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Short Stories for Children 

Please enjoy these great stories, fairy-tales, fables, and nursery rhymes 

for children. They help kids learn to read and make excellent bedtime 

stories! We have hundreds of great short stories for kids to enjoy. 

 

The Three Little Pigs featured here has been adapted from a couple 

different sources and from childhood memory. The primary sources 

are English Fairy Tales, retold by Flora Annie Steel (1922) with 

illustrations by L. Leslie Brooke from the 1904 version. Once upon a 

time there was a dear little girl who was loved by everyone who looked 

at her, but most of all by her grandmother, and there was nothing that 

she would not have given to the child. Once she gave her a little cap of 

red velvet, which suited her so well that she would never wear anything 

else. So, she was always called Little Red Riding Hood. 

 

The Tale of Peter Rabbit is a British children's book written and 

illustrated by Beatrix Potter that follows mischievous and disobedient 

young Peter Rabbit as he is chased about the garden of Mr. McGregor. 

He escapes and returns home to his mother, who puts him to bed after 

dosing him with chamomile tea. The tale was written for five-year-old 

Noel Moore, son of Potter's former governess Annie Carter Moore, in 

1893. It was revised and privately printed by Potter in 1901 after several 

publishers' rejections, but was printed in a trade edition by Frederick 

Warne & Co. in 1902. The book was a success, and multiple reprints 

were issued in the years immediately following its debut. It has been 

translated into 36 languages, and with 45 million copies sold it is one of 

the best-selling books of all time.  After her father unexpectedly dies, 

young Ella (Lily James) finds herself at the mercy of her cruel 

stepmother (Cate Blanchett) and stepsisters, who reduce her to scullery 

maid. Despite her circumstances, she refuses to despair. An invitation 

to a palace ball gives Ella hope that she might reunite with the dashing 



 

stranger (Richard Madden) she met in the woods, but her stepmother 

prevents her from going. Help arrives in the form of a kindly beggar 

woman who has a magic touch for ordinary things.  The Tale of Johnny 

Town-Mouse is a delightful story about a country mouse's accidental 

visit to town that turns into a friendship (1918). Would you rather live 

like Johnny Town-mouse or Timmy Willie? Tom Thumb is a character 

of English folklore. The History of Tom Thumb was published in 1621, 

and was the first fairy tale printed in English.  The ugly duckling. It is a 

beautiful summer day. The sun shines warmly on an old house near a 

river. Behind the house a mother duck is sitting on ten eggs.  Talk 

about a rigorous royalty identity test (one that mattress)! Hans 

Christian Andersen offers his literary tale about a young lady who must 

prove her worthiness to marry a prince. She could have simply offered, 

"I'll sleep on it." This classic fairytale was first published by Andersen in 

1835.  This famous children's story starts out on Christmas morning. A 

young boy finds a stuffed rabbit nestled in his stocking. He loves the 

rabbit but forgets about him when more glamorous and expensive 

Christmas presents arrive. But chance will intervene twice in this 

magical story about childhood toys and the transformative power of 

love.  Jack and the Beanstalk first appeared as The Story of Jack 

Sprigging and the Enchanted Bean in 1734. Featured illustrations are by 

Arthur Rackham, 1918 edition of retold by Flora Annie Steel. HANSEL 

AND GRETEL. Once upon a time, on the edge of a great forest, there 

lived a very poor woodcutter with his wife and his two children, Hansel 

and Gretel. One of Hans Christian Andersen's most beloved fairy tale, 

The Little Mermaid (1837) is about a mermaid willing to give up her life 

in the sea and immortality in exchange for a human soul. "Snow White" 

is a nineteenth-century German fairy tale which is today known widely 

across the Western world. The Brothers Grimm published it in 1812 in 

the first edition of their collection Grimm’s' Fairy Tales.  

 



 

Chapter 1   The Three Little Pigs 

Once upon a time there was an old mother pig who had three little pigs 

and not enough food to feed them. So, when they were old enough, she 

sent them out into the world to seek their fortunes. 

The first little pig was very lazy. He didn't want to work at all and he 

built his house out of straw. The second little pig worked a little bit 

harder but he was somewhat lazy too and he built his house out of 

sticks. Then, they sang and danced and played together the rest of the 

day. 

The third little pig worked hard all day and built his house with bricks. 

It was a sturdy house complete with a fine fireplace and chimney. It 

looked like it could withstand the strongest winds. 

The next day, a wolf happened to pass by the lane where the three little 

pigs lived; and he saw the straw house, and he smelled the pig inside. 

He thought the pig would make a mighty fine meal and his mouth 

began to water. 

So, he knocked on the door and said: 

But the little pig saw the wolf's big paws through the keyhole, so he 

answered back: 

Then the wolf showed his teeth and said: 

So, he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house down! The wolf 

opened his jaws very wide and bit down as hard as he could, but the 

first little pig escaped and ran away to hide with the second little pig. 

The wolf continued down the lane and he passed by the second house 

made of sticks; and he saw the house, and he smelled the pigs inside, 

and his mouth began to water as he thought about the fine dinner they 

would make. 

So, he knocked on the door and said: 



 

But the little pigs saw the wolf's pointy ears through the keyhole, so 

they answered back: 

So, the wolf showed his teeth and said: 

So, he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house down! The wolf was 

greedy and he tried to catch both pigs at once, but he was too greedy 

and got neither! His big jaws clamped down on nothing but air and the 

two little pigs scrambled away as fast as their little hooves would carry 

them. 

The wolf chased them down the lane he almost caught them. But they 

made it to the brick house and slammed the door closed before the 

wolf could catch them. The three little pigs they were very frightened, 

they knew the wolf wanted to eat them. And that was very, very true. 

The wolf hadn't eaten all day and he had worked up a large appetite 

chasing the pigs around and now he could smell all three of them 

inside and he knew that the three little pigs would make a lovely feast.  

Well! he huffed and he puffed. He puffed and he huffed. And he huffed, 

huffed, and he puffed, puffed; but he could not blow the house down. 

At last, he was so out of breath that he couldn't huff and he couldn't 

puff anymore. So, he stopped to rest and thought a bit. 

But this was too much. The wolf danced about with rage and swore he 

would come down the chimney and eat up the little pig for his supper. 

But while he was climbing on to the roof the little pig made up a 

blazing fire and put on a big pot full of water to boil. Then, just as the 

wolf was coming down the chimney, the little piggy off with the lid, 

and plump! in fell the wolf into the scalding water. 

So, the little piggy put on the cover again, boiled the wolf up, and the 

three little pigs ate him for supper. 

 

 



 

Chapter 2 Little Red Riding Hood 

Once upon a time there was a dear little girl who was loved by 

everyone who looked at her, but most of all by her grandmother, and 

there was nothing that she would not have given to the child. Once she 

gave her a little cap of red velvet, which suited her so well that she 

would never wear anything else. So, she was always called Little Red 

Riding Hood. 

One day her mother said to her, "Come, Little Red Riding Hood, here is 

a piece of cake and a bottle of wine. Take them to your grandmother, 

she is ill and weak, and they will do her good. Set out before it gets hot, 

and when you are going, walk nicely and quietly and do not run off the 

path, or you may fall and break the bottle, and then your grandmother 

will get nothing. And when you go into her room, don't forget to say, 

good-morning, and don't peep into every corner before you do it."  

I will take great care, said Little Red Riding Hood to her mother, and 

gave her hand on it. 

The grandmother lived out in the wood, half a league from the village, 

and just as Little Red Riding Hood entered the wood, a wolf met her. 

Little Red Riding Hood did not know what a wicked creature he was, 

and was not at all afraid of him. 

"Good-day, Little Red Riding Hood," said he. 

"Thank you kindly, wolf." 

"Wither away so early, Little Red Riding Hood?" 

"To my grandmother's." 

"What have you got in your apron?" 

"Cake and wine. Yesterday was baking-day, so poor sick grandmother is 

to have something good, to make her stronger." 

"Where does your grandmother live, Little Red Riding Hood?"  



 

"A good quarter of a league farther on in the wood. Her house stands 

under the three-large oak-trees, the nut-trees are just below. You surely 

must know it," replied Little Red Riding Hood. 

The wolf thought to himself, "What a tender young creature. What a 

nice plump mouthful, she will be better to eat than the old woman. I 

must act craftily, to catch both." So, he walked for a short time by the 

side of Little Red Riding Hood, and then he said, "see Little Red Riding 

Hood, how pretty the flowers are about here. Why do you not look 

round? I believe, too, that you do not hear how sweetly the little birds 

are singing. You walk gravely along as if you were going to school, 

while everything else out here in the wood is merry." 

Little Red Riding Hood raised her eyes, and when she saw the 

sunbeams dancing here and there through the trees, and pretty flowers 

growing everywhere, she thought, suppose I take grandmother a fresh 

nosegay. That would please her too. It is so early in the day that I shall 

still get there in good time. And so, she ran from the path into the 

wood to look for flowers. And whenever she had picked one, she 

fancied that she saw a still prettier one farther on, and ran after it, and 

so got deeper and deeper into the wood. 

Meanwhile the wolf ran straight to the grandmother's house and 

knocked at the door. 

"Who is there?" 

"Little Red Riding Hood," replied the wolf. "She is bringing cake and 

wine. Open the door." 

"Lift the latch," called out the grandmother, "I am too weak, and 

cannot get up." 

The wolf lifted the latch, the door sprang open, and without saying a 

word he went straight to the grandmother's bed, and devoured her. 

Then he put on her clothes, dressed himself in her cap, laid himself in 

bed and drew the curtains. 



 

Little Red Riding Hood, however, had been running about picking 

flowers, and when she had gathered so many that she could carry no 

more, she remembered her grandmother, and set out on the way to 

her. 

She was surprised to find the cottage-door standing open, and when 

she went into the room, she had such a strange feeling that she said to 

herself, oh dear, how uneasy I feel to-day, and at other times I like 

being with grandmother so much. 

She called out, "Good morning," but received no answer. So, she went 

to the bed and drew back the curtains. There lay her grandmother with 

her cap pulled far over her face, and looking very strange. 

"Oh, grandmother," she said, "what big ears you have." 

"The better to hear you with, my child," was the reply. 

"But, grandmother, what big eyes you have," she said. 

"The better to see you with, my dear." 

"But, grandmother, what large hands you have."  

"The better to hug you with."  

"Oh, but, grandmother, what a terrible big mouth you have."  

"The better to eat you with." 

And scarcely had the wolf said this, then with one bound he was out of 

bed and swallowed up Little Red Riding Hood. 

When the wolf had appeased his appetite, he lay down again in the 

bed, fell asleep and began to snore very loud. The huntsman was just 

passing the house, and thought to himself, how the old woman is 

snoring. I must just see if she wants anything. 

So, he went into the room, and when he came to the bed, he saw that 

the wolf was lying in it. "Do I find you here, your old sinner," said he. "I 

have long sought you." 



 

Then just as he was going to fire at him, it occurred to him that the 

wolf might have devoured the grandmother, and that she might still be 

saved, so he did not fire, but took a pair of scissors, and began to cut 

open the stomach of the sleeping wolf. 

When he had made two snips, he saw the Little Red Riding Hood 

shining, and then he made two snips more, and the little girl sprang 

out, crying, "Ah, how frightened I have been. How dark it was inside 

the wolf." 

And after that the aged grandmother came out alive also, but scarcely 

able to breathe. Little Red Riding Hood, however, quickly fetched great 

stones with which they filled the wolf's belly, and when he awoke, he 

wanted to run away, but the stones were so heavy that he collapsed at 

once, and fell dead. 

Then all three were delighted. The huntsman drew off the wolf's skin 

and went home with it. The grandmother ate the cake and drank the 

wine which Little Red Riding Hood had brought, and revived, but Little 

Red Riding Hood thought to herself, if I live, I will never by myself 

leave the path, to run into the wood, when my mother has forbidden 

me to do so. 

It is also related that once when Little Red Riding Hood was again 

taking cakes to the old grandmother, another wolf spoke to her, and 

tried to entice her from the path. Little Red Riding Hood, however, was 

on her guard, and went straight forward on her way, and told her 

grandmother that she had met the wolf, and that he had said good-

morning to her, but with such a wicked look in his eyes, that if they 

had not been on the public road she was certain he would have eaten 

her up. "Well," said the grandmother, "we will shut the door, that he 

may not come in." 

Soon afterwards the wolf knocked, and cried, "open the door, 

grandmother, I am Little Red Riding Hood, and am bringing you some 

cakes." 



 

But they did not speak, or open the door, so the grey-beard stole twice 

or thrice round the house, and at last jumped on the roof, intending to 

wait until Little Red Riding Hood went home in the evening, and then 

to steal after her and devour her in the darkness. But the grandmother 

saw what was in his thoughts. In front of the house was a great stone 

trough, so she said to the child, take the pail, Little Red Riding Hood. I 

made some sausages yesterday, so carry the water in which I boiled 

them to the trough. Little Red Riding Hood carried until the great 

trough was quite full. Then the smell of the sausages reached the wolf, 

and he sniffed and peeped down, and at last stretched out his neck so 

far that he could no longer keep his footing and began to slip, and 

slipped down from the roof straight into the great trough, and was 

drowned. But Little Red Riding Hood went joyously home, and no one 

ever did anything to harm her again. 

 

Chapter 3   The Tale of Peter Rabbit 

ONCE upon a time there were four little Rabbits, and their names 

were— Flops, Mops, Cotton-tail, and Peter. 

They lived with their Mother in a sand-bank, underneath the root of a 

very big fir tree. 

"NOW, my dears," said old Mrs. Rabbit one morning, "you may go into 

the fields or down the lane, but don't go into Mr. McGregor's garden: 

your Father had an accident there; he was put in a pie by Mrs. 

McGregor." 

"NOW run along, and don't get into mischief. I am going out." 

THEN old Mrs. Rabbit took a basket and her umbrella, to the baker's. 

She bought a loaf of brown bread and five currant buns. 

FLOPSY, Mops, and Cottontail, who were good little bunnies, went 

down the lane to gather blackberries; 



 

BUT Peter, who was very naughty, ran straight away to Mr. McGregor's 

garden and squeezed under the gate! 

FIRST, he ate some lettuces and some French beans; and then he ate 

some radishes; 

AND then, feeling rather sick, he went to look for some parsley. 

BUT round the end of a cucumber frame, whom should he meet but 

Mr. McGregor! 

MR. McGregor was on his hands and knees planting out young 

cabbages, but he jumped up and ran after Peter, waving a rake and 

calling out, "Stop thief!" 

PETER was most dreadfully frightened; he rushed all over the garden, 

for he had forgotten the way back to the gate. 

He lost one of his shoes among the cabbages, and the other shoe 

amongst the potatoes. 

AFTER losing them, he ran on four legs and went faster, so that I think 

he might have got away altogether if he had not unfortunately run into 

a gooseberry net, and got caught by the large buttons on his jacket. It 

was a blue jacket with brass buttons, quite new. 

PETER gave himself up for lost, and shed big tears; but his sobs were 

overheard by some friendly sparrows, who flew to him in great 

excitement, and implored him to exert himself. 

MR. McGregor came up with a sieve, which he intended to pop upon 

the top of Peter; but Peter wriggled out just in time, leaving his jacket 

behind him. 

AND rushed into the toolshed, and jumped into a can. It would have 

been a beautiful thing to hide in, if it had not had so much water in it.  

MR. McGregor was quite sure that Peter was somewhere in the 

toolshed, perhaps hidden underneath a flower-pot. He began to turn 

them over carefully, looking under each. 



 

Presently Peter sneezed— "Kitsch!" Mr. McGregor was after him in no 

time, 

AND tried to put his foot upon Peter, who jumped out of a window, 

upsetting three plants. The window was too small for Mr. McGregor, 

and he was tired of running after Peter. He went back to his work. 

PETER sat down to rest; he was out of breath and trembling with 

fright, and he had not the least idea which way to go. Also, he was very 

damp with sitting in that can. 

After a time, he began to wander about, going lip pity— lip pity—not 

very fast, and looking all around. 

HE found a door in a wall; but it was locked, and there was no room for 

a fat little rabbit to squeeze underneath. 

An old mouse was running in and out over the stone doorstep, carrying 

peas and beans to her family in the wood. Peter asked her the way to 

the gate, but she had such a large pea in her mouth that she could not 

answer. She only shook her head at him. Peter began to cry. 

THEN he tried to find his way straight across the garden, but he 

became more and more puzzled. Presently, he came to a pond where 

Mr. McGregor filled his water-cans. A white cat was staring at some 

gold-fish; she sat very, very still, but now and then the tip of her tail 

twitched as if it were alive. Peter thought it best to go away without 

speaking to her; he had heard about cats from his cousin, little 

Benjamin Bunny. 

HE went back towards the toolshed, but suddenly, quite close to him, 

he heard the noise of a hoe—scratch, scratch, scratch, scratch. Peter 

scattered underneath the bushes. But presently, as nothing happened, 

he came out, and climbed upon a wheelbarrow, and peeped over. The 

first thing he saw was Mr. McGregor hoeing onions. His back was 

turned towards Peter, and beyond him was the gate!  



 

PETER got down very quietly off the wheelbarrow, and started running 

as fast as he could go, along a straight walk behind some black-currant 

bushes. 

Mr. McGregor caught sight of him at the corner, but Peter did not care. 

He slipped underneath the gate, and was safe at last in the wood 

outside the garden. 

MR. McGregor hung up the little jacket and the shoes for a scare-crow 

to frighten the blackbirds. 

PETER never stopped running or looked behind him till he got home to 

the big fir-tree. 

He was so tired that he flopped down upon the nice soft sand on the 

floor of the rabbit-hole, and shut his eyes. His mother was busy 

cooking; she wondered what he had done with his clothes. It was the 

second little jacket and pair of shoes that Peter had lost in a fortnight!  

I AM sorry to say that Peter was not very well during the evening. 

His mother put him to bed, and made some chamomile tea; and she 

gave a dose of it to Peter! 

"One table-spoonful to be taken at bed-time." 

BUT Flops, Mops, and Cotton-tail had bread and milk and blackberries, 

for supper. 

 

Chapter 4   Cinderella 

ONCE there was a gentleman who married, for his second wife, the 

proudest and most haughty woman that was ever seen. She had, by a 

former husband, two daughters of her own humor, who were, indeed, 

exactly like her in all things. He had likewise, by another wife, a young 

daughter, but of unparalleled goodness and sweetness of temper, which 

she took from her mother, who was the best creature in the world. 



 

No sooner were the ceremonies of the wedding over but the mother-in-

law began to show herself in her true colors. She could not bear the 

good qualities of this pretty girl, and the less because they made her 

own daughters appear the more odious. She employed her in the 

meanest work of the house: she scoured the dishes, tables, etc., and 

scrubbed madam's chamber, and those of misses, her daughters; she 

lay up in a sorry garret, upon a wretched straw bed, while her sisters lay 

in fine rooms, with floors all inlaid, upon beds of the very newest 

fashion, and where they had looking-glasses so large that they might 

see themselves at their full length from head to foot.  

 

The poor girl bore all patiently, and dared not tell her father, who 

would have rattled her off; for his wife governed him entirely. When 

she had done her work, she used to go into the chimney-corner, and sit 

down among cinders and ashes, which made her commonly be called 

Conference; but the youngest, who was not so rude and uncivil as the 

eldest, called her Cinderella. However, Cinderella, notwithstanding her 

mean apparel, was a hundred times handsomer than her sisters, though 

they were always dressed very richly. 

It happened that the King's son gave a ball, and invited all persons of 

fashion to it. Our young misses were also invited, for they cut a very 

grand figure among the quality. They were mightily delighted at this 

invitation, and wonderfully busy in choosing out such gowns, 

petticoats, and head-clothes as might become them. This was a new 

trouble to Cinderella; for it was she who ironed her sisters' linen, and 

plaited their ruffles; they talked all day long of nothing but how they 

should be dressed. 

"For my part," said the eldest, "I will wear my red velvet suit with 

French trimming." 

"And I," said the youngest, "shall have my usual petticoat; but then, to 

make amends for that, I will put on my gold-flowered manteaux, and 



 

my diamond stomacher, which is far from being the most ordinary one 

in the world."  

They sent for the best tire-woman they could get to make up their 

head-dresses and adjust their double pinners, and they had their red 

brushes and patches from Mademoiselle de la Pioche. 

Cinderella was likewise called up to them to be consulted in all these 

matters, for she had excellent notions, and advised them always for the 

best, nay, and offered her services to dress their heads, which they were 

very willing she should do. As she was doing this, they said to her: 

"Cinderella, would you not be glad to go to the ball?"  

"Alas!" said she, "you only jeer me; it is not for such as I am to go 

thither."  

"Thou art in the right of it," replied they; "it would make the people 

laugh to see a Conference at a ball." 

Anyone but Cinderella would have dressed their heads awry, but she 

was very good, and dressed them perfectly well They were almost two 

days without eating, so much were they transported with joy. They 

broke above a dozen laces in trying to be laced up close, that they 

might have a fine slender shape, and they were continually at their 

looking-glass. At last the happy day came; they went to Court, and 

Cinderella followed them with her eyes if she could, and when she had 

lost sight of them, she fell a-crying. 

Her godmother, who saw her all in tears, asked her what was the 

matter.  

"I wish I could--I wish I could--"; she was not able to speak the rest, 

being interrupted by her tears and sobbing. 

This godmother of hers, who was a fairy, said to her, "Thou wishes thou 

coldest go to the ball; is it not so?"  

"Yes," cried Cinderella, with a great sigh. 



 

"Well," said her godmother, "be but a good girl, and I will contrive that 

thou shalt go." Then she took her into her chamber, and said to her, 

"Run into the garden, and bring me a pumpkin."  

 

Cinderella went immediately to gather the finest she could get, and 

brought it to her godmother, not being able to imagine how this 

pumpkin could make her go to the ball. Her godmother scooped out all 

the inside of it, having left nothing but the rind; which done, she struck 

it with her wand, and the pumpkin was instantly turned into a fine 

coach, gilded all over with gold.  

 

She then went to consider her mouse-trap, where she found six mice, 

all alive, and ordered Cinderella to lift a little the trapdoor, when, 

giving each mouse, as it went out, a little tap with her wand, the mouse 

was that moment turned into a fine horse, which altogether made a 

very fine set of six horses of a beautiful mouse-colored dapple-gray. 

Being at a loss for a coachman, 

"I will go and see," says Cinderella, "if there is never a rat in the rat-

trap--we may make a coachman of him." 

"Thou art in the right," replied her godmother; "go and look." 

Cinderella brought the trap to her, and in it there were three huge rats. 

The fairy made choice of one of the three which had the largest beard, 

and, having touched him with her wand, he was turned into a fat, jolly 

coach- man, who had the smartest whiskers eyes ever beheld. After 

that, she said to her: 

"Go again into the garden, and you will find six lizards behind the 

watering-pot, bring them to me."  

 

She had no sooner done so but her godmother turned them into six 

footmen, who skipped up immediately behind the coach, with their 

liveries all bedaubed with gold and silver, and clung as close behind 



 

each other as if they had done nothing else their whole lives. The Fairy 

then said to Cinderella: 

"Well, you see here an equipage fit to go to the ball with; are you not 

pleased with it?"  

 

"Oh! yes," cried she; "but must I go thither as I am, in these nasty rags?"  

Her godmother only just touched her with her wand, and, at the same 

instant, her clothes were turned into cloth of gold and silver, all beset 

with jewels. This done, she gave her a pair of glass slippers, the 

prettiest in the whole world. Being thus decked out, she got up into her 

coach; but her godmother, above all things, commanded her not to stay 

till after midnight, telling her, at the same time, that if she stayed one 

moment longer, the coach would be a pumpkin again, her horse’s mice, 

her coachman a rat, her footmen lizards, and her clothes become just 

as they were before.  

 

She promised her godmother she would not fail of leaving the ball 

before midnight; and then away she drives, scarce able to contain 

herself for joy. The King's son who was told that a great princess, whom 

nobody knew, was come, ran out to receive her; he gave her his hand as 

she alighted out of the coach, and led her into the ball, among all the 

company. There was immediately a profound silence, they left off 

dancing, and the violins ceased to play, so attentive was everyone to 

contemplate the singular beauties of the unknown new-comer. 

Nothing was then heard but a confused noise of: 

"Ha! how handsome she is! Ha! how handsome she is!" 

The King himself, old as he was, could not help watching her, and 

telling the Queen softly that it was a long time since he had seen so 

beautiful and lovely a creature. 



 

All the ladies were busied in considering her clothes and headdress, 

that they might have some made next day after the same pattern, 

provided they could meet with such fine material and as able hands to 

make them. 

The King's son conducted her to the most honorable seat, and 

afterward took her out to dance with him; she danced so very 

gracefully that they all more and more admired her. A fine collation 

was served up, whereof the young prince ate not a morsel, so intently 

was he busied in gazing on her. 

She went and sat down by her sisters, showing them a thousand 

civilities, giving them part of the oranges and citrons which the Prince 

had presented her with, which very much surprised them, for they did 

not know her. While Cinderella was thus amusing her sisters, she heard 

the clock strike eleven and three-quarters, whereupon she immediately 

made a courtesy to the company and hasted away as fast as she could.  

When she got home she ran to seek out her godmother, and, after 

having thanked her, she said she could not but heartily wish she might 

go next day to the ball, because the King's son had desired her. 

As she was eagerly telling her godmother whatever had passed at the 

ball, her two sisters knocked at the door, which Cinderella ran and 

opened. 

"How long you have stayed!" cried she, gaping, rubbing her eyes and 

stretching herself as if she had been just waked out of her sleep; she 

had not, however, any manner of inclination to sleep since they went 

from home. 

"If thou have been at the ball," said one of her sisters, "thou wouldst 

not have been tired with it. There came thither the finest princess, the 

most beautiful ever was seen with mortal eyes; she showed us a 

thousand civilities, and gave us oranges and citrons."  



 

Cinderella seemed very indifferent in the matter; indeed, she asked 

them the name of that princess; but they told her they did not know it, 

and that the King's son was very uneasy on her account and would give 

all the world to know who she was. At this Cinderella, smiling, replied: 

"She must, then, be very beautiful indeed; how happy you have been! 

Could not I see her? Ah! dear Miss Charlotte, do lend me your yellow 

suit of clothes which you wear every day."  

"Ay, to be sure!" cried Miss Charlotte; "lend my clothes to such a dirty 

Conference as thou art! I should be a fool."  

Cinderella, indeed, expected well such answer, and was very glad of the 

refusal; for she would have been sadly put to it if her sister had lent her 

what she asked for jestingly. 

The next day the two sisters were at the ball, and so was Cinderella, but 

dressed more magnificently than before. The King's son was always by 

her, and never ceased his compliments and kind speeches to her; to 

whom all this was so far from being tiresome that she quite forgot what 

her godmother had recommended to her; so, that she, at last, counted 

the clock striking twelve when she took it to be no more than eleven; 

she then rose and fled, as nimble as a deer. The Prince followed, but 

could not overtake her. She left behind one of her glass slippers, which 

the Prince took up most carefully. She got home but quite out of 

breath, and in her nasty old clothes, having nothing left her of all her 

finery but one of the little slippers, fellow to that she dropped. The 

guards at the palace gate were asked: 

If they had not seen a princess go out. 

Who said: They had seen nobody go out but a young girl, very meanly 

dressed, and who had more the air of a poor country wench than a 

gentlewoman. 

When the two sisters returned from the ball Cinderella asked them: If 

they had been well diverted, and if the fine lady had been there. 



 

They told her: Yes, but that she hurried away immediately when it 

struck twelve, and with so much haste that she dropped one of her 

little glass slippers, the prettiest in the world, which the King's son had 

taken up; that he had done nothing but look at her all the time at the 

ball, and that most certainly he was very much in love with the 

beautiful person who owned the glass slipper. 

What they said was very true; for a few days after the King's son caused 

it to be proclaimed, by sound of trumpet, that he would marry her 

whose foot the slipper would just fit. They whom he employed began to 

try it upon the princesses, then the duchesses and all the Court, but in 

vain; it was brought to the two sisters, who did all they possibly could 

to thrust their foot into the slipper, but they could not effect it. 

Cinderella, who saw all this, and knew her slipper, said to them, 

laughing:  

 

"Let me see if it will not fit me." 

Her sisters burst out a-laughing, and began to banter her. The 

gentleman who was sent to try the slipper looked earnestly at 

Cinderella, and, finding her very handsome, said:  

 

It was but just that she should try, and that he had orders to let 

everyone make trial. 

He obliged Cinderella to sit down, and, putting the slipper to her foot, 

he found it went on very easily, and fitted her as if it had been made of 

wax. The astonishment her two sisters were in was excessively great, 

but still abundantly greater when Cinderella pulled out of her pocket 

the other slipper, and put it on her foot. Thereupon, in came her 

godmother, who, having touched with her wand Cinderella's clothes, 

made them richer and more magnificent than any of those she had 

before. 



 

And now her two sisters found her to be that fine, beautiful lady whom 

they had seen at the ball. They threw themselves at her feet to beg 

pardon for all the ill- treatment they had made her undergo. Cinderella 

took them up, and, as she embraced them, cried: 

That she forgave them with all her heart, and desired them always to 

love her. 

She was conducted to the young prince, dressed as she was; he thought 

her more charming than ever, and, a few days after, married her. 

Cinderella, who was no less good than beautiful, gave her two sisters 

lodgings in the palace. 

 

 

Chapter 5   The Tale of Johnny Town-Mouse 

The gardener left the hamper by the garden gate, so that the carrier 

could pick it up when he passed. Timmy Willie crept in through a hole 

in the wicker-work, and after eating some peas—Timmy Willie fell fast 

asleep. 

 

He awoke in a fright, while the hamper was being lifted into the 

carrier's cart. Then there was a jolting, and a clattering of horse's feet; 

other packages were thrown in; for miles and miles—jolt—jolt—jolt! 

and Timmy Willie trembled amongst the jumbled-up vegetables. 

 

At last the cart stopped at a house, where the hamper was taken out, 

carried in, and set down. The cook gave the carrier sixpence; the back 

door banged, and the cart rumbled away. But there was no quiet; there 

seemed to be hundreds of carts passing. Dogs barked; boys whistled in 

the street; the cook laughed, the parlor maid ran up and down-stairs; 

and a canary sang like a steam engine. 



 

Timmy Willie, who had lived all his life in a garden, was almost 

frightened to death. Presently the cook opened the hamper and began 

to unpack the vegetables. Out sprang the terrified Timmy Willie. 

Up jumped the cook on a chair, exclaiming "A mouse! a mouse! Call the 

cat! Fetch me the poker, Sarah!" Timmy Willie did not wait for Sarah 

with the poker; he rushed along the skirting board till he came to a 

little hole, and in he popped. 

He dropped half a foot, and crashed into the middle of a mouse dinner 

party, breaking three glasses. —"Who in the world is this?" inquired 

Johnny Town-mouse. But after the first exclamation of surprise he 

instantly recovered his manners. 

With the utmost politeness, he introduced Timmy Willie to nine other 

mice, all with long tails and white neckties. Timmy Willie's own tail 

was insignificant. Johnny Town-mouse and his friends noticed it; but 

they were too well bred to make personal remarks; only one of them 

asked Timmy Willie if he had ever been in a trap? 

The dinner was of eight courses; not much of anything, but truly 

elegant. All the dishes were unknown to Timmy Willie, who would 

have been a little afraid of tasting them; only he was very hungry, and 

very anxious to behave with company manners. The continual noise 

upstairs made him so nervous, that he dropped a plate. "Never mind, 

they don't belong to us," said Johnny. 

"Why don't those youngsters come back with the dessert?" It should be 

explained that two young mice, who were waiting on the others, went 

skirmishing upstairs to the kitchen between courses. Several times they 

had come tumbling in, squeaking and laughing; Timmy Willie learnt 

with horror that they were being chased by the cat. His appetite failed, 

he felt faint. "Try some jelly?" said Johnny Town-mouse. 

 



 

"No? Would you rather go to bed? I will show you a most comfortable 

sofa pillow." 

The sofa pillow had a hole in it. Johnny Town-mouse quite honestly 

recommended it as the best bed, kept exclusively for visitors. But the 

sofa smelt of cat. Timmy Willie preferred to spend a miserable night 

under the fender. 

 

It was just the same next day. An excellent breakfast was provided—for 

mice accustomed to eat bacon; but Timmy Willie had been reared on 

roots and salad. Johnny Town-mouse and his friends racketed about 

under the floors, and came boldly out all over the house in the evening. 

One particularly loud crash had been caused by Sarah tumbling 

downstairs with the tea-tray; there were crumbs and sugar and smears 

of jam to be collected, despite the cat. 

Timmy Willie longed to be at home in his peaceful nest in a sunny 

bank. The food disagreed with him; the noise prevented him from 

sleeping. In a few days, he grew so thin that Johnny Town-mouse 

noticed it, and questioned him. He listened to Timmy Willie's story 

and inquired about the garden. "It sounds rather a dull place? What do 

you do when it rains?" 

 

"When it rains, I sit in my little sandy burrow and shell corn and seeds 

from my Autumn store. I peep out at the throttles and blackbirds on 

the lawn, and my friend Cock Robin. And when the sun comes out 

again, you should see my garden and the flowers—roses and pinks and 

pansies—no noise except the birds and bees, and the lambs in the 

meadows." 

 

"There goes that cat again!" exclaimed Johnny Town-mouse. When 

they had taken refuge in the coal-cellar he resumed the conversation; "I 



 

confess I am a little disappointed; we have endeavored to entertain 

you, Timothy William." 

"Oh yes, yes, you have been most kind; but I do feel so ill," said Timmy 

Willie. 

"It may be that your teeth and digestion are unaccustomed to our food; 

perhaps it might be wiser for you to return in the hamper." 

"Oh? Oh!" cried Timmy Willie. "Why of course for the matter of that 

we could have sent you back last week," said Johnny rather huffily—

"did you not know that the hamper goes back empty on Saturdays?"  

So, Timmy Willie said good-bye to his new friends, and hid in the 

hamper with a crumb of cake and a withered cabbage leaf; and after 

much jolting, he was set down safely in his own garden. Sometimes on 

Saturdays he went to look at the hamper lying by the gate, but he knew 

better than to get in again. And nobody got out, though Johnny Town-

mouse had half promised a visit. The winter passed; the sun came out 

again; Timmy Willie sat by his burrow warming his little fur coat and 

sniffing the smell of violets and spring grass. He had nearly forgotten 

his visit to town. When up the sandy path all spick and span with a 

brown leather bag came Johnny Town-mouse!  Timmy Willie received 

him with open arms. "You have come at the best of all the year, we will 

have herb pudding and sit in the sun."  

"Hamm! it is a little damp," said Johnny Town-mouse, who was 

carrying his tail under his arm, out of the mud. 

"What is that fearful noise?" he started violently. 

"That?" said Timmy Willie, "that is only a cow; I will be a little milk, 

they are quite harmless, unless they happen to lie down upon you. How 

are all our friends?" 

Johnny's account was rather middling. He explained why he was paying 

his visit so early in the season; the family had gone to the sea-side for 

Easter; the cook was doing spring cleaning, on board wages, with 



 

instructions to clear out the mice. There were four kittens, and the cat 

had killed the canary. 

 

"They say we did it; but I know better," said Johnny Town-mouse. 

"Whatever is that fearful racket?"  

"That is only the lawn-mower; I will fetch some of the grass clippings 

presently to make your bed. I am sure you had better settle in the 

country, Johnny." 

"Hamm—we shall see by Tuesday week; the hamper is stopped while 

they are at the sea-side." 

"I am sure you will never want to live in town again," said Timmy 

Willie. 

But he did. He went back in the very next hamper of vegetables; he said 

it was too quiet!! 

One place suits one person, another place suits another person. For my 

part I prefer to live in the country, like Timmy Willie. 

 

Chapter 6   Tom Thumb 

There was once a poor peasant who sat in the evening by the hearth 

and poked the fire, and his wife sat and spun. Then said he, "How sad it 

is that we have no children. With us all is so quiet, and in other houses 

it is noisy and lively." 

"Yes, replied the wife, and sighed, "even if we had only one, and it were 

quite small, and only as big as a thumb, I should be quite satisfied, and 

we would still love it with all our hearts."  

Now it so happened that the woman fell ill, and after seven months 

gave birth to a child, that was perfect in all its limbs, but no longer 

than a thumb. Then said they, "It is as we wished it to be, and it shall 



 

be our dear child." And because of its size, they called it Tom Thumb. 

Though they did not let it want for food, the child did not grow taller, 

but remained as it had been at the first. Nevertheless, it looked sensibly 

out of its eyes, and soon showed itself to be a wise and nimble creature, 

for everything it did turned out well. 

One day the peasant was getting ready to go into the forest to cut 

wood, when he said as if to himself, "How I wish that there was 

someone who would bring the cart to me."  

"Oh father," cried Tom Thumb, "I will soon bring the cart, rely on that. 

It shall be in the forest at the appointed time."  

The man smiled and said, "How can that be done? You are far too small 

to lead the horse by the reins."  

"That's of no consequence, father, if my mother will only harness it, I 

shall sit in the horse's ear and call out to him how he is to go." 

"Well," answered the man, "for once we will  try it." 

When the time came, the mother harnessed the horse, and placed Tom 

Thumb in its ear, and then the little creature cried, "Gee up, gee up." 

Then it went quite properly as if with its master, and the cart went the 

right way into the forest. It so happened that just as he was turning a 

corner, and the little one was crying, "gee up," two strange men came 

towards him. 

"My word," said one of them, "what is this? There is a cart coming, and 

a driver is calling to the horse and still he is not to be seen." 

"That can't be right," said the other, "we will follow the cart and see 

where it stops." 

The cart, however, drove right into the forest, and exactly to the place 

where the wood had been cut. When Tom Thumb saw his father, he 

cried to him, "Do you see, Father, here I am with the cart, now take me 

up." The father got hold of the horse with his left hand and with the 



 

right took his little son out of the ear. Tom Thumb sat down quite 

merrily on a straw, but when the two strange men saw him, they did 

not know what to say for astonishment. 

Then one of them took the other aside and said, "Listen, the little 

fellow would make our fortune if we exhibited him in a large town, for 

money. We will buy him." They went to the peasant and said, "Sell us 

the little man. He shall be well treated with us."  

"No," replied the father, "he is the apple of my eye, and all the money in 

the world cannot buy him from me." 

Tom Thumb, however, when he heard of the bargain, had crept up the 

folds of his father's coat, placed himself on his shoulder, and whispered 

in his ear, "Father do give me away, I will soon come back again."  

Then the father parted with him to the two men for a handsome sum of 

money. "Where will you sit?" they said to him. 

"Oh, just set me on the rim of your hat, and then I can walk backwards 

and forwards and look at the country, and still not fall down." They did 

as he wished, and when Tom Thumb had taken leave of his father, they 

went away with him. They walked until it was dusk, and then the little 

fellow said, "Do take me down, it is necessary."  

"Just stay up there," said the man on whose hat he sat, "it makes no 

difference to me. The birds sometimes let things fall on me."  

"No," said Tom Thumb, "I know what's manners, take me quickly up." 

The man took his hat off, and put the little fellow on the ground by the 

wayside, and he leapt and crept about a little between the sods, and 

then he suddenly slipped into a mouse hole which he had sought out. 

"Good evening, gentlemen, just go home without me," he cried to 

them, and mocked them. They ran thither and stuck their sticks into 

the mouse hole, but it was all in vain. Tom Thumb crept still farther in, 

and as it soon became quite dark, they were forced to go home with 

their vexation and their empty purses. 



 

When Tom Thumb saw that they were gone, he crept back out of the 

subterranean passage. "It is so dangerous to walk on the ground in the 

dark," said he, "how easily a neck or a leg is broken." Fortunately, he 

stumbled against an empty snail-shell. "Thank God," said he, "in that I 

can pass the night in safety." And got into it. 

Not long afterwards, when he was just going to sleep, he heard two 

men go by, and one of them was saying, "How shall we set about 

getting hold of the rich pastor's silver and gold?"  

"I could tell you that," cried Tom Thumb, interrupting them. 

"What was that?" said one of the thieves in fright, "I heard someone 

speaking." 

They stood still listening, and Tom Thumb spoke again, and said, "Take 

me with you, and I'll help you." 

"But where are you?" 

"Just look on the ground, and observe from whence my voice comes," 

he replied. 

There the thieves at length found him, and lifted him up. "You little 

imp, how will you help us?" they said. 

"Listen," said he, "I will creep into the pastor's room through the iron 

bars, and will reach out to you whatever you want to have."  

"Come then," they said, "and we will see what you can do." 

When they got to the pastor's house, Tom Thumb crept into the room, 

but instantly cried out with all his might, "Do you want to have 

everything that is here?" 

The thieves were alarmed, and said, "But do speak softly, so as not to 

waken any one." 



 

Tom Thumb however, behaved as if he had not understood this, and 

cried again, "What do you want? Do you want to have everything that 

is here?" 

The cook, who slept in the next room, heard this and sat up in bed, and 

listened. The thieves, however, had in their fright run some distance 

away, but at last they took courage, and thought, "The little rascal 

wants to mock us." They came back and whispered to him, "Come be 

serious, and reach something out to us."  

Then Tom Thumb again cried as loudly as he could, "I really will give 

you everything, just put your hands in."  

The maid who was listening, heard this quite distinctly, and jumped 

out of bed and rushed to the door. The thieves took flight, and ran as if 

the wild huntsman were behind them, but as the maid could not see 

anything, she went to strike a light. When she came to the place with 

it, Tom Thumb, unperceived, betook himself to the granary, and the 

maid after she had examined every corner and found nothing, lay down 

in her bed again, and believed that, after all, she had only been 

dreaming with open eyes and ears. 

Tom Thumb had climbed up among the hay and found a beautiful 

place to sleep in. There he intended to rest until day, and then go home 

again to his parents. But there were other things in store for him. Truly, 

there is much worry and affliction in this world. When the day dawned, 

the maid arose from her bed to feed the cows. Her first walk was into 

the barn, where she laid hold of an armful of hay, and precisely that 

very one in which poor Tom Thumb was lying asleep. He, however, was 

sleeping so soundly that he was aware of nothing, and did not awake 

until he was in the mouth of the cow, who had picked him up with the 

hay. 

"Ah, heavens," cried he, "how have I got into the fulling mill." But he 

soon discovered where he was. Then he had to take care not to let 

himself go between the teeth and be dismembered, but he was 



 

subsequently forced to slip down into the stomach with the hay. "In 

this little room the windows are forgotten," said he, "and no sun shines 

in, neither will a candle be brought."  

His quarters were especially unpleasing to him, and the worst was that 

more and more hay was always coming in by the door, and the space 

grew less and less. When at length in his anguish, he cried as loud as he 

could, "Bring me no more fodder, bring me no more fodder!"  

The maid was just milking the cow, and when she heard someone 

speaking, and saw no one, and perceived that it was the same voice 

that she had heard in the night, she was so terrified that she slipped off 

her stool, and spilt the milk. 

She ran in great haste to her master, and said, "Oh heavens, pastor, the 

cow has been speaking." 

"You are mad," replied the pastor, but he went himself to the byre to 

see what was there. Hardly, however had he set his foot inside when 

Tom Thumb again cried, "Bring me no more fodder, bring me no more 

fodder!" 

Then the pastor himself was alarmed, and thought that an evil spirit 

had gone into the cow, and ordered her to be killed. She was killed, but 

the stomach, in which Tom Thumb was, was thrown on the dunghill. 

Tom Thumb had great difficulty in working his way out. However, he 

succeeded so far as to get some room, but just as he was going to thrust 

his head out, a new misfortune occurred. A hungry wolf ran thither, 

and swallowed the whole stomach at one gulp. 

Tom Thumb did not lose courage. "Perhaps," thought he, "the wolf will 

listen to what I have got to say." And he called to him from out of his 

belly, "Dear wolf, I know of a magnificent feast for you."  

"Where is it to be had?" said the wolf. 

"In such and such a house. You must creep into it through the kitchen-

sink, and will find cakes, and bacon, and sausages, and as much of 



 

them as you can eat." And he described to him exactly his father's 

house. 

The wolf did not require to be told this twice, squeezed himself in at 

night through the sink, and ate to his heart's content in the larder. 

When he had eaten his fill, he wanted to go out again, but he had 

become so big that he could not go out by the same way. Tom Thumb 

had reckoned on this, and now began to make a violent noise in the 

wolf's body, and raged and screamed as loudly as he could. 

"Will you be quiet?" said the wolf, "you will waken up the people." 

"What do I care?" replied the little fellow, "you have eaten your fill, and 

I will make merry likewise." And began once more to scream with all 

his strength. 

At last his father and mother were aroused by it, and ran to the room 

and looked in through the opening in the door. When they saw that a 

wolf was inside, they ran away, and the husband fetched his axe, and 

the wife the scythe. 

"Stay behind," said the man, when they entered the room. "When I 

have given the blow, if he is not killed by it, you must cut him down 

and hew his body to pieces."  

Then Tom Thumb heard his parents, voices and cried, "Dear father, I 

am here, I am in the wolf's body."  

Said the father, full of joy, "Thank God, our dear child has found us 

again." And bade the woman take away her scythe, that Tom Thumb 

might not be hurt with it. After that he raised his arm, and struck the 

wolf such a blow on his head that he fell down dead, and then they got 

knives and scissors and cut his body open and drew the little fellow 

forth. 

"Ah," said the father, "what sorrow we have gone through for your 

sake." 



 

"Yes father, I have gone about the world a great deal. Thank heaven, I 

breathe fresh air again." 

"Where have you been, then?" 

"Ah, father, I have been in a mouse's hole, in a cow's belly, and then in 

a wolf's paunch. Now I will stay with you. 

"And we will not sell you again, no not for all the riches in the world," 

said his parents, and they embraced and kissed their dear Tom Thumb. 

They gave him to eat and to drink, and had some new clothes made for 

him, for his own had been spoiled on his journey. 

 

Chapter 7   The Ugly Duckling 

 

 

IT was lovely summer weather in the country, and the golden corn, the 

green oats, and the haystacks piled up in the meadows looked 

beautiful. The stork walking about on his long red legs chattered in the 

Egyptian language, which he had learnt from his mother. The corn-

fields and meadows were surrounded by large forests, during which 

were deep pools. It was, indeed, delightful to walk about in the 

country. In a sunny spot stood a pleasant old farm-house close by a 

deep river, and from the house down to the water side grew great 

burdock leaves, so high, that under the tallest of them a little child 

could stand upright. The spot was as wild as the center of a thick wood. 

In this snug retreat sat a duck on her nest, watching for her young 

brood to hatch; she was beginning to get tired of her task, for the little 

ones were a long time coming out of their shells, and she seldom had 

any visitors. The other ducks liked much better to swim about in the 

river than to climb the slippery banks, and sit under a burdock leaf, to 

have a gossip with her. At length one shell cracked, and then another, 

and from each egg came a living creature that lifted its head and cried, 



 

"Peep, peep." "Quack, quack," said the mother, and then they all 

quacked as well as they could, and looked about them on every side at 

the large green leaves. Their mother allowed them to look as much as 

they liked, because green is good for the eyes. "How large the world is," 

said the young ducks, when they found how much more room they 

now had than while they were inside the egg-shell. "Do you imagine 

this is the whole world?" asked the mother; "Wait till you have seen the 

garden; it stretches far beyond that to the parson's field, but I have 

never ventured to such a distance. Are you all out?" she continued, 

rising; "No, I declare, the largest egg lies there still. I wonder how long 

this is to last, I am quite tired of it;" and she seated herself again on the 

nest. 

"Well, how are you getting on?" asked an old duck, who paid her a visit.  

"One egg is not hatched yet," said the duck, "it will not break. But just 

look at all the others, are they not the prettiest little ducklings you ever 

saw? They are the image of their father, who is so unkind, he never 

comes to see." 

"Let me see the egg that will not break," said the duck; "I have no doubt 

it is a turkey's egg. I was persuaded to hatch some once, and after all 

my care and trouble with the young ones, they were afraid of the water. 

I quacked and clucked, but all to no purpose. I could not get them to 

venture in. Let me look at the egg. Yes, that is a turkey's egg; take my 

advice, leave it where it is and teach the other children to swim."  

"I think I will sit on it a little while longer," said the duck; "as I have sat 

so long already, a few days will be nothing."  

"Please yourself," said the old duck, and she went away. 

At last the large egg broke, and a young one crept forth crying, "Peep, 

peep." It was very large and ugly. The duck stared at it and exclaimed, 

"It is very large and not at all like the others. I wonder if it really is a 



 

turkey. We shall soon find it out, however when we go to the water. It 

must go in, if I have to push it myself." 

On the next day, the weather was delightful, and the sun shone 

brightly on the green burdock leaves, so the mother duck took her 

young brood down to the water, and jumped in with a splash. "Quack, 

quack," cried she, and one after another the little ducklings jumped in. 

The water closed over their heads, but they came up again in an 

instant, and swam about quite prettily with their legs paddling under 

them as easily as possible, and the ugly duckling was also in the water 

swimming with them. 

"Oh," said the mother, "that is not a turkey; how well he uses his legs, 

and how upright he holds himself! He is my own child, and he is not so 

very ugly after all if you look at him properly. Quack, quack! come with 

me now, I will take you into grand society, and introduce you to the 

farmyard, but you must keep close to me or you may be trodden upon; 

and, above all, beware of the cat."  

When they reached the farmyard, there was a great disturbance, two 

families were fighting for an eel's head, which, after all, was carried off 

by the cat. "See, children, that is the way of the world," said the mother 

duck, whetting her beak, for she would have liked the eel's head 

herself. "Come, now, use your legs, and let me see how well you can 

behave. You must bow your heads prettily to that old duck yonder; she 

is the highest born of them all, and has Spanish blood, therefore, she is 

well off. Don't you see she has a red flag tied to her leg, which is 

something very grand, and a great honor for a duck; it shows that 

everyone is anxious not to lose her, as she can be recognized both by 

man and beast. Come, now, don't turn your toes, a well-bred duckling 

spreads his feet wide apart, just like his father and mother, in this way; 

now bend your neck, and say 'quack.'"  

The ducklings did as they were bid, but the other duck stared, and said, 

"Look, here comes another brood, as if there were not enough of us 



 

already! and what a queer looking object one of them is; we don't want 

him here," and then one flew out and bit him in the neck. 

"Let him alone," said the mother; "he is not doing any harm." 

"Yes, but he is so big and ugly," said the spiteful duck "and therefore he 

must be turned out." 

"The others are very pretty children," said the old duck, with the rag on 

her leg, "all but that one; I wish his mother could improve him a little." 

"That is impossible, your grace," replied the mother; "he is not pretty; 

but he has a very good disposition, and swims as well or even better 

than the others. I think he will grow up pretty, and perhaps be smaller; 

he has remained too long in the egg, and therefore his figure is not 

properly formed;" and then she stroked his neck and smoothed the 

feathers, saying, "It is a drake, and therefore not of so much 

consequence. I think he will grow up strong, and able to take care of 

himself." 

"The other ducklings are graceful enough," said the old duck. "Now 

make yourself at home, and if you can find an eel's head, you can bring 

it to me." 

And so, they made themselves comfortable; but the poor duckling, who 

had crept out of his shell last of all, and looked so ugly, was bitten and 

pushed and made fun of, not only by the ducks, but by all the poultry. 

"He is too big," they all said, and the turkey cock, who had been born 

into the world with spurs, and fancied himself really an emperor, 

puffed himself out like a vessel in full sail, and flew at the duckling, and 

became quite red in the head with passion, so that the poor little thing 

did not know where to go, and was quite miserable because he was so 

ugly and laughed at by the whole farmyard. So, it went on from day to 

day till it got worse and worse. The poor duckling was driven about by 

everyone; even his brothers and sisters were unkind to him, and would 

say, "Ah, your ugly creature, I wish the cat would get you," and his 



 

mother said she wished he had never been born. The ducks pecked 

him, the chickens beat him, and the girl who fed the poultry kicked 

him with her feet. So, at last he ran away, frightening the little birds in 

the hedge as he flew over the palings.  

"They are afraid of me because I am ugly," he said. So, he closed his 

eyes, and flew still farther, until he came out on a large moor, inhabited 

by wild ducks. Here he remained the whole night, feeling very tired 

and sorrowful. 

In the morning, when the wild ducks rose in the air, they stared at their 

new comrade. "What sort of a duck are you?" they all said, coming 

around him. 

He bowed to them, and was as polite as he could be, but he did not 

reply to their question. "You are exceedingly ugly," said the wild ducks, 

"but that will not matter if you do not want to marry one of our family."  

Poor thing! he had no thoughts of marriage; all he wanted was 

permission to lie among the rushes, and drink some of the water on the 

moor. After he had been on the moor two days, there came two wild 

geese, or rather goslings, for they had not been out of the egg long, and 

were very saucy. "Listen, friend," said one of them to the duckling, "you 

are so ugly, that we like you very well. Will you go with us, and become 

a bird of passage? Not far from here is another moor, in which there are 

some wild geese, all unmarried. It is a chance for you to get a wife; you 

may be lucky, ugly as you are." 

"Pop, pop," sounded in the air, and the two wild geese fell dead among 

the rushes, and the water was tinged with blood. "Pop, pop," echoed far 

and wide in the distance, and whole flocks of wild geese rose from the 

rushes. The sound continued from every direction, for the sportsmen 

surrounded the moor, and some were even seated on branches of trees, 

overlooking the rushes. The blue smoke from the guns rose like clouds 

over the dark trees, and as it floated away across the water, several 

sporting dogs bounded in among the rushes, which bent beneath them 



 

wherever they went. How they terrified the poor duckling! He turned 

away his head to hide it under his wing, and at the same moment a 

large terrible dog passed quite near him. His jaws were open, his 

tongue hung from his mouth, and his eyes glared fearfully. He thrust 

his nose close to the duckling, showing his sharp teeth, and then, 

"splash, splash," he went into the water without touching him, "Oh," 

sighed the duckling, "how thankful I am for being so ugly; even a dog 

will not bite me." And so, he lay quite still, while the shot rattled 

through the rushes, and gun after gun was fired over him. It was late in 

the day before all became quiet, but even then, the poor young thing 

did not dare to move. He waited quietly for several hours, and then, 

after looking carefully around him, hastened away from the moor as 

fast as he could. He ran over field and meadow till a storm arose, and 

he could hardly struggle against it. Towards evening, he reached a poor 

little cottage that seemed ready to fall, and only remained standing 

because it could not decide on which side to fall first. The storm 

continued so violent, that the duckling could go no farther; he sat 

down by the cottage, and then he noticed that the door was not quite 

closed in consequence of one of the hinges having given way. There 

was therefore a narrow opening near the bottom large enough for him 

to slip through, which he did very quietly, and got a shelter for the 

night. A woman, a tom cat, and a hen lived in this cottage. The tom cat, 

whom the mistress called, "My little son," was a great favorite; he could 

raise his back, and purr, and could even throw out sparks from his fur if 

it were stroked the wrong way. The hen had very short legs, so she was 

called "Chuckie short legs." She laid good eggs, and her mistress loved 

her as if she had been her own child. In the morning, the strange visitor 

was discovered, and the tom cat began to purr, and the hen to cluck. 

"What is that noise about?" said the old woman, looking round the 

room, but her sight was not very good; therefore, when she saw the 

duckling she thought it must be a fat duck, that had strayed from 

home. "Oh, what a prize!" she exclaimed, "I hope it is not a drake, for 



 

then I shall have some duck's eggs. I must wait and see." So, the 

duckling could remain on trial for three weeks, but there were no eggs. 

Now the tom cat was the master of the house, and the hen was 

mistress, and they always said, "We and the world," for they believed 

themselves to be half the world, and the better half too. The duckling 

thought that others might hold a different opinion on the subject, but 

the hen would not listen to such doubts. "Can you lay eggs?" she asked. 

"No." "Then have the goodness to hold your tongue." "Can you raise 

your back, or purr, or throw out sparks?" said the tom cat. "No." "Then 

you have no right to express an opinion when sensible people are 

speaking." So, the duckling sat in a corner, feeling very low spirited, till 

the sunshine and the fresh air came into the room through the open 

door, and then he began to feel such a great longing for a swim on the 

water, that he could not help telling the hen. 

"What an absurd idea," said the hen. "You have nothing else to do, 

therefore you have foolish fancies. If you could purr or lay eggs, they 

would pass away." 

"But it is so delightful to swim about on the water," said the duckling, 

"and so refreshing to feel it close over your head, while you dive down 

to the bottom." 

"Delightful, indeed!" said the hen, "why you must be crazy! Ask the cat, 

he is the cleverest animal I know, ask him how he would like to swim 

about on the water, or to dive under it, for I will not speak of my own 

opinion; ask our mistress, the old woman- there is no one in the world 

cleverer than she is. Do you think she would like to swim, or to let the 

water close over her head?" 

"You don't understand me," said the duckling. 

"We don't understand you? Who can understand you, I wonder? Do 

you consider yourself cleverer than the cat, or the old woman? I will say 

nothing of myself. Don't imagine such nonsense, child, and thank your 

good fortune that you have been received here. Are you not in a warm 



 

room, and in society from which you may learn something. But you are 

a chatterer, and your company is not very agreeable. Believe me, I 

speak only for your own good. I may tell you unpleasant truths, but 

that is a proof of my friendship. I advise you, therefore, to lay eggs, and 

learn to purr as quickly as possible." 

"I believe I must go out into the world again," said the duckling. 

"Yes, do," said the hen. So, the duckling left the cottage, and soon 

found water on which it could swim and dive, but was avoided by all 

other animals, because of its ugly appearance. Autumn came, and the 

leaves in the forest turned to orange and gold. then, as winter 

approached, the wind caught them as they fell and whirled them in the 

cold air. The clouds, heavy with hail and snow-flakes, hung low in the 

sky, and the raven stood on the ferns crying, "Croak, croak." It made 

one shiver with cold to look at him. All this was very sad for the poor 

little duckling. One evening, just as the sun set amid radiant clouds, 

there came a large flock of beautiful birds out of the bushes. The 

duckling had never seen any like them before. They were swans, and 

they curved their graceful necks, while their soft plumage shown with 

dazzling whiteness. They uttered a singular cry, as they spread their 

glorious wings and flew away from those cold regions to warmer 

countries across the sea. As they mounted higher and higher in the air, 

the ugly little duckling felt quite a strange sensation as he watched 

them. He whirled himself in the water like a wheel, stretched out his 

neck towards them, and uttered a cry so strange that it frightened 

himself. Could he ever forget those beautiful, happy birds; and when at 

last they were out of his sight, he dived under the water, and rose again 

almost beside himself with excitement. He knew not the names of 

these birds, nor where they had flown, but he felt towards them as he 

had never felt for any other bird in the world. He was not envious of 

these beautiful creatures, but wished to be as lovely as they. Poor ugly 

creature, how gladly he would have lived even with the ducks had they 

only given him encouragement. The winter grew colder and colder; he 



 

was obliged to swim about on the water to keep it from freezing, but 

every night the space on which he swam became smaller and smaller. 

At length, it froze so hard that the ice in the water crackled as he 

moved, and the duckling had to paddle with his legs as well as he 

could, to keep the space from closing. He became exhausted at last, 

and lay still and helpless, frozen fast in the ice.  

Early in the morning, a peasant, who was passing by, saw what had 

happened. He broke the ice in pieces with his wooden shoe, and 

carried the duckling home to his wife. The warmth revived the poor 

little creature; but when the children wanted to play with him, the 

duckling thought they would do him some harm; so, he started up in 

terror, fluttered into the milk-pan, and splashed the milk about the 

room. Then the woman clapped her hands, which frightened him still 

more. He flew first into the butter-cask, then into the meal-tub, and 

out again. What a condition he was in! The woman screamed, and 

struck at him with the tongs; the children laughed and screamed, and 

tumbled over each other, in their efforts to catch him; but luckily, he 

escaped. The door stood open; the poor creature could just manage to 

slip out among the bushes, and lie down quite exhausted in the newly 

fallen snow. 

It would be very sad, were I to relate all the misery and privations 

which the poor little duckling endured during the hard winter; but 

when it had passed, he found himself lying one morning in a moor, 

amongst the rushes. He felt the warm sun shining, and heard the lark 

singing, and saw that all around was beautiful spring. Then the young 

bird felt that his wings were strong, as he flapped them against his 

sides, and rose high into the air. They bore him onwards, until he 

found himself in a large garden, before he well knew how it had 

happened. The apple-trees were in full blossom, and the fragrant elders 

bent their long green branches down to the stream which wound 

round a smooth lawn. Everything looked beautiful, in the freshness of 

early spring. From a thicket, close by came three beautiful white swans, 



 

rustling their feathers, and swimming lightly over the smooth water. 

The duckling remembered the lovely birds, and felt more strangely 

unhappy than ever. 

"I will fly to those royal birds," he exclaimed, "and they will kill me, 

because I am so ugly, and dare to approach them; but it does not 

matter: better be killed by them than pecked by the ducks, beaten by 

the hens, pushed about by the maiden who feeds the poultry, or 

starved with hunger in the winter."  

Then he flew to the water, and swam towards the beautiful swans. The 

moment they espied the stranger, they rushed to meet him with 

outstretched wings. 

"Kill me," said the poor bird; and he bent his head down to the surface 

of the water, and awaited death. 

But what did he see in the clear stream below? His own image; no 

longer a dark, gray bird, ugly and disagreeable to look at, but a graceful 

and beautiful swan. To be born in a duck's nest, in a farmyard, is of no 

consequence to a bird, if it is hatched from a swan's egg. He now felt 

glad at having suffered sorrow and trouble, because it enabled him to 

enjoy so much better all the pleasure and happiness around him; for 

the great swans swam round the new-comer, and stroked his neck with 

their beaks, as a welcome. 

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

and cake into the water. 

"See," cried the youngest, "there is a new one;" and the rest were 

delighted, and ran to their father and mother, dancing and clapping 

their hands, and shouting joyously, "There is another swan come; a new 

one has arrived." 

Then they threw more bread and cake into the water, and said, "The 

new one is the most beautiful of all; he is so young and pretty." And the 

old swans bowed their heads before him. 



 

Then he felt quite ashamed, and hid his head under his wing; for he did 

not know what to do, he was so happy, and yet not at all proud. He had 

been persecuted and despised for his ugliness, and now he heard them 

say he was the most beautiful of all the birds. Even the elder-tree bent 

down its bows into the water before him, and the sun shone warm and 

bright. Then he rustled his feathers, curved his slender neck, and cried 

joyfully, from the depths of his heart, "I never dreamed of such 

happiness as this, while I was an ugly duckling.”  

 

Chapter 8   The Princess and the Pea 

 

ONCE upon a time there was a prince who wanted to marry a princess; 

but she would have to be a real princess. He travelled all over the world 

to find one, but nowhere could he get what he wanted. There were 

princesses enough, but it was difficult to find out whether they were 

real ones. There was always something about them that was not as it 

should be. So, he came home again and was sad, for he would have 

liked very much to have a real princess. 

One evening a terrible storm came on; there was thunder and 

lightning, and the rain poured down in torrents. Suddenly a knocking 

was heard at the city gate, and the old king went to open it.  

It was a princess standing out there in front of the gate. But, good 

gracious! what a sight the rain and the wind had made her look. The 

water ran down from her hair and clothes; it ran down into the toes of 

her shoes and out again at the heels. And yet she said that she was a 

real princess. 

Well, we'll soon find that out, thought the old queen. But she said 

nothing, went into the bed-room, took all the bedding off the bedstead, 

and laid a pea on the bottom; then she took twenty mattresses and laid 



 

them on the pea, and then twenty eider-down beds on top of the 

mattresses. 

On this the princess had to lie all night. In the morning, she was asked 

how she had slept. 

Oh, very badly! said she. I have scarcely closed my eyes all night. 

Heaven only knows what was in the bed, but I was lying on something 

hard, so that I am black and blue all over my body. It’s horrible!  

Now they knew that she was a real princess because she had felt the 

pea right through the twenty mattresses and the twenty eider-down 

beds. 

Nobody but a real princess could be as sensitive as that. 

So, the prince took her for his wife, for now he knew that he had a real 

princess; and the pea was put in the museum, where it may still be 

seen, if no one has stolen it. There, that is a true story. 

Chapter 9   The Velveteen Rabbit 

 

 

There was once a velveteen rabbit, and in the beginning, he was 

splendid. He was fat and bunchy, as a rabbit should be; his coat was 

spotted brown and white, he had real thread whiskers, and his ears 

were lined with pink sateen. On Christmas morning, when he sat 

wedged in the top of the Boy’s stocking, with a sprig of holly between 

his paws, the effect was charming. 

There were other things in the stocking, nuts and oranges and a toy 

engine, and chocolate almonds and a clockwork mouse, but the Rabbit 

was quite the best of all. For at least two hours the Boy loved him, and 

then Aunts and Uncles came to dinner, and there was a great rustling 

of tissue paper and unwrapping of parcels, and in the excitement of 

looking at all the new presents the Velveteen Rabbit was forgotten. 



 

For a long time, he lived in the toy cupboard or on the nursery floor, 

and no one thought very much about him. He was naturally shy, and 

being only made of velveteen, some of the more expensive toys quite 

snubbed him. The mechanical toys were very superior, and looked 

down upon everyone else; they were full of modern ideas, and 

pretended they were real. The model boat, who had lived through two 

seasons and lost most of his paint, caught the tone from them and 

never missed an opportunity of referring to his rigging in technical 

terms. The Rabbit could not claim to be a model of anything, for he 

didn’t know that real rabbits existed; he thought they were all stuffed 

with sawdust like himself, and he understood that sawdust was quite 

out-of-date and should never be mentioned in modern circles. Even 

Timothy, the jointed wooden lion, who was made by the disabled 

soldiers, and should have had broader views, put on airs and pretended 

he related to Government. Between them all the poor little Rabbit was 

made to feel himself very insignificant and commonplace, and the only 

person who was kind to him at all was the Skin Horse. 

 

The Skin Horse had lived longer in the nursery than any of the others. 

He was so old that his brown coat was bald in patches and showed the 

seams underneath, and most of the hairs in his tail had been pulled out 

to string bead necklaces. He was wise, for he had seen a long 

succession of mechanical toys arrive to boast and swagger, and by-and-

by break their mainsprings and pass away, and he knew that they were 

only toys, and would never turn into anything else. For nursery magic 

is very strange and wonderful, and only those playthings that are old 

and wise and experienced like the Skin Horse understand all about it.  

"What is REAL?" asked the Rabbit one day, when they were lying side 

by side near the nursery fender, before Nana came to tidy the room. 

"Does it mean having things that buzz inside you and a stick-out 

handle?" 



 

"Real isn't how you are made," said the Skin Horse. "It's a thing that 

happens to you. When a child loves you for a long, long time, not just 

to play with, but REALLY loves you, then you become Real." 

"Does it hurt?" asked the Rabbit. 

"Sometimes," said the Skin Horse, for he was always truthful. "When 

you are Real you don't mind being hurt."  

"Does it happen all at once, like being wound up," he asked, "or bit by 

bit?" 

"It doesn't happen all at once," said the Skin Horse. "You become. It 

takes a long time. That's why it doesn't often happen to people who 

break easily, or have sharp edges, or who must be carefully kept. 

Generally, by the time you are Real, most of your hair has been loved 

off and your eyes drop out and you get loose in the joints and very 

shabby. But these things don't matter at all, because once you are Real 

you can't be ugly, except to people who don't understand."  

"I suppose you are Real?" said the Rabbit. And then he wished he had 

not said it, for he thought the Skin Horse might be sensitive. But the 

Skin Horse only smiled. 

"The Boy's Uncle made me Real," he said. "That was a great many years 

ago; but once you are Real you can't become unreal again. It lasts for 

always." 

The Rabbit sighed. He thought it would be a long time before this 

magic called Real happened to him. He longed to become Real, to 

know what it felt like; and yet the idea of growing shabby and losing 

his eyes and whiskers was rather sad. He wished that he could become 

it without these uncomfortable things happening to him. 

There was a person called Nana who ruled the nursery. Sometimes she 

took no notice of the playthings lying about, and sometimes, for no 

reason whatever, she went swooping about like a great wind and 

hustled them away in cupboards. She called this "tidying up," and the 



 

playthings all hated it, especially the tin ones. The Rabbit didn't mind it 

so much, for wherever he was thrown he came down soft. 

One evening, when the Boy was going to bed, he couldn't find the 

china dog that always slept with him. Nana was in a hurry, and it was 

too much trouble to hunt for china dogs at bedtime, so she simply 

looked about her, and seeing that the toy cupboard door stood open, 

she made a swoop. 

"Here," she said, "take your old Bunny! He'll do to sleep with you!" And 

she dragged the Rabbit out by one ear, and put him into the Boy's 

arms. 

That night, and for many nights after, the Velveteen Rabbit slept in the 

Boy’s bed. At first, he found it rather uncomfortable, for the Boy 

hugged him very tight, and sometimes he rolled over on him, and 

sometimes he pushed him so far under the pillow that the Rabbit could 

scarcely breathe. And he missed, too, those long moonlight hours in 

the nursery, when all the house was silent, and his talks with the Skin 

Horse. But very soon he grew to like it, for the Boy used to talk to him, 

and made nice tunnels for him under the bedclothes that he said were 

like the burrows the real rabbits lived in. And they had splendid games 

together, in whispers, when Nana had gone away to her supper and left 

the nightlight burning on the mantelpiece. And when the Boy dropped 

off to sleep, the Rabbit would snuggle down close under his little warm 

chin and dream, with the Boy's hands clasped close round him all night 

long. 

And so, time went on, and the little Rabbit was very happy—so happy 

that he never noticed how his beautiful velveteen fur was getting 

shabbier and shabbier, and his tail coming unsewn, and all the pink 

rubbed off his nose where the Boy had kissed him. 

Spring came, and they had long days in the garden, for wherever the 

Boy went the Rabbit went too. He had rides in the wheelbarrow, and 

picnics on the grass, and lovely fairy huts built for him under the 



 

raspberry canes behind the flower border. And once, when the Boy was 

called away suddenly to go out to tea, the Rabbit was left out on the 

lawn until long after dusk, and Nana had to come and look for him 

with the candle because the Boy couldn’t go to sleep unless he was 

there. He was wet through with the dew and quite earthy from diving 

into the burrows the Boy had made for him in the flower bed, and 

Nana grumbled as she rubbed him off with a corner of her apron. 

"You must have your old Bunny!" she said. "Fancy all that fuss for a 

toy!" 

The Boy sat up in bed and stretched out his hands. 

"Give me my Bunny!" he said. "You mustn't say that. He isn’t a toy. He’s 

REAL!" 

When the little Rabbit heard that he was happy, for he knew that what 

the Skin Horse had said was true at last. The nursery magic had 

happened to him, and he was a toy no longer. He was Real. The Boy 

himself had said it. 

That night he was almost too happy to sleep, and so much love stirred 

in his little sawdust heart that it almost burst. And into his boot-button 

eyes, that had long ago lost their polish, there came a look of wisdom 

and beauty, so that even Nana noticed it next morning when she 

picked him up, and said, "I declare if that old Bunny hasn't got quite a 

knowing expression!"  That was a wonderful Summer! 

Near the house where they lived there was a wood, and in the long June 

evenings the Boy liked to go there after tea to play. He took the 

Velveteen Rabbit with him, and before he wandered off to pick flowers, 

or play at brigands among the trees, he always made the Rabbit a little 

nest somewhere among the bracken, where he would be quite cozy, for 

he was a kind-hearted little boy and he liked Bunny to be comfortable. 

One evening, while the Rabbit was lying there alone, watching the ants 



 

that ran to and for between his velvet paws in the grass, he saw two 

strange beings creep out of the tall bracken near him. 

They were rabbits like himself, but quite furry and brand-new. They 

must have been very well made, for their seams didn't show at all, and 

they changed shape in a queer way when they moved; one minute they 

were long and thin and the next minute fat and bunchy, instead of 

always staying the same like he did. Their feet padded softly on the 

ground, and they crept quite close to him, twitching their noses, while 

the Rabbit stared hard to see which side the clockwork stuck out, for 

he knew that people who jump generally have something to wind them 

up. But he couldn't see it. They were evidently a new kind of rabbit 

altogether. 

They stared at him, and the little Rabbit stared back. And all the time 

their noses twitched. 

"Why don't you get up and play with us?" one of them asked. 

"I don't feel like it," said the Rabbit, for he didn't want to explain that 

he had no clockwork. 

"Ho!" said the furry rabbit. "It's as easy as anything." And he gave a big 

hop sideways and stood on his hind legs. 

"I don't believe you can!" he said. 

"I can!" said the little Rabbit. "I can jump higher than anything!" He 

meant when the Boy threw him, but of course he didn't want to say so. 

"Can you hop on your hind legs?" asked the furry rabbit. 

That was a dreadful question, for the Velveteen Rabbit had no hind legs 

at all! The back of him was made all in one piece, like a pincushion. He 

sat still in the bracken, and hoped that the other rabbits wouldn't 

notice. 

"I don't want to!" he said again. 



