit under that tree with the student, but that he could
not do; he had to content himself with the key-hole and
be happy there!

There he stood out on the cold landing, the autumn
wind blowing through the cracks of the floor. It was
cold — very cold, but he first found it out when the light
in the attic was put out and the music in the wood died
away. Ah! then it froze him, and he crept down again
into his warm corner; there it was comfortable and cosy.

When Christmas came, and with it the jam with the
large lump of butter, ah! then the grocer was first with
hini.

Jut in the middle of the night the Goblin awoke, hear-
ing a great noise and knocking against the shutters —
people hammering from outside.  The watchman was
blowing his horn: a great fire had broken out; the whole
town was in flames.

Was it in the house? or was it at a neighbour’s?
Where was it?

The alarm inereased. The grocer’s wife was so terri-
fied that she took her gold earrings out of her ears and
put them in her pocket in order to save something. The
grocer seized his account books, and the maid her black
silk dress.

Everyone wanted to save his most valuable possession ;
so did the Goblin, and in a few leaps he was up the stairs
and in the student’s room. He was standing quietly by
the open window looking at the fire that was buarning
in the neighbour’s house just opposite. The Goblin
seized the book lying on the table, put it in his red cap,
and clasped it with both hands. The best treasure in the
house was saved. and he elimbed out on to the roof with
it — on to the chimney. There he sat, lighted up by the
flames from the burning house opposite, both hands hold-
ing tightly on his red eap, in which lay the treasure; and
now he knew what his heart really valued most —to
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whom he really belonged. But when the fire was put
out, and the Goblin thought it over — then —
¢1 will divide myself between the two,” he said. ¢I
cannot quite give up the grocer, because of the jam!’
And it is just the same with us. We also cannot quite
give up the grocer — because of the jam.
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THE HOUSE IN THE WO0OD!

A roor woodcutter lived with his wife and three daughters
in a little hut on the borders of a great forest.

Oue morning as he was going to his work, he said to
his wife, ¢ Let our eldest daughter bring me my lunch into
the wood; and so that she shall not lose her way, I will
take a bag of millet withme, and sprinkle the seed on the
path.

When the sun had risen high over the forest, the girl
set out with a basin of soup. But the field and wood
sparrows, the larks and finches, blackbirds and green-
finches had picked up the millet long ago, and the girl
could not find her way.

She went on and on, till the sun set and night came
on. The trees rustled in the darkmness, the owls hooted,
and she began to be very much frightened. Then she
saw in the distance a light that twinkled between the
trees. ¢ There mnst be people living yonder,” she thought.
¢who will take me in for the night.” and she began walk-
ing towards it.

Not long afterwards she came to a house with lights in
the windows.

She knocked at the door and a gruff voice ecalled,
¢Come in!’

The girl stepped into the dark entrance, and tapped at
the door of the room.

1 From the German of Grimm. :
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¢Just walk in,’ cried the voice, and when she opened
the door there sat an old grey-haired man at the table.
ITis face was resting on his hands, and his white beard
flowed over the table almost down to the ground.

By the stove lay three beasts, a hen, a cock, and a
brindled cow. The girl told the old man her story, and
asked for a night’s lodging.

The man said:

Pretty cock,

Pretty hen,

And you, pretty brindled cow,
What do you say now ?

¢ Duks.” answered the beasts; and that must have
meant, ¢ We are quite willing,” for the old man went on,
¢ Here is abundance; go into the back kitchen and cook
us a supper.’
The girl found plenty of everything in the kitchen, and
cooked a good meal, but she did not think of the beasts.
She placed the full dishes on the table, sat down
opposite the grey-haired man, and ate till her hunger was
appeased.
When she was satisfied, she said, ¢ But now I am so
tired, where is a bed in which I can sleep?’
The beasts answered :
You have eaten with him,
You have drunk with him,

Of us you have not thought,
Sleep then as you ought!

Then the old man said, ¢ Go upstairs, and there yvou
will find a bedroom; shake the bed, and put clean sheets
on, and go to sleep.’

The maiden went upstairs, and when she had made
the bed, she lay down.

After some time the grey-haired man came, looked at
her by the light of his candle, and shook his head. And



20 THE IHIOUSE IN TIHE WOOD

when he saw that she was sound asleep, he opened a trap-
door and let her fall into the cellar.

The woodecutter came home late in the evening, and
reproached his wife for leaving him all day without food.

¢ No, I did not,” she answered: *the girl went off with
your dinner. She must have lost hier way, but will no
doubt come back to-morrow.’

But at daybreak the woodentter started off into the
wood, and this time asked his second daughter to bring
his food.

¢ T will take a bag of lentils,” said he; ¢they are larger
than millet, and the girl will see them better and be sure
to find her way.’

At midday the maiden took the food, but the lentils
had all gone; as on the previous day, the wood birds had
eaten them all.

The maiden wandered about the wood till nightfall,
when she came in the same way to the old man’s house,
and asked for food and a night’s lodging.

The man with the white hair again asked the beasts:

Pretty coek,

Pretty hen,

And you, pretty brindled cow,
What do you say now ?

The beasts answered, ¢ Duks,” and everything happened
as on the former day.
The girl cooked a good meal, ate and drank with the
old man, and did not trouble herself about the animals.
And when she asked for a bed, they replied :
You have eaten with him,
You have drunk with him,

Of us you have not thought,
Now sleep as yon onght!

And when she was asleep, the old man shook his head
over her, and let her fall into the cellar.
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On the third morning the woodecutter said to his wife,
¢ Send our youngest child to-day with my dinner. She is
always good and obedient, and will keep to the right path,
and not wander away like her sisters, idle drones!’

But the mother said, ¢Must I lose my dearest child
too?’

¢ Do not fear,” he answered; ¢she is too clever and
intelligent to lose her way. I will take plenty of peas
with me and strew them along; they are even larger than
lentils, and will show her the way.’

But when the maiden started off with the basket on
her arm, the wood pigeons had eaten up the peas, and she
did not know which way to go. She was much distressed,
and thought constantly of her poor hungry father and
her anxious mother. At last, when it grew dark, she saw
the little light, and eame to the house in the wood. She
asked prettily if she might stay there for the night, and
the man with the white beard asked his beasts again:

Pretty cock,

Pretty hen,

And you, pretty brindled cow,
What do you say now ?

¢ Duks,” they said. Then the maiden stepped up to
the stove where the animals were lying, and stroked the
cock and the hen, and seratehed the brindled cow between
its horns.

And when at the bidding of the old man she had pre-
pared a good supper, and the dishes were standing on the
table, she said, ¢ Shall I have plenty while the good
beasts have nothing? There is food to spare outside; I
will attend to them first.’

Then she went out and fetched barley and strewed it
before the cock and hen, and brought the cow an armful
of sweet-smelling hay.

¢ Eat that, dear beasts,” she said, ¢and when you are
thirsty you shall have a good drink.’
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Then she feteched a bowl of water, and the cock and
hen flew on to the edge, put their beaks in, and then held
up their heads as birds do when they drink, and the
brindled cow also drank her fill. When the beasts were
satisfied, the maiden sat down beside the old man at the
table and ate what was left for her. Soon the cock and

hen began to tuck their heads under their wings, and the
brindled cow blinked its eyes, so the maiden said, ¢ Shall
we not go to rest now?’

Pretty cock,

Pretty hen,

And you, pretty brindled cow,

What do you say now?
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The animals said, ¢ Duks:

Yon have eaten with us,
You have drunk with us,
You have tended us right,
So we wish you good night.’

The maiden therefore went upstairs, made the bed and
put on clean sheets and fell asleep. She slept peacefully
till midnight, when there was such a noise in the house
that she awoke. Everything trembled and shook; the
animals sprang up and dashed themselves in terror
against the wall; the beams swayed as it they would be
torn from their foundations, it seemed as if the stairs were
tumbling down, and then the roof fell in with a crash.
Then all became still, and as vo harm came to the maiden
she lay down again and fell asleep. Buat when she awoke
again in broad daylight, what a sight met her eyes! She
was lying in a splendid room furnished with royal splen-
dour; the walls were covered with golden flowers on a
green ground ; the bed was of ivory and the counterpane
of velvet, and on a stool near by lay a pair of slippers
studded with pearls. The maiden thought she must be
dreaming, hut in came three servants richly dressed, who
asked what were Ler commands. ¢ Go,” said the maiden,
¢ I will get up at once and cook the old man’s supper for
him, and then I will feed the pretty cock and hen and the
brindled cow.’

But the door opened and in came a handsome young
man, who said, ‘I am a king’s son, and was condemned
by a wicked witeh to live as an old man in this wood with
no company but that of my three servants, who were
transformed into a cock, a hen, and a brindled cow. The
spell could only be broken by the arrival of a maiden
who should show herself kind not only to men but to
beasts.  You are that maiden, and last night at midnight
we were freed, and this poor house was again transformed
into my royal palace.’
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As they stood there the king’s son told his three ser-
vants to go and fetch the maiden’s parents to be present
at the wedding feast.

* But where are my two sisters?’ asked the maid.

¢ I shut them up in the cellar, but in the morning they
shall be led forth into the forest and shall serve a char-
coal burner until they have improved, and will never
again suffer poor animals to go hungry.’



URASCHIMATARO AND THE TURTLE!

THERE was once a worthy old couple who lived on the
coast, and supported themselves by fishing. They had
only one child, a son, who was their pride and joy, and
for his sake they were ready to work hard all day long,
and never felt tired or discontented with their lot. This
son’s name was Uraschimataro, which means in Japanese,
¢Son of the island,” and he was a fine well-grown youth
and a good fisherman, minding neither wind nor weather.
Not the bravest sailor in the whole village dared venture
so far out to sea as Uraschimataro, and many a time the
neighbours used to shake their heads and say to his
parents, ¢ If your son goes on being so rash, one day he
will try his luck once too often, and the waves will end
by swallowing him up.” But Uraschimataro paid no heed
to these remarks, and as he was really very clever in man-
aging a boat, the old people were very seldom anxious
about him.

Oue beautiful bright morning, as he was hauling his
well-filled nets into the boat, he saw lying among the
fishes a tiny little turtle. Ile was delighted with his
prize, and threw it into a wooden vessel to keep ftill he
got home, when suddenly the turtle found its voice, and
tremblingly begged for its life. ¢ After all,” it said,
‘what good can I do you? I am so young and small,
and I would so gladly live a little longer. Be merciful

L From the Japanische Mirchen und Sagen, von David Brauns
(Leipzig : Wilhelm Friedrich).



26 URASCHIMATARO AND THE TURTLE

and set me free, and 1 shall know how to prove my
gratitude.

Now Uraschimataro was very good-natured, and be-
sides, he could never bear to say no, so he picked up the
turtle, and put it back into the sea.

Years flew by, and every morning Uraschimataro sailed
his boat into the deep sea. DBut one day as he was mak-
ing for a little bay between some rocks, there arose a
fierce whirlwind, which shattered his boat to picces, and
she was sucked under by the waves. Uraschimataro
himself very nearly shared the samne fate. DBut he was a
powerful swimuier, and struggled hard to reach the shore.
Then he saw a large turtle coming towards him, and
above the howling of the storm he heard what it said:
¢1 am the turtle whose life you once saved. I will now
pay my debt and show my gratitude. The land is still
far distant, and without my help you would never get
there. Climb on my back, and I will take you where
youwill.”  Uraschimataro did not wait to be asked twice,
and thankfully accepted his friend’s help. Dut scarcely
was he seated firmly on the shell, when the turtle pro-
posed that they should not return to the shore at once,
but go under the sea, and look at some of the wonders
that lay hidden there.

Uraschimataro agreed willingly. and in another moment
they were deep, deep down, with fathoms of blue water
above their heads. Oh, how quickly they darted through
the still, warm sea! The young man held tight, and
marvelled where they were going and how long they were
to travel, but for three days they rushed on, till at last
the turtle stopped before a splendid palace, shining with
gold and silver, crystal and precious stones, and decked
here and there with branches of pale pink coral and glit-
tering pearls. But if Uraschimataro was astonished at
the beauty of the outside, he was struck dumb at the
sight of the hall within, which was lighted by the blaze of
fish scales,
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¢ Where have you brought me?’ he asked his guide in
a low voice.

*To the palace of Ringu, the house of the sca god,
whose subjects we all are,” answered the turtle. *I am

| URASCHIMATARO -
| qoes-with-the-TURTLE
D! fo-the-SERPRINCESS -

the first waiting maid of his danghter, the lovely princess
Otohimé, whom you will shortly see.’

Uraschimataro was still so puzzled with the adventures
that had befallen him, that he waited in a dazed condition
for what would happen next. But the turtle, who had
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talked so much of him to the princess that she had
expressed a wish to see him, went at once to make
known his arrival.  And directly the princess beheld him
her heart was set on him, and she begged him to stay
with her, and in return promised that he should never
grow old, neither should his beauty fade. ¢Is not that
reward enough?’ she asked, smiling, looking all the while
as fair as the sun itself. And Uraschimataro said ¢ Yes,’
and so he stayed there. Tor how long? That he only
knew later.

His life passed by, and each honr seemed happier than
the last, when one day there rushed over him a terrible
longing to see his parents. He fought against it hard,
knowing lhow it would grieve the princess, but it grew
on him stronger and stronger, till at length he became
so sad that the princess inquired what was wrong.
Then he told her of the longing he had to visit his old
home, and that he must see his parents once more.
The princess was almost frozen with horror, and im-
plored him to stay with her, or something dreadful would
be sure to happen. *You will never come back, and
we shall meet again no more,” she moaned Dbitterly.
But Uraschimataro stood firm and repeated, * Only this
once will I leave you, and then will I return to your side
for ever.” Sadly the princess shook her head, but she
answered slowly, ¢One way there is to bring you safely
back, but I fear you will never agree to the conditions of
the bargain.’

¢TI will do anything that will bring me back to you,’
exclaimed Uraschimataro, looking at her tenderly, but the
princess was silent: she knew too well that when he left
her she would see his face no more. Then she took from
a shelf a tiny golden box. and gave it to Uraschimataro,
praying him to keep it carefully, and above all things
never to open it. *If you can do this,” she said as she
bade him farewell, ¢ your friend the turtle will meet you at
the shore, and will carry you back to me.’
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Uraschimataro thanked her from his heart, and swore
solemnly to do her bidding. Ile hid the box safely in
his garments, scated himself on the back of the turtle,
and vanished in the ocean path, waving his hand to the
princess.  Three days and three nights they swam
through the sea, and at length Uraschimataro arrived at
the beach which lay before his old home. The turtle
bade him farewell, and was gone in a moment.

Uraschimataro drew near to the village with quick
and joyful steps. e saw the smoke curling through
the roof, and the thateh where green plants had thickly
sprouted.  He heard the children shouting and calling,
and from a window that he passed came the twang of
the koto, and everything seemed to cry a welcome for
his return.  Yet suddenly he felt a pang at his heart as
he wandered down the strect.  After all, everything was
changed. Neither men nor houses were those he once
knew. Quickly he saw his old home; yes, it was still
there. hut it had a strange look.  Anxiously he knocked
at the door, and asked the woman who opened it after
his parents.  But she did not know their names, and
could give him no news of them.

Still more disturbed, he rushed to the hurying ground,
the ouly place that could tell him what he wished to
know. Here at any rate he would find out what it all
meant. And he was right. In a moment he stood be-
fore the grave of his parents, and the date written on the
stone was almost exactly the date when they had lost
their son, and he had forsaken them for the Daughter of
the Sea. And so he found that since he had left his
home, three hundred years had passed by.

Shuddering with horror at his discovery he turned
back into the village street, hoping to meet some one
who could tell him of the days of old. DBut when the
man spoke. he knew he was not dreaming, though he felt
as if he had lost his senses.

In despair he bethought him of the box which was
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the gift of the princess. Perhaps after all this dreadful
thing was not true. He might be the victim of some
enchanter’s spell, and in his hand lay the counter-charm.
Almost unconsciously lie opeued it, and a purple vapour

came pouring out. He held the empty box in his hand,
and as he looked he saw that the fresh hand of youth
had grown suddenly shrivelled, like the hand of an old,
old man. IHe ran to the brook, which flowed in a
clear stream down from the mountain, and saw himself
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reflected as in a mirror. It was the face of a mummy
which looked back at him. Wounded to death, he erept
back through the village, and no man knew the old, old
man to be the strong handsome youth who had run down
the street an hour before.  So he toiled wearily back, till
be reached the shore, and here he sat sadly on a rock,
and called loudly on the turtle. Dut she never came
back any more, but instead, death came soon, and set
bhim free. But Dbefore that happened, the people who
saw him sitting lonely on the shore had heard his story,
and when their children were restless they used to tell
them of the good son who from love to his parents had
given up for their sakes the splendour and wonders of
the palace in the sea, and the most beautiful woman in
the world besides.
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THE SLAYING OF THE TANUKI!

NEAR a big river, and between two high mountains, a man
and his wife lived in a cottage a long, long time ago. A
dense forest lay all round the cottage, and there was
hardly a path or a tree in the whole wood that was not
familiar to the peasant from his boyhood. TIn one of his
wanderings he had made friends with a hare, and many
an hour the two passed together, when the man was rest-
ing by the roadside, eating his dinner.

Now this strange friendship was observed by the
Tanuki, a wicked, quarrelsome beast, who hated the
peasant, and was never tired of doing him an ill turn.
Again and again he had crept to the hut, and finding some
choice morsel put away for the little hare, had either eaten
it if he thought it nice, or trampled it to pieces so that no
one else should get it, and at last the peasant lost patience,
and made up his mind he would have the Tanuki’s blood.

So for many days the man lay hidden, waiting for the
Tanuki to come by, and when one morning he marched
up the road thinking of nothing but the dinner he was
going to steal, the peasant threw himself upon him and
bound his four legs tightly. so that he could not move.
Then he dragged his enemy joyfully to the house, feeling
that at length he had got the better of the mischievous
beast which had done him so many ill turns. ¢ e shall
pay for them with his skin,” he said to his wife. ¢We
will first kill him, and then cook him.” So saying, he

1 From the Japanische Mirchen und Sagen.
3
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hanged the Tanuki, head downwards, to a Dbeam, and
went out to gather wood for a fire.

Meanwhile the old woman was standing at the mortar
pounding the rice that was to serve them for the week
with a pestle that made her arms ache with its weight.
Suddenly she heard something whining and weeping in
the corner, and, stopping her work, she looked round to
see what it was. That was all that the rascal wanted,
and he put on directly his most humble air, and begged
the woman in his softest voice to loosen his honds, which
were hurting him sorely. She was filled with pity for
him, but did not dare to set him free, as she knew that
her husband would be very angry. The Tanuki, however,
did not despair, and seeing that her heart was softened,
began his prayers anew. ¢ He only asked to have his
bonds taken from him,” he said. ¢Ile would give his
word not to attempt to escape, and if he was once set free
he could soon pound her rice for her.” *Then you can
have a little rest,” he went on, * for rice pounding is very
tiring work, and not at all fit for weak women.” These
last words melted the good woman completely, and she
unfastened the bonds that held him. Poor foolish crea-
ture! In one moment the Tanuki had seized her, stripped
off all her clothes, and popped her in the mortar. In a
few minutes more she was pounded as fine as the rice; and
not content with that, the Tanuki placed a pot on the
hearth and made ready to cook the peasant a dinner from
the flesh of his own wife!

When everything was complete Le looked out of the
door, and saw the old man coming from the forest carry-
ing a large bundle of wood. Quick as lightning the
Tanuki not only put on the woman’s clothes, but, as he
was a magician, assumed her form as well.  Then he took
the wood, kindled the fire, and very soon set a large din-
ner before the old man, who was very hungry, and had
forgotten for the moment all about his enemy. But when
the Tanuki saw that he had eaten his fill and would be
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thinking about his prisoner, he hastily shook off the
clothes behind a door and took his own shape. Then he
said to the peasant, ¢ Your are a nice sort of person to
seize animals and to talk of killing them! You are
caught in your own net. It is your own wife that you
have eaten, and if you want to find her bones you have
only to look under the floor.” With these words he
turned and made for the forest.

The old peasant grew cold with horror as he listened,
and seemed frozen to the place where he stood. When
he had recovered himself a little, he collected the bones
of his dead wife, buried them in the garden, and swore
over the grave to be avenged on the Tanuki. ~ After every-
thing was done he sat himself down in his lonely cottage
and wept bitterly, and the bitterest thought of all was
that he would never be able to forget that he had eaten
his own wife.

While he was thus weeping and wailing his friend the
hare passed by, and hearing the noise, pricked np his ears
and soon recognised the old man’s voice. He wondered
what had happened, and put his head in at the door and
asked if anything was the matter. With tears and groans
the peasant told him the whole dreadful story, and the
hare, filled with anger and compassion, comforted him as
best he counld, and promised to help him in his revenge.
¢ The false knave shall not 2o unpunished,” said he.

So the first thing he did was to search the house for
materials to make an ointment, which he sprinkled plen-
tifully with pepper and then put in his pocket. Next
he took a hatchet, bade farewell to the old man, and
departed to the forest. Ile bent his steps to the dwelling
of the Tanuki and knocked at the door. The Tanuki,
who had no caunse to suspect the hare, was greatly pleased
to see him, for he noticed the hatchet at once, and began
to lay plots how to get hold of it.

To do this he thought he had better offer to accompany
the hare, which was exactly what the hare wished and
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expected, for he knew all the Tanuki’s cunning, and
understood his little ways. So he accepted the rascal’s
company with joy, and made himself very pleasant as
they strolled along. When they were wandering in this
manner through the forest the hare carclessly raised his

\THE HARE sets Licutf 2
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hatchet in passing, and cut down some thick boughs that
were hanging over the path, but at length, after cutting
down a good big tree, which cost him many hard blows,
he declared that it was too heavy for him to carry home,
and he must just leave it where it was. This delighted
the greedy Tanuki, who said that they wouald be no weight
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for him, so they collected the large branches, which the
hare bound tightly on his back. Then he trotted gaily
to the house, the hare following after with his lighter
bundle.

By this time the hare had decided what he would do,
and as soon as they arrived, he quietly set on fire the
wood on the back of the Tanuki. The Tanuki, who was
busy with something else, observed nothing, and only
called out to ask what was the meaning of the crackling
that he heard. *Ttis just the rattle of the stones which
are rolling down the side of the mountain,” the hare said
and the Tanuki was content, and made no further remarks,
never noticing that the noise really sprang from the burn-
ing boughs on his back, until his fur was in flames, and
it was almost too late to put it out.  Shrieking with pain,
he let fall the hurning wood from his back, and stamped
and howled with agony. But the hare comforted him,
and told him that he always carried with him an excellent
plaster in case of need, which would bring him instant
relief, and taking out his ointment he spread it on a leaf
of bamboo, and laid it on the wound. No sooner did it
touch him than the Tanuki leapt yelling into the air, and
the hare laughed, and ran to tell his friend the peasant
what a trick he had played on their enemy. But the old
man shook his head sadly, for he knew that the villain
was only crushed for the moment, and that he would
shortly be revenging himself upon them. No, the only
way ever to get any peace and quiet was to render the
Tanuki harmless for ever.  Long did the old man and the
hare puzzle together how this was to be done, and at last
they decided that they would make two boats, a small one
of wood and a large one of elay. Then they fell to work
at once, and when the boats were ready and properly
painted, the hare went to the Tanuki, who was still very
ill, and invited him to a great fish-eatching. The Tanuki
was still feeling angry with the hare about the trick he
had played him, but be was weak and very hungry, so he



THE SLAYING OF THE TANUK. 39

gladly accepted the proposal, and accompanied the hare
to the bank of the river, where the two boats were moored,
rocked by the waves. They both looked exactly alike,
and the Tanuki only saw that one was bigger than the
other, and would hold more fish, so he sprang into the
large one, while the hare climbed into the one which was
made of wood. They loosened their moorings, and made
for the middle of the stream, and when they were at some
distance from the bank, the hare took his oar, and struck
such a heavy blow at the other boat, that it broke in two.
The Tanuki fell straight into the water, and was held
there by the hare till he was quite dead. Then he put
the body in his boat and rowed to land, and told the old
man that his enemy was dead at last.  And the old man
rejoiced that his wife was avenged, and he took the hare
into his house, and they lived together all their days in
peace and quietness upon the mountain.
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THE FLYING TRUNK!

Tuere was once a merchant who was so rich that he
could have paved the whole street, and perhaps even a
little side-street besides, with silver. But he did not do
that; he knew another way of spending his money. If
e spent a shilling he got back a florin — such an excellent
merchant he was — till he died.

Now his son inherited all this money. Ile lived very
merrily ; he went every night to the theatre, made paper
kites out of five-pound notes, and played ducks and
drakes with sovereigns instead of stones. In this way
the money was likely to come soon to an end, and so it
did.

Atlast he had nothing left but four shillings, and he
had no clothes except a pair of slippers and an old
dressing-gown.

His friends did not trouble themselves any more about
him; they would not even walk down the street with
him.

But one of them who was rather good-natured sent
hin an old trunk with the message, * Packup!’ That
was all very well, but he had nothing to pack up, so he
got into the trunk himself.

It was an enchanted trunk, for as soon as the lock
was pressed it counld fly. e pressed it. and away he
flew in it up the chimney, high into the clouds, further
and further away. But whenever the bottom gave a

I Translated from the German of ITans Andersen.
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little creak he was in terror lest the trunk should go to
pieces, for then he would have turned a dreadful somer-
sault — just think of it!

In this way he arrived at the land of the Turks. He
hid the trunk in a wood under some dry leaves, and then
walked into the town. He could do that quite well, for
all the Turks were dressed just as he was — in a dressing-
gown and slippers.

He met a nurse with a little child.

‘Halloa! you Turkish nurse,” said he, ¢what is that
great castle there close to the town? The one with the
windows so high up?’

“The sultan’s daughter lives there,” she replied. ¢TIt
is prophesied that she will be very unlucky in her hus-
band, and so no one is allowed to see her except when
the sultan and sultana are by.’

¢Thank you,” said the merchant’s son, and he went
into the wood, sat himself in his trunk, flew on to the
roof, and crept through the window into the princess’s
room.

She was lying on the sofa asleep, and was so beautiful
that the young merchant Zad to kiss her. Then she
woke up and was very much frightened, but he said he
was a Turkish god who had come through the air to see
her, and that pleased her very much.

They sat close to each other, and he told her a story
about her eyes. They were beautiful dark lakes in which
her thoughts swam about like mermaids. And her fore-
head was a snowy mountain, grand and shining  These
were lovely stories.

Then he asked the princess to marry him, and she said
yes at ouce.

¢ But you must come herc on Saturday,’ she said, ¢ for
then the sultan and the sultana are coming to tea with
me. They will be indeed proud that 1 receive the god
of the Turks. But mind you have a really good story
ready, for my parents like them immensely. My mother
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likes something rather moral and high-flown, and my
father likes something merry to make him laugh.’

‘Yes, I shall only bring a fairy story for my dowry,’
said he, and so they parted. But the princess gave him
a sabre set with gold pieces which he could use.

Then he flew away, bought himself a new dressing-
gown, and sat down in the wood and began to make up
a story, for it had to be ready by Saturday, and that was
no easy matter.
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When he had it ready it was Saturday.

The sultan, the sultana, and the whole court were at
tea with the princess.

Ile was most graciously received.

¢ Will you tell us a story?’ said the sultana; one
that is thoughtful and instructiver’

¢ But something that we can laugh at,” said the sultan.

¢ Oh, certainly,” he replied, and began: ‘ Now, listen
attentively. There was once a box of matches which lay
between a tinder-box and an old iron pot, and they told
the story of their youth.

¢« We used to be on the green fir-boughs. Every
morning and evening we had diamond-tea, which was the
dew, and the whole day long we had sunshine, and the
little birds used to tell us stories. We were very rich,
because the other trees only dressed in summer, but we
had green dresses in sumimer and in winter. Then the
woodcutter came, and our family was split up.  We have
now the task of making light for the lowest people. That
is why we grand people are in the kitchen.”

¢ ¢« My fate was quite different,” said the iron pot, near
which the matches lay.

¢ **Since I came into the world I have been many times
scoured, and have cooked much. My only pleasure is to
have a good chat with my companions when I am lying
nice and clean in my place after dinner.”

¢4 Now you are talking too fast,” spluttered the five.

¢ “Yes, let us decide who is the grandest!” said the
matches.

¢ ¢ No, I don’t like talking abont myself,” said the pot.

¢ ¢ Let us arrange an evening’s entertainment. I will
tell the story of my life.

¢ ¢ On the Baltic by the Dauish shore

“““What a beauntiful beginning!” said all the plates.
¢ That’s a story that will please us all.”

¢ And the end was just as good as the beginning. All
the plates clattered for joy.

33
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¢ ¢« Now I will dance,” said the tongs, and she danced.
Oh! how high she could kick!

‘The old chair-cover in the corner split when he saw
her.

*The urn would have sung but she said she had a
cold; she could not sing unless she boiled.

“In the window was an old quill pen. There was
nothing remarkable about her except that she had been
dipped too deeply into the ink. DBut she was very proud
of that.

¢+ If the urn will not sing,” said she, ¢‘outside the
door hangs a nightingale in a cage who will sing.”

¢+ J don’t think it’s proper,” said the kettle, ¢¢that
such a foreign bird should be heard.”

¢ ¢+ Ob, let us have some acting,” said everyone. ¢ Do
let us!”

¢ Suddenly the door opened and the maid came in.
Everyone was quite quiet. There was not a sound. But
each pot knew what he might have done, and how grand
he was.

¢ The maid took the matches and lit the fire with them.
How they spluttered and flamed, to be sure! ¢ Now
everyone can see,” they thought, ** that we are the grand-
est! How we sparkle! What a light ”

¢ But here they were burnt out.’

“That was a delightful story!” said the sultana. ¢I
quite feel myself in the kitchen with the matches. Yes,
now you shall marry our daughter.’

‘Yes, indeed,” said the sultan, ¢you shall marry our
daughter on Monday.” And they treated the young man
as one of the family.

The wedding was arranged, and the night before the
whole town was 1illuminated. ‘

Biscuits and gingerbreads were thrown among the
people, the street hoys stood on tiptoe crying hurrahs and
whistling throngh their fingers. It was all splendid.

‘Now I must also give them a treat,” thought the

>
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merchant’s son.  And so he bought rockets, erackers, and
all the kinds of fireworks you ean think of, put them in
his trunk, and flew up with them into the air.

Whirr-r-r, how they fizzed and blazed!

All the Turks jumped so high that their slippers flew
above their heads; such a splendid glitter they had never
seen before.

Now they could quite well understand that it was the
god of the Turks himself who was to marry the princess.

As soon as the young merchant came down again into
the wood with his trunk he thought. * Now I will just go
into the town to see how the show has taken.

And it was quite natural that he should want to do
this.

Oh! what stories the people had to tell !

Each one whom he asked had seen it differently, but
they had all found it beautiful.

¢ I saw the Turkish god himself,” said one. * Ie had
eyes like glittering stars, and a beard like foaming water.’

¢ He flew away in a cloak of fire,” said another. They
were splendid things that he heard, and the next day was
to be his wedding day.

Then he went back into the wood to sit in his trunk;
but what had become of it? The trunk had been burnt.
A spark of the fireworks had set it alight, and the trunk
was in ashes. He could no longer fly. and could never
reach his bride.

She stood the whole day long on the roof and waited;
perhaps she is waiting there still.

But he wandered through the world and told stories;
but they are not so merry as the one he told about the
matches.
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THE SNOW-MAN?

¢How astonishingly cold it is! DMy body is eracking all
over!’ said the Snow-man. *The wind is really cutting
one’s very life out! And how that fiery thing up there
glares!’ He meant the sun, which was just setting.
¢It sha’n’t make me blink, though, and I shall keep quite
cool and collected.’

Instead of eyes he had two large three-cornered pieces
of slate in his head; his mouth consisted of an old rake,
so that he had teeth as well.

Ile was born amidst the shouts and laughter of the
boys, and greeted by the jingling bells and cracking
whips of the sledges.

The sun went down, the full moon rose, large, round,
clear and beautiful, in the dark blue sky.

¢ There it is again on the other side!’ said the Snow-
man, by which he meant the sun was appearing again.
¢ T have become quite accustomed to its glaring. I hope
it will hang there and shine, so that I may be able to see
myself. I wish I knew, thougli, how one ought to set
about changing one’s position. I should very much like
to move about. If I only could, 1 would glide up and
down the ice there, as I saw the boys doing; but some-
how or other, I don’t know how to run.’

‘Bow-wow !’ barked the old yard-dog: he was rather
hoarse and couldw’t bark very well. IIis hoarseness

1 Translated from the German of Iaus Christian Audersen.
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came on when he was a house-dog and used to lie in
front of the stove. *The sun will soon teach you to run!
I saw that last winter with your predecessor, and farther
back still with Zis predecessors! They have all run
away!’

‘I don’t understand you, my friend,” said the Snow-
man. ¢ That thing up there is to teach me to run?’ He
meant the moon. ¢ Well, it certainly did run just now,
for I saw it quite plainly over there, and now lere it is
on this side.’

* You know nothing at all about it,” said the yard-dog.
¢ Why, you have only just been made. The thing you see
there is the moon; the other thing you saw going down
the other side was the sun. Ie will come up again fo-
morrow morning, and will soon teach you how to run
away down the gutter. The weather is going to change ;
I feel it already by the pain in my left hind-leg; the
weather is certainly going to change.’

¢I can’t understand him,’ said the Snow-man; ¢ but 1
have an idea that he is speaking of something unpleasant.
That thing that glares so, and then disappears, the sun,
as he calls it, is not my friend. I know that by instinet.’

‘ Bow-wow!” barked the yard-dog, and walked three
times round himself, and then crept into his kennel to
sleep.  The weather really did change. Towards morning
a dense damp fog lay over the whole neighbourhood;
later on came an icy wind, which sent the frost packing.
But when the sun rose, it was a glorious sight. The
trees and shrubs were covered with rime, and looked like
a wood of coral, and every branch was thick with long
white blossoms. The most delicate twigs, which are lost
among the foliage in summer-time, came now into pro-
minence, and it was like a spider’s web of glistening
white. The lady-birches waved in the wind: and when
the sun shone, everything glittered and sparkled as if it
were sprinkled with diamond dust, and great diamonds
were lying on the snowy earpet.



Tm/ m

/S = TDE

0 - =
4 = ~ & A
ﬁd@ﬁ/\g)// v 4L i
; LN op
_\}'\f"'cCﬁe_OSum Will)soon teach aouts run ”

F==—= o said Che Yard-dog. )




50 THE SNOW-MAN

¢Is n’t it wonderful?’ exelaimed a girl who was walk-
ing with a young man in the garden. They stopped near
the Snow-man, and looked at the glistening trees.
¢ Summer cannot show a more beautiful sight,” she said,
with her eyes shining.

¢ And one can’t get a fellow like this in summer either,’
said the young man, pointing to the Snow-man. ¢ He’s a
beanty !

The girl laughed, and nodded to the Snow-man, and
then they both danced away over the snow.

¢Who were those two?” asked the Snow-man of the
yard-dog. ¢ You have been in this yard longer than I
have. Do you know who they are?”

¢Do I know them indeed?’ answered the yard-dog.
¢ She has often stroked me, and he has given me hones.
I don’t bite either of them!’

¢ But what are they?” asked the Snow-man.

¢ Lovers!’ replied the yard-dog. ¢They will go into
one kennel and gnaw the same bone!’

¢ Are they the same kind of beings that we are?’
asked the Snow-man.

*They are our masters,” answered the yard-dog.
¢ Really people who have only been in the world one day
know very little! That’s the conclusion I have come to.
Now [ have age and wisdom; I know everyone in the
house, and I can remember a time when I was not lying
here in a cold kennel. Bow-wow!”’

¢ The cold is splendid,’ said the Snow-man. ¢Tell me
some more. DBut don’t rattle your chain so, it makes me
crack!”