 

But the wild rabbits have very sharp eyes. And this one stretched out 

his neck and looked. 

"He hasn't got any hind legs!" he called out. "Fancy a rabbit without any 

hind legs!" And he began to laugh. 

"I have!" cried the little Rabbit. "I have got hind legs! I am sitting on 

them!" 

"Then stretch them out and show me, like this!" said the wild rabbit. 

And he began to whirl round and dance, till the little Rabbit got quite 

dizzy. 

"I don't like dancing," he said. "I'd rather sit still!"  

But all the while he was longing to dance, for a funny new tickly feeling 

ran through him, and he felt he would give anything in the world to be 

able to jump about like these rabbits did. 

The strange rabbit stopped dancing, and came quite close. He came so 

close this time that his long whiskers brushed the Velveteen Rabbit's 

ear, and then he wrinkled his nose suddenly and flattened his ears and 

jumped backwards. 

"He doesn’t smell right!" he exclaimed. "He isn’t a rabbit at all! He isn’t 

real!" 

"I am Real!" said the little Rabbit, "I am Real! The Boy said so!" And he 

nearly began to cry. 

Just then there was a sound of footsteps, and the Boy ran past near 

them, and with a stamp of feet and a flash of white tails the two strange 

rabbits disappeared. 

"Come back and play with me!" called the little Rabbit. "Oh, do came 

back! I know I am Real!" 

But there was no answer, only the little ants ran to and for, and the 

bracken swayed gently where the two strangers had passed. The 

Velveteen Rabbit was all alone. 



 

"Oh, dear!" he thought. "Why did they run away like that? Why 

couldn't they stop and talk to me?" For a long time, he lay very still, 

watching the bracken, and hoping that they would come back. But they 

never returned, and presently the sun sank lower and the little white 

moths fluttered out, and the Boy came and carried him home. 

 

Weeks passed, and the little Rabbit grew very old and shabby, but the 

Boy loved him just as much. He loved him so hard that he loved all his 

whiskers off, and the pink lining to his ears turned grey, and his brown 

spots faded. He even began to lose his shape, and he scarcely looked 

like a rabbit any more, except to the Boy. To him he was always 

beautiful, and that was all that the little Rabbit cared about. He didn’t 

mind how he looked to other people, because the nursery magic had 

made him Real, and when you are Real shabbiness doesn't matter. 

And then, one day, the Boy was ill. 

His face grew very flushed, and he talked in his sleep, and his little 

body was so hot that it burned the Rabbit when he held him close. 

Strange people came and went in the nursery, and a light burned all 

night, and through it all the little Velveteen Rabbit lay there, hidden 

from sight under the bedclothes, and he never stirred, for he was afraid 

that if they found him someone might take him away, and he knew 

that the Boy needed him. 

It was a long weary time, for the Boy was too ill to play, and the little 

Rabbit found it rather dull with nothing to do all day long. But he 

snuggled down patiently, and looked forward to the time when the Boy 

should be well again, and they would go out in the garden amongst the 

flowers and the butterflies and play splendid games in the raspberry 

thicket like they used to. All sorts of delightful things he planned, and 

while the Boy lay half asleep he crept up close to the pillow and 

whispered them in his ear. And presently the fever turned, and the Boy 

got better. He could sit up in bed and look at picture books, while the 



 

little Rabbit cuddled close at his side. And one day, they let him get up 

and dress. 

It was a bright, sunny morning, and the windows stood wide open. 

They had carried the Boy out on to the balcony, wrapped in a shawl, 

and the little Rabbit lay tangled up among the bedclothes, thinking. 

The Boy was going to the seaside to-morrow. Everything was arranged, 

and now it only remained to carry out the doctor's orders. They talked 

about it all, while the little Rabbit lay under the bedclothes, with just 

his head peeping out, and listened. The room was to be disinfected, 

and all the books and toys that the Boy had played with in bed must be 

burnt. 

"Hurrah!" thought the little Rabbit. "To-morrow we shall go to the 

seaside!" For the Boy, had often talked of the seaside, and he wanted 

very much to see the big waves coming in, and the tiny crabs, and the 

sand castles. 

Just then Nana caught sight of him. 

"How about his old Bunny?" she asked. 

"That?" said the doctor. "Why, it’s a mass of scarlet fever germs! —Burn 

it at once. What? Nonsense! Get him a new one. He mustn’t have that 

anymore!" 

And so, the little Rabbit was put into a sack with the old picture-books 

and a lot of rubbish, and carried out to the end of the garden behind 

the fowl-house. That was a fine place to make a bonfire, only the 

gardener was too busy just then to attend to it. He had the potatoes to 

dig and the green peas to gather, but next morning he promised to 

come quite early and burn the whole lot. 

That night the Boy slept in a different bedroom, and he had a new 

bunny to sleep with him. It was a splendid bunny, all white plush with 

real glass eyes, but the Boy was too excited to care very much about it. 



 

For to-morrow he was going to the seaside, and that was such a 

wonderful thing that he could think of nothing else. 

And while the Boy was asleep, dreaming of the seaside, the little Rabbit 

lay among the old picture-books in the corner behind the fowl house, 

and he felt very lonely. The sack had been left untied, and so by 

wriggling a bit he could get his head through the opening and look out. 

He was shivering a little, for he had always been used to sleeping in a 

proper bed, and by this time his coat had worn so thin and threadbare 

from hugging that it was no longer any protection to him. Nearby he 

could see the thicket of raspberry canes, growing tall and close like a 

tropical jungle, in whose shadow he had played with the Boy on bygone 

mornings. He thought of those long sunlit hours in the garden—how 

happy they were—and a great sadness came over him. He seemed to 

see them all pass before him, each more beautiful than the other, the 

fairy huts in the flower-bed, the quiet evenings in the wood when he 

lay in the bracken and the little ants ran over his paws; the wonderful 

day when he first knew that he was Real. He thought of the Skin Horse, 

so wise and gentle, and all that he had told him. Of what use was it to 

be loved and lose one’s beauty and become Real if it all ended like this? 

And a tear, a real tear, trickled down his little shabby velvet nose and 

fell to the ground. 

And then a strange thing happened. For where the tear had fallen a 

flower grew out of the ground, a mysterious flower, not at all like any 

that grew in the garden. It had slender green leaves the color of 

emeralds, and in the center of the leaves a blossom like a golden cup. It 

was so beautiful that the little Rabbit forgot to cry, and just lay there 

watching it. And presently the blossom opened, and out of it there 

stepped a fairy. 

She was quite the loveliest fairy in the whole world. Her dress was of 

pearl and dewdrops, and there were flowers round her neck and in her 

hair, and her face was like the most perfect flower of all. And she came 



 

close to the little Rabbit and gathered him up in her arms and kissed 

him on his velveteen nose that was all damp from crying. 

"Little Rabbit," she said, "don't you know who I am?"  

The Rabbit looked up at her, and it seemed to him that he had seen her 

face before, but he couldn't think where. 

"I am the nursery magic Fairy," she said. "I take care of all the 

playthings that the children have loved. When they are, old and worn 

out and the children don't need them anymore, then I come and take 

them away with me and turn them into Real." 

"Wasn't I Real before?" asked the little Rabbit. 

"You were Real to the Boy," the Fairy said, "because he loved you. Now 

you shall be real to everyone." 

And she held the little Rabbit close in her arms and flew with him into 

the wood. 

It was light now, for the moon had risen. All the forest was beautiful, 

and the fronds of the bracken shone like frosted silver. In the open 

glade between the tree-trunks the wild rabbits danced with their 

shadows on the velvet grass, but when they saw the Fairy they all 

stopped dancing and stood round in a ring to stare at her. 

"I’ve brought you a new playfellow," the Fairy said. "You must be very 

kind to him and teach him all he needs to know in Rabbit land, for he 

is going to live with you for ever and ever!" 

And she kissed the little Rabbit again and put him down on the grass. 

"Run and play, little Rabbit!" she said. 

But the little Rabbit sat quite still for a moment and never moved. For 

when he saw all the wild rabbits dancing around him he suddenly 

remembered about his hind legs, and he didn’t want them to see that 

he was made all in one piece. He did not know that when the Fairy 

kissed him that last time she had changed him altogether. And he 



 

might have sat there a long time, too shy to move, if just then 

something hadn't tickled his nose, and before he thought what he was 

doing he lifted his hind toe to scratch it. 

And he found that he had hind legs! Instead of dingy velveteen he had 

brown fur, soft and shiny, his ears twitched by themselves, and his 

whiskers were so long that they brushed the grass. He gave one leap 

and the joy of using those hind legs was so great that he went springing 

about the turf on them, jumping sideways and whirling round as the 

others did, and he grew so excited that when at last he did stop to look 

for the Fairy she had gone. 

He was a Real Rabbit at last, at home with the other rabbits. 

 

Autumn passed and Winter, and in the Spring, when the days grew 

warm and sunny, the Boy went out to play in the wood behind the 

house. And while he was playing, two rabbits crept out from the 

bracken and peeped at him. One of them was brown all over, but the 

other had strange markings under his fur, as though long ago he had 

been spotted, and the spots still showed through. And about his little 

soft nose and his round black eyes there was something familiar, so 

that the Boy thought to himself: 

"Why, he looks just like my old Bunny that was lost when I had scarlet 

fever!" 

But he never knew that it really was his own Bunny, come back to look 

at the child who had first helped him to be Real. 

 

Chapter 10   Jack and the Beanstalk 

 

Once upon a time there lived a poor widow and her son Jack. One day, 

Jack’s mother told him to sell their only cow. Jack went to the market 



 

and on the way, he met a man who wanted to buy his cow. Jack asked, 

“What will you give me in return for my cow?” The man answered, “I 

will give you five magic beans!” Jack took the magic beans and gave the 

man the cow. But when he reached home, Jack’s mother was very 

angry. She said, “You fool! He took away your cow and gave you some 

beans!” She threw the beans out of the window. Jack was very sad and 

went to sleep without dinner. 

The next day, when Jack woke up in the morning and looked out of the 

window, he saw that a huge beanstalk had grown from his magic beans! 

He climbed up the beanstalk and reached a kingdom in the sky. There 

lived a giant and his wife. Jack went inside the house and found the 

giant’s wife in the kitchen. Jack said, “Could you please give me 

something to eat? I am so hungry!” The kind wife gave him bread and 

some milk. 

While he was eating, the giant came home. The giant was very big and 

looked very fearsome. Jack was terrified and went and hid inside. The 

giant cried, “Fee-fifi-fume, I smell the blood of an Englishman. Be he 

alive, or be he dead, I’ll grind his bones to make my bread!” The wife 

said, “There is no boy in here!” So, the giant ate his food and then went 

to his room. He took out his sacks of gold coins, counted them and 

kept them aside. Then he went to sleep. In the night, Jack crept out of 

his hiding place, took one sack of gold coins and climbed down the 

beanstalk. At home, he gave the coins to his mother. His mother was 

very happy and they lived well for some time. 

Climbed the beanstalk and went to the giant’s house again. Once again, 

Jack asked the giant’s wife for food, but while he was eating the giant 

returned. Jack leapt up in fright and went and hid under the bed. The 

giant cried, “Fee-fifi-fume, I smell the blood of an Englishman. Be he 

alive, or be he dead, I’ll grind his bones to make my bread!” The wife 

said, “There is no boy in here!” The giant ate his food and went to his 

room. There, he took out a hen. He shouted, “Lay!” and the hen laid a 



 

golden egg. When the giant fell asleep, Jack took the hen and climbed 

down the beanstalk. Jack’s mother was very happy with him.  

After some days, Jack once again climbed the beanstalk and went to the 

giant’s castle. For the third time, Jack met the giant’s wife and asked for 

some food. Once again, the giant’s wife gave him bread and milk. But 

while Jack was eating, the giant came home. “Fee-fi-fo-fum, I smell the 

blood of an Englishman. Be he alive, or be he dead, I’ll grind his bones 

to make my bread!” cried the giant. “Don’t be silly! There is no boy in 

here!” said his wife. 

The giant had a magical harp that could play beautiful songs. While the 

giant slept, Jack took the harp and was about to leave. Suddenly, the 

magic harp cried, “Help master! A boy is stealing me!” The giant woke 

up and saw Jack with the harp. Furious, he ran after Jack. But Jack was 

too fast for him. He ran down the beanstalk and reached home. The 

giant followed him down. Jack quickly ran inside his house and fetched 

an axe. He began to chop the beanstalk. The giant fell and died. Jack 

and his mother were now very rich and they lived happily ever after. 

 

Chapter 11   Hansel and Gretel 

 

 

Hard by a great forest dwelt a poor wood-cutter with his wife and his 

two children. The boy was called Hansel and the girl Gretel. He had 

little to bite and to break, and once, when great dearth fell on the land, 

he could no longer procure even daily bread. 

Now when he thought over this by night in his bed, and tossed about 

in his anxiety. He groaned and said to his wife, "What is to become of 

us? How are we to feed our poor children, when we no longer have 

anything even for ourselves?" 



 

"I'll tell you what, husband," answered the woman, "early tomorrow 

morning we will take the children out into the forest to where it is the 

thickest. There we will light a fire for them, and give each of them one 

more piece of bread, and then we will go to our work and leave them 

alone. They will not find the way home again, and we shall be rid of 

them." 

"No, wife," said the man, "I will not do that. How can I bear to leave my 

children alone in the forest? The wild animals would soon come and 

tear them to pieces." 

"Oh! you fool," said she, "then we must all four die of hunger, you may 

as well plane the planks for our coffins," and she left him no peace until 

he consented. 

"But I feel very sorry for the poor children, all the same," said the man. 

The two children had also not been able to sleep for hunger, and had 

heard what their step-mother had said to their father. Gretel wept 

bitter tears, and said to Hansel, "Now all is over with us."  

"Be quiet, Gretel," said Hansel, "do not distress yourself, I will soon find 

a way to help us." And when the old folks had fallen asleep, he got up, 

put on his little coat, opened the door below, and crept outside. 

The moon shone brightly, and the white pebbles which lay in front of 

the house glittered like real silver pennies. Hansel stooped and stuffed 

the little pocket of his coat with as many as he could get in. Then he 

went back and said to Gretel, "Be comforted, dear little sister, and sleep 

in peace, God will not forsake us," and he lay down again in his bed. 

When day dawned, but before the sun had risen, the woman came and 

awoke the two children, saying, "Get up, you sluggards. We are going 

into the forest to fetch wood." She gave each a little piece of bread, and 

said, "There is something for your dinner, but do not eat it up before 

then, for you will get nothing else."  



 

Gretel took the bread under her apron, as Hansel had the pebbles in his 

pocket. Then they all set out together on the way to the forest.  

When they had walked a short time, Hansel stood still and peeped 

back at the house, and did so again and again. His father said, "Hansel, 

what are you looking at there and staying behind for? Pay attention, 

and do not forget how to use your legs." 

"Ah, father," said Hansel, "I am looking at my little white cat, which is 

sitting up on the roof, and wants to say good-bye to me." 

The wife said, "Fool, that is not your little cat, that is the morning sun 

which is shining on the chimneys."  

Hansel, however, had not been looking back at the cat, but had been 

constantly throwing one of the white pebble-stones out of his pocket 

on the road. 

When they had reached the middle of the forest, the father said, "Now, 

children, pile up some wood, and I will light a fire that you may not be 

cold." 

Hansel and Gretel gathered brushwood together, as high as a little hill. 

The brushwood was lighted, and when the flames were burning very 

high, the woman said, "Now, children, lay yourselves down by the fire 

and rest, we will go into the forest and cut some wood. When we have 

done, we will come back and fetch you away." 

Hansel and Gretel sat by the fire, and when noon came, each ate a little 

piece of bread, and as they heard the strokes of the wood-axe they 

believed that their father was near. It was not the axe, however, but a 

branch which he had fastened to a withered tree which the wind was 

blowing backwards and forwards. And as they had been sitting such a 

long time, their eyes closed with fatigue, and they fell fast asleep. 

When at last they awoke, it was already dark night. Gretel began to cry 

and said, "How are we to get out of the forest now?" 



 

But Hansel comforted her and said, "Just wait a little, until the moon 

has risen, and then we will soon find the way." And when the full moon 

had risen, Hansel took his little sister by the hand, and followed the 

pebbles which shone like newly-coined silver pieces, and showed them 

the way. 

They walked the whole night long, and by break of day came once 

more to their father's house. They knocked at the door, and when the 

woman opened it and saw that it was Hansel and Gretel, she said, "You 

naughty children, why have you slept so long in the forest? We thought 

you were never coming back at all." 

The father, however, rejoiced, for it had cut him to the heart to leave 

them behind alone. 

Not long afterwards, there was once more great dearth throughout the 

land, and the children heard their mother saying at night to their 

father: 

"Everything is eaten again, we have one half loaf left, and that is the 

end. The children must go, we will take them farther into the wood, so 

that they will not find their way out again. There is no other means of 

saving ourselves." 

The man's heart was heavy, and he thought, "It would be better for you 

to share the last mouthful with your children." The woman, however, 

would listen to nothing that he had to say, but scolded and reproached 

him. He who says a must say b, likewise, and as he had yielded the first 

time, he had to do so a second time also. 

The children, however, were still awake and had heard the 

conversation. When the old folks were asleep, Hansel again got up, and 

wanted to go out and pick up pebbles as he had done before, but the 

woman had locked the door, and Hansel could not get out. 

Nevertheless, he comforted his little sister, and said, "Do not cry, 

Gretel, go to sleep quietly, the good God will help us." 



 

Early in the morning came the woman, and took the children out of 

their beds. Their piece of bread was given to them, but it was still 

smaller than the time before. On the way into the forest Hansel 

crumbled his in his pocket, and often stood still and threw a morsel on 

the ground. 

"Hansel, why do you stop and look round?" Said the father. "Go on." 

"I am looking back at my little pigeon which is sitting on the roof, and 

wants to say good-bye to me, answered Hansel. 

"Fool." Said the woman, "That is not your little pigeon, that is the 

morning sun that is shining on the chimney."  

Hansel, however, little by little, threw all the crumbs on the path. The 

woman led the children still deeper into the forest, where they had 

never in their lives been before. 

Then a great fire was again made, and the mother said, "Just sit there, 

you children, and when you are tired you may sleep a little. We are 

going into the forest to cut wood, and in the evening when we are 

done, we will come and fetch you away."  

When it was noon, Gretel shared her piece of bread with Hansel, who 

had scattered his by the way. Then they fell asleep and evening passed, 

but no one came to the poor children. 

They did not awake until it was dark night, and Hansel comforted his 

little sister and said, "Just wait, Gretel, until the moon rises, and then 

we shall see the crumbs of bread which I have strewn about, they will 

show us our way home again." 

When the moon came, they set out, but they found no crumbs, for the 

many thousands of birds which fly about in the woods and fields had 

picked them all up. Hansel said to Gretel, "We shall soon find the way." 

But they did not find it. They walked the whole night and all the next 

day too from morning till evening, but they did not get out of the 



 

forest, and were very hungry, for they had nothing to eat but two or 

three berries, which grew on the ground. And as they were so weary 

that their legs would carry them no longer, they lay down beneath a 

tree and fell asleep. 

It was now three mornings since they had left their father's house. They 

began to walk again, but they always came deeper into the forest, and if 

help did not come soon, they must die of hunger and weariness. When 

it was mid-day, they saw a beautiful snow-white bird sitting on a 

bough, which sang so delightfully that they stood still and listened to 

it. And when its song was over, it spread its wings and flew away before 

them, and they followed it until they reached a little house, on the roof 

of which it alighted. And when they approached the little house they 

saw that it was built of bread and covered with cakes, but that the 

windows were of clear sugar. 

"We will set to work on that," said Hansel, "and have a good meal. I will 

eat a bit of the roof, and you Gretel, can eat some of the window, it will 

taste sweet." 

Hansel reached up above, and broke off a little of the roof to try how it 

tasted, and Gretel leant against the window and nibbled at the panes.  

Hansel, who liked the taste of the roof, tore down a great piece of it, 

and Gretel pushed out the whole of one round window-pane, sat down, 

and enjoyed herself with it. 

Suddenly the door opened, and a woman as old as the hills, who 

supported herself on crutches, came creeping out. Hansel and Gretel 

were so terribly frightened that they let fall what they had in their 

hands. 

 

The old woman, however, nodded her head, and said, "Oh, you dear 

children, who has brought you here? Do come in, and stay with me. No 

harm shall happen to you." 



 

She took them both by the hand, and led them into her little house. 

Then good food was set before them, milk and pancakes, with sugar, 

apples, and nuts. Afterwards two little beds were covered with clean 

white linen, and Hansel and Gretel lay down in them, and thought they 

were in heaven. 

The old woman had only pretended to be so kind. She was a wicked 

witch, who lay in wait for children, and had only built the little house 

of bread to entice them there. When a child fell into her power, she 

killed it, cooked and ate it, and that was a feast day with her. Witches 

have red eyes, and cannot see far, but they have a keen scent like the 

beasts, and are aware when human beings draw near. When Hansel 

and Gretel came into her neighborhood, she laughed with malice, and 

said mockingly, "I have them, they shall not escape me again." 

Early in the morning before the children were awake, she was already 

up, and when she saw both sleeping and looking so pretty, with their 

plump and rosy cheeks, she muttered to herself, that will be a dainty 

mouthful. 

Then she seized Hansel with her shriveled hand, carried him into a 

little stable, and locked him in behind a grated door. Scream as he 

might, it would not help him. Then she went to Gretel, shook her till 

she awoke, and cried, "Get up, lazy thing, fetch some water, and cook 

something good for your brother, he is in the stable outside, and is to 

be made fat. When he is fat, I will eat him." 

Gretel began to weep bitterly, but it was all in vain, for she was forced 

to do what the wicked witch commanded. And now the best food was 

cooked for poor Hansel, but Gretel got nothing but crab-shells. Every 

morning the woman crept to the little stable, and cried, "Hansel, 

stretch out your finger that I may feel if you will soon be fat."  

Hansel, however, stretched out a little bone to her, and the old woman, 

who had dim eyes, could not see it, and thought it was Hansel's finger, 

and was astonished that there was no way of fattening him. 



 

When four weeks had gone by, and Hansel remained thin, she was 

seized with impatience and would not wait any longer. 

"Now, then, Gretel," she cried to the girl, "stir yourself, and bring some 

water. Let Hansel be fat or lean, to-morrow I will kill him, and cook 

him." 

Ah, how the poor little sister did lament when she had to fetch the 

water, and how her tears did flow down her cheeks. "Dear God, do help 

us," she cried. "If the wild beasts in the forest had but devoured us, we 

should at any rate have died together."  

"Just keep your noise to yourself," said the old woman, "it won't help 

you at all." 

Early in the morning, Gretel had to go out and hang up the cauldron 

with the water, and light the fire. 

"We will bake first," said the old woman, "I have already heated the 

oven, and kneaded the dough." She pushed poor Gretel out to the oven, 

from which flames of fire were already darting. "Creep in," said the 

witch, "and see if it properly heated, so that we can put the bread in." 

And once Gretel was inside, she intended to shut the oven and let her 

bake in it, and then she would eat her, too. 

But Gretel saw what she had in mind, and said, "I do not know how I 

am to do it. How do I get in?"<> "Silly goose," said the old woman, "the 

door is big enough. Just look, I can get in myself." And she crept up and 

thrust her head into the oven. 

Then Gretel gave her a push that drove her far into it, and shut the iron 

door, and fastened the bolt. 

Oh. Then she began to howl quite horribly, but Gretel ran away, and 

the godless witch was miserably burnt to death. Gretel, however, ran 

like lightning to Hansel, opened his little stable, and cried, "Hansel, we 

are saved. The old witch is dead."  



 

Then Hansel sprang like a bird from its cage when the door is opened. 

How they did rejoice and embrace each other, and dance about and 

kiss each other. And as they had no longer any need to fear her, they 

went into the witch's house, and in every corner, there stood chests full 

of pearls and jewels. 

"These are far better than pebbles." Said Hansel, and thrust into his 

pockets whatever could be got in. 

And Gretel said, "I, too, will take something home with me," and filled 

her pinafore full. 

"But now we must be off," said Hansel, "that we may get out of the 

witch's forest." 

When they had walked for two hours, they came to a great stretch of 

water. 

"We cannot cross," said Hansel, "I see no foot-plank, and no bridge. 

"And there is also no ferry," answered Gretel, "but a white duck is 

swimming there. If I ask her, she will help us over."  

"No," replied Gretel, "that will be too heavy for the little duck. She shall 

take us across, one after the other."  

The good little duck did so, and when they were once safely across and 

had walked for a short time, the forest seemed to be more and more 

familiar to them, and at length they saw from afar their father's house. 

Then they began to run, rushed into the parlor, and threw themselves 

round their father's neck. The man had not known one happy hour 

since he had left the children in the forest. The woman, however, was 

dead. Gretel emptied her pinafore until pearls and precious stones ran 

about the room, and Hansel threw one handful after another out of his 

pocket to add to them. Then all anxiety was at an end, and they lived 

together in perfect happiness. 



 

My tale is done, there runs a mouse, whosoever catches it, may make 

himself a big fur cap out of it. 

Chapter 13   The Little Mermaid 

 

Far out in the ocean the water is as blue as the petals of the loveliest 

cornflower, and as clear as the purest glass. But it is very deep too. It 

goes down deeper than any anchor rope will go, and many, many 

steeples would have to be stacked one on top of another to reach from 

the bottom to the surface of the sea. It is down there that the sea folk 

live. 

Now don't suppose that there are only bare white sands at the bottom 

of the sea. No indeed! The most marvelous trees and flowers grow 

down there, with such pliant stalks and leaves that the least stir in the 

water makes them move about as though they were alive. All sorts of 

fish, large and small, dart among the branches, just as bird’s flit 

through the trees up here. From the deepest spot in the ocean rises the 

palace of the sea king. Its walls are made of coral and its high pointed 

windows of the clearest amber, but the roof is made of mussel shells 

that open and shut with the tide. This is a wonderful sight to see, for 

every shell holds glistening pearls, any one of which would be the pride 

of a queen's crown. 

The sea king down there had been a widower for years, and his old 

mother kept house for him. She was a clever woman, but very proud of 

her noble birth. Therefore, she flaunted twelve oysters on her tail while 

the other ladies of the court were only allowed to wear six. Except for 

this she was an altogether praiseworthy person, particularly so because 

she was extremely fond of her granddaughters, the little sea princesses. 

They were six lovely girls, but the youngest was the most beautiful of 

them all. Her skin was as soft and tender as a rose petal, and her eyes 

were as blue as the deep sea, but like all the others she had no feet. Her 

body ended in a fish tail. 



 

The whole day long they used to play in the palace, down in the great 

halls where live flowers grew on the walls. Whenever the high amber 

windows were thrown open the fish would swim in, just as swallow’s 

dart into our rooms when we open the windows. But these fish, now, 

would swim right up to the little princesses to eat out of their hands 

and let themselves be petted. 

Outside the palace was a big garden, with flaming red and deep-blue 

trees. Their fruit glittered like gold, and their blossoms flamed like fire 

on their constantly waving stalks. The soil was very fine sand indeed, 

but as blue as burning brimstone. A strange blue veil lay over 

everything down there. You would have thought yourself aloft in the 

air with only the blue sky above and beneath you, rather than down at 

the bottom of the sea. When there was a dead calm, you could just see 

the sun, like a scarlet flower with light streaming from its calyx. 

Each little princess had her own small garden plot, where she could dig 

and plant whatever she liked. One of them made her little flower bed in 

the shape of a whale, another thought it neater to shape hers like a 

little mermaid, but the youngest of them made hers as round as the 

sun, and there she grew only flowers which were as red as the sun 

itself. She was an unusual child, quiet and wistful, and when her sisters 

decorated their gardens with all kinds of odd things they had found in 

sunken ships, she would allow nothing in hers except flowers as red as 

the sun, and a pretty marble statue. This figure of a handsome boy, 

carved in pure white marble, had sunk down to the bottom of the sea 

from some ship that was wrecked. Beside the statue, she planted a rose-

colored weeping willow tree, which thrived so well that its graceful 

branches shaded the statue and hung down to the blue sand, where 

their shadows took on a violet tint, and swayed as the branches swayed. 

It looked as if the roots and the tips of the branches were kissing each 

other in play. 



 

Nothing gave the youngest princess such pleasure as to hear about the 

world of human beings up above them. Her old grandmother had to 

tell her all she knew about ships and cities, and of people and animals. 

What seemed nicest of all to her was that up on land the flowers were 

fragrant, for those at the bottom of the sea had no scent. And she 

thought it was nice that the woods were green, and that the fish you 

saw among their branches could sing so loud and sweet that it was 

delightful to hear them. Her grandmother had to call the little birds 

"fish," or the princess would not have known what she was talking 

about, for she had never seen a bird. 

"When you get to be fifteen," her grandmother said, "you will be 

allowed to rise out of the ocean and sit on the rocks in the moonlight, 

to watch the great ships sailing by. You will see woods and towns, too." 

Next year one of her sisters would be fifteen, but the others - well, since 

each was a whole year older than the next the youngest still had five 

long years to wait until she could rise from the water and see what our 

world was like. But each sister promised to tell the others about all that 

she saw, and what she found most marvelous on her first day. Their 

grandmother had not told them half enough, and there were so many 

things that they longed to know about. 

The most eager of them all was the youngest, the very one who was so 

quiet and wistful. Many a night she stood by her open window and 

looked up through the dark blue water where the fish waved their fins 

and tails. She could just see the moon and stars. To be sure, their light 

was quite dim, but looked at through the water they seemed much 

bigger than they appear to us. Whenever a cloud-like shadow swept 

across them, she knew that it was either a whale swimming overhead, 

or a ship with many human beings aboard it. Little did they dream that 

a pretty young mermaid was down below, stretching her white arms up 

toward the keel of their ship. 



 

The eldest princess had her fifteenth birthday, so now she received 

permission to rise out of the water. When she got back she had a 

hundred things to tell her sisters about, but the most marvelous thing 

of all, she said, was to lie on a sand bar in the moonlight, when the sea 

was calm, and to gaze at the large city on the shore, where the lights 

twinkled like hundreds of stars; to listen to music; to hear the chatter 

and clamor of carriages and people; to see so many church towers and 

spires; and to hear the ringing bells. Because she could not enter the 

city, that was just what she most dearly longed to do. 

Oh, how intently the youngest sister listened. After this, whenever she 

stood at her open window at night and looked up through the dark 

blue waters, she thought of that great city with all its clatter and 

clamor, and even fancied that in these depths she could hear the 

church bells ring. 

The next year, her second sister had permission to rise to the surface 

and swim wherever she pleased. She came up just at sunset, and she 

said that this spectacle was the most marvelous sight she had ever seen. 

The heavens had a golden glow, and as for the clouds - she could not 

find words to describe their beauty. Splashed with red and tinted with 

violet, they sailed over her head. But much faster than the sailing 

clouds were wild swans in a flock. Like a long white veil trailing above 

the sea, they flew toward the setting sun. She too swam toward it, but 

down it went, and all the rose-colored glow faded from the sea and sky. 

The following year, her third sister ascended, and as she was the 

boldest of them all she swam up a broad river that flowed into the 

ocean. She saw gloriously green, vine-colored hills. Palaces and manor 

houses could be glimpsed through the splendid woods. She heard all 

the birds sing, and the sun shone so brightly that often she had to dive 

under the water to cool her burning face. In a small cove, she found a 

whole school of mortal children, paddling about in the water quite 

naked. She wanted to play with them, but they took fright and ran 



 

away. Then along came a little black animal - it was a dog, but she had 

never seen a dog before. It barked at her so ferociously that she took 

fright herself, and fled to the open sea. But never could she forget the 

splendid woods, the green hills, and the nice children who could swim 

in the water although they didn't wear fish tails. 

The fourth sister was not so venturesome. She stayed far out among the 

rough waves, which she said was a marvelous place. You could see all 

around you for miles and miles, and the heavens up above you were 

like a vast dome of glass. She had seen ships, but they were so far away 

that they looked like sea gulls. Playful dolphins had turned 

somersaults, and monstrous whales had spouted water through their 

nostrils so that it looked as if hundreds of fountains were playing all 

around them. 

Now the fifth sister had her turn. Her birthday came in the wintertime, 

so she saw things that none of the others had seen. The sea was a deep 

green color, and enormous icebergs drifted about. Each one glistened 

like a pearl, she said, but they were loftier than any church steeple built 

by man. They assumed the most fantastic shapes, and sparkled like 

diamonds. She had seated herself on the largest one, and all the ships 

that came sailing by sped away as soon as the frightened sailors saw her 

there with her long hair blowing in the wind. 

In the late evening clouds filled the sky. Thunder cracked and lightning 

darted across the heavens. Black waves lifted those great bergs of ice on 

high, where they flashed when the lightning struck. 

On all the ships the sails were reefed and there was fear and trembling. 

But quietly she sat there, upon her drifting iceberg, and watched the 

blue forked lightning strike the sea. 

Each of the sisters took delight in the lovely new sights when she first 

rose to the surface of the sea. But when they became grown-up girls, 

who could go wherever they liked, they became indifferent to it. They 



 

would become homesick, and in a month, they said that there was no 

place like the bottom of the sea, where they felt so completely at home. 

On many an evening the older sisters would rise to the surface, arm in 

arm, all five in a row. They had beautiful voices, more charming than 

those of any mortal beings. When a storm was brewing, and they 

anticipated a shipwreck, they would swim before the ship and sing 

most seductively of how beautiful it was at the bottom of the ocean, 

trying to overcome the prejudice that the sailors had against coming 

down to them. But people could not understand their song, and 

mistook it for the voice of the storm. Nor was it for them to see the 

glories of the deep. When their ship went down they were drowned, 

and it was as dead men that they reached the sea king's palace. 

On the evenings when the mermaids rose through the water like this, 

arm in arm, their youngest sister stayed behind all alone, looking after 

them and wanting to weep. But a mermaid has no tears, and therefore 

she suffers so much more. 

"Oh, how I do wish I were fifteen!" she said. "I know I shall love that 

world up there and all the people who live in it."  

And at last she too came to be fifteen. 

"Now I'll have you off my hands," said her grandmother, the old queen 

dowager. "Come, let me adorn you like your sisters." In the little maid's 

hair, she put a wreath of white lilies, each petal of which was formed 

from half of a pearl. And the old queen let eight big oysters fasten 

themselves to the princess's tail, as a sign of her high rank. 

"But that hurts!" said the little mermaid. 

"You must put up with a good deal to keep up appearances," her 

grandmother told her. 

Oh, how gladly she would have shaken off all these decorations, and 

laid aside the cumbersome wreath! The red flowers in her garden were 

much more becoming to her, but she didn't dare to make any changes. 



 

"Good-by," she said, and up she went through the water, as light and as 

sparkling as a bubble. 

The sun had just gone down when her head rose above the surface, but 

the clouds still shone like gold and roses, and in the delicately tinted 

sky sparkled the clear gleam of the evening star. The air was mild and 

fresh and the sea unruffled. A great three-master lay in view with only 

one of all its sails set, for there was not even the whisper of a breeze, 

and the sailors idled about in the rigging and on the yards. There was 

music and singing on the ship, and as night came on they lighted 

hundreds of such brightly colored lanterns that one might have 

thought the flags of all nations were swinging in the air. 

The little mermaid swam right up to the window of the main cabin, 

and each time she rose with the swell she could peep in through the 

clear glass panes at the crowd of brilliantly dressed people within. The 

handsomest of them all was a young Prince with big dark eyes. He 

could not be more than sixteen years old. It was his birthday and that 

was the reason for all the celebration. Up on deck the sailors were 

dancing, and when the Prince appeared among them a hundred or 

more rockets flew, making it as bright as day. These startled the little 

mermaid so badly that she ducked under the water. But she soon 

peeped up again, and then it seemed as if all the stars in the sky were 

falling around her. Never had she seen such fireworks. Great suns spun 

around, splendid fire-fish floated through the blue air, and all these 

things were mirrored in the crystal-clear sea. It was so brilliantly bright 

that you could see every little rope of the ship, and the people could be 

seen distinctly. Oh, how handsome the young Prince was! He laughed, 

and he smiled and shook people by the hand, while the music rang out 

in the perfect evening. 

It got very late, but the little mermaid could not take her eyes off the 

ship and the handsome Prince. The brightly colored lanterns were put 

out, no more rockets flew, and no more cannon boomed. But there was 



 

a mutter and rumble deep down in the sea, and the swell kept 

bouncing her up so high that she could consider the cabin. 

Now the ship began to sail. Canvas after canvas was spread in the wind, 

the waves rose high, great clouds gathered, and lightning flashed in the 

distance. Ah, they were in for a terrible storm, and the mariners made 

haste to reef the sails. The tall ship pitched and rolled as it sped 

through the angry sea. The waves rose like towering black mountains, 

as if they would break over the masthead, but the swan-like ship 

plunged into the valleys between such waves, and emerged to ride their 

lofty heights. To the little mermaid this seemed good sport, but to the 

sailors it was nothing of the sort. The ship creaked and labored, thick 

timbers gave way under the heavy blows, waves broke over the ship, 

the mainmast snapped in two like a reed, the ship listed over on its 

side, and water burst into the hold. 

Now the little mermaid saw that people were in peril, and that she 

herself must take care to avoid the beams and wreckage tossed about 

by the sea. One moment it would be black as pitch, and she couldn't 

see a thing. Next moment the lightning would flash so brightly that she 

could distinguish every soul on board. Everyone was looking out for 

himself as best he could. She watched closely for the young Prince, and 

when the ship split in two she saw him sink down in the sea. At first, 

she was overjoyed that he would be with her, but then she recalled that 

human people could not live under the water, and he could only visit 

her father's palace as a dead man. No, he should not die! So, she swam 

in among all the floating planks and beams, completely forgetting that 

they might crush her. She dived through the waves and rode their 

crests, until at length she reached the young Prince, who was no longer 

able to swim in that raging sea. His arms and legs were exhausted, his 

beautiful eyes were closing, and he would have died if the little 

mermaid had not come to help him. She held his head above water, 

and let the waves take them wherever the waves went. 



 

At daybreak, when the storm was over, not a trace of the ship was in 

view. The sun rose out of the waters, red and bright, and its beams 

seemed to bring the glow of life back to the cheeks of the Prince, but 

his eyes remained closed. The mermaid kissed his high and shapely 

forehead. As she stroked his wet hair in place, it seemed to her that he 

looked like that marble statue in her little garden. She kissed him again 

and hoped that he would live. 

She saw dry land rise before her in high blue mountains, topped with 

snow as glistening white as if a flock of swans were resting there. Down 

by the shore were splendid green woods, and in the foreground stood a 

church, or perhaps a convent; she didn't know which, but anyway it 

was a building. Orange and lemon trees grew in its garden, and tall 

palm trees grew beside the gateway. Here the sea formed a little 

harbor, quite calm and very deep. Fine white sand had been washed up 

below the cliffs. She swam there with the handsome Prince, and 

stretched him out on the sand, taking special care to pillow his head up 

high in the warm sunlight. 

The bells began to ring in the great white building, and several young 

girls came out into the garden. The little mermaid swam away behind 

some tall rocks that stuck out of the water. She covered her hair and 

her shoulders with foam so that no one could see her tiny face, and 

then she watched to see who would find the poor Prince. 

In a little while one of the young girls came upon him. She seemed 

frightened, but only for a minute; then she called more people. The 

mermaid watched the Prince regain consciousness, and smile at 

everyone around him. But he did not smile at her, for he did not even 

know that she had saved him. She felt very unhappy, and when they led 

him away to the big building she dived sadly down into the water and 

returned to her father's palace. 



 

She had always been quiet and wistful, and now she became much 

more so. Her sisters asked her what she had seen on her first visit up to 

the surface, but she would not tell them a thing. 

Many evenings and many mornings she revisited the spot where she 

had left the Prince. She saw the fruit in the garden ripened and 

harvested, and she saw the snow on the high mountain melted away, 

but she did not see the Prince, so each time she came home sadder 

than she had left. It was her one consolation to sit in her little garden 

and throw her arms about the beautiful marble statue that looked so 

much like the Prince. But she took no care of her flowers now. They 

overgrew the paths until the place was a wilderness, and their long 

stalks and leaves became so entangled in the branches of the tree that 

it cast a gloomy shade. 

Finally, she couldn't bear it any longer. She told her secret to one of her 

sisters. Immediately all the other sisters heard about it. No one else 

knew, except a few more mermaids who told no one - except their most 

intimate friends. One of these friends knew who the Prince was. She 

too had seen the birthday celebration on the ship. She knew where he 

came from and where his kingdom was. 

"Come, little sister!" said the other princesses. Arm in arm, they rose 

from the water in a long row, right in front of where they knew the 

Prince's palace stood. It was built of pale, glistening, golden stone with 

great marble staircases, one of which led down to the sea. Magnificent 

gilt domes rose above the roof, and between the pillars all around the 

building were marble statues that looked most lifelike. Through the 

clear glass of the lofty windows one could see into the splendid halls, 

with their costly silk hangings and tapestries, and walls covered with 

paintings that were delightful to behold. In the center of the main hall 

a large fountain played its columns of spray up to the glass-domed roof, 

through which the sun shone down on the water and upon the lovely 

plants that grew in the big basin. 



 

Now that she knew where he lived, many an evening and many a night 

she spent there in the sea. She swam much closer to shore than any of 

her sisters would dare venture, and she even went far up a narrow 

stream, under the splendid marble balcony that cast its long shadow in 

the water. Here she used to sit and watch the young Prince when he 

thought himself quite alone in the bright moonlight. 

On many evenings, she saw him sail out in his fine boat, with music 

playing and flags a-flutter. She would peep out through the green 

rushes, and if the wind blew her long silver veil, anyone who saw it 

mistook it for a swan spreading its wings. 

On many nights, she saw the fishermen come out to sea with their 

torches, and heard them tell about how kind the young Prince was. 

This made her proud to think that it was she who had saved his life 

when he was buffeted about, half dead among the waves. And she 

thought of how softly his head had rested on her breast, and how 

tenderly she had kissed him, though he knew nothing of all this nor 

could he even dream of it. 

Increasingly she grew to like human beings, and more and more she 

longed to live among them. Their world seemed so much wider than 

her own, for they could skim over the sea in ships, and mount up into 

the lofty peaks high over the clouds, and their lands stretched out in 

woods and fields farther than the eye could see. There was so much she 

wanted to know. Her sisters could not answer all her questions, so she 

asked her old grandmother, who knew about the "upper world," which 

was what she said was the right name for the countries above the sea. 

"If men aren't drowned," the little mermaid asked, "do they live on 

forever? Don't they die, as we do down here in the sea?" 

"Yes," the old lady said, "they too must die, and their  lifetimes are even 

shorter than ours. We can live to be three hundred years old, but when 

we perish we turn into mere foam on the sea, and haven't even a grave 

down here among our dear ones. We have no immortal soul, no life 



 

hereafter. We are like the green seaweed - once cut down, it never 

grows again. Human beings, on the contrary, have a soul which lives 

forever, long after their bodies have turned to clay. It rises through thin 

air, up to the shining stars. Just as we rise through the water to see the 

lands on earth, so men rise to beautiful places unknown, which we 

shall never see." 

"Why weren't we given an immortal soul?" the little mermaid sadly 

asked. "I would gladly give up my three hundred years if I could be a 

human being only for a day, and later share in that heavenly realm." 

"You must not think about that," said the old lady. "We fare much 

more happily and are much better off than the folk up there."  

"Then I must also die and float as foam upon the sea, not hearing the 

music of the waves, and seeing neither the beautiful flowers nor the red 

sun! Can't I do anything at all to win an immortal soul?"  

"No," her grandmother answered, "not unless a human being loved you 

so much that you meant more to him than his father and mother. If his 

every thought and his whole heart cleaved to you so that he would let a 

priest join his right hand to yours and would promise to be faithful 

here and throughout all eternity, then his soul would dwell in your 

body, and you would share in the happiness of mankind. He would give 

you a soul and yet keep his own. But that can never come to pass. The 

very thing that is your greatest beauty here in the sea - your fish tail - 

would be considered ugly on land. They have such poor taste that to be 

thought beautiful there you have to have two awkward props which 

they call legs." 

The little mermaid sighed and looked unhappily at her fish tail.  

"Come, let us be gay!" the old lady said. "Let us leap and bound 

throughout the three hundred years that we have to live. Surely that is 

time and to spare, and afterwards we shall be glad enough to rest in our 

graves. - We are holding a court ball this evening."  



 

This was a much more glorious affair than is ever to be seen on earth. 

The walls and the ceiling of the great ballroom were made of massive 

but transparent glass. Many hundreds of huge rose-red and grass-green 

shells stood on each side in rows, with the blue flames that burned in 

each shell illuminating the whole room and shining through the walls 

so clearly that it was quite bright in the sea outside. You could see the 

countless fish, great and small, swimming toward the glass walls. On 

some of them the scales gleamed purplish-red, while others were silver 

and gold. Across the floor of the hall ran a wide stream of water, and 

upon this the mermaids and mermen danced to their own entrancing 

songs. Such beautiful voices are not to be heard among the people who 

live on land. The little mermaid sang more sweetly than anyone else, 

and everyone applauded her. For a moment, her heart was happy, 

because she knew she had the loveliest voice of all, in the sea or on the 

land. But her thoughts soon strayed to the world up above. She could 

not forget the charming Prince, nor her sorrow that she did not have an 

immortal soul like his. Therefore, she stole out of her father's palace 

and, while everything there was song and gladness, she sat sadly in her 

own little garden. 

Then she heard a bugle call through the water, and she thought, "That 

must mean he is sailing up there, he whom I love more than my father 

or mother, he of whom I am always thinking, and in whose hands, I 

would so willingly trust my lifelong happiness. I dare do anything to 

win him and to gain an immortal soul. While my sisters are dancing 

here, in my father's palace, I shall visit the sea witch of whom I have 

always been so afraid. Perhaps she will be able to advise me and help 

me." 

The little mermaid set out from her garden toward the whirlpools that 

raged in front of the witch's dwelling. She had never gone that way 

before. No flowers grew there, nor any seaweed. Bare and gray, the 

sands extended to the whirlpools, where like roaring mill wheels the 

waters whirled and snatched everything within their reach down to the 



 

bottom of the sea. Between these tumultuous whirlpools, she had to 

thread her way to reach the witch's waters, and then for a long stretch 

the only trail lay through a hot seething mire, which the witch called 

her peat marsh. Beyond it her house lay in the middle of a weird forest, 

where all the trees and shrubs were polyps, half animal and half plant. 

They looked like hundred-headed snakes growing out of the soil. All 

their branches were long, slimy arms, with fingers like wriggling 

worms. They squirmed, joint by joint, from their roots to their 

outermost tentacles, and whatever they could lay hold of the twined 

around and never let go. The little mermaid was terrified, and stopped 

at the edge of the forest. Her heart thumped with fear and she nearly 

turned back, but then she remembered the Prince and the souls that 

men have, and she summoned her courage. She bound her long flowing 

locks closely about her head so that the polyps could not catch hold of 

them, folded her arms across her breast, and darted through the water 

like a fish, in among the slimy polyps that stretched out their writhing 

arms and fingers to seize her. She saw that every one of them held 

something that it had caught with its hundreds of little tentacles, and 

to which it clung as with strong hoops of steel. The white bones of men 

who had perished at sea and sunk to these depths could be seen in the 

polyps' arms. Ships' rudders, and seamen's chests, and the skeletons of 

land animals had also fallen into their clutches, but the ghastliest sight 

of all was a little mermaid whom they had caught and strangled. 

She reached a large muddy clearing in the forest, where big fat water 

snakes slithered about, showing their foul yellowish bellies. In the 

middle of this clearing was a house built of the bones of shipwrecked 

men, and there sat the sea witch, letting a toad eat out of her mouth 

just as we might feed sugar to a little canary bird. She called the ugly 

fat water snakes her little chick biddies, and let them crawl and sprawl 

about on her spongy bosom. 

"I know exactly what you want," said the sea witch. "It is very foolish of 

you, but just the same you shall have your way, for it will bring you to 



 

grief, my proud princess. You want to get rid of your fish tail and have 

two props instead, so that you can walk about like a human creature, 

and have the young Prince fall in love with you, and win him and an 

immortal soul besides." At this, the witch gave such a loud cackling 

laugh that the toad and the snakes were shaken to the ground, where 

they lay writhing. 

"You are just in time," said the witch. "After the sun comes up 

tomorrow, a whole year would have to go by before I could be of any 

help to you. J shall compound you a draught, and before sunrise you 

must swim to the shore with it, seat yourself on dry land, and drink the 

draught down. Then your tail will divide and shrink until it becomes 

what the people on earth call a pair of shapely legs. But it will hurt; it 

will feel as if a sharp sword slashed through you. Everyone who sees 

you will say that you are the most graceful human being they have ever 

laid eyes on, for you will keep your gliding movement and no dancer 

will be able to tread as lightly as you. But every step you take will feel as 

if you were treading upon knife blades so sharp that blood must flow. I 

am willing to help you, but are you willing to suffer all this?" 

"Yes," the little mermaid said in a trembling voice, as she thought of 

the Prince and of gaining a human soul. 

"Remember!" said the witch. "Once you have taken a human form, you 

can never be a mermaid again. You can never come back through the 

waters to your sisters, or to your father's palace. And if you do not win 

the love of the Prince so completely that for your sake he forgets his 

father and mother, cleaves to you with his every thought and his whole 

heart, and lets the priest join your hands in marriage, then you will win 

no immortal soul. If he marries someone else, your heart will break on 

the very next morning, and you will become foam of the sea."  

"I shall take that risk," said the little mermaid, but she turned as pale as 

death. 



 

"Also, you must pay me," said the witch, "and it is no trifling price that 

I'm asking. You have the sweetest voice of anyone down here at the 

bottom of the sea, and while I don't doubt that you would like to 

captivate the Prince with it, you must give this voice to me. I will take 

the very best thing that you have, in return for my sovereign draught. I 

must pour my own blood in it to make the drink as sharp as a two-

edged sword." 

"But if you take my voice," said the little mermaid, "what will be left to 

me?" 

"Your lovely form," the witch told her, "your gliding movements, and 

your eloquent eyes. With these you can easily enchant a human heart. 

Well, have you lost your courage? Stick out your little tongue and I 

shall cut it off. I'll have my price, and you shall have the potent 

draught." 

"Go ahead," said the little mermaid. 

The witch hung her caldron over the flames, to brew the draught. 

"Cleanliness is a good thing," she said, as she tied her snakes in a knot 

and scoured out the pot with them. Then she pricked herself in the 

chest and let her black blood splash into the caldron. Steam swirled up 

from it, in such ghastly shapes that anyone would have been terrified 

by them. The witch constantly threw new ingredients into the caldron, 

and it started to boil with a sound like that of a crocodile shedding 

tears. When the draught was ready at last, it looked as clear as the 

purest water. 

"There's your draught," said the witch. And she cut off the tongue of 

the little mermaid, who now was dumb and could neither sing nor talk. 

"If the polyps should pounce on you when you walk back through my 

wood," the witch said, "just spill a drop of this brew upon them and 

their tentacles will break in a thousand pieces." But there was no need 

of that, for the polyps curled up in terror as soon as they saw the bright 



 

draught. It glittered in the little mermaid's hand as if it were a shining 

star. So, she soon traversed the forest, the marsh, and the place of 

raging whirlpools. 

She could see her father's palace. The lights had been snuffed out in the 

great ballroom, and doubtless everyone in the palace was asleep, but 

she dared not go near them, now that she was stricken dumb and was 

leaving her home forever. Her heart felt as if it would break with grief. 

She tip-toed into the garden, took one flower from each of her sisters' 

little plots, blew a thousand kisses toward the palace, and then 

mounted up through the dark blue sea. 

The sun had not yet risen when she saw the Prince's palace. As she 

climbed his splendid marble staircase, the moon was shining clear. The 

little mermaid swallowed the bitter, fiery draught, and it was as if a 

two-edged sword struck through her frail body. She swooned away, and 

lay there as if she were dead. When the sun rose over the sea she awoke 

and felt a flash of pain, but directly in front of her stood the handsome 

young Prince, gazing at her with his coal-black eyes. Lowering her 

gaze, she saw that her fish tail was gone, and that she had the loveliest 

pair of white legs any young maid could hope to have. But she was 

naked, so she clothed herself in her own long hair. 

The Prince asked who she was, and how she came to be there. Her 

deep blue eyes looked at him tenderly but very sadly, for she could not 

speak. Then he took her hand and led her into his palace. Every 

footstep felt as if she were walking on the blades and points of sharp 

knives, just as the witch had foretold, but she gladly endured it. She 

moved as lightly as a bubble as she walked beside the Prince. He and 

all who saw her marveled at the grace of her gliding walk. 

Once clad in the rich silk and muslin garments that were provided for 

her, she was the loveliest person in all the palace, though she was 

dumb and could neither sing nor speak. Beautiful slaves, attired in silk 

and cloth of gold, came to sing before the Prince and his royal parents. 



 

One of them sang more sweetly than all the others, and when the 

Prince smiled at her and clapped his hands, the little mermaid felt very 

unhappy, for she knew that she herself used to sing much more 

sweetly. 

"Oh," she thought, "if he only knew that I parted with my voice forever 

so that I could be near him." 

Graceful slaves now began to dance to the most wonderful music. Then 

the little mermaid lifted her shapely white arms, rose on the tips of her 

toes, and skimmed over the floor. No one had ever danced so well. 

Each movement set off her beauty to better and better advantage, and 

her eyes spoke more directly to the heart than any of the singing slaves 

could do. 

She charmed everyone, and especially the Prince, who called her his 

dear little foundling. She danced time and again, though every time she 

touched the floor she felt as if she were treading on sharp-edged steel. 

The Prince said he would keep her with him always, and that she was 

to have a velvet pillow to sleep on outside his door. 

He had a page's suit made for her, so that she could go with him on 

horseback. They would ride through the sweet-scented woods, where 

the green boughs brushed her shoulders, and where the little birds 

sang among the fluttering leaves. 

She climbed up high mountains with the Prince, and though her tender 

feet bled so that all could see it, she only laughed and followed him on 

until they could see the clouds driving far below, like a flock of birds in 

flight to distant lands. 

At home in the Prince's palace, while the others slept at night, she 

would go down the broad marble steps to cool her burning feet in the 

cold sea water, and then she would recall those who lived beneath the 

sea. One night her sisters came by, arm in arm, singing sadly as they 

breasted the waves. When she held out her hands toward them, they 



 

knew who she was, and told her how unhappy she had made them all. 

They came to see her every night after that, and once far, far out to sea, 

she saw her old grandmother, who had not been up to the surface this 

many a year. With her was the sea king, with his crown upon his head. 

They stretched out their hands to her, but they did not venture so near 

the land as her sisters had. 

Day after day she became more dear to the Prince, who loved her as 

one would love a good little child, but he never thought of making her 

his Queen. Yet she had to be his wife or she would never have an 

immortal soul, and on the morning after his wedding she would turn 

into foam on the waves. 

"Don't you love me best of all?" the little mermaid's eyes seemed to 

question him, when he took her in his arms and kissed her lovely 

forehead. 

"Yes, you are most dear to me," said the Prince, "for you have the 

kindest heart. You love me more than anyone else does, and you look 

so much like a young girl I once saw but never shall find again. I was on 

a ship that was wrecked, and the waves cast me ashore near a holy 

temple, where many young girls performed the rituals. The youngest of 

them found me beside the sea and saved my life. Though I saw her no 

more than twice, she is the only person in all the world whom I could 

love. But you are so much like her that you almost replace the memory 

of her in my heart. She belongs to that holy temple; therefore, it is my 

good fortune that I have you. We shall never part."  

"Alas, he doesn't know it was I who saved his life," the little mermaid 

thought. "I carried him over the sea to the garden where the temple 

stands. I hid behind the foam and watched to see if anyone would 

come. I saw the pretty maid he loves better than me." A sigh was the 

only sign of her deep distress, for a mermaid cannot cry. "He says that 

the other maid belongs to the holy temple. She will never come out 



 

into the world, so they will never see each other again. It is I who will 

care for him, love him, and give all my life to him."  

Now rumors arose that the Prince was to wed the beautiful daughter of 

a neighboring King, and that it was for this reason he was having such a 

superb ship made ready to sail. The rumor ran that the Prince's real 

interest in visiting the neighboring kingdom was to see the King's 

daughter, and that he was to travel with a lordly retinue. The little 

mermaid shook her head and smiled, for she knew the Prince's 

thoughts far better than anyone else did. 

"I am forced to make this journey," he told her. "I must visit the 

beautiful Princess, for this is my parents' wish, but they would not have 

me bring her home as my bride against my own will, and I can never 

love her. She does not resemble the lovely maiden in the temple, as you 

do, and if I were to choose a bride, I would sooner choose you, my dear 

mute foundling with those telling eyes of yours." And he kissed her on 

the mouth, fingered her long hair, and laid his head against her heart 

so that she came to dream of mortal happiness and an immortal soul. 

"I trust you aren't afraid of the sea, my silent child ' he said, as they 

went on board the magnificent vessel that was to carry them to the 

land of the neighboring King. And he told her stories of storms, of 

ships becalmed, of strange deep-sea fish, and of the wonders that 

divers have seen. She smiled at such stories, for no one knew about the 

bottom of the sea as well as she did. 

In the clear moonlight, when everyone except the man at the helm was 

asleep, she sat on the side of the ship gazing down through the 

transparent water, and fancied she could catch glimpses of her father's 

palace. On the topmost tower stood her old grandmother, wearing her 

silver crown and looking up at the keel of the ship through the rushing 

waves. Then her sisters rose to the surface, looked at her sadly, and 

wrung their white hands. She smiled and waved, trying to let them 

know that all went well and that she was happy. But along came the 



 

cabin boy, and her sisters dived out of sight so quickly that the boy 

supposed the flash of white he had seen was merely foam on the sea. 

Next morning the ship came in to the harbor of the neighboring King's 

glorious city. All the church bells chimed, and trumpets were sounded 

from all the high towers, while the soldiers lined up with flying banners 

and glittering bayonets. Every day had a new festivity, as one ball or 

levee followed another, but the Princess was still to appear. They said 

she was being brought up in some far-away sacred temple, where she 

was learning every royal virtue. But she came at last. 

The little mermaid was curious to see how beautiful this Princess was, 

and she had to grant that a more exquisite figure she had never seen. 

The Princess's skin was clear and fair, and behind the long, dark lashes 

her deep blue eyes were smiling and devoted. 

"It was you!" the Prince cried. "You are the one who saved me when I 

lay like a dead man beside the sea." He clasped the blushing bride of 

his choice in his arms. "Oh, I am happier than a man should be!" he 

told his little mermaid. "My fondest dream - that which I never dared 

to hope - has come true. You will share in my great joy, for you love me 

more than anyone does." 

The little mermaid kissed his hand and felt that her heart was 

beginning to break. For the morning after his wedding day would see 

her dead and turned to watery foam. 

All the church bells rang out, and heralds rode through the streets to 

announce the wedding. Upon every altar, sweet-scented oils were 

burned in costly silver lamps. The priests swung their censers, the bride 

and the bridegroom joined their hands, and the bishop blessed their 

marriage. The little mermaid, clothed in silk and cloth of gold, held the 

bride's train, but she was deaf to the wedding march and blind to the 

holy ritual. Her thought turned on her last night upon earth, and on all 

she had lost in this world. 



 

That same evening, the bride and bridegroom went aboard the ship. 

Cannon thundered and banners waved. On the deck of the ship a royal 

pavilion of purple and gold was set up, and furnished with luxurious 

cushions. Here the wedded couple were to sleep on that calm, clear 

night. The sails swelled in the breeze, and the ship glided so lightly that 

it scarcely seemed to move over the quiet sea. All nightfall brightly 

colored lanterns were lighted, and the mariners merrily danced on the 

deck. The little mermaid could not forget that first time she rose from 

the depths of the sea and looked on at such pomp and happiness. Light 

as a swallow pursued by his enemies, she joined in the whirling dance. 

Everyone cheered her, for never had she danced so wonderfully. Her 

tender feet felt as if they were pierced by daggers, but she did not feel 

it. Her heart suffered far greater pain. She knew that this was the last 

evening that she ever would see him for whom she had forsaken her 

home and family, for whom she had sacrificed her lovely voice and 

suffered such constant torment, while he knew nothing of all these 

things. It was the last night that she would breathe the same air with 

him, or look upon deep waters or the star fields of the blue sky. A 

never-ending night, without thought and without dreams, awaited her 

who had no soul and could not get one. The merrymaking lasted long 

after midnight, yet she laughed and danced on despite the thought of 

death she carried in her heart. The Prince kissed his beautiful bride and 

she toyed with his coal-black hair. Hand in hand, they went to rest in 

the magnificent pavilion. 

A hush came over the ship. Only the helmsman remained on deck as 

the little mermaid leaned her white arms on the bulwarks and looked 

to the east to see the first red hint of daybreak, for she knew that the 

first flash of the sun would strike her dead. Then she saw her sisters 

rise among the waves. They were as pale as she, and there was no sign 

of their lovely long hair that the breezes used to blow. It had all been 

cut off. 



 

'We have given our hair to the witch," they said, "so that she would 

send you help, and save you from death tonight. She gave us a knife. 

Here it is. See the sharp blade! Before the sun rises, you must strike it 

into the Prince's heart, and when his warm blood bathes your feet they 

will grow together and become a fish tail. Then you will be a mermaid 

again, able to come back to us in the sea, and live out your three 

hundred years before you die and turn into dead salt sea foam. Make 

haste! He or you must die before sunrise. Our old grandmother is so 

grief-stricken that her white hair is falling fast, just as ours did under 

the witch's scissors. Kill the Prince and come back to us. Hurry! Hurry! 

See that red glow in the heavens! In a few minutes the sun will rise and 

you must die." So, saying, they gave a strange deep sigh and sank 

beneath the waves. 

The little mermaid parted the purple curtains of the tent and saw the 

beautiful bride asleep with her head on the Prince's breast. The 

mermaid bent down and kissed his shapely forehead. She looked at the 

sky, fast reddening for the break of day. She looked at the sharp knife 

and again turned her eyes toward the Prince, who in his sleep 

murmured the name of his bride. His thoughts were all for her, and the 

knife blade trembled in the mermaid's hand. But then she flung it from 

her, far out over the waves. Where it fell, the waves were red, as if 

bubbles of blood seethed in the water. With eyes already glazing she 

looked once more at the Prince, hurled herself over the bulwarks into 

the sea, and felt her body dissolve in foam. 

The sun rose from the waters. Its beams fell, warm and kindly, upon 

the chill sea foam, and the little mermaid did not feel the hand of 

death. In the bright sunlight, overhead, she saw hundreds of fair 

ethereal beings. They were so transparent that through them she could 

see the ship's white sails and the red clouds in the sky. Their voices 

were sheer music, but so spirit-like that no human ear could detect the 

sound, just as no eye on earth could see their forms. Without wings, 

they floated as light as the air itself. The little mermaid discovered that 



 

she was shaped like them, and that she was gradually rising out of the 

foam. 

'Who are you, toward whom I rise?" she asked, and her voice sounded 

like those above her, so spiritual that no music on earth could match it.  

"We are the daughters of the air," they answered. "A mermaid has no 

immortal soul, and can never get one unless she wins the love of a 

human being. Her eternal life must depend upon a power outside 

herself. The daughters of the air do not have an immortal soul either, 

but they can earn one by their good deeds. We fly to the south, where 

the hot poisonous air kills human beings unless we bring cool breezes. 

We carry the scent of flowers through the air, bringing freshness and 

healing balm wherever we go. When for three hundred years we have 

tried to do all the good that we can, we are given an immortal soul and 

a share in mankind's eternal bliss. You, poor little mermaid, have tried 

with your whole heart to do this too. Your suffering and your loyalty 

have raised you up into the realm of airy spirits, and now during three 

hundred years you may earn by your good deeds a soul that will never 

die." 

The little mermaid lifted her clear bright eyes toward God's sun, and 

for the first time her eyes were wet with tears. 

On board the ship all was astir and lively again. She saw the Prince and 

his fair bride in search of her. Then they gazed sadly into the seething 

foam, as if they knew she had hurled herself into the waves. Unseen by 

them, she kissed the bride's forehead, smiled upon the Prince, and rose 

with the other daughters of the air to the rose-red clouds that sailed on 

high. 

"This is the way that we shall rise to the kingdom of God, after three 

hundred years have passed." 

"We may get there even sooner," one spirit whispered. "Unseen, we fly 

into the homes of men, where there are children, and for every day on 



 

which we find a good child who pleases his parents and deserves their 

love, God shortens our days of trial. The child does not know when we 

float through his room, but when we smile at him in approval one year 

is taken from our three hundred. But if we see a naughty, mischievous 

child we must shed tears of sorrow, and each tear adds a day to the 

time of our trial." 

Chapter 14   Snow White 

 

 

There was once a queen who had no children, and it grieved her sorely. 

One winter's afternoon she was sitting by the window sewing when she 

pricked her finger, and three drops of blood fell on the snow. Then she 

thought to herself: 

"Ah, what would I give to have a daughter with skin as white as snow 

and cheeks as red as blood."  

After a while a little daughter came to her with skin as white as snow 

and cheeks as red as blood. So, they called her Snow White. 

Then the Queen grew terribly jealous of Snow White and thought and 

thought how she could get rid of her, till at last she went to a hunter 

and engaged him for a large sum of money to take Snow White out into 

the forest and there kill her and bring back her heart. 

But when the hunter had taken Snow White out into the forest and 

thought to kill her, she was so beautiful that his heart failed him, and 

he let her go, telling her she must not, for his sake and for her own, 

return to the King's palace. Then he killed a deer and took back the 

heart to the Queen, telling her that it was the heart of Snow White. 

Snow White wandered on and on till she got through the forest and 

came to a mountain hut and knocked at the door, but she got no reply. 

She was so tired that she lifted the latch and walked in, and there she 



 

saw three little beds and three little chairs and three little cupboards all 

ready for use. And she went up to the first bed and lay down upon it, 

but it was so hard that she couldn't rest; and then she went up to the 

second bed and lay down upon that, but that was so soft that she got 

too hot and couldn't go to sleep. So, she tried the third bed, but that 

was neither too hard nor too soft, but suited her exactly; and she fell 

asleep there. 

In the evening the owners of the hut, who were three little dwarfs who 

earned their living by digging coal in the hills, came back to their 

home. And when they came in, after they had washed themselves, they 

went to their beds, and the first of them said: 

"Somebody has been sleeping in my bed!" 

And then the second one said: 

"And somebody's been sleeping in my bed!" 

And the third one called out in a shrill voice, for he was so excited: 

"Somebody is sleeping in my bed, just look how beautiful she is!" 

So, they waited till she woke up, and asked her how she had come 

there, and she told them all that the hunter had said to her about the 

Queen wanting to slay her. 

Then the dwarfs asked her if she would be willing to stop with them 

and keep house for them; and she said that she would be delighted. 

And the Queen knew that Snow White had not been slain. So, she sent 

for the hunter and made him confess that he had let Snow White go; 

and she made him search about beyond the forest, till at last he 

brought back word to her that Snow White was dwelling in a little hut 

on the hill with some coal-miners. 

Then the Queen dressed herself up like an old woman, and, taking a 

poisoned comb with her, went back the next day to the hut where 

Snow White was living. Now the dwarfs had warned her not to open 



 

the door to anybody lest evil might befall her; and she found it very 

lonesome keeping always within doors. 

When the Queen, disguised as an old woman, came to the door of the 

house she knocked upon it with her stick, but Snow White called out 

from within: 

"Who is there? Go away! I must not let anybody come in." 

"All right," answered the Queen. "If you can come to the window we 

can have a little chat there, and I can show you my wares."  

So, when Snow White came to the window the Queen said: 

"Oh, what beautiful black hair; you ought to have a comb to bind it 

up;" and she showed her the comb that she had brought with her. 

But Snow White said: 

"I have no money and cannot afford to buy so fine a comb." 

Then the Queen said: 

"That is no matter; perhaps you have something golden that you can 

give me in exchange." 

And Snow White thought of a golden ring that her father had given to 

her, and offered to give it for the comb. The Queen took it and gave 

Snow White the comb and bade her good-bye, and went back to the 

palace. 

Snow White lost no time in going to the mirror, and binding up her 

hair and putting the comb into it. But it had scarcely been in her hair a 

few minutes when she fell as if she were dead, and all the blood left her 

cheeks, and she was Snow White indeed. 

When the dwarfs came home that evening they were surprised to find 

that the table was not spread for them, and looking about they soon 

found Snow White lying upon the ground as if she were dead. But one 

of them listened to her heart and said: "She lives! She lives!" 



 

And they began to consider what caused Snow White to fall into such a 

swoon. They soon found the comb, and when they took it out Snow 

White soon opened her eyes and became as lively as she ever was 

before. 

Then the Queen knew that something had happened to the comb and 

that Snow White was still alive. So, she dressed herself once more as an 

old woman and took with her a poisoned ribbon and went to the hut of 

the three dwarfs. And when she got there she knocked at the door, but 

Snow White called out: 

"You cannot enter; I must not open the door." 

Then, as before, the Queen called out in reply: 

"Then come to the window, and you can see my wares."  

When Snow White came to the window the Queen said: 

"You are looking more beautiful than ever, but how unbecomingly you 

arrange your hair. Did you use that comb I gave you yesterday?"  

"Yes, indeed," said Snow White, "and I fell into a swoon because of it; I 

am afraid there is something the matter with it."  

"No, no, that cannot be," said the Queen; "there must be some mistake. 

But if you cannot use the comb I will let you have this pretty ribbon 

instead," and she held out the poisoned ribbon. Snow White took it, 

and after the old woman, as she thought she was, had gone away, Snow 

White went to the mirror and tied up her hair with the piece of ribbon. 

But scarcely had she done so when she fell to the ground lifeless and 

lay there as if she were dead. 

That evening the dwarfs came home and found Snow White lying on 

the ground as if dead, but soon discovered the poisoned ribbon and 

untied it; and almost as soon as this was done Snow White revived 

again. 



 

And the Queen recognized that once again her plans had failed, and 

Snow White was still alive. So, she dressed herself once more and took 

with her a poisoned apple, which was so arranged that only one half of 

it was poisoned and the rest of it was left as before. And when the 

Queen got to the hut of the dwarfs she tried to open the door, but 

Snow White called out: 

"You can't come in!" 

"Then I'll come to the window," said the Queen. 

"Ah, you are the old lady that came twice before; you have not brought 

me good luck, each time something has befallen me." 

But the Queen said: 

"I do not know how that can be; I only brought you something for your 

hair; perhaps you tied it too tight. To show you that I have no ill-will 

against you I have brought you this beautiful apple." 

"But my guardians," said Snow White, "told me that I must take 

nothing more from you." 

"Oh, this is nothing to wear," said the Queen, "this is something to eat. 

To show you that there can be no harm in it I will take half of it myself 

and you shall eat the other half." 

So, she cut the apple in two and gave the poisoned half to Snow White. 

And the moment she had swallowed the first bite of it she fell down 

dead.  

Then the Queen knew that Snow White was dead at last, and that she 

was without a rival in beauty. 

When the dwarfs came home that night they found Snow White lying 

upon the ground quite dead, and could not find out what had 

happened or how they could cure her. But, though she seemed dead, 

Snow White kept her beautiful white skin and seemed more like a 

statue than a dead person. So, the dwarfs had a glass coffer made, and 



 

put Snow White in and locked it up. And she remained there for days 

and days without changing the slightest, looking oh, so beautiful under 

the glass case. 

Now a great prince of the neighboring country happened to be hunting 

near the hill of the dwarfs and called at their hut to get a glass of water. 

And when he came in he found nobody there but Snow White lying in 

her crystal coffer. And he fell at once in love with her and sat by her 

side till the dwarfs came home, and he asked them who she was. Then 

they told him her history, and he begged that he might carry the coffer 

away so that he might always have her near him. At first, they would 

not do so. But he showed how much he loved her, so that they at last 

yielded, and he called for his men to carry the coffer home to his 

palace. 

And when the men commenced carrying the coffer down the mountain 

they jolted it so much that the piece of poisoned apple in Snow White's 

throat fell out, and she revived and opened her eyes and looked upon 

the Prince who was riding by her side. Then he ordered the coffer to be 

opened, and told her all that had happened. And he took her home to 

his castle and married her. 

And the Queen was so enraged because she had not destroyed Snow 

White that she rushed to the window and threw herself out of it and 

died on the spot. 

Chapter 15   Thumbelina 

 

 

A long time ago and far, far away an old woman was sitting in her 

rocking chair thinking how happy she would be if she had a child. 

Then, she heard a knock at the door and opened it. A lady was standing 

there and she said, "If you let me in, I will grant you a wish." The old 

woman let the woman in firstly because she felt pity, secondly because 



 

she knew what she'd wish for...a child. After she washed the lady up 

and fed her, she saw that she was beautiful. 

The lady slept soundly all night long and then right before she left, she 

said, "Now, about your wish. What do you want?"  

The lady thought about most people's wishes to be richest in the world, 

most powerful person, the smartest, and the prettiest. But the old 

woman wished for  

something the lady could not believe. She said, "I would like a child." 

"What did you say?" she asked because she was astonished at what the 

old lady asked for. The old lady repeated what she said. "I would like a 

child." 

The lady then placed a tiny seed in the old woman's hand and gave her 

instructions. " Plant this seed, water it carefully, watch over it, and give 

it your love. If you do all those things, then you will have a child."  

So, the old woman did all those things the lady had told her to. In a 

week, there was a beautiful yellow flower in place of the seed. The next 

day, the flower bloomed. Inside the flower was a beautiful little girl 

who was the size of the woman's thumb so she a called her 

Thumbelina. She made her a little dress out of golden threads. 

Thumbelina slept in a walnut shell and brought the old woman joy and 

happiness. 

But, one day when Thumbelina went down for her nap, a frog hopped 

through the open window and said, "You will be a perfect bride for my 

son," and she took Thumbelina to a lily pad and hopped off to find her 

son. 

Thumbelina cried and some little guppies heard her and chewed the 

roots off the lily pad to help her escape. Thumbelina’s lily pad floated 

away. A few hours later, she finally stopped floating. During the 

summer, she ate berries and drank the dew off the leaves. But then 

winter came and she needed shelter. A kindly mouse let her stay with 



 

it, but it said, "You'll have to marry my friend, Mole, because I cannot 

keep you for another winter." 

The next day she went to see Mole. In one of tunnels, she found a sick 

bird and said, "Poor thing, I will bury it." Then she found out that it 

was still alive and she cared for it until was ready to fly. It flew off. That 

fall she nearly had to marry Mole. But then she heard a familiar tweet 

and an idea popped up in the bird's head. 

"You can come down to the warm country," said the bird, so 

Thumbelina hopped on the bird's back and flew to the warm country. 

The people there who were like her renamed her Erin. She married a 

prince and she lived happily ever after. 

 

Chapter 16   The Little Red Hen 

 

 

A Little Red Hen lived in a barnyard. She spent almost all her time 

walking about the barnyard in her pickets- pickets fashion, scratching 

everywhere for worms. 

She dearly loved fat, delicious worms and felt they were necessary to 

the health of her children. As often as she found a worm she would call 

"Chuck-chuck-chuck!" to her chickens. 

When they were gathered about her, she would distribute choice 

morsels of her tad-bit. A busy little body was she! 

A cat usually napped lazily in the barn door, not even bothering herself 

to scare the rat who ran here and there as he pleased. And as for the pig 

who lived in the sty – he did not care what happened so long as he 

could eat and grow fat. 

One day the Little Red Hen found a Seed. It was a Wheat Seed, but the 

Little Red Hen was so accustomed to bugs and worms that she 



 

supposed this to be some new and perhaps very delicious kind of meat. 

She bit it gently and found that it resembled a worm in no way 

whatsoever as to taste although because it was long and slender, a 

Little Red Hen might easily be fooled by its appearance. 

Carrying it about, she made many inquiries as to what it might be. She 

found it was a Wheat Seed and that, if planted, it would grow up and 

when ripe it could be made into flour and then into bread. 

When she discovered that, she knew it ought to be planted. She was so 

busy hunting food for herself and her family that, naturally, she 

thought she ought not to take time to plant it. 

So, she thought of the Pig - upon whom time must hang heavily and of 

the Cat who had nothing to do, and of the great fat Rat with his idle 

hours, and she called loudly: 

"Who will plant the Seed?" 

But the Pig said, "Not I," and the Cat said, "Not I," and the Rat said, 

"Not I." 

"Well, then," said the Little Red Hen, "I will."  

And she did. 

Then she went on with her daily duties through the long summer days, 

scratching for worms and feeding her chicks, while the Pig grew fat, 

and the Cat grew fat, and the Rat grew fat, and the Wheat grew tall and 

ready for harvest. 

So, one day the Little Red Hen chanced to notice how large the Wheat 

was and that the grain was ripe, so she ran about calling briskly: "Who 

will cut the Wheat?" 

The Pig said, "Not I," the Cat said, "Not I," and the Rat said, "Not I."  

"Well, then," said the Little Red Hen, "I will."  

And she did. 



 

She got the sickle from among the farmer's tools in the barn and 

proceeded to cut off all the big plant of Wheat. 

On the ground lay the nicely cut Wheat, ready to be gathered and 

threshed, but the newest and yellowest and downiest of Mrs. Hen's 

chicks set up a "peep-peep-peeping" in their most vigorous fashion, 

proclaiming to the world at large, but most particularly to their 

mother, that she was neglecting them. 

Poor Little Red Hen! She felt quite bewildered and hardly knew where 

to turn. 

Her attention was sorely divided between her duty to her children and 

her duty to the Wheat, for which she felt responsible. 

So, again, in a very hopeful tone, she called out, "Who will thresh the 

Wheat?" 

But the Pig, with a grunt, said, "Not I," and the Cat, with a meow, said, 

"Not I," and the Rat, with a squeak, said, "Not I." 

So, the Little Red Hen, looking, it must be admitted, rather 

discouraged, said, "Well, I will, then."  

And she did. 

Of course, she had to feed her baby’s first, though, and when she had 

gotten them all to sleep for their afternoon nap, she went out and 

threshed the Wheat. Then she called out: "Who will carry the Wheat to 

the mill to be ground?" 

Turning their backs with snippy glee, that Pig said, "Not I," and that 

Cat said, "Not I," and that Rat said, "Not I."  

So, the good Little Red Hen could do nothing but say, "I will then." And 

she did. 

Carrying the sack of Wheat, she trudged off to the distant mill. There 

she ordered the Wheat ground into beautiful white flour. When the 



 

miller brought her the flour she walked slowly back all the way to her 

own barnyard in her own pickets -pickets fashion. 

She even managed, despite her load, to catch a nice juicy worm now 

and then and had one left for the babies when she reached them. Those 

cunning little fluff-balls were so glad to see their mother. For the first 

time, they really appreciated her. 

After this strenuous day, Mrs. He retired to her slumbers earlier than 

usual - indeed, before the colors came into the sky to herald the setting 

of the sun, her usual bedtime hour. 

She would have liked to sleep late in the morning, but her chicks, 

joining in the morning chorus of the hen yard, drove away all hopes of 

such a luxury. 

Even as she sleepily half opened one eye, the thought came to her that 

to-day that Wheat must, somehow, be made into bread. 

She was not in the habit of making bread, although, of course, anyone 

can make it if he or she follows the recipe with care, and she knew 

perfectly well that she could do it if necessary. 

So, after her children were fed and made sweet and fresh for the day, 

she hunted up the Pig, the Cat and the Rat. 

Still confident that they would surely help her some day she sang out, 

"Who will make the bread?" 

Alas for the Little Red Hen! Once more her hopes were dashed! For the 

Pig said, "Not I," the Cat said, "Not I," and the Rat said, "Not I." 

So, the Little Red Hen said once more, "I will then," and she did. 

Feeling that she might have known all the time that she would have to 

do it all herself, she went and put on a fresh apron and spotless cook's 

cap. First, she set the dough, as was proper. When it was time she 

brought out the molding board and the baking tins, molded the bread, 



 

divided it into loaves, and put them into the oven to bake. All the while 

the Cat sat lazily by, giggling and chuckling. 

And close at hand the vain Rat powdered his nose and admired himself 

in a mirror. 

In the distance, could be heard the long-drawn snores of the dozing 

Pig. 

At last the great moment arrived. A delicious odor was wafted upon the 

autumn breeze. Everywhere the barnyard citizens sniffed the air with 

delight. 

The Red Hen ambled in her picketty-pecketty way toward the source of 

all this excitement. 

Although she appeared to be perfectly calm, she could only with 

difficulty restrain an impulse to dance and sing, for had she not done 

all the work on this wonderful bread? 

Small wonder that she was the most excited person in the barnyard!  

She did not know whether the bread would be fit to eat, but - joy of 

joys! - when the lovely brown loaves came out of the oven, they were 

done to perfection. 

Then, probably because she had acquired the habit, the Red Hen 

called: "Who will eat the Bread?" 

All the animals in the barnyard were watching hungrily and smacking 

their lips in anticipation, and the Pig said, "I will," the Cat said, "I will," 

the Rat said, "I will." 

But the Little Red Hen said, 

"No, you won't. I will."  And she did. 

Chapter 17   The Snow Queen 

 

 



 

 

FIRST STORY. Which Treats of a Mirror and of the Splinters  

Now then, let us begin. When we are at the end of the story, we shall 

know more than we know now: but to begin. 

Once upon a time there was a wicked sprite, indeed he was the most 

mischievous of all sprites. One day he was in a very good humor, for he 

had made a mirror with the power of causing all that was good and 

beautiful when it was reflected therein, to look poor and mean; but 

that which was good-for-nothing and looked ugly was shown 

magnified and increased in ugliness. In this mirror the most beautiful 

landscapes looked like boiled spinach, and the best persons were 

turned into frights, or appeared to stand on their heads; their faces 

were so distorted that they were not to be recognized; and if anyone 

had a mole, you might be sure that it would be magnified and spread 

over both nose and mouth. 

"That's glorious fun!" said the sprite. If a good thought passed through 

a man's mind, then a grin was seen in the mirror, and the sprite 

laughed heartily at his clever discovery. All the little sprites who went 

to his school--for he kept a sprite school--told each other that a miracle 

had happened; and that now only, as they thought, it would be possible 

to see how the world really looked. They ran about with the mirror; 

and at last there was not a land or a person who was not represented 

distorted in the mirror. So, then they thought they would fly up to the 

sky, and have a joke there. The higher they flew with the mirror, the 

more terribly it grinned: they could hardly hold it fast. Higher and 

higher still they flew, nearer and nearer to the stars, when suddenly the 

mirror shook so terribly with grinning, that it flew out of their hands 

and fell to the earth, where it was dashed in a hundred million and 

more pieces. And now it worked much more evil than before; for some 

of these pieces were hardly so large as a grain of sand, and they flew 

about in the wide world, and when they got into people's eyes, there 



 

they stayed; and then people saw everything perverted, or only had an 

eye for that which was evil. This happened because the very smallest 

bit had the same power which the whole mirror had possessed. Some 

persons even got a splinter in their heart, and then it made one 

shudder, for their heart became like a lump of ice. Some of the broken 

pieces were so large that they were used for windowpanes, through 

which one could not see one's friends. Other pieces were put in 

spectacles; and that was a sad affair when people put on their glasses to 

see well and rightly. Then the wicked sprite laughed till he almost 

choked, for all this tickled his fancy. The fine splinters still flew about 

in the air: and now we shall hear what happened next. 

 

SECOND STORY. A Little Boy and a Little Girl 

In a large town, where there are so many houses, and so many people, 

that there is no roof left for everybody to have a little garden; and 

where, on this account, most persons are obliged to content themselves 

with flowers in pots; there lived two little children, who had a garden 

somewhat larger than a flower-pot. They were not brother and sister; 

but they cared for each other as much as if they were. Their parents 

lived exactly opposite. They inhabited two garrets; and where the roof 

of the one house joined that of the other, and the gutter ran along the 

extreme end of it, there was to each house a small window: one needed 

only to step over the gutter to get from one window to the other. 

The children's parents had large wooden boxes there, in which 

vegetables for the kitchen were planted, and little rose trees besides: 

there was a rose in each box, and they grew splendidly. They now 

thought of placing the boxes across the gutter, so that they nearly 

reached from one window to the other, and looked just like two walls 

of flowers. The tendrils of the peas hung down over the boxes; and the 

rose-trees shot up long branches, twined round the windows, and then 

bent towards each other: it was almost like a triumphant arch of foliage 



 

and flowers. The boxes were very high, and the children knew that they 

must not creep over them; so, they often obtained permission to get 

out of the windows to each other, and to sit on their little stools among 

the roses, where they could play delightfully. In winter, there was an 

end of this pleasure. The windows were often frozen over; but then 

they heated copper farthings on the stove, and laid the hot farthing on 

the windowpane, and then they had a capital peep-hole, quite nicely 

rounded; and out of each peeped a gentle friendly eye--it was the little 

boy and the little girl who were looking out. His name was Kay, hers 

was Gerda. In summer, with one jump, they could get to each other; 

but in winter they were obliged first to go down the long stairs, and 

then up the long stairs again: and out-of-doors there was quite a snow-

storm. 

"It is the white bees that are swarming," said Kay's old grandmother. 

"Do the white bees choose a queen?" asked the little boy; for he knew 

that the honey-bees always have one. 

"Yes," said the grandmother, "she flies where the swarm hangs in the 

thickest clusters. She is the largest of all; and she can never remain 

quietly on the earth, but goes up again into the black clouds. Many a 

winter's night she flies through the streets of the town, and peeps in at 

the windows; and they then freeze in so wondrous a manner that they 

look like flowers." 

"Yes, I have seen it," said both the children; and so, they knew that it 

was true. 

"Can the Snow Queen come in?" said the little girl. 

"Only let her come in!" said the little boy. "Then I'd put her on the 

stove, and she'd melt." 

And then his grandmother patted his head and told him other stories. 

In the evening, when little Kay was at home, and half undressed, he 

climbed up on the chair by the window, and peeped out of the little 



 

hole. A few snow-flakes were falling, and one, the largest of all, 

remained lying on the edge of a flower-pot. 

The flake of snow grew larger and larger; and at last it was like a young 

lady, dressed in the finest white gauze, made of a million little flakes 

like stars. She was so beautiful and delicate, but she was of ice, of 

dazzling, sparkling ice; yet she lived; her eyes glazed fixedly, like two 

stars; but there was neither quiet nor repose in them. She nodded 

towards the window, and beckoned with her hand. The little boy was 

frightened, and jumped down from the chair; it seemed to him as if, at 

the same moment, a large bird flew past the window. 

The next day it was a sharp frost--and then the spring came; the sun 

shone, the green leaves appeared, the swallows built their nests, the 

windows were opened, and the little children again sat in their pretty 

garden, high up on the leads at the top of the house. 

That summer the roses flowered in unwonted beauty. The little girl had 

learned a hymn, in which there was something about roses; and then 

she thought of her own flowers; and she sang the verse to the little boy, 

who then sang it with her: 

"The rose in the valley is blooming so sweet, and angels descend there 

the children to greet." 

And the children held each other by the hand, kissed the roses, looked 

up at the clear sunshine, and spoke as though they really saw angels 

there. What lovely summer-days those were! How delightful to be out 

in the air, near the fresh rose-bushes, that seem as if they would never 

finish blossoming! 

Kay and Gerda looked at the picture-book full of beasts and of birds; 

and it was then--the clock in the church-tower was just striking five--

that Kay said, "Oh! I feel such a sharp pain in my heart; and now 

something has got into my eye!"  



 

The little girl put her arms around his neck. He winked his eyes; now 

there was nothing to be seen. 

"I think it is out now," said he; but it was not. It was just one of those 

pieces of glass from the magic mirror that had got into his eye; and 

poor Kay had got another piece right in his heart. It will soon become 

like ice. It did not hurt any longer, but there it was. 

"What are you crying for?" asked he. "You look so ugly! There's nothing 

the matter with me. Ah," said he at once, "that rose is cankered! And 

look, this one is quite crooked! After all, these roses are very ugly! They 

are just like the box they are planted in!" And then he gave the box a 

good kick with his foot, and pulled both the roses up. 

"What are you doing?" cried the little girl; and as he perceived her 

fright, he pulled up another rose, got in at the window, and hastened 

off from dear little Gerda. 

Afterwards, when she brought her picture-book, he asked, "What 

horrid beasts have you there?" And if his grandmother told them 

stories, he always interrupted her; besides, if he could manage it, he 

would get behind her, put on her spectacles, and imitate her way of 

speaking; he copied all her ways, and then everybody laughed at him. 

He was soon able to imitate the gait and manner of everyone in the 

street. Everything that was peculiar and displeasing in them--that Kay 

knew how to imitate: and at such times all the people said, "The boy is 

certainly very clever!" But it was the glass he had got in his eye; the 

glass that was sticking in his heart, which made him tease even little 

Gerda, whose whole soul was devoted to him. 

His games now were quite different to what they had formerly been, 

they were so very knowing. One winter's day, when the flakes of snow 

were flying about, he spread the skirts of his blue coat, and caught the 

snow as it fell. 



 

"Look through this glass, Gerda," said he. And every flake seemed 

larger, and appeared like a magnificent flower, or beautiful star; it was 

splendid to look at! 

"Look, how clever!" said Kay. "That's much more interesting than real 

flowers! They are as exact as possible; there is not a fault in them, if 

they did not melt!" 

It was not long after this, that Kay came one day with large gloves on, 

and his little sledge at his back, and bawled right into Gerda's ears, "I 

have permission to go out into the square where the others are 

playing"; and off he was in a moment. 

There, in the market-place, some of the boldest of the boys used to tie 

their sledges to the carts as they passed by, and so they were pulled 

along, and got a good ride. It was so capital! Just as they were in the 

very height of their amusement, a large sledge passed by: it was painted 

quite white, and there was someone in it wrapped up in a rough white 

mantle of fur, with a rough white fur cap on his head. The sledge drove 

round the square twice, and Kay tied on his sledge as quickly as he 

could, and off he drove with it. On they went quicker and quicker into 

the next street; and the person who drove turned around to Kay, and 

nodded to him in a friendly manner, just as if they knew each other. 

Every time he was going to untie his sledge, the person nodded to him, 

and then Kay sat quiet; and so, on they went till they came outside the 

gates of the town. Then the snow began to fall so thickly that the little 

boy could not see an arm's length before him, but still on he went: 

when suddenly he let go the string he held in his hand to get loose 

from the sledge, but it was of no use; still the little vehicle rushed on 

with the quickness of the wind. He then cried as loud as he could, but 

no one heard him; the snow drifted and the sledge flew on, and 

sometimes it gave a jerk as though they were driving over hedges and 

ditches. He was quite frightened, and he tried to repeat the Lord's 



 

Prayer; but all he could do, he was only able to remember the 

multiplication table. 

The snow-flakes grew larger and larger, till at last they looked just like 

great white fowls. Suddenly they flew on one side; the large sledge 

stopped, and the person who drove rose. It was a lady; her cloak and 

cap were of snow. She was tall and of slender figure, and of a dazzling 

whiteness. It was the Snow Queen. 

"We have travelled fast," said she; "but it is freezingly cold. Come under 

my bearskin." And she put him in the sledge beside her, wrapped the 

fur round him, and he felt as though he were sinking in a snow-wreath. 

"Are you still cold?" asked she; and then she kissed his forehead. Ah! it 

was colder than ice; it penetrated to his very heart, which was already 

almost a frozen lump; it seemed to him as if he were about to die--but a 

moment more and it was quite congenial to him, and he did not 

remark the cold that was around him. 

"My sledge! Do not forget my sledge!" It was the first thing he thought 

of. It was there tied to one of the white chickens, who flew along with it 

on his back behind the large sledge. The Snow Queen kissed Kay once 

more, and then he forgot little Gerda, grandmother, and all whom he 

had left at his home. 

"Now you will have no more kisses," said she, "or else I should kiss you 

to death!" 

Kay looked at her. She was very beautiful; a more clever, or a more 

lovely countenance he could not fancy to himself; and she no longer 

appeared of ice as before, when she sat outside the window, and 

beckoned to him; in his eyes she was perfect, he did not fear her at all, 

and told her that he could calculate in his head and with fractions, 

even; that he knew the number of square miles there were in the 

different countries, and how many inhabitants they contained; and she 

smiled while he spoke. It then seemed to him as if what he knew was 



 

not enough, and he looked upwards in the large huge empty space 

above him, and on she flew with him; flew high over the black clouds, 

while the storm moaned and whistled as though it were singing some 

old tune. On they flew over woods and lakes, overseas, and many lands; 

and beneath them the chilling storm rushed fast, the wolves howled, 

the snow crackled; above them flew large screaming crows, but higher 

up appeared the moon, quite large and bright; and it was on it that Kay 

gazed during the long winter's night; while by day he slept at the feet of 

the Snow Queen. 

THIRD STORY. Of the Flower-Garden at the Old Woman's Who 

Understood Witchcraft 

But what became of little Gerda when Kay did not return? Where could 

he be? Nobody knew; nobody could give any intelligence. All the boys 

knew was, that they had seen him tie his sledge to another large and 

splendid one, which drove down the street and out of the town. 

Nobody knew where he was; many sad tears were shed, and little Gerda 

wept long and bitterly; at last she said he must be dead; that he had 

been drowned in the river which flowed close to the town. Oh! those 

were very long and dismal winter evenings! 

At last spring came, with its warm sunshine. 

"Kay is dead and gone!" said little Gerda. 

"That I don't believe," said the Sunshine. 

"Kay is dead and gone!" said she to the Swallows. 

"That I don't believe," said they: and at last little Gerda did not think so 

any longer either. 

"I'll put on my red shoes," said she, one morning; "Kay has never seen 

them, and then I'll go down to the river and ask there."  

It was quite early; she kissed her old grandmother, who was still asleep, 

put on her red shoes, and went alone to the river. 



 

"Is it true that you have taken my little playfellow? I will make you a 

present of my red shoes, if you will give him back to me."  

And, as it seemed to her, the blue waves nodded in a strange manner; 

then she took off her red shoes, the most precious things she 

possessed, and threw them both into the river. But they feel close to 

the bank, and the little waves bore them immediately to land; it was as 

if the stream would not take what was dearest to her; for it had not got 

little Kay; but Gerda thought that she had not thrown the shoes out far 

enough, so she clambered into a boat which lay among the rushes, 

went to the farthest end, and threw out the shoes. But the boat was not 

fastened, and the motion which she occasioned, made it drift from the 

shore. She observed this, and hastened to get back; but before she 

could do so, the boat was more than a yard from the land, and was 

gliding quickly onward. 

Little Gerda was very frightened, and began to cry; but no one heard 

her except the sparrows, and they could not carry her to land; but they 

flew along the bank, and sang as if to comfort her, "Here we are! Here 

we are!" The boat drifted with the stream, little Gerda sat quite still 

without shoes, for they were swimming behind the boat, but she could 

not reach them, because the boat went much faster than they did. 

The banks on both sides were beautiful; lovely flowers, venerable trees, 

and slopes with sheep and cows, but not a human being was to be seen. 

"Perhaps the river will carry me to little Kay," said she; and then she 

grew less sad. She rose, and looked for many hours at the beautiful 

green banks. Presently she sailed by a large cherry-orchard, where was 

a little cottage with curious red and blue windows; it was thatched, and 

before it two wooden soldiers stood sentry, and presented arms when 

anyone went past. 

Gerda called to them, for she thought they were alive; but they, of 

course, did not answer. She came close to them, for the stream drifted 

the boat quite near the land. 



 

Gerda called still louder, and an old woman then came out of the 

cottage, leaning upon a crooked stick. She had a large broad-brimmed 

hat on, painted with the most splendid flowers. 

"Poor little child!" said the old woman. "How did you get upon the 

large rapid river, to be driven about so in the wide world!" And then 

the old woman went into the water, caught hold of the boat with her 

crooked stick, drew it to the bank, and lifted little Gerda out. 

And Gerda was so glad to be on dry land again; but she was rather 

afraid of the strange old woman. 

"But come and tell me who you are, and how you came here," said she. 

And Gerda told her all; and the old woman shook her head and said, 

"A-hem! a-hem!" and when Gerda had told her everything, and asked 

her if she had not seen little Kay, the woman answered that he had not 

passed there, but he no doubt would come; and she told her not to be 

cast down, but taste her cherries, and look at her flowers, which were 

finer than any in a picture-book, each of which could tell a whole story. 

She then took Gerda by the hand, led her into the little cottage, and 

locked the door. 

The windows were very high up; the glass was red, blue, and green, and 

the sunlight shone through quite wondrously in all sorts of colors. On 

the table stood the most exquisite cherries, and Gerda ate as many as 

she chose, for she had permission to do so. While she was eating, the 

old woman combed her hair with a golden comb, and her hair curled 

and shone with a lovely golden color around that sweet little face, 

which was so round and so like a rose. 

"I have often longed for such a dear little girl," said the old woman. 

"Now you shall see how well we agree together"; and while she combed 

little Gerda's hair, the child forgot her foster-brother Kay more and 

more, for the old woman understood magic; but she was no evil being, 

she only practiced witchcraft a little for her own private amusement, 



 

and now she wanted very much to keep little Gerda. She therefore went 

out in the garden, stretched out her crooked stick towards the rose-

bushes, which, beautifully as they were blowing, all sank into the earth 

and no one could tell where they had stood. The old woman feared that 

if Gerda should see the roses, she would then think of her own, would 

remember little Kay, and run away from her. 

She now led Gerda into the flower-garden. Oh, what odor and what 

loveliness was there! Every flower that one could think of, and of every 

season, stood there in fullest bloom; no picture-book could be gayer or 

more beautiful. Gerda jumped for joy, and played till the sun set 

behind the tall cherry-tree; she then had a pretty bed, with a red silken 

coverlet filled with blue violets. She fell asleep, and had as pleasant 

dreams as ever a queen on her wedding-day. 

The next morning, she went to play with the flowers in the warm 

sunshine, and thus passed away a day. Gerda knew every flower; and, 

numerous as they were, it still seemed to Gerda that one was wanting, 

though she did not know which. One day while she was looking at the 

hat of the old woman painted with flowers, the most beautiful of them 

all seemed to her to be a rose. The old woman had forgotten to take it 

from her hat when she made the others vanish in the earth. But so, it is 

when one's thoughts are not collected. "What!" said Gerda. "Are there 

no roses here?" and she ran about amongst the flowerbeds, and looked, 

and looked, but there was not one to be found. She then sat down and 

wept; but her hot tears fell just where a rose-bush had sunk; and when 

her warm tears watered the ground, the tree shot up suddenly as fresh 

and blooming as when it had been swallowed up. Gerda kissed the 

roses, thought of her own dear roses at home, and with them of little 

Kay. 

"Oh, how long I have stayed!" said the little girl. "I intended to look for 

Kay! Don't you know where he is?" she asked of the roses. "Do you 

think he is dead and gone?" 



 

"Dead he certainly is not," said the Roses. "We have been in the earth 

where all the dead are, but Kay was not there."  

"Many thanks!" said little Gerda; and she went to the other flowers, 

considered their cups, and asked, "Don't you know where little Kay is?"  

But every flower stood in the sunshine, and dreamed its own fairy tale 

or its own story: and they all told her very many things, but not one 

knew anything of Kay. 

Well, what did the Tiger-Lily say? 

"Hearst, thou not the drum? Bum! Bum! Those are the only two tones. 

Always bum! Bum! Hark to the plaintive song of the old woman, to the 

call of the priests! The Hindko woman in her long robe stands upon the 

funeral pile; the flames rise around her and her dead husband, but the 

Hindko woman thinks on the living one in the surrounding circle; on 

him whose eyes burn hotter than the flames--on him, the fire of whose 

eyes pierces her heart more than the flames which soon will burn her 

body to ashes. Can the heart's flame die in the flame of the funeral 

pile?" 

"I don't understand that at all," said little Gerda. 

"That is my story," said the Lily. 

What did the Convolvulus say? 

"Projecting over a narrow mountain-path there hangs an old feudal 

castle. Thick evergreens grow on the dilapidated walls, and around the 

altar, where a lovely maiden is standing: she bends over the railing and 

looks out upon the rose. No fresher rose hangs on the branches than 

she; no apple blossom carried away by the wind is more buoyant! How 

her silken robe is rustling! 

"'Is he not yet come?'" 

"Is it Kay that you mean?" asked little Gerda. 



 

"I am speaking about my story--about my dream," answered the 

Convolvulus. 

What did the Snowdrops say? 

"Between the trees a long board is hanging--it is a swing. Two little girls 

are sitting in it, and swing themselves backwards and forwards; their 

frocks are as white as snow, and long green silk rebinds flutter from 

their bonnets. Their brother, who is older than they are, stands up in 

the swing; he twines his arms round the cords to hold himself fast, for 

in one hand he has a little cup, and in the other a clay-pipe. He is 

blowing soap-bubbles. The swing moves, and the bubbles float in 

charming changing colors: the last is still hanging to the end of the 

pipe, and rocks in the breeze. The swing moves. The little black dog, as 

light as a soap-bubble, jumps up on his hind legs to try to get into the 

swing. It moves, the dog falls, barks, and is angry. They tease him; the 

bubble bursts! A swing, a bursting bubble--such is my song!" 

"What you relate may be very pretty, but you tell it in so melancholy a 

manner, and do not mention Kay."  

What do the Hyacinths say? 

"There were once upon a time three sisters, quite transparent, and very 

beautiful. The robe of the one was red, that of the second blue, and 

that of the third white. They danced hand in hand beside the calm lake 

in the clear moonshine. They were not elfin maidens, but mortal 

children. A sweet fragrance was smelt, and the maidens vanished in the 

wood; the fragrance grew stronger--three coffins, and in them three 

lovely maidens, glided out of the forest and across the lake: the shining 

glow-worms flew around like little floating lights. Do the dancing 

maidens sleep, or are they dead? The odor of the flowers says they are 

corpses; the evening bell tolls for the dead!" 



 

"You make me quite sad," said little Gerda. "I cannot help thinking of 

the dead maidens. Oh! is little Kay dead? The Roses have been in the 

earth, and they say no." 

"Ding, dong!" sounded the Hyacinth bells. "We do not toll for little Kay; 

we do not know him. That is our way of singing, the only one we have."  

And Gerda went to the Ranunculus’s, that looked forth from among the 

shining green leaves. 

"You are a little bright sun!" said Gerda. "Tell me if you know where I 

can find my playfellow." 

And the Ranunculus shone brightly, and looked again at Gerda. What 

song could the Ranunculus sing? It was one that said nothing about 

Kay either. 

"In a small court the bright sun was shining in the first days of spring. 

The beams glided down the white walls of a neighbor's house, and 

close by the fresh yellow flowers were growing, shining like gold in the 

warm sun-rays. An old grandmother was sitting in the air; her grand-

daughter, the poor and lovely servant just come for a short visit. She 

knows her grandmother. There was gold, pure virgin gold in that 

blessed kiss. There, that is my little story," said the Ranunculus.  

"My poor old grandmother!" sighed Gerda. "Yes, she is longing for me, 

no doubt: she is sorrowing for me, as she did for little Kay. But I will 

soon come home, and then I will bring Kay with me. It is of no use 

asking the flowers; they only know their own old rhymes, and can tell 

me nothing." And she tucked up her frock, to enable her to run 

quicker; but the Narcissus gave her a knock on the leg, just as she was 

going to jump over it. So, she stood still, looked at the long yellow 

flower, and asked, "You perhaps know something?" and she bent down 

to the Narcissus. And what did it say? 

"I can see myself--I can see myself! Oh, how odorous I am! Up in the 

little garret there stands, half-dressed, a little Dancer. She stands now 



 

on one leg, now on both; she despises the whole world; yet she lives 

only in imagination. She pours water out of the teapot over a piece of 

stuff which she holds in her hand; it is the bodice; cleanliness is a fine 

thing. The white dress is hanging on the hook; it was washed in the 

teapot, and dried on the roof. She puts it on, ties a saffron-colored 

kerchief round her neck, and then the gown looks whiter. I can see 

myself--I can see myself!" 

"That's nothing to me," said little Gerda. "That does not concern me." 

And then off she ran to the further end of the garden. 

The gate was locked, but she shook the rusted bolt till it was loosened, 

and the gate opened; and little Gerda ran off barefooted into the wide 

world. She looked round her thrice, but no one followed her. At last 

she could run no longer; she sat down on a large stone, and when she 

looked about her, she saw that the summer had passed; it was late in 

the autumn, but that one could not remark in the beautiful garden, 

where there was always sunshine, and where there were flowers the 

whole year round. 

"Dear me, how long I have staid!" said Gerda. "Autumn is come. I must 

not rest any longer." And she got up to go further. 

Oh, how tender and wearied her little feet were! All around it looked so 

cold and raw: the long willow-leaves were quite yellow, and the fog 

dripped from them like water; one leaf fell after the other: the sloes 

only stood full of fruit, which set one's teeth on edge. Oh, how dark 

and comfortless it was in the dreary world! 

FOURTH STORY. The Prince and Princess 

Gerda was obliged to rest herself again, when, exactly opposite to her, a 

large Raven came hopping over the white snow. He had long been 

looking at Gerda and shaking his head; and now he said, "Caw! Caw!" 

Good day! Good day! He could not say it better; but he felt a sympathy 

for the little girl, and asked her where she was going all alone. The 



 

word "alone" Gerda understood quite well, and felt how much was 

expressed by it; so, she told the Raven her whole history, and asked if 

he had not seen Kay. 

The Raven nodded very gravely, and said, "It may be--it may be!" 

"What, do you really think so?" cried the little girl; and she nearly 

squeezed the Raven to death, so much did she kiss him. 

"Gently, gently," said the Raven. "I think I know; I think that it may be 

little Kay. But now he has forgotten you for the Princess." 

"Does he live with a Princess?" asked Gerda. 

"Yes--listen," said the Raven; "but it will be difficult for me to speak 

your language. If you understand the Raven language I can tell you 

better." 

"No, I have not learnt it," said Gerda; "but my grandmother 

understands it, and she can speak gibberish too. I wish I had learnt it."  

"No matter," said the Raven; "I will tell you as well as I can; however, it 

will be bad enough." And then he told all he knew. 

"In the kingdom where we now are there lives a Princess, who is 

extraordinarily clever; for she has read all the newspapers in the whole 

world, and has forgotten them again--so clever is she. She was lately, it 

is said, sitting on her throne--which is not very amusing after all--when 

she began humming an old tune, and it was just, 'Oh, why should I not 

be married?' 'That song is not without its meaning,' said she, and so 

then she was determined to marry; but she would have a husband who 

knew how to give an answer when he was spoken to--not one who 

looked only as if he were a great personage, for that is so tiresome. She 

then had all the ladies of the court drummed together; and when they 

heard her intention, all were very pleased, and said, 'We are very glad 

to hear it; it is the very thing we were thinking of.' You may believe 

every word I say," said the Raven; "for I have a tame sweetheart that 

hops about in the palace quite free, and it was she who told me all this.  



 

"The newspapers appeared forthwith with a border of hearts and the 

initials of the Princess; and therein you might read that every good-

looking young man was at liberty to come to the palace and speak to 

the Princess; and he who spoke in such wise as showed he felt himself 

at home there, that one the Princess would choose for her husband. 

"Yes, Yes," said the Raven, "you may believe it; it is as true as I am 

sitting here. People came in crowds; there was a crush and a hurry, but 

no one was successful either on the first or second day. They could all 

talk well enough when they were out in the street; but as soon as they 

came inside the palace gates, and saw the guard richly dressed in silver, 

and the lackeys in gold on the staircase, and the large illuminated 

saloons, then they were abashed; and when they stood before the 

throne on which the Princess was sitting, all they could do was to 

repeat the last word they had uttered, and to hear it again did not 

interest her very much. It was just as if the people within were under a 

charm, and had fallen into a trance till they came out again into the 

street; for then--oh, then--they could chatter enough. There was a 

whole row of them standing from the town-gates to the palace. I was 

there myself to look," said the Raven. "They grew hungry and thirsty; 

but from the palace they got nothing whatever, not even a glass of 

water. Some of the cleverest, it is true, had taken bread and butter with 

them: but none shared it with his neighbor, for each thought, 'Let him 

look hungry, and then the Princess won't have him.'"  

"But Kay--little Kay," said Gerda, "when did he come? Was he among 

the number?" 

"Patience, patience; we are just come to him. It was on the third day 

when a little personage without horse or equipage, came marching 

right boldly up to the palace; his eyes shone like yours, he had beautiful 

long hair, but his clothes were very shabby."  

"That was Kay," cried Gerda, with a voice of delight. "Oh, now I've 

found him!" and she clapped her hands for joy. 



 

"He had a little knapsack at his back," said the Raven. 

"No, that was certainly his sledge," said Gerda; "for when he went away 

he took his sledge with him." 

"That may be," said the Raven; "I did not examine him so minutely; but 

I know from my tame sweetheart, that when he came into the court-

yard of the palace, and saw the body-guard in silver, the lackeys on the 

staircase, he was not the least abashed; he nodded, and said to them, 'It 

must be very tiresome to stand on the stairs; for my part, I shall go in.' 

The saloons were gleaming with lusters--privy councilors and 

excellencies were walking about barefooted, and wore gold keys; it was 

enough to make any one feel uncomfortable. His boots creaked, too, so 

loudly, but still he was not at all afraid." 

"That's Kay for certain," said Gerda. "I know he had on new boots; I 

have heard them creaking in grand mama’s room." 

"Yes, they creaked," said the Raven. "And on he went boldly up to the 

Princess, who was sitting on a pearl as large as a spinning-wheel. All 

the ladies of the court, with their attendants and attendants' 

attendants, and all the cavaliers, with their gentlemen and gentlemen's 

gentlemen, stood round; and the nearer they stood to the door, the 

prouder they looked. It was hardly possible to look at the gentleman's 

gentleman, so very haughtily did he stand in the doorway."  

"It must have been terrible," said little Gerda. "And did Kay get the 

Princess?" 

"Were I not a Raven, I should have taken the Princess myself, although 

I am promised. It is said he spoke as well as I speak when I talk Raven 

language; this I learned from my tame sweetheart. He was bold and 

nicely behaved; he had not come to woo the Princess, but only to hear 

her wisdom. She pleased him, and he pleased her." 



 

"Yes, yes; for certain that was Kay," said Gerda. "He was so clever; he 

could reckon fractions in his head. Oh, won't you take me to the 

palace?" 

"That is very easily said," answered the Raven. "But how are we to 

manage it? I'll speak to my tame sweetheart about it: she must advise 

us; for so much I must tell you, such a little girl as you are will never 

get permission to enter."  

"Oh, yes I shall," said Gerda; "when Kay hears that I am here, he will 

come out directly to fetch me."  

"Wait for me here on these steps," said the Raven. He moved his head 

backwards and forwards and flew away. 

The evening was closing in when the Raven returned. "Caw!" said he. 

"She sends you her compliments; and here is a roll for you. She took it 

out of the kitchen, where there is bread enough. You are hungry, no 

doubt. It is not possible for you to enter the palace, for you are 

barefooted: the guards in silver, and the lackeys in gold, would not 

allow it; but do not cry, you shall come in still. My sweetheart knows a 

little back stair that leads to the bedchamber, and she knows where she 

can get the key of it."  

And they went into the garden in the large avenue, where one leaf was 

falling after the other; and when the lights in the palace had all 

gradually disappeared, the Raven led little Gerda to the back door, 

which stood half open. 

Oh, how Gerda's heart beat with anxiety and longing! It was just as if 

she had been about to do something wrong; and yet she only wanted to 

know if little Kay was there. Yes, he must be there. She called to mind 

his intelligent eyes, and his long hair, so vividly, she could quite see 

him as he used to laugh when they were sitting under the roses at 

home. "He will, no doubt, be glad to see you--to hear what a long way 



 

you have come for his sake; to know how unhappy all at home were 

when he did not come back." 

Oh, what a fright and a joy it was! 

They were now on the stairs. A single lamp was burning there; and on 

the floor stood the tame Raven, turning her head on every side and 

looking at Gerda, who bowed as her grandmother had taught her to do. 

"My intended has told me so much good of you, my dear young lady," 

said the tame Raven. "Your tale is very affecting. If you will take the 

lamp, I will go before. We will go straight on, for we shall meet no one."  

"I think there is somebody just behind us," said Gerda; and something 

rushed past: it was like shadowy figures on the wall; horses with 

flowing manes and thin legs, huntsmen, ladies and gentlemen on 

horseback. 

"They are only dreams," said the Raven. "They come to fetch the 

thoughts of the high personages to the chase; 'tis well, for now you can 

observe them in bed all the better. But let me find, when you enjoy 

honor and distinction, that you possess a grateful heart."  

"Tut! That's not worth talking about," said the Raven of the woods. 

They now entered the first saloon, which was of rose-colored satin, 

with artificial flowers on the wall. Here the dreams were rushing past, 

but they hastened by so quickly that Gerda could not see the high 

personages. One hall was more magnificent than the other; one might 

indeed well be abashed; and at last they came into the bedchamber. 

The ceiling of the room resembled a large palm-tree with leaves of 

glass, of costly glass; and in the middle, from a thick golden stem, hung 

two beds, each of which resembled a lily. One was white, and in this lay 

the Princess; the other was red, and it was here that Gerda was to look 

for little Kay. She bent back one of the red leaves, and saw a brown 

neck. Oh! that was Kay! She called him quite loud by name, held the 



 

lamp towards him--the dreams rushed back again into the chamber--

he awoke, turned his head, and--it was not little Kay! 

The Prince was only like him about the neck; but he was young and 

handsome. And out of the white lily leaves the Princess peeped, too, 

and asked what was the matter. Then little Gerda cried, and told her 

whole history, and all that the Ravens had done for her. 

"Poor little thing!" said the Prince and the Princess. They praised the 

Ravens very much, and told them they were not at all angry with them, 

but they were not to do so again. However, they should have a reward. 

"Will you fly about here at liberty," asked the Princess; "or would you 

like to have a fixed appointment as court ravens, with all the broken 

bits from the kitchen?" 

And both the Ravens nodded, and begged for a fixed appointment; for 

they thought of their old age, and said, "It is a good thing to have a 

provision for our old days." 

And the Prince got up and let Gerda sleep in his bed, and more than 

this he could not do. She folded her little hands and thought, "How 

good men and animals are!" and she then fell asleep and slept soundly. 

All the dreams flew in again, and they now looked like the angels; they 

drew a little sledge, in which little Kay sat and nodded his head; but the 

whole was only a dream, and therefore it all vanished as soon as she 

awoke. 

The next day she was dressed from head to foot in silk and velvet. They 

offered to let her stay at the palace, and lead a happy life; but she 

begged to have a little carriage with a horse in front, and for a small 

pair of shoes; then, she said, she would again go forth in the wide world 

and look for Kay. 

Shoes and a muff were given her; she was, too, dressed very nicely; and 

when she was about to set off, a new carriage stopped before the door. 

It was of pure gold, and the arms of the Prince and Princess shone like 



 

a star upon it; the coachman, the footmen, and the outriders, for 

outriders were there, too, all wore golden crowns. The Prince and the 

Princess assisted her into the carriage themselves, and wished her all 

success. The Raven of the woods, who was now married, accompanied 

her for the first three miles. He sat beside Gerda, for he could not bear 

riding backwards; the other Raven stood in the doorway, and flapped 

her wings; she could not accompany Gerda, because she suffered from 

headache since she had had a fixed appointment and ate so much. The 

carriage was lined inside with sugar-plums, and in the seats, were fruits 

and gingerbread. 

"Farewell! Farewell!" cried Prince and Princess; and Gerda wept, and 

the Raven wept. Thus, passed the first miles; and then the Raven bade 

her farewell, and this was the most painful separation of all. He flew 

into a tree, and beat his black wings if he could see the carriage, that 

shone from afar like a sunbeam. 

FIFTH STORY. The Little Robber Maiden 

They drove through the dark wood; but the carriage shone like a torch, 

and it dazzled the eyes of the robbers, so that they could not bear to 

look at it. 

"Tic gold! Tic gold!" they cried; and they rushed forward, seized the 

horses, knocked down the little postilion, the coachman, and the 

servants, and pulled little Gerda out of the carriage. 

"How plump, how beautiful she is! She must have been fed on nut-

kernels," said the old female robber, who had a long, scrubby beard, 

and bushy eyebrows that hung down over her eyes. "She is as good as a 

fatted lamb! How nice she will be!" And then she drew out a knife, the 

blade of which shone so that it was quite dreadful to behold. 

"Oh!" cried the woman at the same moment. She had been bitten in the 

ear by her own little daughter, who hung at her back; and who was so 

wild and unmanageable, that it was quite amusing to see her. "Your 



 

naughty child!" said the mother: and now she had not time to kill 

Gerda. 

"She shall play with me," said the little robber child. "She shall give me 

her muff, and her pretty frock; she shall sleep in my bed!" And then she 

gave her mother another bite, so that she jumped, and ran around with 

the pain; and the Robbers laughed, and said, "Look, how she is dancing 

with the little one!" 

"I will go into the carriage," said the little robber maiden; and she 

would have her will, for she was very spoiled and very headstrong. She 

and Gerda got in; and then away they drove over the stumps of felled 

trees, deeper and deeper into the woods. The little robber maiden was 

as tall as Gerda, but stronger, broader-shouldered, and of dark 

complexion; her eyes were quite black; they looked almost melancholy. 

She embraced little Gerda, and said, "They shall not kill you if I am not 

displeased with you. You are, doubtless, a Princess?" 

"No," said little Gerda; who then related all that had happened to her, 

and how much she cared about little Kay. 

The little robber maiden looked at her with a serious air, nodded her 

head slightly, and said, "They shall not kill you, even if I am angry with 

you: then I will do it myself"; and she dried Gerda's eyes, and put both 

her hands in the handsome muff, which was so soft and warm. 

At length, the carriage stopped. They were during the court-yard of a 

robber's castle. It was full of cracks from top to bottom; and out of the 

openings magpies and rooks were flying; and the great bull-dogs, each 

of which looked as if he could swallow a man, jumped up, but they did 

not bark, for that was forbidden. 

During the large, old, smoking hall burnt a great fire on the stone floor. 

The smoke disappeared under the stones, and had to seek its own 

egress. In an immense caldron soup was boiling; and rabbits and hares 

were being roasted on a spit. 



 

"You shall sleep with me to-night, with all my animals," said the little 

robber maiden. They had something to eat and drink; and then went 

into a corner, where straw and carpets were lying. Beside them, on 

laths and perches, sat nearly a hundred pigeons, all asleep, seemingly; 

but they moved a little when the robber maiden came. "They are all 

mine," said she, at the same time seizing one that was next to her by 

the legs and shaking it so that its wings fluttered. "Kiss it," cried the 

little girl, and flung the pigeon in Gerda's face. "Up there is the rabble 

of the wood," continued she, pointing to several laths which were 

fastened before a hole high up in the wall; "that's the rabble; they 

would all fly away immediately, if they were not well fastened in. And 

here is my dear old Bac"; and she laid hold of the horns of a reindeer, 

that had a bright copper ring round its neck, and was tethered to the 

spot. "We are obliged to lock this fellow in too, or he would make his 

escape. Every evening I tickle his neck with my sharp knife; he is so 

frightened at it!" and the little girl drew forth a long knife, from a crack 

in the wall, and let it glide over the Reindeer's neck. The poor animal 

kicked; the girl laughed, and pulled Gerda into bed with her. 

"Do you intend to keep your knife while you sleep?" asked Gerda; 

looking at it rather fearfully. 

"I always sleep with the knife," said the little robber maiden. "There is 

no knowing what may happen. But tell me now, once more, all about 

little Kay; and why you have started off in the wide world alone." And 

Gerda related all, from the very beginning: The Wood-pigeons cooed 

above in their cage, and the others slept. The little robber maiden 

wound her arm round Gerda's neck, held the knife in the other hand, 

and snored so loud that everybody could hear her; but Gerda could not 

close her eyes, for she did not know whether she was to live or die. The 

robbers sat round the fire, sang and drank; and the old female robber 

jumped about so, that it was quite dreadful for Gerda to see her. 



 

Then the Wood-pigeons said, "Coo! Coo! We have seen little Kay! A 

white hen carries his sledge; he himself sat in the carriage of the Snow 

Queen, who passed here, down just over the wood, as we lay in our 

nest. She blew upon us young ones; and all died except we two. Coo! 

Coo!" 

"What is that you say up there?" cried little Gerda. "Where did the 

Snow Queen go to? Do you know anything about it?"  

"She is no doubt gone to Lapland; for there is always snow and ice 

there. Only ask the Reindeer, who is tethered there."  

"Ice and snow is there! There it is, glorious and beautiful!" said the 

Reindeer. "One can spring about in the large shining valleys! The Snow 

Queen has her summer-tent there; but her fixed abode is high up 

towards the North Pole, on the Island called Spitzbergen."  

"Oh, Kay! Poor little Kay!" sighed Gerda. 

"Do you choose to be quiet?" said the robber maiden. "If you don't, I 

shall make you." 

In the morning, Gerda told her all that the Wood-pigeons had said; and 

the little maiden looked very serious, but she nodded her head, and 

said, "That's no matter--that's no matter. Do you know where Lapland 

lies!" she asked of the Reindeer. 

"Who should know better than I?" said the animal; and his eyes rolled 

in his head. "I was born and bred there I leapt about on the fields of 

snow." 

"Listen," said the robber maiden to Gerda. "You see that the men are 

gone; but my mother is still here, and will remain. However, towards 

morning she takes a draught out of the large flask, and then she sleeps 

a little: then I will do something for you." She now jumped out of bed, 

flew to her mother; with her arms round her neck, and pulling her by 

the beard, said, "Good morrow, my own sweet nanny-goat of a 



 

mother." And her mother took hold of her nose, and pinched it till it 

was red and blue; but this was all done out of pure love. 

When the mother had taken a sup at her flask, and was having a nap, 

the little robber maiden went to the Reindeer, and said, "I should very 

much like to give you still many a tickling with the sharp knife, for then 

you are so amusing; however, I will untether you, and help you out, so 

that you may go back to Lapland. But you must make good use of your 

legs; and take this little girl for me to the palace of the Snow Queen, 

where her playfellow is. You have heard, I suppose, all she said; for she 

spoke loud enough, and you were listening."  

The Reindeer gave a bound for joy. The robber maiden lifted little 

Gerda, and took the precaution to bind her fast on the Reindeer's back; 

she even gave her a small cushion to sit on. "Here are your worsted 

leggings, for it will be cold; but the muff I shall keep for myself, for it is 

so very pretty. But I do not wish you to be cold. Here is a pair of lined 

gloves of my mother's; they just reach up to your elbow. On with them! 

Now you look about the hands just like my ugly old mother!"  

And Gerda wept for joy. 

"I can't bear to see you fretting," said the little robber maiden. "This is 

just the time when you ought to look pleased. Here are two loaves and 

a ham for you, so that you won't starve." The bread and the meat were 

fastened to the Reindeer's back; the little maiden opened the door, 

called in all the dogs, and then with her knife cut the rope that 

fastened the animal, and said to him, "Now, off with you; but take good 

care of the little girl!" 

And Gerda stretched out her hands with the large wadded gloves 

towards the robber maiden, and said, "Farewell!" and the Reindeer flew 

on over bush and bramble through the great wood, over moor and 

heath, as fast as he could go. 



 

"Dads! Dads!" was heard in the sky. It was just as if somebody was 

sneezing. 

"These are my old northern-lights," said the Reindeer, "look how they 

gleam!" And on he now sped still quicker--day and night on he went: 

the loaves were consumed, and the ham too; and now they were in 

Lapland. 

SIXTH STORY. The Lapland Woman and the Finland Woman 

Suddenly they stopped before a little house, which looked very 

miserable. The roof reached to the ground; and the door was so low, 

that the family were obliged to creep upon their stomachs when they 

went in or out. Nobody was at home except an old Lapland woman, 

who was dressing fish by the light of an oil lamp. And the Reindeer told 

her the whole of Gerda's history, but first his own; for that seemed to 

him of much greater importance. Gerda was so chilled that she could 

not speak. 

"Poor thing," said the Lapland woman, "you have far to run still. You 

have more than a hundred miles to go before you get to Finland; there 

the Snow Queen has her country-house, and burns blue lights every 

evening. I will give you a few words from me, which I will write on a 

dried gabardine, for paper I have none; this you can take with you to 

the Finland woman, and she will be able to give you more information 

than I can." 

When Gerda had warmed herself, and had eaten and drunk, the 

Lapland woman wrote a few words on a dried gabardine, begged Gerda 

to take care of them, put her on the Reindeer, bound her fast, and away 

sprang the animal. "Dads! Dads!" was again heard in the air; the most 

charming blue lights burned the whole night in the sky, and at last they 

came to Finland. They knocked at the chimney of the Finland woman; 

for as to a door, she had none. 



 

There was such a heat inside that the Finland woman herself went 

about almost naked. She was diminutive and dirty. She immediately 

loosened little Gerda's clothes, pulled off her thick gloves and boots; for 

otherwise the heat would have been too great--and after laying a piece 

of ice on the Reindeer's head, read what was written on the fish-skin. 

She read it three times: she then knew it by heart; so, she put the fish 

into the cupboard--for it might very well be eaten, and she never threw 

anything away. 

Then the Reindeer related his own story first, and afterwards that of 

little Gerda; and the Finland woman winked her eyes, but said nothing. 

"You are so clever," said the Reindeer; "you can, I know, twist all the 

winds of the world together in a knot. If the seaman loosens one knot, 

then he has a good wind; if a second, then it blows stiffly; if he undoes 

the third and fourth, then it rages so that the forests are upturned. Will 

you give the little maiden a potion, that she may possess the strength 

of twelve men, and vanquish the Snow Queen?"  

"The strength of twelve men!" said the Finland woman. "Much good 

that would be!" Then she went to a cupboard, and drew out a large skin 

rolled up. When she had unrolled it, strange characters were to be seen 

written thereon; and the Finland woman read at such a rate that the 

perspiration trickled down her forehead. 

But the Reindeer begged so hard for little Gerda, and Gerda looked so 

imploringly with tearful eyes at the Finland woman, that she winked, 

and drew the Reindeer aside into a corner, where they whispered 

together, while the animal got some fresh ice put on his head. 

"Tic true little Kay is at the Snow Queen's, and finds everything there 

quite to his taste; and he thinks it the very best place in the world; but 

the reason of that is, he has a splinter of glass in his eye, and in his 

heart. These must be got out first; otherwise he will never go back to 

mankind, and the Snow Queen will retain her power over him." 



 

"But can you give little Gerda nothing to take which will endure her 

with power over the whole?" 

"I can give her no more power than what she has already. Don't you see 

how great it is? Don't you see how men and animals are forced to serve 

her; how well she gets through the world barefooted? She must not 

hear of her power from us; that power lies in her heart, because she is a 

sweet and innocent child! If she cannot get to the Snow Queen by 

herself, and rid little Kay of the glass, we cannot help her. Two miles 

hence the garden of the Snow Queen begins; thither you may carry the 

little girl. Set her down by the large bush with red berries, standing in 

the snow; don't stay talking, but hasten back as fast as possible." And 

now the Finland woman placed little Gerda on the Reindeer's back, and 

off he ran with all imaginable speed. 

"Oh! I have not got my boots! I have not brought my gloves!" cried little 

Gerda. She remarked she was without them from the cutting frost; but 

the Reindeer dared not stand still; on he ran till he came to the great 

bush with the red berries, and there he set Gerda down, kissed her 

mouth, while large bright tears flowed from the animal's eyes, and then 

back he went as fast as possible. There stood poor Gerda now, without 

shoes or gloves, in the very middle of dreadful icy Finland. 

She ran on as fast as she could. There then came a whole regiment of 

snow-flakes, but they did not fall from above, and they were quite 

bright and shining from the Aurora Borealis. The flakes ran along the 

ground, and the nearer they came the larger they grew. Gerda well 

remembered how large and strange the snow-flakes appeared when she 

once saw them through a magnifying-glass; but now they were large 

and terrific in another manner--they were all alive. They were the 

outposts of the Snow Queen. They had the most wondrous shapes; 

some looked like large ugly porcupines; others like snakes knotted 

together, with their heads sticking out; and others, again, like small fat 



 

bears, with the hair standing on end: all were of dazzling whiteness--all 

were living snow-flakes. 

Little Gerda repeated the Lord's Prayer. The cold was so intense that 

she could see her own breath, which came like smoke out of her 

mouth. It grew thicker and thicker, and took the form of little angels, 

that grew more and more when they touched the earth. Everything had 

helms on their heads, and lances and shields in their hands; they 

increased in numbers; and when Gerda had finished the Lord's Prayer, 

she was surrounded by a whole legion. They thrust at the horrid snow-

flakes with their spears, so that they flew into a thousand pieces; and 

little Gerda walked on bravely and in security. The angels patted her 

hands and feet; and then she felt the cold less, and went on quickly 

towards the palace of the Snow Queen. 

But now we shall see how Kay fared. He never thought of Gerda, and 

least of all that she was standing before the palace. 

SEVENTH STORY. What Took Place in the Palace of the Snow Queen, 

and what Happened Afterward 

The walls of the palace were of driving snow, and the windows and 

doors of cutting winds. There were more than a hundred halls there, 

according as the snow was driven by the winds. The largest was many 

miles in extent; all were lighted up by the powerful Aurora Borealis, 

and all were so large, so empty, so icy cold, and so resplendent! Mirth 

never reigned there; there was never even a little bear-ball, with the 

storm for music, while the polar bears went on their hind legs and 

showed off their steps. Never a little tea-party of white young lady 

foxes; vast, cold, and empty were the halls of the Snow Queen. The 

northern-lights shone with such precision that one could tell exactly 

when they were at their highest or lowest degree of brightness. In the 

middle of the empty, endless hall of snow, was a frozen lake; it was 

cracked in a thousand pieces, but each piece was so like the other, that 

it seemed the work of a cunning artificer. In the middle of this lake sat 



 

the Snow Queen when she was at home; and then she said she was 

sitting in the Mirror of Understanding, and that this was the only one 

and the best thing in the world. 

Little Kay was quite blue, yes nearly black with cold; but he did not 

observe it, for she had kissed away all feeling of cold from his body, and 

his heart was a lump of ice. He was dragging along some pointed flat 

pieces of ice, which he laid together in all possible ways, for he wanted 

to make something with them; just as we have little flat pieces of wood 

to make geometrical figures with, called the Chinese Puzzle. Kay made 

all sorts of figures, the most complicated, for it was an ice-puzzle for 

the understanding. In his eyes the figures were extraordinarily 

beautiful, and of the utmost importance; for the bit of glass which was 

in his eye caused this. He found whole figures which represented a 

written word; but he never could manage to represent just the word he 

wanted--that word was "eternity"; and the Snow Queen had said, "If 

you can discover that figure, you shall be your own master, and I will 

make you a present of the whole world and a pair of new skates." But 

he could not find it out. 

"I am going now to warm lands," said the Snow Queen. "I must have a 

look down into the black caldrons." It was the volcanoes Vesuvius and 

Etna that she meant. "I will just give them a coating of white, for that is 

as it ought to be; besides, it is good for the oranges and the grapes." 

And then away she flew, and Kay sat quite alone in the empty halls of 

ice that were miles long, and looked at the blocks of ice, and thought 

and thought till his skull was almost cracked. There he sat quite 

benumbed and motionless; one would have imagined he was frozen to 

death. 

Suddenly little Gerda stepped through the great portal into the palace. 

The gate was formed of cutting winds; but Gerda repeated her evening 

prayer, and the winds were laid as though they slept; and the little 

maiden entered the vast, empty, cold halls. There she beheld Kay: she 



 

recognized him, flew to embrace him, and cried out, her arms firmly 

holding him the while, "Kay, sweet little Kay! Have I then found you at 

last?" 

But he sat quite still, benumbed and cold. Then little Gerda shed 

burning tears; and they fell on his bosom, they penetrated to his heart, 

they thawed the lumps of ice, and consumed the splinters of the 

looking-glass; he looked at her, and she sang the hymn: 

"The rose in the valley is blooming so sweet, and angels descend there 

the children to greet." 

Hereupon Kay burst into tears; he wept so much that the splinter 

rolled out of his eye, and he recognized her, and shouted, "Gerda, sweet 

little Gerda! Where have you been so long? And where have I been?" 

He looked round him. "How cold it is here!" said he. "How empty and 

cold!" And he held fast by Gerda, who laughed and wept for joy. It was 

so beautiful, that even the blocks of ice danced about for joy; and when 

they were tired and laid themselves down, they formed exactly the 

letters which the Snow Queen had told him to find out; so now he was 

his own master, and he would have the whole world and a pair of new 

skates into the bargain. 

Gerda kissed his cheeks, and they grew quite blooming; she kissed his 

eyes, and they shone like her own; she kissed his hands and feet, and 

he was again well and merry. The Snow Queen might come back as 

soon as she liked; there stood his discharge written in resplendent 

masses of ice. 

They took each other by the hand, and wandered forth out of the large 

hall; they talked of their old grandmother, and of the roses upon the 

roof; and wherever they went, the winds ceased raging, and the sun 

burst forth. And when they reached the bush with the red berries, they 

found the Reindeer waiting for them. He had brought another, a young 

one, with him, whose udder was filled with milk, which he gave to the 

little ones, and kissed their lips. They then carried Kay and Gerda--first 



 

to the Finland woman, where they warmed themselves in the warm 

room, and learned what they were to do on their journey home; and 

they went to the Lapland woman, who made some new clothes for 

them and repaired their sledges. 

The Reindeer and the young hind leaped along beside them, and 

accompanied them to the boundary of the country. Here the first 

vegetation peeped forth; here Kay and Gerda took leave of the Lapland 

woman. "Farewell! Farewell!" they all said. And the first green buds 

appeared, the first little birds began to chirrup; and out of the wood 

came, riding on a magnificent horse, which Gerda knew (it was one of 

the leaders in the golden carriage), a young damsel with a bright-red 

cap on her head, and armed with pistols. It was the little robber 

maiden, who, tired of being at home, had determined to make a 

journey to the north; and afterwards in another direction, if that did 

not please her. She recognized Gerda immediately, and Gerda knew her 

too. It was a joyful meeting. 

"You are a fine fellow for tramping about," said she too little Kay; "I 

should like to know, faith, if you deserve that one should run from one 

end of the world to the other for your sake?"  

But Gerda patted her cheeks, and inquired for the Prince and Princess. 

"They are gone abroad," said the other. 

"But the Raven?" asked little Gerda. 

"Oh! The Raven is dead," she answered. "His tame sweetheart is a 

widow, and wears a bit of black worsted round her leg; she laments 

most piteously, but it's all mere talk and stuff! Now tell me what you've 

been doing and how you managed to catch him." 

And Gerda and Kay both told their story. 

And "Schnipp-schnapp-schnurre-basselurre," said the robber maiden; 

and she took the hands of each, and promised that if she should some 

day pass through the town where they lived, she would come and visit 



 

them; and then away she rode. Kay and Gerda took each other's hand: 

it was lovely spring weather, with abundance of flowers and of verdure. 

The church-bells rang, and the children recognized the high towers, 

and the large town; it was that in which they dwelt. They entered and 

hastened up to their grandmother's room, where everything was 

standing as formerly. The clock said "tick! tack!" and the finger moved 

round; but as they entered, they remarked that they were now grown 

up. The roses on the leads hung blooming in at the open window; there 

stood the little children's chairs, and Kay and Gerda sat down on them, 

holding each other by the hand; they both had forgotten the cold 

empty splendor of the Snow Queen, as though it had been a dream. 

The grandmother sat in the bright sunshine, and read aloud from the 

Bible: "Unless ye become as little children, ye cannot enter the 

kingdom of heaven." 

And Kay and Gerda looked in each other's eyes, and all at once they 

understood the old hymn: 

"The rose in the valley is blooming so sweet, and angels descend there 

the children to greet." 

There sat the two grown-up persons; grown-up, and yet children; 

children at least in heart; and it was summer-time; summer, glorious 

summer! 

Chapter 18   The Little Old Woman Who Lived in a Shoe 

 

 

 

Once on a time there was a Little Old Woman who lived in a Shoe. This 

shoe stood near a great forest, and was so large that it served as a house 

for the Old Lady and all her children, of which she had so many that 

she did not know what to do with them. 



 

But the Little Old Woman was very fond of her children, and they only 

thought of the best way to please her. Strong-arm, the eldest, cut down 

trees for firewood. Peter made baskets of wicker-work. Mark was chief 

gardener. Lizzie milked the cow, and Jenny taught the younger 

children to read. 

Now this Little Old Woman had not always lived in a Shoe. She and her 

family had once dwelt in a nice house covered with ivy, and her 

husband was a wood-cutter, like Strong-arm. But there lived in a huge 

castle beyond the forest, a fierce giant, who one day came and laid their 

house in ruins with his club; after which he carried off the poor wood-

cutter to his castle beyond the forest. When the Little Old Woman 

came home, her house was in ruins and her husband was nowhere to 

be seen. 

Night came on, and as the father did not return, the Old Lady and her 

family went to search for him. When they came to that part of the 

wood where the Giant had met their father, they saw an immense shoe. 

They spent a long time weeping and calling out for their father, but 

met with no reply. Then the Old Lady thought that they had better 

take shelter in the shoe until they could build a new house. So, Peter 

and Strong-arm put a roof to it, and cut a door, and turned it into a 

dwelling. Here they all lived happily for many years, but the Little Old 

Lady never forgot her husband and his sad fate. Strong-arm, who saw 

how wretched his mother often was about it, proposed to the next 

eleven brothers that they should go with him and set their father free 

from the Giant. Their mother knew the Giant's strength, and would not 

hear of the attempt, as she feared they would be killed. But Strong-arm 

was not afraid. He bought a dozen sharp swords, and Peter made as 

many strong shields and helmets, as well as cross-bows and iron-

headed arrows. They were now quite ready; Strong-arm gave the order 

to march, and they started for the forest. The next day they came in 

sight of the Giant's Castle. Strong-arm, leaving his brothers in a wood 

close by, strode boldly up to the entrance, and seized the knocker. The 



 

door was opened by a funny little boy with a large head, who kept 

grinning and laughing. 

Strong-arm then walked boldly across the court-yard, and presently 

met a page, who took off his hat and asked him what he wanted. 

Strong-arm said he had come to liberate his father, who was kept a 

prisoner by the Giant; on this the little man said he was sorry for him, 

because the part of the castle in which his father was kept was guarded 

by a large dragon. Strong-arm, nothing daunted, soon found the 

monster, who was fast asleep, so he made short work of him by sending 

his sword right through his heart; at which he jumped up, uttering a 

loud scream, and made as if he would spring forward and seize Strong-

arm; but the good sword had done its work, and the monster fell 

heavily on the ground, dead. 

Now the Giant, who had been drinking much wine, was fast asleep in a 

remote part of the castle. Strong-arm had no sooner finished the 

Dragon, then up started the funny little boy who had opened the door. 

He led Strong-arm round to another part of the court-yard, where he 

saw his poor father, who at once sprung to his feet, and embraced him. 

Then Strong-arm called up his brothers, and when they had embraced 

their father, they soon broke his chain and set him free. 

We must now return to the Little Old Woman. After her sons, had 

started she gave way to the most bitter grief. While she was, in this 

state, an old witch came up to her, and said she would help her, as she 

hated the Giant, and wished to kill him. The Old Witch then took the 

little Old Lady on her broom, and they sailed off through the air, 

straight to the Giant's castle. 

Now this old Witch had great power, and at once afflicted the Giant 

with corns and tender feet. When he awoke from his sleep he was in 

such pain that he could bear it no longer, so he thought he would go in 

search of his missing shoe, which, like the other one he had in his 

castle, was easy and large for his foot. When he came to the spot where 



 

the Old Lady and her children lived, he saw his old shoe, and with a 

laugh that shook the trees, he thrust his foot into it, breaking through 

the roof that Strong-arm and Peter had put to it. The children, in great 

alarm, rushed about inside the shoe, and frightened and trembling, 

scrambled through the door and the slits which the Giant had formerly 

made for his corns. By this time the witch and the Little Old Lady, as 

also Strong-arm, his eleven brother and his father, were come up to the 

spot. Strong-arm and his brothers shot their arrows at him till at last he 

fell wounded, when Strong-arm went up to him and cut off his head. 

Then the father and the Little 

Old Woman and all their children built a new house, and lived happily 

ever afterwards. 

 

Chapter 19   Little Bo-Peep 

 

 

So, runs the Nursery Rhyme. Little Bo-Peep was a very nice little girl. 

Her cheeks had a bloom on them like a lovely peach, and her voice 

sounded like a sweet silver bell. 

But though Little Bo-Peep was as good as she was beautiful, she 

sometimes met with misfortunes that made her very sad. Once, when 

she lost her sheep, she was very doleful indeed. And this is how it 

happened. 

One summer evening, when the sun was setting, Little Bo-Peep, who 

had to rise very early in the morning, felt tired, and sat down on a bank 

covered with daisies. Being very weary she soon fell fast asleep. Now 

the Bell-weather of Bo-Peep's flock was a most stupid and stubborn 

fellow. I dare say you know that all the sheep in a flock will follow the 

Bell-weather, and that he always wears a bell round his neck. It was a 

great pity, but the Bell-weather of Bo-Peep's flock was very wild, and 



 

was much given to wander far away into the wood, where of course the 

rest of the sheep would follow him. 

Finding Little Bo-Peep asleep, the tiresome fellow began by standing 

on his hind legs and making a great bow to his shadow before him on 

the grass. After this he whirled himself round like a top, shaking his 

head all the time, and ringing his bell. 

Very soon the rest of the flock began to dance and caper too. And when 

they had wheeled round their leader for a time, they ran off after him 

with a bound into the wood. Away they went, till they were quite tired 

out; and then they came to a stand-still, staring at their leader with 

very blank faces. But the Bell-whether looked foolish enough now, and 

did nothing but shake his head slowly and ring his bell, which seemed 

to say quite clearly, “You are lost, you are lost!” 

When Little Bo-Peep awoke, she found her sheep gone, and hardly 

knowing what she did, she walked on and on, far into the wood. She 

met some people with hoes and rakes in their hands, and asked them if 

they had seen her sheep. But they only laughed at her, and said, No. 

One man was very cross, and threatened to beat her. At last she came 

to a stile, on which an old Raven was perched. He looked so wise that 

Little Bo-Peep asked him whether he had seen a flock of sheep. But he 

only cried “Caw, caw, caw;” so Bo-Peep ran on again across the fields. 

She wandered on till night-fall, and being faint with hunger, was very 

glad to see a light just before her. As she went on, she saw that it shone 

from a cottage window. But when she came to the door, it looked so 

dark and dismal that she was afraid to go in, and was just going to run 

away, when a cross-looking old woman came out, and dragged her into 

the cottage. She made her sit by the side of her son, who was a very 

ugly youth with a great red face and red hair. 

The old woman told him that she had brought Bo-Peep to be his wife, 

so Bo-Peep, who did not like him at all, ran away while they were 

asleep. But she did not know where to go, and gave herself up for lost, 



 

when she heard something cry, “too-whit—tu-whoo,” in the tree above 

her. It was a great owl, which began flapping its wings with joy. Bo-

Peep was frightened at first, but as the owl seemed very kind, she 

followed it. It took her to a cottage were there was plenty to eat and 

drink, and then, to Bo-Peep's great surprise, it began to speak, and told 

her this story: — 

“Know, dear Maiden,” said the owl, “that I am the daughter of a King, 

and was a lovely Princess; but I was changed into an owl by the old 

woman at the cottage, because I would not marry her ugly son. But I 

have heard the fairies say that one day a lovely maiden, who would 

come into this wood to find her lost sheep, should be the means of my 

gaining my own form again. You are that pretty maid, and I will take 

you to a spot where you will find your sheep, but without their tails. 

The elves will play with them for this night, but in the morning every 

sheep will have its tail again, except the stupid Bell-weather. You must 

then wave his tail three times over my head, and I shall resume my 

shape again.”  

The owl flew off, and led Bo-Peep into the wood, and said, “Sleep, 

maiden, I will watch.” How long she was asleep she could not tell, but 

the charmed spot was suddenly lighted up, and she saw the Queen of 

the Fairies seated on a bank. The Queen said the sheep should be 

punished for running away. She then saw all her sheep come trooping 

into the place, and on every sheep, there was an Elf, who held in his 

hand a sheep's tail. 

After riding them about for some time, and having great fun with 

them, the mad sport ceased, and each Elf restored the tail to his 

sheep—all but the Bell-wither’s, which their leader hid in a tree. When 

Bo-Peep awoke, she saw the owl flapping its wings as if to remind her 

of her promise; so, she fetched the tail, and waved it three times over 

its head, when up started the most charming Princess that ever was 



 

seen. The princess gave Bo-Peep a beautiful cottage, and her sheep 

never ran away from their kind mistress again. 

 

Chapter 20   Five Little Pigs 

 

 

The Little Pig Who Went to Market. 

There was once a family of Five Little Pigs, and Mrs. Pig, their mother, 

loved them all very dearly. Some of these little pigs were very good, and 

took a great deal of trouble to please her. The eldest pig was so active 

and useful that he was called Mr. Pig. One day he went to market with 

his cart full of vegetables, but Rusty, the donkey, began to show his bad 

temper before he had gone very far on the road. All the coaxing and 

whipping would not make him move. So, Mr. Pig took him out of the 

shafts, and being very strong, drew the cart to market himself. When 

he got there, all the other pigs began to laugh. But they did not laugh 

so loudly when Mr. Pig told them all his struggles on the road. Mr. Pig 

lost no time in selling his vegetables, and very soon after Rusty came 

trotting into the market-place, and as he now seemed willing to take 

his place in the cart, Mr. Pig started for home without delay. When he 

got there, he told Mrs. Pig his story, and she called him her best and 

most worthy son. 