¢ Bow-wow !’ barked the yard-dog. ¢They used to
say I was a pretty little fellow: then I lay in a velvet-
covered chair in my master’s house. My mistress used
to nurse me, and kiss and fondle me, and ecall me her
dear, sweet little Alice! But by-and-by I grew too big,
and I was given to the housekeeper, and I went into the
kitchen. You can see into it from where you are standing ;
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you can look at the room in which I was master, for so 1
was when [ was with the housekeeper. Of course it was
a smaller place than upstairs, but it was more comfortable,
tor I was n’t chased about and teased by the children as I
had been before. My food was just as good, or even
better. I had my own pillow, and there was a stove there,
which at this time of year is the most beautiful thing in
the world. I used to creep right under that stove. Ah
me! I often dream of that stove still!  Bow-wow!’

*Is a stove so beautiful?’ asked tne Snow-man. ¢Is
it anything like me?’

¢ It is just the opposite of you! It is coal-black, and
has a long neck with a brass pipe. It eats firewood, so
that fire spouts out of its mouth. One has to keep close
beside it — quite underneath is the nicest of all.  You can
see it through the window from where you are standing.’

And the Snow-man looked in that direction, and saw a
smooth polished object with a brass pipe. The flicker
from the fire reached him across the snow. The Snow-
man felt wonderfully happy. and a feeling came over him
which he could not express; but all those who are not
snow-men know about it.

¢ Why did you leave her?’ asked the Snow-man. He
had a feeling that such a being must be a lady. ¢ How
could you leave snch a place?’

‘I had to!”’ said the yard-dog. ¢They turned me out
of doors, and chained me up here. I had Dbitten the
youngest hoy in the leg, because he took away the bone T
was gnawing; a bone for a bone, I thought! But they
were very angry, and from that time I have been chained
here, and 1 have lost my voice. Don’t you hear how
hoarse I am? Bow-wow! T can’t speak like other dogs.

Jow-wow ! That was the end of happiness!”’

The Snow-man, however, was not listening to him any
more; he was looking into the room where the house-
keeper lived, where the stove stood on its four iron legs,
and seemed to be just the same size as the Snow-man.
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¢How something is cracking inside me!” he said.
¢ Shall I never be able to get in there? It is certainly a
very innoeent wish, and our innocent wishes ought to he
fuifilled. I must get there, and lean against the stove, if
1 have to break the window first!’

* You will never get inside there!’ said the yard-dog:
¢and if you were to reach the stove you would disappear.
Bow-wow!’

“I'm as good as gone already!’ answered the Snow-
man. I believe I'm breaking up !’

The whole day the Snow-man looked through the
window : towards dusk the room grew still more inviting;
the stove gave out a mild light, not at all like the moon
or even the sunj no, as only a stove ean shine, when it
has something to feed upon.  When the door of the room
was open, it flared up — this was one of its peculiarities;
it flickered quite red upon the Snow-man’s white face.

¢ I can’t stand it any longer! " he said. ¢ How beauti-
ful it looks with its tongue stretched out like that!’

It was a long night but the Snow-man did not find it
so; there he stood, wrapt in his pleasant thoughts, and
they froze, so that he eracked.

Next morning the panes of the kitchen window were
covered with ice, and the most beautiful ice-flowers that
even a snow-man could desire, only they blotted out the
stove. The window would not open; he could n’t see the
stove whiel he thought was such a lovely lady. There
was a cracking and eracking inside him and all around;
there was just such a frost as a snow-man would delight
in.  Dut this Snow-man was different: how could he feel
happy?

“Yours is a bad illness for a Snow-man!’ said the
vard-dog. ¢TI also suffered from it, but I have got over
it. Bow-wow!’ he barked. ¢The weather is going to
change !’ he added.

The weather Aid change. There came a thaw.

When this set in the Snow-man set off. He did not
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say anything, and he did not complain, and those are bad
signs.

One morning he broke up altogether. And lo! where
he had stood there remained a broomstick standing up-
right, round which the boys had built him !

¢ Ah! now I understand why he loved the stove,” said
the yard-dog. ¢ That is the raker they use to clean out
the stove! The Snow-man had a stove-raker in his
body! That’s what was the matter with him! And now
it’s all over with him! DBow-wow !’

And before long it was all over with the winter too!
‘Bow-wow !’ barked the hoarse yard-dog.

But the young girl sang:

Woods, your bright green garments don!
Willows, your woolly gloves put on'!
Lark and cuckoo, daily sing —

February has brought the spring !

My heart joins in your song so sweet ;
Come out, dear sun, the world to greet !

And no one thought of the Snow-man.
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THE SHIRT-COLLAR?

THERE was once a fine gentleman whose entire worldly
possessions consisted of a boot-jack and a hair-brush; but
he had the most beautiful shirt-collar in the world, and it
is about this that we are going to hear a story.

The shirt-collar was so old that he began to think
about marrying; and it happened one day that he and a
garter came into the wash-tub together.

*Hulloa!” said the shirt-collar, *never before have I
seen anything so slim and delicate, so elegant and pretty .
May I be permitted to ask your name?’

¢ Ishan’t tell you,” said the garter.

¢ Where is the place of your abode?’ asked the shirt-
collar.

But the garter was of a bashful disposition, and did
not think it proper to answer.

‘Perhaps you are a girdle?’ said the shirt-collar — ¢ an
under girdle? for I see that you are for use as well as
for ornament, my pretty miss!’

*You ought not to speak to me!’ said the garter;
“I’m sure I have n’t given you any encouragement!’

¢ When anyone is as beautiful as you,” said the shirt-
collar, *is not that encouragement enough?’

*Go away., don’t come so close!’ said the garter.
¢ You seem to be a gentleman!’

¢So I am, and a very fine one too!’ said the shirt-
collar; ¢ I possess a boot-jack and a hair-brush !’

1 Translated from the German of Hans Christian Andersen.
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That was not true; it was his master who owned these
things ; but he was a terrible boaster.

*Don’t come so close,” said the garter. ¢I’m not
accustomed to such treatment!’

¢ What affectation!’ said the shirt-collar. And then
they were taken out of the wash-tub, starched, and hung
on a chair in the sun to dry, and then laid on the ironing-
board. Then came the glowing iron.

¢ Mistress widow !’ said the shirt-collar, ¢dear mistress
widow! I am becoming another man, all my creases
are coming out; yocu are burning a hole in me! Ugh!
Stop, I implore you!”’

*You rag !’ said the iron, travelling proudly over the
shirt-collar, for it thought it was a steam-engine and
ought to be at the station drawing trucks.

¢Rag!’ it said.

The shirt-collar was rather frayed out at the edge, so
the scissors eame to cut off the threads.

¢Oh!’ said the shirt-collar, ¢you must be a dancer!
How high you can kick! That is the most beautiful
thing 1 have ever seen! No man can imitate you!’

‘T know that!’ said the scissors.

“You ought to be a duchess!’ said the shirt-collar.
¢My worldly possessions consist of a fine gentleman, a
boot-jack, and a hair-brush. If only I had a duchy!’

* What! He wants to marry me?’ said the scissors,
and she was so angry that she gave the collar a sharp
snip. so that it had to be cast aside as good for nothing.

¢Well, T shall have to propose to the hair-brush!’
thought the shirt-collar. ¢ Tt is really wonderful what
fine hair you have, madam! Iave you never thought of
marrying?”’

“Yes, that [ have!’ answered the hair-brush; ¢I’m
engaged to the hoot-jack!’

¢ Engaged!’” exclaimed the shirt-collar. And now
there was no one he could marry, so he took to despising
matrimony.
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Time passed, and the shirt-collar came in a rag-bag
to the paper-mill. There was a large assortinent of rags,
the fine ones in one heap, and the coarse ones in another,
as they should be. They had all much to tell, but no
one more than the shirt-collar, for he was a hopeless
braggart.

‘I have had a terrible number of love affairs!’ he
said. ¢ They gave me no peace. I was such a fine
gentleman, so stiff with starch! I had a boot-jack and a
hair-brush, which I never used! You should just have
seen me then! Never shall I forget my first love! She
was a girdle, so delicate and soft and pretty! She threw
herself into a wash-tub for my sake! Then there was
a widow. who glowed with love for me. But I left her
alone, till she became black. Then there was the dancer,
who inflicted the wound which has caused me to be here
now; she was very violent! My own hair-brush was in
love with me, and lost all her hair in consequence. Yes,
I have experienced much in that line; but I grieve most
of all for the garter, —I mean, the girdle, who threw
herself into a wash-tub. I have much on my conscience ;
it is high time for me to become white paper!’

And so he did! he became white paper, the very
paper on which this story is printed. And that was
because he had boasted so terribly about things which
were not true.  We should take this to heart, so that it
may not happen to us, for we cannot indeed tell if we
may not some day come to the rag-bag. and be made
into white paper, on which will be printed our whole
history, even the most sceret parts, so that we too go
about the world relating it, like the shirt-collar.
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THE PRINCESS IN THE CHEST?

Tuere were once a king and a queen who lived in a
beautiful castle, and had a large, and fair, and rich, and
happy land to rule over. From the very first they loved
each other greatly, and lived very happily together, but
they had no heir.

They had been married for seven years, but had
neither son nor daughter, and that was a great grief to
both of them. More than once it happened than when
the king was in a bad temper, he let it out on the poor
queen, and said that here they were now, getting old, and
neither they nor the kingdom had an heir, and it was all
her fault. This was hard to listen to, and she went and
cried and vexed herself.

Finally, the king said to her one day, * This can’t be
borne any longer. I go about childless, and it’s your fault.
I am going on a journey and shall be away for a year.
If you have a child when I come back again, all will be
well, and I shall love you beyond all measure, and never
more say an angry word to you. DBut if the nest is just
as empty when I come home, then I must part with you.’

After the king had set out on his journey, the queen
went about in her loneliness, and sorrowed and vexed
herself more than ever. At last her maid said to her one
day, ‘I think that some help could be found, if your
majesty would seek it.” Then she told about a wise old
woman in that country, who had helped many in troubles

1 Translated from the Danish,
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of the same kind, and could no doubt help the queen as
well, if she would send for her. The queen did so, and
the wise woman came, and to her she confided her
sorrow, that she was childless, and the king and his
kingdom had no heir.

The wise woman knew help for this. ¢Out in the
king’s garden,’ said she, * under the great oak that stands
on the left hand, just as one goes out from the castle, is a
little bush, rather brown than green, with hairy leaves
and long spikes. On that bush there are just at this
moment three buds. If your majesty goes out there
alone, fasting, before sunrise, and takes the middle one
of the three buds, and eats it, then in six months you
will bring a princess into the world. As soon as she is
born, she must have a nurse, whom I shall provide, and
this nurse must live with the child in a secluded part of
the palace; no other person must visit the child; wneither
the king nor the queen must see it until it is fourteen
vears old, for that would cause great sorrow and inis-
fortune.’

The queen rewarded the old woman richly, and next
morning, before the sun rose, she was down in the
garden, found at once the little bush with the three buds,
plucked the middle one and ate it. It was sweet to
taste, but afterwards was as bitter as gall. Six months
after this, she brought into the world a little girl. There
was a nurse in readiness, whom the wise woman had
provided, and preparations were made for her living with
the child, quite alone, in a secluded wing of the castle,
looking out on the pleasure-park. The queen did as the
wise woman had told her; she gave up the child immedi-
ately, and the nurse took it and lived with it there.

When the king came home and heard that a daughter
had been born to him, he was of course very pleased and
happy, and wanted to see her at once.

The queen had then to tell him this much of the
story, that it had been foretold that it would cause great
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sorrow and misfortune if either he or she got a sight of
the child until it had completed its fourteenth year.

This was a long time to wait. The king longed so
much to get a sight of his daughter, and the queen no less
than he, but she knew that it was not like other children,
for it could speak immediately after it was born, and was
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as wise as older folk. This the nurse had told her, for
with her the queen had a talk now and again, but there
was no one else who had ever seeun the princess. The
queen had also seen what the wise woman could do, so
she insisted strongly that her warning should be obeyed.
The king often lost his patience, and was determined to
see his daughter, but the queen always put him off the
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idea, and so things went on, until the very day before
the princess completed her fourteenth year. '

The king and the queen were out in the garden then,
and the king said, ¢ Now I can’t and I won’t wait any
longer. I anust see my daughter ut once. A few hours,
more or less, can’t make any difference.’

The queen begged him to have patience till the
morning. When they had waited so long, they could
surely wait a single day more. DBut the king was quite
unreasonable. ¢ No nonsense,” said lhe; ¢she is just as
much mine as yours, and I will see her,” and with that he
went straight up to her room.

He burst the door open, and pushed aside the nurse,
who tried to stop him, and there he saw his daughter.
She was the loveliest young princess, red and white, like
milk and blood, with clear blue eyes and golden hair,
but right in the middle of her forehead there was a little
tuft of brown hair.

The princess went to meet her father, fell on his neck
and kissed lhim, but with that she said, ¢ O father, father!
what have you done now? to-morrow I must die, and
you must choose one of three things: either the land
must be smitten by the black pestilence, or you must
have a long and bloody war, or you must, as soon as I
am dead, lay me in a plain wooden chest, and set it in
the church, and for a whole year place a sentinel beside
it every night.’

The king was frightened indeed, and thought she was
raving, but in order to please her, he said, ¢ Well, of these
three things I shall choose the last; if you die, I shall
lay you at once in a plain wooden chest, and have it set
in the chureh, and every night I shall place a sentinel
beside it. But you shall not die. even if you are ill now.’

He immediately summoned all the best doctors in the
country, and they came with all their prescriptions and
their medicine bottles, but next day the princess was
stiff and cold in death.  All the doectors could certify to
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that, and they all put their names to this and appended
their seals, and then they had done all they could.

The king kept his promise. The princess’s body was
lain the same day in a plain wooden chest, and set in
the chapel of the castle, and on that night and every
night after it, a sentinel was posted in the church, to
keep watch over the chest.

The first morning when they came to let the sentinel
out, there was no sentinel there. They thought he had
just got frightened and run away, and next eveuing a
new one was posted in the church. In the morning he
was also gone. So it went every night. When they
came in the morning to let the sentinel out, there was no
one there, and it was impossible to discover which way
he had gone if he had run away. And what should they
run away for, every one of them, so that nothing more
was ever heard or seen of them, from the hour that they
were set on guard beside the princess’s chest?

It becamme now a general belief that the princess’s
ghost walked, and ate up all those who were to guard
ler chest, and very soon there was no one left who
would be placed on this duty, and the king’s soldiers
deserted the service, before their turn came to be her
bodyguard. The king then promised a large reward to
the soldier who would volunteer for the post. This did
for some time, as there were found a few reckless fellows,
who wished to earn this good payment. But they never
got it, for in the morning they too had disappeared like
the rest.

So it had gone on for something like a whole year;
every night a sentinel had been placed beside the chest,
either by compulsion or of his own free will, but not a
single one of the sentinels was to be seen, either on the
following day or any time thereafter. And so it had also
gone with one, on the night before a certain day, when a
merry young smith came wandering to the town where
the king’s castle stood. It was the capital of the country.
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and people of every kind eame to it to get work. This
smith, whose mname was Christian, had come for that
same purpose. There was no work for him in the place
he belonged to, and he wanted now to seek a place in the
capital.

There he entered an inn where he sat down in the
public room, and got something to eat. Some under-
officers were sitting there, who were out to try to get
some one enlisted to stand sentry. They had to go in
this way, day after day, and hitherto they had always
succeeded in finding one or other reckless fellow. DBut
on this day they had, as yet, found no one. It was too
well known how all the sentinels disappeared, who were
set on that post, and all that they had got hold of had
refused with thanks. These sat down beside Christian,
and ordered drinks, and drank along with him. Now
Christian was a merry fellow who liked good company ;
he could both drink and sing, and talk and boast as well,
when he got a little drop in his head. He told these
under-officers that he was one of that kind of folk who
never are afraid of anything. Then he was just the kind
of man they liked, said they, and he might easily earn a
good penny, before he was a day older, for the king paid
a hundred dollars to anyone who would stand as sentinel
in the church all night, beside his daughter’s chest.

Christian was not afraid of that — /e wasn’t afraid of
anything, so they draunk another bottle of wine on this,
and Christian went with them up to the eolounel, where
he was put into uniform, with musket, and all the rest,
and was then shut up in the church, to stand as sentinel
that night.

It was eight o’clock when he took up his post, and
for the first hour he was quite proud of his courage;
during the second hour he was well pleased with the
large reward that he would get, but in the third hour,
when it was getting near eleven, the effects of the wine
passed off, and he began to get uncomfortable, for he
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had heard about this post; that no one had ever escaped
alive from it, so far as was known. But neither did any-
one know what had become of all the sentinels. The
thought of this ran in his head so much, after the wine
was out of it, that he searched about everywhere for a
way of escape, and finally, at eleven o’clock, he found a
little postern in the steeple, which was not locked, and
out at this he crept intending to run away.

At the same moment as he put his foot outside the
chureh door, he saw standing before him a little man,
who said, ¢Good evening, Christian, where are you
going ?’

With that he felt as if he were rooted to the spot
and could not move.

¢ Nowhere,” said he.

¢ Oh, yes,” said the little man, ¢ you were just about to
run away, but you have taken upon you to stand sentine’
in the church to-night, and there you must stay.’

Christian said, very humbly, that he dared not, and
therefore wanted to get away, and begeed to be let go.

¢ No,” said the little one, ¢ you must remain at your
post, but I shall give you a piece of good advice; you
shall go up into the pulpit, and remain standing there.
Yeu need never mind what you see or hear, it will not be
able to do you any harm, if you remain in your place
until you hear the lid of the chest slam dowu again behind
the dead: then all danger is past, and you can go about
the church, wherever you please.’

The little man then pushed him in at the door again,
and loeked it after him. Christian made haste to get up
into the pulpit. and stood there, without noticing anything,
until the clock struck twelve. Then the lid of the
princess’s chest sprang up, and out of it there came
something like the Princess, dressed as you see in the
picture. It shrieked and howled, ¢Sentry, where are
you? Sentry, where are yon? If you don’t come, you
shall get the most cruel death anyone has ever got.’
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It went all round the church, and when it finally
caught sight of the smith, up in the pulpit, it came
rushing thither and mounted the steps. But it could not
get up the whole way, and for all that it stretched and
strained, it could not touch Christian, who meanwhile
stood and trembled up in the pulpit. When the clock
struck one, the appearance had to go back into the chest
again, and Christian heard the ld slam after it. After
this there was dead silence in the church. ITe lay down
where he was and fell asleep, and did not awake before
it was bright daylight, and he heard steps outside, and
the noise of the key being put into the lock. Then he
came down from the pulpit, and stood with his musket
in front of the princess’s ehest.