The Little Pig Who Stayed at Home. 

This little pig very much wanted to go with his brother, but as he was 

so mischievous that he could not be trusted far away, his mother made 

him stay at home, and told him to keep a good fire while she went out 

to the millers to buy some flour. But as soon as he was alone, instead of 

learning his lessons, he began to tease the poor cat. Then he got the 

bellows, and cut the leather with a knife, to see where the wind came 

from: and when he could not find this out, he began to cry. After this 



 

he broke all his brother's toys; he forced the drum-stick through the 

drum, he tore off the tail from the kite, and then pulled off the horse's 

head. And then he went to the cupboard and ate the jam. When Mrs. 

Pig came home, she sat down by the fire, and being very tired, she soon 

fell asleep. No sooner had she done so, then this bad little pig got a 

long handkerchief and tied her in her chair. But soon she awoke and 

found out all the mischief that he had been doing. She saw at once the 

damage that he had done to his brother's playthings. So, she quickly 

brought out her thickest and heaviest birch, and gave this naughty 

little pig such a beating as he did not forget for a long time. 

The Little Pig who had Roast Beef. 

This little pig was a very good and careful fellow. He gave his mother 

scarcely any trouble, and always took a pleasure in doing all she bade 

him. Here you see him sitting down with clean hands and face, to some 

nice roast beef, while his brother, the idle pig, who is standing on a 

stool in the corner, with the dunce's cap on, has none. He sat down and 

quietly learned his lesson, and asked his mother to hear him repeat it. 

And this he did so well that Mrs. Pig stroked him on the ears and 

forehead, and called him a good little pig. After this he asked her to 

allow him to help her make tea. He brought everything she wanted, 

and lifted off the kettle from the fire, without spilling a drop either on 

his toes or the carpet. By-and-bye he went out, after asking his 

mother's leave, to play with his hoop. He had not gone far when he saw 

an old blind pig, who, with his hat in his hand was crying at the loss of 

his dog; so, he put his hand in his pocket and found a halfpenny which 

he gave to the poor old pig. It was for such thoughtful conduct as this 

that his mother often gave this little pig roast beef. We now come to 

the little pig who had none. 

The Little Pig who had None. 

This was a most obstinate and willful little pig. His mother had set him 

to learn his lesson, but no sooner had she gone out into the garden, 



 

then he tore his book into pieces. When his mother came back he ran 

off into the streets to play with other idle little pigs like himself. After 

this he quarreled with one of the pigs and got a sound thrashing. Being 

afraid to go home, he stayed out till it was quite dark and caught a 

severe cold. So, he was taken home and put to bed, and had to take a 

lot of nasty physic. 

The Little Pig Who Cried “Wee, wee,” all the Way Home. 

This little pig went fishing. Now he had been told not to go into Farmer 

Gramper’s grounds, who did not allow anyone to fish in his part of the 

river. But despite what he had been told, this foolish little pig went 

there. He soon caught a very large fish, and while he was trying to carry 

it home, Farmer Grumpy came running along with his great whip. He 

quickly dropped the fish, but the farmer caught him, and as he laid his 

whip over his back for some time, the little pig ran off, crying, “Wee, 

wee, wee,” all the way home. 

 

Chapter 21   Old Mother Goose and Her Son Jack 

 

 

 

Old Mother Goose lived in a cottage with her son Jack. Jack was a very 

good lad, and although he was not handsome, he was good-tempered 

and industrious, and this made him better-looking than half the other 

boys. Old Mother Goose carried a long stick, she wore a high-crowned 

hat, and high-heeled shoes, and her kerchief was as white as snow. 

Then there was the Gander that swam in the pond, and the Owl that 

sat on the wall. So, you see they formed a very happy family. But what a 

fine strong fellow the Gander was! Whenever Old Mother Goose 

wanted to take a journey, she would mount upon his broad strong 

back, and away he would fly and carry her swiftly to any distance. 



 

Now Old Mother Goose thought her Gander often looked sad and 

lonely; so, one day she sent Jack to market to buy the finest Goose he 

could find. It was early in the morning when he started, and his way lay 

through a wood. He was not afraid of robbers; so, on he went, with his 

Mother's great clothes-prop over his shoulder. The fresh morning air 

caused Jack's spirits to rise. He left the road, and plunged into the thick 

of the wood, where he amused himself by leaping with his clothes-prop 

till he found he had lost himself. After he had made many attempts to 

find the path again, he heard a scream. He jumped up and ran boldly 

towards the spot from which the sound came. Through an opening in 

the trees he saw a young lady trying to get away from a ruffian who 

wanted to steal her mantle. With one heavy blow of his staff Jack sent 

the thief howling away, and then went back to the young lady, who was 

lying on the ground, crying. 

She soon dried her tears when she found that the robber had made off, 

and thanked Jack for his help. The young lady told Jack that she was 

the daughter of the Squire, who lived in the great white house on the 

hill-top. She knew the path out of the wood quite well, and when they 

reached the border, she said that Jack must come soon to her father's 

house, so that he might thank him for his noble conduct. 

When Jack was left alone, he made the best of his way to the market-

place. He found little trouble in picking out the best Goose, for when 

he got there he was very late, and there was but one left. But as it was a 

prime one, Jack bought it at once, and keeping to the road, made 

straight for home. At first the Goose objected to be carried; and then, 

when she had walked along slowly and gravely for a short time, she 

tried to fly away; so, Jack seized her in his arms and kept her there till 

he reached home. 

Old Mother Goose was greatly pleased when she saw what a fine bird 

Jack had bought; and the Gander showed more joy than I can describe. 

And then they all lived very happily for a long time. But Jack would 



 

often leave off work to dream of the lovely young lady whom he had 

rescued in the forest, and soon began to sigh all day long. He neglected 

the garden, cared no more for the Gander, and scarcely even noticed 

the beautiful Goose. But one morning, as he was walking by the pond, 

he saw both the Goose and the Gander making a great noise, as though 

they were in the utmost glee. He went up to them and was surprised to 

find on the bank a large golden egg. He ran with it to his mother, who 

said, “Go to market, my son; sell your egg, and you will soon be rich 

enough to pay a visit to the Squire.” So, to market Jack went, and sold 

his golden egg; but the rogue who bought it of him cheated him out of 

half his due. Then he dressed himself in his finest clothes, and went up 

to the Squire's house. Two footmen stood at the door, one looking very 

stout and saucy, and the other sleepy and stupid. 

When Jack asked to see the Squire, they laughed at him, and made 

sport of his fine clothes; but Jack had wit enough to offer them each a 

guinea, when they at once showed him to the Squire's room. 

Now the Squire, who was very rich, was also very proud and fat, and 

scarcely turned his head to notice Jack; but when he showed him his 

bag of gold, and asked for his daughter to be his bride, the Squire flew 

into a rage, and ordered his servants to throw him into the horse-pond. 

But this was not so easy to do, for Jack was strong and active; and then 

the young lady come out and begged her father to release him. This 

made Jack more deeply in love with her than ever, and he went home 

determined to win her despite all. And well did his wonderful Goose 

aid him in his design. Almost every morning she would lay him a 

golden egg, and Jack, grown wiser, would no longer sell them at half 

their value to the rogue who had before cheated him. So, Jack soon 

grew to be a richer man than the Squire himself. His wealth became 

known to all the country round, and the Squire at length consented to 

accept Jack as his son-in-law. Then Old Mother Goose flew away into 

the woods on the back of her strong Gander, leaving the cottage and 

the Goose to Jack and his bride, who lived happily ever afterwards. 



 

Chapter 22   Rapunzel 

 

There were once a man and a woman who had long in vain wished for a 

child. At length, the woman hoped that God was about to grant her 

desire. These people had a little window at the back of their house from 

which a splendid garden could be seen, which was full of the most 

beautiful flowers and herbs. It was, however, surrounded by a high 

wall, and no one dared to go into it because it belonged to an 

enchantress, who had great power and was dreaded by all the world. 

One day the woman was standing by this window and looking down 

into the garden, when she saw a bed which was planted with the most 

beautiful rampion (Rapunzel), and it looked so fresh and green that she 

longed for it, and had the greatest desire to eat some. This desire 

increased every day, and as she knew that she could not get any of it, 

she quite pined away, and looked pale and miserable. Then her 

husband was alarmed, and asked, "What ailed thee, dear wife?" "Ah," 

she replied, "if I can't get some of the rampion, which is in the garden 

behind our house, to eat, I shall die." The man, who loved her, thought, 

"Sooner than let thy wife die, bring her some of the rampion thyself, let 

it cost thee what it will." In the twilight of the evening, he clambered 

down over the wall into the garden of the enchantress, hastily clutched 

a handful of rampion, and took it to his wife. She at once made herself 

a salad of it, and ate it with much relish. She, however, liked it so 

much—-so very much, that the next day she longed for it three times 

as much as before. If he was to have any rest, her husband must once 

more descend into the garden. In the gloom of evening, therefore, he 

let himself down again; but when he had clambered down the wall he 

was terribly afraid, for he saw the enchantress standing before him. 

"How canst thou dare," said she with angry look, "to descend into my 

garden and steal my rampion like a thief? Thou shalt suffer for it!" "Ah," 

answered he, "let mercy take the place of justice, I only made up my 

mind to do it out of necessity. My wife saw your rampion from the 



 

window, and felt such a longing for it that she would have died if she 

had not got some to eat." Then the enchantress allowed her anger to be 

softened, and said to him, "If the case be as thou safest, I will allow thee 

to take away with thee as much rampion as thou wilt, only I make one 

condition, thou must give me the child which thy wife will bring into 

the world; it shall be well treated, and I will care for it like a mother." 

The man in his terror consented to everything, and when the woman 

was brought to bed, the enchantress appeared at once, gave the child 

the name of Rapunzel, and took it away with her. 

Rapunzel grew into the most beautiful child beneath the sun. When 

she was twelve years old, the enchantress shut her into a tower, which 

lay in a forest, and had neither stairs nor door, but quite at the top was 

a little window. When the enchantress wanted to go in, she placed 

herself beneath it and cried, 

"Rapunzel, Rapunzel, 

Let down your hair to me." 

Rapunzel had magnificent long hair, fine as spun gold, and when she 

heard the voice of the enchantress she unfastened her braided tresses, 

wound them round one of the hooks of the window above, and then 

the hair fell twenty ells down, and the enchantress climbed up by it. 

After a year or two, it came to pass that the King's son rode through the 

forest and went by the tower. Then he heard a song, which was so 

charming that he stood still and listened. This was Rapunzel, who in 

her solitude passed her time in letting her sweet voice resound. The 

King's son wanted to climb up to her, and looked for the door of the 

tower, but none was to be found. He rode home, but the singing had so 

deeply touched his heart, that every day he went out into the forest and 

listened to it. Once when he was thus standing behind a tree, he saw 

that an enchantress came there, and he heard how she cried, 

"Rapunzel, Rapunzel, 

Let down your hair." 



 

Then Rapunzel let down the braids of her hair, and the enchantress 

climbed up to her. "If that is the ladder by which one mounts, I will for 

once try my fortune," said he, and the next day when it began to grow 

dark, he went to the tower and cried, 

"Rapunzel, Rapunzel, 

Let down your hair." 

Immediately the hair fell and the King's son climbed up. 

At first Rapunzel was terribly frightened when a man such as her eyes 

had never yet beheld, came to her; but the King's son began to talk to 

her quite like a friend, and told her that his heart had been so stirred 

that it had let him have no rest, and he had been forced to see her. 

Then Rapunzel lost her fear, and when he asked her if she would take 

him for her husband, and she saw that he was young and handsome, 

she thought, "He will love me more than old Dame Gothelf does;" and 

she said yes, and laid her hand in his. She said, "I will willingly go away 

with thee, but I do not know how to get down. Bring with thee a skein 

of silk every time that thou comets, and I will weave a ladder with it, 

and when that is ready I will descend, and thou wilt take me on thy 

horse." They agreed that until that time he should come to her every 

evening, for the old woman came by day. The enchantress remarked 

nothing of this, until once Rapunzel said to her, "Tell me, Dame 

Gothelf, how it happens that you are so much heavier for me to draw 

up than the young King's son—-he is with me in a moment." "Ah! thou 

wicked child," cried the enchantress "What do I hear thee say! I 

thought I had separated thee from all the world, and yet thou hast 

deceived me." In her anger, she clutched Rapunzel's beautiful tresses, 

wrapped them twice round her left hand, seized a pair of scissors with 

the right, and snip, snap, they were cut off, and the lovely braids lay on 

the ground. And she was so pitiless that she took poor Rapunzel into a 

desert where she had to live in great grief and misery. 



 

On the same day, however, that she cast out Rapunzel, the enchantress 

in the evening fastened the braids of hair which she had cut off, to the 

hook of the window, and when the King's son came and cried, 

"Rapunzel, Rapunzel, 

Let down your hair," 

she let the hair down. The King's son ascended, but he did not find his 

dearest Rapunzel above, but the enchantress, who gazed at him with 

wicked and venomous looks. "Aha!" she cried mockingly, "Thou 

wouldst fetch thy dearest, but the beautiful bird sits no longer singing 

in the nest; the cat has got it, and will scratch out thy eyes as well. 

Rapunzel is lost to thee; thou wilt never see her more." The King's son 

was beside himself with pain, and in his despair, he leapt down from 

the tower. He escaped with his life, but the thorns into which he fell, 

pierced his eyes. Then he wandered quite blind about the forest, ate 

nothing but roots and berries, and did nothing but lament and weep 

over the loss of his dearest wife. Thus, he roamed about in misery for 

some years, and at length came to the desert where Rapunzel, with the 

twins to which she had given birth, a boy and a girl, lived in 

wretchedness. He heard a voice, and it seemed so familiar to him that 

he went towards it, and when he approached, Rapunzel knew him and 

fell on his neck and wept. Two of her tears wetted his eyes and they 

grew clear again, and he could see with them as before. He led her to 

his kingdom where he was joyfully received, and they lived for a long 

time afterwards, happy and contented. 

 

Chapter 23   The Three Billy-Goats Gruff 

 

 

 



 

Once upon a time there were three Billy goats, who were to go up to 

the hillside to make themselves fat, and the name of all three was 

"Gruff." 

On the way, up was a bridge over a cascading stream they had to cross; 

and under the bridge lived a great ugly troll, with eyes as big as saucers, 

and a nose if a poker. 

So first, came the youngest Billy Goat Gruff to cross the bridge. 

"Trip, trap, trip, trap! " went the bridge. 

"Who's that tripping over my bridge?" roared the troll. 

"Oh, it is only I, the tiniest Billy Goat Gruff, and I'm going up to the 

hillside to make myself fat," said the Billy goat, with such a small voice.  

"Now, I'm coming to gobble you up," said the troll. 

"Oh, no! pray don't take me. I'm too little, that I am," said the Billy 

goat. "Wait a bit till the second Billy Goat Gruff comes. He's much 

bigger." 

"Well, be off with you," said the troll. 

A little while after came the second Billy Goat Gruff to cross the bridge. 

Trip, trap, trip, trap, trip, trap, went the bridge. 

"Who's that tripping over my bridge?" roared the troll. 

"Oh, it's the second Billy Goat Gruff, and I'm going up to the hillside to 

make myself fat," said the Billy goat, who hadn't such a small voice. 

"Now I'm coming to gobble you up," said the troll. 

"Oh, no! Don't take me. Wait a little till the big Billy Goat Gruff comes. 

He's much bigger." 

"Very well! Be off with you," said the troll. 

But just then up came the big Billy Goat Gruff. 



 

Trip, trap, trip, trap, trip, trap! went the bridge, for the Billy goat was so 

heavy that the bridge creaked and groaned under him. 

"Who's that tramping over my bridge?" roared the troll. 

"It's I! The big Billy Goat Gruff," said the Billy goat, who had an ugly 

hoarse voice of his own. 

"Now I 'm coming to gobble you up," roared the troll. 

That was what the big Billy goat said. And then he flew at the troll, and 

poked his eyes out with his horns, and crushed him to bits, body and 

bones, and tossed him out into the cascade, and after that he went up 

to the hillside. There the Billy goats got so fat they were scarcely able to 

walk home again. 

 

Chapter 24   The Emperor's New Clothes 

 

Many years ago, there was an Emperor, who was so excessively fond of 

new clothes, that he spent all his money in dress. He did not trouble 

himself in the least about his soldiers; nor did he care to go either to 

the theatre or the chase, except for the opportunities then afforded him 

for displaying his new clothes. He had a different suit for each hour of 

the day; and as of any other king or emperor, one is accustomed to say, 

"he is sitting in council," it was always said of him, "The Emperor is 

sitting in his wardrobe." 

Time passed merrily in the large town which was his capital; strangers 

arrived every day at the court. One day, two rogues, calling themselves 

weavers, made their appearance. They gave out that they knew how to 

weave stuffs of the most beautiful colors and elaborate patterns, the 

clothes manufactured from which should have the wonderful property 

of remaining invisible to everyone who was unfit for the office he held, 

or who was extraordinarily simple in character. 



 

"These must, indeed, be splendid clothes!" thought the Emperor. "Had 

I such a suit, I might at once find out what men in my realms are unfit 

for their office, and be able to distinguish the wise from the foolish! 

This stuff must be woven for me immediately." And he caused large 

sums of money to be given to both the weavers in order that they 

might begin their work directly. 

So, the two pretended weavers set up two looms, and affected to work 

very busily, though they did nothing at all. They asked for the most 

delicate silk and the purest gold thread; put both into their own 

knapsacks; and then continued their pretended work at the empty 

looms until late at night. 

"I should like to know how the weavers are getting on with my cloth," 

said the Emperor to himself, after some little time had elapsed; he was, 

however, rather embarrassed, when he remembered that a simpleton, 

or one unfit for his office, would be unable to see the manufacture. To 

be sure, he thought he had nothing to risk in his own person; but, he 

would prefer sending somebody else, to bring him intelligence about 

the weavers, and their work, before he troubled himself in the affair. All 

the people throughout the city had heard of the wonderful property the 

cloth was to possess; and all were anxious to learn how wise, or how 

ignorant, their neighbors might prove to be. 

"I will send my faithful old minister to the weavers," said the Emperor 

at last, after some deliberation, "he will be best able to see how the 

cloth looks; for he is a man of sense, and no one can be more suitable 

for his office than he is."  

So, the faithful old minister went into the hall, where the knaves were 

working with all their might, at their empty looms. "What can be the 

meaning of this?" thought the old man, opening his eyes very wide. "I 

cannot discover the least bit of thread on the looms." However, he did 

not express his thoughts aloud. 



 

The impostors requested him very courteously to be so good as to 

come nearer their looms; and then asked him whether the design 

pleased him, and whether the colors were not very beautiful; at the 

same time pointing to the empty frames. The poor old minister looked 

and looked, he could not discover anything on the looms, for a very 

good reason, viz: there was nothing there. "What!" thought he again. 

"Is it possible that I am a simpleton? I have never thought so myself; 

and no one must know it now if I am so. Can it be, that I am unfit for 

my office? No, that must not be said either. I will never confess that I 

could not see the stuff." 

"Well, Sir Minister!" said one of the knaves, still pretending to work. 

"You do not say whether the stuff pleases you." 

"Oh, it is excellent!" replied the old minister, looking at the loom 

through his spectacles. "This pattern, and the colors, yes, I will tell the 

Emperor without delay, how very beautiful I think them."  

"We shall be much obliged to you," said the impostors, and then they 

named the different colors and described the pattern of the pretended 

stuff. The old minister listened attentively to their words, in order that 

he might repeat them to the Emperor; and then the knaves asked for 

more silk and gold, saying that it was necessary to complete what they 

had begun. However, they put all that was given them into their 

knapsacks; and continued to work with as much apparent diligence as 

before at their empty looms. 

The Emperor now sent another officer of his court to see how the men 

were getting on, and to ascertain whether the cloth would soon be 

ready. It was just the same with this gentleman as with the minister; he 

surveyed the looms on all sides, but could see nothing at all but the 

empty frames. 

"Does not the stuff appear as beautiful to you, as it did to my lord the 

minister?" asked the impostors of the Emperor's second ambassador; at 



 

the same time making the same gestures as before, and talking of the 

design and colors which were not there. 

"I certainly am not stupid!" thought the messenger. "It must be, that I 

am not fit for my good, profitable office! That is very odd; however, no 

one shall know anything about it." And accordingly, he praised the 

stuff he could not see, and declared that he was delighted with both 

colors and patterns. "Indeed, please your Imperial Majesty," said he to 

his sovereign when he returned, "the cloth which the weavers are 

preparing is extraordinarily magnificent."  

The whole city was talking of the splendid cloth which the Emperor 

had ordered to be woven at his own expense. 

And now the Emperor himself wished to see the costly manufacture, 

while it was still in the loom. Accompanied by a select number of 

officers of the court, among whom were the two honest men who had 

already admired the cloth, he went to the crafty impostors, who, as 

soon as they were aware of the Emperor's approach, went on working 

more diligently than ever; although they still did not pass a single 

thread through the looms. 

"Is not the work absolutely magnificent?" said the two officers of the 

crown, already mentioned. "If your Majesty will only be pleased to look 

at it! What a splendid design! What glorious colors!" and at the same 

time they pointed to the empty frames; for they imagined that 

everyone else could see this exquisite piece of workmanship. 

"How is this?" said the Emperor to himself. "I can see nothing! This is 

indeed a terrible affair! Am I a simpleton, or am I unfit to be an 

Emperor? That would be the worst thing that could happen--Oh! the 

cloth is charming," said he, aloud. "It has my complete approbation." 

And he smiled most graciously, and looked closely at the empty looms; 

for on no account would he say that he could not see what two of the 

officers of his court had praised so much. All his retinue now strained 

their eyes, hoping to discover something on the looms, but they could 



 

see no more than the others; nevertheless, they all exclaimed, "Oh, how 

beautiful!" and advised his majesty to have some new clothes made 

from this splendid material, for the approaching procession. 

"Magnificent! Charming! Excellent!" resounded on all sides; and 

everyone was uncommonly gay. The Emperor shared in the general 

satisfaction; and presented the impostors with the rib and of an order 

of knighthood, to be worn in their button-holes, and the title of 

"Gentlemen Weavers." 

The rogues sat up the whole of the night before the day on which the 

procession was to take place, and had sixteen lights burning, so that 

everyone might see how anxious they were to finish the Emperor's new 

suit. They pretended to roll the cloth off the looms; cut the air with 

their scissors; and sewed with needles without any thread in them. 

"See!" cried they, at last. "The Emperor's new clothes are ready!"  

And now the Emperor, with all the grandees of his court, came to the 

weavers; and the rogues raised their arms, as if in the act of holding 

something up, saying, "Here are your Majesty's trousers! Here is the 

scarf! Here is the mantle! The whole suit is as light as a cobweb; one 

might fancy one has nothing at all on, when dressed in it; that, 

however, is the great virtue of this delicate cloth." 

"Yes indeed!" said all the courtiers, although not one of them could see 

anything of this exquisite manufacture. 

"If your Imperial Majesty will be graciously pleased to take off your 

clothes, we will fit on the new suit, in front of the looking glass." 

The Emperor was accordingly undressed, and the rogues pretended to 

array him in his new suit; the Emperor turning around, from side to 

side, before the looking glass. 

"How splendid his Majesty looks in his new clothes, and how well they 

fit!" everyone cried out. "What a design! What colors! These are indeed 

royal robes!" 



 

"The canopy which is to be borne over your Majesty, in the procession, 

is waiting," announced the chief master of the ceremonies. 

"I am quite ready," answered the Emperor. "Do my new clothes fit 

well?" asked he, turning himself round again before the looking glass, 

in order that he might appear to be examining his handsome suit. 

The lords of the bedchamber, who were to carry his Majesty's train felt 

about on the ground, as if they were lifting the ends of the mantle; and 

pretended to be carrying something; for they would by no means 

betray anything like simplicity, or unfitness for their office. 

So now the Emperor walked under his high canopy during the 

procession, through the streets of his capital; and all the people 

standing by, and those at the windows, cried out, "Oh! How beautiful 

are our Emperor's new clothes! What a magnificent train there is to the 

mantle; and how gracefully the scarf hangs!" in short, no one would 

allow that he could not see these much-admired clothes; because, in 

doing so, he would have declared himself either a simpleton or unfit for 

his office. Certainly, none of the Emperor's various suits, had ever made 

so great an impression, as these invisible ones. 

"But the Emperor has nothing at all on!" said a little child. 

"Listen to the voice of innocence!" exclaimed his father; and what the 

child had said was whispered from one to another. 

"But he has nothing at all on!" at last cried out all the people. The 

Emperor was vexed, for he knew that the people were right; but he 

thought the procession must go on now! And the lords of the 

bedchamber took greater pains than ever, to appear holding up a train, 

although there was no train to hold. 

 

 

 



 

Chapter 25   The Cunning Little Tailor 

 

There was once on a time a princess who was extremely proud. If a 

wooer came she gave him some riddle to guess, and if he could not find 

it out, he was sent contemptuously away. She let it be made known also 

that whosoever solved her riddle should marry her, let him be who he 

might. At length, therefore, three tailors fell in with each other, the two 

eldest of whom thought they had done so many dexterous bits of work 

successfully that they could not fail to succeed in this also; the third 

was a little useless land-looper, who did not even know his trade, but 

thought he must have some luck in this venture, for where else was it 

to come from? Then the two others said to him, "Just stay at home; 

thou canst not do much with thy little bit of understanding." The little 

tailor, however, did not let himself be discouraged, and said he had set 

his head to work about this for once, and he would manage well 

enough, and he went forth as if the whole world were his. 

They all three announced themselves to the princess, and said she was 

to propound her riddle to them, and that the right persons were now 

come, who had understandings so fine that they could be threaded in a 

needle. Then said the princess, "I have two kinds of hair on my head, of 

what color is it?" "If that be all," said the first, "it must be black and 

white, like the cloth which is called pepper and salt." The princess said, 

"Wrongly guessed; let the second answer." Then said the second, "If it 

be not black and white, then it is brown and red, like my father's 

company coat." "Wrongly guessed," said the princess, "let the third give 

the answer, for I see very well he knows it for certain." Then the little 

tailor stepped boldly forth and said, "The princess has a silver and a 

golden hair on her head, and those are the two different colors." When 

the princess heard that, she turned pale and nearly fell with terror, for 

the little tailor had guessed her riddle, and she had firmly believed that 

no man on earth could discover it. When her courage returned, she 



 

said, "Thou hast not won me yet by that; there is still something else 

that thou must do. Below, in the stable is a bear with which thou shalt 

pass the night, and when I get up in the morning if thou art still alive, 

thou shalt marry me." She expected, however, she should thus get rid 

of the tailor, for the bear had never yet left anyone alive who had fallen 

into his clutches. The little tailor did not let himself be frightened 

away, but was quite delighted, and said, "Boldly ventured is half won."  

When therefore the evening came, our little tailor was taken down to 

the bear. The bear was about to set at the little fellow at once, and give 

him a hearty welcome with his paws: "Softly, softly," said the little 

tailor, "I will soon make thee quiet." Then quite composedly, and as if 

he had not an anxiety in the world, he took some nuts out of his 

pocket, cracked them, and ate the kernels. When the bear saw that, he 

was seized with a desire to have some nuts too. The tailor felt in his 

pockets, and reached him a handful; they were, however, not nuts, but 

pebbles. The bear put them in his mouth, but could get nothing out of 

them, let him bite as he would. "Eh!" thought he, "what a stupid 

blockhead I am! I cannot even crack a nut!" and then he said to the 

tailor, "Here, crack me the nuts." "There, see what a stupid fellow thou 

art!" said the little tailor, "to have such a great mouth, and not be able 

to crack a small nut!" Then he took the pebble and nimbly put a nut in 

his mouth in the place of it, and crack, it was in two! "I must try the 

thing again," said the bear; "when I watch you, I then think I ought to 

be able to do it too." So, the tailor once more gave him a pebble, and 

the bear tried and tried to bite into it with all the strength of his body. 

But no one will imagine that he accomplished it. When that was over, 

the tailor took out a violin from beneath his coat, and played a piece of 

it to himself. When the bear heard the music, he could not help 

beginning to dance, and when he had danced a while, the thing pleased 

him so well that he said to the little tailor, "Hark you, is the fiddle 

heavy?" "Light enough for a child. Look, with the left hand I lay my 

fingers on it, and with the right I stroke it with the bow, and then it 



 

goes merrily, hop as vitalizer!" "So," said the bear; "fiddling is a thing I 

should like to understand too, that I might dance whenever I had a 

fancy. What dost thou think of that? Wilt thou give me lessons?" "With 

all my heart," said the tailor, "if thou hast a talent for it. But just let me 

see thy claws, they are terribly long, I must cut thy nails a little." Then a 

vise was brought, and the bear put his claws in it, and the little tailor 

screwed it tight, and said, "Now wait until I come with the scissors," 

and he let the bear growl as he liked, and lay down in the corner on a 

bundle of straw, and fell asleep. 

When the princess heard, the bear growling so fiercely during the 

night, she believed nothing else but that he was growling for joy, and 

had made an end of the tailor. In the morning, she arose careless and 

happy, but when she peeped into the stable, the tailor stood gaily 

before her, and was as healthy as a fish in water. Now she could not say 

another word against the wedding because she had given a promise 

before every one, and the King ordered a carriage to be brought in 

which she was to drive to church with the tailor, and there she was to 

be married. When they had got into the carriage, the two other tailors, 

who had false hearts and envied him his good fortune, went into the 

stable and unscrewed the bear again. The bear in great fury ran after 

the carriage. The princess heard him snorting and growling; she was 

terrified, and she cried, "Ah, the bear is behind us and wants to get 

thee!" The tailor was quick and stood on his head, stuck his legs out of 

the window, and cried, "Dost thou see the vise? If thou dost not be off 

thou shalt be put into it again." When the bear saw that, he turned 

around and ran away. The tailor drove quietly to church, and the 

princess was married to him at once, and he lived with her as happy as 

a woodlark. Whosoever does not believe this, must pay a taller. 

 

Chapter 26   Goldilocks and the Three Bears 

 



 

 

Once upon a time there were three Bears, who lived together in a 

house of their own, in a wood. One of them was a Little Wee Bear, and 

one was a Middle-sized Bear, and the other was a Great Big Bear. They 

had each a bowl for their porridge; a little bowl for the Little Wee Bear; 

and a middle-sized bowl for the Middle-sized Bear; and a great bowl for 

the Great Big Bear. And they had each a chair to sit in; a little chair for 

the Little Wee Bear; and a middle-sized chair for the Middle-sized 

Bear; and a great chair for the Great Big Bear. And they had each a bed 

to sleep in; a little bed for the Little Wee Bear; and a middle-sized bed 

for the Middle-sized Bear; and a great bed for the Great Big Bear. 

One day, after they had made the porridge for their breakfast, and 

poured it into their porridge-bowls, they walked out into the wood 

while the porridge was cooling, that they might not burn their mouths 

by beginning too soon, for they were polite, well-brought-up Bears. 

And while they were away a little girl called Goldilocks, who lived at 

the other side of the wood and had been sent on an errand by her 

mother, passed by the house, and looked in at the window. And then 

she peeped in at the keyhole, for she was not at all a well-brought-up 

little girl. Then seeing nobody in the house she lifted the latch. The 

door was not fastened, because the Bears were good Bears, who did 

nobody any harm, and never suspected that anybody would harm 

them. So, Goldilocks opened the door and went in; and well pleased 

was she when she saw the porridge on the table. If she had been a well-

brought-up little girl she would have waited till the Bears came home, 

and then, perhaps, they would have asked her to breakfast; for they 

were good Bears—a little rough or so, as the manner of Bears is, but for 

all that very good-natured and hospitable. But she was an impudent, 

rude little girl, and so she set about helping herself. 

First, she tasted the porridge of the Great Big Bear, and that was too 

hot for her. Next, she tasted the porridge of the Middle-sized Bear, but 



 

that was too cold for her. And then she went to the porridge of the 

Little Wee Bear, and tasted it, and that was neither too hot nor too 

cold, but just right, and she liked it so well that she ate it all up, every 

bit! 

Then Goldilocks, who was tired, for she had been catching butterflies 

instead of running on her errand, sat down in the chair of the Great Big 

Bear, but that was too hard for her. And then she sat down in the chair 

of the Middle-sized Bear, and that was too soft for her. But when she 

sat down in the chair of the Little Wee Bear, that was neither too hard 

nor too soft, but just right. So, she seated herself in it, and there she 

sates till the bottom of the chair came out, and down she came, plump 

upon the ground; and that made her very cross, for she was a bad-

tempered little girl. 

Now, being determined to rest, Goldilocks went upstairs into the 

bedchamber in which the Three Bears slept. And first she lay down 

upon the bed of the Great Big Bear, but that was too high at the head 

for her. And next she lay down upon the bed of the Middle-sized Bear, 

and that was too high at the foot for her. And then she lay down upon 

the bed of the Little Wee Bear, and that was neither too high at the 

head nor at the foot, but just right. So, she covered herself up 

comfortably, and lay there till she fell fast asleep. 

By this time the Three Bears thought their porridge would be cool 

enough for them to eat it properly; so, they came home to breakfast. 

Now careless Goldilocks had left the spoon of the Great Big Bear 

standing in his porridge. 

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN AT MY PORRIDGE!" 

said the Great Big Bear in his great, rough, gruff voice. 

Then the Middle-sized Bear looked at his porridge and saw the spoon 

was standing in it too. 

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN AT MY PORRIDGE!" 



 

said the Middle-sized Bear in his middle-sized voice. 

Then the Little Wee Bear looked at his, and there was the spoon in the 

porridge-bowl, but the porridge was all gone! 

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN AT MY PORRIDGE, AND HAS EATEN IT 

ALL UP!" 

said the Little Wee Bear in his little wee voice. 

Upon this the Three Bears, seeing that someone had entered their 

house, and eaten up the Little Wee Bear's breakfast, began to look 

about them. Now the careless Goldilocks had not put the hard cushion 

straight when she rose from the chair of the Great Big Bear. 

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN SITTING IN MY CHAIR!" 

said the Great Big Bear in his great, rough, gruff voice. 

And the careless Goldilocks had squatted down the soft cushion of the 

Middle-sized Bear. 

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN SITTING IN MY CHAIR!" 

said the Middle-sized Bear in his middle-sized voice. 

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN SITTING IN MY CHAIR, AND HAS SATE 

THE BOTTOM THROUGH!" 

said the Little Wee Bear in his little wee voice. 

Then the Three Bears thought they had better make further search in 

case it was a burglar, so they went upstairs into their bedchamber. Now 

Goldilocks had pulled the pillow of the Great Big Bear out of its place.  

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN LYING IN MY BED!" 

said the Great Big Bear in his great, rough, gruff voice. 

And Goldilocks had pulled the bolster of the Middle-sized Bear out of 

its place. 

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN LYING IN MY BED!" 



 

said the Middle-sized Bear in his middle-sized voice. 

But when the Little Wee Bear came to look at his bed, there was the 

bolster in its place! And the pillow was in its place upon the bolster!  

And upon the pillow——? 

There was Goldilocks's yellow head—which was not in its place, for she 

had no business there. 

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN LYING IN MY BED, —AND HERE SHE IS 

STILL!" 

said the Little Wee Bear in his little wee voice. 

Now Goldilocks had heard in her sleep the great, rough, gruff voice of 

the Great Big Bear; but she was so fast asleep that it was no more to her 

than the roaring of wind, or the rumbling of thunder. And she had 

heard the middle-sized voice of the Middle-sized Bear, but it was only 

as if she had heard someone speaking in a dream. But when she heard 

the little wee voice of the Little Wee Bear, it was so sharp, and so shrill, 

that it awakened her at once. Up she started, and when she saw the 

Three Bears on one side of the bed, she tumbled herself out at the 

other, and ran to the window. Now the window was open, because the 

Bears, like good, tidy Bears, as they were, always opened their 

bedchamber window when they got up in the morning. So, naughty, 

frightened little Goldilocks jumped; and whether she broke her neck in 

the fall, or ran into the wood and was lost there, or found her way out 

of the wood and got whipped for being a bad girl and playing truant, no 

one can say. But the Three Bears never saw anything more of her. 

 

Chapter 27   How Jack Went Out to Seek His Fortune 

 

 

 



 

Once on a time there was a boy named Jack, and one morning he 

started to go and seek his fortune. 

He hadn't gone very far before he met a cat. 

"Where are, you going, Jack?" said the cat. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier."  

Soon they went, Jack and the cat. Jiggly-jolt, jiggly-jolt, jiggly-jolt! 

They went a little farther and they met a dog. 

"Where are, you going, Jack?" said the dog. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier."  

Soon they went, Jack, the cat, and the dog! Jiggly-jolt, jiggly-jolt, jiggly-

jolt! 

They went a little farther and they met a goat. 

"Where are, you going, Jack?" said the goat. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier."  

Soon they went, Jack, the cat, the dog, and the goat. Jiggly-jolt, jiggly-

jolt, jiggly-jolt! 

They went a little farther and they met a bull. 

"Where are, you going, Jack?" said the bull. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 



 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier."  

Soon they went, Jack, the cat, the dog, the goat, and the bull. Jiggly-jolt, 

jiggly-jolt, jiggly-jolt! 

They went a little farther and they met a rooster. 

"Where are, you going, Jack?" said the rooster. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier."  

Soon they went, Jack, the cat, the dog, the goat, the bull, and the 

rooster. Jiggly-jolt, jiggly-jolt, jiggly-jolt! 

And they went on jiggly-jolting till it was about dark, and it was time to 

think of some place where they could spend the night. Now, after a bit, 

they came in sight of a house, and Jack told his companions to keep 

still while he went up and looked in through the window to see if all 

was safe. And what did he see through the window but a band of 

robbers seated at a table counting over great bags of gold! 

"That gold shall be mine," quote Jack to himself. "I have found my 

fortune already." 

Then he went back and told his companions to wait till he gave the 

word, and then to make all the noise they possibly could in their own 

fashion. So, when they were already Jack gave the word, and the cat 

mewed, and the dog barked, and the goat bleated, and the bull 

bellowed, and the rooster crowed, and all together they made such a 

terrific hubbub that the robbers jumped up in a fright and ran away, 

leaving their gold on the table. So, after a good laugh, Jack and his 

companions went in and took possession of the house and the gold. 



 

Now Jack was a wise boy, and he knew that the robbers would come 

back in the dead of the night to get their gold, and so when it came 

time to go to bed he put the cat in the rocking-chair, and he put the 

dog under the table, and he put the goat upstairs, and he put the bull 

in the cellar, and bade the rooster fly up on to the roof. 

Then he went to bed. 

Now sure enough, in the dead of the night, the robbers sent one man 

back to the house to look after their money. But before long he came 

back in a great fright and told them a fearsome tale!  

"I went back to the house," said he, "and went in and tried to sit down 

in the rocking-chair, and there was an old woman knitting there, and 

she—oh me! —stuck her knitting-needles into me." 

(That was the cat, you know.) 

"Then I went to the table to look after the money, but there was a 

shoemaker under the table, and me! how he stuck his awl into me." 

(That was the dog, you know.) 

"So, I started to go upstairs, but there was a man up there threshing, 

and goody! how he knocked me down with his flail!"  

(That was the goat, you know.) 

"Then I started to go down to the cellar, but—oh dear me! —there was 

a man down there chopping wood, and he knocked me up and he 

knocked me down just terrible with his axe."  

(That was the bull, you know.) 

"But I shouldn't have minded all that if it hadn't been for an awful little 

fellow on the top of the house by the kitchen chimney, who kept a-

hollering and hollering, 'Cook him in a stew! Cook him in a stew! Cook 

him in a stew!'" 

(And that, of course, was the cock-a-doodle-doo.) 



 

Then the robbers agreed that they would rather lose their gold than 

meet with such a fate; so, they made off, and Jack next morning went 

gaily home with his booty. And each of the animals carried a portion of 

it. The cat hung a bag on its tail (a cat when it walks always carries its 

tail stiff), the dog on his collar, the goat and the bull on their horns, but 

Jack made the rooster carry a golden guinea in its beak to prevent it 

from calling all the time: "Cock-a-doodle-doo, Cook him in a stew! 

 

Chapter 28 The Night Moth with a Crooked Feeler 

 

 

The beautiful, brilliant Butterflies of the Meadow had many cousins 

living in the forest, most of whom were Night Moths. They also were 

very beautiful creatures, but they dressed in duller colors and did not 

have slender waists. Some of the Butterflies, you know, wear whole 

gowns of black and yellow, others have stripes of black and white, 

while some have clear yellow with only a bit of black trimming the 

edges of the wings. 

The Moths usually wear brown and have it brightened with touches of 

buff or dull blue. If they do wear bright colors, it is only on the back 

pair of wings, and when the Moth alights, he slides his front pair of 

wings over these and covers all the brightness. They do not rest with 

their wings folded over their heads like the Butterflies, but leave them 

flat. All the day long, when the sun is shining, the Moths must rest on 

trees and dead leaves. If they were dressed in yellow or red, any passing 

bird would see them, and there is no telling what might happen. As it 

is, their brown wings are so nearly the color of dead leaves or bark that 

you might often look right at them without seeing them. 

Yet even among Moths there are some more brightly colored than 

others, and when you find part of the family quietly dressed you can 



 

know it is because they must lay the eggs. Moths are safer in dull 

colors, and the egg-layers should always be the safest of all. If anything 

happened to them, you know, there would be no Caterpillar babies. 

One day a fine-looking Cecropin Moth came out of her chrysalis and 

clung to the nearest twig while her wings grew and dried and flattened. 

At first, they had looked like tiny brown leaves all drenched with rain 

and wrinkled by somebody's stepping on them. The fur on her fat body 

was matted and wet, and even her feelers were damp and stuck to her 

head. Her six beautiful legs were weak and trembling, and she moved 

her body restlessly while she tried again and again to raise her 

crumpled wings. 

She had not been there so very long before she noticed another 

Cecropin Moth near her, clinging to the underside of a leaf. He was 

also just out of the chrysalis and was drying himself. "Good morning!" 

he cried. "I think I knew you when we were Caterpillars. Fine day to 

break the chrysalis, isn't it?"  

"Lovely," she answered. "I remember you very well. You were the 

Caterpillar who showed me where to find food last summer when the 

hot weather had withered so many of the plants."  

"I thought you would recall me," he said. "And when we were spinning 

our chrysalides we visited together. Do you remember that also?"  

Miss Cecropin did. She had been thinking of that when she first spoke, 

but she hoped he had forgotten. To tell the truth, he had been rather 

fond of her the fall before, and she, thinking him the handsomest 

Caterpillar of her acquaintance, had smiled upon him and suggested 

that they spin their cocoons near together. During the long winter, she 

had regretted this. "I was very foolish," she thought, "to encourage him. 

When I get my wings, I may meet people who are better off than he. 

Now I shall have to be polite to him for the sake of old friendship. I 

only hope that he will make other acquaintances and leave me free. I 

must get into the best society." 



 

All this time her neighbor was thinking, "I am so glad to see her again, 

so glad, so glad! When my wings are dry, I will fly over to her and we 

will go through the forest together." He was a kind, warm-hearted 

fellow, who cared more for friendship than for beauty or family. 

Meanwhile their wings were growing fast, and drying, and flattening, 

so that by noon they could begin to raise them above their heads. They 

were very large Moths and their wings were of a soft dust color with 

little clear, transparent places in them and touches of the most 

beautiful blue, quite the shade worn by the Peacock, who lived on the 

farm. There was a brown and white border to their wings, and on their 

bodies and legs the fur was white and dark orange. When the 

Cecropins rest, they spread their wings out flat, and do not slide the 

front pair over the others as their cousins, the Sphinxes, do. The most 

wonderful of all, though, are their feelers. 

The Butterflies have stiff feelers on their heads with little knobs on the 

ends, or sometimes with part of them thick like tiny clubs. The Night 

Moths have many kinds of feelers, most of them being curved, and 

those of the Cecropins look like reddish-brown feathers pointed at the 

end. 

Miss Cecropin’s feelers were perfect, and she waved them happily to 

and for. Those of her friend, she was troubled to see, were not what 

they should have been. One of them was all right, the other was small 

and crooked. "Oh dear," she said to herself, "how that does look! I hope 

he will not try to be attentive to me." He did not mind it much. He 

thought about other things than looks. 

As night came, a Polyphemus Moth fluttered past. "Good evening!" 

cried he. "Are you just out? There are a lot of Cecropins coming out to-

day." 

Miss Cecropin felt quite agitated when she heard this, and wondered if 

she looked all right. Her friend flew over to her just as she raised her 

wings for flight. "Let me go with you," he said. 



 

While she was wondering how she could answer him, several other 

Cecropins came along. They were all more brightly colored than she. 

"Hullo!" cried one of them, as he alighted beside her. "First-rate night, 

isn't it?" 

He was a handsome fellow, and his feelers were perfect; but Miss 

Cecropin did not like his ways, and she drew away from him just as her 

friend knocked him off the branch. While they were fighting, another 

of the strangers flew to her. "May I sit here?" he asked. 

"Yes," she murmured, thinking her chance had come to get into society. 

"I must say that it served the fellow right for his rudeness to you," said 

the stranger, in his sweetest way; "but who is the Moth who is 

punishing him—that queer-looking one with a crooked feeler?"  

"Sir," said she, moving farther from him, "he is a friend of mine, and I 

do not think it matters to you if he is queer-looking." 

"Oh!" said the stranger. "Oh! oh! oh! You have a bad temper, haven't 

you? But you are very good-looking despite that." There is no telling 

what he would have said next, for at this minute Miss Cecropin’s friend 

heard the mean things he was saying, and flew against him. 

It was not long before this stranger also was punished, and then the 

Moth with the crooked feeler turned to the others. "Do any of you want 

to try it?" he said. "You must understand that you cannot be rude 

before her." And he pointed his right for leg at Miss Cecropin as she sat 

trembling on the branch. 

"Her!" they cried mockingly, as they flew away. "There are prettier 

Moths than her. We don't care anything for her."  

Miss Cecropin’s friend would have gone after them to punish them for 

this impoliteness, but she clung to him and begged him not to. "You 

will be killed, I know you will," she sobbed. "And then what will 

become of me?" 



 

"Would you miss me?" he asked, as he felt of one of his wings, now 

broken and bare. 

"Yes," she cried. "You are the best friend I have. Please don't go." 

"But I am such a homely fellow," he said. "I don't see how you can like 

me since I broke my wing. 

"Well, I do like you," she said. "Your wing isn't much broken after all, 

and I like your crooked feeler. It is so different from anybody else's." 

Miss Cecropin looked very happy as she spoke, and she quite forgot 

how she once decided to go away from him. There are some people, 

you know, who can change their minds in such a sweet and easy way 

that we almost love them the better for it. One certainly could love 

Miss Cecropin for this, because it showed that she had learned to care 

more for a warm heart and courage than for whole wings and straight 

feelers. 

Mr. Cecropin did not live long after this, unfortunately, but they were 

very, very happy together, and she often said to her friends, as she laid 

her eggs in the best places, "I only hope that when my Caterpillar 

babies are grown and have come out of their chrysalides, they may be 

as good and as brave as their father was." 

Chapter 29 The Bremen Town Musicians 

A certain man had a donkey, which had carried the corn-sacks to the 

mill indefatigably for many a long year; but his strength was going, and 

he was growing more and more unfit for work. Then his master began 

to consider how he might best save his keep; but the donkey, seeing 

that no good wind was blowing, ran away and set out on the road to 

Bremen. "There," he thought, "I can surely be town-musician." When 

he had walked some distance, he found a hound lying on the road, 

gasping like one who had run till he was tired. "What are you gasping 

so for, your big fellow?" asked the donkey. 



 

"Ah," replied the hound, "as I am old, and daily grow weaker, and no 

longer can hunt, my master wanted to kill me, so I took to flight; but 

now how am I to earn my bread?" 

"I tell you what," said the donkey, "I am going to Bremen, and shall be 

town-musician there; go with me and engage yourself also as a 

musician. I will play the lute, and you shall beat the kettledrum."  

The hound agreed, and on they went. 

Before long they came to a cat, sitting on the path, with a face like 

three rainy days! "Now then, old shaver, what has gone askew with 

you?" asked the donkey. 

"Who can be merry when his neck is in danger?" answered the cat. 

"Because I am now getting old, and my teeth are worn to stumps, and I 

prefer to sit by the fire and spin, rather than hunt about after mice, my 

mistress wanted to drown me, so I ran away. But now good advice is 

scarce. Where am I to go?" 

"Go with us to Bremen. You understand night-music, you can be a 

town-musician." 

The cat thought well of it, and went with them. After this the three 

fugitives came to a farm-yard, where the cock was sitting upon the 

gate, crowing with all his might. "Your crow goes through and through 

one," said the donkey. "What is the matter?"  

"I have been foretelling fine weather, because it is the day on which 

Our Lady washes the Christ-child's little shirts, and wants to dry them," 

said the cock; "but guests are coming for Sunday, so the housewife has 

no pity, and has told the cook that she intends to eat me in the soup to-

morrow, and this evening I am to have my head cut off. Now I am 

crowing at full pitch while I can." 

"Ah, but red-comb," said the donkey, "you had better come away with 

us. We are going to Bremen; you can find something better than death 



 

everywhere: you have a good voice, and if we make music together it 

must have some quality!" 

The cock agreed to this plan, and all four went on together. They could 

not, however, reach the city of Bremen in one day, and in the evening, 

they came to a forest where they meant to pass the night. The donkey 

and the hound laid themselves down under a large tree, the cat and the 

cock settled themselves in the branches; but the cock flew right to the 

top, where he was most safe. Before he went to sleep he looked round 

on all four sides, and thought he saw in the distance a little spark 

burning; so, he called out to his companions that there must be a 

house not far off, for he saw a light. The donkey said, "If so, we had 

better get up and go on, for the shelter here is bad." The hound 

thought that a few bones with some meat on would do him good too! 

So, they made their way to the place where the light was, and soon saw 

it shine brighter and grow larger, until they came to a well-lighted 

robber's house. The donkey, as the biggest, went to the window and 

looked in. 

"What do you see, my grey-horse?" asked the cock. "What do I see?" 

answered the donkey; "a table covered with good things to eat and 

drink, and robbers sitting at it enjoying themselves." "That would be 

the sort of thing for us," said the cock. "Yes, yes; ah, how I wish we were 

there!" said the donkey. 

Then the animals took counsel together how they should manage to 

drive away the robbers, and at last they thought of a plan. The donkey 

was to place himself with his fore-feet upon the window-ledge, the 

hound was to jump on the donkey's back, the cat was to climb upon 

the dog, and lastly the cock was to fly up and perch upon the head of 

the cat. 

When this was done, at a given signal, they began to perform their 

music together: the donkey brayed, the hound barked, the cat mewed, 

and the cock crowed; then they burst through the window into the 



 

room, so that the glass clattered! At this horrible din, the robbers 

sprang up, thinking no otherwise than that a ghost had come in, and 

fled in a great fright out into the forest. The four companions now sat 

down at the table, well content with what was left, and ate as if they 

were going too fast for a month. 

As soon as the four minstrels had done, they put out the light, and each 

sought for himself a sleeping-place per his nature and to what suited 

him. The donkey laid himself down upon some straw in the yard, the 

hound behind the door, the cat upon the hearth near the warm ashes, 

and the cock perched himself upon a beam of the roof; and being tired 

from their long walk, they soon went to sleep. 

When it was past midnight, and the robbers saw from afar that the 

light was no longer burning in their house, and all appeared quiet, the 

captain said, "We ought not to have let ourselves be frightened out of 

our wits;" and ordered one of them to go and examine the house. 

The messenger finding all still, went into the kitchen to light a candle, 

and, taking the glistening fiery eyes of the cat for live coals, he held a 

Lucifer-match to them to light it. But the cat did not understand the 

joke, and flew in his face, spitting and scratching. He was dreadfully 

frightened, and ran to the back-door, but the dog, who lay there sprang 

up and bit his leg; and as he ran across the yard by the straw-heap, the 

donkey gave him a smart kick with its hind foot. The cock, too, who 

had been awakened by the noise, and had become lively, cried down 

from the beam, "Cock-a-doodle-doo!" 

Then the robber ran back as fast as he could to his captain, and said, 

"Ah, there is a horrible witch sitting in the house, who spat on me and 

scratched my face with her long claws; and by the door stands a man 

with a knife, who stabbed me in the leg; and in the yard there lies a 

black monster, who beat me with a wooden club; and above, upon the 

roof, sits the judge, who called out, 'Bring the rogue here to me!' so I 

got away as well as I could."  



 

After this the robbers, did not trust themselves in the house again; but 

it suited the four musicians of Bremen so well that they did not care to 

leave it any more. And the mouth of him who last told this story is still 

warm. 

Chapter 30   Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves 

There once lived in a town of Persia two brothers, one named Cassi and 

the other Ali Baba. Their father divided a small inheritance equally 

between them. Cassi married a very rich wife, and became a wealthy 

merchant. Ali Baba married a woman as poor as himself, and lived by 

cutting wood, and bringing it upon three asses into the town to sell.  

One day, when Ali Baba was in the forest and had just cut wood 

enough to load his asses, he saw at a distance a great cloud of dust, 

which seemed to approach him. He observed it with attention, and 

distinguished soon after a body of horsemen, whom he suspected 

might be robbers. He determined to leave his asses to save himself. He 

climbed up a large tree, planted on a high rock, whose branches were 

thick enough to conceal him, and yet enabled him to see all that passed 

without being discovered. 

The troop, who were to the number of forty, all well mounted and 

armed, came to the foot of the rock on which the tree stood, and there 

dismounted. Every man unbridled his horse, tied him to some shrub, 

and hung about his neck a bag of corn which they had brought behind 

them. Then each of them took off his saddle-bag, which seemed to Ali 

Baba from its weight to be full of gold and silver. One, whom he took to 

be their captain, came under the tree in which Ali Baba was concealed; 

and making his way through some shrubs, pronounced these words: 

"Open, Sesame!" As soon as the captain of the robbers had thus spoken, 

a door opened in the rock; and after he had made all his troop enter 

before him, he followed them, when the door shut again of itself. 

The robbers stayed sometime within the rock, during which Ali Baba, 

fearful of being caught, remained in the tree. 



 

At last the door opened again, and as the captain went in last, so he 

came out first, and stood to see them all pass by him; when Ali Baba 

heard, him make the door close by pronouncing these words, "Shut, 

Sesame!" Every man at once went and bridled his horse, fastened his 

wallet, and mounted again. When the captain saw them all ready, he 

put himself at their head, and they returned the way they had come. 

Ali Baba followed them with his eyes as far as he could see them; and 

afterward stayed a considerable time before he descended. 

Remembering the words the captain of the robbers used to cause the 

door to open and shut, he had the curiosity to try if his pronouncing 

them would have the same effect. Accordingly, he went among the 

shrubs, and perceiving the door concealed behind them, stood before 

it, and said, "Open, Sesame!" The door instantly flew wide open. 

Ali Baba, who expected a dark, dismal cavern, was surprised to see a 

well-lighted and spacious chamber, which received the light from an 

opening at the top of the rock, and in which were all sorts of 

provisions, rich bales of silk, stuff, brocade, and valuable carpeting, 

piled upon one another, gold and silver ingots in great heaps, and 

money in bags. The sight of all these riches made him suppose that this 

cave must have been occupied for ages by robbers, who had succeeded 

one another. 

Ali Baba went boldly into the cave, and collected as much of the gold 

coin, which was in bags, as he thought his three asses could carry. 

When he had loaded them with the bags, he laid wood over them in 

such a manner that they could not be seen. When he had passed in and 

out as often as he wished, he stood before the door, and pronouncing 

the words, "Shut, Sesame!" the door closed of itself. He then made the 

best of his way to town. 

When Ali Baba got home he drove his asses into a little yard, shut the 

gates very carefully, threw off the wood that covered the panniers, 

carried the bags into his house, and ranged them in order before his 



 

wife. He then emptied the bags, which raised such a great heap of gold 

as dazzled his wife's eyes, and then he told her the whole adventure 

from beginning to end, and, above all, recommended her to keep it 

secret. 

The wife rejoiced greatly at their good fortune, and would count all the 

gold piece by piece. 

"Wife," replied Ali Baba, "you do not know what you undertake, when 

you pretend to count the money; you will never have done. I will dig a 

hole, and bury it. There is no time to be lost."  

"You are in the right, husband," replied she, "but let us know, as nigh as 

possible, how much we have. I will borrow a small measure, and 

measure it, while you dig the hole."  

Away the wife ran to her brother-in-law Cassin, who lived just by, and 

addressing herself to his wife, desired that she lends her a measure for 

a little while. Her sister-in-law asked her whether she would have a 

great or a small one. The other asked for a small one. She bade her stay 

a little, and she would readily fetch one. 

The sister-in-law did so, but as she knew Ali Baba's poverty, she was 

curious to know what sort of grain his wife wanted to measure, and 

artfully putting some suet at the bottom of the measure, brought it to 

her, with an excuse that she was sorry that she had made her stay so 

long, but that she could not find it sooner. 

 

Ali Baba's wife went home, set the measure upon the heap of gold, 

filled it, and emptied it often upon the sofa, till she had done, when she 

was very well satisfied to find the number of measures amounted to so 

many as they did, and went to tell her husband, who had almost 

finished digging the hole. When Ali Baba was burying the gold, his 

wife, to show her exactness and diligence to her sister-in-law, carried 



 

the measure back again, but without taking notice that a piece of gold 

had stuck to the bottom. 

"Sister," said she, giving it to her again, "you see that I have not kept 

your measure long. I am obliged to you for it, and return it with 

thanks." 

As soon as Ali Baba's wife was gone, Cassi’s looked at the bottom of the 

measure, and was in inexpressible surprise to find a piece of gold 

sticking to it. Envy immediately possessed her breast. 

"What!" said she, "has Ali Baba gold so plentiful as to measure it? 

Whence has he all this wealth?" 

Cassi, her husband, was at his counting house. When he came home 

his wife said to him, "Cassi, I know you think yourself rich, but Ali Baba 

is infinitely richer than you. He does not count his money, but 

measures it." 

Cassi desired her to explain the riddle, which she did, by telling him 

the stratagem she had used to make the discovery, and showed him the 

piece of money, which was so old that they could not tell in what 

prince's reign it was coined. 

Cassi, after he had married the rich widow, had never treated Ali Baba 

as a brother, but neglected him; and now, instead of being pleased, he 

conceived a base envy at his brother's prosperity. He could not sleep all 

that night, and went to him in the morning before sunrise. 

"Ali Baba," said he, "I am surprised at you. You pretend to be miserably 

poor, and yet you measure gold. My wife found this at the bottom of 

the measure you borrowed yesterday."  

By this discourse, Ali Baba perceived that Cassin and his wife, through 

his own wife's folly, knew what they had so much reason to conceal; 

but what was done could not be undone. Therefore, without showing 

the least surprise or trouble, he confessed all, and offered his brother 

part of his treasure to keep the secret. 



 

"I expect as much," replied Cassin haughtily; "but I must know exactly 

where this treasure is, and how I may visit it myself when I choose. 

Otherwise I will go and inform against you, and then you will not only 

get no more, but will lose all you have, and I shall have a share for my 

information." 

Ali Baba told him all he desired, even to the very words he was to use 

to gain admission into the cave. 

Cassi rose the next morning long before the sun, and set out for the 

forest with ten mules bearing great chests, which he designed to fill, 

and followed the road which Ali Baba had pointed out to him. He was 

not long before he reached the rock, and found out the place, by the 

tree and other marks which his brother had given him. When he 

reached the entrance of the cavern, he pronounced the words, "Open, 

Sesame!" The door immediately opened, and, when he was in, closed 

upon him. In examining the cave, he was in great admiration to find 

much more riches than he had expected from Ali Baba's relation. He 

quickly laid as many bags of gold as he could carry at the door of the 

cavern; but his thoughts were so full of the great riches he should 

possess that he could not think of the necessary word to make it open, 

but instead of "Sesame," said, "Open, Barley!" and was much amazed to 

find that the door remained fast shut. He named several sorts of grain, 

but still the door would not open. 

Cassi had never expected such an incident, and was so alarmed at the 

danger he was in, that the more he endeavored to remember the word 

"Sesame," the more his memory was confounded, and he had as much 

forgotten it as if he had never heard it mentioned. He threw down the 

bags he had loaded himself with, and walked distractedly up and down 

the cave, without having the least regard to the riches that were around 

him. 

About noon the robbers visited their cave. At some distance, they saw 

Cassin’s mules straggling about the rock, with great chests on their 



 

backs. Alarmed at this, they galloped full speed to the cave. They drove 

away the mules, who strayed through the forest so far that they were 

soon out of sight, and went directly, with their naked sabers in their 

hands, to the door, which, on their captain pronouncing the proper 

words, immediately opened. 

Cassin, who heard the noise of the horses' feet, at once guessed the 

arrival of the robbers, and resolved to make one effort for his life. He 

rushed to the door, and no sooner saw the door open, then he ran out 

and threw the leader down, but could not escape the other robbers, 

who with their scimitars soon deprived him of life. 

The first care of the robbers after this was to examine the cave. They 

found all the bags which Cassin had brought to the door, to be ready to 

load his mules, and carried them again to their places, but they did not 

miss what Ali Baba had taken away before. Then holding a council, and 

deliberating upon this occurrence, they guessed that Cassin, when he 

was in, could not get out again, but could not imagine how he had 

learned the secret words by which alone he could enter. They could not 

deny the fact of his being there; and to terrify any person or accomplice 

who should attempt the same thing, they agreed to cut Cassi’s body 

into four quarters—to hang two on one side, and two on the other, 

within the door of the cave. They had no sooner taken this resolution 

than they put it in execution; and when they had nothing more to 

detain them, left the place of their hoards well closed. They mounted 

their horses, went to beat the roads again, and to attack the caravans 

they might meet. 

In the meantime, Cassi’s wife was very uneasy when night came, and 

her husband was not returned. She ran to Ali Baba in great alarm, and 

said, "I believe, brother-in-law, that you know Cassin is gone to the 

forest, and upon what account. It is now night, and he has not 

returned. I am afraid some misfortune has happened to him."  



 

Ali Baba told her that she need not frighten herself, for that certainly 

Cassin would not think it proper to come into the town till the night 

should be far advanced. 

Cassi’s wife, considering how much it concerned her husband to keep 

the business secret, was the more easily persuaded to believe her 

brother-in-law. She went home again, and waited patiently till 

midnight. Then her fear redoubled, and her grief was the more sensible 

because she was forced to keep it to herself. She repented of her foolish 

curiosity, and cursed her desire of prying into the affairs of her brother 

and sister-in-law. She spent all the night in weeping; and as soon as it 

was day went to them, telling them, by her tears, the cause of her 

coming. 

Ali Baba did not wait for his sister-in-law to desire him to go to see 

what was become of Cassin, but departed immediately with his three 

asses, begging of her first to moderate her grief. He went to the forest, 

and when he came near the rock, having seen neither his brother nor 

his mules on his way, was seriously alarmed at finding some blood spilt 

near the door, which he took for an ill omen; but when he had 

pronounced the word, and the door had opened, he was struck with 

horror at the dismal sight of his brother's body. He was not long in 

determining how he should pay the last dues to his brother; but 

without adverting to the little fraternal affection he had shown for him, 

went into the cave, to find something to enshroud his remains. Having 

loaded one of his asses with them, he covered them over with wood. 

The other two asses he loaded with bags of gold, covering them with 

wood also as before; and then, bidding the door shut, he came away; 

but was so cautious as to stop some time at the end of the forest, that 

he might not go into the town before night. When he came home he 

drove the two asses loaded with gold into his little yard, and left the 

care of unloading them to his wife, while he led the other to his sister-

in-law's house. 



 

Ali Baba knocked at the door, which was opened by Morgana, a clever, 

intelligent slave, who was fruitful in inventions to meet the most 

difficult circumstances. When he came into the court he unloaded the 

ass, and taking Morgana aside, said to her, "You must observe an 

inviolable secrecy. Your master's body is contained in these two 

panniers. We must bury him as if he had died a natural death. Go now 

and tell your mistress. I leave the matter to your wit and skillful 

devices." 

Ali Baba helped to place the body in Cassi’s house, again recommended 

to Morgana to act her part well, and then returned with his ass. 

Morgana went out early the next morning to a druggist and asked for a 

sort of lozenge which was considered efficacious in the most dangerous 

disorders. The apothecary inquired who was ill. She replied, with a 

sigh, her good master Cassin himself; and that he could neither eat nor 

speak. 

In the evening, Morgana went to the same druggist again, and with 

tears in her eyes, asked for an essence which they used to give to sick 

people only when in the last extremity. 

"Alas!" said she, taking it from the apothecary, "I am afraid that this 

remedy will have no better effect than the lozenges; and that I shall 

lose my good master." 

On the other hand, as Ali Baba and his wife were often seen to go 

between Cassin’s and their own house all that day, and to seem 

melancholy, nobody was surprised in the evening to hear the 

lamentable shrieks and cries of Cassin’s wife and Morgana, who gave 

out everywhere that her master was dead. The next morning at 

daybreak, Morgana went to an old cobbler whom she knew to be 

always ready at his stall, and bidding him good morrow, put a piece of 

gold into his hand, saying, "Baba Mustapha, you must bring with you 

your sewing tackle, and come with me; but I must tell you, I shall 

blindfold you when you come to such a place."  



 

Baba Mustapha seemed to hesitate a little at these words. "Oh! oh!" 

replied he, "you would have me do something against my conscience, 

or against my honor?" 

"God forbid," said Morgana, putting another piece of gold into his 

hand, "that I should ask anything that is contrary to your honor! Only 

come along with me, and fear nothing." 

Baba Mustapha went with Morgana, who, after she had bound his eyes 

with a handkerchief at the place she had mentioned, conveyed him to 

her deceased master's house, and never unloosed his eyes till he had 

entered the room where she had put the corpse together. "Baba 

Mustapha," said she, "you must make haste and sew the parts of this 

body together; and when you have done, I will give you another piece 

of gold." 

After Baba Mustapha had finished his task, she blindfolded him again, 

gave him the third piece of gold as she had promised, and 

recommending secrecy to him, carried him back to the place where she 

first bound his eyes, pulled off the bandage, and let him go home, but 

watched him that he returned toward his stall, till he was quite out of 

sight, for fear he should have the curiosity to return and dodge her; she 

then went home. 

Morgana, on her return, warmed some water to wash the body, and at 

the same time Ali Baba perfumed it with incense, and wrapped it in the 

burying clothes with the accustomed ceremonies. Not long after the 

proper officer brought the bier, and when the attendants of the 

mosque, whose business it was to wash the dead, offered to perform 

their duty, she told them it was done already. Shortly after this the 

Iman and the other ministers of the mosque arrived. Four neighbors 

carried the corpse to the burying-ground, following the Iman, who 

recited some prayers. Ali Baba came after with some neighbors, who 

often relieved the others in carrying the bier to the burying-ground. 

Morgana, a slave to the deceased, followed in the procession, weeping, 



 

beating her breast, and tearing her hair. Cassin’s wife stayed at home 

mourning, uttering lamentable cries with the women of the 

neighborhood, who came, per custom, during the funeral, and joining 

their lamentations with hers filled the quarter far and near with sounds 

of sorrow. 

In this manner, Cassin’s melancholy death was concealed and hushed 

up between Ali Baba, his widow, and Morgana his slave, with so much 

contrivance that nobody in the city had the least knowledge or 

suspicion of the cause of it. Three or four days after the funeral, Ali 

Baba removed his few goods openly to his sister's house, in which it 

was agreed that he should in future live; but the money he had taken 

from the robbers he conveyed thither by night. As for Cassin’s 

warehouse, he entrusted it entirely to the management of his eldest 

son. 

While these things were being done, the forty robbers again visited 

their retreat in the forest. Great, then, was their surprise to find 

Cassin’s body taken away, with some of their bags of gold. "We are 

certainly discovered," said the captain. "The removal of the body and 

the loss of some of our money, plainly shows that the man whom we 

killed had an accomplice: and for our own lives' sake we must try to 

find him. What say you, my lads?" 

All the robbers unanimously approved of the captain's proposal.  

"Well," said the captain, "one of you, the boldest and most skillful 

among you, must go into the town, disguised as a traveler and a 

stranger, to try if he can hear any talk of the man whom we have killed, 

and endeavor to find out who he was, and where he lived. This is a 

matter of the first importance, and for fear of any treachery I propose 

that whoever undertakes this business without success, even though 

the failure arises only from an error of judgment, shall suffer death."  



 

Without waiting for the sentiments of his companions, one of the 

robbers started up, and said, "I submit to this condition, and think it an 

honor to expose my life to serve the troop."  

After this robber, had received great commendations from the captain 

and his comrades, he disguised himself so that nobody would take him 

for what he was; and taking his leave of the troop that night, he went 

into the town just at daybreak. He walked up and down, till 

accidentally he came to Baba Mustapha's stall, which was always open 

before any of the shops. 

Baba Mustapha was seated with an awl in his hand, just going to work. 

The robber saluted him, bidding him good morrow; and perceiving that 

he was old, said, "Honest man, you begin to work very early; is it 

possible that one of your age can see so well? I question, even if it were 

somewhat lighter, whether you could see to stitch." 

"You do not know me," replied Baba Mustapha; "for old as I am, I have 

extraordinary good eyes; and you will not doubt it when I tell you that I 

sewed the body of a dead man together in a place where I had not so 

much light as I have now." 

"A dead body!" exclaimed the robber, with affected amazement. 

"Yes, yes," answered Baba Mustapha. "I see you want me to speak out, 

but you shall know no more." 

The robber felt sure that he had discovered what he sought. He pulled 

out a piece of gold, and putting it into Baba Mustapha's hand, said to 

him, "I do not want to learn your secret, though I can assure you might 

safely trust me with it. The only thing I desire of you is to show me the 

house where you stitched up the dead body." 

"If I were disposed to do you that favor," replied Baba Mustapha, "I 

assure you I cannot. I was taken to a certain place, whence I was led 

blindfold to the house, and afterward brought back in the same 



 

manner. You see, therefore, the impossibility of my doing what you 

desire." 

"Well," replied the robber, "you may, however, remember a little of the 

way that you were led blindfold. Come, let me blind your eyes at the 

same place. We will walk together; perhaps you may recognize some 

part, and as everyone should be paid for his trouble here is another 

piece of gold for you; gratify me in what I ask you." So, saying, he put 

another piece of gold into his hand. 

The two pieces of gold were great temptations to Baba Mustapha. He 

looked at them a long time in his hand, without saying a word, but at 

last he pulled out his purse and put them in. 

"I cannot promise," said he to the robber, "that I can remember the way 

exactly; but since you desire, I will try what I can do."  

At these words, Baba Mustapha rose, to the great joy of the robber, and 

led him to the place where Morgana had bound his eyes. 

"It was here," said Baba Mustapha, "I was blindfolded; and I turned this 

way." 

The robber tied his handkerchief over his eyes, and walked by him till 

he stopped directly at Cassin’s house, where Ali Baba then lived. The 

thief, before he pulled off the band, marked the door with a piece of 

chalk, which he had ready in his hand, and then asked him if he knew 

whose house that was; to which Baba Mustapha replied that as he did 

not live in that neighborhood, he could not tell. 

The robber, finding that he could discover no more from Baba 

Mustapha, thanked him for the trouble he had taken, and left him to 

go back to his stall, while he returned to the forest, persuaded that he 

should be very well received. 

A little after the robber and Baba Mustapha had parted, Morgana went 

out of Ali Baba's house upon some errand, and upon her return, seeing 

the mark the robber had made, stopped to observe it. 



 

"What can be the meaning of this mark?" said she to herself. 

"Somebody intends my master no good. However, with whatever 

intention it was done, it is advisable to guard against the worst." 

Accordingly, she fetched a piece of chalk, and marked two or three 

doors on each side in the same manner, without saying a word to her 

master or mistress. 

In the meantime, the robber rejoined his troop in the forest, and 

recounted to them his success, expatiating upon his good fortune in 

meeting so soon with the only person who could inform him of what 

he wanted to know. All the robbers listened to him with the utmost 

satisfaction. Then the captain, after commending his diligence, 

addressing himself to them all, said, "Comrades, we have no time to 

lose. Let us set off well-armed, without its appearing who we are; but 

that we may not excite any suspicion, let only one or two go into the 

town together, and join at our rendezvous, which shall be the great 

square. In the meantime, our comrade who brought us the good news 

and I will go and find out the house, that we may consult what had best 

be done." 

This speech and plan was approved of by all, and they were soon ready. 