It was the colonel himself who came with the patrol,
and he was not a little surprised when he found the
recruit safe and sound. Ie wanted to have a report, but
Christian would give him none, so he took him straight
up to the king, and announced for the first time that
here was the sentinel who had stood guard in the chureh
over-night. The king immediately got out of bed, and
laid the hundred dollars for him on the table, and then
wanted to question him. ¢ IIave youseen anything?’ said
he. ¢Have yon seen my daughter?’ ¢I have stood at
my post,” said the young smith,  and that is quite enough;
I undertook nothing more.” He was not sure whether
he dared tell what he had seen and heard, and besides he
was also a little eoneeited because he had done what no
other man had been able to do, or had had courage for.
The king professed to be quite satisfied, and asked him
whether he would engage himself to stand on guard again
the following night. ¢ No, thank you,” said Christian, ¢ I
will have no more of that!’

¢ As you please,” said the king, ¢ you have behaved like
a brave fellow, and now you shall have your breakfast.
You must be needing something to strengthen you after
that turn,’
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The king had breakfast laid for him, and sat down at
the table with him in person; he kept constantly filling
his glass for him and praising him, and drinking his
health. Christian needed no pressing, but did full justice
both to the food and drink, and not least to the latter.
Finally he grew bold, and said that if the king would give
him two hundred dollars for it, he was his man to stand
sentry next night as well.

When this was arranged, Christian bade him * Good-
day,” and went down amoung the guards, and then out
into the town along with other soldiers and under-ofticers.
e had his poecket full of money, and treated them, and
drank with them and boasted and made game of the
good-for-nothings who were afraid to stand on guard,
because they were frightened that the dead princess
would eat them. See whether she had eaten him/ So
the day passed in mirth and glee, but when eight o’clock
came, Christian was again shut up in the church, all
alone.

Before he had been there two hours, he got tired of it,
and thought only of getting away. Ile found a little door
behind the altar which was not locked, and at ten o’clock
he slipped ont at it, and took to his heels and made for
the beach. IHe had got half-way thither, when all at once
the same little man stood in front of him and said, ¢ Good
evening, Christian, where are you going?’ ¢ I’ve leave to go
where T please,” said the smith, but at the same time he
noticed that he could not move a foot. ¢XNo, you have
undertaken to keep guard to-night as well,” said the little
man, ¢ and youmust attend to that.” e then took hold of
him, and, however unwilling he was, Christian had to go
with him right back to the same little door that he had
crept out at.  When they got there, the little man said to
him, ¢ Go in front of the altar now, and take in your hand
the book that is lying there. There you shall stay till you
hear the lid of the chest slam down over the dead. In
that way you will come to no harm.’
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With that, the little man shoved him in at the door,
and locked it. Christian then immediately went in front
of the altar, and took the book in his hand, and stood
thus until the clock struck twelve, and the appearance
sprang out of the chest. ¢ Sentry, where are you? Sentry,
where are you?’ it shriecked, and then rushed to the pulpit,
and right np into it. Dut there was no one there that
night. Then it howled and shrieked again,

My father has set no sentry in,
War and Pest this night begin.

At the same moment, it noticed the smith standing in
front of the altar, and came rushing towards him. ¢ Are
you there?’ it screamed; ‘mnow Il cateh you” But it
could not come up over the step in front of the altar, and
there it continued to howl, and scream, and threaten,
until the clock struck one, when it had to go into the
chest again, and Christian heard the lid slam above it.
That night, however, it had not the same appearance as
on the previous one; it was less ugly.

When all was quiet in the church, the smith lay
down before the altar and slept calmly till the following
morning, when the colonel came to fetch him. Ie was
taken up to the king again, and things went as on the
day before. He got his money, but would give no
explanation whether he had seen the king’s daughter,
and he would not take the post again, he said. DBut after
he had got a good breakfast, and tasted well of the king’s
wines, he undertook to go on guard again the third night,
but he would not do it for less than the half of the king-
dom, he said, for it was a dangerous post, and the king had
to agree, and promise him this.

The remainder of the day went like the previous one.
He played the boastful soldier, and the merry smith, and
he had comrades and boon-companions in plenty. At
eight o’clock he had to put on his uniform again, and was
shut up in the church. He had not been there for an
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hour before he had come to his senses, and thought, ¢It’s
best to stop now, while the game is going well.” The
third night, he was sure, would be the worst; he had
been drunk when he promised it, and the half of the
kingdom, the king could never have been in earnest about
that! So he decided to leave, without waiting so long as
on the previous nights. In that way he would escape
the little man who had watched lim before. All the
doors and posterns were locked, but he finally thought
of creeping up to a window, and opening that, and as the
clock struck nine, he crept out there. It was fairly high
in the wall, but he got to the ground with no bones
broken, and started to run. Ie got down to the shore
without meeting anyone, and there he got into a boat,
and pushed oft from land. IHe laughed immensely to
himself at the thought of how cleverly he had managed
and how he had cheated the little man. Just then he
heard a voiee from the shore, * Good evening, Christian,
where are you going?’ He gave ' no answer. ¢To-night
your legs will be too short,” he thought, and pulled at the
oars. But he then felt something lay hold of the boat,
and drag it straight into shore, for all that he sat and
struggled with the oars.

The man then laid hold of him, and said, ¢ You must
remain at your post, as you have promised,” and whether
he liked it or not, Christian had just to go back with him
the whole way to the church.

He could never get in at that window again, Christian
said; it was far too high up.

“You must go in there, and you skall go in there,” said
the little man, and with that he lifted him up on to the
window-sill. Then he said to him: ¢Notice well now
what you have to do. This evening you must stretch
yourself out on the left-hand side of her chest. The lid
opens to the right, and she comes out to the left. When
she has got out of the chest and passed over yon, you
must get into it and lie there, and that in a hurry, without
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her seeing you. There yon must remain lying until day
dawns, and whether she threatens or entreats you, you
must not come out of it, or give her any answer. Then
she has no power over you, and both you and she are
freed.’

The smith then had to go in at the window, just as he
came out, and went and laid himself all his length ou the
left side of the princess’s chest, close up to it, and there
lie lay as stiff as a rock until the eclock struck twelve.
Then the lid sprang up to the right, and the princess
came out, straight over him, and rushed round the church,
howling and shrieking * Sentry, where are you? Sentry,
where are you?’ She went towards the altar, and
right up to it, but there was no one there; then she
screamed again,

My father has set no sentry in,
War and Pest will now begin.

Then she went round the whole church, both up and
down, sighing and weeping,

My father has set no sentry in,
War and Pest will now begin.

Then she went away again, and at the same moment the
clock in the tower struck one.

Then the smith heard in the church a soft musie
which grew louder and louder, and soon filled the whole
building. [Ile heard also a multitude of footsteps, as if
the church was being filled with people. He heard the
priest go through the service in front of the altar, and
there was singing more beautiful than he had ever heard
before. Then he also heard the priest offer up a prayer
of thanksgiving because the land had been freed from
war and pestilence, and from all misfortune, and the
king’s daughter was delivered from the evil one. Many
voices joined in, and a hymn of praise was sung; then
he heard the priest again, and heard his own name and
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that of the princess, and thought that he was Dbeing
wedded to her. The church was packed fully but he
could see nothing. Then he heard again the many foot-
steps as of folk leaving the church, while the music
sounded fainter and fainter, until it altogether died away.
When it was silent, the light of day began to break in
through the windows.

The smith sprang up out of the chest and fell on his
knees and thanked God. The church was empty, but up
in front of the altar lay the princess, white and red, like
a human being, but sobbing and erying, and shaking with
cold in her white shroud. The smith took his sentry
coat and wrapped it round her; then she dried her tears,
and took his hand and thanked him, and said that he had
now freed her from all the sorcery that had been in her
froin her birth, and which had come over her again when
her father broke the command against seeing her until
she had completed her fourteenth year.

She said further, that if he who had delivered her
would take her in marriage, she would be his. If not,
she would go into a nunnery, and he could marry no
other as long as she lived, for he was wedded to her with
the service of the dead, which he had heard.

She was now the most beautiful young princess that
anyone could wish to see, and he was now lord of half
the kingdom, which had Deen promised him for standing
on guard the third night. So they agreed that they
would have each other, and love each other all their
days.

With the first sunbeam the wateh came and opened
the church, and not only was the colonel there, but the
king in person, come to see what had happened to the
sentinel. Ie found them both sitting hand in hand on
the step in front of the altar, and immediately knew his
daughter again, and took her in his arms, thanking God
and her deliverer. He made no objections to what they
bad arranged, and so Christian the smith held his wedding
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with the princess, and got half the kingdom at once, and
the whole of it when the king died.

As for the other sentries, with so many doors and
windows open, no doubt they had run away, and gone
into the Prussian service. And as for what Christian
said he saw, he had been drinking more wine than was
good for him.



THE THREE BROTHERS!

Tuere was once a man who had three sons, and no
other possessions beyond the house in which he lived.
Now the father loved his three sons equally, so that he
could not make up his mind which of them should have
the house after his death, because he did not wish to
favour any one more than the others. And lLe did not
want to sell the house, because it had belonged to his
family for generations; otherwise he could have divided
the money equally amongst them. At last an idea struck
him, and he said to his sons: ¢ You must all go out into
the world, and look about you, and each learn a trade,
and then, when you return, whoever can produce the best
masterpiece shall have the house.’

The sors were quite satisfied. The eldest wished to
be a blacksmith, the second a barber, and the third a
fencing-master. They appointed a time when they were
to return home, and then they ail set out.

It so happened that each found a good master, where
he learnt all that was necessary for his trade in the best
possible way. The Dblacksmith had to shoe the king’s
horses, and thought to himself, ¢ Without doubt the
hounse will be yours!’ The barber shaved the best men in
the kingdom, and he, too, made sure that the house
would be his. The fencing-master received many a blow,
but he set his teeth, and would not allow himself to be

1 Translated from the German of the Brothers Grimm.
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troubled by them, for he thought to himself, ¢ If you are
afraid of a blow you will never get the house.”

When the appointed time had come the three
brothers met once more, and they sat down and discussed
the best opportunity of showing off their skill.  Just then
a hare came running across the field towards them.
¢ Look !’ said the barber, *here comes sowething iun the
nick of time!’ seized basin and soap, made a lather
whilst the hare was approaching, and then, as it ran at full
tilt, shaved its moustaches, without cutting it or injuring
a single hair on its body.

‘1 like that very uch indeed,” said the father.
¢ Unless the others exert themselves to the utmost, the
house will be yours.’

Soon after they saw a man driving a carriage furiously
towards them. ¢ Now, father, you shall see what I can
do!’ said the blacksmith, and he sprang after the carriage,
tore off the four shoes of the horse as it was going at the
top of its speed, and shod it with four new ones without
checking its pace.

‘You are a clever fellow!’ said the father, ¢ and know
your trade as well as your brother. 1 really don’t know
to which of you I shall give the house.’

Then the third son said, ¢Father, let me also show
vou something;’ and. as it was beginning to rain. he drew
his sword and swung it in cross cuts above his head, so
that not a drop fell on him, and the rain fell heavier and
heavier, till at last it was coming down like a waterspout,
but he swung his sword faster and faster, and kept as
dry as if he were under cover.

When the father saw this Le was astonished, and
said, ¢ You have produced the greatest masterpiece: the
house is yours.’

Both the other brothers were quite satisfied, aud
praised him too, and as they were so fond of each other
they all three remained at home and plied their trades;
and as they were so experienced and skilful they earned
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a great deal of money. So they lived happily together
till they were quite old, and when one was taken ill and
died the two others were so deeply grieved that they
were also taken ill and died too. And so, because they
had all been so clever, and so fond of each other, they
were all laid in one grave.



76

THE SNOW-QUEEN?!

Tuere was once a dreadfully wicked hobgoblin. One
day he was in capital spirits because he had made a
looking-glass which reflected everything that was good
and beautiful in such a way that it dwindled almost to
nothing, but anything that was bad and ugly stood out
very clearly and looked much worse.  The most beautiful
landscapes looked like boiled spinach, and the best
people looked repulsive or seemed to stand on their heads
with no bodies; their faces were so changed that they
could not be recognised, and if anyone had a freckle you
might be sure it would be spread over the nose and
mouth.

That was the best part of it, said the hobgoblin.

But one day the looking-glass was dropped, and it
broke into a million-billion and more pieces.

And now came the greatest misfortune of all, for each
of the pieces was hardly as large as a grain of sand, and
they flew about all over the world, and if anyone had a
bit in his eye there it stayed, and then he would see
everything awry, or else could only see the bad sides of
a case. For every finy splinter of the glass possessed
the same power that the whole glass had.

Some people got a splinter in their hearts, and that
was dreadful, for then it began to turn into a lump of ice.

The hobgoblin laughed till his sides ached, but still
the tiny bits of glass flew about.

1 Translated from the German of Hans Andersen by Miss Alma
Alleyne.
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And now we will hear all about it.
In a large town, where there were so many people and
houses that there was not room enough for everybody to

The Hobaoblin
(gt

have gardens, lived two poor children. They were not
brother and sister, but they loved each other just as much
as if they were. Their parents lived opposite one another
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in two attics, and out on the leads they had put two
boxes filled with flowers. There were sweet peas in it,
and two rose trees, which grew beaatifully, and in
summer the two children were allowed to take their little
chairs and sit out under the roses. Then they had
splendid games.

In the winter they could not do this, but then they
put hot pennies against the frozen window-panes, and
made round holes to look at each other through.

His name was Kay, and hers was Gerda.

Outside it was snowing fast.

¢ Those are the white bees swarming,” said the old
grandmother. )

‘Have they also a queen bee?’ asked the little boy,
for he knew that the real bees have one.

‘To be sure,” said the grandmother. ¢ She {lies
wherever they swarm the thickest. She is larger than
any of them, and never stays upon the earth, but flies
again up into the black clouds. Often at midnight she
flies through the streets, and peeps in at all the windows,
and then they freeze in such pretty patterns and look like
flowers.’

“ Yes, we have seen that,” said both children; they
kuew that it was true.

¢Can the Snow-queen come in here?’ asked the little
girl.

¢ Just let her!’ cried the boy, * I would put her on the
stove, and melt her!’

But the grandmother stroked his hair, and told some
more stories.

In the evening, when little Kay was going to bed, he
jumped on the chair by the window, and looked through
the little hole. A few snow-flakes were falling outside,
and one of them, the largest, lay on the edge of one of the
window-boxes. The snow-flake grew larger and larger
till it took the form of a maiden, dressed in finest white
gauze.
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She was so beautiful and dainty. but all of ice, hard
bright ice.

Still she was alive; her eyes glittered like two clear
stars, but there was no rest or peace in them. She
nodded at the window, and beckoned with her hand.
The little boy was frightened, and sprang down from the
chair. It seemed as if a great white bird had flown past
the window.

The next day there was a harder frost than before.

Then came the spring, and then the summer, when the
roses grew and smelt more beantifully than ever.

Kay and Gerda were looking at one of their picture-
books — the clock in the great church-tower had just
struck five, when Kay exclaimed. ¢Oh! something has
stung my heart, and I’ve got something in my eye!”’

The little girl threw her arms round his neck; he
winked hard with both his eyes; no, she could see nothing
in them.

¢I think it is gone now,’ said he; but it had not gone.
It was one of the tiny splinters of the glass of the magic
mirror which we have heard about, that turned everything
areat and good reflected in it small and ngly. And poor
Kay had also a splinter in his heart, and it begaun to
change into a lump of ice. It did uot hurt him at all,
but the splinter was theve all the same.

¢ Why are you crying?’ he asked; ¢ it makes you look
so ugly! There’s nothing the matter with me. Just
look ! that rose is all slug-eaten, and this one is stunted!
What ugly roses they are!’

And he began to pull them to pieces.

¢ Kay. what are you doing?’ cried the little girl.

And when he saw how frightened she was, he pulled
off another rose, andran in at his window away from dear
little Gerda.

When she came later on with the picture book, he
said that it was only fit for babies. and when his grand-
mother told them stories, he was always interrupting
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with, ¢ But —’ and theu he would get behind her and put
on her spectacles, and speak just as she did. This he did
very well, and everybody laughed. Very soon he could
imitate the way all the people in the street walked and
talked.

Iis games were now quite different. On a winter’s
day he would take a burning glass and hold it out on his
blue coat and let the snow-tlakes fall on it.

* Look in the glass, Gerda! Just see how regular they
are! They are much more interesting than real flowers.
Each is perfect; they are all made according to rule. If
only they did not melt!’

One morning Kay came out with his warmn gloves on,
and his little sledge hung over his shoulder. He shouted
to Gerda, ‘I am going to the market-place to play with
the other boys,” and away he went.

In the market-place the Dboldest boys used often to
fasten their sledges to the earts of the farmers, and then
they got a good ride.

When they were in the middle of their games there
drove into the square a large sledge, all white, and in it
sat a figure dressed in a rough white fur pelisse with a
white fur cap on.

The sledge drove twice round the square, and Kay
fastened his little sledge behind it and drove off. It went
quicker and quicker into the next street. The driver
turned round, and nodded to Kay in a friendly way as if
they had known each other before. Every time that Kay
tried to unfasten his sledge the driver nodded again, and
Kay sat still once more.  Then they drove out of the town,
and the snow began to fall so thickly that the little boy
could not see his hand before him, and on and on they
went. e quickly unfastened the cord to get loose from
the big sledge, but it was of no use; his little sledge hung
on fast, and it went on like the wind.

Then he cried out, but nobody heard him. Ile was
dreadfully frightened.

6
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The snowflakes grew larger and larger till they looked
like great white birds. All at once they flew aside, the
large sledge stood still, and the figure who was driving
stood up. The fuar cloak and cap were all of snow. It
was a lady, tall and slim, and glittering. Tt was the
Snow-queen.

‘We have come at a good rate,” she said; ¢but yon
are almost frozen. Creep in under my cloak.’

And she set him close to her in the sledge and drew
the eloak over him. ITe felt as though he were sinking
into a snow-drift.

¢ Are you cold now?’ she asked, and kissed his
forehead. The kiss was cold as ice and reached down to
his heart, which was already half a lumyp of ice.

¢ My sledge! Don’t forget my sledge!” He thought
of that first, and it was fastened to one of the white birds
who flew behind with the sledge on its back.

The Snow-queen kissed Kay again, and then he forgot
all abont little Gerda, his grandmother, and everybody at
home.

¢ Now I must not kiss you any more,” she said, ¢or
else T should kiss you to death.’

Then away they flew over forests and lakes, over sea
and land.  Round them whistled the cold wind, the
wolves howled, and the snow hissed; over them flew
the black shrieking crows. But high up the moon shone
large and bright, and thus Kay passed the long winter
night. In the day he slept at the Snow-queen’s feet.

3Jut what happened to little Gerda when Kay did not
come hack?

What had Decome of him? Nobody knew. The
other boys told how they had seen him fasten his sledge
ou to a large one which had driven ount of the town gate.

Gerda cried a great deal. The winfer was long and
dark to her.

Then the spring came with warm sunshine. ¢TI wili
go and look for Kay,’ said Gerda.
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So she went down to the river and got into a little
boat that was there. Presently the stream began to
carry it away.

¢ Perhaps the river will take me to Kay,” thought
Gerda. She glided down, past trees and flelds, till she
came to a large cherry garden, in which stood a little
house with strange red and blue windows aund a straw
roof. Before the door stood two wooden soldiers, who
were shouldering arms.

Gerda called to them, but they naturally did not
answer. The river carried the boat on to the land.

Gerda called out still louder, and there came out of
the house a very old woman. She leant upon a crutel,
and she wore a large sun-hat which was painted with the
most beautiful flowers.

¢ You poor little girl! > said the old woman.

And then she stepped into the water, brought the
boat in close with her crutch, and lifted little Gerda ont.

¢And now come and tell me who you are, and how
you came here,” she said.

Then Gerda told her everything, and asked her if she
had seen Kay. DBut she said he had not passed that way
yet, but he would soon come.

She told Gerda not to be sad, and that she should stay
with her and take of the cherry trees and flowers, which
were better than any picture-book, as they could each tell
a story.

She then took Gerda’s hand and led her into the little
house and shut the door.

The windows were very high, and the panes were
red, blue, and yellow, so that the light came through in
curious colours. On the table were the most delicious
cherries, and the old woman let Gerda eat as many as
she liked, while she combed her hair with a gold comb as
she ate.

The beautiful sunny hair rippled and shone round the
dear little face, which was so soft and sweet. ‘I have
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always longed to have a dear little girl just like you, and
you shall see how happy we will be together.’

And as she combed Gerda’s hair, Gerda thought less
and less about Kay, for the old woman was a witeh, but
not a wicked witch, for she only enchanted now and then
to amuse herself, and she did want to keep little Gerda
very much.

So she went into the garden and waved her stick over
all the rose bushes and blossoms and all; they sank
down into the black earth, and no one could see where
they had been.

The old woman was afraid that if Gerda saw the
roses she would begin to think about her own, and then
would remember Kay and run away.

Then she led Gerda out into the garden. Ilow
glorious it was, and what lovely scents filled the air! All
the flowers you can think of blossomed there all the year
round.

Gerda jumped for joy and played there till the sun
set behind the tall cherry trees, and then she slept in a
beautiful bed with red silk pillows filled with violets, and
she slept soundly and dreamed as a queen does on her
wedding day.

The next day she played again with the flowers in the
warm sunshine, and so many days passed by. Gerda
knew every flower, but although there were so many, it
seemed to her as if one were not there, though she could
not remember which.

She was looking one day at the old woman’s sun-hat
which had the painted flowers on it, and there she saw a
rose.

The witch had forgotten to make that vanish when
she had made the other roses disappear under the earth.
It is so diflicult to think of everything. .

¢ Why, there are no roses here!’ cried Gerda, and she
hunted amongst all the flowers, hut not one was to he
found. Then she sat down and cried, but her tears fell
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just on the spot where a rose bush had sunk, and when
her warm tears watered the earth, the bush came up in
full bloom just as it had been before. Gerda kissed the
roses and thought of the lovely roses at home, and with
them came the thought of little Kay.

¢ Oh, what have I been doing!’ said the little girl. <1
wanted to look for Kay.’

She ran to the end of the garden. The gate was shut,
but she pushed against the rusty lock so that it came
open.

She ran out with her little bare feet. No one came
after her. At last she could not ruu any longer, and she
sat down on a large stone. When she looked round she
saw that the summer was over; it was late antumn. It
had not changed in the beautiful garden, where were
sunshine and flowers all the year round.

¢ Oh, dear, how late I have made myself!’ said Gerda.
¢It’s autumn already! T cannot rest!’ And she sprang
up to run on.

Oh, how tired and sore her little feet grew, and it
became colder and colder.

She had to rest again, and there on the snow in front
of her was a large crow.

It had been looking at her for some time, and it
nodded its head and said, ¢Caw! caw! good day’
Then it asked the little girl why she was alone in the
world. She told the crow her story, and asked if he had
seen Kay.

The crow nodded very thoughtfully and said, ¢ It might
be! Tt might bel’

“What! Do you think you have?’ cried the little
girl. and she almost squeezed the crow to death as she
kissed him.

¢ Gently, gently!” said the crow. ¢TI think — I know
— I think —it might be little Kay, but now he has
forgotten you for the princess!’

¢ Does he live with a princess?’ asked Gerda.

>
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¢ Yes, listen,” said the crow.

Then he told all he knew.

“In the kingdomn in which we are now sitting lives
a princess who is dreadfully clever. She has read all the
newspapers in the world and has forgotten themn agaiu.
She is as clever as that. The other day she came to the
throne, and that is not so pleasant as people think. Then
she began to say, * Why should I not marry? ” But she
wanted a husband who could answer when he was spoken
to, not one who would stand up stifily and look re-

_spectable — that would be too dull.

“When she told all the Court ladies, they were
delighted.  You can believe every word I say,” said the
crow. ‘I have a tame sweetheart in the palace, and she
tells me everything.’

Of course his sweetheart was a crow.

¢The newspapers came out next morning with a
border of hearts round it, and the prinecess’s mounogram
on it, and inside you could read that every good-looking
young man might come into the palace and speak to the
princess, and whoever should speak loud enough to be
heard would be well fed and looked after, and the one
who spoke Dbest should become the princess’s husband.
Indeed,’ said the crow, ¢ yon can quite believe me. It is
as true as that I am sitting here.

¢Young men came in streams, and there was such a
crowding and a mixing together! But nothing came of
it on the first nor on the second day. They could all
speak quite well when they were in the street, but as soon
as they came inside the palace door, and saw the gnards
in silver, and upstairs the footmen in gold, and the great
hall all lighted up, then their wits left them! And when
they stood in front of the throne where the princess was
sitting, then they could not think of anything to say
except to repeat the last word she had spoken, and she
did not much care to hear that again. It seemed as if
they were walking in their sleep until they came out
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into the street again, when they could speak once more,
There was a row stretehing from the gate of the town up
to the castle.

*They were hungry and thirsty, but in the palace they
did not even get a glass of water.

¢A few of the cleverest had brought some slices of
bread and Dhutter with them, but they did not share them
with their neighbour, for they thought, ¢ If he looks
hungry, the princess will not take him !>’

* But what about Kay?’ asked Gerda. ¢When did
he come? Was he in the crowd?’

¢ Wait a bit; we are coming to him! On the third
day a little figure came without horse or carriage and
walked jauntily up to the palace. Tlis eyes shone as
yours do; he had lovely curling hair, but quite poor
clothes.’

¢ That was Kay !’ eried Gerda with delight. ¢ Oh, then
I have found him!’ and she clapped her hands.

¢ He had a little bundle on his back,” said the crow.

¢ No. it must have been his skates, for he went away
with his skates!’

¢ Very likely,” said the crow, ¢ I did not see for certain.
sut I know this from my sweetheart, that when he came
to the palace door and saw the royal guards in silver. and
on the stairs the footmen in gold, he was not the least
bit put out. IIe nodded to them, saying, It must be
rather dull standing on the stairs; I would rather go
ingide ! ”

¢ The halls blazed with lights; councillors and ambass-
adors were walking about in noiseless shoes ecarrying
@old dishes. Tt was enough to make one nervons! His
boots creaked dreadfully loud, but he was not frightened.’

¢ That must be Kay!’ said Gerda. ¢TI know lhe had
new boots on; I have heard them ereaking in his
grandmother’s room!’

¢ They did creak, certainly !’ said the crow. ¢ And, not
one bit afraid, up he went to the princess, who was
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sitting on a large pearl as round as a spinning wheel.
All the ladies-in-waiting were standing round, each with
their attendants, and the lords-in-waiting with their
attendants.  The nearer they stood to the door the
prouder they were.’

{CHE_EEAD NOT COME JO \JOO'RE SRID - (|

¢It must have been dreadful!’ said little Gerda.
¢ And Kay did win the princess?’

¢T heard from my tame sweetheart that he was
merry and quick-witted; he had not come to woo, he
said, but to listen to the princess’s wisdom. And the
end of it was that they fell in love with each other.’
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¢ Oh, yes; that was Kay!’ said Gerda. ¢He was so
clever; he could do sums with fractions. Oh, do lead
me to the palace!’

¢That’s easily said!’ answered the crow, ‘but how
are we to manage that? I must talk it over with my
tame sweetheart. She may be able to advise us, for I
must tell you that a little girl like you could never get
permission to enter it.’

“Yes, I will get it!’ said Gerda. ¢ When Kay hears
that T am there he will come out at once and fetch me!’

¢ Wait for me by the railings,” said the crow, and he
nodded his head and flew away.

1t was late in the evening when he came back.

‘Caw, caw!’ he said, ‘I am to give you her love,
and here is a little roll for you. She took it out of the
kitchen; there’s plenty there, aud you must be hungry.
You cannot come into the palace. The guards in silver
and the footmen in gold would not allow it. But don’t
cry!  You shall get in all right. My sweetheart knows
a little back-stairs which leads to the sleeping-room, and
she knows where to find the key.

They went into the garden, and when the lights in
the palace were put out one after the other, the crow led
Gerda to a back-door.

Oh, how Gerda’s heart beat with anxiety and longing !
1t seemed as if she were going to do something wrong,
but she only wanted to know if it were little Kay. Yes,
it must be he! She remembered so well his clever eyes,
his curly hair. She could see him smiling as he did
when they were at home under the rose trees! e
would be so pleased to see her, and to hear how they
all were at home.

Now they were on the stairs; a little lamp was
burning, and on the landing stood the tame crow. She
put hier head on one side and looked at Gerda, who bowed
as her grandmother had taught her.

¢ My betrothed has told me many nice things about
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you, my dear young lady,” she said. ¢ Will you take the
lamp while T go in front? We go this way so as to
meet 1o one.’

Through beauntiful rooms they came to the sleeping-
room. In the middle of it, hung on a thick rod of gold,
were two beds, shaped like lilies, one all white, in which
lay the princess, and the other red, in which Gerda hoped
to find Kay. She pushed aside the curtain, and saw a
brown neck. Ob, it was Kay! She called his name out
loud, holding the lamp towards him.

He wolke up, turned his head and — it was not Kay!

It was only his neck that was like Kay’s, but he was
young and handsome. The princess sat up in ler lily-
bed and asked who was there.

Then Gerda cried, and told her story and all that the
crows had done.

“You poor child!’ said the prince and princess, and
they praised the crows, and said that they were not
angry with them, but that they must not do it again.
Now they should have a reward.

¢ Would you like to fly away free?’ said the princess,
¢ or will you have a permanent place as court crows with
what you can get in the kitchen?’

And both crows bowed and asked for a permanent
appointment, for they thought of their old age.

And they put Gerda to bed, and she folded her hands,
thinking, as she fell asleep, *Ilow good people and
animals are to me!’

The next day she was dressed from head to foot in
sillk and satin.  They wanted her to stay onin the palace,
but she begged for a little carriage and a horse, and a
pair of shoes so that she might go out aguin into the
world to look for Kay.

They gave her a muff as well as some shoes; she was
warmly dressed, and when she was ready. there in front
of the door stood a coach of pure gold, with a coachman,
footmen and postilions with gold erowns on.
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The prince and princess helped her into the carriage
and wished her good luck.

The wild erow who was now married drove with her
for the first three miles; the other crow could not come
because she had a bad headache.

¢ Good-bye, good-bye!’ called the prince and princess ;
and little Gerda cried, and the crow ecried.

When he said good-bye, he flew on to a tree and
waved with his black wings as long as the carriage, which
shone like the sun, was in sight.

They came at last to a dark wood, but the coach lit it
up like a torch. When the robbers saw it, they rushed
out, exclaiming ¢ Gold! gold !’

They seized the horses, killed the coachman, footmen
and postilions, and dragged Gerda out of the carriage.

¢ She is plump and tender! 1 will eat her!” said the
old robber-queen, and she drew her long knife, which
glittered horribly.

¢ You shall not kill her!’ eried her little daughtes.
“She shall play with me. She shall give me her muff
and her beautiful dress, and she shall sleep in my
bed.

The little robber-girl was as big as Gerda, but was
stronger, broader, with dark hair and black eyes. She
threw her arms round Gerda and said, ¢ They shall not
kill you, so long as you are not naughty. Aren’t youa
princess?’

¢ No,” said Gerda, and she told all that had happened
to her, and how dearly she loved liftle Kay.

The robber-girl looked at her very seriously, and
nodded her head, saying, ¢ They shall not kill you, eveu
if you are naughty, for then I will kill yon myself!’

And she dried Gerda’s eyes, and stuck both ber hands
in the beautiful warm muff.

The little robber-girl took Gerda to a corner of the
robbers’ camp where she slept.

All round were more than a hundred wood-pigeons
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which seemed to be asleep, but they moved a little when
the two girls came up.

There was also, near by, a reindeer which the robber-
girl teased by tickling it with her long sharp knife.

Gerda lay awake for some time.

¢ Coo, coo!’ said the wood-pigeons. ¢ We have seen
little Kay. A white bird carried his sledge; he was
sitting in the Snow-queen’s carriage which drove over
the forest when our little ones were in the nest. She
breathed on them, and all except we two died. Coo,
coo!’

¢What are you saying over there?’ cried Gerda.
¢Where was the Snow-queen going to? Do you know
at all?’

¢She was probably travelling to Lapland, where there
is always ice and snow. Ask the reindeer.’

“T'here is capital ice and snow there!’ said the
reindeer. ¢One can jump about there in the great spark-
ling valleys. There the Snow-queen has her summer
palace, but her best palace is up by the North Pole, on
the island called Spitzbergen.’

¢O Kay, my little Kay !’ sobbed Gerda.

‘ You must lie still!’ said the little robber-girl, ‘or
else I shall stick my knife into you!’

In the morning Gerda told her all that the wood-
pigeons had said.  She nodded. ¢ Do you know where
Lapland is?’ she asked the reindeer.

¢ Who should know better than 17’ said the beast, and
his eyes sparkled. ¢I was born and bred there on the
snow-fields.

¢ Listen!’ said the robber-girl to Gerda; ¢you see that
all the robbers have gone; only my mother is left, and
she will fall asleep in the afternoon — then I will do some-
thing for you!’

When her mother had fallen asleep, the robber-girl
went up to the reindeer and said, ¢ I am going to set you
free so that you can run to Lapland. But you must go
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quickly and carry this little girl to the Snow-queen’s
palace, where her playfellow is. You must have heard
all that she told about it, for she spoke loud enough!’
"The reindeer sprang high for joy. The robber-girl
lifted little Gerda up, and had the foresight to tie her on
firmly, and even gave her a little pillow for a saddle.
¢ You must have your fur boots,” she said, * for it will be
cold; but I shall keep your muff, foritis so cosy! But, so
that you may not freeze, here are my mother’s great fur
gloves; they will come up to your elbows. Creep into
them!’

And Gerda cried for joy.

¢Don’t make such faces!’ said the little robber-girl.
* You must look very happy. And here are two loaves
and a sausage; now you won’t be hungry!’

They were tied to the reindeer, the little robber-girl
opened the door, made all the big dogs come away, cut
through the halter with her sharp knife, and said to the
reindeer, ‘ Run now! DBut take great care of the little
girl.’

And Gerda stretehed out her hands with the large fur
gloves towards the little robber-girl and said, ¢ Good-hye!’

Then the reindeer flew over the ground, through the
great forest, as fast as he could.

The wolves lowled, the ravens screamed, the sky
seemed on fire.

¢ Those are my dear old Northern lights,” said the
reindeer; ‘see liow they shine!’

And then he ran faster still, day and night.

The loaves were eaten, and the sausage also, and then
they came to Lapland.

They stopped by a wretched little house; the roof
almost touched the ground, and the door was so low that
you had to creep in and out.

There was no one in the house except an old Lapland
woman who was cooking fish over an oil-lamp. The
reindeer told Gerda’s whole history, but first he told his
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own, for that seemed to him much more important, and
Gerda was so cold that she could not speak.

¢ Ah, you poor creatures!’ said the Lapland woman;
¢you have still further to go! You must go over a
hundred miles into Finland, for there the Snow-queen
lives, and every night she burns Bengal lights. 1 will
write some words on a dried stock-fish. for I have no
paper, and you must give it to the Finland woman, for she
can give you better advice than I can.’

And when Gerda was warmed and had had something
to eat and drink, the Lapland woman wrote on a dried
stock-fish, and begged Gerda to take care of it, tied Gerda
securely on the reindeer’s back, and away they went
again.

The whole night was ablaze with Northern lights, and
then they came to Finland and knocked at the Finland
woman’s chimney, for door she had none.

Inside it was so hot that the Finland woman wore
very few clothes; she loosened Gerda’s clothes and drew
off her fur gloves and boots. She laid a piece of ice on
the reindeer’s head, and then read what was written on
the stock-fish.  She read it over three times till she knew
it by heart, and then put the fish in the saucepan, for she
never wasted anything.