They filed off in parties of two each, after some interval of time, and got 

into the town without being in the least suspected. The captain, and he 

who had visited the town in the morning as spy, came in the last. He 

led the captain into the street where he had marked Ali Baba's 

residence; and when they came to the first of the houses which 

Morgana had marked, he pointed it out. But the captain observed that 

the next door was chalked in the same manner, and in the same place; 

and showing it to his guide, asked him which house it was, that, or the 

first. The guide was so confounded, that he knew not what answer to 

make; but he was still more puzzled when he and the captain saw five 

or six houses similarly marked. He assured the captain, with an oath, 

that he had marked but one, and could not tell who had chalked the 



 

rest, so that he could not distinguish the house which the cobbler had 

stopped at. 

The captain, finding that their design had proved abortive, went 

directly to their place of rendezvous, and told his troop that they had 

lost their labor, and must return to their cave. He himself set them the 

example, and they all returned as they had come. 

When the troop was all got together, the captain told them the reason 

of their returning; and presently the conductor was declared by all 

worthy of death. He condemned himself, acknowledging that he ought 

to have taken better precaution, and prepared to receive the stroke 

from him who was appointed to cut off his head. 

But as the safety of the troop required the discovery of the second 

intruder into the cave, another of the gang, who promised himself that 

he should succeed better, presented himself, and his offer being 

accepted he went and corrupted Baba Mustapha as the other had done; 

and being shown the house, marked it in a place more remote from 

sight, with red chalk. 

Not long after, Morgana, whose eyes nothing could escape, went out, 

and seeing the red chalk, and arguing with herself as she had done 

before, marked the other neighbors' houses in the same place and 

manner. 

The robber, on his return to his company, valued himself much on the 

precaution he had taken, which he looked upon as an infallible way of 

distinguishing Ali Baba's house from the others; and the captain and all 

of them thought it must succeed. They conveyed themselves into the 

town with the same precaution as before; but when the robber and his 

captain came to the street, they found the same difficulty; at which the 

captain was enraged, and the robber in as great confusion as his 

predecessor. 



 

Thus, the captain and his troop were forced to retire a second time, and 

much more dissatisfied; while the robber who had been the author of 

the mistake underwent the same punishment, which he willingly 

submitted to. 

The captain, having lost two brave fellows of his troop, was afraid of 

diminishing it too much by pursuing this plan to get information of the 

residence of their plunderer. He found by their example that their 

heads were not so good as their hands on such occasions; and 

therefore, resolved to take upon himself the important commission. 

Accordingly, he went and addressed himself to Baba Mustapha, who 

did him the same service he had done to the other robbers. He did not 

set any mark on the house, but examined and observed it so carefully, 

by passing often by it, that it was impossible for him to mistake it.  

The captain, well satisfied with his attempt, and informed of what he 

wanted to know, returned to the forest: and when he came into the 

cave, where the troop waited for him, said, "Now, comrades, nothing 

can prevent our full revenge, as I am certain of the house; and on my 

way hither I have thought how to put it into execution, but if anyone 

can form a better expedient, let him communicate it."  

He then told them his contrivance; and as they approved of it, ordered 

them to go into the villages about, and buy nineteen mules, with thirty-

eight large leather jars, one full of oil, and the others empty. 

In two or three days' time the robbers had purchased the mules and 

jars, and as the mouths of the jars were rather too narrow for his 

purpose, the captain caused them to be widened, and after having put 

one of his men into each, with the weapons which he thought fit, 

leaving open the seam which had been undone to leave them room to 

breathe, he rubbed the jars on the outside with oil from the full vessel.  

Things being thus prepared, when the nineteen mules were loaded 

with thirty-seven robbers in jars, and the jar of oil, the captain, as their 



 

driver, set out with them, and reached the town by the dusk of the 

evening, as he had intended. He led them through the streets, till he 

came to Ali Baba's, at whose door he designed to have knocked; but 

was prevented by his sitting there after supper to take a little fresh air. 

He stopped his mules, addressed himself to him, and said, "I have 

brought some oil a great way, to sell at tomorrow's market; and it is 

now so late that I do not know where to lodge. If I should not be 

troublesome to you, do me the favor to let me pass the night with you, 

and I shall be very much obliged by your hospitality."  

Though Ali Baba had seen the captain of the robbers in the forest, and 

had heard him speak, it was impossible to know him in the disguise of 

an oil merchant. He told him he should be welcome, and immediately 

opened his gates for the mules to go into the yard. At the same time, he 

called to a slave, and ordered him, when the mules were unloaded, to 

put them into the stable, and to feed them; and then went to Morgana, 

to bid her get a good supper for his guest. 

After they had finished supper, Ali Baba, charging Morgana afresh to 

take care of his guest, said to her, "To-morrow morning I design to go 

to the bath before day; take care my bathing linen be ready, give them 

to Abdala (which was the slave's name), and make me some good broth 

against I return." After this he went to bed. 

In the meantime, the captain of the robbers went into the yard, and 

took off the lid of each jar, and gave his people orders what to do. 

Beginning at the first jar, and so on to the last, he said to each man: "As 

soon as I throw some stones out of the chamber window where I lie, do 

not fail to come out, and I will immediately join you."  

After this he returned into the house, when Morgana, taking up a light, 

conducted him to his chamber, where she left him; and he, to avoid 

any suspicion, put the light out soon after, and laid himself down in his 

clothes, that he might be the readier to rise. 



 

Morgana, remembering Ali Baba's orders, got his bathing linen ready, 

and ordered Abdala to set on the pot for the broth; but while she was 

preparing it the lamp went out, and there was no more oil in the house, 

nor any candles. What to do she did not know, for the broth must be 

made. Abdala, seeing her very uneasy, said, "do not fret and tease 

yourself, but go into the yard, and take some oil out of one of the jars."  

Morgana thanked Abdala for his advice, took the oil pot, and went into 

the yard; when, as she came nigh the first jar, the robber within said 

softly, "Is it time?" 

Though naturally much surprised at finding a man in the jar instead of 

the oil she wanted, she immediately felt the importance of keeping 

silence, as Ali Baba, his family, and herself were in great danger; and 

collecting herself, without showing the least emotion, she answered, 

"Not yet, but presently." She went quietly in this manner to all the jars, 

giving the same answer, till she came to the jar of oil. 

By this means Morgana found that her master Ali Baba had admitted 

thirty-eight robbers into his house, and that this pretended oil 

merchant was their captain. She made what haste she could to fill her 

oil pot, and returned into the kitchen, where, as soon as she had 

lighted her lamp, she took a great kettle, went again to the oil jar, filled 

the kettle, set it on a large wood fire, and as soon as it boiled, went and 

poured enough into every jar to stifle and destroy the robber within. 

When this action, worthy of the courage of Morgana, was executed 

without any noise, as she had projected, she returned into the kitchen 

with the empty kettle; and having put out the great fire she had made 

to boil the oil, and leaving just enough to make the broth, put out the 

lamp also, and remained silent, resolving not to go to rest till, through 

a window of the kitchen, which opened into the yard, she had seen 

what might follow. 

She had not waited long before the captain of the robbers got up, 

opened the window, and, finding no light and hearing no noise or any 



 

one stirring in the house, gave the appointed signal, by throwing little 

stones, several of which hit the jars, as he doubted not by the sound 

they gave. He then listened, but not hearing or perceiving anything 

whereby he could judge that his companions stirred, he began to grow 

very uneasy, threw stones again a second and a third time, and could 

not comprehend the reason that none of them should answer his 

signal. Much alarmed, he went softly down into the yard, and going to 

the first jar, while asking the robber, whom he thought alive, if he was 

in readiness, smelt the hot boiled oil, which sent forth a steam out of 

the jar. Hence, he knew that his plot to murder Ali Baba and plunder 

his house was discovered. Examining all the jars, one after another, he 

found that all his gang were dead; and, enraged to despair at having 

failed in his design, he forced the lock of a door that led from the yard 

to the garden, and climbing over the walls made his escape. 

When Morgana saw, him depart, she went to bed, satisfied and pleased 

to have succeeded so well in saving her master and family. 

Ali Baba rose before day, and, followed by his slave, went to the baths, 

entirely ignorant of the important event which had happened at home. 

When he returned from the baths he was very much surprised to see 

the oil jars, and to learn that the merchant was not gone with the 

mules. He asked Morgana, who opened the door, the reason of it. 

"My good master," answered she, "God preserve you and all your 

family. You will be better informed of what you wish to know when you 

have seen what I have to show you, if you will follow me." 

As soon as Morgana had shut the door, Ali Baba followed her, when she 

requested him to consider the first jar, and see if there was any oil. Ali 

Baba did so, and seeing a man, started back in alarm, and cried out. 

"Do not be afraid," said Morgana; "the man you see there can neither 

do you nor anybody else any harm. He is dead."  



 

"Ah, Morgana," said Ali Baba, "what is it you show me? Explain 

yourself." 

"I will," replied Morgana. "Moderate your astonishment, and do not 

excite the curiosity of your neighbors; for it is of great importance to 

keep this affair secret. Consider all the other jars." 

Ali Baba examined all the other jars, one after another; and when he 

came to that which had the oil in it, found it prodigiously sunk, and 

stood for some time motionless, sometimes looking at the jars and 

sometimes at Morgana, without saying a word, so great was his 

surprise. 

At last, when he had recovered himself, he said, "And what is become 

of the merchant?" 

"Merchant!" answered she; "he is as much one as I am. I will tell you 

who he is, and what is become of him; but you had better hear the 

story in your own chamber; for it is time for your health that you had 

your broth after your bathing."  

Morgana then told him all she had done, from the first observing the 

mark upon the house, to the destruction of the robbers, and the flight 

of their captain. 

On hearing of these brave deeds from the lips of Morgana, Ali Baba 

said to her—"God, by your means, has delivered me from the snares of 

these robbers laid for my destruction. I owe, therefore, my life to you; 

and, for the first token of my acknowledgment, I give you your liberty 

from this moment, till I can complete your recompense as I intend."  

Ali Baba's garden was very long, and shaded at the farther end by a 

great number of large trees. Near these he and the slave Abdala dug a 

trench, long and wide enough to hold the bodies of the robbers; and as 

the earth was light, they were not long in doing it. When this was done, 

Ali Baba hid the jars and weapons; and as he had no occasion for the 



 

mules, he sent them at different times to be sold in the market by his 

slave. 

While Ali Baba was taking these measures the captain of the forty 

robbers returned to the forest with inconceivable mortification. He did 

not stay long; the loneliness of the gloomy cavern became frightful to 

him. He determined, however, to avenge the death of his companions, 

and to accomplish the death of Ali Baba. For this purpose, he returned 

to the town, and took a lodging in a khan, disguising himself as a 

merchant in silks. Under this assumed character, he gradually 

conveyed a great many sorts of rich stuffs and fine linen to his lodging 

from the cavern, but with all the necessary precautions to conceal the 

place whence he brought them. To dispose of the merchandise, when 

he had thus amassed them together, he took a warehouse, which 

happened to be opposite to Cassin’s, which Ali Baba's son had occupied 

since the death of his uncle. 

He took the name of Coria Hossain, and, as a newcomer, was, per 

custom, extremely civil and complaisant to all the merchants his 

neighbors. Ali Baba's son was, from his vicinity, one of the first to 

converse with Coria Hossain, who strove to cultivate his friendship 

more particularly. Two or three days after he was settled, Ali Baba 

came to see his son, and the captain of the robbers recognized him at 

once, and soon learned from his son who he was. After this he 

increased his assiduities, caressed him in the most engaging manner, 

made him some small presents, and often asked him to dine and sup 

with him, when he treated him very handsomely. 

Ali Baba's son did not choose to lie under such obligation to Coria 

Hossain; but was so much straitened for want of room in his house that 

he could not entertain him. He therefore acquainted his father, Ali 

Baba, with his wish to invite him in return. 

Ali Baba with great pleasure took the treat upon himself. "Son," said he, 

"to-morrow being Friday, which is a day that the shops of such great 



 

merchants as Coria Hossain and yourself are shut, get him to 

accompany you, and as you pass by my door, call in. I will go and order 

Morgana to provide a supper." 

The next day Ali Baba's son and Coria Hossain met by appointment, 

took their walk, and as they returned, Ali Baba's son led Coria Hossain 

through the street where his father lived, and when they came to the 

house, stopped and knocked at the door. 

"This, sir," said he, "is my father's house, who, from the account I have 

given him of your friendship, charged me to procure him the honor of 

your acquaintance; and I desire you to add this pleasure to those for 

which I am already indebted to you." 

Though it was the sole aim of Coria Hossain to introduce himself into 

Ali Baba's house, that he might kill him without hazarding his own life 

or making any noise, yet he excused himself, and offered to take his 

leave; but a slave having opened the door, Ali Baba's son took him 

obligingly by the hand, and, in a manner, forced him in. 

Ali Baba received Coria Hossain with a smiling countenance, and in the 

most obliging manner he could wish. He thanked him for all the favors 

he had done his son; adding, withal, the obligation was the greater as 

he was a young man, not much acquainted with the world, and that he 

might contribute to his information. 

Coria Hossain returned the compliment by assuring Ali Baba that 

though his son might not have acquired the experience of older men, 

he had good sense equal to the experience of many others. After a little 

more conversation on different subjects, he offered again to take his 

leave, when Ali Baba, stopping him, said, "Where are you going, sir, in 

so much haste? I beg you will do me the honor to sup with me, though 

my entertainment may not be worthy your acceptance. Such as it is, I 

heartily offer it." 



 

"Sir," replied Coria Hossain, "I am thoroughly persuaded of your good 

will; but the truth is, I can eat no victuals that have any salt in them; 

therefore, judge how I should feel at your table."  

"If that is the only reason," said Ali Baba, "it ought not to deprive me of 

the honor of your company; for, in the first place, there is no salt ever 

put into my bread, and as to the meat we shall have to-night, I promise 

you there shall be none in that. Therefore, you must do me the favor to 

stay. I will return immediately."  

Ali Baba went into the kitchen, and ordered Morgana to put no salt to 

the meat that was to be dressed that night; and to make quickly two or 

three ragouts besides what he had ordered, but be sure to put no salt in 

them. 

Morgana, who was always ready to obey her master, could not help 

being surprised at his strange order. 

"Who is this strange man," said she, "who eats no salt with his meat? 

Your supper will be spoiled, if I keep it back so long."  

"Do not be angry, Morgana," replied Ali Baba. "He is an honest man, 

therefore do as I bid you." 

Morgana obeyed, though with no little reluctance, and had a curiosity 

to see this man who ate no salt. To this end, when she had finished 

what she had to do in the kitchen, she helped Abdala to carry up the 

dishes; and looking at Coria Hossain, she knew him at first sight, 

notwithstanding his disguise, to be the captain of the robbers, and 

examining him very carefully, perceived that he had a dagger under his 

garment. 

"I am not in the least amazed," said she to herself, "that this wicked 

man, who is my master's greatest enemy, would eat no salt with him, 

since he intends to assassinate him; but I will prevent him."  

Morgana, while they were at supper, determined in her own mind to 

execute one of the boldest acts ever meditated. When Abdala came for 



 

the dessert of fruit, and had put it with the wine and glasses before Ali 

Baba, Morgana retired, dressed herself neatly with a suitable headdress 

like a dancer, girded her waist with a silver-gilt girdle, to which there 

hung a poniard with a hilt and guard of the same metal, and put a 

handsome mask on her face. When she had thus disguised herself, she 

said to Abdala, "Take your tabor, and let us go and divert our master 

and his son's friend, as we do sometimes when he is alone."  

Abdala took his tabor, and played all the way into the hall before 

Morgana, who, when she came to the door, made a low obeisance by 

way of asking leave to exhibit her skill, while Abdala left off playing. 

"Come in, Morgana," said Ali Baba, "and let Coria Hossain see what you 

can do, that he may tell us what he thinks of your performance."  

Coria Hossain, who did not expect this diversion after supper, began to 

fear he should not be able to take advantage of the opportunity he 

thought he had found; but hoped, if he now missed his aim, to secure it 

another time, by keeping up a friendly correspondence with the father 

and son; therefore, though he could have wished Ali Baba would have 

declined the dance, he pretended to be obliged to him for it, and had 

the complaisance to express his satisfaction at what he saw, which 

pleased his host. 

As soon as Abdala saw that Ali Baba and Coria Hossain had done 

talking, he began to play on the tabor, and accompanied it with an air, 

to which Morgana, who was an excellent performer, danced in such a 

manner as would have created admiration in any company. 

After she had danced several dances with much grace, she drew the 

poniard, and holding it in her hand, began a dance in which she outdid 

herself by the many different figures, light movements, and the 

surprising leaps and wonderful exertions with which she accompanied 

it. Sometimes she presented the poniard to one breast, sometimes to 

another, and oftentimes seemed to strike her own. At last, she snatched 

the tabor from Abdala with her left hand, and holding the dagger in her 



 

right presented the other side of the tabor, after the manner of those 

who get a livelihood by dancing, and solicit the liberality of the 

spectators. 

Ali Baba put a piece of gold into the tabor, as did also his son; and 

Coria Hossain, seeing that she was coming to him, had pulled his purse 

out of his bosom to make her a present; but while he was putting his 

hand into it, Morgana, with a courage and resolution worthy of herself, 

plunged the poniard into his heart. 

Ali Baba and his son, shocked at this action, cried out aloud. 

"Unhappy woman!" exclaimed Ali Baba, "what have you done, to ruin 

me and my family?" 

"It was to preserve, not to ruin you," answered Morgana; "for see here," 

continued she, opening the pretended Coria Hossain’s garment, and 

showing the dagger, "what an enemy you had entertained! Look well at 

him, and you will find him to be both the fictitious oil merchant, and 

the captain of the gang of forty robbers. Remember, too, that he would 

eat no salt with you; and what would you have more to persuade you of 

his wicked design? Before I saw him, I suspected him as soon as you 

told me you had such a guest. I knew him, and you now find that my 

suspicion was not groundless." 

Ali Baba, who immediately felt the new obligation he had to Morgana 

for saving his life a second time, embraced her: "Morgana," said he, "I 

gave you your liberty, and then promised you that my gratitude should 

not stop there, but that I would soon give you higher proofs of its 

sincerity, which I now do by making you my daughter-in-law." 

Then addressing himself to his son, he said, "I believe you, son, to be so 

dutiful a child, that you will not refuse Morgana for your wife. You see 

that Coria Hossain sought your friendship with a treacherous design to 

take away my life; and if he had succeeded, there is no doubt but he 

would have sacrificed you also to his revenge. Consider, that by 



 

marrying Morgana you marry the preserver of my family and your 

own." 

The son, far from showing any dislike, readily consented to the 

marriage; not only because he would not disobey his father, but also 

because it was agreeable to his inclination. After this they thought of 

burying the captain of the robbers with his comrades, and did it so 

privately that nobody discovered their bones till many years after, 

when no one had any concern in the publication of this remarkable 

history. A few days afterward, Ali Baba celebrated the nuptials of his 

son and Morgana with great solemnity, a sumptuous feast, and the 

usual dancing and spectacles; and had the satisfaction to see that his 

friends and neighbors, whom he invited, had no knowledge of the true 

motives of the marriage; but that those who were not unacquainted 

with Morgana’s good qualities commended his generosity and 

goodness of heart. Ali Baba did not visit the robber's cave for a whole 

year, as he supposed the other two, whom he could get no account of, 

might be alive. 

At the year's end, when he found they had not made any attempt to 

disturb him, he had the curiosity to make another journey. He 

mounted his horse, and when he came to the cave he alighted, tied his 

horse to a tree, and approaching the entrance, pronounced the words, 

"Open, Sesame!" and the door opened. He entered the cavern, and by 

the condition he found things in, judged that nobody had been there 

since the captain had fetched the goods for his shop. From this time, he 

believed he was the only person in the world who had the secret of 

opening the cave, and that all the treasure was at his sole disposal. He 

put as much gold into his saddle-bag as his horse would carry, and 

returned to town. Some years later he carried his son to the cave, and 

taught him the secret, which he handed down to his posterity, who, 

using their good fortune with moderation, lived in great honor and 

splendor. 



 

 

Chapter 31 The Adventures of Aladdin 

 

 

Once upon a time . . . a widow had an only son whose name was 

Aladdin. They were very poor and lived from hand to mouth, though 

Aladdin did what he could to earn some pennies, by picking bananas in 

faraway places. 

One day, as he was looking for wild figs in a grove some way from the 

town, Aladdin met a mysterious stranger. This smartly dressed dark-

eyed man with a trim black beard and a splendid sapphire in his 

turban, asked Aladdin an unusual question: 

"Come here, boy," he ordered. "How would you like to earn a silver 

penny?" 

"A silver penny!" exclaimed Aladdin. "Sir, I'd do anything for that kind 

of payment." 

"I'm not going to ask you to do much. Just go down that manhole. I'm 

much too big to squeeze through myself. If you do as I ask, you'll have 

your reward." The stranger helped Aladdin lift the manhole cover, for it 

was very heavy. Slim and agile as he was, the boy easily went down. His 

feet touched stone and he carefully made his way down some steps . . . 

and found himself in a large chamber. It seemed to sparkle, though 

dimly lit by the flickering light of an old oil lamp. When Aladdin's eyes 

became used to the gloom, he saw a wonderful sight: trees dripping 

with glittering jewels, pots of gold and caskets full of priceless gems. 

Thousands of precious objects lay scattered about. It was a treasure 

trove! Unable to believe his eyes, Aladdin was standing dazed when he 

heard a shout behind him. 



 

"The lamp! Put out the flame and bring me the lamp!" Surprised and 

suspicious, for why should the stranger, out of all such a treasure want 

only an old lamp, Aladdin wondered. Perhaps he was a wizard. He 

decided to be on his guard. Picking up the lamp, he retraced his steps 

up to the entrance. 

"Give me the lamp," urged the wizard impatiently. "Hand, it over," he 

began to shout, thrusting out his arm to grab it, but Aladdin cautiously 

drew back. 

"Let me out first . . ." 

"Too bad for you," snapped the stranger, slamming down the manhole 

cover, never noticing that, as he did so, a ring slid off his finger. A 

terrified Aladdin was left in pitch darkness, wondering what the wizard 

would do next. Then he trod on the ring. Aimlessly putting it on his 

finger, he twisted it round and round. Suddenly the room was flooded 

with a rosy light and a great genie with clasped hands appeared on a 

cloud. 

"At your command, sire," said the genie. 

Now astounded, Aladdin could only stammer: 

"I want to go home!" In a flash, he was back in his own home, though 

the door was tightly shut. 

"How did you get in?" called his mother from the kitchen stove, the 

minute she set eyes on him. Excitedly, her son told her of his 

adventures. 

"Where's the silver coin?" his mother asked. Aladdin clapped a hand to 

his brow. For all he had brought home was the old oil lamp "Oh, 

mother! I'm so sorry. This is all I've got."  

"Well, let's hope it works. It's so dirty . . ." and the widow began to rub 

the lamp. 

Suddenly out shot another genie, in a cloud of smoke. 



 

"You've set me free, after centuries! I was a prisoner in the lamp, 

waiting to be freed by someone rubbing it. Now, I'm your obedient 

servant. Tell me your wishes." And the genie bowed respectfully, 

awaiting Aladdin's orders. The boy and his mother gaped wordlessly at 

this incredible apparition, then the genie said with a hint of impatience 

in his voice. 

"I'm here at your command. Tell me what you want. Anything you 

like!" Aladdin gulped, then said: 

"Bring us . . . bring . . ." His mother not having yet begun to cook the 

dinner, went on to say: ". . . a lovely big meal."  

From that day on, the widow and her son had everything they could 

wish for: food, clothes and a fine home, for the genie of the lamp 

granted them everything they asked him. Aladdin grew into a tall 

handsome young man and his mother felt that he ought to find himself 

a wife, sooner or later. 

One day, as he left the market, Aladdin happened to see the Sultan's 

daughter Halima in her sedan chair being carried through the streets. 

He only caught a fleeting glimpse of the princess, but it was enough for 

him to want to marry her. Aladdin told his mother and she quickly 

said: 

"I'll ask the Sultan for his daughter's hand. He'll never be able to refuse. 

Wait and see!" 

And indeed, the Sultan was easily persuaded by a casket full of big 

diamonds to admit the widow to the palace. However, when he learned 

why she had come, he told the widow that her son must bring proof of 

his power and riches. This was mostly the Chamberlain's idea, for he 

himself was eager to marry the beautiful black-eyed Sultan's daughter. 

"If Aladdin wants to marry Halima,' said the Sultan, "he must send me 

forty slaves tomorrow. Every slave must bring a box of precious stones. 

And forty Arab warriors must escort the treasure." 



 

Aladdin's mother went sadly home. The genie of the magic lamp had 

already worked wonders, but nothing like this. Aladdin however, when 

he heard the news, was not at all dismayed. He picked up the lamp, 

rubbed it harder than ever and told the genie what he required. The 

genie simply clapped his hands three times. Forty slaves magically 

appeared, carrying the gemstones, together with their escort of forty 

Arab warriors. When he saw all this the next day, the Sultan was taken 

aback. He never imagined such wealth could exist. Just as he was about 

to accept Aladdin as his daughter's bridegroom, the envious 

Chamberlain broke in with a question. 

"Where will they live?" he asked. The Sultan pondered for a moment, 

then allowing greed to get the better of helm, he told Aladdin to build 

a great, splendid palace for Halima. Aladdin went straight home and, in 

what was once a wilderness, the genie built him a palace. The last 

obstacle had been overcome. The wedding took place with great 

celebrations and the Sultan was especially happy at finding such a rich 

and powerful son-in-law. 

News of Aladdin's sudden fortune and wealth spread like wildfire, 

until.... one day, a strange merchant stopped beneath the palace 

window. 

"Old lamps for new," he called to the princess, standing on the balcony. 

Now, Aladdin had always kept his secret to himself. Only his mother 

knew it and she had never told a soul. Halima, alas, had been kept in 

the dark. And so, now, wanting to give Aladdin a surprise as well as 

make a good bargain, she fetched the old oil lamp she had seen 

Aladdin tuck away, and gave it to the merchant in exchange for a new 

one. The merchant quickly began to rub it . . . and the genie was now at 

the service of the wizard who had got his magic lamp back. 

In a second he whisked away all Aladdin's possessions and magically 

sent the palace and the princess to an unknown land. Aladdin and the 

Sultan were at their wits' end. Nobody knew what had happened. Only 



 

Aladdin knew it had something to do with the magic lamp. But as he 

wept over the lost genie of the lamp, he remembered the genie of the 

ring from the wizard's finger. Slipping the ring on his finger, Aladdin 

twisted it round and round. 

"Take me to the place where the wizard has hidden my wife," he 

ordered the genie. In a flash, he found himself inside his own palace, 

and peeping from behind a curtain, he saw the wizard and the princess, 

now his servant. 

"Past! Past!" hissed Aladdin. 

"Aladdin! It's you . . .!" 

"Sash. Don't let him hear you. Take this powder and put it into his tea. 

Trust me." The powder quickly took effect and the wizard fell into a 

deep sleep. Aladdin hunted for the lamp high and low, but it was 

nowhere to be seen. But it had to be there. How, otherwise, had the 

wizard moved the palace? As Aladdin gazed at his sleeping enemy, he 

thought of peering underneath the pillow. "The lamp! At last," sighed 

Aladdin, hastily rubbing it. 

"Welcome back, Master!" exclaimed the genie. "Why did you leave me 

at another's service for so long?" 

"Welcome," replied Aladdin. "I'm glad to see you again. I've certainly 

missed you! It's just as well I have you by me again." 

"At your command," smiled the genie. 

"First, put this wicked wizard in chains and take him far away where 

he'll never be found again." The genie grinned with pleasure, nodded 

his head, and the wizard vanished. Halima clutched Aladdin in fear: 

"What's going on? Who is that genie?" 

"Don't worry, everything is all right," Aladdin reassured her, as he told 

his wife the whole story of how he had met the wizard and found the 



 

magic lamp that had enabled him to marry her. Everything went back 

to normal and the happy pair hugged each other tenderly. 

"Can we return to our own kingdom?" the princess asked timidly, 

thinking of her father, so far away. Aladdin glanced at her with a smile. 

"The magic that brought you here will take you back, but with me at 

your side, forever." 

The Sultan was almost ill with worry. His daughter had disappeared 

along with the palace, and then his son- in-law had vanished too. 

Nobody knew where they were, not even the wise men hastily called to 

the palace to divine what had happened. The jealous Chamberlain kept 

on repeating: 

"I told you Aladdin's fortune couldn't last." 

Everyone had lost all hope of ever seeing the missing pair again, when 

far away, Aladdin rubbed the magic lamp and said to the genie, 

"Take my wife, myself and the palace back to our own land, as fast as 

you can." 

"In a flash, Sire," replied the genie. At the snap of a finger, the palace 

rose into the air and sped over the Sultan's kingdom, above the heads 

of his astonished subjects. It gently floated down to earth and landed 

on its old site. Aladdin and Halima rushed to embrace the Sultan. 

To this very day, in that distant country, you can still admire the traces 

of an ancient palace which folk call the palace that came from the skies.  

 

Chapter 32   Androclus and the Lion 

In Rome, there was once a poor slave whose name was Androclus. His 

master was a cruel man, and so unkind to him that at last An-drop-

clues ran away. 



 

He hid himself in a wild wood for many days; but there was no food to 

be found, and he grew so weak and sick that he thought he should die. 

So, one day he crept into a cave and lay down, and soon he was fast 

asleep. 

After a while a great noise woke him up. A lion had come into the cave, 

and was roaring loudly. Androclus was very much afraid, for he felt 

sure that the beast would kill him. Soon, however, he saw that the lion 

was not angry, but that he limped as though his foot hurt him. 

Then Androclus grew so bold that he took hold of the lion's lame paw 

to see what was the matter. The lion stood quite still, and rubbed his 

head against the man's shoulder. He seemed to say, -- 

"I know that you will help me." 

Androclus lifted the paw from the ground, and saw that it was a long, 

sharp thorn which hurt the lion so much. He took the end of the thorn 

in his fingers; then he gave a strong, quick pull, and out it came. The 

lion was full of joy. He jumped about like a dog, and licked the hands 

and feet of his new friend. 

Androclus was not at all afraid after this; and when night came, he and 

the lion lay down and slept side by side. 

For a long time, the lion brought food to Androclus every day; and the 

two became such good friends, that Androclus found his new life a very 

happy one. 

One day some soldiers who were passing through the wood found 

Androclus in the cave. They knew who he was, and so took him back to 

Rome. 

It was the law at that time that every slave who ran away from his 

master should be made to fight a hungry lion. So, a fierce lion was shut 

up for a while without food, and a time was set for the fight. 



 

When the day came, thousands of people crowded to see the sport. 

They went to such places at that time very much as people now-a-days 

go to see a circus show or a game of baseball. 

The door opened, and poor Androclus was brought in. He was almost 

dead with fear, for the roars of the lion could already be heard. He 

looked up, and saw that there was no pity in the thousands of faces 

around him. 

Then the hungry lion rushed in. With a single bound he reached the 

poor slave. Androclus gave a great cry, not of fear, but of gladness. It 

was his old friend, the lion of the cave. 

The people, who had expected to see the man killed by the lion, were 

filled with wonder. They saw Androclus put his arms around the lion's 

neck; they saw the lion lie down at his feet, and lick them lovingly; they 

saw the great beast rub his head against the slave's face as though he 

wanted to be petted. They could not understand what it all meant. 

After a while they asked Androclus to tell them about it. So, he stood 

up before them, and, with his arm around the lion's neck, told how he 

and the beast had lived together in the cave. 

"I am a man," he said; "but no man has ever befriended me. This poor 

lion alone has been kind to me; and we love each other as brothers."  

The people were not so bad that they could be cruel to the poor slave 

now. "Live and be free!" they cried. "Live and be free!" 

Others cried, "Let the lion go free too! Give both their liberty!" 

And so Androclus was set free, and the lion was given to him for his 

own. And they lived together in Rome for many years. 

 

Chapter 33   Bruce and the Spider 

 



 

There was once a king of Scotland whose name was Robert Bruce. He 

had need to be both brave and wise, for the times in which he lived 

were wild and rude. The King of England was at war with him, and had 

led a great army into Scotland to drive him out of the land. 

Battle after battle had been fought. Six times had Bruce led his brave 

little army against his foes; and six times had his men been beaten, and 

driven into flight. At last his army was scattered, and he was forced to 

hide himself in the woods and in lonely places among the mountains. 

One rainy day, Bruce lay on the ground under a rude shed, listening to 

the patter of the drops on the roof above him. He was tired and sick at 

heart, and ready to give up all hope. It seemed to him that there was no 

use for him to try to do anything more. 

As he lay thinking, he saw a spider over his head, making ready to 

weave her web. He watched her as she toiled slowly and with great 

care. Six times she tried to throw her frail thread from one beam to 

another, and six times it fell short. 

"Poor thing!" said Bruce: "you, too, know what it is to fail."  

But the spider did not lose hope with the sixth failure. With still more 

care, she made ready to try for the seventh time. Bruce almost forgot 

his own troubles as he watched her swing herself out upon the slender 

line. Would she fail again? No! The thread was carried safely to the 

beam, and fastened there. 

"I, too, will try a seventh time!" cried Bruce. 

He arose and called his men together. He told them of his plans, and 

sent them out with messages of cheer to his disheartened people. Soon 

there was an army of brave Scotch-men around him. Another battle 

was fought, and the King of England was glad to go back into his own 

country. 



 

I have heard it said, that, after that day, no one by the name of Bruce 

would ever hurt a spider. The lesson which the little creature had 

taught the king was never forgotten. 

 

Chapter 34   Henny-Penny: The Sky is Falling! 

One day Henny-penny was picking up corn in the rick yard when—

whack! —an acorn hit her upon the head. "Goodness gracious me!" said 

Henny-penny, "the sky's a-going to fall; I must go and tell the King." 

So, she went along, and she went along, and she went along, till she 

met Cocky-lucky. "Where are, you going, Henny-penny?" says Cocky-

lucky. "Oh! I'm going to tell the King the sky's a-falling," says Henny-

penny. "May I come with you?" says Cocky-lucky. "Certainly," says 

Henny-penny. So, Henny-penny and Cocky-lucky went to tell the King 

the sky was falling. 

They went along, and they went along, and they went along, till they 

met Ducky-daddies. "Where are, you going to, Henny-penny and 

Cocky-lucky?" says Ducky-daddies. "Oh! we're going to tell the King 

the sky's a-falling," said Henny-penny and Cocky-lucky. "May I come 

with you?" says Ducky-daddies. "Certainly," said Henny-penny and 

Cocky-lucky. So, Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, and Ducky-daddies went 

to tell the King the sky was a-falling. 

So, they went along, and they went along, and they went along, till they 

met Goosey-posy. "Where are, you going to, Henny-penny, Cocky-

lucky, and Ducky-daddies?" said Goosey-posy. "Oh! we're going to tell 

the King the sky's a-falling," said Henny-penny and Cocky-lucky and 

Ducky-daddies. "May I come with you?" said Goosey-posy. "Certainly," 

said Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, and Ducky-daddies. So, Henny-penny, 

Cocky-lucky, Ducky-daddies, and Goosey-posy went to tell the King 

the sky was a-falling. 



 

So, they went along, and they went along, and they went along, till they 

met Turkey-lurked. "Where are, you going, Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, 

Ducky-daddies, and Goosey-posy?" says Turkey-lurked. "Oh! we're 

going to tell the King the sky's a-falling," said Henny-penny, Cocky-

lucky, Ducky-daddies, and Goosey-posy. "May I come with you, Henny-

penny, Cocky-lucky, Ducky-daddies, and Goosey-posy?" said Turkey-

lurked. "Oh, certainly, Turkey-lurked," said Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, 

Ducky-daddies, and Goosey-posy. So, Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, 

Ducky-daddies, Goosey-posy, and Turkey-lurked all went to tell the 

King the sky was a-falling. 

So, they went along, and they went along, and they went along, till they 

met Foxy-waxy, and Foxy-waxy said to Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, 

Ducky-daddies, Goosey-posy, and Turkey-lurked, "Where are you 

going, Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, Ducky-daddies, Goosey-posy, and 

Turkey-lurked?" And Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, Ducky-daddies, 

Goosey-posy, and Turkey-lurked said to Foxy-waxy, "We're going to tell 

the King the sky's a-falling." "Oh! but this is not the way to the King, 

Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, Ducky-daddies, Goosey-posy, and Turkey-

lurked," says Foxy-waxy; "I know the proper way; shall I show it you?" 

"Oh, certainly, Foxy-waxy," said Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, Ducky-

daddies, Goosey-posy, and Turkey-lurked. So, Henny-penny, Cocky-

lucky, Ducky-daddies, Goosey-posy, Turkey-lurked, and Foxy-waxy all 

went to tell the King the sky was a-falling. So, they went along, and 

they went along, and they went along, till they came to a narrow and 

dark hole. Now this was the door of Foxy-way’s burrow. But Foxy-waxy 

said to Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, Ducky-daddies, Goosey-posy, and 

Turkey-lurked, "This is the short cut to the King's palace: you'll soon 

get there if you follow me. I will go first and you come after, Henny-

penny, Cocky-lucky, Ducky-daddies, Goosey-posy, and Turkey-lurked." 

"Why, of course, certainly, without doubt, why not?" said Henny-

penny, Cocky-lucky, Ducky-daddies, Goosey-posy, and Turkey-lurked. 



 

So, Foxy-waxy went into his burrow, and he didn't go very far but 

turned around to wait for Henny-penny, Cocky-lucky, Ducky-daddies, 

Goosey-posy, and Turkey-lurked. Now Turkey-lurked was the first to 

go through the dark hole into the burrow. He hadn't got far when— 

"Humph!" 

Foxy-waxy snapped off Turkey-lurker’s head and threw his body over 

his left shoulder. Then Goosey-posy went in, and— 

"Humph!" 

Off went her head and Goosey-posy was thrown beside Turkey-lurked. 

Then Ducky-daddies waddled down, and— 

"Humph!" 

Foxy-waxy had snapped off Ducky-daddies' head and Ducky-daddies 

was thrown alongside Turkey-lurked and Goosey-posy. Then Cocky-

lucky strutted down into the burrow, and he hadn't gone far when— 

"Humph!" 

But Cocky-lucky will always crow whether you want him to do so or 

not, and so he had just time for one "Cock-a-doo-dole d—" before he 

went to join Turkey-lurked, Goosey-posy, and Ducky-daddies over 

Foxy-way’s shoulders. 

Now when Henny-penny, who had just got into the dark burrow, heard 

Cocky-lucky crow, she said to herself: 

"My goodness! it must be dawn. Time for me to lay my egg." 

So, she turned around and bustled off to her nest; so, she escaped, but 

she never told the King the sky was falling!  

 

Chapter 35   The Fisherman and his Wife 

There was once upon a time a fisherman who lived with his wife in a 

pig-style close by the sea, and every day he went out fishing. And he 



 

fished, and he fished. And once he was sitting with his rod, looking at 

the clear water, and he sat and he sat. Then his line suddenly went 

down, far down below, and when he drew it up again, he brought out a 

large flounder. 

Then the flounder said to him, "Hark, you fisherman, I pray you, let me 

live, I am no flounder really, but an enchanted prince. What good will 

it do you to kill me. I should not be good to eat, put me in the water 

again, and let me go." 

"Come," said the fisherman, "there is no need for so many words about 

it - a fish that can talk I should certainly let go, anyhow."  

And with that he put him back again into the clear water, and the 

flounder went to the bottom, leaving a long streak of blood behind 

him. Then the fisherman got up and went home to his wife in the pig-

stye. 

"Husband," said the woman, "have you caught nothing to-day." 

"No," said the man, "I did catch a flounder, who said he was an 

enchanted prince, so I let him go again." 

"Did you not wish for anything first?" said the woman. 

"No," said the man, "what should I wish for?" 

"Ah," said the woman, "it is surely hard to have to live always in this 

pig-style which stinks and is so disgusting. You might have wished for a 

little hut for us. Go back and call him. Tell him we want to have a little 

hut, he will certainly give us that."  

"Ah," said the man, "why should I go there again?" 

"Why?" said the woman, "you did catch him, and you let him go again. 

He is sure to do it. Go at once." 

The man still did not quite like to go, but did not like to oppose his 

wife either, and went to the sea. When he got there the sea was all 

green and yellow, and no longer so smooth, so he stood still and said, 



 

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Come, I pray thee, here to me. 

For my wife, good ilsabil, 

Wills not as I'd have her will." 

Then the flounder came swimming to him and said, "Well what does 

she want, then." 

"Ah," said the man, "I did catch you, and my wife says I really ought to 

have wished for something. She does not like to live in a pig-style any 

longer. She would like to have a hut." 

"Go, then," said the flounder, "she has it already."  

When the man went home, his wife was no longer in the style, but 

instead of it there stood a hut, and she was sitting on a bench before 

the door. Then she took him by the hand and said to him, "Just come 

inside. Look, now isn't this a great deal better?"  

So they went in, and there was a small porch, and a pretty little parlor 

and bedroom, and a kitchen and pantry, with the best of furniture, and 

fitted up with the most beautiful things made of tin and brass, 

whatsoever was wanted. And behind the hut there was a small yard, 

with hens and ducks, and a little garden with flowers and fruit. 

"Look," said the wife, "is not that nice?" 

"Yes," said the husband, "and so it shall remain - now we will live quite 

contented." 

"We will think about that," said the wife. With that they ate something 

and went to bed. 

Everything went well for a week or a fortnight, and then the woman 

said, "Hark you, husband, this hut is far too small for us, and the 

garden and yard are little. The flounder might just as well have given us 

a larger house. I should like to live in a great stone castle. Go to the 

flounder, and tell him to give us a castle." 



 

"Ah, wife," said the man, "the hut is quite good enough. Why would we 

live in a castle?" 

"What?" said the woman. "Just go there, the flounder can always do 

that." 

"No, wife," said the man, "the flounder has just given us the hut, I do 

not like to go back so soon, it might make him angry."  

"Go," said the woman, "he can do it quite easily, and will be glad to do 

it. Just you go to him." 

The man's heart grew heavy, and he would not go. He said to himself, it 

is not right, and yet he went. And when he came to the sea the water 

was quite purple and dark-blue, and grey and thick, and no longer so 

green and yellow, but it was still quiet. And he stood there and said, 

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Come, I pray thee, here to me. 

For my wife, good ilsabil, 

Wills not as I'd have her will." 

"Well, what does she want, now?" said the flounder. 

"Alas, said the man, half scared, "she wants to live in a great stone 

castle." 

"Go to it, then, she is standing before the door," said the flounder. 

Then the man went away, intending to go home, but when he got 

there, he found a great stone palace, and his wife was just standing on 

the steps going in, and she took him by the hand and said, "Come in."  

So, he went in with her, and in the castle, was a great hall paved with 

marble, and many servants, who flung wide the doors. And the walls 

were all bright with beautiful hangings, and in the rooms, were chairs 

and tables of pure gold, and crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling, 

and all the rooms and bedrooms had carpets, and food and wine of the 

very best were standing on all the tables, so that they nearly broke 



 

down beneath it. Behind the house, too, there was a great court-yard, 

with stables for horses and cows, and the very best of carriages. There 

was a magnificent large garden, too, with the most beautiful flowers 

and fruit-trees, and a park quite half a mile long, in which were stags, 

deer, and hares, and everything that could be desired. 

"Come," said the woman, "isn't that beautiful?"  

"Yes, indeed," said the man, "now let it be, and we will live in this 

beautiful castle and be content." 

"We will consider about that," said the woman, "and sleep upon it." 

Thereupon they went to bed. 

Next morning the wife awoke first, and it was just daybreak, and from 

her bed she saw the beautiful country lying before her. Her husband 

was still stretching himself, so she poked him in the side with her 

elbow, and said, "Get up, husband, and just peep out of the window. 

Look you, couldn't we be the king over all that land. Go to the flounder, 

we will be the king." 

"Ah, wife," said the man, "why should we be king? I do not want to be 

king." 

"Well," said the wife, "if you won't be king, I will. Go to the flounder, 

for I will be king." 

"Ah, wife," said the man, "why do you want to be king? I do not like to 

say that to him." 

"Why not?" said the woman. "Go to him this instant. I must be king."  

So, the man went, and was quite unhappy because his wife wished to 

be king. It is not right, it is not right, thought he. He did not wish to go, 

but he went. And when he came to the sea, it was quite dark-grey, and 

the water heaved up from below, and smelt putrid. Then he went and 

stood by it, and said, 



 

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Come, I pray thee, here to me. 

For my wife, good ilsabil, 

Wills not as I'd have her will." 

"Well, what does she want, now?" said the flounder. 

"Alas, said the man, she wants to be king."  

"Go to her. She is king already."  

So the man went, and when he came to the palace, the castle had 

become much larger, and had a great tower and magnificent 

ornaments, and the sentinel was standing before the door, and there 

were numbers of soldiers with kettle-drums and trumpets. And when 

he went inside the house, everything was of real marble and gold, with 

velvet covers and great golden tassels. Then the doors of the hall were 

opened, and there was the court in all its splendor, and his wife was 

sitting on a high throne of gold and diamonds, with a great crown of 

gold on her head, and a scepter of pure gold and jewels in her hand, 

and on both sides of her stood her maids-in-waiting in a row, each of 

them always one head shorter than the last. 

Then he went and stood before her, and said, "Ah, wife, and now you 

are king." 

"Yes," said the woman, "now I am king."  

So, he stood and looked at her, and when he had looked at her thus for 

some time, he said, "And now that you are king, let all else be, now we 

will wish for nothing more." 

"No, husband," said the woman, quite anxiously, "I find time passes 

very heavily, I can bear it no longer. Go to the flounder - I am king, but 

I must be emperor, too." 

"Oh, wife, why do you wish to be emperor?"  

"Husband," said she, "go to the flounder. I will be emperor." 



 

"Alas, wife," said the man, "he cannot make you emperor. I may not say 

that to the fish. There is only one emperor in the land. An emperor the 

flounder cannot make you. I assure you he cannot."  

"What?" said the woman, "I am the king, and you are nothing but my 

husband. Will you go this moment? Go at once. If he can make a king, 

he can make an emperor. I will be emperor. Go instantly."  

So he was forced to go. As the man went, however, he was troubled in 

mind, and thought to himself, it will not end well. It will not end well. 

Emperor is too shameless. The flounder will at last be tired out. With 

that he reached the sea, and the sea was quite black and thick, and 

began to boil up from below, so that it threw up bubbles, and such a 

sharp wind blew over it that it curdled, and the man was afraid. Then 

he went and stood by it, and said, 

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Come, I pray thee, here to me. 

For my wife, good ilsabil, 

Wills not as I'd have her will." 

"Well, what does she want, now?" said the flounder. 

"Alas, flounder," said he, "my wife wants to be emperor."  

"Go to her," said the flounder. "She is emperor already." 

So, the man went, and when he got there the whole palace was made of 

polished marble with alabaster figures and golden ornaments, and 

soldiers were marching before the door blowing trumpets, and beating 

cymbals and drums. And in the house, barons, and counts, and dukes 

were going about as servants. Then they opened the doors to him, 

which were of pure gold. And when he entered, there sat his wife on a 

throne, which was made of one piece of gold, and was quite two miles 

high. And she wore a great golden crown that was three yards high, 

and set with diamonds and carbuncles, and in one hand she had the 

scepter, and in the other the imperial orb. And on both sides of her 



 

stood the yeomen of the guard in two rows, each being smaller than 

the one before him, from the biggest giant, who was two miles high, to 

the very smallest dwarf, just as big as my little finger. And before it 

stood several princes and dukes. 

Then the man went and stood among them, and said, "Wife, are you 

emperor now." 

"Yes," said she, now I am emperor. 

Then he stood and looked at her well, and when he had looked at her 

thus for some time, he said, "Ah, wife, be content, now that you are 

emperor." 

"Husband," said she, "why are you standing there? Now, I am emperor, 

but I will be pope too. Go to the flounder." 

"Oh, wife, said the man, what will you not wish for? You cannot be 

pope. There is but one in Christendom. He cannot make you pope." 

"Husband, said she, I will be pope. Go immediately, I must be pope this 

very day." 

"No, wife," said the man, "I do not like to say that to him. That would 

not do, it is too much. The flounder can't make you pope."  

"Husband," said she, "what nonsense! If he can make an emperor he 

can make a pope. Go to him directly. I am emperor, and you are 

nothing but my husband. Will you go at once." 

Then he was afraid and went, but he was quite faint, and shivered and 

shook, and his knees and legs trembled. And a high wind blew over the 

land, and the clouds flew, and towards evening all grew dark, and the 

leaves fell from the trees, and the water rose and roared as if it were 

boiling, and splashed upon the shore. And in the distance, he saw ships 

which were firing guns in their sore need, pitching and tossing on the 

waves. And yet during the sky there was still a small patch of blue, 



 

though on every side it was as red as in a heavy storm. So, full of 

despair, he went and stood in much fear and said, 

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Come, I pray thee, here to me. 

For my wife, good Isabel, 

Wills not as I'd have her will." 

"Well, what does she want, now?" said the flounder. 

"Alas," said the man, "she wants to be pope."  

"Go to her then," said the flounder, "she is pope already."  

So, he went, and when he got there, he saw what seemed to be a large 

church surrounded by palaces. He pushed his way through the crowd. 

Inside, however, everything was lighted up with thousands and 

thousands of candles, and his wife was clad in gold, and she was sitting 

on a much higher throne, and had three great golden crowns on, and 

round about her there was much ecclesiastical splendor. And on both 

sides of her was a row of candles the largest of which was as tall as the 

very tallest tower, down to the very smallest kitchen candle, and all the 

emperors and kings were on their knees before her, kissing her shoe. 

Wife, said the man, and looked attentively at her, are you now pope. 

Yes, said she, I am pope. So he stood and looked at her, and it was just 

as if he was looking at the bright sun. 

When he had stood looking at her thus for a short time, he said, "Ah, 

wife, if you are pope, do let well alone."  

But she looked as stiff as a post, and did not move or show any signs of 

life. 

Then said he, "Wife, now that you are pope, be satisfied, you cannot 

become anything greater now." 

"I will consider about that," said the woman. Thereupon they both 

went to bed, but she was not satisfied, and greediness let her have no 



 

sleep, for she was continually thinking what there was left for her to be. 

The man slept well and soundly, for he had run about a great deal 

during the day. But the woman could not fall asleep at all, and flung 

herself from one side to the other the whole night through, thinking 

always what more was left for her to be, but unable to call to mind 

anything else. At length the sun began to rise, and when the woman 

saw the red of dawn, she sat up in bed and looked at it. And when, 

through the window, she saw the sun thus rising, she said, "Cannot I, 

too, order the sun and moon to rise?" 

"Husband," she said, poking him in the ribs with her elbows, "wake up. 

Go to the flounder, for I wish to be even as God is."  

The man was still half asleep, but he was so horrified that he fell out of 

bed. He thought he must have heard amiss, and rubbed his eyes, and 

said, "Wife, what are you saying?" 

"Husband," said she, "if I can't order the sun and moon to rise, and 

have to look on and see the sun and moon rising, I can't bear it. I shall 

not know what it is to have another happy hour, unless I can make 

them rise myself." Then she looked at him so terribly that a shudder 

ran over him, and said, "Go at once. I wish to be like unto God." 

"Alas, wife," said the man, falling on his knees before her, "the flounder 

cannot do that. He can make an emperor and a pope. I beseech you, go 

on as you are, and be pope."  

Then she fell into a rage, and her hair flew wildly about her head, she 

tore open her bodice, kicked him with her foot, and screamed, "I can't 

stand it, I can't stand it any longer. Will you go this instant.?" 

Then he put on his trousers and ran away like a madman. But outside a 

great storm was raging, and blowing so hard that he could scarcely 

keep his feet. Houses and trees toppled over, the mountains trembled, 

rocks rolled into the sea, the sky was pitch black, and it thundered and 

lightened, and the sea came in with black waves as high as church-



 

towers and mountains, and all with crests of white foam at the top. 

Then he cried, but could not hear his own words, 

"Flounder, flounder in the sea, 

Come, I pray thee, here to me. 

For my wife, good ilsabil, 

Wills not as I'd have her will." 

"Well, what does she want, now?" said the flounder. 

"Alas," said he, "she wants to be like unto God."  

"Go to her, and you will find her back again in the pig-stye." 

And there they are still living to this day. 

 

Chapter 35   Briar-Rose 

 

A long time ago there were a King and Queen who said every day, "Ah, 

if only we had a child!" but they never had one. But it happened that 

once when the Queen was bathing, a frog crept out of the water on to 

the land, and said to her, "Your wish shall be fulfilled; before a year has 

gone by, you shall have a daughter." 

What the frog had said came true, and the Queen had a little girl who 

was so pretty that the King could not contain himself for joy, and 

ordered a great feast. He invited not only his kindred, friends and 

acquaintance, but also the Wise Women, in order that they might be 

kind and well-disposed towards the child. There were thirteen of them 

in his kingdom, but, as he had only twelve golden plates for them to eat 

out of, one of them had to be left at home. 

The feast was held with all manner of splendour and when it came to 

an end the Wise Women bestowed their magic gifts upon the baby: one 

gave virtue, another beauty, a third riches, and so on with everything in 

the world that one can wish for. 



 

When eleven of them had made their promises, suddenly the 

thirteenth came in. She wished to avenge herself for not having been 

invited, and without greeting, or even looking at any one, she cried 

with a loud voice, "The King's daughter shall in her fifteenth year prick 

herself with a spindle, and fall down dead." And, without saying a word 

more, she turned round and left the room. 

They were all shocked; but the twelfth, whose good wish still remained 

unspoken, came forward, and as she could not undo the evil sentence, 

but only soften it, she said, "It shall not be death, but a deep sleep of a 

hundred years, into which the princess shall fall."  

The King, who would fain keep his dear child from the misfortune, 

gave orders that every spindle in the whole kingdom should be burnt. 

Meanwhile the gifts of the Wise Women were plenteously fulfilled on 

the young girl, for she was so beautiful, modest, good-natured, and 

wise, that everyone who saw her was bound to love her. 

It happened that on the very day when she was fifteen years old, the 

King and Queen were not at home, and the maiden was left in the 

palace quite alone. So she went round into all sorts of places, looked 

into rooms and bed-chambers just as she liked, and at last came to an 

old tower. She climbed up the narrow winding-staircase, and reached a 

little door. A rusty key was in the lock, and when she turned it the door 

sprang open, and there in a little room sat an old woman with a 

spindle, busily spinning her flax. 

"Good day, old dame," said the King's daughter; "what are you doing 

there?" "I am spinning," said the old woman, and nodded her head. 

"What sort of thing is that, that rattles round so merrily?" said the girl, 

and she took the spindle and wanted to spin too. But scarcely had she 

touched the spindle when the magic decree was fulfilled, and she 

pricked her finger with it. 

Chapter 36   The Pumpkin-Glory 



 

The papa had told the story so often that the children knew just exactly 

what to expect the moment he began. They all knew it as well as he 

knew it himself, and they could keep him from making mistakes, or 

forgetting. Sometimes he would go wrong on purpose, or would 

pretend to forget, and then they had a perfect right to pound him till 

he quit it. He usually quit soon. 

The children liked it because it was very exciting, and at the same time 

it had no moral, so that when it was all over, they could feel that they 

had not been excited just for the moral. The first time the little girl 

heard it she began to cry, when it came to the worst part; but the boy 

had heard it so much by that time that he did not mind it in the least, 

and just laughed. 

The story was in season any time between Thanksgiving and New 

Year’s; but the papa usually began to tell it in the early part of October, 

when the farmers were getting in their pumpkins, and the children 

were asking when they were going to have any squash pies, and the boy 

had made his first jack-o'-lantern. 

"Well," the papa said, "once there were two little pumpkin seeds, and 

one was a good little pumpkin seed, and the other was bad--very 

proud, and vain, and ambitious."  

The papa had told them what ambitious was, and so the children did 

not stop him when he came to that word; but sometimes he would stop 

of his own accord, and then if they could not tell what it meant, he 

would pretend that he was not going on; but he always did go on. 

"Well, the farmer took both the seeds out to plant them in the home-

patch, because they were a very extra kind of seeds, and he was not 

going to risk them in the cornfield, among the corn. So, before he put 

them in the ground, he asked each one of them what he wanted to be 

when he came up, and the good little pumpkin seed said he wanted to 

come up a pumpkin, and be made into a pie, and be eaten at 



 

Thanksgiving dinner; and the bad little pumpkin seed said he wanted 

to come up a morning-glory. 

"'Morning-glory!' says the farmer. 'I guess you'll come up a pumpkin-

glory, first thing you know,' and then he haw-hawed, and told his son, 

who was helping him to plant the garden, to keep watch of that hill of 

pumpkins, and see whether that little seed came up a morning-glory or 

not; and the boy stuck a stick into the hill so he could tell it. But one 

night the cow got in, and the farmer was so mad, having to get up 

about one o'clock in the morning to drive the cow out, that he pulled 

up the stick, without noticing, to whack her over the back with it, and 

so they lost the place. 

"But the two little pumpkin seeds, they knew where they were well 

enough, and they lay low, and let the rain and the sun soak in and swell 

them up; and then they both began to push, and by-and-by they got 

their heads out of the ground, with their shells down over their eyes 

like caps, and as soon as they could shake them off and look round, the 

bad little pumpkin vine said to his brother: 

"'Well, what are you going to do now?' 

"The good little pumpkin vine said, 'Oh, I'm just going to stay here, and 

grow and grow, and put out all the blossoms I can, and let them all 

drop off but one, and then grow that into the biggest and fattest and 

sweetest pumpkin that ever was for Thanksgiving pies.'  

TWO LITTLE PUMPKIN SEEDS 

"'Well, that's what I am going to do, too,' said the bad little pumpkin 

vine, 'all but the pies; but I'm not going to stay here to do it. I'm going 

to that fence over there, where the morning-glories were last summer, 

and I'm going to show them what a pumpkin-glory is like. I'm just 

going to cover myself with blossoms; and blossoms that won't shut up, 

either, when the sun comes out, but 'll stay open, as if they hadn't 

anything to be ashamed of, and that won't drop off the first day, either. 



 

I noticed those morning-glories all last summer, when I was nothing 

but one of the blossoms myself, and I just made up my mind that as 

soon as ever I got to be a vine, I would show them a thing or two. 

Maybe I can't be a morning-glory, but I can be a pumpkin-glory, and I 

guess that's glory enough.' 

"It made the cold chills run over the good little vine to hear its brother 

talk like that, and it begged him not to do it; and it began to cry-- 

"What's that?" The papa stopped short, and the boy stopped 

whispering in his sister's ear, and she answered: 

"He said he bet it was a girl!" The tears stood in her eyes, and the boy 

said: 

"Well, anyway, it was like a girl." 

"Very well, sir!" said the papa. "And supposing it was? Which is better: 

to stay quietly at home, and do your duty, and grow up, and be eaten in 

a pie at Thanksgiving, or go gadding all over the garden, and climbing 

fences, and everything? The good little pumpkin vine was perfectly 

right, and the bad little pumpkin would have been saved a good deal if 

it had minded its little sister. 

"The farmer was pretty busy that summer, and after the first two or 

three hoeing’s he had to leave the two pumpkin vines to the boy that 

had helped him to plant the seed, and the boy had to go fishing so 

much, and then in swimming, that he perfectly neglected them, and let 

them run wild, if they wanted to; and if the good little pumpkin vine 

had not been the best little pumpkin vine that ever was, it would have 

run wild. But it just stayed where it was, and thickened up, and covered 

itself with blossoms, till it was like one mass of gold. It was very fond of 

all its blossoms, and it couldn't bear hardly to think of losing any of 

them; but it knew they couldn't every one grow up to be a very large 

pumpkin, and so it let them gradually drop off till it only had one left, 



 

and then it just gave all its attention to that one, and did everything it 

could to make it grow into the kind of pumpkin it said it would. 

"All this time the bad little pumpkin vine was carrying out its plan of 

being a pumpkin-glory. In the first place, it found out that if it expected 

to get through by fall it couldn't fool much putting out a lot of 

blossoms and waiting for them to drop off, before it began to devote 

itself to business. The fence was a good piece off, and it had to reach 

the fence in the first place, for there wouldn't be any fun in being a 

pumpkin-glory down where nobody could see you, or anything. So, the 

bad little pumpkin vine began to pull and stretch towards the fence, 

and sometimes it thought it would surely snap in two, it pulled and 

stretched so hard. But besides the pulling and stretching, it had to 

hide, and go around, because if it had been seen it wouldn't have been 

allowed to go to the fence. It was a good thing there were so many 

weeds, that the boy was too lazy to pull up, and the bad little pumpkin 

vine could hide among. But then they were a good deal of a hindrance, 

too, because they were so thick it could hardly get through them. It 

had to pass some rows of Pease that were perfectly awful; they tied 

themselves to it and tried to keep it back; and there was one hill of 

cucumbers that acted ridiculously; they said it was a cucumber vine 

running away from home, and they would have kept it from going any 

farther, if it hadn't tugged with all its might and main, and got away 

one night when the cucumbers were sleeping; it was pretty strong, 

anyway. When it got to the fence at last, it thought it was going to die. 

It was all pulled out so thin that it wasn't any thicker than a piece of 

twine in some places, and its leaves just hung in tatters. It hadn't had 

time to put out more than one blossom, and that was such a poor little 

sickly thing that it could hardly hang on. The question was, how can a 

pumpkin vine climb a fence, anyway? 

"Its knees and elbows were all worn to strings getting there, or that's 

what the pumpkin thought, till it wound one of those tendrils round a 

splinter of the fence, without thinking, and happened to pull, and then 



 

it was perfectly surprised to find that it seemed to lift itself off the 

ground a little. It said to itself, 'Let's try a few more,' and it twisted 

some more of the tendrils round some more splinters, and this time it 

fairly lifted itself off the ground. It said, 'Ah, I see!' as if it had somehow 

expected to do something of the kind all along; but it had to be pretty 

careful getting up the fence not to knock its blossom off, for that would 

have been the end of it; and when it did get up among the morning-

glories it almost killed the poor thing, keeping it open night and day, 

and showing it off in the hottest sun, and not giving it a bit of shade, 

but just holding it out where it could be seen the whole time. It wasn't 

very much of a blossom compared with the blossoms on the good little 

pumpkin vine, but it was bigger than any of the morning-glories, and 

that was some satisfaction, and the bad little pumpkin vine was as 

proud as if it was the largest blossom in the world. 

"When the blossom's leaves dropped off, and a little pumpkin began to 

grow on in its place, the vine did everything it could for it; just gave 

itself up to it, and put all its strength into it. After all, it was a pretty 

queer-looking pumpkin, though. It had to grow hanging down, and not 

resting on anything, and after it started with a round head, like other 

pumpkins, its neck began to pull out, and pull out, till it looked like a 

gourd or a big pear. That's the way it looked in the fall, hanging from 

the vine on the fence, when the first light frost came and killed the 

vine. It was the day when the farmer was gathering his pumpkins in the 

cornfield, and he just happened to remember the seeds he had planted 

in the home-patch, and he got out of his wagon to see what had 

become of them. He was perfectly astonished to see the size of the 

good little pumpkin; you could hardly get it into a bushel basket, and 

he gathered it, and sent it to the county fair, and took the first 

premium with it." 

"How much was the premium?" asked the boy. He yawned; he had 

heard all these facts so often before. 



 

TOOK THE FIRST PREMIUM AT THE COUNTY FAIR 

"It was fifty cents; but you see the farmer had to pay two dollars to get a 

chance to try for the premium at the fair; and so, it 

was some satisfaction. Anyway, he took the premium, and he tried to 

sell the pumpkin, and when he couldn't, he brought it home and told 

his wife they must have it for Thanksgiving. The boy had gathered the 

bad little pumpkin, and kept it from being fed to the cow, it was so 

funny-looking; and the day before Thanksgiving the farmer found it in 

the barn, and he said, 

"'Hollo! Here's that little fool pumpkin. Wonder if it thinks it's a 

morning-glory yet?' 

"And the boy said, 'Oh, father, mayn't I have it?' 

"And the father said, 'Guess so. What are you going to do with it?'  

"But the boy didn't tell, because he was going to keep it for a surprise; 

but as soon as his father went out of the barn, he picked up the bad 

little pumpkin by its long neck, and he kind of balanced it before him, 

and he said, 'Well, now, I'm going to make a pumpkin-glory out of you!' 

"'HERE'S THAT LITTLE FOOL PUMPKIN,' SAID THE FARMER."  

"And when the bad little pumpkin heard that, all its seeds fairly rattled 

in it for joy. The boy took out his knife, and the first thing the pumpkin 

knew he was cutting a kind of lid off the top of it; it was like getting 

scalped, but the pumpkin didn't mind it, because it was just the same 

as war. And when the boy got the top off he poured the seeds out, and 

began to scrape the inside as thin as he could without breaking 

through. It hurt awfully, and nothing but the hope of being a pumpkin-

glory could have kept the little pumpkin quiet; but it didn't say a word, 

even after the boy had made a mouth for it, with two rows of splendid 

teeth, and it didn't cry with either of the eyes he made for it; just 

winked at him with one of them, and twisted its mouth to one side, so 

as to let him know it was in the joke; and the first thing it did when it 



 

got one was to turn up its nose at the good little pumpkin, which the 

boy's mother came into the barn to get." 

"Show how it looked," said the boy. 

And the papa twisted his mouth, and winked with one eye, and 

wrinkled his nose till the little girl begged him to stop. Then he went 

on: 

"The boy hid the bad pumpkin behind him till his mother was gone, 

because he didn't want her in the secret; and then he slipped into the 

house, and put it under his bed. It was lonesome up there in the boy's 

room--he slept in the garret, and there was nothing but broken 

furniture besides his bed; but all day long it could smell the good little 

pumpkin, boiling and boiling for pies; and late at night, after the boy 

had gone to sleep, it could smell the hot pies when they came out of 

the oven. They smelt splendid, but the bad little pumpkin didn't envy 

them a bit; it just said, 'Pooh! What's twenty pumpkin pies to one 

pumpkin-glory?'" 

"It ought to have said 'what are,' oughtn't it, papa?" asked the little girl. 

"It certainly ought," said the papa. "But if nothing but it's grammar had 

been bad, there wouldn't have been much to complain of about it."  

"I don't suppose it had ever heard much good grammar from the 

farmer's family," suggested the boy. "Farmers always say cucumbers 

instead of cucumbers." 

"Oh, do tell us about the Cow cumber, and the Bull cumber, and the 

little Calf cumbers, papa!" the little girl entreated, and she clasped her 

hands, to show how anxious she was. 

"What! And leave off at the most exciting part of the pumpkin-glory?" 

The little girl saw what a mistake she had made; the boy just gave 

her one look, and she cowered down into the papa's lap, and the papa 

went on. 



 

"Well, they had an extra big Thanksgiving at the farmer's that day. Lots 

of the relations came from out West; the grandmother, who was living 

with the farmer, was getting old, and every year or two she thought she 

wasn't going to live very much longer, and she wrote to the relations in 

Wisconsin, and everywhere, that if they expected to see her alive again, 

they had better come this time, and bring all their families. She kept 

doing it till she was about ninety, and then she just concluded to live 

along and not mind how old she was. But this was just before her 

eighty-ninth birthday, and she had drummed up so many sons and 

sons-in-law, and daughters and daughters-in-law, and grandsons and 

great-grandsons, and granddaughters and great-granddaughters, that 

the house was perfectly packed with them. They had to sleep on the 

floor, a good many of them, and you could hardly step for them; the 

boys slept in the barn, and they laughed and cut up so the whole night 

that the roosters thought it was morning, and kept crowing till they 

made their throats sore, and had to wear wet compresses round them 

every night for a week afterwards."  

When the papa said anything like this the children had a right to 

pound him, but they were so anxious not to have him stop, that this 

time they did not do it. They said, "Go on, go on!" and the little girl 

said, "And then the tables!" 

"Tables? Well, I should think so! They got all the tables there were in 

the house, upstairs and down, for dinner Thanksgiving Day, and they 

took the grandmother's work-stand and put it at the head, and she sat 

down there; only she was so used to knitting by that table that she kept 

looking for her knitting-needles all through dinner, and couldn't seem 

to remember what it was she was missing. The other end of the table 

was the carpenter's bench that they brought in out of the barn, and 

they put the youngest and funniest papa at that. The tables stretched 

from the kitchen into the dining-room, and clear through that out into 

the hall, and across into the parlor. They hadn't table-cloths enough to 

go the whole length, and the end of the carpenter's bench, where the 



 

funniest papa sat, was bare, and all through dinner-time he kept 

making fun. The vise was right at the corner, and when he got his help 

of turkey, he pretended that it was so tough he had to fasten the bone 

in the vise, and cut the meat off with his knife like a draw-shave." 

"It was the drumstick, I suppose, papa?" said the boy. "A turkey's 

drumstick is all full of little wooden splinters, anyway."  

"And what did the mamma say?" asked the little girl. 

"CAUGHT HIS TROUSERS ON A SHINGLE-NAIL, AND STUCK." 

"Oh, she kept saying, 'Now you behave!' and, 'Well, I should think 

you'd be ashamed!' but the funniest papa didn't mind her a bit; and 

everybody laughed till they could hardly stand it. All this time the boys 

were out in the barn, waiting for the second table, and playing round. 

The farmer's boy went up to his room over the wood-shed, and got in 

at the garret window, and brought out the pumpkin-glory. Only he 

began to slip when he was coming down the roof, and he'd have 

slipped clear off if he hadn't caught his trousers on a shingle-nail, and 

stuck. It made a pretty bad tear, but the other boys pinned it up so that 

it wouldn't show, and the pumpkin-glory wasn't hurt a bit. They all said 

that it was about the best jack-o'-lantern they almost ever saw, on 

account of the long neck there was to it; and they made a plan to stick 

the end of the neck into the top of the pump, and have fun hearing 

what the folks would say when they came out after dark and saw it all 

lit up; and then they noticed the pigpen at the corner of the barn, and 

began to plague the pig, and so many of them got up on the pen that 

they broke the middle board off; and they didn't like to nail it on again 

because it was Thanksgiving Day, and you mustn't hammer or 

anything; so they just stuck it up in its place with a piece of wood 

against it, and the boy said he would fix it in the morning. 

"The grown folks stayed so long at the table that it was nearly dark 

when the boys got to it, and they would have been almost starved if the 

farm-boy hadn't brought out apples and doughnuts every little while. 



 

As it was, they were hungry, and they began on the pumpkin pie at 

once, so as to keep eating till the mother and the other mothers that 

were helping could get some of the things out of the oven that they had 

been keeping hot for the boys. The pie was so nice that they kept eating 

at it all along, and the mother told them about the good little pumpkin 

that it was made of, and how the good little pumpkin had never had 

any wish from the time it was nothing but a seed, except to grow up 

and be made into pies and eaten at Thanksgiving; and they must all try 

to be good, too, and grow up and do likewise. The boys didn't say 

anything, because their mouths were so full, but they looked at each 

other and winked their left eyes. There were about forty or fifty of 

them, and when they all winked their left eyes it made it so dark you 

could hardly see; and the mother got the lamp; but the other mothers 

saw what the boys were doing, and they just shook them till they 

opened their eyes and stopped their mischief."  

"Show how they looked!" said the boy. 

"I can't show how fifty boys looked," said the papa. "But they looked a 

good deal like the pumpkin-glory that was waiting quietly in the barn 

for them to get through, and come out and have some fun with it. 

When they had all eaten so much that they could hardly stand up, they 

got down from the table, and grabbed their hats, and started for the 

door. But they had to go out the back way, because the table took up 

the front entry, and that gave the farmer's boy a chance to find a piece 

of candle out in the kitchen and some matches; and then they rushed 

to the barn. It was so dark there already that they thought they had 

better light up the pumpkin-glory and try it. They lit it up, and it 

worked splendidly; but they forgot to put out the match, and it caught 

some straw on the barn floor, and a little more and it would have burnt 

the barn down. The boys stamped the fire out in about half a second; 

and after that they waited till it was dark outside before they lit up the 

pumpkin-glory again. Then they all bent down over it to keep the wind 

from blowing the match anywhere, and pretty soon it was lit up, and 



 

the farmer's boy took the pumpkin-glory by its long neck, and stuck 

the point in the hole in the top of the pump; and just then the funniest 

papa came around the corner of the wood-house, and said: 

"'What have you got there, boys? Jack-o'-lantern? Well, well. That's a 

good one!' 

"He came up and looked at the pumpkin-glory, and he bent back and 

he bent forward, and he doubled down and he straightened up, and 

laughed till the boys thought he was going to kill himself.  

"They had all intended to burst into an Indian yell, and dance round 

the pumpkin-glory; but the funniest papa said, 'Now all you fellows 

keep still half a minute,' and the next thing they knew he ran into the 

house, and came out, walking his wife before him with both his hands 

over her eyes. Then the boys saw he was going to have some fun with 

her, and they kept as still as mice, and waited till he walked her up to 

the pumpkin-glory; and she was saying all the time, 'Now, John, if this 

is some of your fooling, I'll give it to you.' When he got her close up he 

took away his hands, and she gave a kind of a whoop, and then she 

began to laugh, the pumpkin-glory was so funny, and to chase the 

funniest papa all-round the yard to box his ears, and as soon as she had 

boxed them she said, 'Now let's go in and send the rest out,' and in 

about a quarter of a second all the other papas came out, holding their 

hands over the other mothers' eyes till they got them up to the 

pumpkin-glory; and then there was such a yelling and laughing and 

chasing and ear-boxing that you never heard anything like it; and all at 

once the funniest papa hallooed out: 'Where's gramma? Gramma's got 

to see it! Grandma will enjoy it. It's just gramma's kind of joke,' and 

then the mothers all got around him and said he shouldn't fool the 

grandmother, anyway; and he said he wasn't going to: he was just going 

to bring her out and let her see it; and his wife went along with him to 

watch that he didn't begin acting up. 



 

"The grandmother had been sitting all alone in her room ever since 

dinner; because she was always afraid somehow that if you enjoyed 

yourself it was a sign you were going to suffer for it, and she had 

enjoyed herself a good deal that day, and she was feeling awfully about 

it. When the funniest papa and his wife came in she said, 'What is it? 

What is it? Is the world a-burning' up? Well, you got to wrap up warm, 

then, or you'll ketch your death o' cold running' and then stopping' to 

rest with your pores all open!' 

"The funniest papa's wife she went up and kissed her, and said, 'No, 

grandmother, the world's all right,' and then she told her just how it 

was, and how they wanted her to come out and see the jack-o'-lantern, 

just to please the children; and she must come, anyway; because it was 

the funniest jack-o'-lantern there ever was, and then she told how the 

funniest papa had fooled her, and then how they had got the other 

papas to fool the other mothers, and they had all had the greatest fun 

then you ever saw. All the time she kept putting on her things for her, 

and the grandmother seemed to get quite in the notion, and she 

laughed a little, and they thought she was going to enjoy it as much as 

anybody; they really did, because they were all very tender of her, and 

they wouldn't have scared her for anything, and everybody kept 

cheering her up and telling her how much they knew she would like it, 

till they got her to the pump. The little pumpkin-glory was feeling 

awfully proud and self-satisfied; for it had never seen any flower or any 

vegetable treated with half so much honor by human beings. It wasn't 

sure at first that it was very nice to be laughed at so much, but after a 

while it began to conclude that the papas and the mammas were just 

laughing at the joke of the whole thing. When the old grandmother got 

up close, it thought it would do something extra to please her; or else 

the heat of the candle had dried it up so that it cracked without 

intending to. Anyway, it tried to give a very broad grin, and suddenly it 

split its mouth from ear to hear." 

Chapter 37  The Selfish Giant 



 

Every afternoon, as they were coming from school, the children used to 

go and play in the Giant's garden. 

It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. Here and there over 

the grass stood beautiful flowers like stars, and there were twelve 

peach-trees that in the spring-time broke out into delicate blossoms of 

pink and pearl, and in the autumn, bore rich fruit. The birds sat on the 

trees and sang so sweetly that the children used to stop their games to 

listen to them. "How happy we are here!" they cried to each other. 

One day the Giant came back. He had been to visit his friend the 

Cornish ogre, and had stayed with him for seven years. After the seven 

years were over he had said all that he had to say, for his conversation 

was limited, and he determined to return to his own castle. When he 

arrived, he saw the children playing in the garden. 

"What are you doing here?" he cried in a very gruff voice, and the 

children ran away. 

"My own garden is my own garden," said the Giant; "anyone can 

understand that, and I will allow nobody to play in it but myself." So, 

he built a high wall all round it, and put up a notice-board. 

TRESPASSERS 

WILL BE 

PROSECUTED 

He was a very selfish Giant. 

The poor children had now nowhere to play. They tried to play on the 

road, but the road was very dusty and full of hard stones, and they did 

not like it. They used to wander round the high wall when their lessons 

were over, and talk about the beautiful garden inside. "How happy we 

were there," they said to each other. 

Then the Spring came, and all over the country there were little 

blossoms and little birds. Only in the garden of the Selfish Giant it was 

still winter. The birds did not care to sing in it as there were no 



 

children, and the trees forgot to blossom. Once a beautiful flower put 

its head out from the grass, but when it saw the notice-board it was so 

sorry for the children that it slipped back into the ground again, and 

went off to sleep. The only people who were pleased were the Snow and 

the Frost. "Spring has forgotten this garden," they cried, "so we will live 

here all the year round." The Snow covered up the grass with her great 

white cloak, and the Frost painted all the trees silver. Then they invited 

the North Wind to stay with them, and he came. He was wrapped in 

furs, and he roared all day about the garden, and blew the chimney-

pots down. "This is a delightful spot," he said, "we must ask the Hail on 

a visit." So, the Hail came. Every day for three hours he rattled on the 

roof of the castle till he broke most of the slates, and then he ran 

around and round the garden as fast as he could go. He was dressed in 

grey, and his breath was like ice. 

"I cannot understand why the Spring is so late in coming," said the 

Selfish Giant, as he sat at the window and looked out at his cold white 

garden; "I hope there will be a change in the weather." 

But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave golden 

fruit to every garden, but to the Giant's garden she gave none. "He is 

too selfish," she said. So, it was always Winter there, and the North 

Wind, and the Hail, and the Frost, and the Snow danced about through 

the trees. 

One morning the Giant was lying awake in bed when he heard some 

lovely music. It sounded so sweet to his ears that he thought it must be 

the King's musicians passing by. It was only a little linnet singing 

outside his window, but it was so long since he had heard a bird sing in 

his garden that it seemed to him to be the most beautiful music in the 

world. Then the Hail stopped dancing over his head, and the North 

Wind ceased roaring, and a delicious perfume came to him through the 

open casement. "I believe the Spring has come at last," said the Giant; 

and he jumped out of bed and looked out. 



 

What did he see? 

He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the wall the 

children had crept in, and they were sitting in the branches of the 

trees. In every tree that he could see there was a little child. And the 

trees were so glad to have the children back again that they had 

covered themselves with blossoms, and were waving their arms gently 

above the children's heads. The birds were flying about and twittering 

with delight, and the flowers were looking up through the green grass 

and laughing. It was a lovely scene, only in one corner it was still 

winter. It was the farthest corner of the garden, and in it was standing a 

little boy. He was so small that he could not reach up to the branches 

of the tree, and he was wandering all round it, crying bitterly. The poor 

tree was still quite covered with frost and snow, and the North Wind 

was blowing and roaring above it. "Climb up! little boy," said the Tree, 

and it bent its branches down as low as it could; but the boy was too 

tiny. 

And the Giant's heart melted as he looked out. "How selfish I have 

been!" he said; "now I know why the Spring would not come here. I will 

put that poor little boy on the top of the tree, and then I will knock 

down the wall, and my garden shall be the children's playground for 

ever and ever." He was very sorry for what he had done. 

So he crept downstairs and opened the front door quite softly, and 

went out into the garden. But when the children saw him they were so 

frightened that they all ran away, and the garden became winter again. 

Only the little boy did not run, for his eyes were so full of tears that he 

did not see the Giant coming. And the Giant stole up behind him and 

took him gently in his hand, and put him up into the tree. And the tree 

broke at once into blossom, and the birds came and sang on it, and the 

little boy stretched out his two arms and flung them round the Giant's 

neck, and kissed him. And the other children, when they saw that the 

Giant was not wicked any longer, came running back, and with them 



 

came the Spring. "It is your garden now, little children," said the Giant, 

and he took a great axe and knocked down the wall. And when the 

people were going to market at twelve o'clock they found the Giant 

playing with the children in the most beautiful garden they had ever 

seen. 

All day long they played, and in the evening, they came to the Giant to 

bid him good-bye. 

"But where is your little companion?" he said: "the boy I put into the 

tree." The Giant loved him the best because he had kissed him. 

"We don't know," answered the children; "he has gone away." 

"You must tell him to be sure and come here to-morrow," said the 

Giant. But the children said that they did not know where he lived, and 

had never seen him before; and the Giant felt very sad. 

Every afternoon, when school was over, the children came and played 

with the Giant. But the little boy whom the Giant loved was never seen 

again. The Giant was very kind to all the children, yet he longed for his 

first little friend, and often spoke of him. "How I would like to see 

him!" he used to say. 

Years went over, and the Giant grew very old and feeble. He could not 

play about any more, so he sat in a huge armchair, and watched the 

children at their games, and admired his garden. "I have many 

beautiful flowers," he said; "but the children are the most beautiful 

flowers of all." 

One winter morning he looked out of his window as he was dressing. 

He did not hate the Winter now, for he knew that it was merely the 

Spring asleep, and that the flowers were resting. 

Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder, and looked and looked. It 

certainly was a marvellous sight. In the farthest corner of the garden 

was a tree quite covered with lovely white blossoms. Its branches were 



 

all golden, and silver fruit hung down from them, and underneath it 

stood the little boy he had loved. 

Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and out into the garden. He 

hastened across the grass, and came near to the child. And when he 

came quite close his face grew red with anger, and he said, "Who hath 

dared to wound thee?" For on the palms of the child's hands were the 

prints of two nails, and the prints of two nails were on the little feet. 

"Who hath dared to wound thee?" cried the Giant; "tell me, that I may 

take my big sword and slay him." 

"Nay!" answered the child; "but these are the wounds of Love."  

"Who art thou?" said the Giant, and a strange awe fell on him, and he 

knelt before the little child. 

And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, "You let me play 

once in your garden, to-day you shall come with me to my garden, 

which is Paradise." 

And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the Giant 

lying dead under the tree, all covered with white blossoms. 

Chapter 38   The Happy Prince 

 

High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy 

Prince. He was gilded all over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he 

had two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed on his sword-

hilt. 

He was very much admired indeed. "He is as beautiful as a 

weathercock," remarked one of the Town Councilors who wished to 

gain a reputation for having artistic tastes; "only not quite so useful," he 

added, fearing lest people should think him unpractical, which he 

really was not. 



 

"Why can't you be like the Happy Prince?" asked a sensible mother of 

her little boy who was crying for the moon. "The Happy Prince never 

dreams of crying for anything."  

"I am glad there is someone in the world who is quite happy," muttered 

a disappointed man as he gazed at the wonderful statue. 

"He looks just like an angel," said the Charity Children as they came 

out of the cathedral in their bright scarlet cloaks and their clean white 

pinafores. 

"How do you know?" said the Mathematical Master, "you have never 

seen one." 

"Ah! but we have, in our dreams," answered the children; and the 

Mathematical Master frowned and looked very severe, for he did not 

approve of children dreaming. 

One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His friends had gone 

away to Egypt six weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he was in 

love with the most beautiful Reed. He had met her early in the spring 

as he was flying down the river after a big yellow moth, and had been 

so attracted by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to her.  

"Shall I love you?" said the Swallow, who liked to come to the point at 

once, and the Reed made him a low bow. So, he flew round and round 

her, touching the water with his wings, and making silver ripples. This 

was his courtship, and it lasted all through the summer. 

"It is a ridiculous attachment," twittered the other Swallows; "she has 

no money, and far too many relations"; and indeed, the river was quite 

full of Reeds. Then, when the autumn came they all flew away. 

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady- love. 

"She has no conversation," he said, "and I am afraid that she is a 

coquette, for she is always flirting with the wind." And certainly, 

whenever the wind blew, the Reed made the most graceful curtseys. "I 



 

admit that she is domestic," he continued, "but I love travelling, and 

my wife, consequently, should love travelling also."  

"Will you come away with me?" he said finally to her; but the Reed 

shook her head, she was so attached to her home. 

"You have been trifling with me," he cried. "I am off to the Pyramids. 

Good-bye!" and he flew away. 

All day long he flew, and at night-time he arrived at the city. "Where 

shall I put up?" he said; "I hope the town has prepared."  

Then he saw the statue on the tall column. 

"I will put up there," he cried; "it is a fine position, with plenty of fresh 

air." So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy Prince. 

"I have a golden bedroom," he said softly to himself as he looked round, 

and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was putting his head 

under his wing a large drop of water fell on him. "What a curious 

thing!" he cried; "there is not a single cloud in the sky, the stars are 

quite clear and bright, and yet it is raining. The climate in the north of 

Europe is dreadful. The Reed used to like the rain, but that was merely 

her selfishness." 

Then another drop fell. 

"What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?" he said; "I 

must look for a good chimney-pot," and he determined to fly away. 

But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he looked up, 

and saw - Ah! what did he see? 

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and tears were 

running down his golden cheeks. His face was so beautiful in the 

moonlight that the little Swallow was filled with pity. 

"Who are you?" he said. 

"I am the Happy Prince." 



 

"Why are you weeping then?" asked the Swallow; "you have quite 

drenched me." 

"When I was, alive and had a human heart," answered the statue, "I did 

not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans- Souci, 

where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the daytime, I played with my 

companions in the garden, and in the evening, I led the dance in the 

Great Hall. Round the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to 

ask what lay beyond it, everything about me was so beautiful. My 

courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was, if 

pleasure be happiness. So, I lived, and so I died. And now that I am 

dead they have set me up here so high that I can see all the ugliness 

and all the misery of my city, and though my heart is made of lead yet I 

cannot choose but weep." 

"What! is he not solid gold?" said the Swallow to himself. He was too 

polite to make any personal remarks out loud. 

"Far away," continued the statue in a low musical voice, "far away in a 

little street there is a poor house. One of the windows is open, and 

through it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her face is thin and 

worn, and she has coarse, red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she 

is a seamstress. She is embroidering passion- flowers on a satin gown 

for the loveliest of the Queen's maids-of- honor to wear at the next 

Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the room her little boy is lying ill. 

He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. His mother has nothing to 

give him but river water, so he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little 

Swallow, will you not bring her the ruby out of my sword-hilt? My feet 

are fastened to this pedestal and I cannot move." 

"I am waited for in Egypt," said the Swallow. "My friends are flying up 

and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus- flowers. Soon they 

will go to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The King is there himself 

in his painted coffin. He is wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed 



 

with spices. Round his neck is a chain of pale green jade, and his hands 

are like withered leaves." 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay 

with me for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and 

the mother so sad." 

"I don't think I like boys," answered the Swallow. "Last summer, when I 

was staying on the river, there were two rude boys, the miller's sons, 

who were always throwing stones at me. They never hit me, of course; 

we swallow fly far too well for that, and besides, I come of a family 

famous for its agility; but still, it was a mark of disrespect."  

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was sorry. 

"It is very cold here," he said; "but I will stay with you for one night, 

and be your messenger." 

"Thank you, little Swallow," said the Prince. 

So, the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince's sword, and 

flew away with it in his beak over the roofs of the town. 

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels were 

sculptured. He passed by the palace and heard dancing. A beautiful girl 

came out on the balcony with her lover. "How wonderful the stars are," 

he said to her, "and how wonderful is the power of love!"  

"I hope my dress will be ready in time for the State-ball," she answered; 

"I have ordered passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but the 

seamstresses are so lazy."  

He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to the masts of 

the ships. He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining 

with each other, and weighing out money in copper scales. At last he 

came to the poor house and looked in. The boy was tossing feverishly 

on his bed, and the mother had fallen asleep, she was so tired. In he 

hopped, and laid the great ruby on the table beside the woman's 

thimble. Then he flew gently round the bed, fanning the boy's forehead 



 

with his wings. "How cool I feel," said the boy, "I must be getting 

better"; and he sank into a delicious slumber. 

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him what he 

had done. "It is curious," he remarked, "but I feel quite warm now, 

although it is so cold." 

"That is because you have done a good action," said the Prince. And the 

little Swallow began to think, and then he fell asleep. Thinking always 

made him sleepy. 

When day broke, he flew down to the river and had a bath. "What a 

remarkable phenomenon," said the Professor of Ornithology as he was 

passing over the bridge. "A swallow in winter!" And he wrote a long 

letter about it to the local newspaper. Every one quoted it, it was full of 

so many words that they could not understand. 

"To-night I go to Egypt," said the Swallow, and he was in high spirits at 

the prospect. He visited all the public monuments, and sat a long time 

on top of the church steeple. Wherever he went the Sparrows 

chirruped, and said to each other, "What a distinguished stranger!" so 

he enjoyed himself very much. 

When the moon rose, he flew back to the Happy Prince. "Have you any 

commissions for Egypt?" he cried; "I am just starting."  

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay 

with me one night longer?" 

"I am waited for in Egypt," answered the Swallow. "To-morrow my 

friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse couches 

there among the bulrushes, and on a great granite throne sits the God 

Memnon. All night long he watches the stars, and when the morning 

star shines he utters one cry of joy, and then he is silent. At noon, the 

yellow lions come down to the water's edge to drink. They have eyes 

like green beryl’s, and their roar is louder than the roar of the cataract.  



 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "far away across the 

city I see a young man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk covered 

with papers, and in a tumbler by his side there is a bunch of withered 

violets. His hair is brown and crisp, and his lips are red as a 

pomegranate, and he has large and dreamy eyes. He is trying to finish a 

play for the Director of the Theatre, but he is too cold to write any 

more. There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made him faint."  

"I will wait with you one night longer," said the Swallow, who really 

had a good heart. "Shall I take him another ruby?"  

"Alas! I have no ruby now," said the Prince; "my eyes are all that I have 

left. They are made of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India 

a thousand years ago, Pluck out one of them and take it to him. He will 

sell it to the jeweler, and buy food and firewood, and finish his play." 

"Dear Prince," said the Swallow, "I cannot do that"; and he began to 

weep. 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I command 

you." 

So the Swallow plucked out the Prince's eye, and flew away to the 

student's garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there was a hole in the 

roof. Through this he darted, and came into the room. The young man 

had his head buried in his hands, so he did not hear the flutter of the 

bird's wings, and when he looked up he found the beautiful sapphire 

lying on the withered violets. 

"I am beginning to be appreciated," he cried; "this is from some great 

admirer. Now I can finish my play," and he looked quite happy. 

The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbor. He sat on the mast 

of a large vessel and watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the 

hold with ropes. "Heave a-hoy!" they shouted as each chest came up. "I 

am going to Egypt"! cried the Swallow, but nobody minded, and when 

the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. 



 

"I am come to bid you good-bye," he cried. 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay 

with me one night longer?" 

"It is winter," answered the Swallow, "and the chill snow will soon be 

here. In Egypt, the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and the 

crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily about them. My companions 

are building a nest in the Temple of Baalbek, and the pink and white 

doves are watching them, and cooing to each other. Dear Prince, I must 

leave you, but I will never forget you, and next spring I will bring you 

back two beautiful jewels in place of those you have given away. The 

ruby shall be redder than a red rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue 

as the great sea." 

"In the square below," said the Happy Prince, "there stands a little 

match-girl. She has let her matches fall in the gutter, and they are all 

spoiled. Her father will beat her if she does not bring home some 

money, and she is crying. She has no shoes or stockings, and her little 

head is bare. Pluck out my other eye, and give it to her, and her father 

will not beat her." 

"I will stay with you one night longer," said the Swallow, "but I cannot 

pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind then."  

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I command 

you." 

So he plucked out the Prince's other eye, and darted down with it. He 

swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her 

hand. "What a lovely bit of glass," cried the little girl; and she ran 

home, laughing. 

Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. "You are blind now," he 

said, "so I will stay with you always."  

"No, little Swallow," said the poor Prince, "you must go away to Egypt."  



 

"I will stay with you always," said the Swallow, and he slept at the 

Prince's feet. 

All the next day he sat on the Prince's shoulder, and told him stories of 

what he had seen in strange lands. He told him of the red ibises, who 

stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and catch gold-fish in their 

beaks; of the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and lives in the 

desert, and knows everything; of the merchants, who walk slowly by 

the side of their camels, and carry amber beads in their hands; of the 

King of the Mountains of the Moon, who is as black as ebony, and 

worships a large crystal; of the great green snake that sleeps in a palm-

tree, and has twenty priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the 

pygmies who sail over a big lake on large flat leaves, and are always at 

war with the butterflies. 

"Dear little Swallow," said the Prince, "you tell me of marvelous things, 

but more marvelous than anything is the suffering of men and of 

women. There is no Mystery so great as Misery. Fly over my city, little 

Swallow, and tell me what you see there."  

So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making merry 

in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the gates. He 

flew into dark lanes, and saw the white faces of starving children 

looking out listlessly at the black streets. Under the archway of a bridge 

two little boys were lying in one another's arms to try and keep 

themselves warm. "How hungry we are!" they said. "You must not lie 

here," shouted the Watchman, and they wandered out into the rain. 

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen. 

"I am covered with fine gold," said the Prince, "you must take it off, leaf 

by leaf, and give it to my poor; the living always think that gold can 

make them happy." 

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the Happy 

Prince looked quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he 



 

brought to the poor, and the children's faces grew rosier, and they 

laughed and played games in the street. "We have bread now!" they 

cried. 

Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The streets 

looked as if they were made of silver, they were so bright and 

glistening; long icicles like crystal daggers hung down from the eaves of 

the houses, everybody went about in furs, and the little boys wore 

scarlet caps and skated on the ice. 

The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not leave 

the Prince, he loved him too well. He picked up crumbs outside the 

baker's door when the baker was not looking and tried to keep himself 

warm by flapping his wings. 

But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly 

up to the Prince's shoulder once more. "Good-bye, dear Prince!" he 

murmured, "will you let me kiss your hand?"  

"I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow," said the 

Prince, "you have stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the 

lips, for I love you." 

"It is not to Egypt that I am going," said the Swallow. "I am going to the 

House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not?"  

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his 

feet. 

At that moment, a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if 

something had broken. The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped 

right in two. It certainly was a dreadfully hard frost. 

Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square below in 

company with the Town Councilors. As they passed the column he 

looked up at the statue: "Dear me! how shabby the Happy Prince 

looks!" he said. 



 

"How shabby indeed!" cried the Town Councilors, who always agreed 

with the Mayor; and they went up to look at it. 

"The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is 

golden no longer," said the Mayor in fact, "he is little biter than a 

beggar!" 

"Little better than a beggar," said the Town Councilors. 

"And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!" continued the Mayor. "We 

must really issue a proclamation that birds are not to be allowed to die 

here." And the Town Clerk made a note of the suggestion. 

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. "As he is no longer 

beautiful he is no longer useful," said the Art Professor at the 

University. 

Then they melted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor held a 

meeting of the Corporation to decide what was to be done with the 

metal. "We must have another statue, of course," he said, "and it shall 

be a statue of myself."  

"Of myself," said each of the Town Councilors, and they quarreled. 

When I last heard of them they were quarrelling still. 

"What a strange thing!" said the overseer of the workmen at the 

foundry. "This broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must 

throw it away." So, they threw it on a dust-heap where the dead 

Swallow was also lying. 

"Bring me the two most precious things in the city," said God to one of 

His Angels; and the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the dead 

bird. 

"You have rightly chosen," said God, "for in my garden of Paradise this 

little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy 

Prince shall praise me." 

 



 

Chapter 39   The Nightingale and the Rose 

 

"She said that she would dance with me if I brought her red roses," 

cried the young Student; "but in all my garden there is no red rose."  

From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him, and she 

looked out through the leaves, and wondered. 

"No red rose in all my garden!" he cried, and his beautiful eyes filled 

with tears. "Ah, fon what little things does happiness depend! I have 

read all that the wise men have written, and all the secrets of 

philosophy are mine, yet for want of a red rose is my life made 

wretched." 

"Here at last is a true lover," said the Nightingale. "Night after night 

have I sung of him, though I knew him not: night after night have I told 

his story to the stars, and now I see him. His hair is dark as the 

hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are red as the rose of his desire; but 

passion has made his face like pale ivory, and sorrow has set her seal 

upon his brow." 

"The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night," murmured the young 

Student, "and my love will be of the company. If I bring her a red rose 

she will dance with me till dawn. If I bring her a red rose, I shall hold 

her in my arms, and she will lean her head upon my shoulder, and her 

hand will be clasped in mine. But there is no red rose in my garden, so I 

shall sit lonely, and she will pass me by. She will have no heed of me, 

and my heart will break." 

"Here indeed is the true lover," said the Nightingale. "What I sing of, he 

suffers - what is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely Love is a wonderful 

thing. It is more precious than emeralds, and dearer than fine opals. 

Pearls and pomegranates cannot buy it, nor is it set forth in the 

marketplace. It may not be purchased of the merchants, nor can it be 

weighed out in the balance for gold." 



 

"The musicians will sit in their gallery," said the young Student, "and 

play upon their stringed instruments, and my love will dance to the 

sound of the harp and the violin. She will dance so lightly that her feet 

will not touch the floor, and the courtiers in their gay dresses will 

throng round her. But with me she will not dance, for I have no red 

rose to give her"; and he flung himself down on the grass, and buried 

his face in his hands, and wept. 

"Why is he weeping?" asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran past him 

with his tail in the air. 

"Why, indeed?" said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about after a 

sunbeam. 

"Why, indeed?" whispered a Daisy to his neighbor, in a soft, low voice. 

"He is weeping for a red rose," said the Nightingale. 

"For a red rose?" they cried; "how very ridiculous!" and the little Lizard, 

who was something of a cynic, laughed outright. 

But the Nightingale understood the secret of the Student's sorrow, and 

she sat silent in the oak-tree, and thought about the mystery of Love. 

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. 

She passed through the grove like a shadow, and like a shadow she 

sailed across the garden. 

In the center of the grass-plot was standing a beautiful Rose-tree, and 

when she saw it she flew over to it, and lit upon a spray. 

"Give me a red rose," she cried, "and I will sing you my sweetest song."  

But the Tree shook its head. 

"My roses are white," it answered; "as white as the foam of the sea, and 

whiter than the snow upon the mountain. But go to my brother who 

grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give you what you 

want." 



 

So, the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing round 

the old sun-dial. 

"Give me a red rose," she cried, "and I will sing you my sweetest song."  

But the Tree shook its head. 

"My roses are yellow," it answered; "as yellow as the hair of the 

mermaiden who sits upon an amber throne, and yellower than the 

daffodil that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with his 

scythe. But go to my brother who grows beneath the Student's window, 

and perhaps he will give you what you want." 

So, the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing 

beneath the Student's window. 

"Give me a red rose," she cried, "and I will sing you my sweetest song."  

But the Tree shook its head. 

"My roses are red," it answered, "as red as the feet of the dove, and 

redder than the great fans of coral that wave and wave in the ocean-

cavern. But the winter has chilled my veins, and the frost has nipped 

my buds, and the storm has broken my branches, and I shall have no 

roses at all this year." 

"One red rose is all I want," cried the Nightingale, "only one red rose! Is 

there no way by which I can get it?"  

"There is a way," answered the Tree; "but it is so terrible that I dare not 

tell it to you." 

"Tell it to me," said the Nightingale, "I am not afraid."  

"If you want a red rose," said the Tree, "you must build it out of music 

by moonlight, and stain it with your own heart's-blood. You must sing 

to me with your breast against a thorn. All night long you must sing to 

me, and the thorn must pierce your heart, and your life-blood must 

flow into my veins, and become mine." 



 

"Death is a great price to pay for a red rose," cried the Nightingale, "and 

Life is very dear to all. It is pleasant to sit in the green wood, and to 

watch the Sun in his chariot of gold, and the Moon in her chariot of 

pearl. Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn, and sweet are the bluebells 

that hide in the valley, and the heather that blows on the hill. Yet Love 

is better than Life, and what is the heart of a bird compared to the 

heart of a man?" 

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She 

swept over the garden like a shadow, and like a shadow she sailed 

through the grove. 

The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had left him, 

and the tears were not yet dry in his beautiful eyes. 

"Be happy," cried the Nightingale, "be happy; you shall have your red 

rose. I will build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with my own 

heart's-blood. All that I ask of you in return is that you will be a true 

lover, for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though she is wise, and 

mightier than Power, though he is mighty. Flame- colored are his 

wings, and colored like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as honey, 

and his breath is like frankincense." 

The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, but he could not 

understand what the Nightingale was saying to him, for he only knew 

the things that are written down in books. 

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of the 

little Nightingale who had built her nest in his branches. 

"Sing me one last song," he whispered; "I shall feel very lonely when 

you are gone." 

So, the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her voice was like water 

bubbling from a silver jar. 

When she had finished her song, the Student got up, and pulled a note-

book and a lead-pencil out of his pocket. 



 

"She has form," he said to himself, as he walked away through the grove 

- "that cannot be denied to her; but has she got feeling? I am afraid not. 

In fact, she is like most artists; she is all style, without any sincerity. 

She would not sacrifice herself for others. She thinks merely of music, 

and everybody knows that the arts are selfish. Still, it must be admitted 

that she has some beautiful notes in her voice. What a pity it is that 

they do not mean anything, or do any practical good." And he went 

into his room, and lay down on his little pallet-bed, and began to think 

of his love; and, after a time, he fell asleep. 

And when the Moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flew to the 

Rose-tree, and set her breast against the thorn. All night long she sang 

with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon leaned 

down and listened. All night long she sang, and the thorn went deeper 

and deeper into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed away from her. 

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And 

on the top-most spray of the Rose-tree there blossomed a marvelous 

rose, petal following petal, as song followed song. Pale was it, at first, as 

the mist that hangs over the river - pale as the feet of the morning, and 

silver as the wings of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose in a mirror of 

silver, as the shadow of a rose in a water-pool, so was the rose that 

blossomed on the topmost spray of the Tree. 

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. 

"Press closer, little Nightingale," cried the Tree, "or the Day will come 

before the rose is finished." 

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder and 

louder grew her song, for she sang of the birth of passion in the soul of 

a man and a maid. 

And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose, like the 

flush in the face of the bridegroom when he kisses the lips of the bride. 

But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the rose's heart 



 

remained white, for only a Nightingale's heart's-blood can crimson the 

heart of a rose. 

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. 

"Press closer, little Nightingale," cried the Tree, "or the Day will come 

before the rose is finished." 

So, the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the thorn 

touched her heart, and a fierce pang of pain shot through her. Bitter, 

bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for she sang 

of the Love that is perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not in the 

tomb. 

And the marvelous rose became crimson, like the rose of the eastern 

sky. Crimson was the girdle of petals, and crimson as a ruby was the 

heart. 

But the Nightingale's voice grew fainter, and her little wings began to 

beat, and a film came over her eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her song, 

and she felt something choking her in her throat. 

Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it, and 

she forgot the dawn, and lingered on in the sky. The red rose heard it, 

and it trembled all over with ecstasy, and opened its petals to the cold 

morning air. Echo bore it to her purple cavern in the hills, and woke 

the sleeping shepherds from their dreams. It floated through the reeds 

of the river, and they carried its message to the sea. 

"Look, look!" cried the Tree, "the rose is finished now"; but the 

Nightingale made no answer, for she was lying dead in the long grass, 

with the thorn in her heart. 

And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out. 

"Why, what a wonderful piece of luck!" he cried; "here is a red rose! I 

have never seen any rose like it in all my life. It is so beautiful that I am 

sure it has a long Latin name"; and he leaned down and plucked it.  



 

Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor's house with the 

rose in his hand. 

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway winding blue 

silk on a reel, and her little dog was lying at her feet. 

"You said that you would dance with me if I brought you a red rose," 

cried the Student. "Here is the reddest rose in all the world. You will 

wear it to-night next your heart, and as we dance together it will tell 

you how I love you." 

But the girl frowned. 

"I am afraid it will not go with my dress," she answered; "and, besides, 

the Chamberlain's nephew has sent me some real jewels, and 

everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers."  

"Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful," said the Student 

angrily; and he threw the rose into the street, where it fell into the 

gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it. 

"Ungrateful!" said the girl. "I tell you what, you are very rude; and, after 

all, who are you? Only a Student. Why, I don't believe you have even 

got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain's nephew has"; and 

she got up from her chair and went into the house. 

"What a silly thing Love is," said the Student as he walked away. "It is 

not half as useful as Logic, for it does not prove anything, and it is 

always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and making 

one believe things that are not true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, 

as in this age to be practical is everything, I shall go back to Philosophy 

and study Metaphysics." 

So, he returned to his room and pulled out a great dusty book, and 

began to read. 

"'MY SAKES! IT'S COMIN' TO LIFE!'"  

"You didn't say it had any ears before," said the boy. 



 

"No; it had them behind," said the papa; and the boy felt like giving 

him just one pound; but he thought it might stop the story, and so he 

let the papa go on. 

"As soon as the grandmother saw it open its mouth that way she just 

gave one scream, 'My sakes! It's coming' to life!' And she threw up her 

arms, and she threw up her feet, and if the funniest papa hadn't been 

there to catch her, and if there hadn't been forty or fifty other sons and 

daughters, and grandsons and daughters, and great-grandsons and 

great-granddaughters, very likely she might have fallen. As it was, they 

piled round her, and kept her up; but there were so many of them they 

jostled the pump, and the first thing the pumpkin-glory knew, it fell 

down and burst open; and the pig that the boys had plagued, and that 

had kept squealing all the time because it thought that the people had 

come out to feed it, knocked the loose board off its pen, and flew out 

and gobbled the pumpkin-glory up, candle and all, and that was the 

end of the proud little pumpkin-glory." 

"And when the pig ate the candle it looked like the magician when he 

puts burning tow in his mouth," said the boy. 

"Exactly," said the papa. 

The children were both silent for a moment. Then the boy said, "This 

story never had any moral, I believe, papa?"  

"Not a bit," said the papa. "Unless," he added, "the moral was that you 

had better not be ambitious, unless you want to come to the sad end of 

this proud little pumpkin-glory." 

"Why, but the good little pumpkin was eaten up, too," said the boy. 

"That's true," the papa acknowledged. 

"Well," said the little girl, "there's a great deal of difference between 

being eaten by persons and eaten by pigs."  



 

"All the difference in the world," said the papa; and he laughed, and ran 

out of the library before the boy could get at him. 

Chapter 40   The Remarkable Rocket 

 

The King's son was going to be married, so there were general 

rejoicings. He had waited a whole year for his bride, and at last she had 

arrived. She was a Russian Princess, and had driven all the way from 

Finland in a sledge drawn by six reindeer. The sledge was shaped like a 

great golden swan, and between the swan's wings lay the little Princess 

herself. Her long ermine-cloak reached right down to her feet, on her 

head was a tiny cap of silver tissue, and she was as pale as the Snow 

Palace in which she had always lived. So, pale was she that as she drove 

through the streets all the people wondered. "She is like a white rose!" 

they cried, and they threw down flowers on her from the balconies. 

At the gate of the Castle the Prince was waiting to receive her. He had 

dreamy violet eyes, and his hair was like fine gold. When he saw, her he 

sank upon one knee, and kissed her hand. 

"Your picture was beautiful," he murmured, "but you are more 

beautiful than your picture"; and the little Princess blushed. 

"She was like a white rose before," said a young Page to his neighbor, 

"but she is like a red rose now"; and the whole Court was delighted. 

For the next three days, everybody went about saying, "White rose, Red 

rose, Red rose, White rose"; and the King gave orders that the Page's 

salary was to be doubled. As he received no salary at all this was not of 

much use to him, but it was considered a great honor, and was duly 

published in the Court Gazette. 

When the three days were over the marriage was celebrated. It was a 

magnificent ceremony, and the bride and bridegroom walked hand in 

hand under a canopy of purple velvet embroidered with little pearls. 

Then there was a State Banquet, which lasted for five hours. The Prince 



 

and Princess sat at the top of the Great Hall and drank out of a cup of 

clear crystal. Only true lovers could drink out of this cup, for if false 

lips touched it, it grew grey and dull and cloudy. 

"It's quite clear that they love each other," said the little Page, "as clear 

as crystal!" and the King doubled his salary a second time. "What an 

honor!" cried all the courtiers. 

After the banquet, there was to be a Ball. The bride and bridegroom 

were to dance the Rose-dance together, and the King had promised to 

play the flute. He played very badly, but no one had ever dared to tell 

him so, because he was the King. Indeed, he knew only two airs, and 

was never quite certain which one he was playing; but it made no 

matter, for, whatever he did, everybody cried out, "Charming! 

charming!" 

The last item on the programmer was a grand display of fireworks, to 

be let off exactly at midnight. The little Princess had never seen a 

firework in her life, so the King had given orders that the Royal 

Pyrotechnics should be in attendance on the day of her marriage. 

"What are fireworks like?" she had asked the Prince, one morning, as 

she was walking on the terrace. 

"They are like the Aurora Borealis," said the King, who always answered 

questions that were addressed to other people, "only much more 

natural. I prefer them to stars myself, as you always know when they 

are going to appear, and they are as delightful as my own flute-playing. 

You must certainly see them." 

So, at the end of the King's garden a great stand had been set up, and as 

soon as the Royal Pyrotechnics had put everything in its proper place, 

the fireworks began to talk to each other. 

"The world is certainly very beautiful," cried a little Squib. "Just look at 

those yellow tulips. Why! if they were real crackers they could not be 



 

lovelier. I am very glad I have travelled. Travel improves the mind 

wonderfully, and does away with all one's prejudices."  

"The King's garden is not the world, your foolish squib," said a big 

Roman Candle; "the world is an enormous place, and it would take you 

three days to see it thoroughly." 

"Any place you love is the world to you," exclaimed a pensive Catherine 

Wheel, who had been attached to an old deal box in early life, and 

prided herself on her broken heart; "but love is not fashionable any 

more, the poets have killed it. They wrote so much about it that 

nobody believed them, and I am not surprised. True love suffers, and is 

silent. I remember myself once - But it is no matter now. Romance is a 

thing of the past." 

"Nonsense!" said the Roman Candle, "Romance never dies. It is like the 

moon, and lives forever. The bride and bridegroom, for instance, love 

each other very dearly. I heard all about them this morning from a 

brown-paper cartridge, who happened to be staying in the same drawer 

as myself, and knew the latest Court news." 

But the Catherine Wheel shook her head. "Romance is dead, Romance 

is dead, Romance is dead," she murmured. She was one of those people 

who think that, if you say the same thing over and over a great many 

times, it becomes true in the end. 

Suddenly, a sharp, dry cough was heard, and they all looked round. 

It came from a tall, supercilious-looking Rocket, who was tied to the 

end of a long stick. He always coughed before he made any 

observation, to attract attention. 

"Ahem! ahem!" he said, and everybody listened except the poor 

Catherine Wheel, who was still shaking her head, and murmuring, 

"Romance is dead." 



 

"Order! order!" cried out a Cracker. He was something of a politician, 

and had always taken a prominent part in the local elections, so he 

knew the proper Parliamentary expressions to use. 

"Quite dead," whispered the Catherine Wheel, and she went off to 

sleep. 

As soon as there was perfect silence, the Rocket coughed a third time 

and began. He spoke with a very slow, distinct voice, as if he was 

dictating his memoirs, and always looked over the shoulder of the 

person to whom he was talking. In fact, he had a most distinguished 

manner. 

"How fortunate it is for the King's son," he remarked, "that he is to be 

married on the very day on which I am to be let off. Really, if it had 

been arranged beforehand, it could not have turned out better for him; 

but, Princes are always lucky."  

"Dear me!" said the little Squib, "I thought it was quite the other way, 

and that we were to be let off in the Prince's honor."  

"It may be so with you," he answered; "indeed, I have no doubt that it 

is, but with me it is different. I am a very remarkable Rocket, and come 

of remarkable parents. My mother was the most celebrated Catherine 

Wheel of her day, and was renowned for her graceful dancing. When 

she made her great public appearance, she spun round nineteen times 

before she went out, and each time that she did so she threw into the 

air seven pink stars. She was three feet and a half in diameter, and 

made of the very best gunpowder. My father was a Rocket like myself, 

and of French extraction. He flew so high that the people were afraid 

that he would never come down again. He did, though, for he was of a 

kindly disposition, and he made a most brilliant descent in a shower of 

golden rain. The newspapers wrote about his performance in very 

flattering terms. Indeed, the Court Gazette called him a triumph of 

Polytechnic art." 



 

"Pyrotechnic, Pyrotechnic, you mean," said a Bengal Light; "I know it is 

Pyrotechnic, for I saw it written on my own canister." 

"Well, I said Polytechnic," answered the Rocket, in a severe tone of 

voice, and the Bengal Light felt so crushed that he began at once to 

bully the little squibs, in order to show that he was still a person of 

some importance. 

"I was saying," continued the Rocket, "I was saying - What was I 

saying?" 

"You were talking about yourself," replied the Roman Candle. 

"Of course; I knew I was discussing some interesting subject when I 

was so rudely interrupted. I hate rudeness and bad manners of every 

kind, for I am extremely sensitive. No one in the whole world is so 

sensitive as I am, I am quite sure of that."  

"What is a sensitive person?" said the Cracker to the Roman Candle. 

"A person who, because he has corns himself, always treads on other 

people's toes," answered the Roman Candle in a low whisper; and the 

Cracker nearly exploded with laughter. 

"Pray, what are you laughing at?" inquired the Rocket; "I am not 

laughing." 

"I am laughing because I am happy," replied the Cracker. 

"That is a very selfish reason," said the Rocket angrily. "What right have 

you to be happy? You should be thinking about others. In fact, you 

should be thinking about me. I am always thinking about myself, and I 

expect everybody else to do the same. That is what is called sympathy. 

It is a beautiful virtue, and I possess it in a high degree. Suppose, for 

instance, anything happened to me to-night, what a misfortune that 

would be for every one! The Prince and Princess would never be happy 

again, their whole married life would be spoiled; and as for the King, I 



 

know he would not get over it. Really, when I begin to reflect on the 

importance of my position, I am almost moved to tears."  

"If you want to give pleasure to others," cried the Roman Candle, "you 

had better keep yourself dry."  

"Certainly," exclaimed the Bengal Light, who was now in better spirits; 

"that is only common sense." 

"Common sense, indeed!" said the Rocket indignantly; "you forget that 

I am very uncommon, and very remarkable. Why, anybody can have 

common sense, if they have no imagination. But I have imagination, for 

I never think of things as they really are; I always think of them as 

being quite different. As for keeping myself dry, there is evidently no 

one here who can at all appreciate an emotional nature. Fortunately for 

myself, I don't care. The only thing that sustains one through life is the 

consciousness of the immense inferiority of everybody else, and this is 

a feeling that I have always cultivated. But none of you have any hearts. 

Here you are laughing and making merry just as if the Prince and 

Princess had not just been married."  

"Well, really," exclaimed a small Fire-balloon, "why not? It is a most 

joyful occasion, and when I soar up into the air I intend to tell the stars 

all about it. You will see them twinkle when I talk to them about the 

pretty bride." 

"Ah! what a trivial view of life!" said the Rocket; "but it is only what I 

expected. There is nothing in you; you are hollow and empty. Why, 

perhaps the Prince and Princess may go to live in a country where 

there is a deep river, and perhaps they may have one only son, a little 

fair-haired boy with violet eyes like the Prince himself; and perhaps 

someday he may go out to walk with his nurse; and perhaps the nurse 

may go to sleep under a great elder-tree; and perhaps the little boy may 

fall into the deep river and be drowned. What a terrible misfortune! 

Poor people, to lose their only son! It is too dreadful! I shall never get 

over it." 



 

"But they have not lost their only son," said the Roman Candle; "no 

misfortune has happened to them at all."  

"I never said that they had," replied the Rocket; "I said that they might. 

If they had lost their only son there would be no use in saying anything 

more about the matter. I hate people who cry over spilt milk. But when 

I think that they might lose their only son, I certainly am very much 

affected." 

"You certainly are!" cried the Bengal Light. "In fact, you are the most 

affected person I ever met." 

"You are the rudest person I ever met," said the Rocket, "and you 

cannot understand my friendship for the Prince." 

"Why, you don't even know him," growled the Roman Candle. 

"I never said I knew him," answered the Rocket. "I dare say that if I 

knew him I should not be his friend at all. It is a very dangerous thing 

to know one's friends." 

"You had really better keep yourself dry," said the Fire-balloon. "That is 

the important thing." 

"Very important for you, I have no doubt," answered the Rocket, "but I 

shall weep if I choose"; and he burst into real tears, which flowed down 

his stick like rain-drops, and nearly drowned two little beetles, who 

were just thinking of setting up house together, and were looking for a 

nice dry spot to live in. 

"He must have a truly romantic nature," said the Catherine Wheel, "for 

he weeps when there is nothing at all to weep about"; and she heaved a 

deep sigh, and thought about the deal box. 

But the Roman Candle and the Bengal Light were quite indignant, and 

kept saying, "Humbug! humbug!" at the top of their voices. They were 

extremely practical, and whenever they objected to anything they 

called it humbug. 



 

Then the moon rose like a wonderful silver shield; and the stars began 

to shine, and a sound of music came from the palace. 

The Prince and Princess were leading the dance. They danced so 

beautifully that the tall white lilies peeped in at the window and 

watched them, and the great red poppies nodded their heads and beat 

time. 

Then ten o'clock struck, and then eleven, and then twelve, and at the 

last stroke of midnight every one came out on the terrace, and the King 

sent for the Royal Pyrotechnics. 

"Let the fireworks begin," said the King; and the Royal Pyrotechnics 

made a low bow, and marched down to the end of the garden. He had 

six attendants with him, each of whom carried a lighted torch at the 

end of a long pole. 

It was certainly a magnificent display. 

Whizz! Whizz! went the Catherine Wheel, as she spun round and 

round. Boom! Boom! went the Roman Candle. Then the Squibs danced 

all over the place, and the Bengal Lights made everything look scarlet. 

"Good-bye," cried the Fire-balloon, as he soared away, dropping tiny 

blue sparks. Bang! Bang! answered the Crackers, who were enjoying 

themselves immensely. Everyone was a great success except the 

Remarkable Rocket. He was so damp with crying that he could not go 

off at all. The best thing in him was the gunpowder, and that was so 

wet with tears that it was of no use. All his poor relations, to whom he 

would never speak, except with a sneer, shot up into the sky like 

wonderful golden flowers with blossoms of fire. Huzza! Huzza! cried 

the Court; and the little Princess laughed with pleasure. 

"I suppose they are reserving me for some grand occasion," said the 

Rocket; "no doubt that is what it means," and he looked more 

supercilious than ever. 



 

The next day the workmen came to put everything tidy. "This is 

evidently a deputation," said the Rocket; "I will receive them with 

becoming dignity" so he put his nose in the air, and began to frown 

severely as if he were thinking about some very important subject. But 

they took no notice of him at all till they were just going away. Then 

one of them caught sight of him. "Hallo!" he cried, "what a bad rocket!" 

and he threw him over the wall into the ditch. 

"Bad Rocket? Bad Rocket?" he said, as he whirled through the air; 

"impossible! Grand Rocket, that is what the man said. Bad and grand 

sound very much the same, indeed they often are the same"; and he fell 

into the mud. 

"It is not comfortable here," he remarked, "but no doubt it is some 

fashionable watering-place, and they have sent me away to recruit my 

health. My nerves are certainly very much shattered, and I require 

rest." 

Then a little Frog, with bright jeweled eyes, and a green mottled coat, 

swam up to him. 

"A new arrival, I see!" said the Frog. "Well, after all there is nothing like 

mud. Give me rainy weather and a ditch, and I am quite happy. Do you 

think it will be a wet afternoon? I am sure I hope so, but the sky is 

quite blue and cloudless. What a pity!"  

"Ahem! ahem!" said the Rocket, and he began to cough. 

"What a delightful voice you have!" cried the Frog. "Really it is quite 

like a croak, and croaking is of course the most musical sound in the 

world. You will hear our glee-club this evening. We sit in the old duck 

pond close by the farmer's house, and as soon as the moon rises we 

begin. It is so entrancing that everybody lies awake to listen to us. In 

fact, it was only yesterday that I heard the farmer's wife say to her 

mother that she could not get a wink of sleep at night on account of us. 

It is most gratifying to find oneself so popular."  



 

"Ahem! ahem!" said the Rocket angrily. He was very much annoyed 

that he could not get a word in. 

"A delightful voice, certainly," continued the Frog; "I hope you will 

come over to the duck-pond. I am off to look for my daughters. I have 

six beautiful daughters, and I am so afraid the Pike may meet them. He 

is a perfect monster, and would have no hesitation in breakfasting off 

them. Well, good-bye: I have enjoyed our conversation very much, I 

assure you." 

"Conversation, indeed!" said the Rocket. "You have talked the whole 

time yourself. That is not conversation." 

"Somebody must listen," answered the Frog, "and I like to do all the 

talking myself. It saves time, and prevents arguments." 

"But I like arguments," said the Rocket. 

"I hope not," said the Frog complacently. "Arguments are extremely 

vulgar, for everybody in good society holds the same opinions. Good-

bye a second time; I see my daughters in the distance and the little 

Frog swam away. 

"You are a very irritating person," said the Rocket, "and very ill- bred. I 

hate people who talk about themselves, as you do, when one wants to 

talk about oneself, as I do. It is what I call selfishness, and selfishness is 

a most detestable thing, especially to any one of my temperament, for I 

am well known for my sympathetic nature. In fact, you should take 

example by me; you could not possibly have a better model. Now that 

you have the chance you had better avail yourself of it, for I am going 

back to Court almost immediately. I am a great favorite at Court; in 

fact, the Prince and Princess were married yesterday in my honor. Of 

course, you know nothing of these matters, for you are a provincial." 

"There is no good talking to him," said a Dragon-fly, who was sitting on 

the top of a large brown bulrush; "no good at all, for he has gone away."  



 

"Well, that is his loss, not mine," answered the Rocket. "I am not going 

to stop talking to him merely because he pays no attention. I like 

hearing myself talk. It is one of my greatest pleasures. I often have long 

conversations all by myself, and I am so clever that sometimes I don't 

understand a single word of what I am saying." 

"Then you should certainly lecture on Philosophy," said the Dragon- 

fly; and he spread a pair of lovely gauze wings and soared away into the 

sky. 

"How very silly of him not to stay here!" said the Rocket. "I am sure that 

he has not often got such a chance of improving his mind. However, I 

don't care a bit. Genius like mine is sure to be appreciated someday"; 

and he sank down a little deeper into the mud. 

After some time, a large White Duck swam up to him. She had yellow 

legs, and webbed feet, and was considered a great beauty because her 

waddle. 

"Quack, quack, quack," she said. "What a curious shape you are! May I 

ask were you born like that, or is it the result of an accident?"  

"It is quite evident that you have always lived in the country," answered 

the Rocket, "otherwise you would know who I am. However, I excuse 

your ignorance. It would be unfair to expect other people to be as 

remarkable as oneself. You will no doubt be surprised to hear that I can 

fly up into the sky, and come down in a shower of golden rain." 

"I don't think much of that," said the Duck, "as I cannot see what use it 

is to anyone. Now, if you could plough the fields like the ox, or draw a 

cart like the horse, or look after the sheep like the collie-dog, that 

would be something." 

"My good creature," cried the Rocket in a very haughty tone of voice, "I 

see that you belong to the lower orders. A person of my position is 

never useful. We have certain accomplishments, and that is more than 

sufficient. I have no sympathy myself with industry of any kind, least of 



 

all with such industries as you seem to recommend. Indeed, I have 

always been of opinion that hard work is simply the refuge of people 

who have nothing whatever to do." 

"Well, well," said the Duck, who was of a very peaceable disposition, 

and never quarreled with any one, "everybody has different tastes. I 

hope, at any rate, that you are going to take up your residence here." 

"Oh! dear no," cried the Rocket. "I am merely a visitor, a distinguished 

visitor. The fact is that I find this place rather tedious. There is neither 

society here, nor solitude. In fact, it is essentially suburban. I shall 

probably go back to Court, for I know that I am destined to make a 

sensation in the world." 

"I had thoughts of entering public life once myself," remarked the 

Duck; "there are so many things that need reforming. Indeed, I took 

the chair at a meeting some time ago, and we passed resolutions 

condemning everything that we did not like. However, they did not 

seem to have much effect. Now I go in for domesticity, and look after 

my family." 

"I am made for public life," said the Rocket, "and so are all my relations, 

even the humblest of them. Whenever we appear we excite great 

attention. I have not actually appeared myself, but when I do so it will 

be a magnificent sight. As for domesticity, it ages one rapidly, and 

distracts one's mind from higher things."  

"Ah! the higher things of life, how fine they are!" said the Duck; "and 

that reminds me how hungry I feel": and she swam away down the 

stream, saying, "Quack, quack, quack."  

"Come back! come back!" screamed the Rocket, "I have a great deal to 

say to you"; but the Duck paid no attention to him. "I am glad that she 

has gone," he said to himself, "she has a decidedly middle-class mind"; 

and he sank a little deeper still into the mud, and began to think about 



 

the loneliness of genius, when suddenly two little boys in white smocks 

came running down the bank, with a kettle and some faggots. 

"This must be the deputation," said the Rocket, and he tried to look 

very dignified. 

"Hallo!" cried one of the boys, "look at this old stick! I wonder how it 

came here"; and he picked the rocket out of the ditch. 

"OLD Stick!" said the Rocket, "impossible! GOLD Stick, that is what he 

said. Gold Stick is very complimentary. In fact, he mistakes me for one 

of the Court dignitaries!"  

"Let us put it into the fire!" said the other boy, "it will help to boil the 

kettle." 

So they piled the faggots together, and put the Rocket on top, and lit 

the fire. 

"This is magnificent," cried the Rocket, "they are going to let me off in 

broad day-light, so that every one can see me."  

"We will go to sleep now," they said, "and when we wake up the kettle 

will be boiled"; and they lay down on the grass, and shut their eyes. 

The Rocket was very damp, so he took a long time to burn. At last, 

however, the fire caught him. 

"Now I am going off!" he cried, and he made himself very stiff and 

straight. "I know I shall go much higher than the stars, much higher 

than the moon, much higher than the sun. In fact, I shall go so high 

that - " 

Fizz! Fizz! Fizz! and he went straight up into the air. 

"Delightful!" he cried, "I shall go on like this for ever. What a success I 

am!" 

But nobody saw him. 

Then he began to feel a curious tingling sensation all over him. 



 

"Now I am going to explode," he cried. "I shall set the whole world on 

fire, and make such a noise that nobody will talk about anything else 

for a whole year." And he certainly did explode. Bang! Bang! Bang! went 

the gunpowder. There was no doubt about it. 

But nobody heard him, not even the two little boys, for they were 

sound asleep. 

Then all that was left of him was the stick, and this fell down on the 

back of a Goose who was taking a walk by the side of the ditch. 

"Good heavens!" cried the Goose. "It is going to rain sticks"; and she 

rushed into the water. 

"I knew I should create a great sensation," gasped the Rocket, and he 

went out. 

 

 

 

And, in the very moment when she felt the prick, she fell down upon 

the bed that stood there, and lay in a deep sleep. And this sleep 

extended over the whole palace; the King and Queen who had just 

come home, and had entered the great hall, began to go to sleep, and 

the whole of the court with them. The horses, too, went to sleep in the 

stable, the dogs in the yard, the pigeons upon the roof, the flies on the 

wall; even the fire that was flaming on the hearth became quiet and 

slept, the roast meat left off frizzling, and the cook, who was just going 

to pull the hair of the scullery boy, because he had forgotten 

something, let him go, and went to sleep. And the wind fell, and on the 

trees before the castle not a leaf moved again. 

But round about the castle there began to grow a hedge of thorns, 

which every year became higher, and at last grew close up round the 

castle and all over it, so that there was nothing of it to be seen, not 



 

even the flag upon the roof. But the story of the beautiful sleeping 

"Briar-rose," for so the princess was named, went about the country, so 

that from time to time kings' sons came and tried to get through the 

thorny hedge into the castle. 

But they found it impossible, for the thorns held fast together, as if 

they had hands, and the youths were caught in them, could not get 

loose again, and died a miserable death. 

After long, long years a King's son came again to that country, and 

heard an old man talking about the thorn-hedge, and that a castle was 

said to stand behind it in which a wonderfully beautiful princess, 

named Briar-rose, had been asleep for a hundred years; and that the 

King and Queen and the whole court were asleep likewise. He had 

heard, too, from his grandfather, that many kings' sons had already 

come, and had tried to get through the thorny hedge, but they had 

remained sticking fast in it, and had died a pitiful death. Then the 

youth said, "I am not afraid, I will go and see the beautiful Briar-rose." 

The good old man might dissuade him as he would, he did not listen to 

his words. 

But by this time the hundred years had just passed, and the day had 

come when Briar-rose was to awake again. When the King's son came 

near to the thorn-hedge, it was nothing but large and beautiful flowers, 

which parted from each other of their own accord, and let him pass 

unhurt, then they closed again behind him like a hedge. In the castle-

yard he saw the horses and the spotted hounds lying asleep; on the roof 

sat the pigeons with their heads under their wings. And when he 

entered the house, the flies were asleep upon the wall, the cook in the 

kitchen was still holding out his hand to seize the boy, and the maid 

was sitting by the black hen which she was going to pluck. 

He went on farther, and in the great hall he saw the whole of the court 

lying asleep, and up by the throne lay the King and Queen. 



 

Then he went on still farther, and all was so quiet that a breath could 

be heard, and at last he came to the tower, and opened the door into 

the little room where Briar-rose was sleeping. There she lay, so 

beautiful that he could not turn his eyes away; and he stooped down 

and gave her a kiss. But as soon as he kissed her, Briar-rose opened her 

eyes and awoke, and looked at him quite sweetly. 

Then they went down together, and the King awoke, and the Queen, 

and the whole court, and looked at each other in great astonishment. 

And the horses in the court-yard stood up and shook themselves; the 

hounds jumped up and wagged their tails; the pigeons upon the roof 

pulled out their heads from under their wings, looked round, and flew 

into the open country; the flies on the wall crept again; the fire in the 

kitchen burned up and flickered and cooked the meat; the joint began 

to turn and frizzle again, and the cook gave the boy such a box on the 

ear that he screamed, and the maid plucked the fowl ready for the spit.  

And then the marriage of the King's son with Briar-rose was celebrated 

with all splendour, and they lived contented to the end of their days.  

Chapter 41   The Last Dream of Old Oak 

 

IN the forest, high up on the steep shore, and not far from the open 

seacoast, stood a very old oak-tree. It was just three hundred and sixty-

five years old, but that long time was to the tree as the same number of 

days might be to us; we wake by day and sleep by night, and then we 

have our dreams. It is different with the tree; it is obliged to keep 

awake through three seasons of the year, and does not get any sleep till 

winter comes. Winter is its time for rest; its night after the long day of 

spring, summer, and autumn. On many a warm summer, the 

Ephemera, the flies that exist for only a day, had fluttered about the old 

oak, enjoyed life and felt happy and if, for a moment, one of the tiny 

creatures rested on one of his large fresh leaves, the tree would always 



 

say, “Poor little creature! your whole life consists only of a single day. 

How very short. It must be quite melancholy.” 

“Melancholy! what do you mean?” the little creature would always 

reply. “Everything around me is so wonderfully bright and warm, and 

beautiful, that it makes me joyous.”  

“But only for one day, and then it is all over.”  

“Over!” repeated the fly; “what is the meaning of all over? Are you all 

over too?” 

“No; I shall very likely live for thousands of your days, and my day is 

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

out.” 

“No? then I don’t understand you. You may have thousands of my days, 

but I have thousands of moments in which I can be merry and happy. 

Does all the beauty of the world cease when you die?”  

“No,” replied the tree; “it will certainly last much longer,— infinitely 

longer than I can even think of.” “Well, then,” said the little fly, “we 

have the same time to live; only we reckon differently.” And the little 

creature danced and floated in the air, rejoicing in her delicate wings of 

gauze and velvet, rejoicing in the balmy breezes, laden with the 

fragrance of clover-fields and wild roses, elder-blossoms and 

honeysuckle, from the garden hedges, wild thyme, primroses, and 

mint, and the scent of all these was so strong that the perfume almost 

intoxicated the little fly. The long and beautiful day had been so full of 

joy and sweet delights, that when the sun sank low it felt tired of all its 

happiness and enjoyment. Its wings could sustain it no longer, and 

gently and slowly it glided down upon the soft waving blades of grass, 

nodded its little head as well as it could nod, and slept peacefully and 

sweetly. The fly was dead. 

“Poor little Ephemera!” said the oak; “what a terribly short life!” And so, 

on every summer day the dance was repeated, the same questions 



 

asked, and the same answers given. The same thing was continued 

through many generations of Ephemera; all of them felt equally merry 

and equally happy. 

The oak remained awake through the morning of spring, the noon of 

summer, and the evening of autumn; its time of rest, its night drew 

nigh—winter was coming. Already the storms were singing, “Good-

night, good-night.” Here fell a leaf and there fell a leaf. “We will rock 

you and lull you. Go to sleep, go to sleep. We will sing you to sleep, and 

shake you to sleep, and it will do your old twigs good; they will even 

crackle with pleasure. Sleep sweetly, sleep sweetly, it is your three-

hundred-and-sixty-fifth night. Correctly speaking, you are but a 

youngster in the world. Sleep sweetly, the clouds will drop snow upon 

you, which will be quite a cover-lid, warm and sheltering to your feet. 

Sweet sleep to you, and pleasant dreams.” And there stood the oak, 

stripped of all its leaves, left to rest during the whole of a long winter, 

and to dream many dreams of events that had happened in its life, as in 

the dreams of men. The great tree had once been small; indeed, in its 

cradle it had been an acorn. According to human computation, it was 

now in the fourth century of its existence. It was the largest and best 

tree in the forest. Its summit towered above all the other trees, and 

could be seen far out at sea, so that it served as a landmark to the 

sailors. It had no idea how many eyes looked eagerly for it. In its 

topmost branches the wood-pigeon built her nest, and the cuckoo 

carried out his usual vocal performances, and his well-known notes 

echoed amid the boughs; and in autumn, when the leaves looked like 

beaten copper plates, the birds of passage would come and rest upon 

the branches before taking their flight across the sea. But now it was 

winter, the tree stood leafless, so that every one could see how crooked 

and bent were the branches that sprang forth from the trunk. Crows 

and rooks came by turns and sat on them, and talked of the hard times 

which were beginning, and how difficult it was in winter to obtain 

food. 



 

It was just about holy Christmas time that the tree dreamed a dream. 

The tree had, doubtless, a kind of feeling that the festive time had 

arrived, and in his dream fancied he heard the bells ringing from all the 

churches round, and yet it seemed to him to be a beautiful summer’s 

day, mild and warm. His mighty summits was crowned with spreading 

fresh green foliage; the sunbeams played among the leaves and 

branches, and the air was full of fragrance from herb and blossom; 

painted butterflies chased each other; the summer flies danced around 

him, as if the world had been created merely for them to dance and be 

merry in. All that had happened to the tree during every year of his life 

seemed to pass before him, as in a festive procession. He saw the 

knights of olden times and noble ladies ride by through the wood on 

their gallant steeds, with plumes waving in their hats, and falcons on 

their wrists. The hunting horn sounded, and the dogs barked. He saw 

hostile warriors, in colored dresses and glittering armor, with spear and 

halberd, pitching their tents, and anon striking them. The watchfires 

again blazed, and men sang and slept under the hospitable shelter of 

the tree. He saw lovers meet in quiet happiness near him in the 

moonshine, and carve the initials of their names in the grayish-green 

bark on his trunk. Once, but long years had intervened since then, 

guitars and Eolian harps had been hung on his boughs by merry 

travellers; now they seemed to hang there again, and he could hear 

their marvellous tones. The wood-pigeons cooed as if to explain the 

feelings of the tree, and the cuckoo called out to tell him how many 

summer days he had yet to live. Then it seemed as if new life was 

thrilling through every fibre of root and stem and leaf, rising even to 

the highest branches. The tree felt itself stretching and spreading out, 

while through the root beneath the earth ran the warm vigor of life. As 

he grew higher and still higher, with increased strength, his topmost 

boughs became broader and fuller; and in proportion to his growth, so 

was his self-satisfaction increased, and with it arose a joyous longing to 

grow higher and higher, to reach even to the warm, bright sun itself. 



 

Already had his topmost branches pierced the clouds, which floated 

beneath them like troops of birds of passage, or large white swans; 

every leaf seemed gifted with sight, as if it possessed eyes to see. The 

stars became visible in broad daylight, large and sparkling, like clear 

and gentle eyes. They recalled to the memory the well-known look in 

the eyes of a child, or in the eyes of lovers who had once met beneath 

the branches of the old oak. These were wonderful and happy moments 

for the old tree, full of peace and joy; and yet, amidst all this happiness, 

the tree felt a yearning, longing desire that all the other trees, bushes, 

herbs, and flowers beneath him, might be able also to rise higher, as he 

had done, and to see all this splendor, and experience the same 

happiness. The grand, majestic oak could not be quite happy in the 

midst of his enjoyment, while all the rest, both great and small, were 

not with him. And this feeling of yearning trembled through every 

branch, through every leaf, as warmly and fervently as if they had been 

the fibres of a human heart. The summit of the tree waved to and fro, 

and bent downwards as if in his silent longing he sought for something. 

Then there came to him the fragrance of thyme, followed by the more 

powerful scent of honeysuckle and violets; and he fancied he heard the 

note of the cuckoo. At length his longing was satisfied. Up through the 

clouds came the green summits of the forest trees, and beneath him, 

the oak saw them rising, and growing higher and higher. Bush and herb 

shot upward, and some even tore themselves up by the roots to rise 

more quickly. The birch-tree was the quickest of all. Like a lightning 

flash the slender stem shot upwards in a zigzag line, the branches 

spreading around it like green gauze and banners. Every native of the 

wood, even to the brown and feathery rushes, grew with the rest, while 

the birds ascended with the melody of song. On a blade of grass, that 

fluttered in the air like a long, green ribbon, sat a grasshopper, cleaning 

his wings with his legs. May beetles hummed, the bees murmured, the 

birds sang, each in his own way; the air was filled with the sounds of 

song and gladness. 



 

“But where is the little blue flower that grows by the water?” asked the 

oak, “and the purple bell-flower, and the daisy?” You see the oak 

wanted to have them all with him. 

“Here we are, we are here,” sounded in voice and song. 

“But the beautiful thyme of last summer, where is that? and the lilies-

of-the-valley, which last year covered the earth with their bloom? and 

the wild apple-tree with its lovely blossoms, and all the glory of the 

wood, which has flourished year after year? even what may have but 

now sprouted forth could be with us here.”  

“We are here, we are here,” sounded voices higher in the air, as if they 

had flown there beforehand. 

“Why this is beautiful, too beautiful to be believed,” said the oak in a 

joyful tone. “I have them all here, both great and small; not one has 

been forgotten. Can such happiness be imagined?” It seemed almost 

impossible. 

“In heaven with the Eternal God, it can be imagined, and it is possible,” 

sounded the reply through the air. 

And the old tree, as it still grew upwards and onwards, felt that his 

roots were loosening themselves from the earth. 

“It is right so, it is best,” said the tree, “no fetters hold me now. I can fly 

up to the very highest point in light and glory. And all I love are with 

me, both small and great. All—all are here.” 

Such was the dream of the old oak: and while he dreamed, a mighty 

storm came rushing over land and sea, at the holy Christmas time. The 

sea rolled in great billows towards the shore. There was a cracking and 

crushing heard in the tree. The root was torn from the ground just at 

the moment when in his dream he fancied it was being loosened from 

the earth. He fell—his three hundred and sixty-five years were passed 

as the single day of the Ephemera. On the morning of Christmas-day, 

when the sun rose, the storm had ceased. From all the churches 



 

sounded the festive bells, and from every hearth, even of the smallest 

hut, rose the smoke into the blue sky, like the smoke from the festive 

thank-offerings on the Druids’ altars. The sea gradually became calm, 

and on board a great ship that had withstood the tempest during the 

night, all the flags were displayed, as a token of joy and festivity. “The 

tree is down! The old oak,—our landmark on the coast!” exclaimed the 

sailors. “It must have fallen in the storm of last night. Who can replace 

it? Alas! no one.” This was a funeral oration over the old tree; short, but 

well-meant. There it lay stretched on the snow-covered shore, and over 

it sounded the notes of a song from the ship—a song of Christmas joy, 

and of the redemption of the soul of man, and of eternal life through 

Christ’s atoning blood. 

“Sing aloud on the happy morn, 

All is fulfilled, for Christ is born; 

With songs of joy let us loudly sing, 

‘Hallelujahs to Christ our King.’”  

Thus sounded the old Christmas carol, and every one on board the ship 

felt his thoughts elevated, through the song and the prayer, even as the 

old tree had felt lifted up in its last, its beautiful dream on that 

Christmas morn. 

The story opens with old oak tree expressing sympathy for the 

Ephemeras' short lives. The fly counters by explaining that they both 

have just one life and the difference is simply in the way it is measured; 

the fly measuring moments, the tree measuring years. I imagine that 

this story may have been the inspiration for an interesting little 

commercial that Vodafone ran around 2006. Please re-read the 

following passage, then watch the video and see what you think. 

And the little creature danced and floated in the air, rejoicing in her 

delicate wings of gauze and velvet, rejoicing in the balmy breezes, 

laden with the fragrance of clover-fields and wild roses, elder-blossoms 

and honeysuckle, from the garden hedges, wild thyme, primroses, and 



 

mint, and the scent of all these was so strong that the perfume almost 

intoxicated the little fly. The long and beautiful day had been so full of 

joy and sweet delights, that when the sun sank low it felt tired of all its 

happiness and enjoyment. Its wings could sustain it no longer, and 

gently and slowly it glided down upon the soft waving blades of grass, 

nodded its little head as well as it could nod, and slept peacefully and 

sweetly. 

 

Chapter 42   The Little Match Girl 

 

 

 

Most terribly cold it was; it snowed, and was nearly quite dark, and 

evening-- the last evening of the year. In this cold and darkness there 

went along the street a poor little girl, bareheaded, and with naked 

feet. When she left home she had slippers on, it is true; but what was 

the good of that? They were very large slippers, which her mother had 

hitherto worn; so large were they; and the poor little thing lost them as 

she scuffled away across the street, because of two carriages that rolled 

by dreadfully fast. 

One slipper was nowhere to be found; the other had been laid hold of 

by an urchin, and off he ran with it; he thought it would do capitally for 

a cradle when he some day or other should have children himself. So 

the little maiden walked on with her tiny naked feet, that were quite 

red and blue from cold. She carried a quantity of matches in an old 

apron, and she held a bundle of them in her hand. Nobody had bought 

anything of her the whole livelong day; no one had given her a single 

farthing. 

She crept along trembling with cold and hunger--a very picture of 

sorrow, the poor little thing! 



 

The flakes of snow covered her long fair hair, which fell in beautiful 

curls around her neck; but of that, of course, she never once now 

thought. From all the windows the candles were gleaming, and it smelt 

so deliciously of roast goose, for you know it was New Year's Eve; yes, 

of that she thought. 

In a corner formed by two houses, of which one advanced more than 

the other, she seated herself down and cowered together. Her little feet 

she had drawn close up to her, but she grew colder and colder, and to 

go home she did not venture, for she had not sold any matches and 

could not bring a farthing of money: from her father she would 

certainly get blows, and at home it was cold too, for above her she had 

only the roof, through which the wind whistled, even though the 

largest cracks were stopped up with straw and rags. 

Her little hands were almost numbed with cold. Oh! a match might 

afford her a world of comfort, if she only dared take a single one out of 

the bundle, draw it against the wall, and warm her fingers by it. She 

drew one out. "Rischt!" how it blazed, how it burnt! It was a warm, 

bright flame, like a candle, as she held her hands over it: it was a 

wonderful light. It seemed really to the little maiden as though she 

were sitting before a large iron stove, with burnished brass feet and a 

brass ornament at top. The fire burned with such blessed influence; it 

warmed so delightfully. The little girl had already stretched out her feet 

to warm them too; but--the small flame went out, the stove vanished: 

she had only the remains of the burnt-out match in her hand. 

She rubbed another against the wall: it burned brightly, and where the 

light fell on the wall, there the wall became transparent like a veil, so 

that she could see into the room. On the table was spread a snow-white 

tablecloth; upon it was a splendid porcelain service, and the roast 

goose was steaming famously with its stuffing of apple and dried 

plums. And what was still more capital to behold was, the goose 

hopped down from the dish, reeled about on the floor with knife and 



 

fork in its breast, till it came up to the poor little girl; when--the match 

went out and nothing but the thick, cold, damp wall was left behind. 

She lighted another match. Now there she was sitting under the most 

magnificent Christmas tree: it was still larger, and more decorated than 

the one which she had seen through the glass door in the rich 

merchant's house. 

Thousands of lights were burning on the green branches, and gaily-

colored pictures, such as she had seen in the shop-windows, looked 

down upon her. The little maiden stretched out her hands towards 

them when--the match went out. The lights of the Christmas tree rose 

higher and higher, she saw them now as stars in heaven; one fell down 

and formed a long trail of fire. 

"Someone is just dead!" said the little girl; for her old grandmother, the 

only person who had loved her, and who was now no more, had told 

her, that when a star falls, a soul ascends to God. 

She drew another match against the wall: it was again light, and in the 

lustre there stood the old grandmother, so bright and radiant, so mild, 

and with such an expression of love. 

"Grandmother!" cried the little one. "Oh, take me with you! You go 

away when the match burns out; you vanish like the warm stove, like 

the delicious roast goose, and like the magnificent Christmas tree!" 

And she rubbed the whole bundle of matches quickly against the wall, 

for she wanted to be quite sure of keeping her grandmother near her. 