Then the reindeer told his story, and afterwards little
Gerda’s, and the Finland woman blinked her eyes but
said nothing.

“You are very clever,” said the reindeer, *I know.
Cannot you give the little girl a drink so that she may
have the strength of twelve men and overcome the Snow-
queen?’

¢The strength of twelve men!’ said the Finland
woman ; ¢ that would not help muaeh.  Little Kay is with
the Snow-queen, and he likes everything there very much
and thinks it the best place in the world. DBut that is
becanse he has a splinter of glass in his heart and a bit
in his eye. If these do not come out, he will never be
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free, and the Snow-queen will keep her power over
him.’

¢ But cannot you give little Gerda something so that
she can have power over her?’

‘I can give her no greater power than she has
already; don’t you see how great it is? Don’t you see
how men and beasts must Delp her when she wanders
into the wide world with her bare feet? She is powerful
already, because she is a dear little innocent child. If
she cannot by herself conquer the Snow-queen and take
away the glass splinters from little Kay, we cannot help
her! The Snow-queen’s garden begins two miles from
here.  You can carry the little maiden so far; put her
down by the large bush with red berries growing in the
snow. Then you must come back here as fast as you
can.’

Then the Finland woman lifted little Gerda on the
reindeer and away he sped.

¢ Oh, I have left my gloves and boots Dehind!’ cried
Gerda. She missed them in the piercing cold, but the
reindeer did not dare to stop.  Oun he ran till he came to
the hush with red berries. Then he sat Gerda down and
kissed her mouth, and great big tears ran down his
cheeks, and then he ran back. There stood poor Gerda
without shoes or gloves in the middle of the bitter cold
of Finland.

She ran on as fast as she could. A regiment of
gigantic snowflakes came against her, but they melted
when they touched her, and she went on with fresh
eourage.

And now we must see what Kay was doing. He was
not thinking of Gerda, and never dreamt that she was
standing outside the palace.

The walls of the palace were built of driven snow, and
the doors and windows of piercing winds.

There were more than a hundred halls in it all of
frozen snow. The largest was several miles long; the

i
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bright Northern lights lit them up, and very large and
empty and cold and glittering they were! In the middle
of the great hall was a frozen lake which had eracked in
a thousand pieces; each piece was exactly like the other.
Here the Snow-queen used to sit when she was at home.

Little Kay was almost blue and black with cold, but
he did not feel it, for she had kissed away his feelings and
his heart was a lump of ice.

Ile was pulling about some sharp, flat picces of ice,
and trying to fit one into the other. IIe thought each
was most beautiful, but that was because of the splinter
of glass in his eye. Ile fitted them into a great many
shapes, but he wanted to make them spell the word
‘Love.” The Snow-queen had said, ¢ If you can spell out
that word you shall be your own master. I will give you
the whole world and a new pair of skates.’

But he could not do it.

¢Now | must fly to warmer countries,” said the Snow-
queen. ¢I must go and powder my black Kettles'
(This was what she called Mount Etna and Mount
Vesuvius.) ¢ It does the lemons and grapes good.’

And off she flew, and Kay sat alone in the great hall
trying to do his puzzle.

He sat so still that you would have thought he was
frozen.

Then it happened that little Gerda stepped into the
hall. The biting cold winds became quiet as if they had
fallen asleep when she appeared in the great, empty,
freezing hall.

She canght sight of Kay; she recognised him, ran
and put her arms round his neck, erying, ¢ Kay! dear
little Kay! I have found you at last!’

But he sat quite still and cold. Then Gerda wept
hot tears which fell on his neck and thawed his heart and
swept away the bit of the looking-glass. TIe looked at
her and then he burst into tears. He cried so much that
the glass splinter swam out of his eye; then he knew
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her, and cried out, ¢Gerda! dear little Gerda! Where
have you been so long? and where have I been?’

And he looked round him.

¢How cold it is here! How wide and empty!’ and
he threw himself on Gerda, and she laughed and wept
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for joy. It wassuch a happy time that the pieces of ice
even danced round them for joy, and when they were
tired and lay down again they formed themselves into
the letters that the Smow-queen had said he must spell
in order to become his own master and have the whole
world and a new pair of skates.
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And Gerda kissed his cheeks and they grew rosy; she
kissed his eyes and they sparkled like hers; she kissed
his hands and feet and he became warm and glowing.
The Snow-queen might come home now; his release —
the word ¢ Love’— stood written in sparklhing ice.

They took each other’s hands and wandered out of
the great palace; they talked about the grandmother and
the roses on the leads, and wherever they came the winds
hushed and the sun came out. When they reached the
bush with red berries there stood the reindeer waiting
for them.

e carried Kay and Gerda first to the Finland
woman, who warmed them in her hot room and gave
them advice for their journey home.

Then they went to the Lapland woman, who gave
them new clothes and mended their sleigh. The reindeer
ran with them till they came to the green fields fresh
with the spring green. Here he said good-bye.

They came to the forest, which was bursting into bud,
and out of it came a splendid horse which Gerda knew ;
it was one which had drawn the gold coach ridden by a
young girl with a red cap on aud pistols in her belt.
It was the little robber-girl who was tired of being at
home and wanted to go out into the world. She and
Gerda knew each other at once.

‘You are a nice fellow!” she said to Kay. ¢TI should
like to know if you deserve to be run after all over the
world !”

But Gerda patted her cheeks and asked after the
prince and princess.

¢ They are travelling about,” said the robber-girl.

* And the crow?’ asked Gerda.

¢Oh, the erow is dead!’ answered the robber-girl.
¢ Iis tame sweetheart is a widow and hops about with a
bit of black ecrape round her leg. She makes a great
fuss, but it’s all nonsense. But tell me what happened
to you, and iow you caught him.’
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And Kay and Gerda told her all.

¢Dear, dear!’ said the robber-girl, shook both their
hands, and promised that if she came to their town she
would come and see them. Then she rode on.

But Gerda and Kay went home hand in hand. There
they found the grandmother and everything just as it had
been, but when they went through the doorway they
found they were grown-up.

There were the roses on the leads; it was summer,
warm, glorious summer.



THE FIR-TREE!

Tnere was once a pretty little fir-tree in a wood. Tt was
in a capital position, for it could get sun, and there was
enough air, and all around grew many tall companions,
both pines and firs. The little fir-tree’s greatest desire
was to grow up. It did not heed the warm sun and the
fresh air, or notice the little peasant children who ran
about chattering when they came out to gather wild
strawberries and raspberries. Often they found a whole
basketful and strung strawberries on a straw; they
would sit down by the little fir-tree and say, ¢ What a
pretty little one thisis!’  The tree did not like that at all.

By the next year it had grown a whole ring taller,
and the year after that another ring more, for you can
always tell a fir-tree’s age from its rings.

COh! if T were only a great tree like the others!’
siched the little fir-trec, *then I could stretch out my
branches far and wide and look out into the great world!
The birds would build their nests in my branches, and
when the wind blew T wonld bow to it politely just like
the others!” It took no pleasure in the sunshine, nor in
the hirds, nor in the rose-coloured clouds that sailed over
it at dawn and at sunset. Then the winter came, and
the snow lay white and sparkling all around, and a hare
would come and spring richt over the little fir-tree,
which annoyed it very much. But when two more
winters had passed the fir-tree was so tall that the hare

1 Translated from the German of Ians Christian Andersen.
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had to run round it. ¢Ah! to grow and grow, and
become great and old! that is the ouly pleasure in life,’
thought the tree. In the antumn the woodecutters used
to come and hew some of the tallest trees; this happened
every year, and the young fir-tree would shiver as the
magnificent trees fell crashing and ecracking to the
gronnd, their branches hewn off, and the great trunks
left bare, so that they were almost unrecognisable. But
then they were laid on waggons and dragged out of the
wood Dby horses. * Where are they going? What will
happen to them?’

In spring, when the swallows and storks came, the
fir-tree asked them, ¢ Do you know where they were
taken? IHave you met them?’

The swallows knew nothing of them, but the stork
nodded his head thoughtfully, saying, ¢ I think T know.
I met many new ships as I flew from Egypt; there
were splendid masts on the ships. I’ll wager those were
they! They had the scent of fir-trees. AL! those are
grand, grand !’

¢Oh! if 1 were only big enough to sail away over the
sea too! What sort of thing is the sea? what does it
look like?”’

¢Oh! it would take much too long to tell you all
that,” said the stork, and off he went.

¢ Rejoice in your youth,” said the sunbeams, ¢rejoice
in the sweet growing time, in the young life within you.’

And the wind kissed it and the dew wept tears over it,
but the fir-tree did not understand.

Towards Christmas-time quite little trees were ecut
down, some 1ot as big as the young fir-tree, or just the
same age, and now it had no peace or rest for longing to
be away. These little trees, which were chosen for their
beauty, kept all their branches: they were put in carts
and drawn out of the wood hy horses.

¢ Whither are those going?’ asked the fir-tree; ¢ they
are no bigger than I, and one there was much smaller
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even! Why do they keep their branches? Where are
they taken to?’

*We know! we know!’ ftwittered the sparrows.
¢Down there in the city we have peeped in at the
windows, we know where they go! 'They attuin to the
greatest splendour and maguificence you can imagine!
We have looked in at the windows and secen them
planted in the middle of the warm room and adorned
with the most beautiful 1lliugs—~gnlden apples, sweet-
meats, toys and hundreds of candles.’

And then?’ asked the fir-tree, trembling in every
limb with eagerness, *and then? what happens then?’

* Oh, we have n’t seen anything more than that. That
was simply matchless P’

CAm I too destined to the same brilliant eareer?’
wondered the fir-tree excitedly. ¢ That is even Dbetter
than sailing over the sea! [ am sick with longing. If
it were only Christmas! Now I am tall and grown-up
like those which were taken away last year. Ah. if I
were only in the cart! If T were only in the warm room
with all the splendour and magnificence!  And then?
Then  comes  something  better, something still more
beautiful, else why should they dress us up? There
must be something greater, something grander to come
but what?  Oh! I am pining away! T really don’t
knew what’s the matter with me!”’

¢ Rejoice in us,” said the air and sunshine, ¢ rejoice in
vour fresh youth in the free air!’

But it took no notice, and just grew and grew; there
it stood fresh and green in winter and in summer, and
all who saw it said, ¢ What a beautiful tree!’” And at
Christmas-time it was the first to be cut down.  The axe
went deep into the pith; the tree fell to the ground with
a groan: it felt hrnised and faint. It could not think of
happiness. it was sad at leaving its home, the spot where
it had sprung up: it knew. too, that it would never see
again its dear old companions, or the little shrubs and
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flowers, perhaps not even the birds. Altogether the
parting was not pleasant.

When the tree came to itself again it was packed in a
yard with other trees, and a man was saying. ¢ This is a
splendid one, we shall only want this.’

Then came two footmen in livery and carried the fir-
tree into a large and beautiful room. There were pie-
tures hanging upoun the walls, and near the Duteh stove
stood great Chinese vases with lions on their lids; there
were armchairs, silk-covered sofas, big tables laden with
picture-books and toys, worth hundreds of pounds —at
least, so the children said. The fir-tree was placed in a
great tub filled with sand, hut no one could see that it
was a tub, for it was all hung with greenery and stood
on a gay carpet. How the tree trembled! What was
coming now? The young ladies and the servants decked
it out. Oun its Lranches they hung little nets cut out
of coloured paper, cach full of sugarplums; gilt apples
and nuts hung down as if they were growing, and over a
hundred red, blue, and white tapers were fastened among
the branches. Dolls as life-like as hwman beings — the
fir-tree had never seen any before — were suspended

among the green, and right up at the top was fixed a gold
tinsel star; it was gorgeous, quite unusually gorgeous!

< To-night,” they all said, ¢to-night it will be lighted!”

¢Ah!’ thought the tree, *if it were only evening!
Then the tapers would soon be lighted.  What will
happen then? I wonder whether the trees will come
from the wood to see me, or if the sparrows will fly
against the window panes?  Am I to stand here decked
out thus through winter and summer?’

It was not a bad guess, but the fir-tree had real bark-
ache from sheer longing, and bark-ache in trees is just as
bad as head-aehe in human beings.

Now the tapers were lighted. What a glitter! What
splendour!  The tree quivered in all its branches so
wuch, that one of the candles caught the green, and
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singed it. ¢ Take care!’ cried the young ladies, and they
extinguished it.

Now the tree did not even dare to quiver. It was
really terrible! It was so afraid of losing any of its
ornaments, and it was quite bewildered by all the radiance.

And then the folding doors were opened, and a crowd
of children rushed in, as though they wanted to knock
down the whole tree, whilst the older people followed
soberly. The children stood quite silent, but only for a
moment, and then they shouted again, and danced round
the tree, and snatched off one present after another.

¢ What are they doing?’ thought the tree. ¢ What is
going to happen?’ And the tapers burnt low ou the
branches, and were put out one by one, and then the
children were given permission to plunder the tree. They
rushed at it so that all its boughs creaked ; if it had not
been fastened hy the gold star at the top to the ceiling, it
would have been overthrown.

The children danced about with their splendid toys,
and no one looked at the tree, except the old nurse, who
came and peeped amongst the boughs, just to see if a fig
or an apple had been forgotten.

¢ A story! a story!’ cried the children, and dragged a
little stout man to the tree; he sat down beneath it, saying,
¢Iere we are in the greenwood, and the tree will be
delighted to listen! DBut I am only going to tell one
story.  Shall it be Henny Penny or IIumpty Dumpty
who fell downstairs, and yet gained great honour and
married a princess?’

¢Henny Penny!’ eried some: ¢ Humpty Dumpty!’
cried others; there was a perfect babel of voices! Only
the fir-tree kept silent, and thought, * Am I not to be in
it? Am I to have nothing to do with it?’

But it had already been in it, and played out its part.
And the man told them about Humpty Dumpty who fell
downstairs and married a princess. The children clapped
their hands and cried, ¢ Another! another!’ They wanted
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the story of Henny Penny also, but they only got IIumpty
Dumpty. The fir-tree stood quite astonished and thought-
ful: the birds in the wood had never related anything like
that. ¢ Humpty Dumpty fell downstairs and yet married
a princess ! yes, that is the way of the world!” thought
the tree, and was sure it must be true, because such a
nice man had told the story. ¢ Well, who knows? Per-
haps I shall fall downstairs and marry a princess.”  And
it rejoiced to think that next day it would be decked out
again with candles, toys, glittering ornaments, aud fruits.
¢ To-morrow I shall quiver again with excitement. I
shall enjoy to the full all my splendour. To-morrow I
shall hear Humpty Dumpty again, and perhaps Henny
Penny too.” And the tree stood silent and lost in thought
all through the night.

Next morning the servants came in. ¢ Now the dress-
ing up will begin again,” thought the tree. DBut they
dragged it out of the room, and up the stairs to the
lumber-room, and put it in a dark corner, where no ray
of light could penetrate. ¢ What does this mean?’ thought
the tree. ¢ What am T to do here? What is there for
me to hear?” And it leant against the wall, and thought
and thought. And there was time enough for that, for
days and nights went by, and no one came; at last when
some one did come, it was only to put some great boxes
into the cormer. Now the tree was quite covered; it
seemed as if it had been quite forgotten.

¢Now it is winter out-doors,” thought the fir-tree.
* The ground is hard and covered with snow, they can’t
plant me yet, and that is why I am staying here under
cover till the spring comes. How thoughtful they are!
Only I wish it were not so terribly dark and lonely here;
not even a little hare! It was so nice out in the wood,
when the snow lay all around, and the hare leapt past
me; yes, even when he leapt over me: but I didu’t like
it then. It’s so dreadfully lonely up here.

¢ Squeak, squeak!’ said a little mouse, stealing out,



108 THE FIR-TREE

followed by a second. They sniffed at the fir-tree, and
then crept between its boughs. ¢ It’s frightfully cold,’
said the little mice. ¢ How nice it is to be here! Don’t
you think so too, you old fir-tree?’

“I’m not at all old,” said the tree; ¢ there are many
much older than I am.’ i

¢ Where do you come from?’ asked the mice, ¢and
what do you know?’ They were extremely inquisitive.
¢ Do tell us about the most beauntiful place in the world.
Is that where you come from? IIave you been in the
storeroom, where cheeses lie on the shelves, and hains
hang from the ceiling, where one dances on tallow
candles, and where one goes in thin and comes out fat?’

‘I know nothing about that,” said the tree. *But I
know the wood, where the sun shines, and the birds sing.’
And then it told them all about its young days, and the
little mice had never heard anything like that before, and
they listened with all their ears, and said: ¢ObL, how
much you have seen! How lucky you have been!’

¢17’ said the fir-tree, and then it thought over what
it had told them. ¢Yes, oun the whole those were very
happy times.” But then it went on to tell them about
Christmas Eve, when it had been adorned with sweet-
meats and tapers.

¢Oh!’ said the little mice, ¢ how lucky you have been,
you old fir-tree !’

¢ I’m not at all old,” said the tree. ¢I only came from
the wood this winter, I am only a little backward, per-
haps. in my growth.’

¢How beautifully you tell stories!’ said the little
mice. And next evening they came with four others,
who wanted to hear the tree’s story, and it told still more,
for it remembered everything so clearly and thought:
¢ Those were happy times! But they may come again.
Humpty Dumpty fell downstairs, and yet he married a
princess ; perhaps I shall also marry a princess!’” And
then it thought of a pretty little birch-tree that grew out
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in the wood, and seemed to the fir-tree a real princess,
and a very beautiful one too.

¢ Who is IHlumpty Dumpty?’ asked the little mice.

And then the tree told the whole story; it could
remember every single word, and the little miee were
ready to leap on to the topmost branch out of sheer joy!
Next night many more miee came, and on Sunday even
two rats; but they did not care about the story, and that
troubled the little mice, for now they thought less of
it too.

*Is that the only story you know?’ asked the
rats.

“The only one,” answered the tree. * I heard that on
my happiest evening, but I did not realise then how happy
I was.’

“That’s a very poor story.  Don’t you know one about
bacon or tallow eandles? a storeroom story?’

¢ No,” said the tree.

¢Then we are much obliged to you,” said the rats, and
they went back to their friends.

At last the little mice went off also, and the tree said,
sizhing: ¢ Really it was very pleasant when the lively
little mice sat round and listened whilst I told them
stories.  But now that’s over too. DBut now I will think
of the time when T shall be brought out again, to keep up
my spirits.

Jut when did that happen? Well, it was one morning
when they came to tidy up the lumber-room; the boxes
were set aside, and the tree brought out; they threw it
really rather roughly on the floor, but a servant dragged
it off at onece downstairs, where there was daylight onee
more.

¢ Now life begins again!’ thought the tree. It felt the
fresh air, the first rays of the sun, and there it was out in
the yard! Everything passed so quiekly; the tree quite
forgot to notice itself, there was so much to look at all
around. The yard opened on a garden full of flowers;
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the roses were so fresh and sweet, hanging over a little
trellis, the lime-trees were in blossom, and the swallows
flew about, saying: ¢ Quirre-virre-vit, my huasband has
come home;’” but it was not the fir-tree they meant.

¢ Now I shall live,” thought the tree joyfully, stretching
out its branches wide; but, alas! they were all withered
and yellow; and it was lying in a corner among weeds
and nettles. The golden star was still on its highest
bough, and it glittered in the bright sunlight. TIn the
yard some of the merry children were playing, who had
danced so gaily round the tree at Christmas. One of the
little ones ran up, and tore off the gold star.

‘Look what was left on the ugly old fir-tree!’ he
cried, and stamped on the boughs so that they eracked
under his feet.

And the tree looked at all the splendour and freshness
of the flowers in the garden, and then looked at itself, and
wished that it had been left lying in the dark corner of
the lumber-room; it thought of its fresh youth in the
wood, of the merry Christmas Eve. and of the little mice
who had listened so happily to the story of Humpty
Dumpty.

¢ Too late! Too late!’ thought the old tree. ¢If only
I had enjoyed myself whilst I could. Now all is over
and gone.’

And a servant came and cut the tree into small pieces,
there was quite a bundle of them; they flickered brightly
under the great copper in the brew-house; the tree sighed
deeply, and each sigh was like a pistol-shot; so the
children who were playing there ran up, and sat in front
of the fire, gazing at it, and crying. ¢ Piff ! puff! bang!’
But for each report, whicl was really a sigh, the tree was
thinking of a summer’s day in the wood, or of a winter’s
night out there, when the stars were shining; it thought
of Christmas Eve, and of Humpty Dumpty, which was
the only story it had heard, or could tell, and then the
tree had burnt away.
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The children played on in the garden, and the youngest
had the golden star on his breast, which the tree had worn
on the happiest evening of its life; and now that was past
— and the tree had passed away — and the story too, all
ended and done with.

And that’s the way with all stories!

Here our Danish Author ends. This is what people
call Sentiment, and I hiope you enjoy it!
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Ix a village there once lived a smith called Basmus, who
was in a very poor way. He was still a young maun, and
a strong handsome fellow to hoot, but he had many little
children and there was little to be earned by his trade.
Ile was, however, a dilizent and hard-working man, and
when he had no work in the smithy he was out at sea
fishing, or gathering wreckage on the shore.

It happened one time that he had gone ount to fish in
good weather, all alone in a little boat, but he did uot
come home that day nor the following one, so that all
believed that he had perished ont at sea. On the third
day, however, Basmus came to shore again and had his
boat full of fish. so big and fat that no one had ever seen
their like. There was nothing the matter with him, and
he complained neither of hunger nor thirst. Ife had got
into a fog, he said, and could not find land again. What
he did not tell, however, was where he had been all the
time; that only ecame ont six years later, when people
got to know that he had been caught by a mermaid out
on the deep sen, and had been her guest during the three
days that he was missing. Ifrom that time forth he went
out no more to fish ; nor, indeed, did he require to do so,
for whenever he went down to the shore it never failed
that some wreckage was washed up, and in it all kinds of
valnable things.  In those days everyone took what they
found and got leave to keep it, so that the smith grew
more prosperous day by day.

1 Translated from the Danish.
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When seven years had passed since the smith went
out to sea, it happened one morning, as he stood in the
smithy, mending a plough, that a handsome young lad
came in to him and said, * Good-day, father; my mother
the mermaid sends her greetings, and says that ske has
had me for six years now, aund you can keep me for as
long.’

He was a strange enough boy to be six years old, for
he looked as if he were eighteen, and was even bigger and
stronger than lads commonly are at that age.

¢ Will you have a bite of bread?” said the smith.

¢ Oh, yes,” said Ilans, for that was his name.

The smith then told his wife to eut a piece of hread
for him. She did so, and the boy swallowed it at one
mouthful and went out again to the smithy to his father.

* Have you got all yon can eat?’ said the smith.

¢ No,” said IIans, ¢ that was just a little bit.’

The smith went into the house and took a whole loaf,
which he cut into two slices and put butter and cheese
between them, and this he gave to Hans. In a while the
boy came out to the smithy again.

*Well, have you got as much as you can eat?’ said
the smith.

¢No, not nearly,” said Hans; ¢TI must try to find a
better place than this, for I can see that I shall never
get my fill here.’

Hans wished to set off at once, as soon as his father
would make a staff for him of such a kind as he wanted.

¢ Tt must be of iron,” said he, ‘and one that can hold
out.

The smith brought him an iron rod as thick as an
ordinary staff, but Hauns took it and twisted it round his
finger, so that wouldn’t do. Then the smith came drag-
ging one as thick as a waggon-pole, but Hans bent it over
his knee and broke it like a straw. The smith then had
to collect all the iron he had, and Hans held it while his
father forged for him a staff, which was heavier than the
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anvil. When Hans had got this he said, ¢ Many thanks,
father; now I have got my inheritance.” With this he
set off into the country, and the smith was very well
pleased to be-rid of that son, before he ate him out of
house and home.

Hans first arrived at a large estate, and it so happened
that the squire himself was standing outside the farm-
yard.

* Where are you going?’ said the squire.

¢I amn looking for a place,” said Ilans, ¢ where they
have need of strong fellows, and can give them plenty to
eat.’

¢ Well,” said the squire, I generally have twenty-four
men at this time of the year, but I have only twelve just
now, so I can easily take you on.’

¢Very well, said Hans, ¢TI shall easily do twelve
men’s work, but then I must also have as much to eat as
the twelve would.’

All this was agreed to, and the squire took Hans into
the kitchen, and told the servant girls that the new man
was to have as much food as the other twelve. It was
arranged that he should have a pot to himself, and he
eould then use the ladle to take his food with.

It was in the evening that Ilans arrived there, so he
did nothing more that day than eat his supper — a big pot
of buck-wheat porridge, which he cleaned to the bottom,
and was then so far satisfied that he said he could sleep
on that, so he went off to bed. IIe slept both well and
long, and all the rest were up and at their work while he
was still sleeping soundly. The squire was also on foot,
for he was curious to see how the new man would behave
who was both to eat and work for twelve.

But as yet there was no Hans to be seen, and the sun
was already high in the heavens, so the squire himself
went and called on him.

¢Get up, Hans,” he cried; ¢you are sleeping too
long.’
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ITans woke up and rubbed his eyes. ¢Yes, that’s
true,” he said, ‘I nust get up and have my breakfast.’

So he rose and dressed himself, and went into the
kitchen, where he got his pot of porridge; he swallowed
all of this, and then asked what work he was to
have.

He was to thresh that day, said the squire; the other
twelve men were already busy at it. There were twelve
threshing-floors, and the twelve men were at work on six
of them — two on each. Hans must thresh Dy himself
all that was lying upon the other six floors. He went
out to the barn and got hold of a flail.  Then he looked
to see how the others did it and did the same, but at the
first stroke he smashed the flail in pieces. There were
several flails hanging there, and Hans took the one after
the other, but they all went the same way, every one fly-
ing in splinters at the first stroke. IIe then looked round
for something else to work with, and found a pair of
strong beams lving near. Next he caught sight of a
horse-hide nailed up on the barn-door. With the beams
he made a flail, using the skin to tie them together. The
one beam he used as a handle, and the other to strike
with, and now that was all right. But the barn was too
low, there was no room to swing the flail, and the floors
were too small.  Hans, however, found a remedy for this
— he simply lifted the whole roof off the barn, and set it
down in the field beside. He then emptied down all the
corn that he could lay his hands on and threshed away.
Ife went through one lot after another, and it was all the
same to him what he got hold of, so before midday he had
threshed all the squire’s grain, his ryve and wheat and
barley and oats. all mixed through each other.  When he
was finished with this he lifted the roof up on the barn
again, like setting a lid on a box, and went in and told the
squire that that job was done.

The squire opened his eves at this announcement;
and came out to see if it was really true. It was true,
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sure enough, but he was scarcely delighted with the
mixed grain that he had got from all his crops. Iow-
ever, when he saw the flail that IHans had used, and
learned how he had made room for himself to swing it,
he was so afraid of the strong fellow, that he dared
not say anything, except that it was a good thing he had
got it threshed; but it had still to be cleaned.

¢ What does that mnean?’ asked IIans.

It was explained to him that the corn and the chaff
had to be separated; as yet both were lying in one heap,
right up to the roof. Hans began to take up a little and
sift it in his hands, but he soon saw that this would
never do. Ile soon thought of a plan, however; he
opened both barn-doors, and then lay down at one end
and blew, so that all the chaff flew out and lay like a
sand-bank at the other end of the barn, and the grain was
as clean as it could be. Then he reported to the squire
that that job also was done. The squire said that that
was well; there was nothing more for him to do that day.
Off went Hans to the kitchen, and got as much as he
could eat; then he went and took a midday nap which
lasted till supper-time.

Meanwhile the squire was quite miserable, and made
his moan to his wife, saying that she must help him to
find some means of getting rid of this strong fellow, for
he durst not give him his leave. She sent for the steward,
and it was arranged that next day all the men should go
to the forest for fire-wood, and that they should make a
bargain among them. that the one who came home last
with his load should be hanged. They thought they
could easily manage that it would be IIans who would
lose his life, for the others would be early on the road,
while Hans would certainly oversleep himself. In the
evening, therefore, the men sat and talked together, saying
that next morning they must set out early to the forest,
and as they had a hard day’s work and a long journey
before them, they would, for their amusement, make a
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compact, that whichever of them came home last with
his load should lose his life on the gallows. So Hans
had no objections to make.

Long Dbefore the sun was up next morning, all the
twelve men were on foot. They took all the best horses
and carts, and drove off to the forest. Hans, however,
lay and slept on, and the squire said, * Just let him lie.”

At last, Hans thought it was time to have his break-
fast, so he got up and put on his clothes. 1le took plenty
of time to his breakfast, and then went out to get his
horse and cart ready. The others had taken everything
that was any good. so that he had a difliculty in scraping
together four wheels of different sizes and fixing them to
an old cart, and he could find no other horses than a pair
of old hacks. These he harnessed to his cart and drove
off to the forest. Ile did not know where it lay, but he
followed the track of the other carts, and in that way
came to it all right.  On coming to the gate leading into
the forest, he was unfortunate enough to break it in
pieces, so he took a huge stone that was lying on the field,
seven ells long, and seven ells broad, and set this in the
gap. then he went on and joined the others. These
langhed at him heartily, for they had laboured as hard as
they could since daybreak, and had helped each other to
fell trees and put them on the carts, so that all of these
were now loaded except one.

ITans got hold of a woodman’s axe and proceeded to
fell a tree, but he destroyed the edge and broke the shaft
at the first blow. Ile therefore laid down the axe, put
his arms round the tree, and pulled it up by the roots.
This he threw upon his cart, and then another and
another, and thus he went on while all the others forgot
their work, and stood with open mouths, gazing at this
strange wooderaft.  All at once they began to hurry;
the last cart was loaded. and they whipped up their
horses. so as to he the first to arrive home.

When Hans had finished his work, he again put his
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old hacks into the cart, but they could not move it from
the spot. He was annoyed at this, and took them out
again, twisted a rope round the cart, and all the trees,
lifted the whole affair on his back, and set oft home, lead-
ing the horses behind him Dby the rein. When he reached
the gate, he found the whole row of carts standing there,
unable to get any further for the stone which lay in the
zap.

*What!’ said Ians, ‘can twelve men not move fhat
stone?”  With that he lifted it and threw it out of the
way, and went on with his burden on his back, and the
horses behind him, and arrived at the farm long before
any of the others. The squire was walking about there,
looking and looking, for he was very curious to know
what had happened. Finaily, he caught sight of Hans
coming along in this fashion, and was so frightened that
Le did not know what to do, but he shut the gate and
put on the bar. When IHans reached the gate of the
courtyard, he laid down the trees and hammered at it,
Dbut no one came to open it. He then took the trees and
tossed them over the barn into the yard, and the cart after
them, so that every wheel flew off in a different direction.

When the squire saw this, he thought to himself,
¢ The horses will come the same way if T don’t open the
door,” so he did this.

¢Good day, master,” said Hans, and put the horses
into the stable, and went into the kitchen, to get some-
thing to eat. At length the other men came home
with their loads.  When they came in, Hans said to them,
¢Do you remember the hargain we made last night?
Which of youis it that’s going to be hanged?’ ¢ Oh/)
said they, * that was only a joke ; it did n’t mean anything.’
¢ Oh well, it does n’t matter,” said ITans, and there was no
more about it.

The squire, however, and his wife and the steward,
had much to say to each other about the terrible man
they had got, and all were agreed that they must get rid
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of him in some way or other. The steward said that he
would manage this all right. Next morning they were to
clean the well, and they would make use of that oppor-
tunity. They would get him down into the well, and
then have a big mill-stone ready to throw down on top of
him — that would settle him. After that they could just
fill in the well, and then escape being at any expense for
his funeral. DBoth the squire and his wife thought this
a splendid idea, and went about rejoicing at the thought
that now they would get rid of Hans.

But Hans was hard to kill, as we shall see. Ile slept
long next morning, as he always did, and finally, as he
would not waken by himself, the squire had to go and
call him. ¢ Get up, Hans, you are sleeping too long,” he
cried.  Hans woke up and rubbed his eyes. ¢That’s so,’
said he, ¢ I shall rise and have my breakfast.” He got up
then and dressed himself, while the hreakfast stood wait-
ing for him. When he had finished the whole of this, he
asked what he was to do that day. ITe was told to help
the other men to clean ont the well. That was all right,
and he went out and found the other men waiting for him.
To these he said that they could choose whichever task
they liked — either to go down into the well and fill the
buckets while he pulled them up, or pull them up, and
he alone would go down to the bottom of the well.  They
answered that they would rather stay above-ground, as
there would be no room for so many of them down in
the well.

Ilans therefore went down alone. and began to clean
out the well. but the men had arranged how they were to
act, and immediately each of them seized a stone from a
heap of huge blocks, that lay in the farmyard just as
big as they could lift. and threw them down above him,
thinking to kill him with these. IHans. however, gave no
more heed to this than to shout up to them, to keep the
hens away from the well, for they were scraping gravel
down on the top of him.
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They then saw that they could not kill him with
little stones, but they had still the big one left. The
whole twelve of them set to work with poles and rollers
and rolled the big mill-stone to the brink of the well. It
was with the greatest difticulty that they got it thrown
down there, and now they had no doubt that he had got
all that he wanted. DBut the stone happened to fall so
luckily that his head went right through the hole in the
middle of the mill-stone, so that it sat round his neck
like a priest’s collar. At this, Hans would stay down no
longer. He came out of the well, with the mill-stone
round his neck, and went straight to the squire and
complained that the other men were trying to make a
fool of him. He would not be their priest, he said; he
had too little learning for that. Saying this, he bent
down his head and shook the stone off, so that it crushed
one of the squire’s big toes.

The squire went limping in to his wife, and the
steward was sent for. He was told that he must devise
some plan for getting rid of this terrible person. The
scheme he had devised before had been of no use, and
now good counsel was scarce.

<Ol no,” said the steward, ¢there are good enongh
ways yet. The squire can send him this evening to fish
in Devilmoss Lake: he will never escape alive from
there, for no one can go there by night for Old Eric.’

That was a grand idea, both the squire and his wife
thought, and so he limped out again to Tans, and said
that he would punish his men for having tried to make
a fool of him. Meanwhile, Hans could do a little job
where he would be free from these rascals. He should
go out on the lake and fish there that night, and would
then be free from all work on the following day.

¢ All vight,” said Hans; I am well content with that,
but T must have something with me to eat — a baking of
bread, a cask of butter, a barrel of ale, and a keg of
brandy. I can’t do with less than that.”
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The squire said that he could easily get all that, so
Hans got all of these tied up together, hung them over
his shoulder on his good staft, and tramped away to
Devilmoss Lake.

There he got into the boat, rowed out upon the lake,
and got everything ready to fish. As he now lay out
there in the middle of the lake, and it was pretty late in
the evening, he thought he would have something to eat
first, before starting to work. Just as he was at his
busiest with this, Old Eric rose out of the lake, caught
him by the euff of the neck, whipped him out of the boat,
and dragged him down to the bottom. It was a lucky
thing that Hans had his walking-stick with him that day,
and had just time to cateh hold of it when he felt Old
Erie’s claws in his neck, so when they got down to the
bottom he said, ¢Stop now, just wait a little; here is
solid ground.”  With that he caught Old Eric by the back
of the neck with one hand, and hammered away on his
back with the staff, till he beat him out as flat as a
pancake. Old Erie then began to lament and howl,
begeing him just to let him go, and he would never come
back to the lake again.

¢No, my good fellow,” said Hans, ¢ you won’t get off
until you promise to bring all the fish in the lake up to
the squire’s courtyard, before to-morrow morning.’

Old Eric eagerly promised this, if ITans would only
let him go; so Hans rowed ashore, ate up the rest of his
provisions, and went home to hed.

Next morning, when the squire rose and opened his
front door, the fish came tnmbling into the porch, and the
whole yard was erammed full of them. ITe ran in again
to his wife, for lLe could never devise anything himself,
and said to her, ¢ What shall we do with him now? Old
Eric has 't taken him. [ am certain all the fish are out
of the lake, for the yard is just filled with them.’