And the matches gave such a brilliant light that it was brighter than at 

noon-day: never formerly had the grandmother been so beautiful and 

so tall. She took the little maiden, on her arm, and both flew in 

brightness and in joy so high, so very high, and then above was neither 

cold, nor hunger, nor anxiety--they were with God. 

But in the corner, at the cold hour of dawn, sat the poor girl, with rosy 

cheeks and with a smiling mouth, leaning against the wall--frozen to 

death on the last evening of the old year. Stiff and stark sat the child 



 

there with her matches, of which one bundle had been burnt. "She 

wanted to warm herself," people said. No one had the slightest 

suspicion of what beautiful things she had seen; no one even dreamed 

of the splendor in which, with her grandmother she had entered on the 

joys of a new year. 

 

Chapter 43   Cousin Tribulation's Story 

 

Dear Merrys:--As a subject appropriate to the season, I want to tell you 

about a New Year's breakfast which I had when I was a little girl. What 

do you think it was? A slice of dry bread and an apple. This is how it 

happened, and it is a true story, every word. 

As we came down to breakfast that morning, with very shiny faces and 

spandy clean aprons, we found father alone in the dining-room. 

"Happy New Year, papa! Where is mother?" we cried. 

"A little boy came begging and said they were starving at home, so your 

mother went to see and--ah, here she is." 

As papa spoke, in came mamma, looking very cold, rather sad, and very 

much excited. 

"Children, don't begin till you hear what I have to say," she cried; and 

we sat staring at her, with the breakfast untouched before us. 

"Not far away from here, lies a poor woman with a little new-born 

baby. Six children are huddled into one bed to keep from freezing, for 

they have no fire. There is nothing to eat over there; and the oldest boy 

came here to tell me they were starving this bitter cold day. My little 

girls, will you give them your breakfast, as a New Year's gift?" 

We sat silent a minute, and looked at the nice, hot porridge, creamy 

milk, and good bread and butter; for we were brought up like English 



 

children, and never drank tea or coffee, or ate anything but porridge 

for our breakfast. 

"I wish we'd eaten it up," thought I, for I was rather a selfish child, and 

very hungry. 

"I'm so glad you come before we began," said Nan, cheerfully. 

"May I go and help carry it to the poor, little children?" asked Beth, 

who had the tenderest heart that ever beat under a pinafore. 

"I can carry the lassy pot," said little May, proudly giving the thing she 

loved best. 

"And I shall take all the porridge," I burst in, heartily ashamed of my 

first feeling. 

"You shall put on your things and help me, and when we come back, 

we'll get something to eat," said mother, beginning to pile the bread 

and butter into a big basket. 

We were soon ready, and the procession set out. First, papa, with a 

basket of wood on one arm and coal on the other; mamma next, with a 

bundle of warm things and the teapot; Nan and I carried a pail of hot 

porridge between us, and each a pitcher of milk; Beth brought some 

cold meat, May the "lassy pot," and her old hood and boots; and Betsey, 

the girl, brought up the rear with a bag of potatoes and some meal. 

Fortunately it was early, and we went along back streets, so few people 

saw us, and no one laughed at the funny party. 

What a poor, bare, miserable place it was, to be sure,--broken windows, 

no fire, ragged clothes, wailing baby, sick mother, and a pile of pale, 

hungry children cuddled under one quilt, trying to keep warm. How 

the big eyes stared and the blue lips smiled as we came in!  

"Ah, mein Gott! it is the good angels that come to us!" cried the poor 

woman, with tears of joy. 



 

"Funny angels, in woollen hoods and red mittens," said I; and they all 

laughed. 

Then we fell to work, and in fifteen minutes, it really did seem as if 

fairies had been at work there. Papa made a splendid fire in the old 

fireplace and stopped up the broken window with his own hat and 

coat. Mamma set the shivering children round the fire, and wrapped 

the poor woman in warm things. Betsey and the rest of us spread the 

table, and fed the starving little ones. 

"Das ist gute!" "Oh, nice!" "Der angel--Kinder!" cried the poor things as 

they ate and smiled and basked in the warm blaze. We had never been 

called "angel-children" before, and we thought it very charming, 

especially I who had often been told I was "a regular Sancho." What fun 

it was! Papa, with a towel for an apron, fed the smallest child; mamma 

dressed the poor little new-born baby as tenderly as if it had been her 

own. Betsey gave the mother gruel and tea, and comforted her with 

assurance of better days for all. Nan, Lu, Beth, and May flew about 

among the seven children, talking and laughing and trying to 

understand their funny, broken English. It was a very happy breakfast, 

though we didn't get any of it; and when we came away, leaving them 

all so comfortable, and promising to bring clothes and food by and by, I 

think there were not in all the hungry little girls who gave away their 

breakfast, and contented themselves with a bit of bread and an apple of 

New Year's day. 

 

Chapter 44   The Story Of Little Boy Blue 

 

Little Boy Blue, come blow your horn. 

The sheep 's in the meadow, the cow 's in the corn; 

Where 's the little boy that minds the sheep? 

He 's under the haystack, fast asleep! 



 

There once lived a poor widow who supported herself and her only son 

by gleaning in the fields the stalks of grain that had been missed by the 

reapers. Her little cottage was at the foot of a beautiful valley, upon the 

edge of the river that wound in and out among the green hills; and 

although poor, she was contented with her lot, for her home was 

pleasant and her lovely boy was a constant delight to her. 

He had big blue eyes, and fair golden curls, and he loved his good 

mother very dearly, and was never more pleased than when she 

allowed him to help her with her work. 

And so the years passed happily away till the boy was eight years old, 

but then the widow fell sick, and their little store of money melted 

gradually away. 

"I don't know what we shall do for bread," she said, kissing her boy 

with tears in her eyes, "for I am not yet strong enough to work, and we 

have no money left." 

"But I can work," answered the boy; "and I 'm sure if I go to the Squire 

up at the Hall he will give me something to do."  

At first the widow was reluctant to consent to this, since she loved to 

keep her child at her side, but finally, as nothing else could be done, 

she decided to let him go to see the Squire. 

Being too proud to allow her son to go to the great house in his ragged 

clothes, she made him a new suit out of a pretty blue dress she had 

herself worn in happier times, and when it was finished and the boy 

dressed in it, he looked as pretty as a prince in a fairy tale. For the 

bright blue jacket set off his curls to good advantage, and the color just 

matched the blue of his eyes. His trousers were blue, also, and she took 

the silver buckles from her own shoes and put them on his, that he 

might appear the finer. And then she brushed his curls and placed his 

big straw hat upon them and sent him away with a kiss to see the 

Squire. 



 

It so happened that the great man was walking in his garden with his 

daughter Madge that morning, and was feeling in an especially happy 

mood, so that when he suddenly looked up and saw a little boy before 

him, he said, kindly, 

"Well, my child, what can I do for you?"  

"If you please, sir," said the boy, bravely, although he was frightened at 

meeting the Squire face to face, "I want you to give me some work to 

do, so that I can earn money."  

"Earn money!" repeated the Squire, "why do you wish to earn money?"  

"To buy food for my mother, sir. We are very poor, and since she is no 

longer able to work for me I wish to work for her." 

"But what can you do?" asked the Squire; "you are too small to work in 

the fields." 

"I could earn something, sir, could n't I?"  

His tone was so pleading that mistress Madge was unable to resist it, 

and even the Squire was touched. The young lady came forward and 

took the boy's hand in her own, and pressing back his curls, she kissed 

his fair cheek. 

"You shall be our shepherd," she said, pleasantly, "and keep the sheep 

out of the meadows and the cows from getting in to the corn. You 

know, father," she continued, turning to the Squire, "it was only 

yesterday you said you must get a boy to tend the sheep, and this little 

boy can do it nicely." 

"Very well," replied the Squire, "it shall be as you say, and if he is 

attentive and watchful he will be able to save me a good bit of trouble 

and so really earn his money." 

Then he turned to the child and said, 



 

"Come to me in the morning, my little man, and I will give you a silver 

horn to blow, that you may call the sheep and the cows whenever they 

go astray. What is your name?" 

"Oh, never mind his name, papa!" broke in the Squire's daughter; "I 

shall call him Little Boy Blue, since he is dressed in blue from head to 

foot, and his dress but matches his eyes. And you must give him a good 

wage, also, for surely no Squire before ever had a prettier shepherd boy 

than this." 

"Very good," said the Squire, cheerfully, as he pinched his daughter's 

rosy cheek; "be watchful, Little Boy Blue, and you shall be well paid."  

Then Little Boy Blue thanked them both very sweetly and ran back over 

the hill and into the valley where his home lay nestled by the riverside, 

to tell the good news to his mother. 

The poor widow wept tears of joy when she heard his story, and smiled 

when he told her that his name was to be Little Boy Blue. She knew the 

Squire was a kind master and would be good to her darling son. 

Early the next morning Little Boy Blue was at the Hall, and the Squire's 

steward gave him a new silver horn, that glistened brightly in the 

sunshine, and a golden cord to fasten it around his neck. And then he 

was given charge of the sheep and the cows, and told to keep them 

from straying into the meadowlands and the fields of grain. 

It was not hard work, but just suited to Little Boy Blue's age, and he 

was watchful and vigilant and made a very good shepherd boy indeed. 

His mother needed food no longer, for the Squire paid her son liberally, 

and the Squire's daughter made a favorite of the small shepherd and 

loved to hear the call of his silver horn echoing amongst the hills. Even 

the sheep and the cows were fond of him, and always obeyed the sound 

of his horn; therefore the Squire's corn thrived finely, and was never 

trampled. 



 

Little Boy Blue was now very happy, and his mother was proud and 

contented and began to improve in health. After a few weeks she 

became strong enough to leave the cottage and walk a little in the 

fields each day; but she could not go far, because her limbs were too 

feeble to support her long, so the most she could attempt was to walk 

as far as the stile to meet Little Boy Blue as he came home from work in 

the evening. Then she would lean on his shoulder and return to the 

cottage with him, and the boy was very glad he could thus support his 

darling mother and assist her faltering steps. 

But one day a great misfortune came upon them, since it is true that no 

life can be so happy but that sorrow will creep in to temper it. 

Little Boy Blue came homeward one evening very light of heart and 

whistled merrily as he walked, for he thought he should find his 

mother awaiting him at the stile and a good supper spread upon the 

table in the little cottage. But when he came to the stile his mother was 

not in sight, and in answer to his call a low moan of pain reached his 

ears. 

Little Boy Blue sprang over the stile and found lying upon the ground 

his dear mother, her face white and drawn with suffering, and tears of 

anguish running down her cheeks. For she had slipped upon the stile 

and fallen, and her leg was broken! 

Little Boy Blue ran to the cottage for water and bathed the poor 

woman's face, and raised her head that she might drink. There were no 

neighbors, for the cottage stood all alone by the river, so the child was 

obliged to support his mother in his arms as best he could while she 

crawled painfully back to the cottage. Fortunately, it was not far, and at 

last she was safely laid upon her bed. Then Little Boy Blue began to 

think what he should do next. 

"Can I leave you alone while I go for the doctor, mamma?" he asked, 

anxiously, as he held her clasped hands tightly in his two little ones. 

His mother drew him towards her and kissed him. 



 

"Take the boat, dear," she said, "and fetch the doctor from the village. I 

shall be patient till you return." 

Little Boy Blue rushed away to the river bank and unfastened the little 

boat; and then he pulled sturdily down the river until he passed the 

bend and came to the pretty village below. When he had found the 

doctor and told of his mother's misfortune, the good man promised to 

attend him at once, and very soon they were seated in the boat and on 

their way to the cottage. 

It was very dark by this time, but Little Boy Blue knew every turn and 

bend in the river, and the doctor helped him pull at the oars, so that at 

last they came to the place where a faint light twinkled through the 

cottage window. They found the poor woman in much pain, but the 

doctor quickly set and bandaged her leg, and gave her some medicine 

to ease her suffering. It was nearly midnight when all was finished and 

the doctor was ready to start back to the village. 

"Take good care of your mother," he said to the boy, "and do n't worry 

about her, for it is not a bad break and the leg will mend nicely in time; 

but she will be in bed many days, and you must nurse her as well as 

you are able." 

All through the night the boy sat by the bedside, bathing his mother's 

fevered brow and ministering to her wants. And when the day broke 

she was resting easily and the pain had left her, and she told Little Boy 

Blue he must go to his work. 

"For," said she, "more than ever now we need the money you earn from 

the Squire, as my misfortune will add to the expenses of living, and we 

have the doctor to pay. Do not fear to leave me, for I shall rest quietly 

and sleep most of the time while you are away."  

Little Boy Blue did not like to leave his mother all alone, but he knew of 

no one he could ask to stay with her; so he placed food and water by 



 

her bedside, and ate a little breakfast himself, and started off to tend 

his sheep. 

The sun was shining brightly, and the birds sang sweetly in the trees, 

and the crickets chirped just as merrily as if this great trouble had not 

come to Little Boy Blue to make him sad. 

But he went bravely to his work, and for several hours he watched 

carefully; and the men at work in the fields, and the Squire's daughter, 

who sat embroidering upon the porch of the great house, heard often 

the sound of his horn as he called the straying sheep to his side. 

But he had not slept the whole night, and he was tired with his long 

watch at his mother's bedside, and so in spite of himself the lashes 

would droop occasionally over his blue eyes, for he was only a child, 

and children feel the loss of sleep more than older people. 

Still, Little Boy Blue had no intention of sleeping while he was on duty, 

and bravely fought against the drowsiness that was creeping over him. 

The sun shone very hot that day, and he walked to the shady side of a 

big haystack and sat down upon the ground, leaning his back against 

the stack. 

The cows and sheep were quietly browsing near him, and he watched 

them earnestly for a time, listening to the singing of the birds, and the 

gentle tinkling of the bells upon the wethers, and the faraway songs of 

the reapers that the breeze brought to his ears. 

And before he knew it the blue eyes had closed fast, and the golden 

head lay back upon the hay, and Little Boy Blue was fast asleep and 

dreaming that his mother was well again and had come to the stile to 

meet him. 

The sheep strayed near the edge of the meadow and paused, waiting for 

the warning sound of the horn. And the breeze carried the fragrance of 

the growing corn to the nostrils of the browsing cows and tempted 

them nearer and nearer to the forbidden feast. But the silver horn was 



 

silent, and before long the cows were feeding upon the Squire's pet 

cornfield and the sheep were enjoying themselves amidst the juicy 

grasses of the meadows. 

The Squire himself was returning from a long, weary ride over his 

farms, and when he came to the cornfield and saw the cows trampling 

down the grain and feeding upon the golden stalks he was very angry. 

"Little Boy Blue!" he cried; "ho! Little Boy Blue, come blow your horn!" 

But there was no reply. He rode on a way and now discovered that the 

sheep were deep within the meadows, and that made him more angry 

still. 

"Here, Isaac," he said to a farmer's lad who chanced to pass by, "where 

is Little Boy Blue?" 

"He 's under the haystack, your honor, fast asleep!" replied Isaac with a 

grin, for he had passed that way and seen that the boy was lying asleep.  

"Will you go and wake him?" asked the Squire; "for he must drive out 

the sheep and the cows before they do more damage."  

"Not I," replied Isaac, "if I wake him he 'll surely cry, for he is but a 

baby, and not fit to mind the sheep. But I myself will drive them out for 

your honor," and away he ran to do so, thinking that now the Squire 

would give him Little Boy Blue's place, and make him the shepherd 

boy, for Isaac had long coveted the position. 

The Squire's daughter, hearing the angry tones of her father's voice, 

now came out to see what was amiss, and when she heard that Little 

Boy Blue had failed in his trust she was deeply grieved, for she had 

loved the child for his pretty ways. 

The Squire dismounted from his horse and came to where the boy was 

lying. 



 

"Awake!" said he, shaking him by the shoulder, "and depart from my 

lands, for you have betrayed my trust, and let the sheep and the cows 

stray into the fields and meadows!" 

Little Boy Blue started up at once and rubbed his eyes; and then he did 

as Isaac prophesied, and began to weep bitterly, for his heart was sore 

that he had failed in his duty to the good Squire and so forfeited his 

confidence. 

But the Squire's daughter was moved by the child's tears, so she took 

him upon her lap and comforted him, asking, 

"Why did you sleep, Little Boy Blue, when you should have watched the 

cows and the sheep?" 

"My mother has broken her leg," answered the boy, between his sobs, 

"and I did not sleep all last night, but sat by her bedside nursing her. 

And I tried hard not to fall asleep, but could not help myself; and oh, 

Squire! I hope you will forgive me this once, for my poor mother's 

sake!" 

"Where does your mother live?" asked the Squire, in a kindly tone, for 

he had already forgiven Little Boy Blue. 

"In the cottage down by the river," answered the child; "and she is all 

alone, for there is no one near to help us in our trouble." 

"Come," said Mistress Madge, rising to her feet and taking his hand; 

"lead us to your home, and we will see if we cannot assist your poor 

mother." 

So the Squire and his daughter and Little Boy Blue all walked down to 

the little cottage, and the Squire had a long talk with the poor widow. 

And that same day a big basket of dainties was sent to the cottage, and 

Mistress Madge bade her own maid go to the widow and nurse her 

carefully until she recovered. 



 

So that after all Little Boy Blue did more for his dear mother by falling 

asleep than he could had he kept wide awake; for after his mother was 

well again the Squire gave them a pretty cottage to live in very near to 

the great house itself, and the Squire's daughter was ever afterward 

their good friend, and saw that they wanted for no comforts of life. 

And Little Boy Blue did not fall asleep again at his post, but watched 

the cows and the sheep faithfully for many years, until he grew up to 

manhood and had a farm of his own. 

He always said his mother's accident had brought him good luck, but I 

think it was rather his own loving heart and his devotion to his mother 

that made him friends. For no one is afraid to trust a boy who loves to 

serve and care for his mother. 

 

Chapter 45    Puss in Boots 

 

There was a miller, who left no more estate to the three sons he had, 

than his Mill, his Ass, and his Cat. The partition was soon made. 

Neither the scrivener nor attorney were sent for. They would soon have 

eaten up all the poor patrimony. The eldest had the Mill, the second 

the Ass, and the youngest nothing but the Cat. 

The poor young fellow was quite comfortless at having so poor a lot. 

"My brothers," said he, "may get their living handsomely enough, by 

joining their stocks together; but for my part, when I have eaten up my 

Cat, and made me a muff of his skin, I must die with hunger."  

The Cat, who heard all this, but made as if he did not, said to him with 

a grave and serious air: 

"Do not thus afflict yourself, my good master; you have only to give me 

a bag, and get a pair of boots made for me, that I may scamper thro' the 



 

dirt and the brambles, and you shall see that you have not so bad a 

portion of me as you imagine."  

Tho' the Cat's master did not build very much upon what he said, he 

had however often seen him play a great many cunning tricks to catch 

rats and mice; as when he used to hang by the heels, or hide himself in 

the meal, and make[70] as if he were dead; so that he did not 

altogether despair of his affording him some help in his miserable 

condition. 

When the Cat had what he asked for, he booted himself very gallantly; 

and putting his bag about his neck, he held the strings of it in his two 

fore paws, and went into a warren where was great abundance of 

rabbits. He put bran and sow-thistle into his bag, and stretching 

himself out at length, as if he had been dead, he waited for some young 

rabbit, not yet acquainted with the deceits of the world, to come and 

rummage his bag for what he had put into it. 

Scarce was he lain down, but he had what he wanted; a rash and foolish 

young rabbit jumped into his bag, and Monsieur Puss, immediately 

drawing close the strings, took and killed him without pity. Proud of 

his prey, he went with it to the palace, and asked to speak with his 

Majesty. He was shewed up stairs into the King's apartment, and, 

making a low reverence, said to him: 

"I have brought you, sir, a rabbit of the warren which my noble lord the 

Marquis of Carabas" (for that was the title which Puss was pleased to 

give his master) "has commanded me to present to your Majesty from 

him." 

"Tell thy master," said the King, "that I thank him, and that he does me 

a great deal of pleasure." 

Another time he went and hid himself among some standing corn, 

holding still his bag open; and when a brace of partridges ran into it, he 

drew the strings, and so caught them both. He went and made a 



 

present of these to the[71] King, as he had done before of the rabbit 

which he took in the warren. The King in like manner received the 

partridges with great pleasure, and ordered him some money to drink. 

The Cat continued for two or three months, thus to carry his Majesty, 

from time to time, game of his master's taking. One day in particular, 

when he knew for certain that the King was to take the air, along the 

river side, with his daughter, the most beautiful Princess in the world, 

he said to his master: 

"If you will follow my advice, your fortune is made; you have nothing 

else to do, but go and wash yourself in the river, in that part I shall 

shew you, and leave the rest to me." 

The Marquis of Carabas did what the Cat advised him to, without 

knowing why or wherefore. 

While he was washing, the King passed by, and the Cat began to cry 

out, as loud as he could: 

"Help, help, my lord Marquis of Carabas is drowning." 

At this noise the King put his head out of his coach-window, and 

finding it was the Cat who had so often brought him such good game, 

he commanded his guards to run immediately to the assistance of his 

lordship the Marquis of Carabas. 

While they were drawing the poor Marquis out of the river, the Cat 

came up to the coach, and told the King that while his master was 

washing, there came by some rogues, who went off with his clothes, 

tho' he had cried out "Thieves, thieves," several times, as loud as he 

could. This cunning[72] Cat had hidden them under a great stone. The 

King immediately commanded the officers of his wardrobe to run and 

fetch one of his best suits for the lord Marquis of Carabas. 

The King received him with great kindness, and as the fine clothes he 

had given him extremely set off his good mien (for he was well made, 

and very handsome in his person), the King's daughter took a secret 



 

inclination to him, and the Marquis of Carabas had no sooner cast two 

or three respectful and somewhat tender glances, but she fell in love 

with him to distraction. The King would needs have him come into his 

coach, and take part of the airing. The Cat, quite overjoyed to see his 

project begin to succeed, marched on before, and meeting with some 

countrymen, who were mowing a meadow, he said to them: 

"Good people, you who are mowing, if you do not tell the King, that the 

meadow you mow belongs to my lord Marquis of Carabas, you shall be 

chopped as small as mince-meat." 

The King did not fail asking of the mowers, to whom the meadow they 

were mowing belonged. 

"To my lord Marquis of Carabas," answered they all together; for the 

Cat's threats had made them terribly afraid. 

"Truly a fine estate," said the King to the Marquis of Carabas. 

"You see, sir," said the Marquis, "this is a meadow which never fails to 

yield a plentiful harvest every year."[73] 

The Master Cat, who still went on before, met with some reapers, and 

said to them: 

"Good people, you who are reaping, if you do not tell the King that all 

this corn belongs to the Marquis of Carabas, you shall be chopped as 

small as mince-meat." 

The King, who passed by a moment after, would needs know to whom 

all that corn, which he then saw, did belong. "To my lord Marquis of 

Carabas," replied the reapers; and the King again congratulated the 

Marquis. 

The Master Cat, who went always before, said the same words to all he 

met; and the King was astonished at the vast estates of my lord 

Marquis of Carabas. 



 

Monsieur Puss came at last to a stately castle, the master of which was 

an Ogre, the richest had ever been known; for all the lands which the 

King had then gone over belonged to this castle. The Cat, who had 

taken care to inform himself who this Ogre was, and what he could do, 

asked to speak with him, saying, he could not pass so near his castle, 

without having the honour of paying his respects to him. 

The Ogre received him as civilly as an Ogre could do, and made him sit 

down. 

"I have been assured," said the Cat, "that you have the gift of being able 

to change yourself into all sorts of creatures you have a mind to; you 

can, for example, transform yourself into a lion, or elephant, and the 

like." 

"This is true," answered the Ogre very briskly, "and to convince you, 

you shall see me now become a lion."  

Puss was so sadly terrified at the sight of a lion so near him, that he 

immediately got into the gutter, not without abundance of trouble and 

danger, because of his boots, which were ill-suited for walking upon 

the tiles. A little while after, when Puss saw that the Ogre had resumed 

his natural form, he came down, and owned he had been very much 

frightened. 

"I have been moreover informed," said the Cat, "but I know not how to 

believe it, that you have also the power to take on you the shape of the 

smallest animals; for example, to change yourself into a rat or a mouse; 

but I must own to you, I take this to be impossible."  

"Impossible?" cried the Ogre, "you shall see that presently," and at the 

same time changed into a mouse, and began to run about the floor. 

Puss no sooner perceived this, but he fell upon him, and ate him up. 

Meanwhile the King, who saw, as he passed, this fine castle of the 

Ogre's, had a mind to go into it. Puss, who heard the noise of his 



 

Majesty's coach running over the drawbridge, ran out and said to the 

King: 

"Your Majesty is welcome to this castle of my lord Marquis of Carabas."  

"What! my lord Marquis?" cried the King, "and does this castle also 

belong to you? There can be nothing finer than this court, and all the 

stately buildings which surround it; let us go into it, if you please."  

The Marquis gave his hand to the Princess, and followed the King, who 

went up first. They passed into a spacious hall, where they found a 

magnificent collation which the Ogre had prepared for his friends, who 

were that very day to visit him, but dared not to enter knowing the 

King was there. His Majesty was perfectly charmed with the good 

qualities of my lord Marquis of Carabas, as was his daughter who was 

fallen violently in love with him; and seeing the vast estate he 

possessed, said to him, after having drank five or six glasses: 

"It will be owing to yourself only, my lord Marquis, if you are not my 

son-in-law." 

The Marquis making several low bows, accepted the honour which his 

Majesty conferred upon him, and forthwith, that very same day, 

married the Princess. 

Puss became a great lord, and never ran after mice any more, but only 

for his diversion. 

 

Chapter 46   The Marsh King's Daughter 

 

The storks relate to their little ones a great many stories, and they are 

all about moors and reed banks, and suited to their age and capacity. 

The youngest of them are quite satisfied with "kibble, rabble," or such 

nonsense, and think it very grand; but the elder ones want something 

with a deeper meaning, or at least something about their own family. 



 

We are only acquainted with one of the two longest and oldest stories 

which the storks relate—it is about Moses, who was exposed by his 

mother on the banks of the Nile, and was found by the king's daughter, 

who gave him a good education, and he afterwards became a great 

man; but where he was buried is still unknown. 

Everyone knows this story, but not the second; very likely because it is 

quite an inland story. It has been repeated from mouth to mouth, from 

one stork-mamma to another, for thousands of years; and each has told 

it better than the last; and now we mean to tell it better than all.  

The first stork pair who related it lived at the time it happened, and 

had their summer residence on the rafters of the Viking's house, which 

stood near the wild moorlands of Windcastle; that is, to speak more 

correctly, the great moor heath, high up in the north of Jutland, by the 

Saugeen peak. This wilderness is still an immense wild heath of marshy 

ground, about which we can read in the "Official Directory." It is said 

that in olden times the place was a lake, the ground of which had 

heaved up from beneath, and now the moorland extends for miles in 

every direction, and is surrounded by damp meadows, trembling, 

undulating swamps, and marshy ground covered with turf, on which 

grow bilberry bushes and stunted trees. Mists are almost always 

hovering over this region, which, seventy years ago, was overrun with 

wolves. It may well be called the Wild Moor; and one can easily 

imagine, with such a wild expanse of marsh and lake, how lonely and 

dreary it must have been a thousand years ago. Many things may be 

noticed now that existed then. The reeds grow to the same height, and 

bear the same kind of long, purple-brown leaves, with their feathery 

tips. There still stands the birch, with its white bark and its delicate, 

loosely hanging leaves; and with regard to the living beings who 

frequented this spot, the fly still wears a gauzy dress of the same cut, 

and the favorite colors of the stork are white, with black and red for 

stockings. The people, certainly, in those days, wore very different 

dresses to those they now wear, but if any of them, be he huntsman or 



 

squire, master or servant, ventured on the wavering, undulating, 

marshy ground of the moor, they met with the same fate a thousand 

years ago as they would now. The wanderer sank, and went down to 

the Marsh King, as he is named, who rules in the great moorland 

empire beneath. They also called him "Gunnel King," but we like the 

name of "Marsh King" better, and we will give him that name as the 

storks do. Very little is known of the Marsh King's rule, but that, 

perhaps, is a good thing. 

About the moorlands, and not far from the great arm of the North Sea 

and the Kattegat which is called the Ludfordian, lay the castle of the 

Viking, with its water-tight stone cellars, its tower, and its three 

projecting stores. On the ridge of the roof the stork had built his nest, 

and there the stork-mamma sat on her eggs and felt sure her hatching 

would come to something. 

One evening, stork-papa stayed out rather late, and when he came 

home he seemed quite busy, bustling, and important. "I have 

something very dreadful to tell you," said he to the stork-mamma. 

"Keep it to yourself then," she replied. "Remember that I am hatching 

eggs; it may agitate me, and will affect them." 

"You must know it at once," said he. "The daughter of our host in Egypt 

has arrived here. She has ventured to take this journey, and now she is 

lost." 

"She who sprung from the race of the fairies, is it?" cried the mother 

stork. "Oh, tell me all about it; you know I cannot bear to be kept 

waiting at a time when I am hatching eggs."  

"Well, you see, mother," he replied, "she believed what the doctors 

said, and what I have heard you state also, that the moor-flowers which 

grow about here would heal her sick father; and she has flown to the 

north in swan's plumage, in company with some other swan-princesses, 



 

who come to these parts every year to renew their youth. She came, 

and where is she now!" 

"You enter into particulars too much," said the mamma stork, "and the 

eggs may take cold; I cannot bear such suspense as this."  

"Well," said he, "I have kept watch; and this evening I went among the 

rushes where I thought the marshy ground would bear me, and while I 

was there three swans came. Something in their manner of flying 

seemed to say to me, 'Look carefully now; there is one not all swan, 

only swan's feathers.' You know, mother, you have the same intuitive 

feeling that I have; you know whether a thing is right or not 

immediately." 

"Yes, of course," said she; "but tell me about the princess; I am tired of 

hearing about the swan's feathers." 

"Well, you know that in the middle of the moor there is something like 

a lake," said the stork-papa. "You can see the edge of it if you raise 

yourself a little. Just there, by the reeds and the green banks, lay the 

trunk of an elder-tree; upon this the three swans stood flapping their 

wings, and looking about them; one of them threw off her plumage, 

and I immediately recognized her as one of the princesses of our home 

in Egypt. There she sat, without any covering but her long, black hair. I 

heard her tell the two others to take great care of the swan's plumage, 

while she dipped down into the water to pluck the flowers which she 

fancied she saw there. The others nodded, and picked up the feather 

dress, and took possession of it. I wonder what will become of it? 

thought I, and she most likely asked herself the same question. If so, 

she received an answer, a very practical one; for the two swans rose up 

and flew away with her swan's plumage. 'Dive down now!' they cried; 

'thou shalt never more fly in the swan's plumage, thou shalt never 

again see Egypt; here, on the moor, thou wilt remain.' So saying, they 

tore the swan's plumage into a thousand pieces, the feathers drifted 



 

about like a snow-shower, and then the two deceitful princesses flew 

away." 

"Why, that is terrible," said the stork-mamma; "I feel as if I could hardly 

bear to hear any more, but you must tell me what happened next." 

"The princess wept and lamented aloud; her tears moistened the elder 

stump, which was really not an elder stump but the Marsh King 

himself, he who in marshy ground lives and rules. I saw myself how the 

stump of the tree turned round, and was a tree no more, while long, 

clammy branches like arms, were extended from it. Then the poor child 

was terribly frightened, and started up to run away. She hastened to 

cross the green, slimy ground; but it will not bear any weight, much 

less hers. She quickly sank, and the elder stump dived immediately 

after her; in fact, it was he who drew her down. Great black bubbles 

rose up out of the moor-slime, and with these every trace of the two 

vanished. And now the princess is buried in the wild marsh, she will 

never now carry flowers to Egypt to cure her father. It would have 

broken your heart, mother, had you seen it."  

"You ought not to have told me," said she, "at such a time as this; the 

eggs might suffer. But I think the princess will soon find help; some 

one will rise up to help her. Ah! if it had been you or I, or one of our 

people, it would have been all over with us."  

"I mean to go every day," said he, "to see if anything comes to pass;" 

and so he did. 

A long time went by, but at last he saw a green stalk shooting up out of 

the deep, marshy ground. As it reached the surface of the marsh, a leaf 

spread out, and unfolded itself broader and broader, and close to it 

came forth a bud. 

One morning, when the stork-papa was flying over the stem, he saw 

that the power of the sun's rays had caused the bud to open, and in the 

cup of the flower lay a charming child—a little maiden, looking as if 



 

she had just come out of a bath. The little one was so like the Egyptian 

princess, that the stork, at the first moment, thought it must be the 

princess herself, but after a little reflection he decided that it was much 

more likely to be the daughter of the princess and the Marsh King; and 

this explained also her being placed in the cup of a water-lily. "But she 

cannot be left to lie here," thought the stork, "and in my nest there are 

already so many. But stay, I have thought of something: the wife of the 

Viking has no children, and how often she has wished for a little one. 

People always say the stork brings the little ones; I will do so in earnest 

this time. I shall fly with the child to the Viking's wife; what rejoicing 

there will be!" 

And then the stork lifted the little girl out of the flower-cup, flew to the 

castle, picked a hole with his beak in the bladder-covered window, and 

laid the beautiful child in the bosom of the Viking's wife. Then he flew 

back quickly to the stork-mamma and told her what he had seen and 

done; and the little storks listened to it all, for they were then quite old 

enough to do so. "So you see," he continued, "that the princess is not 

dead, for she must have sent her little one up here; and now I have 

found a home for her." 

"Ah, I said it would be so from the first," replied the stork-mamma; 

"but now think a little of your own family. Our travelling time draws 

near, and I sometimes feel a little irritation already under the wings. 

The cuckoos and the nightingale are already gone, and I heard the 

quails say they should go too as soon as the wind was favorable. Our 

youngsters will go through all the manoeuvres at the review very well, 

or I am much mistaken in them." 

The Viking's wife was above measure delighted when she awoke the 

next morning and found the beautiful little child lying in her bosom. 

She kissed it and caressed it; but it cried terribly, and struck out with 

its arms and legs, and did not seem to be pleased at all. At last it cried 

itself to sleep; and as it lay there so still and quiet, it was a most 



 

beautiful sight to see. The Viking's wife was so delighted, that body and 

soul were full of joy. Her heart felt so light within her, that it seemed as 

if her husband and his soldiers, who were absent, must come home as 

suddenly and unexpectedly as the little child had done. She and her 

whole household therefore busied themselves in preparing everything 

for the reception of her lord. The long, colored tapestry, on which she 

and her maidens had worked pictures of their idols, Odin, Thor, and 

Friga, was hung up. The slaves polished the old shields that served as 

ornaments; cushions were placed on the seats, and dry wood laid on 

the fireplaces in the centre of the hall, so that the flames might be 

fanned up at a moment's notice. The Viking's wife herself assisted in 

the work, so that at night she felt very tired, and quickly fell into a 

sound sleep. When she awoke, just before morning, she was terribly 

alarmed to find that the infant had vanished. She sprang from her 

couch, lighted a pine-chip, and searched all round the room, when, at 

last, in that part of the bed where her feet had been, lay, not the child, 

but a great, ugly frog. She was quite disgusted at this sight, and seized a 

heavy stick to kill the frog; but the creature looked at her with such 

strange, mournful eyes, that she was unable to strike the blow. Once 

more she searched round the room; then she started at hearing the frog 

utter a low, painful croak. She sprang from the couch and opened the 

window hastily; at the same moment the sun rose, and threw its beams 

through the window, till it rested on the couch where the great frog lay. 

Suddenly it appeared as if the frog's broad mouth contracted, and 

became small and red. The limbs moved and stretched out and 

extended themselves till they took a beautiful shape; and behold there 

was the pretty child lying before her, and the ugly frog was gone. "How 

is this?" she cried, "have I had a wicked dream? Is it not my own lovely 

cherub that lies there." Then she kissed it and fondled it; but the child 

struggled and fought, and bit as if she had been a little wild cat. 

The Viking did not return on that day, nor the next; he was, however, 

on the way home; but the wind, so favorable to the storks, was against 



 

him; for it blew towards the south. A wind in favor of one is often 

against another. 

After two or three days had passed, it became clear to the Viking's wife 

how matters stood with the child; it was under the influence of a 

powerful sorcerer. By day it was charming in appearance as an angel of 

light, but with a temper wicked and wild; while at night, in the form of 

an ugly frog, it was quiet and mournful, with eyes full of sorrow. Here 

were two natures, changing inwardly and outwardly with the absence 

and return of sunlight. And so it happened that by day the child, with 

the actual form of its mother, possessed the fierce disposition of its 

father; at night, on the contrary, its outward appearance plainly 

showed its descent on the father's side, while inwardly it had the heart 

and mind of its mother. Who would be able to loosen this wicked 

charm which the sorcerer had worked upon it? The wife of the Viking 

lived in constant pain and sorrow about it. Her heart clung to the little 

creature, but she could not explain to her husband the circumstances 

in which it was placed. He was expected to return shortly; and were she 

to tell him, he would very likely, as was the custom at that time, expose 

the poor child in the public highway, and let any one take it away who 

would. The good wife of the Viking could not let that happen, and she 

therefore resolved that the Viking should never see the child excepting 

by daylight. 

One morning there sounded a rushing of storks' wings over the roof. 

More than a hundred pair of storks had rested there during the night, 

to recover themselves after their excursion; and now they soared aloft, 

and prepared for the journey southward. 

"All the husbands are here, and ready!" they cried; "wives and children 

also!" 

"How light we are!" screamed the young storks in chorus. "Something 

pleasant seems creeping over us, even down to our toes, as if we were 

full of live frogs. Ah, how delightful it is to travel into foreign lands!" 



 

"Hold yourselves properly in the line with us," cried papa and mamma. 

"Do not use your beaks so much; it tries the lungs." And then the storks 

flew away. 

About the same time sounded the clang of the warriors' trumpets 

across the heath. The Viking had landed with his men. They were 

returning home, richly laden with spoil from the Gallic coast, where 

the people, as did also the inhabitants of Britain, often cried in alarm, 

"Deliver us from the wild northmen." 

Life and noisy pleasure came with them into the castle of the Viking on 

the moorland. A great cask of mead was drawn into the hall, piles of 

wood blazed, cattle were slain and served up, that they might feast in 

reality, The priest who offered the sacrifice sprinkled the devoted 

parishioners with the warm blood; the fire crackled, and the smoke 

rolled along beneath the roof; the soot fell upon them from the beams; 

but they were used to all these things. Guests were invited, and 

received handsome presents. All wrongs and unfaithfulness were 

forgotten. They drank deeply, and threw in each other's faces the bones 

that were left, which was looked upon as a sign of good feeling amongst 

them. A bard, who was a kind of musician as well as warrior, and who 

had been with the Viking in his expedition, and knew what to sing 

about, gave them one of his best songs, in which they heard all their 

warlike deeds praised, and every wonderful action brought forward 

with honor. Every verse ended with this refrain,— 

Gold and possessions will flee away, 

Friends and foes must die one day; 

Every man on earth must die, 

But a famous name will never die. 

And with that they beat upon their shields, and hammered upon the 

table with knives and bones, in a most outrageous manner. 



 

The Viking's wife sat upon a raised cross seat in the open hall. She wore 

a silk dress, golden bracelets, and large amber beads. She was in costly 

attire, and the bard named her in his song, and spoke of the rich 

treasure of gold which she had brought to her husband. Her husband 

had already seen the wonderfully beautiful child in the daytime, and 

was delighted with her beauty; even her wild ways pleased him. He said 

the little maiden would grow up to be a heroine, with the strong will 

and determination of a man. She would never wink her eyes, even if, in 

joke, an expert hand should attempt to cut off her eye-brows with a 

sharp sword. 

The full cask of mead soon became empty, and a fresh one was brought 

in; for these were people who liked plenty to eat and drink. The old 

proverb, which every one knows, says that "the cattle know when to 

leave their pasture, but a foolish man knows not the measure of his 

own appetite." Yes, they all knew this; but men may know what is right, 

and yet often do wrong. They also knew "that even the welcome guest 

becomes wearisome when he sits too long in the house." But there they 

remained; for pork and mead are good things. And so at the Viking's 

house they stayed, and enjoyed themselves; and at night the bondmen 

slept in the ashes, and dipped their fingers in the fat, and licked them. 

Oh, it was a delightful time! 

Once more in the same year the Viking went forth, though the storms 

of autumn had already commenced to roar. He went with his warriors 

to the coast of Britain; he said that it was but an excursion of pleasure 

across the water, so his wife remained at home with the little girl. After 

a while, it is quite certain the foster-mother began to love the poor 

frog, with its gentle eyes and its deep sighs, even better than the little 

beauty who bit and fought with all around her. 

The heavy, damp mists of autumn, which destroy the leaves of the 

wood, had already fallen upon forest and heath. Feathers of plucked 

birds, as they call the snow, flew about in thick showers, and winter 



 

was coming. The sparrows took possession of the stork's nest, and 

conversed about the absent owners in their own fashion; and they, the 

stork pair and all their young ones, where were they staying now? The 

storks might have been found in the land of Egypt, where the sun's rays 

shone forth bright and warm, as it does here at midsummer. Tamarinds 

and acacias were in full bloom all over the country, the crescent of 

Mahomet glittered brightly from the cupolas of the mosques, and on 

the slender pinnacles sat many of the storks, resting after their long 

journey. Swarms of them took divided possession of the nests—nests 

which lay close to each other between the venerable columns, and 

crowded the arches of temples in forgotten cities. The date and the 

palm lifted themselves as a screen or as a sun-shade over them. The 

gray pyramids looked like broken shadows in the clear air and the far-

off desert, where the ostrich wheels his rapid flight, and the lion, with 

his subtle eyes, gazes at the marble sphinx which lies half buried in 

sand. The waters of the Nile had retreated, and the whole bed of the 

river was covered with frogs, which was a most acceptable prospect for 

the stork families. The young storks thought their eyes deceived them, 

everything around appeared so beautiful. 

"It is always like this here, and this is how we live in our warm 

country," said the stork-mamma; and the thought made the young 

ones almost beside themselves with pleasure. 

"Is there anything more to see?" they asked; "are we going farther into 

the country?" 

"There is nothing further for us to see," answered the stork-mamma. 

"Beyond this delightful region there are immense forests, where the 

branches of the trees entwine round each other, while prickly, creeping 

plants cover the paths, and only an elephant could force a passage for 

himself with his great feet. The snakes are too large, and the lizards too 

lively for us to catch. Then there is the desert; if you went there, your 

eyes would soon be full of sand with the lightest breeze, and if it should 



 

blow great guns, you would most likely find yourself in a sand-drift. 

Here is the best place for you, where there are frogs and locusts; here I 

shall remain, and so must you." And so they stayed. 

The parents sat in the nest on the slender minaret, and rested, yet still 

were busily employed in cleaning and smoothing their feathers, and in 

sharpening their beaks against their red stockings; then they would 

stretch out their necks, salute each other, and gravely raise their heads 

with the high-polished forehead, and soft, smooth feathers, while their 

brown eyes shone with intelligence. The female young ones strutted 

about amid the moist rushes, glancing at the other young storks and 

making acquaintances, and swallowing a frog at every third step, or 

tossing a little snake about with their beaks, in a way they considered 

very becoming, and besides it tasted very good. The young male storks 

soon began to quarrel; they struck at each other with their wings, and 

pecked with their beaks till the blood came. And in this manner many 

of the young ladies and gentlemen were betrothed to each other: it 

was, of course, what they wanted, and indeed what they lived for. Then 

they returned to a nest, and there the quarrelling began afresh; for in 

hot countries people are almost all violent and passionate. But for all 

that it was pleasant, especially for the old people, who watched them 

with great joy: all that their young ones did suited them. Every day here 

there was sunshine, plenty to eat, and nothing to think of but pleasure. 

But in the rich castle of their Egyptian host, as they called him, 

pleasure was not to be found. The rich and mighty lord of the castle lay 

on his couch, in the midst of the great hall, with its many colored walls 

looking like the centre of a great tulip; but he was stiff and powerless in 

all his limbs, and lay stretched out like a mummy. His family and 

servants stood round him; he was not dead, although he could scarcely 

be said to live. The healing moor-flower from the north, which was to 

have been found and brought to him by her who loved him so well, had 

not arrived. His young and beautiful daughter who, in swan's plumage, 

had flown over land and seas to the distant north, had never returned. 



 

She is dead, so the two swan-maidens had said when they came home; 

and they made up quite a story about her, and this is what they told,— 

"We three flew away together through the air," said they: "a hunter 

caught sight of us, and shot at us with an arrow. The arrow struck our 

young friend and sister, and slowly singing her farewell song she sank 

down, a dying swan, into the forest lake. On the shores of the lake, 

under a spreading birch-tree, we laid her in the cold earth. We had our 

revenge; we bound fire under the wings of a swallow, who had a nest 

on the thatched roof of the huntsman. The house took fire, and burst 

into flames; the hunter was burnt with the house, and the light was 

reflected over the sea as far as the spreading birch, beneath which we 

laid her sleeping dust. She will never return to the land of Egypt." And 

then they both wept. And stork-papa, who heard the story, snapped 

with his beak so that it might be heard a long way off. 

"Deceit and lies!" cried he; "I should like to run my beak deep into their 

chests." 

"And perhaps break it off," said the mamma stork, "then what a sight 

you would be. Think first of yourself, and then of your family; all others 

are nothing to us." 

"Yes, I know," said the stork-papa; "but to-morrow I can easily place 

myself on the edge of the open cupola, when the learned and wise men 

assemble to consult on the state of the sick man; perhaps they may 

come a little nearer to the truth." And the learned and wise men 

assembled together, and talked a great deal on every point; but the 

stork could make no sense out of anything they said; neither were there 

any good results from their consultations, either for the sick man, or 

for his daughter in the marshy heath. When we listen to what people 

say in this world, we shall hear a great deal; but it is an advantage to 

know what has been said and done before, when we listen to a 

conversation. The stork did, and we know at least as much as he, the 

stork. 



 

"Love is a life-giver. The highest love produces the highest life. Only 

through love can the sick man be cured." This had been said by many, 

and even the learned men acknowledged that it was a wise saying. 

"What a beautiful thought!" exclaimed the papa stork immediately. 

"I don't quite understand it," said the mamma stork, when her husband 

repeated it; "however, it is not my fault, but the fault of the thought; 

whatever it may be, I have something else to think of." 

Now the learned men had spoken also of love between this one and 

that one; of the difference of the love which we have for our neighbor, 

to the love that exists between parents and children; of the love of the 

plant for the light, and how the germ springs forth when the sunbeam 

kisses the ground. All these things were so elaborately and learnedly 

explained, that it was impossible for stork-papa to follow it, much less 

to talk about it. His thoughts on the subject quite weighed him down; 

he stood the whole of the following day on one leg, with half-shut eyes, 

thinking deeply. So much learning was quite a heavy weight for him to 

carry. One thing, however, the papa stork could understand. Every one, 

high and low, had from their inmost hearts expressed their opinion 

that it was a great misfortune for so many thousands of people—the 

whole country indeed—to have this man so sick, with no hopes of his 

recovery. And what joy and blessing it would spread around if he could 

by any means be cured! But where bloomed the flower that could bring 

him health? They had searched for it everywhere; in learned writings, 

in the shining stars, in the weather and wind. Inquiries had been made 

in every by-way that could be thought of, until at last the wise and 

learned men has asserted, as we have been already told, that "love, the 

life-giver, could alone give new life to a father;" and in saying this, they 

had overdone it, and said more than they understood themselves. They 

repeated it, and wrote it down as a recipe, "Love is a life-giver." But 

how could such a recipe be prepared—that was a difficulty they could 

not overcome. At last it was decided that help could only come from 



 

the princess herself, whose whole soul was wrapped up in her father, 

especially as a plan had been adopted by her to enable her to obtain a 

remedy. 

More than a year had passed since the princess had set out at night, 

when the light of the young moon was soon lost beneath the horizon. 

She had gone to the marble sphinx in the desert, shaking the sand from 

her sandals, and then passed through the long passage, which leads to 

the centre of one of the great pyramids, where the mighty kings of 

antiquity, surrounded with pomp and splendor, lie veiled in the form of 

mummies. She had been told by the wise men, that if she laid her head 

on the breast of one of them, from the head she would learn where to 

find life and recovery for her father. She had performed all this, and in 

a dream had learnt that she must bring home to her father the lotus 

flower, which grows in the deep sea, near the moors and heath in the 

Danish land. The very place and situation had been pointed out to her, 

and she was told that the flower would restore her father to health and 

strength. And, therefore, she had gone forth from the land of Egypt, 

flying over to the open marsh and the wild moor in the plumage of a 

swan. 

The papa and mamma storks knew all this, and we also know it now. 

We know, too, that the Marsh King has drawn her down to himself, 

and that to the loved ones at home she is forever dead. One of the 

wisest of them said, as the stork-mamma also said, "That in some way 

she would, after all, manage to succeed;" and so at last they comforted 

themselves with this hope, and would wait patiently; in fact, they could 

do nothing better. 

"I should like to get away the swan's feathers from those two 

treacherous princesses," said the papa stork; "then, at least, they would 

not be able to fly over again to the wild moor, and do more wickedness. 

I can hide the two suits of feathers over yonder, till we find some use 

for them." 



 

"But where will you put them?" asked the mamma stork. 

"In our nest on the moor. I and the young ones will carry them by turns 

during our flight across; and as we return, should they prove too heavy 

for us, we shall be sure to find plenty of places on the way in which we 

can conceal them till our next journey. Certainly one suit of swan's 

feathers would be enough for the princess, but two are always better. In 

those northern countries no one can have too many travelling 

wrappers." 

"No one will thank you for it," said stork-mamma; "but you are master; 

and, excepting at breeding time, I have nothing to say." 

In the Viking's castle on the wild moor, to which the storks directed 

their flight in the following spring, the little maiden still remained. 

They had named her Helga, which was rather too soft a name for a 

child with a temper like hers, although her form was still beautiful. 

Every month this temper showed itself in sharper outlines; and in the 

course of years, while the storks still made the same journeys in 

autumn to the hill, and in spring to the moors, the child grew to be 

almost a woman, and before any one seemed aware of it, she was a 

wonderfully beautiful maiden of sixteen. The casket was splendid, but 

the contents were worthless. She was, indeed, wild and savage even in 

those hard, uncultivated times. It was a pleasure to her to splash about 

with her white hands in the warm blood of the horse which had been 

slain for sacrifice. In one of her wild moods she bit off the head of the 

black cock, which the priest was about to slay for the sacrifice. To her 

foster-father she said one day, "If thine enemy were to pull down thine 

house about thy ears, and thou shouldest be sleeping in unconscious 

security, I would not wake thee; even if I had the power I would never 

do it, for my ears still tingle with the blow that thou gavest me years 

ago. I have never forgotten it." But the Viking treated her words as a 

joke; he was, like every one else, bewitched with her beauty, and knew 

nothing of the change in the form and temper of Helga at night. 



 

Without a saddle, she would sit on a horse as if she were a part of it, 

while it rushed along at full speed; nor would she spring from its back, 

even when it quarrelled with other horses and bit them. She would 

often leap from the high shore into the sea with all her clothes on, and 

swim to meet the Viking, when his boat was steering home towards the 

shore. She once cut off a long lock of her beautiful hair, and twisted it 

into a string for her bow. "If a thing is to be done well," said she, "I 

must do it myself." 

The Viking's wife was, for the time in which she lived, a woman of 

strong character and will; but, compared to her daughter, she was a 

gentle, timid woman, and she knew that a wicked sorcerer had the 

terrible child in his power. It was sometimes as if Helga acted from 

sheer wickedness; for often when her mother stood on the threshold of 

the door, or stepped into the yard, she would seat herself on the brink 

of the well, wave her arms and legs in the air, and suddenly fall right in. 

Here she was able, from her frog nature, to dip and dive about in the 

water of the deep well, until at last she would climb forth like a cat, and 

come back into the hall dripping with water, so that the green leaves 

that were strewed on the floor were whirled round, and carried away by 

the streams that flowed from her. 

But there was one time of the day which placed a check upon Helga. It 

was the evening twilight; when this hour arrived she became quiet and 

thoughtful, and allowed herself to be advised and led; then also a secret 

feeling seemed to draw her towards her mother. And as usual, when 

the sun set, and the transformation took place, both in body and mind, 

inwards and outwards, she would remain quiet and mournful, with her 

form shrunk together in the shape of a frog. Her body was much larger 

than those animals ever are, and on this account it was much more 

hideous in appearance; for she looked like a wretched dwarf, with a 

frog's head, and webbed fingers. Her eyes had a most piteous 

expression; she was without a voice, excepting a hollow, croaking 

sound, like the smothered sobs of a dreaming child. 



 

Then the Viking's wife took her on her lap, and forgot the ugly form, as 

she looked into the mournful eyes, and often said, "I could wish that 

thou wouldst always remain my dumb frog child, for thou art too 

terrible when thou art clothed in a form of beauty." And the Viking 

woman wrote Runic characters against sorcery and spells of sickness, 

and threw them over the wretched child; but they did no good. 

"One can scarcely believe that she was ever small enough to lie in the 

cup of the water-lily," said the papa stork; "and now she is grown up, 

and the image of her Egyptian mother, especially about the eyes. Ah, 

we shall never see her again; perhaps she has not discovered how to 

help herself, as you and the wise men said she would. Year after year 

have I flown across and across the moor, but there was no sign of her 

being still alive. Yes, and I may as well tell you that you that each year, 

when I arrived a few days before you to repair the nest, and put 

everything in its place, I have spent a whole night flying here and there 

over the marshy lake, as if I had been an owl or a bat, but all to no 

purpose. The two suit of swan's plumage, which I and the young ones 

dragged over here from the land of the Nile, are of no use; trouble 

enough it was to us to bring them here in three journeys, and now they 

are lying at the bottom of the nest; and if a fire should happen to break 

out, and the wooden house be burnt down, they would be destroyed." 

"And our good nest would be destroyed, too," said the mamma stork; 

"but you think less of that than of your plumage stuff and your moor-

princess. Go and stay with her in the marsh if you like. You are a bad 

father to your own children, as I have told you already, when I hatched 

my first brood. I only hope neither we nor our children may have an 

arrow sent through our wings, owing to that wild girl. Helga does not 

know in the least what she is about. We have lived in this house longer 

than she has, she should think of that, and we have never forgotten our 

duty. We have paid every year our toll of a feather, an egg, and a young 

one, as it is only right we should do. You don't suppose I can wander 

about the court-yard, or go everywhere as I used to do in old times. I 



 

can do it in Egypt, where I can be a companion of the people, without 

forgetting myself. But here I cannot go and peep into the pots and 

kettles as I do there. No, I can only sit up here and feel angry with that 

girl, the little wretch; and I am angry with you, too; you should have 

left her lying in the water lily, then no one would have known anything 

about her." 

"You are far better than your conversation," said the papa stork; "I 

know you better than you know yourself." And with that he gave a hop, 

and flapped his wings twice, proudly; then he stretched his neck and 

flew, or rather soared away, without moving his outspread wings. He 

went on for some distance, and then he gave a great flap with his wings 

and flew on his course at a rapid rate, his head and neck bending 

proudly before him, while the sun's rays fell on his glossy plumage. 

"He is the handsomest of them all," said the mamma stork, as she 

watched him; "but I won't tell him so." 

Early in the autumn, the Viking again returned home laden with spoil, 

and bringing prisoners with him. Among them was a young Christian 

priest, one of those who contemned the gods of the north. Often lately 

there had been, both in hall and chamber, a talk of the new faith which 

was spreading far and wide in the south, and which, through the means 

of the holy Ansgarius, had already reached as far as Hedeby on the 

Schlei. Even Helga had heard of this belief in the teachings of One who 

was named Christ, and who for the love of mankind, and for their 

redemption, had given up His life. But to her all this had, as it were, 

gone in one ear and out the other. It seemed that she only understood 

the meaning of the word "love," when in the form of a miserable frog 

she crouched together in the corner of the sleeping chamber; but the 

Viking's wife had listened to the wonderful story, and had felt herself 

strangely moved by it. 

On their return, after this voyage, the men spoke of the beautiful 

temples built of polished stone, which had been raised for the public 



 

worship of this holy love. Some vessels, curiously formed of massive 

gold, had been brought home among the booty. There was a peculiar 

fragrance about them all, for they were incense vessels, which had been 

swung before the altars in the temples by the Christian priests. In the 

deep stony cellars of the castle, the young Christian priest was 

immured, and his hands and feet tied together with strips of bark. The 

Viking's wife considered him as beautiful as Baldur, and his distress 

raised her pity; but Helga said he ought to have ropes fastened to his 

heels, and be tied to the tails of wild animals. 

"I would let the dogs loose after him" she said; "over the moor and 

across the heath. Hurrah! that would be a spectacle for the gods, and 

better still to follow in its course."  

But the Viking would not allow him to die such a death as that, 

especially as he was the disowned and despiser of the high gods. In a 

few days, he had decided to have him offered as a sacrifice on the 

blood-stone in the grove. For the first time, a man was to be sacrificed 

here. Helga begged to be allowed to sprinkle the assembled people 

with the blood of the priest. She sharpened her glittering knife; and 

when one of the great, savage dogs, who were running about the 

Viking's castle in great numbers, sprang towards her, she thrust the 

knife into his side, merely, as she said, to prove its sharpness. 

The Viking's wife looked at the wild, badly disposed girl, with great 

sorrow; and when night came on, and her daughter's beautiful form 

and disposition were changed, she spoke in eloquent words to Helga of 

the sorrow and deep grief that was in her heart. The ugly frog, in its 

monstrous shape, stood before her, and raised its brown mournful eyes 

to her face, listening to her words, and seeming to understand them 

with the intelligence of a human being. 

"Never once to my lord and husband has a word passed my lips of what 

I have to suffer through you; my heart is full of grief about you," said 

the Viking's wife. "The love of a mother is greater and more powerful 



 

than I ever imagined. But love never entered thy heart; it is cold and 

clammy, like the plants on the moor." 

Then the miserable form trembled; it was as if these words had 

touched an invisible bond between body and soul, for great tears stood 

in the eyes. 

"A bitter time will come for thee at last," continued the Viking's wife; 

"and it will be terrible for me too. It had been better for thee if thou 

hadst been left on the high-road, with the cold night wind to lull thee 

to sleep." And the Viking's wife shed bitter tears, and went away in 

anger and sorrow, passing under the partition of furs, which hung loose 

over the beam and divided the hall. 

The shrivelled frog still sat in the corner alone. Deep silence reigned 

around. At intervals, a half-stifled sigh was heard from its inmost soul; 

it was the soul of Helga. It seemed in pain, as if a new life were arising 

in her heart. Then she took a step forward and listened; then stepped 

again forward, and seized with her clumsy hands the heavy bar which 

was laid across the door. Gently, and with much trouble, she pushed 

back the bar, as silently lifted the latch, and then took up the 

glimmering lamp which stood in the ante-chamber of the hall. It 

seemed as if a stronger will than her own gave her strength. She 

removed the iron bolt from the closed cellar-door, and slipped in to the 

prisoner. He was slumbering. She touched him with her cold, moist 

hand, and as he awoke and caught sight of the hideous form, he 

shuddered as if he beheld a wicked apparition. She drew her knife, cut 

through the bonds which confined his hands and feet, and beckoned to 

him to follow her. He uttered some holy names and made the sign of 

the cross, while the form remained motionless by his side. 

"Who art thou?" he asked, "whose outward appearance is that of an 

animal, while thou willingly performest acts of mercy?" 

The frog-figure beckoned to him to follow her, and led him through a 

long gallery concealed by hanging drapery to the stables, and then 



 

pointed to a horse. He mounted upon it, and she sprang up also before 

him, and held tightly by the animal's mane. The prisoner understood 

her, and they rode on at a rapid trot, by a road which he would never 

have found by himself, across the open heath. He forgot her ugly form, 

and only thought how the mercy and loving-kindness of the Almighty 

was acting through this hideous apparition. As he offered pious prayers 

and sang holy songs of praise, she trembled. Was it the effect of prayer 

and praise that caused this? or, was she shuddering in the cold 

morning air at the thought of approaching twilight? What were her 

feelings? She raised herself up, and wanted to stop the horse and spring 

off, but the Christian priest held her back with all his might, and then 

sang a pious song, as if this could loosen the wicked charm that had 

changed her into the semblance of a frog. 

And the horse galloped on more wildly than before. The sky painted 

itself red, the first sunbeam pierced through the clouds, and in the 

clear flood of sunlight the frog became changed. It was Helga again, 

young and beautiful, but with a wicked demoniac spirit. He held now a 

beautiful young woman in his arms, and he was horrified at the sight. 

He stopped the horse, and sprang from its back. He imagined that 

some new sorcery was at work. But Helga also leaped from the horse 

and stood on the ground. The child's short garment reached only to her 

knee. She snatched the sharp knife from her girdle, and rushed like 

lightning at the astonished priest. "Let me get at thee!" she cried; "let 

me get at thee, that I may plunge this knife into thy body. Thou art 

pale as ashes, thou beardless slave." She pressed in upon him. They 

struggled with each other in heavy combat, but it was as if an invisible 

power had been given to the Christian in the struggle. He held her fast, 

and the old oak under which they stood seemed to help him, for the 

loosened roots on the ground became entangled in the maiden's feet, 

and held them fast. Close by rose a bubbling spring, and he sprinkled 

Helga's face and neck with the water, commanded the unclean spirit to 

come forth, and pronounced upon her a Christian blessing. But the 



 

water of faith has no power unless the well-spring of faith flows within. 

And yet even here its power was shown; something more than the mere 

strength of a man opposed itself, through his means, against the evil 

which struggled within her. His holy action seemed to overpower her. 

She dropped her arms, glanced at him with pale cheeks and looks of 

amazement. He appeared to her a mighty magician skilled in secret 

arts; his language was the darkest magic to her, and the movements of 

his hands in the air were as the secret signs of a magician's wand. She 

would not have blinked had he waved over her head a sharp knife or a 

glittering axe; but she shrunk from him as he signed her with the sign 

of the cross on her forehead and breast, and sat before him like a tame 

bird, with her head bowed down. Then he spoke to her, in gentle 

words, of the deed of love she had performed for him during the night, 

when she had come to him in the form of an ugly frog, to loosen his 

bonds, and to lead him forth to life and light; and he told her that she 

was bound in closer fetters than he had been, and that she could 

recover also life and light by his means. He would take her to Hedeby 

to St. Ansgarius, and there, in that Christian town, the spell of the 

sorcerer would be removed. But he would not let her sit before him on 

the horse, though of her own free will she wished to do so. "Thou must 

sit behind me, not before me," said he. "Thy magic beauty has a magic 

power which comes from an evil origin, and I fear it; still I am sure to 

overcome through my faith in Christ." Then he knelt down, and prayed 

with pious fervor. It was as if the quiet woodland were a holy church 

consecrated by his worship. The birds sang as if they were also of this 

new congregation; and the fragrance of the wild flowers was as the 

ambrosial perfume of incense; while, above all, sounded the words of 

Scripture, "A light to them that sit in darkness and in the shadow of 

death, to guide their feet into the way of peace." And he spoke these 

words with the deep longing of his whole nature. 

Meanwhile, the horse that had carried them in wild career stood 

quietly by, plucking at the tall bramble-bushes, till the ripe young 



 

berries fell down upon Helga's hands, as if inviting her to eat. Patiently 

she allowed herself to be lifted on the horse, and sat there like a 

somnambulist—as one who walked in his sleep. The Christian bound 

two branches together with bark, in the form of a cross, and held it on 

high as they rode through the forest. The way gradually grew thicker of 

brushwood, as they rode along, till at last it became a trackless 

wilderness. Bushes of the wild sloe here and there blocked up the path, 

so that they had to ride over them. The bubbling spring formed not a 

stream, but a marsh, round which also they were obliged to guide the 

horse; still there were strength and refreshment in the cool forest 

breeze, and no trifling power in the gentle words spoken in faith and 

Christian love by the young priest, whose inmost heart yearned to lead 

this poor lost one into the way of light and life. It is said that rain-drops 

can make a hollow in the hardest stone, and the waves of the sea can 

smooth and round the rough edges of the rocks; so did the dew of 

mercy fall upon Helga, softening what was hard, and smoothing what 

was rough in her character. These effects did not yet appear; she was 

not herself aware of them; neither does the seed in the lap of earth 

know, when the refreshing dew and the warm sunbeams fall upon it, 

that it contains within itself power by which it will flourish and bloom. 

The song of the mother sinks into the heart of the child, and the little 

one prattles the words after her, without understanding their meaning; 

but after a time the thoughts expand, and what has been heard in 

childhood seems to the mind clear and bright. So now the "Word," 

which is all-powerful to create, was working in the heart of Helga. 

They rode forth from the thick forest, crossed the heath, and again 

entered a pathless wood. Here, towards evening, they met with 

robbers. 

"Where hast thou stolen that beauteous maiden?" cried the robbers, 

seizing the horse by the bridle, and dragging the two riders from its 

back. 



 

The priest had nothing to defend himself with, but the knife he had 

taken from Helga, and with this he struck out right and left. One of the 

robbers raised his axe against him; but the young priest sprang on one 

side, and avoided the blow, which fell with great force on the horse's 

neck, so that the blood gushed forth, and the animal sunk to the 

ground. Then Helga seemed suddenly to awake from her long, deep 

reverie; she threw herself hastily upon the dying animal. The priest 

placed himself before her, to defend and shelter her; but one of the 

robbers swung his iron axe against the Christian's head with such force 

that it was dashed to pieces, the blood and brains were scattered about, 

and he fell dead upon the ground. Then the robbers seized beautiful 

Helga by her white arms and slender waist; but at that moment the sun 

went down, and as its last ray disappeared, she was changed into the 

form of a frog. A greenish white mouth spread half over her face; her 

arms became thin and slimy; while broad hands, with webbed fingers, 

spread themselves out like fans. Then the robbers, in terror, let her go, 

and she stood among them, a hideous monster; and as is the nature of 

frogs to do, she hopped up as high as her own size, and disappeared in 

the thicket. Then the robbers knew that this must be the work of an 

evil spirit or some secret sorcery, and, in a terrible fright, they ran 

hastily from the spot. 

The full moon had already risen, and was shining in all her radiant 

splendor over the earth, when from the thicket, in the form of a frog, 

crept poor Helga. She stood still by the corpse of the Christian priest, 

and the carcase of the dead horse. She looked at them with eyes that 

seemed to weep, and from the frog's head came forth a croaking sound, 

as when a child bursts into tears. She threw herself first upon one, and 

then upon the other; brought water in her hand, which, from being 

webbed, was large and hollow, and poured it over them; but they were 

dead, and dead they would remain. She understood that at last. Soon 

wild animals would come and tear their dead bodies; but no, that must 

not happen. Then she dug up the earth, as deep as she was able, that 



 

she might prepare a grave for them. She had nothing but a branch of a 

tree and her two hands, between the fingers of which the webbed skin 

stretched, and they were torn by the work, while the blood ran down 

her hands. She saw at last that her work would be useless, more than 

she could accomplish; so she fetched more water, and washed the face 

of the dead, and then covered it with fresh green leaves; she also 

brought large boughs and spread over him, and scattered dried leaves 

between the branches. Then she brought the heaviest stones that she 

could carry, and laid them over the dead body, filling up the crevices 

with moss, till she thought she had fenced in his resting-place strongly 

enough. The difficult task had employed her the whole night; and as 

the sun broke forth, there stood the beautiful Helga in all her 

loveliness, with her bleeding hands, and, for the first time, with tears 

on her maiden cheeks. It was, in this transformation, as if two natures 

were striving together within her; her whole frame trembled, and she 

looked around her as if she had just awoke from a painful dream. She 

leaned for support against the trunk of a slender tree, and at last 

climbed to the topmost branches, like a cat, and seated herself firmly 

upon them. She remained there the whole day, sitting alone, like a 

frightened squirrel, in the silent solitude of the wood, where the rest 

and stillness is as the calm of death. 

Butterflies fluttered around her, and close by were several ant-hills, 

each with its hundreds of busy little creatures moving quickly to and 

fro. In the air, danced myriads of gnats, swarm upon swarm, troops of 

buzzing flies, ladybirds, dragon-flies with golden wings, and other little 

winged creatures. The worm crawled forth from the moist ground, and 

the moles crept out; but, excepting these, all around had the stillness of 

death: but when people say this, they do not quite understand 

themselves what they mean. None noticed Helga but a flock of 

magpies, which flew chattering round the top of the tree on which she 

sat. These birds hopped close to her on the branches with bold 

curiosity. A glance from her eyes was a signal to frighten them away, 



 

and they were not clever enough to find out who she was; indeed she 

hardly knew herself. 

When the sun was near setting, and the evening's twilight about to 

commence, the approaching transformation aroused her to fresh 

exertion. She let herself down gently from the tree, and, as the last 

sunbeam vanished, she stood again in the wrinkled form of a frog, with 

the torn, webbed skin on her hands, but her eyes now gleamed with 

more radiant beauty than they had ever possessed in her most beautiful 

form of loveliness; they were now pure, mild maidenly eyes that shone 

forth in the face of a frog. They showed the existence of deep feeling 

and a human heart, and the beauteous eyes overflowed with tears, 

weeping precious drops that lightened the heart. 

On the raised mound which she had made as a grave for the dead 

priest, she found the cross made of the branches of a tree, the last work 

of him who now lay dead and cold beneath it. A sudden thought came 

to Helga, and she lifted up the cross and planted it upon the grave, 

between the stones that covered him and the dead horse. The sad 

recollection brought the tears to her eyes, and in this gentle spirit she 

traced the same sign in the sand round the grave; and as she formed, 

with both her hands, the sign of the cross, the web skin fell from them 

like a torn glove. She washed her hands in the water of the spring, and 

gazed with astonishment at their delicate whiteness. Again she made 

the holy sign in the air, between herself and the dead man; her lips 

trembled, her tongue moved, and the name which she in her ride 

through the forest had so often heard spoken, rose to her lips, and she 

uttered the words, "Jesus Christ." Then the frog skin fell from her; she 

was once more a lovely maiden. Her head bent wearily, her tired limbs 

required rest, and then she slept. 

Her sleep, however, was short. Towards midnight, she awoke; before 

her stood the dead horse, prancing and full of life, which shone forth 

from his eyes and from his wounded neck. Close by his side appeared 



 

the murdered Christian priest, more beautiful than Baldur, as the 

Viking's wife had said; but now he came as if in a flame of fire. Such 

gravity, such stern justice, such a piercing glance shone from his large, 

gentle eyes, that it seemed to penetrate into every corner of her heart. 

Beautiful Helga trembled at the look, and her memory returned with a 

power as if it had been the day of judgment. Every good deed that had 

been done for her, every loving word that had been said, were vividly 

before her mind. She understood now that love had kept her here 

during the day of her trial; while the creature formed of dust and clay, 

soul and spirit, had wrestled and struggled with evil. She acknowledged 

that she had only followed the impulses of an evil disposition, that she 

had done nothing to cure herself; everything had been given her, and 

all had happened as it were by the ordination of Providence. She bowed 

herself humbly, confessed her great imperfections in the sight of Him 

who can read every fault of the heart, and then the priest spoke. 

"Daughter of the moorland, thou hast come from the swamp and the 

marshy earth, but from this thou shalt arise. The sunlight shining into 

thy inmost soul proves the origin from which thou hast really sprung, 

and has restored the body to its natural form. I am come to thee from 

the land of the dead, and thou also must pass through the valley to 

reach the holy mountains where mercy and perfection dwell. I cannot 

lead thee to Hedeby that thou mayst receive Christian baptism, for first 

thou must remove the thick veil with which the waters of the moorland 

are shrouded, and bring forth from its depths the living author of thy 

being and thy life. Till this is done, thou canst not receive 

consecration." 

Then he lifted her on the horse and gave her a golden censer, similar to 

those she had already seen at the Viking's house. A sweet perfume 

arose from it, while the open wound in the forehead of the slain priest, 

shone with the rays of a diamond. He took the cross from the grave, 

and held it aloft, and now they rode through the air over the rustling 

trees, over the hills where warriors lay buried each by his dead war-



 

horse; and the brazen monumental figures rose up and galloped forth, 

and stationed themselves on the summits of the hills. The golden 

crescent on their foreheads, fastened with golden knots, glittered in the 

moonlight, and their mantles floated in the wind. The dragon, that 

guards buried treasure, lifted his head and gazed after them. The 

goblins and the satyrs peeped out from beneath the hills, and flitted to 

and fro in the fields, waving blue, red, and green torches, like the 

glowing sparks in burning paper. Over woodland and heath, flood and 

fen, they flew on, till they reached the wild moor, over which they 

hovered in broad circles. The Christian priest held the cross aloft, and 

it glittered like gold, while from his lips sounded pious prayers. 