¢ Yes, that’s a bad business,” said she; ¢ younust see if
you can’t get him sent to purgatory,to demand tribute.” The
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squire therefore made his way to the men’s guarters, to
speak to ITans, and it took him all his time to push his
way along the walls, under the eaves, on account of the
fish that filled the yard. He thanked Hans for having

fished so well, and said that now he had an errand for
him, which he could only give to a trusty servant, and
that was to journey to purgatory, and demand three years’
tribute, which, he said, was owing to him from that
quarter.
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¢ Willingly,” said Hans; ¢but what road do I go, to
get there?’

The squire stood, and did not know what to say, and
had first to go in to his wife to ask her.

¢ Oh, what a fool you are!’ said she. ¢ can’t you direet
him straight forward, south through the wood? Whether
he gets there or not, we shall be quit of him.’

Out goes the squire again to Hans.

“The way les straight forward, south through the
wood,’ said he.

Hans then must have his provisions for the journey;
two bakings of bread, two casks of butter, two barrels
ale, and two kegs of brandy. He tied all these up
together, and got them on his shoulder hanging on his
good walking=stick, and off he tramped southward.

After he had got through the wood, there was more
than one road, and he was in doubt which of them was
the right one, so he sat down and opened up his bundle
of provisions. e found he had left his knife at home,
but by good chance, there was a plough lying close at
hand, so he took the coulter of this to cut the bread with.
As he sat there and took his bite a man came riding past
him.

¢ Where are yon from?’ said Haus.

¢ From Purgatory,’ said the man.

‘Then stop and wait a little,” said Hans; but the man
was in a hurry, and would not stop, so Hans ran after
him and ecaught the horse by the tail. This brought it
down on its hind legs, and the man went flying over
its head into a diteh. *.Just wait a little,” said Hans; ¢ 1
am going the same way.” Ie got his provisions tied up
again, and laid them on the horse’s back: then he took
hold of the reins, and said to the maun, ¢ We two can go
along together on foot.’

As they went on their way ITans told the stranger
both about the errand he had oun hand and the fun he
had had with Old Eric. The other said but little, but he
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was well acquainted with the way, and it was no long
time before they arrived at the gate. There both horse
and rider disappeared, and Ilans was left alone outside.
¢ They will come and let me in presently,” he thought
to himself; but no one came. Ile hammered at the gate;
still no one appeared. Then he got tired of waiting, and
smashed at the gate with his staft until he knocked it in
picces and got inside. A whole troop of little demons
came down upon him and asked what he wanted. His
master’s compliments, said Ians, and he wanted three
years’ tribute. At this they howled at him, and were
about to lay hold of him and drag him off; but when
they had got some raps from his walking-stick they let
go again, howled still louder than before, and ran in to
Old Erie, who was still in bed, after his adventure in the
lake. They told him that a messenger had come from
the squire at Devilmoss to demand three years’ tribute.
e had knocked the gate in pieces and Dbruised their
arms and legs with his iron staff.

¢ Give him three years’! give him ten!’ shouted Old
Eric, ¢ only don’t let him come near me.’

So all the little demons came dragging so much silver
and gold that it was something awful. Hans filled his
bundle with gold and silver coins, put it on his neck, and
tramped back to his master, who was scared beyond all
measure at seeing him again.

But Hans was also tired of service now. Of all the
gold and silver he brought with him he let the squire keep
one half, and ke was glad enough, both for the money
and at getting rid of ITans. The other half Le took home
to his father the smith in Furreby. To him also he said
* Farewell ;* he was now tired of living on shore among
mortal men, and preferred to go home again to his mother,
Since that time no one has ever seen Ilans, the Mermaid’s
Son.
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PETER BULL?

Tuere once lived in Denmark a peasant and his wife
who owned a very good farm, but had no ehildren. They
often lamented to each other that they had no one of
their own to inherit all the wealth that they possessed.
They continued to prosper, and became rich people, but
there was no heir to it all.

One year it happened that they owned a pretty little
bull-calf, which they called Peter. It was the prettiest
little creature they had ever seen —so beautiful and so
wise that it understood everything that was said to it,
and so gentle and so full of play that both the man and
his wife came to be as fond of it as if it had been their
own child.

One day the man said to his wife, ¢TI wonder, now,
whether our parish clerk could teach Peter to talk; in
that case we could not do better than adopt him as our
son. and let him inherit all that we possess.’

“Well, T don’t know,” said his wife, ¢our clerk is tre-
mendously learned, and knows much more than his
Paternoster, and I could almost believe that he might be
able to teach Peter to talk, for Peter has a wonderfully
good head too.  You might at least ask him about it.”

Off went the man to the clerk, and asked him whether
Le thought he could teach a bull-calf that they had to
speak, for they wished so much to have it as their heir.

1 From the Danish.
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The elerk was no fool; he looked round about to see
that no one could overhear them, and said, ¢ Oh, yes, I can
easily do that, but you must not speak to anyone about it.
It must be done in all secrecy, and the priest must not
know of it, otherwise I shall get into trouble, as it
is forbidden. It will also cost you something, as some
very expensive books are required.’

That did not matter at all, the man said; they would
not care so very much what it cost. The elerk could have
a hundred dollars to begin with to buy the books. 1e
also promised to tell no one about it, and to bring the
calf round in the evening.

He gave the elerk the hundred dollars on the spot, and
in the evening took the calf round to him, and the clerk
promised to do his best with it. In a week’s time he
came back to the clerk to hear abont the calf and see how
it was thriving. The clerk, however, said that he could
not get a sight of it, for then Peter wonld long after him
and forget all that he had already learned. Ie was
getting on well with his learning, but another hundred
dollars were needed, as they must have more books. The
peasant had the money with him, so he gave it to the clerk,
and went home again with high hopes.

In another week the man eame again to learn what
progress Peter had made now.

¢IIe is getting on very well,” said the clerk.

¢ T suppose he can’t say anything yet?’ said the man.

<Oh, ves,” said the clerk, * he can say ¢ Moo ” now.”

¢ Do ‘you think he will get on with his learning?’
asked the peasant.

¢Oh, yes,” said the clerk, ¢ but I shall want another
hnndred dollars for books. Peter can’t learn well out of
the ones that he has got.’

“Well, well,” said the man, ¢ what must be spent shall
be spent.’

So he gave the clerk the third hundred dollars for
books, and a eask of good old ale for Peter. The clerk
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drank the ale himself, and gave the calf milk, which he
thought would be better for it.

Some weeks passed, during which the peasant did not
come round to ask after the calf, being frichtened lest
it should cost him another hundred dollars, for he had
begun to squirm a bit at having to part with so much
money. Meanwhile the clerk decided that the calf was
as fat as it could be, so he Kkilled it. After he had got
all the beef out of the way he went inside, put on his
black clothes, and made his way to the peasant’s house.

As soon as he had said ¢ Good-day’ he asked, ¢ Ilas
Peter come home here?’

¢No. indeed, he hasn’t,” said the man; *surely he
has vt run away?’

‘I hope,” said the clerk, ¢that he would not behave
so contemptibly after all the trouble I have had to teach
him, and all that T have spent upon him. I have had to
spend at least a hundred dollars of my own money to
buy books for him before I got himn so far on. He could
say anything he liked now, so he said to-day that he
longed to see his parents again. I was willing to give
him that pleasure, but I was afraid that he would n’t be
able to find the way here by himself, so I made myself ready
to go with him. When we had got outside the house I
remembered that T had left my stick inside, and went in
again to get it. When I came out again Peter had gone
off on his own account. I thought he would be here, and
if he is 't I don’t know where he is.’

The peasant and his wife Degan to lament bitterly
that Peter had run away in this fashion just when they
were to have so much joy of him, and after they had
spent so much on his education. The worst of it was
that now they had no heir after all. The clerk comforted
them as Dbest he could; he also was greatly distressed
that Peter should have behaved in such a way just when
Le should have gained honour from his pupil. Perhaps
he had only gone astray, and he would advertise him at
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church next Sunday, and find out whether anyone had
seen him. Then he bade them *Good-bye,” and went
home and dined on a good fat veal roast.

Now it so happened that the clerk took in a news-
paper. and one day he chanced to read inits columns of a
new merchant who had settled in a town at some distance,
and whose name was *Peter Bull.” e put the news-
paper in his pocket, and went round to the sorrowing
couple who had lost their heir. He read the paragraph
to them, and added, ‘I wonder, now, whether that could
be your bull-calf Peter?’

¢ Yes, of course it is,” said the man; ¢ who else would
it be?’

Iis wife then spoke up and said, ¢ You must set out,
good man, and see about him, for it ¢s him, I am perfectly
certain. Take a good sum of money with you, too; for
who knows but what he may want some cash now that
he has turned a merchant!’

Next day the man got a bag of money on his back
and a sandwich in his pocket, and his pipe in his mouth,
and set out for the town where the new merchant lived.
It was no short way, and he travelled for many days
before he finally arrived there. Ile reached it one
morning, just at daybreak, found out the right place, and
asked if the merchant was at home. Yes, he was, said
the people, but he was not up yet.

¢ That does n’t matter,” said the peasant, ¢ for I am his
father. Just show me up to his bedroom.’

He was shown up to the room, and as soon as he
entered it, and caught sight of the merchant, he recog-
nised him at once. He had the same broad forehead,
the same thick neck, and same red hair, but in other
respects he was now like a human being. The peasant
rushed straicht up to him and took a firm hold of him.
¢ O Peter,” said he, ¢what a sorrow you have caused
us, both myself and your mother, by running off like this
just as we had got you well educated! Get up, now,

9
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so that T can see you properly, and have a talk with
you.’

The merchant thought that it was a lunatie who had
made his way in to him, and thought it best to take
things quietly.

¢ All right,” said he, ¢T shall do so at once.” Ile got
out of bed and made haste to dress himself.

¢ Ay,” said the peasant, ‘now I can see how clever our
clerk is. Ie has done well by you, for now you look
just like a human being, If one did n’t know it, one
would never think that it was you we got from the red
cow; will you come home with me now?’

¢No,” said the merchant, ‘I can’t find time just now.
I have a big business to look after.

¢ You could have the farm at once, you kmnow,” said
the peasant, “and we old people would retire. Dut if
you would rather stay in business, of course you may do
so. Are you in want of anything?’

¢ Oh, yes,” said the merchant: ¢ I want nothing so much
as money. A merchant has always a use for that.’

‘I can well believe that,” said the peasaunt, ¢ for you
had nothing at all to start with. 1 have brought some
with me for that very end.” With that he emptied his
bag of money out upon the table, so that it was all
covered with brieht dollars.

When the merchant saw what kind of man he had
before him he began to speak him fair, and invited him
to stay with him for some days, so that they might have
some more talk together.

‘Very well,” said the peasant, ¢but you must call me
‘¢ Father.”’

* I have neither father nor mother alive,” said Peter Bull. -

¢ I know that.” said the man; ‘yvour real father was
sold at Hamburg last Michaelhmas, and vour real mother
died while calving in spring; but my wife and I have
adopted you as our own, and you are our only heir, so
you must call me ** Father.”’
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Peter Bull was quite willing to do so, and it was
settled that he should keep the money, while the peasant
made his will and left to him all that he had, before he
went home to his wife, and told her the whole story.

She was delighted to hear that it was true enough
about Peter Bull — that he was no other than their own
bull-calf.

¢ You must go at once and tell the eclerk,” said she,
“and pay him the hundred dollars of his own money
that he spent npon our son. Ie has earned them well,
and more besides, for all the joy he has given us in having
such a son and leir.’

The man agreed with this, and thanked the elerk
for all he had done, and gave him two hundred dollars.
Then he sold the farm and removed with his wife to the
town where their dear son and heir was living. To him
they gave all their wealth, and lived with him till their
dying day.
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THE BIRD ¢GRIP!

I happened once that a king, who had a great kingdom
and three sons, became blind, and no human skill or
art could restore to him his sight. At last there came
to the palace an old woman, who told him that in the
whole world there was ounly one thing that could give
him back his sight, and that was to get the bird Grip;
his song would open the king’s eyes.

When the king’s eldest son heard this he offered to
bring the bird Grip, which was kept in a cage by a king
in another country, and carefully guarded as his greatest
treasure. The blind king was greatly rejoiced at his son’s
resolve, fitted him out in the best way he could, and let
him go. When the prince had ridden some distance
he came to an inn, in which there were many guests, all
of whom were merry, and drank and sang and played at
dice. This joyous life pleased the prince so well that he
stayed in the inn. took part in the playing and drinking,
and forgot both his blind father and the bird Grip.

Meanwhile the king waited with both hope and
anxiety for his son’s return, but as time went on and
nothing was heard of him, the second prince asked leave
to go in search of his brother, as well as to bring the bird
Grip. The king granted his request, and fitted him out
in the finest fashion. But when the prince came to the
inn, and found his brother amoug his merry companions,

1 Trauslated from the Swedish.
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he also remained there, and forgot both the bird Grip and
his blind father.

When the king wnoticed that mneither of his sons
returned, although a long time had passed since the
second one set out, he was greatly distressed, for not only
had he lost all hope of getting back his sight, but he had
also lost his two eldest sons. The youngest now came
to him, and offered to go in search of his brothers and to
bring the bird Grip; he was quite certain that he wonld
succeed in this. The king was unwilling to risk his third
son on such an errand, but he begged so long that his
father had at last to consent. This prince also was fitted
out in the finest manner, like his brothers, and so rode
away.

He also turned into the same inn as his brothers,
and when these saw him they assailed him with many
entreaties to remain with them and share their merry
life. But he answered that now, when he had found
them, his next task was to get the bird Grip, for which
his blind father was longing, and so he had not a single
hour to spare with them in the inn. He then said fare-
well to his brothers, and rode on to find another inn in
which to pass the night. When he had ridden a long
way, and it began to grow dark, he came to a house
which lay deep in the forest. Here he was received in
a very friendly manner by the host, who put his horse
into the stable, and led the prince himself into the guest-
chamber, where he ordered a maid-servant to lay the
cloth and set down the supper. It was now dark, and
while the girl was laying the eloth and setting down the
dishes, and the prince had begun to appease his hunger,
he heard the most piteous shrieks and cries from the
next room. He sprang up from the table and asked the
girl what these cries were, and whether he had fallen into
a den of robbers. The girl answered that these shrieks
were heard every night, but it was no living being who
uttered them; it was a dead man, whose life the host
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had taken because he could not pay for the meals he had
had in the inn. The host further refused to bury the
dead man, as he had left nothing to pay the expenses of
the funeral, and every night he went and scourged the
dead body of his victim.

When she had said this she lifted the cover off one
of the dishes, and the prince saw that there lay on it a
knife and an axe. e understood then that the host
meant to ask him by this what kind of death he preferred
to die, unless he was willing to ransom his life with his
money. He then summoned the host, gave him a large
sum for his own life, and paid the dead man’s debt as
well, besides paying him for burying the hody, which the
murderer now promised to attend to.

The prince, however, felt that his life was not safe in
this murderer’s den, and asked the maid to help him to
escape that night.  She replied that the attempt to do so
might cost her her own life, as the key of the stable in
which the prince’s horse stood lay under the host’s
pillow; but, as she herself was a prisoner there, she would
help him to escape if he would take her along with him.
e promised to do so, and they succeeded in getting away
from the inn, and rode on until they came to another far
away from it, where the prince got a good place for the
girl before proceeding on his journey.

As he now rode all alone through a forest there met
him a fox, who greeted him in a friendly fashion, and
asked him where he was going, and on what errand he
was bent. The prince answered that his errand was too
important to be confided to everyone that he met.

¢ You are right in that,” said the fox, ¢ for it relates to
the bird Grip, which you want to take and bring home to
your blind father; I could help you in this, but in that
case you must follow my counsel.’

The prince thonght that this was a good offer,
especially as the fox was ready to go with him and show
him the way to the castle, where the bird Crip sat in his
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cage, and so he promised to obey the fox’s instructions.
When they had traversed the forest together they saw
the castle at some distance. Then the fox gave the prince
three grains of gold, one of which he was to throw into
the guard-room, another into the room where the bird
Grip sat, and the third into its cage. e could then take
the bird, but he must beware of stroking it; otherwise it
would go ill with him.

The prince took the grains of gold, and promised to
follow the fox’s directions faithfully. When he came to
the guard-room of the castle he threw one of the grains
in there, and the guards at once fell asleep. The same
thing happened with those who kept watch in the room
beside the bird Grip, and when he threw the third grain
into its cage the bird also fell asleep. When the prince
got the beautiful bird into his hand he could not resist
the temptation to stroke it, whereupon it awoke and began
to scream. At this the whole castle woke up and the
prince was taken prisoner.

As he now sat in his prison, and bitterly lamented
that his own disobedience had brought himself into
trouble, and deprived his father of the chance of recovering
his sight, the fox suddenly stood in front of him. The
prince was very pleased to see it again, and received with
great meekness all its reproaches, as well as promised to
be more obedient in the future, if the fox would only help
him out of his fix. The fox said that he had come to
assist him, but he could do no more than advise the
prince, when he was brought up for trial, to answer ¢ yes’
to all the judge’s questions, and evervthing would go
well.  The prince faithfully followed his instructions, so
that when the judge asked him whether e had meant to
steal the bird Grip he said ¢ Yes,” and when the judge
asked him if he was a master-thief he again answered
¢ Yes.”

When the king heard that he admitted being a master-
thief, he said that he would forgive him the attempt to
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steal the bird if he would go to the next kingdom and
carry oft the world’s most beautiful princess, and bring
her to him. To this also the prince said * Yes.

When he left the castle he met the fox, who went
along with him to the next kingdom, and, when they came
near the castle there, gave him three grains of gol(f—one
to throw into the guard-room, another into the princess’s
chamber, and the third into her bed. At the same time
he strictly warned him not to kiss the princess. The
prince went to the castle, and did with the grains of gold
as the fox had told him, so that sleep fell upon everyone
there; but when he had taken the princess into his arms
he forgot the fox’s warning, at the sight of her beauty,
and kissed her. Then both she and all the others in the
castle woke ; the prince was taken prisoner, and put into
a strong dungeon.

IHere the fox again came to him and reproached him
with his disobedience, but promised to help him out of
this trouble also if he would answer ¢ yes ’ to everything
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