Beautiful Helga's voice joined with his in the hymns he sung, as a child 

joins in her mother's song. She swung the censer, and a wonderful 

fragrance of incense arose from it; so powerful, that the reeds and 

rushes of the moor burst forth into blossom. Each germ came forth 

from the deep ground: all that had life raised itself. Blooming water-

lilies spread themselves forth like a carpet of wrought flowers, and 

upon them lay a slumbering woman, young and beautiful. Helga 

fancied that it was her own image she saw reflected in the still water. 

But it was her mother she beheld, the wife of the Marsh King, the 

princess from the land of the Nile. 

The dead Christian priest desired that the sleeping woman should be 

lifted on the horse, but the horse sank beneath the load, as if he had 

been a funeral pall fluttering in the wind. But the sign of the cross 

made the airy phantom strong, and then the three rode away from the 

marsh to firm ground. 

At the same moment the cock crew in the Viking's castle, and the 

dream figures dissolved and floated away in the air, but mother and 

daughter stood opposite to each other. 

"Am I looking at my own image in the deep water?" said the mother. 



 

"Is it myself that I see represented on a white shield?" cried the 

daughter. 

Then they came nearer to each other in a fond embrace. The mother's 

heart beat quickly, and she understood the quickened pulses. "My 

child!" she exclaimed, "the flower of my heart—my lotus flower of the 

deep water!" and she embraced her child again and wept, and the tears 

were as a baptism of new life and love for Helga. "In swan's plumage I 

came here," said the mother, "and here I threw off my feather dress. 

Then I sank down through the wavering ground, deep into the marsh 

beneath, which closed like a wall around me; I found myself after a 

while in fresher water; still a power drew me down deeper and deeper. I 

felt the weight of sleep upon my eyelids. Then I slept, and dreams 

hovered round me. It seemed to me as if I were again in the pyramids 

of Egypt, and yet the waving elder trunk that had frightened me on the 

moor stood ever before me. I observed the clefts and wrinkles in the 

stem; they shone forth in strange colors, and took the form of 

hieroglyphics. It was the mummy case on which I gazed. At last it 

burst, and forth stepped the thousand years' old king, the mummy 

form, black as pitch, black as the shining wood-snail, or the slimy mud 

of the swamp. Whether it was really the mummy or the Marsh King I 

know not. He seized me in his arms, and I felt as if I must die. When I 

recovered myself, I found in my bosom a little bird, flapping its wings, 

twittering and fluttering. The bird flew away from my bosom, upwards 

towards the dark, heavy canopy above me, but a long, green band kept 

it fastened to me. I heard and understood the tenor of its longings. 

Freedom! sunlight! to my father! Then I thought of my father, and the 

sunny land of my birth, my life, and my love. Then I loosened the band, 

and let the bird fly away to its home—to a father. Since that hour I 

have ceased to dream; my sleep has been long and heavy, till in this 

very hour, harmony and fragrance awoke me, and set me free."  

The green band which fastened the wings of the bird to the mother's 

heart, where did it flutter now? whither had it been wafted? The stork 



 

only had seen it. The band was the green stalk, the cup of the flower 

the cradle in which lay the child, that now in blooming beauty had 

been folded to the mother's heart. 

And while the two were resting in each other's arms, the old stork flew 

round and round them in narrowing circles, till at length he flew away 

swiftly to his nest, and fetched away the two suits of swan's feathers, 

which he had preserved there for many years. Then he returned to the 

mother and daughter, and threw the swan's plumage over them; the 

feathers immediately closed around them, and they rose up from the 

earth in the form of two white swans. 

"And now we can converse with pleasure," said the stork-papa; "we can 

understand one another, although the beaks of birds are so different in 

shape. It is very fortunate that you came to-night. To-morrow we 

should have been gone. The mother, myself and the little ones, we're 

about to fly to the south. Look at me now: I am an old friend from the 

Nile, and a mother's heart contains more than her beak. She always 

said that the princess would know how to help herself. I and the young 

ones carried the swan's feathers over here, and I am glad of it now, and 

how lucky it is that I am here still. When the day dawns we shall start 

with a great company of other storks. We'll fly first, and you can follow 

in our track, so that you cannot miss your way. I and the young ones 

will have an eye upon you." 

"And the lotus-flower which I was to take with me," said the Egyptian 

princess, "is flying here by my side, clothed in swan's feathers. The 

flower of my heart will travel with me; and so the riddle is solved. Now 

for home! now for home!" 

But Helga said she could not leave the Danish land without once more 

seeing her foster-mother, the loving wife of the Viking. Each pleasing 

recollection, each kind word, every tear from the heart which her 

foster-mother had wept for her, rose in her mind, and at that moment 

she felt as if she loved this mother the best. 



 

"Yes, we must go to the Viking's castle," said the stork; "mother and the 

young ones are waiting for me there. How they will open their eyes and 

flap their wings! My wife, you see, does not say much; she is short and 

abrupt in her manner; but she means well, for all that. I will flap my 

wings at once, that they may hear us coming." Then stork-papa flapped 

his wings in first-rate style, and he and the swans flew away to the 

Viking's castle. 

In the castle, everyone was in a deep sleep. It had been late in the 

evening before the Viking's wife retired to rest. She was anxious about 

Helga, who, three days before, had vanished with the Christian priest. 

Helga must have helped him in his flight, for it was her horse that was 

missed from the stable; but by what power had all this been 

accomplished? The Viking's wife thought of it with wonder, thought on 

the miracles which they said could be performed by those who believed 

in the Christian faith, and followed its teachings. These passing 

thoughts formed themselves into a vivid dream, and it seemed to her 

that she was still lying awake on her couch, while without darkness 

reigned. A storm arose; she heard the lake dashing and rolling from 

east and west, like the waves of the North Sea or the Kattegat. The 

monstrous snake which, it is said, surrounds the earth in the depths of 

the ocean, was trembling in spasmodic convulsions. The night of the 

fall of the gods was come, "Langrick," as the heathens call the 

judgment-day, when everything shall pass away, even the high gods 

themselves. The war trumpet sounded; riding upon the rainbow, came 

the gods, clad in steel, to fight their last battle on the last battle-field. 

Before them flew the winged vampires, and the dead warriors closed 

the train. The whole firmament was ablaze with the northern lights, 

and yet the darkness triumphed. It was a terrible hour. And, close to 

the terrified woman, Helga seemed to be seated on the floor, in the 

hideous form of a frog, yet trembling, and clinging to her foster-

mother, who took her on her lap, and lovingly caressed her, hideous 

and frog-like as she was. The air was filled with the clashing of arms 



 

and the hissing of arrows, as if a storm of hail was descending upon the 

earth. It seemed to her the hour when earth and sky would burst 

asunder, and all things be swallowed up in Saturn's fiery lake; but she 

knew that a new heaven and a new earth would arise, and that corn-

fields would wave where now the lake rolled over desolate sands, and 

the ineffable God reign. Then she saw rising from the region of the 

dead, Baldur the gentle, the loving, and as the Viking's wife gazed upon 

him, she recognized his countenance. It was the captive Christian 

priest. "White Christian!" she exclaimed aloud, and with the words, she 

pressed a kiss on the forehead of the hideous frog-child. Then the frog-

skin fell off, and Helga stood before her in all her beauty, more lovely 

and gentle-looking, and with eyes beaming with love. She kissed the 

hands of her foster-mother, blessed her for all her fostering love and 

care during the days of her trial and misery, for the thoughts she had 

suggested and awoke in her heart, and for naming the Name which she 

now repeated. Then beautiful Helga rose as a mighty swan, and spread 

her wings with the rushing sound of troops of birds of passage flying 

through the air. 

Then the Viking's wife awoke, but she still heard the rushing sound 

without. She knew it was the time for the storks to depart, and that it 

must be their wings which she heard. She felt she should like to see 

them once more, and bid them farewell. She rose from her couch, 

stepped out on the threshold, and beheld, on the ridge of the roof, a 

party of storks ranged side by side. Troops of the birds were flying in 

circles over the castle and the highest trees; but just before her, as she 

stood on the threshold and close to the well where Helga had so often 

sat and alarmed her with her wildness, now stood two swans, gazing at 

her with intelligent eyes. Then she remembered her dream, which still 

appeared to her as a reality. She thought of Helga in the form of a 

swan. She thought of a Christian priest, and suddenly a wonderful joy 

arose in her heart. The swans flapped their wings and arched their 

necks as if to offer her a greeting, and the Viking's wife spread out her 



 

arms towards them, as if she accepted it, and smiled through her tears. 

She was roused from deep thought by a rustling of wings and snapping 

of beaks; all the storks arose, and started on their journey towards the 

south. 

"We will not wait for the swans," said the mamma stork; "if they want 

to go with us, let them come now; we can't sit here till the plovers start. 

It is a fine thing after all to travel in families, not like the finches and 

the partridges. There the male and the female birds fly in separate 

flocks, which, to speak candidly, I consider very unbecoming." 

"What are those swans flapping their wings for?"  

"Well, every one flies in his own fashion," said the papa stork. "The 

swans fly in an oblique line; the cranes, in the form of a triangle; and 

the plovers, in a curved line like a snake." 

"Don't talk about snakes while we are flying up here," said stork-

mamma. "It puts ideas into the children's heads that can not be 

realized." 

"Are those the high mountains I have heard spoken of?" asked Helga, in 

the swan's plumage. 

"They are storm-clouds driving along beneath us," replied her mother. 

"What are yonder white clouds that rise so high?" again inquired Helga. 

"Those are mountains covered with perpetual snows, that you see 

yonder," said her mother. And then they flew across the Alps towards 

the blue Mediterranean. 

"Africa's land! Egyptia's strand!" sang the daughter of the Nile, in her 

swan's plumage, as from the upper air she caught sight of her native 

land, a narrow, golden, wavy strip on the shores of the Nile; the other 

birds espied it also and hastened their flight. 

"I can smell the Nile mud and the wet frogs," said the stork-mamma, 

"and I begin to feel quite hungry. Yes, now you shall taste something 



 

nice, and you will see the marabout bird, and the ibis, and the crane. 

They all belong to our family, but they are not nearly so handsome as 

we are. They give themselves great airs, especially the ibis. The 

Egyptians have spoilt him. They make a mummy of him, and stuff him 

with spices. I would rather be stuffed with live frogs, and so would you, 

and so you shall. Better have something in your inside while you are 

alive, than to be made a parade of after you are dead. That is my 

opinion, and I am always right." 

"The storks are come," was said in the great house on the banks of the 

Nile, where the lord lay in the hall on his downy cushions, covered with 

a leopard skin, scarcely alive, yet not dead, waiting and hoping for the 

lotus-flower from the deep moorland in the far north. Relatives and 

servants were standing by his couch, when the two beautiful swans 

who had come with the storks flew into the hall. They threw off their 

soft white plumage, and two lovely female forms approached the pale, 

sick old man, and threw back their long hair, and when Helga bent 

over her grandfather, redness came back to his cheeks, his eyes 

brightened, and life returned to his benumbed limbs. The old man rose 

up with health and energy renewed; daughter and grandchild 

welcomed him as joyfully as if with a morning greeting after a long and 

troubled dream. 

Joy reigned through the whole house, as well as in the stork's nest; 

although there the chief cause was really the good food, especially the 

quantities of frogs, which seemed to spring out of the ground in 

swarms. 

Then the learned men hastened to note down, in flying characters, the 

story of the two princesses, and spoke of the arrival of the health-giving 

flower as a mighty event, which had been a blessing to the house and 

the land. Meanwhile, the stork-papa told the story to his family in his 

own way; but not till they had eaten and were satisfied; otherwise they 

would have had something else to do than to listen to stories. 



 

"Well," said the stork-mamma, when she had heard it, "you will be 

made something of at last; I suppose they can do nothing less."  

"What could I be made?" said stork-papa; "what have I done?—just 

nothing." 

"You have done more than all the rest," she replied. "But for you and 

the youngsters the two young princesses would never have seen Egypt 

again, and the recovery of the old man would not have been effected. 

You will become something. They must certainly give you a doctor's 

hood, and our young ones will inherit it, and their children after them, 

and so on. You already look like an Egyptian doctor, at least in my 

eyes." 

"I cannot quite remember the words I heard when I listened on the 

roof," said stork-papa, while relating the story to his family; "all I know 

is, that what the wise men said was so complicated and so learned, that 

they received not only rank, but presents; even the head cook at the 

great house was honored with a mark of distinction, most likely for the 

soup." 

"And what did you receive?" said the stork-mamma. "They certainly 

ought not to forget the most important person in the affair, as you 

really are. The learned men have done nothing at all but use their 

tongues. Surely they will not overlook you."  

Late in the night, while the gentle sleep of peace rested on the now 

happy house, there was still one watcher. It was not stork-papa, who, 

although he stood on guard on one leg, could sleep soundly. Helga 

alone was awake. She leaned over the balcony, gazing at the sparkling 

stars that shone clearer and brighter in the pure air than they had done 

in the north, and yet they were the same stars. She thought of the 

Viking's wife in the wild moorland, of the gentle eyes of her foster-

mother, and of the tears she had shed over the poor frog-child that 

now lived in splendor and starry beauty by the waters of the Nile, with 

air balmy and sweet as spring. She thought of the love that dwelt in the 



 

breast of the heathen woman, love that had been shown to a wretched 

creature, hateful as a human being, and hideous when in the form of an 

animal. She looked at the glittering stars, and thought of the radiance 

that had shone forth on the forehead of the dead man, as she had fled 

with him over the woodland and moor. Tones were awakened in her 

memory; words which she had heard him speak as they rode onward, 

when she was carried, wondering and trembling, through the air; 

words from the great Fountain of love, the highest love that embraces 

all the human race. What had not been won and achieved by this love? 

Day and night beautiful Helga was absorbed in the contemplation of 

the great amount of her happiness, and lost herself in the 

contemplation, like a child who turns hurriedly from the giver to 

examine the beautiful gifts. She was over-powered with her good 

fortune, which seemed always increasing, and therefore what might it 

become in the future? Had she not been brought by a wonderful 

miracle to all this joy and happiness? And in these thoughts she 

indulged, until at last she thought no more of the Giver. It was the 

over-abundance of youthful spirits unfolding its wings for a daring 

flight. Her eyes sparkled with energy, when suddenly arose a loud noise 

in the court below, and the daring thought vanished. She looked down, 

and saw two large ostriches running round quickly in narrow circles; 

she had never seen these creatures before,—great, coarse, clumsy-

looking birds with curious wings that looked as if they had been 

clipped, and the birds themselves had the appearance of having been 

roughly used. She inquired about them, and for the first time heard the 

legend which the Egyptians relate respecting the ostrich. 

Once, say they, the ostriches were a beautiful and glorious race of 

birds, with large, strong wings. One evening the other large birds of the 

forest said to the ostrich, "Brother, shall we fly to the river to-morrow 

morning to drink, God willing?" and the ostrich answered, "I will."  



 

With the break of day, therefore, they commenced their flight; first 

rising high in the air, towards the sun, which is the eye of God; still 

higher and higher the ostrich flew, far above the other birds, proudly 

approaching the light, trusting in its own strength, and thinking not of 

the Giver, or saying, "if God will." When suddenly the avenging angel 

drew back the veil from the flaming ocean of sunlight, and in a 

moment the wings of the proud bird were scorched and shrivelled, and 

they sunk miserably to the earth. Since that time the ostrich and his 

race have never been able to rise in the air; they can only fly terror-

stricken along the ground, or run round and round in narrow circles. It 

is a warning to mankind, that in all our thoughts and schemes, and in 

every action we undertake, we should say, "if God will."  

Then Helga bowed her head thoughtfully and seriously, and looked at 

the circling ostrich, as with timid fear and simple pleasure it glanced at 

its own great shadow on the sunlit walls. And the story of the ostrich 

sunk deeply into the heart and mind of Helga: a life of happiness, both 

in the present and in the future, seemed secure for her, and what was 

yet to come might be the best of all, God willing. 

Early in the spring, when the storks were again about to journey 

northward, beautiful Helga took off her golden bracelets, scratched her 

name on them, and beckoned to the stork-father. He came to her, and 

she placed the golden circlet round his neck, and begged him to deliver 

it safely to the Viking's wife, so that she might know that her foster-

daughter still lived, was happy, and had not forgotten her. 

"It is rather heavy to carry," thought stork-papa, when he had it on his 

neck; "but gold and honor are not to be flung into the street. The stork 

brings good fortune—they'll be obliged to acknowledge that at last." 

"You lay gold, and I lay eggs," said stork-mamma; "with you it is only 

once in a way, I lay eggs every year But no one appreciates what we do; 

I call it very mortifying." 



 

"But then we have a consciousness of our own worth, mother," replied 

stork-papa. 

"What good will that do you?" retorted stork-mamma; "it will neither 

bring you a fair wind, nor a good meal."  

"The little nightingale, who is singing yonder in the tamarind grove, 

will soon be going north, too." Helga said she had often heard her 

singing on the wild moor, so she determined to send a message by her. 

While flying in the swan's plumage she had learnt the bird language; 

she had often conversed with the stork and the swallow, and she knew 

that the nightingale would understand. So she begged the nightingale 

to fly to the beechwood, on the peninsula of Jutland, where a mound of 

stone and twigs had been raised to form the grave, and she begged the 

nightingale to persuade all the other little birds to build their nests 

round the place, so that evermore should resound over that grave 

music and song. And the nightingale flew away, and time flew away 

also. 

In the autumn, an eagle, standing upon a pyramid, saw a stately train 

of richly laden camels, and men attired in armor on foaming Arabian 

steeds, whose glossy skins shone like silver, their nostrils were pink, 

and their thick, flowing manes hung almost to their slender legs. A 

royal prince of Arabia, handsome as a prince should be, and 

accompanied by distinguished guests, was on his way to the stately 

house, on the roof of which the storks' empty nests might be seen. 

They were away now in the far north, but expected to return very soon. 

And, indeed, they returned on a day that was rich in joy and gladness.  

A marriage was being celebrated, in which the beautiful Helga, 

glittering in silk and jewels, was the bride, and the bridegroom the 

young Arab prince. Bride and bridegroom sat at the upper end of the 

table, between the bride's mother and grandfather. But her gaze was 

not on the bridegroom, with his manly, sunburnt face, round which 

curled a black beard, and whose dark fiery eyes were fixed upon her; 



 

but away from him, at a twinkling star, that shone down upon her from 

the sky. Then was heard the sound of rushing wings beating the air. 

The storks were coming home; and the old stork pair, although tired 

with the journey and requiring rest, did not fail to fly down at once to 

the balustrades of the verandah, for they knew already what feast was 

being celebrated. They had heard of it on the borders of the land, and 

also that Helga had caused their figures to be represented on the walls, 

for they belonged to her history. 

"I call that very sensible and pretty," said stork-papa. 

"Yes, but it is very little," said mamma stork; "they could not possibly 

have done less." 

But, when Helga saw them, she rose and went out into the verandah to 

stroke the backs of the storks. The old stork pair bowed their heads, 

and curved their necks, and even the youngest among the young ones 

felt honored by this reception. 

Helga continued to gaze upon the glittering star, which seemed to glow 

brighter and purer in its light; then between herself and the star floated 

a form, purer than the air, and visible through it. It floated quite near 

to her, and she saw that it was the dead Christian priest, who also was 

coming to her wedding feast—coming from the heavenly kingdom. 

"The glory and brightness, yonder, outshines all that is known on 

earth," said he. 

Then Helga the fair prayed more gently, and more earnestly, than she 

had ever prayed in her life before, that she might be permitted to gaze, 

if only for a single moment, at the glory and brightness of the heavenly 

kingdom. Then she felt herself lifted up, as it were, above the earth, 

through a sea of sound and thought; not only around her, but within 

her, was there light and song, such as words cannot express. 

"Now we must return;" he said; "you will be missed." 

"Only one more look," she begged; "but one short moment more."  



 

"We must return to earth; the guests will have all departed. Only one 

more look!—the last!" 

Then Helga stood again in the verandah. But the marriage lamps in the 

festive hall had been all extinguished, and the torches outside had 

vanished. The storks were gone; not a guest could be seen; no 

bridegroom—all in those few short moments seemed to have died. 

Then a great dread fell upon her. She stepped from the verandah 

through the empty hall into the next chamber, where slept strange 

warriors. She opened a side door, which once led into her own 

apartment, but now, as she passed through, she found herself suddenly 

in a garden which she had never before seen here, the sky blushed red, 

it was the dawn of morning. Three minutes only in heaven, and a whole 

night on earth had passed away! Then she saw the storks, and called to 

them in their own language. 

Then stork-papa turned his head towards here, listened to her words, 

and drew near. "You speak our language," said he, "what do you wish? 

Why do you appear,—you—a strange woman?" 

"It is I—it is Helga! Dost thou not know me? Three minutes ago we 

were speaking together yonder in the verandah." 

"That is a mistake," said the stork, "you must have dreamed all this." 

"No, no," she exclaimed. Then she reminded him of the Viking's castle, 

of the great lake, and of the journey across the ocean. 

Then stork-papa winked his eyes, and said, "Why that's an old story 

which happened in the time of my grandfather. There certainly was a 

princess of that kind here in Egypt once, who came from the Danish 

land, but she vanished on the evening of her wedding day, many 

hundred years ago, and never came back. You may read about it 

yourself yonder, on a monument in the garden. There you will find 

swans and storks sculptured, and on the top is a figure of the princess 

Helga, in marble." 



 

And so it was; Helga understood it all now, and sank on her knees. The 

sun burst forth in all its glory, and, as in olden times, the form of the 

frog vanished in his beams, and the beautiful form stood forth in all its 

loveliness; so now, bathed in light, rose a beautiful form, purer, clearer 

than air—a ray of brightness—from the Source of light Himself. The 

body crumbled into dust, and a faded lotus-flower lay on the spot on 

which Helga had stood. 

"Now that is a new ending to the story," said stork-papa; "I really never 

expected it would end in this way, but it seems a very good ending." 

"And what will the young ones say to it, I wonder?" said stork-mamma. 

"Ah, that is a very important question," replied the stork. 

Chapter 47   The Sea-Maiden 

There was once a poor old fisherman, and one year he was not getting 

much fish. On a day of days, while he was fishing, there rose a sea-

maiden at the side of his boat, and she asked him, "Are you getting 

much fish?" The old man answered and said, "Not I." "What reward 

would you give me for sending plenty of fish to you?" "Ach!" said the 

old man, "I have not much to spare." "Will you give me the first son you 

have?" said she. "I would give ye that, were I to have a son," said he. 

"Then go home, and remember me when your son is twenty years of 

age, and you yourself will get plenty of fish after this." Everything 

happened as the sea-maiden said, and he himself got plenty of fish; but 

when the end of the twenty years was nearing, the old man was 

growing more and more sorrowful and heavy-hearted, while he 

counted each day as it came. 

He had rest neither day nor night. The son asked his father one day, "Is 

any one troubling you?" The old man said, "Someone is, but that's 

nought to do with you nor any one else." The lad said, "I must know 

what it is." His father told him at last how the matter was with him and 

the sea-maiden. "Let not that put you in any trouble," said the son; "I 



 

will not oppose you." "You shall not; you shall not go, my son, though I 

never get fish any more." "If you will not let me go with you, go to the 

smithy, and let the smith make me a great strong sword, and I will go 

seek my fortune." 

His father went to the smithy, and the smith made a doughty sword for 

him. His father came home with the sword. The lad grasped it and gave 

it a shake or two, and it flew into a hundred splinters. He asked his 

father to go to the smithy and get him another sword in which there 

should be twice as much weight; and so his father did, and so likewise 

it happened to the next sword—it broke in two halves. Back went the 

old man to the smithy; and the smith made a great sword, its like he 

never made before. "There's thy sword for thee," said the smith, "and 

the fist must be good that plays this blade." The old man gave the 

sword to his son; he gave it a shake or two. "This will do," said he; "it's 

high time now to travel on my way."  

On the next morning he put a saddle on a black horse that his father 

had, and he took the world for his pillow. When he went on a bit, he 

fell in with the carcass of a sheep beside the road. And there were a 

great black dog, a falcon, and an otter, and they were quarrelling over 

the spoil. So they asked him to divide it for them. He came down off 

the horse and he divided the carcass amongst the three. Three shares 

to the dog, two shares to the otter, and a share to the falcon. "For this," 

said the dog, "if swiftness of foot or sharpness of tooth will give thee 

aid, mind me, and I will be at thy side." Said the otter, "If the swimming 

of foot on the ground of a pool will loose thee, mind me, and I will be 

at thy side." Said the falcon, "If hardship comes on thee, where 

swiftness of wing or crook of claw will do good, mind me, and I will be 

at thy side." 

On this he went onward till he reached a king's house, and he took 

service to be a herd, and his wages were to be according to the milk of 

the cattle. He went away with the cattle, and the grazing was but bare. 



 

In the evening when he took them home they had not much milk, the 

place was so bare, and his meat and drink was but spare that night. 

On the next day he went on further with them; and at last he came to a 

place exceedingly grassy, in a green glen, of which he never saw the 

like. 

But about the time when he should drive the cattle homewards, who 

should he see coming but a great giant with a sword in his hand? "Hi! 

Ho!! Ho-garach!!!" says the giant. "Those cattle are mine; they are on 

my land, and a dead man art thou." "I say not that," says the herd; 

"there is no knowing, but that may be easier to say than to do."  

He drew the great clean-sweeping sword, and he neared the giant. The 

herd drew back his sword, and the head was off the giant in a 

twinkling. He leaped on the black horse, and he went to look for the 

giant's house. In went the herd, and that's the place where there was 

money in plenty, and dresses of each kind in the wardrobe with gold 

and silver, and each thing finer than the other. At the mouth of night 

he took himself to the king's house, but he took not a thing from the 

giant's house. And when the cattle were milked this night there was 

milk. He got good feeding this night, meat and drink without stint, and 

the king was hugely pleased that he had caught such a herd. He went 

on for a time in this way, but at last the glen grew bare of grass, and the 

grazing was not so good. 

So he thought he would go a little further forward in on the giant's 

land; and he sees a great park of grass. He returned for the cattle, and 

he put them into the park. 

They were but a short time grazing in the park when a great wild giant 

came full of rage and madness. "Hi! Haw!! Hogaraich!!!" said the giant. 

"It is a drink of thy blood that will quench my thirst this night." "There 

is no knowing," said the herd, "but that's easier to say than to do." And 

at each other went the men. There was shaking of blades! At length and 

at last it seemed as if the giant would get the victory over the herd. 



 

Then he called on the dog, and with one spring the black dog caught 

the giant by the neck, and swiftly the herd struck off his head. 

He went home very tired this night, but it's a wonder if the king's cattle 

had not milk. The whole family was delighted that they had got such a 

herd. 

Next day he betakes himself to the castle. When he reached the door, a 

little flattering carlin met him standing in the door. "All hail and good 

luck to thee, fisher's son; 'tis I myself am pleased to see thee; great is 

the honour for this kingdom, for thy like to be come into it—thy 

coming in is fame for this little bothy; go in first; honour to the gentles; 

go on, and take breath." 

"In before me, thou crone; I like not flattery out of doors; go in and let's 

hear thy speech." In went the crone, and when her back was to him he 

drew his sword and whips her head off; but the sword flew out of his 

hand. And swift the crone gripped her head with both hands, and puts 

it on her neck as it was before. The dog sprang on the crone, and she 

struck the generous dog with the club of magic; and there he lay. But 

the herd struggled for a hold of the club of magic, and with one blow 

on the top of the head she was on earth in the twinkling of an eye. He 

went forward, up a little, and there was spoil! Gold and silver, and each 

thing more precious than another, in the crone's castle. He went back 

to the king's house, and there was rejoicing. 

He followed herding in this way for a time; but one night after he came 

home, instead of getting "All hail" and "good luck" from the dairymaid, 

all were at crying and woe. 

He asked what cause of woe there was that night. The dairymaid said, 

"There is a great beast with three heads in the loch, and it must get 

some one every year, and the lot had come this year on the[163] king's 

daughter, and at midday to-morrow she is to meet the Laidly Beast at 

the upper end of the loch, but there is a great suitor yonder who is 

going to rescue her." 



 

"What suitor is that?" said the herd. "Oh, he is a great General of arms," 

said the dairymaid, "and when he kills the beast, he will marry the 

king's daughter, for the king has said that he who could save his 

daughter should get her to marry." 

But on 

the morrow, when the time grew near, the king's daughter and this 

hero of arms went to give a meeting to the beast, and they reached the 

black rock, at the upper end of the loch. They were but a short time 

there when the beast stirred in the midst of the loch; but when the 

General saw this terror of a beast with three heads, he took fright, and 

he slunk away, and he hid himself. And the king's daughter was under 

fear and under trembling, with no one at all to save her. Suddenly she 

sees a doughty handsome youth, riding a black horse, and coming 

where she was. He was marvellously arrayed and full armed, and his 

black dog moved after him. "There is gloom on your face, girl," said the 

youth; "what do you here?" 

"Oh! that's no matter," said the king's daughter. "It's not long I'll be 

here at all events." 



 

—"I say not that," said he. 

"A champion fled as likely as you, and not long since," said she. 

"He is a champion who stands the war," said the youth. And to meet 

the beast he went with his sword and his dog. But there was a 

spluttering and a splashing between himself and the beast! The dog 

kept doing all he might, and the king's daughter was palsied by fear of 

the noise of the beast! One of them would now be under, and now 

above. But at last he cut one of the heads off it. It gave one roar, and 

the son of earth, echo of the rocks, called to its screech, and it drove 

the loch in spindrift from end to end, and in a twinkling it went out of 

sight. 

"Good luck and victory follow you, lad!" said the king's daughter. "I am 

safe for one night, but the beast will come again and again, until the 

other two heads come off it." He caught the beast's head, and he drew a 

knot through it, and he told her to bring it with her there to-morrow. 

She gave him a gold ring, and went home with the head on her 

shoulder, and the herd betook himself to the cows. But she had not 

gone far when this great General saw her, and he said to her, "I will kill 

you if you do not say 'twas I took the head off the beast." "Oh!" says 

she, "'tis I will say it; who else took the head off the beast but you!" 

They reached the king's house, and the head was on the General's 

shoulder. But here was rejoicing, that she should come home alive and 

whole, and this great captain with the beast's head full of blood in 

hand. On the morrow they went away, and there was no question at all 

but that this hero would save the king's daughter. 

They reached the same place, and they were not long there when the 

fearful Laidly Beast stirred in the midst of the loch, and the hero slunk 

away as he did on yesterday, but it was not long after this when the 

man of the black horse came, with another dress on. No matter; she 

knew that it was the very same lad. "It is I am pleased to see you," said 

she. "I am in hopes you will handle your great sword to-day as you did 



 

yesterday. Come up and take breath." But they were not long there 

when they saw the beast steaming in the midst of the loch. 

At once he went to meet the beast, but there was Copasetic and 

Clapstick, spluttering, splashing, raving, and roaring on the beast! They 

kept at it thus for a long time, and about the mouth of the night he cut 

another head off the beast. He put it on the knot and gave it to her. She 

gave him one of her earrings, and he leaped on the black horse, and he 

betook himself to the herding. The king's daughter went home with the 

heads. The General met her, and took the heads from her, and he said 

to her that she must tell that it was he who took the head off the beast 

this time also. "Who else took the head off the beast but you?" said she. 

They reached the king's house with the heads. Then there was joy and 

gladness. 

About the same time on the morrow, the two went away. The officer 

hid himself as he usually did. The king's daughter betook herself to the 

bank of the loch. The hero of the black horse came, and if roaring and 

raving were on the beast on the days that were passed, this day it was 

horrible. But no matter, he took the third head off the beast, and drew 

it through the knot, and gave it to her. She gave him her other earring, 

and then she went home with the heads. When they reached the king's 

house, all were full of smiles, and the General was to marry the king's 

daughter the next day. The wedding was going on, and every one about 

the castle longing till the priest should come. But when the priest 

came, she would marry only the one who could take the heads off the 

knot without cutting it. "Who should take the heads off the knot but 

the man that put the heads on?" said the king. 

The General tried them, but he could not loose them, and at last there 

was no one about the house but had tried to take the heads off the 

knot, but they could not. The king asked if there were any one else 

about the house that would try to take the heads off the knot. They 

said that the herd had not tried them yet. Word went for the herd; and 



 

he was not long throwing them hither and thither. "But stop a bit, my 

lad," said the king's daughter; "the man that took the heads off the 

beast, he has my ring and my two earrings." The herd put his hand in 

his pocket, and he threw them on the board. "Thou art my man," said 

the king's daughter. The king was not so pleased when he saw that it 

was a herd who was to marry his daughter, but he ordered that he 

should be put in a better dress; but his daughter spoke, and she said 

that he had a dress as fine as any that ever was in his castle; and thus, it 

happened. The herd put on the giant's golden dress, and they married 

that same day. 

They were now married, and everything went on well. But one day, and 

it was the namesake of the day when his father had promised him to 

the sea-maiden, they were sauntering by the side of the loch, and lo 

and behold! she came and took him away to the loch without leave or 

asking. The king's daughter was now mournful, tearful, blind-sorrowful 

for her married man; she was always with her eye on the loch. An old 

soothsayer met her, and she told how it had befallen her married mate. 

Then he told her the thing to do to save her mate, and that she did. 

She took her harp to the sea-shore, and sat and played; and the sea-

maiden came up to listen, for sea-maidens are fonder of music than all 

other creatures. But when the wife saw the sea-maiden she stopped. 

The sea-maiden said, "Play on!" but the princess said, "No, not till I see 

my man again." So, the sea-maiden put up his head out of the loch. 

Then the princess played again, and stopped till the sea-maiden put 

him up to the waist. Then the princess played and stopped again, and 

this time the sea-maiden put him all out of the loch, and he called on 

the falcon and became one and flew on shore. But the sea-maiden took 

the princess, his wife. 

Sorrowful was each one that was in the town on this night. Her man 

was mournful, tearful, wandering down and up about the banks of the 

loch, by day and night. The old soothsayer met him. The soothsayer 



 

told him that there was no way of killing the sea-maiden but the one 

way, and this is it—"In the island that is in the midst of the loch is the 

white-footed hind of the slenderest legs and the swiftest step, and 

though she be caught, there will spring a hoodie out of her, and though 

the hoodie should be caught, there will spring a trout out of her, but 

there is an egg in the mouth of the trout, and the soul of the sea-

maiden is in the egg and if the egg breaks she is dead."  

Now, there was no way of getting to this island, for the sea-maiden 

would sink each boat and raft that would go on the loch. He thought 

he would try to leap the strait with the black horse, and even so he did. 

The black horse leaped the strait. He saw the hind, and he let the black 

dog after her, but when he was on one side of the island, the hind 

would be on the other side. "Oh! would the black dog of the carcass of 

flesh were here!" No sooner spoke he the word than the grateful dog 

was at his side; and after the hind he went, and they were not long in 

bringing her to earth. But he no sooner caught her than a hoodie 

sprang out of her. "Would that the falcon grey, of sharpest eye and 

swiftest wing were here!" No sooner said he this than the falcon was 

after the hoodie, and she was not long putting her to earth; and as the 

hoodie fell on the bank of the loch, out of her jumps the trout. "Oh! 

that thou wert by me now, oh otter!" No sooner said than the otter was 

at his side, and out on the loch she leaped, and brings the trout from 

the midst of the loch; but no sooner was the otter on shore with the 

trout than the egg came from his mouth; He sprang and he put his foot 

on it. 'Twas then the sea-maiden appeared, and she said, "Break not the 

egg, and you shall get all you ask." "Deliver to me my wife!" In the wink 

of an eye she was by his side. When he got hold of her hand in both his 

hands, he let his foot down on the egg and the sea-maiden died. 

 

Chapter 48   How They Ran Away 

 



 

Two little boys sat on the fence whittling arrows one fine day. Said one 

little boy to the other little boy,-- 

"Let's do something jolly." 

"All right. What will we do?" 

"Run off to the woods and be hunters."  

"What can we hunt?" 

"Bears and foxes." 

"Mullin says there ain't any round here."  

"Well, we can shoot squirrels and snare wood-chucks." 

"Haven't got any guns and trap."  

"We've got our bows, and I found an old trap behind the barn."  

"What will we eat?" 

"Here's our lunch; and when that's gone we can roast the squirrels and 

cook the fish on a stick. I know how." 

"Where will you get the fire?" 

"Got matches in my pocket." 

"I've got a lot of things we could use. Let's see."  

And as if satisfied at last, cautious Billy displayed his treasures, while 

bold Tommy did the same. 

Besides the two knives there were strings, nails, matches, a piece of 

putty, fish-hooks, and two very dirty handkerchiefs. 

"There, sir, that's a first-rate fit-out for hunters; and with the jolly 

basket of lunch Mrs. Mullin gave us, we can get on tip-top for two or 

three days," said Tommy, eager to be off. 

"Where shall we sleep?" asked Billy, who liked to be comfortable both 

night and day. 



 

"Oh, up in trees or on beds of leaves, like the fellows in our books. If 

you are afraid, stay at home; I'm going to have no end of a good time." 

And Tommy crammed the things back into his pockets as if there were 

no time to lose. 

"Pooh! I ain't afraid. Come on!" And jumping down Billy caught up his 

rod, rather ashamed of his many questions. 

No one was looking at them, and they might have walked quietly off; 

but that the "running away" might be all right, both raced down the 

road, tumbled over a wall, and dashed into the woods as if a whole 

tribe of wild Indians were after them. 

"Do you know the way?" panted Billy, when at last they stopped for 

breath. 

"Yes, it winds right up the mountain; but we'd better not keep to it, or 

some one will see us and take us back. We are going to be real hunters 

and have adventures; so we must get lost, and find our way by the sun 

and the stars," answered Tommy, who had read so many Boys' Books 

his little head was a jumble of Texan Rangers, African Explorers, and 

Buffalo Bills; and he burned to outdo them all. 

"What will our mothers say if we really get lost?" asked Billy, always 

ready with a question. 

"Mine won't fuss. She lets me do what I like."  

That was true; for Tommy's poor mamma was tired of trying to keep 

the lively little fellow in order, and had got used to seeing him come 

out of all his scrapes without much harm. 

"Mine will be scared; she's always afraid I'm going to get hurt, so I'm 

careful. But I guess I'll risk it, and have some fun to tell about when we 

go home," said Billy, trudging after Captain Tommy, who always took 

the lead. 



 

These eleven-year-old boys were staying with their mothers at a farm-

house up among the mountains; and having got tired of the tame bears, 

the big barn, the trout brook, the thirty colts at pasture, and the society 

of the few little girls and younger boys at the hotel near by, these fine 

fellows longed to break loose and "rough it in the bush," as the hunters 

did in their favorite stories. 

Away they went, deeper and deeper into the great forest that covered 

the side of the mountain. A pleasant place that August day; for it was 

cool and green, with many brooks splashing over the rocks, or lying in 

brown pools under the ferns. Squirrels chattered and raced in the tall 

pines; now and then a gray rabbit skipped out of sight among the 

brakes, or a strange bird flew by. Here and there blackberries grew in 

the open places, sassafras bushes were plentiful, and black-birch bark 

was ready for chewing. 

"Don't you call this nice?" asked Tommy, pausing at last in a little dell 

where a noisy brook came tumbling down the mountain side, and the 

pines sung overhead. 

"Yes; but I'm awful hungry. Let's rest and eat our lunch," said Billy, 

sitting down on a cushion of moss. 

"You always want to be stuffing and resting," answered sturdy Tommy, 

who liked to be moving all the time. 

He took the fishing-basket, which hung over his shoulder by a strap, 

and opened it carefully; for good Mrs. Mullin had packed a nice lunch 

of bread and butter, cake and peaches, with a bottle of milk, and two 

large pickles slipped in on the sly to please the boys. 

Tommy's face grew very sober as he looked in, for all he saw was a box 

of worms for bait and an old jacket. 

"By George! we've got the wrong basket. This is Mullin's, and he's gone 

off with our prog. Won't he be mad?" 



 

"Not as mad as I am. Why didn't you look? You are always in such a 

hurry to start. What shall we do now without anything to eat?" whined 

Billy; for losing his lunch was a dreadful blow to him. 

"We shall have to catch some fish and eat blackberries. Which will you 

do, old cry-baby?" said Tommy, laughing at the other boy's dismal face. 

"I'll fish; I'm so tired I can't go scratching round after berries. I don't 

love 'em, either." And Billy began to fix his line and bait his hook. 

"Lucky we got the worms; you can eat 'em if you can't wait for fish," 

said Tommy, bustling about to empty the basket and pile up their few 

possessions in a heap. "There's a quiet pool below here, you go and fish 

there. I'll pick the berries, and then show you how to get dinner in the 

woods. This is our camp; so fly round and do your best."  

Then Tommy ran off to a place near by where he had seen the berries, 

while Billy found a comfortable nook by the pool, and sat scowling at 

the water so crossly, it was a wonder any trout came to his hook. But 

the fat worms tempted several small ones, and he cheered up at the 

prospect of food. Tommy whistled while he picked, and in half an hour 

came back with two quarts of nice berries and an armful of dry sticks 

for the fire. 

"We'll have a jolly dinner, after all," he said, as the flames went 

crackling up, and the dry leaves made a pleasant smell. 

"Got four, but don't see how we'll ever cook 'em; no frying-pan," 

grumbled Billy, throwing down the four little trout, which he had half 

cleaned. 

"Don't want any. Broil 'em on the coals, or toast 'em on a forked stick. 

I'll show you how," said cheerful Tommy, whittling away, and feeding 

his fire as much like a real hunter as a small boy could be. 

While he worked, Billy ate berries and sighed for bread and butter. At 

last, after much trouble, two of the trout were half cooked and eagerly 

eaten by the hungry boys. But they were very different from the nice 



 

brown ones Mrs. Mullin gave them; for in spite of Tommy's struggles 

they would fall in the ashes, and there was no salt to eat with them. By 

the time the last were toasted, the young hunters were so hungry they 

could have eaten anything, and not a berry was left. 

"I set the trap down there, for I saw a hole among the vines, and I 

shouldn't wonder if we got a rabbit or something," said Tommy, when 

the last bone was polished. "You go and catch some more fish, and I'll 

see if I have caught any old chap as he went home to dinner." 

Off ran Tommy; and the other boy went slowly back to the brook, 

wishing with all his might he was at home eating sweet corn and berry 

pie. 

The trout had evidently gone to their dinners, for not one bite did poor 

Billy get; and he was just falling asleep when a loud shout gave him 

such a fright that he tumbled into the brook up to his knees. 

"I've got him! Come and see! He's a bouncer," roared Tommy, from the 

berry bushes some way off. 

Billy scrambled out, and went as fast as his wet boots would let him, to 

see what the prize was. He found Tommy dancing wildly round a fat 

gray animal, who was fighting to get his paws out of the trap, and 

making a queer noise as he struggled about. 

"What is it?" asked Billy, getting behind a tree as fast as possible, for 

the thing looked fierce, and he was very timid. 

"A raccoon, I guess, or a big woodchuck. Won't his fur make a fine cap? 

I guess the other fellows will wish they'd come with us." said Tommy, 

prancing to and fro, without the least idea what to do with the 

creature. 

"He'll bite. We'd better run away and wait till he's dead," said Billy. 

"Wish he'd got his head in, then I could carry him off; but he does look 

savage, so we'll have to leave him awhile, and get him when we come 



 

back. But he's a real beauty." And Tommy looked proudly at the bunch 

of gray fur scuffling in the sand. 

"Can we ever eat him?" asked hungry Billy, ready for a fried crocodile if 

he could get it. 

"If he's a raccoon, we can; but I don't know about woodchucks. The 

fellows in my books don't seem to have caught any. He's nice and fat; 

we might try him when he's dead," said Tommy, who cared more for 

the skin to show than the best meal ever cooked. 

The sound of a gun echoing through the wood gave Tommy a good 

idea,-- 

"Let's find the man and get him to shoot this chap; then we needn't 

wait, but skin him right away, and eat him too." 

Off they went to the camp; and catching up their things, the two 

hunters hurried away in the direction of the sound, feeling glad to 

know that some one was near them, for two or three hours of wood life 

made them a little homesick. 

They ran and scrambled, and listened and called; but not until they had 

gone a long way up the mountain did they find the man, resting in an 

old hut left by the lumbermen. The remains of his dinner were spread 

on the floor, and he lay smoking, and reading a newspaper, while his 

dog dozed at his feet, close to a well-filled game-bag. 

He looked surprised when two dirty, wet little boys suddenly appeared 

before him,--one grinning cheerfully, the other looking very dismal and 

scared as the dog growled and glared at them as if they were two 

rabbits. 

"Hollo!" said the man 

"Hollo!" answered Tommy. 

"Who are you?" asked the man. 

"Hunters," said Tommy. 



 

"Had good luck?" And the man laughed. 

"First-rate. Got a raccoon in our trap, and we want you to come and 

shoot him," answered Tommy, proudly. 

"Sure?" said the man, looking interested as well as amused. 

"No, but I think so." 

"What's he like?" 

Tommy described him, and was much disappointed when the man lay 

down again, saying, with another laugh,-- 

"It's a woodchuck; he's no good."  

"But I want the skin." 

"Then don't shoot him, let him die; that's better for the skin," said the 

man, who was tired and didn't want to stop for such poor game. 

All this time Billy had been staring hard at the sandwiches and bread 

and cheese on the floor, and sniffing at them, as the dog sniffed at him. 

"Want some grub?" asked the man, seeing the hungry look. 

"I just do! We left our lunch, and I've only had two little trout and some 

old berries since breakfast," answered Billy, with tears in his eyes and a 

hand on his stomach. 

"Eat away then; I'm done, and don't want the stuff." And the man took 

up his paper as if glad to be let alone. 

It was lucky that the dog had been fed, for in ten minutes nothing was 

left but the napkin; and the boys sat picking up the crumbs, much 

refreshed, but ready for more. 

"Better be going home, my lads; it's pretty cold on the mountain after 

sunset, and you are a long way from town," said the man, who had 

peeped at them over his paper now and then, and saw, in spite of the 

dirt and rips, that they were not farmer boys. 



 

"We don't live in town; we are at Mullin's, in the valley. No hurry; we 

know the way, and we want to have some sport first. You seem to have 

done well," answered Tommy, looking enviously from the gun to the 

game-bag, out of which hung a rabbit's head and a squirrel's tail. 

"Pretty fair; but I want a shot at the bear. People tell me there is one up 

here, and I'm after him; for he kills the sheep, and might hurt some of 

the young folks round here," said the man, loading his gun with a very 

sober air; for he wanted to get rid of the boys and send them home. 

Billy looked alarmed; but Tommy's brown face beamed with joy as he 

said eagerly,-- 

"I hope you'll get him. I'd rather shoot a bear than any other animal but 

a lion. We don't have those here, and bears are scarce. Mullin said he 

hadn't heard of one for a long time; so this must be a young one, for 

they killed the big one two years ago."  

That was true, and the man knew it. He did not really expect or want to 

meet a bear, but thought the idea of one would send the little fellows 

home at once. Finding one of them was unscared, he laughed, and said 

with a nod to Tommy,-- 

"If I had time I'd take you along, and show you how to hunt; but this fat 

friend of yours couldn't rough it with us, and we can't leave him alone; 

so go ahead your own way. Only I wouldn't climb any higher, for 

among the rocks you are sure to get hurt or lost."  

"Oh, I say, let's go! Such fun, Billy! I know you'll like it. A real gun and 

dog and hunter! Come on, and don't be a molly-coddle," cried Tommy, 

wild to go. 

"I won't! I'm tired, and I'm going home; you can go after your old bears 

if you want to. I don't think much of hunting anyway, and wish I hadn't 

come," growled Billy, very cross at being left out, yet with no desire to 

scramble any more. 



 

"Can't stop. Good-by. Get along home, and some day I'll come and take 

you out with me, little Leatherstocking," said the man, striding off with 

the dear gun and dog and bag, leaving Billy to wonder what he meant 

by that queer name, and Tommy to console himself with the promise 

made him. 

"Let's go and see how old Chucky gets on," he said good-naturedly, 

when the man vanished. 

"Not till I'm rested. I can get a good nap on this pile of hay; then we'll 

go home before it's late," answered lazy Billy, settling himself on the 

rough bed the lumbermen had used. 

"I just wish I had a boy with some go in him; you ain't much better than 

a girl," sighed Tommy, walking off to a pine-tree where some squirrels 

seemed to be having a party, they chattered and raced up and down at 

such a rate. 

He tried his bow and shot all his arrows many times in vain, for the 

lively creatures gave him no chance. He had better luck with a brown 

bird who sat in a bush and was hit full in the breast with the sharpest 

arrow. The poor thing fluttered and fell, and its blood wet the green 

leaves as it lay dying on the grass. Tommy was much pleased at first; 

but as he stood watching its bright eye grow dim and its pretty brown 

wings stop fluttering, he felt sorry that its happy little life was so cruelly 

ended, and ashamed that his thoughtless fun had given so much pain. 

"I'll never shoot another bird except hawks after chickens, and I won't 

brag about this one. It was so tame, and trusted me, I was very mean to 

kill it." 

As he thought this, Tommy smoothed the ruffled feathers of the dead 

thrush, and, making a little grave under the pine, buried it wrapped in 

green leaves, and left it there where its mate could sing over it, and no 

rude hands disturb its rest. 



 

"I'll tell mamma and she will understand: but I won't tell Billy. He is 

such a greedy old chap he'll say I ought to have kept the poor bird to 

eat," thought Tommy, as he went back to the hut, and sat there, 

restringing his bow, till Billy woke up, much more amiable for his 

sleep. 

They tried to find the woodchuck, but lost their way, and wandered 

deeper into the great forest till they came to a rocky place and could go 

no farther. They climbed up and tumbled down, turned back and went 

round, looked at the sun and knew it was late, chewed sassafras bark 

and checkerberry leaves for supper, and grew more and more worried 

and tired as hour after hour went by and they saw no end to woods and 

rocks. Once or twice they heard the hunter's gun far away, and called 

and tried to find him. 

Tommy scolded Billy for not going with the man, who knew his way 

and was probably safe in the valley when the last faint shot came up to 

them. Billy cried, and reproached Tommy for proposing to run away; 

and both felt very homesick for their mothers and their good safe beds 

at Farmer Mullin's. 

The sun set, and found them in a dreary place full of rocks and blasted 

trees half-way up the mountain. They were so tired they could hardly 

walk, and longed to lie down anywhere to sleep; but, remembering the 

hunter's story of the bear, they were afraid to do it, till Tommy 

suggested climbing a tree, after making a fire at the foot of it to scare 

away the bear, lest he climb too and get them. 

But, alas! the matches were left in their first camp; so they decided to 

take turns to sleep and watch, since it was plain that they must spend 

the night there. Billy went up first, and creeping into a good notch of 

the bare tree tried to sleep, while brave Tommy, armed with a big stick, 

marched to and fro below. Every few minutes a trembling voice would 

call from above, "Is anything coming?" and an anxious voice would 



 

answer from below, "Not yet. Hurry up and go to sleep! I want my 

turn." 

At last Billy began to snore, and then Tommy felt so lonely he couldn't 

bear it; so he climbed to a lower branch, and sat nodding and trying to 

keep watch, till he too fell fast asleep, and the early moon saw the poor 

boys roosting there like two little owls. 

A loud cry, a scrambling overhead, and then a great shaking and 

howling waked Tommy so suddenly that he lost his wits for a moment 

and did not know where he was. 

"The bear! the bear! don't let him get me! Tommy, Tommy, come and 

make him let go," cried Billy, filling the quiet night with dismal howls. 

Tommy looked up, expecting to behold a large bear eating his unhappy 

friend; but the moonlight showed him nothing but poor Billy dangling 

from a bough, high above the ground, caught by his belt when he fell. 

He had been dreaming of bears, and rolled off his perch; so there he 

hung, kicking and wailing, half awake, and so scared it was long before 

Tommy could make him believe that he was quite safe. 

How to get him down was the next question. The branch was not 

strong enough to bear Tommy, though he climbed up and tried to 

unhook poor Billy. The belt was firmly twisted at the back, and Billy 

could not reach to undo it, nor could he get his legs round the branch 

to pull himself up. There seemed no way but to unbuckle the belt and 

drop. That he was afraid to try; for the ground was hard, and the fall a 

high one. Fortunately both belt and buckle were strong; so he hung 

safely, though very uncomfortably, while Tommy racked his boyish 

brain to find a way to help him. 

Billy had just declared that he should be cut in two very soon if 

something was not done for him, and Tommy was in despair, when 

they thought they heard a far-off shout, and both answered it till their 

throats were nearly split with screaming. 



 

"I seem to see a light moving round down that way," cried Billy from 

his hook, pointing toward the valley. 

"They are looking for us, but they won't hear us. I'll run and holler 

louder, and bring 'em up here," answered Tommy, glad to do anything 

that would put an end to this dreadful state of things. 

"Don't leave me! I may fall and be killed! The bear might come! Don't 

go! don't go!" wailed Billy, longing to drop, but afraid. 

"I won't go far, and I'll come back as quick as I can. You are safe up 

there. Hold on, and we'll soon get you down," answered Tommy, 

rushing away helter-skelter, never minding where he went, and too 

much excited to care for any damage. 

The moon was bright on the blasted trees; but when he came down 

among the green pines, it grew dark, and he often stumbled and fell. 

Never minding bumps and bruises, he scrambled over rocks, leaped 

fallen trunks, floundered through brooks, and climbed down steep 

places, till, with a reckless jump, he went heels over head into a deep 

hole, and lay there for a moment stunned by the fall. It was an old 

bear-trap, long unused, and fortunately well carpeted with dead leaves, 

or poor Tommy would have broken his bones. 

When he came to himself he was so used up that he lay still for some 

time in a sort of daze, too tired to know or care about anything, only 

dimly conscious that somebody was lost in a tree or a well, and that, on 

the whole, running away was not all fun. 

By and by the sound of a gun roused him; and remembering poor Billy, 

he tried to get out of the pit,--for the moon showed him where he was. 

But it was too deep, and he was too stiff with weariness and the fall to 

be very nimble. So he shouted, and whistled, and raged about very like 

a little bear caught in the pit. 

It is very difficult to find a lost person on these great mountains, and 

many wander for hours not far from help, bewildered by the thick 



 

woods, the deep ravines, and precipices which shut them in. Some have 

lost their lives; and as Tommy lay on the leaves used up by his various 

struggles, he thought of all the stories he had lately heard at the farm, 

and began to wonder how it would feel to starve to death down there, 

and to wish poor Billy could come to share his prison, that they might 

die together, like the Babes in the Wood, or better still the Boy Scouts 

lost on the prairies in that thrilling story, "Bill Boomerang, the Wild 

Hunter of the West." 

"I guess mother is worried this time, because I never stayed out all 

night before, and I never will again without leave. It's rather good fun, 

though, if they only find me. I ain't afraid, and it isn't very cold. I 

always wanted to sleep out, and now I'm doing it. Wish poor Billy was 

safely down and in this good bed with me. Won't he be scared all alone 

there? Maybe the belt will break and he get hurt bumping down. Sorry 

now I left him, he's such a 'fraid-cat. There's the gun again! Guess it's 

that man after us. Hi! hollo! Here I am! Whoop! Hurrah! Hi! hi! hi!"  

Tommy's meditations ended in a series of yells as loud as his shrill little 

voice could make them, and he thought some one answered. But it 

must have been an echo, for no one came; and after another rampage 

round his prison, the poor boy nestled down among the leaves, and 

went fast asleep because there was nothing else to do. 

So there they were, the two young hunters, lost at midnight on the 

mountain,--one hanging like an apple on the old tree, and the other 

sound asleep in a bear-pit. Their distracted mothers meantime were 

weeping and wringing their hands at the farm, while all the men in the 

neighborhood were out looking for the lost boys. The hunter on his 

return to the hotel had reported meeting the runaways and his effort to 

send them home in good season; so people knew where to look, and, 

led by the man and dog, up the mountain went Mr. Mullin with his 

troop. It was a mild night, and the moon shone high and clear; so the 

hunt was, on the whole, rather easy and pleasant at first, and lanterns 



 

flashed through the dark forest like fireflies, the lonely cliffs seemed 

alive with men, and voices echoed in places where usually only the 

brooks babbled and the hawks screamed. But as time went on, and no 

sign of the boys appeared, the men grew anxious, and began to fear 

some serious harm had come to the runaways. 

"I can't go home without them little shavers no way, 'specially Tommy," 

said Mr. Mullin, as they stopped to rest after a hard climb through the 

blasted grove. "He's a boy after my own heart, spry as a chipmunk, 

smart as a young cockerel, and as full of mischief as a monkey. He ain't 

afraid of anything, and I shouldn't be a mite surprised to find him 

enjoyin' himself first-rate, and as cool as a coocumber."  

"The fat boy won't take it so easily, I fancy. If it hadn't been for him I'd 

have kept the lively fellow with me, and shown him how to hunt. Sorry 

now I didn't take them both home," said the man with the gun, seeing 

his mistake too late, as people often do. 

"Maybe they've fell down a precipice and got killed, like Moses Warner, 

when he was lost," suggested a tall fellow, who had shouted himself 

hoarse. 

"Hush up, and come on! The dog is barkin' yonder, and he may have 

found 'em," said the farmer, hurrying toward the place where the 

hound was baying at something in a tree. 

It was poor Billy, hanging there still, half unconscious with weariness 

and fear. The belt had slipped up under his arms, so he could breathe 

easily; and there he was, looking like a queer sort of cone on the 

blasted pine. 

"Wal, I never!" exclaimed the farmer, as the tall lad climbed up, and, 

unhooking Billy, handed him down like a young bird, into the arms 

held up to catch him. 

"He's all right, only scared out of his wits. Come along and look for the 

other one. I'll warrant he went for help, and may be half-way home by 



 

this time," said the hunter, who didn't take much interest in the fat 

boy. 

Tommy's hat lay on the ground; and showing it to the dog, his master 

told him to find the boy. The good hound sniffed about, and then set 

off with his nose to the ground, following the zigzag track Tommy had 

taken in his hurry. The hunter and several of the men went after him, 

leaving the farmer with the others to take care of Billy. 

Presently the dog came to the bear-pit, and began to bark again. 

"He's got him!" cried the men, much relieved; and rushing on soon saw 

the good beast looking down at a little white object in one corner of the 

dark hole. 

It was Tommy's face in the moonlight, for the rest of him was covered 

up with leaves. The little round face seemed very quiet; and for a 

moment the men stood quite still, fearing that the fall might have done 

the boy some harm. Then the hunter leaped down, and gently touched 

the brown cheek. It was warm, and a soft snore from the pug nose 

made the man call out, much relieved,-- 

"He's all right. Wake up here, little chap; you are wanted at home. Had 

hunting enough for this time?" 

As he spoke, Tommy opened his eyes, gave a stretch, and said, "Hollo, 

Billy," as calmly as if in his own bed at home. Then the rustle of the 

leaves, the moonlight in his face, and the sight of several men staring 

down at him startled him wide awake. 

"Did you shoot the big bear?" he asked, looking up at the hunter with a 

grin. 

"No; but I caught a little one, and here he is," answered the man, giving 

Tommy a roll in the leaves, much pleased because he did not whine or 

make a fuss. 



 

"Got lost, didn't we? Oh, I say, where's Billy? I left him up a tree like a 

coon, and he wouldn't come down," laughed Tommy, kicking off his 

brown bed-clothes, and quite ready to get up now. 

They all laughed with him; and presently, when the story was told, they 

pulled the boy out of the pit, and went back to join the other wanderer, 

who was now sitting up eating the bread and butter Mrs. Mullin sent 

for their very late supper. 

The men roared again, as the two boys told their various tribulations; 

and when they had been refreshed, the party started for home, blowing 

the tin horns, and firing shot after shot to let the scattered searchers 

know that the lost children were found. Billy was very quiet, and gladly 

rode on the various broad backs offered for his use, but Tommy stoutly 

refused to be carried, and with an occasional "boost" over a very rough 

place, walked all the way down on his own sturdy legs. He was the hero 

of the adventure, and was never tired of relating how he caught the 

woodchuck, cooked the fish, slid down the big rock, and went to bed in 

the old bear-pit. But in his own little mind he resolved to wait till he 

was older before he tried to be a hunter; and though he caught several 

wood-chucks that summer, he never shot another harmless little bird. 

 

Chapter 49   The Bogey-Beast 

 

There was once a woman who was very, very cheerful, though she had 

little to make her so; for she was old, and poor, and lonely. She lived in 

a little bit of a cottage and earned a scant living by running errands for 

her neighbours, getting a bite here, a sup there, as reward for her 

services. So she made shift to get on, and always looked as spry and 

cheery as if she had not a want in the world. 



 

Now one summer evening, as she was trotting, full of smiles as ever, 

along the high road to her hovel, what should she see but a big black 

pot lying in the ditch! 

"Goodness me!" she cried, "that would be just the very thing for me if I 

only had something to put in it! But I haven't! Now who could have left 

it in the ditch?" 

And she looked about her expecting the owner would not be far off; but 

she could see nobody. 

"Maybe there is a hole in it," she went on, "and that's why it has been 

cast away. But it would do fine to put a flower in for my window; so I'll 

just take it home with me." 

And with that she lifted the lid and looked inside. "Mercy me!" she 

cried, fair amazed. "If it isn't full of gold pieces. Here's luck!"  

And so it was, brimful of great gold coins. Well, at first she simply 

stood stock-still, wondering if she was standing on her head or her 

heels. Then she began saying: 

"Lawks! But I do feel rich. I feel awful rich!"  

After she had said this many times, she began to wonder how she was 

to get her treasure home. It was too heavy for her to carry, and she 

could see no better way than to tie the end of her shawl to it and drag it 

behind her like a go-cart. 

"It will soon be dark," she said to herself as she trotted along. "So much 

the better! The neighbours will not see what I'm bringing home, and I 

shall have all the night to myself, and be able to think what I'll do! 

Mayhap I'll buy a grand house and just sit by the fire with a cup o' tea 

and do no work at all like a queen. Or maybe I'll bury it at the garden 

foot and just keep a bit in the old china teapot on the chimney-piece. 

Or maybe—Goody! Goody! I feel that grand I don't know myself." 



 

By this time she was a bit tired of dragging such a heavy weight, and, 

stopping to rest a while, turned to look at her treasure. 

And lo! it wasn't a pot of gold at all! It was nothing but a lump of silver.  

She stared at it, and rubbed her eyes, and stared at it again. 

"Well! I never!" she said at last. "And me thinking it was a pot of gold! I 

must have been dreaming. But this is luck! Silver is far less trouble—

easier to mind, and not so easy stolen. Them gold pieces would have 

been the death o' me, and with this great lump of silver—" 

So she went off again planning what she would do, and feeling as rich 

as rich, until becoming a bit tired again she stopped to rest and gave a 

look round to see if her treasure was safe; and she saw nothing but a 

great lump of iron! 

"Well! I never!" says she again. "And I mistaking it for silver! I must 

have been dreaming. But this is luck! It's real convenient. I can get 

penny pieces for old iron, and penny pieces are a deal handier for me 

than your gold and silver. Why! I should never have slept a wink for 

fear of being robbed. But a penny piece comes in useful, and I shall sell 

that iron for a lot and be real rich—rolling rich." 

So on she trotted full of plans as to how she would spend her penny 

pieces, till once more she stopped to rest and looked round to see her 

treasure was safe. And this time she saw nothing but a big stone. 

"Well! I never!" she cried, full of smiles. "And to think I mistook it for 

iron. I must have been dreaming. But here's luck indeed, and me 

wanting a stone terrible bad to stick open the gate. Eh my! but it's a 

change for the better! It's a fine thing to have good luck."  

So, all in a hurry to see how the stone would keep the gate open, she 

trotted off down the hill till she came to her own cottage. She 

unlatched the gate and then turned to unfasten her shawl from the 

stone which lay on the path behind her. Aye! It was a stone sure 



 

enough. There was plenty light to see it lying there, douce and 

peaceable as a stone should. 

So she bent over it to unfasten the shawl end, when—"Oh my!" All of a 

sudden it gave a jump, a squeal, and in one moment was as big as a 

haystack. Then it let down four great lanky legs and threw out two long 

ears, nourished a great long tail and romped off, kicking and squealing 

and whinnying and laughing like a naughty, mischievous boy!  

The old woman stared after it till it was fairly out of sight, then she 

burst out laughing too. 

"Well!" she chuckled, "I am in luck! Quite the luckiest body hereabouts. 

Fancy my seeing the Bogey-Beast all to myself; and making myself so 

free with it too! My goodness! I do feel that uplifted—that GRAND!"— 

So she went into her cottage and spent the evening chuckling over her 

good luck. 

 

Chapter 50   The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County 

 

In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me from 

the East, I called on good-natured, garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and 

inquired after my friend's friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to 

do, and I hereunto append the result. I have a lurking suspicion 

that Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; and that my friend never knew such 

a personage; and that he only conjectured that if I asked old Wheeler 

about him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he 

would go to work and bore me to death with some exasperating 

reminiscence of him as long and as tedious as it should be useless to 

me. If that was the design, it succeeded. 

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the barroom stove of 

the dilapidated tavern in the decayed mining camp of Angel's, and I 



 

noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression of 

winning gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He 

roused up, and gave me good-day. I told him a friend had 

commissioned me to make some inquiries about a cherished 

companion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley--Rev. Leonidas 

W. Smiley, a young minister of the Gospel, who he had heard was at 

one time a resident of Angel's Camp. I added that if Mr. Wheeler could 

tell me anything about this Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel 

under many obligations to him. 

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with 

his chair, and then sat down and reeled off the monotonous narrative 

which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he 

never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he tuned 

his initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of 

enthusiasm; but all through the interminable narrative there ran a vein 

of impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, 

so far from his imagining that there was anything ridiculous or funny 

about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and 

admired its two heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. I let 

him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him once. 

"Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le--well, there was a feller here once 

by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of '49--or may be it was the 

spring of '50--I don't recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes 

me think it was one or the other is because I remember the big flume 

warn't finished when he first came to the camp; but any way, he was 

the curiousest man about always betting on anything that turned up 

you ever see, if he could get anybody to bet on the other side; and if he 

couldn't he'd change sides. Any way that suited the other man would 

suit him--any way just so's he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he 

was lucky, uncommon lucky; he most always come out winner. He was 

always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn't be no solit'ry thing 

mentioned but that feller'd offer to bet on it, and take any side you 



 

please, as I was just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you'd find 

him flush or you'd find him busted at the end of it; if there was a dog-

fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a 

chicken-fight, he'd bet on it; why, if there was two birds setting on a 

fence, he would bet you which one would fly first; or if there was a 

camp-meeting, he would be there reg'lar to bet on Parson Walker, 

which he judged to be the best exhorter about here, and he was, too, 

and a good man. If he even see a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he 

would bet you how long it would take him to get to--to wherever 

he was going to, and if you took him up, he would foller that straddle-

bug to Mexico but what he would find out where he was bound for and 

how long he was on the road. Lots of the boys here has seen that 

Smiley and can tell you about him. Why, it never made no difference 

to him--he'd bet on any thing--the dangest feller. Parson Walker's wife 

laid very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they warn't 

going to save her; but one morning he come in, and Smiley up and 

asked him how she was, and he said she was considerable better--thank 

the Lord for his inf'nit' mercy--and coming on so smart that with the 

blessing of Prov'dence she'd get well yet; and Smiley, before he 

thought, says, Well, I'll risk two-and-a-half she don't anyway.'"  

Thish-yer Smiley had a mare--the boys called her the fifteen-minute 

nag, but that was only in fun, you know, because, of course, she was 

faster than that--and he used to win money on that horse, for all she 

was so slow and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the 

consumption, or something of that kind. They used to give her two or 

three hundred yards start, and then pass her under way; but always at 

the fag-end of the race she'd get excited and desperate-like, and come 

cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber, 

sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side amongst the 

fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust and raising m-o-r-e racket with her 

coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose--and always fetch up at 

the stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down. 



 

And he had a little small bull-pup, that to look at him you'd think he 

warn't worth a cent but to set around and look ornery and lay for a 

chance to steal something. But as soon as money was up on him he was 

a different dog; his under-jaw'd begin to stick out like the fo'-castle of a 

steamboat, and his teeth would uncover and shine like the furnaces. 

And a dog might tackle him and bully-rag him, and bite him, and 

throw him over his shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson--

which was the name of the pup--Andrew Jackson would never let on 

but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing else--and the 

bets being doubled and doubled on the other side all the time, till the 

money was all up; and then all of a sudden he would grab that other 

dog jest by the j'int of his hind leg and freeze to it--not chaw, you 

understand, but only just grip and hang on till they throwed up the 

sponge, if it was a year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till 

he harnessed a dog once that didn't have no hind legs, because they'd 

been sawed off in a circular saw, and when the thing had gone along far 

enough, and the money was all up, and he come to make a snatch for 

his pet holt, he see in a minute how he'd been imposed on, and how 

the other dog had him in the door, so to speak, and he 'peared 

surprised, and then he looked sorter discouraged-like, and didn't try no 

more to win the fight, and so he got shucked out bad. He gave Smiley a 

look, as much as to say his heart was broke, and it was his fault, for 

putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to take holt of, which 

was his main dependence in a fight, and then he limped off a piece and 

laid down and died. It was a good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and 

would have made a name for hisself if he'd lived, for the stuff was in 

him and he had genius--I know it, because he hadn't no opportunities 

to speak of, and it don't stand to reason that a dog could make such a 

fight as he could under them circumstances if he hadn't no talent. It 

always makes me feel sorry when I think of that last fight of his'n, and 

the way it turned out. 



 

Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken cocks, and tom-

cats and all of them kind of things, till you couldn't rest, and you 

couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd match you. He 

ketched a frog one day, and took him home, and said he cal'lated to 

educate him; and so he never done nothing for three months but set in 

his back yard and learn that frog to jump. And you bet you he did learn 

him, too. He'd give him a little punch behind, and the next minute 

you'd see that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut--see him turn 

one summerset, or may be a couple, if he got a good start, and come 

down flat-footed and all right, like a cat. 

 

He got him up so in the matter of ketching flies, and kep' him in 

practice so constant, that he'd nail a fly every time as fur as he could 

see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he could do 

'most anything--and I believe him. Why, I've seen him set Dan'l 

Webster down here on this floor--Dan'l Webster was the name of the 

frog--and sing out, "Flies, Dan'l, flies!" and quicker'n you could wink 

he'd spring straight up and snake a fly off'n the counter there, and flop 

down on the floor ag'in as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching 

the side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn't no 

idea he'd been doin' any more'n any frog might do. You never see a frog 

so modest and straightfor'ard as he was, for all he was so gifted. And 

when it come to fair and square jumping on a dead level, he could get 

over more ground at one straddle than any animal of his breed you ever 

see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit, you understand; and 

when it come to that, Smiley would ante up money on him as long as 

he had a red. Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he 

might be, for fellers that had traveled and been everywheres, all said he 

laid over any frog that ever they see. 



 

Well, Smiley kep' the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch 

him downtown sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller--a 

stranger in the camp, he was--come acrost him with his box, and says: 

"What might be that you've got in the box?" 

And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, "It might be a parrot, or it 

might be a canary, maybe, but it ain't--it's only just a frog." 

And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round this 

way and that, and says, "H'm--so 'tis. Well, what's he good for?" 

"Well," Smiley says, easy and careless, "he's good enough for one thing, 

I should judge--he can outjump any frog in Calaveras county."  

The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular look, 

and give it back to Smiley, and says, very deliberate, "Well," he says, "I 

don't see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog."  

"Maybe you don't," Smiley says. "Maybe you understand frogs and 

maybe you don't understand 'em; maybe you've had experience, and 

maybe you ain't only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I've 

got my opinion and I'll risk forty dollars that he can outjump any frog 

in Calaveras County." 

And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sad like, "Well, 

I'm only a stranger here, and I ain't got no frog; but if I had a frog, I'd 

bet you." 

And then Smiley says, "That's all right--that's all right--if you'll hold my 

box a minute, I'll go and get you a frog." And so the feller took the box, 

and put up his forty dollars along with Smiley's, and set down to wait.  

So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to his-self, and then 

he got the frog out and prized his mouth open and took a teaspoon and 

filled him full of quail shot--filled! him pretty near up to his chin--and 

set him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around 



 

in the mud for a long time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched 

him in, and give him to this feller, and says: 

"Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l, with his forepaws just 

even with Dan'l's, and I'll give the word." Then he says, "One--two--

three--git!" and him and the feller touched up the frogs from behind, 

and the new frog hopped off lively, but Dan'l give a heave, and hysted 

up his shoulders--so--like a Frenchman, but it warn't no use--he 

couldn't budge; he was planted as solid as a church, and he couldn't no 

more stir than if he was anchored out. Smiley was a good deal 

surprised, and he was disgusted too, but he didn't have no idea what 

the matter was, of course. 

The feller took the money and started away; and when he was going 

out at the door, he sorter jerked his thumb over his shoulder--so--at 

Dan'l, and says again, very deliberate, "Well," he says, "I don't see no 

p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog."  

Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan'l a long 

time, and at last says, "I do wonder what in the nation that frog 

throwed off for--I wonder if there ain't something the matter with him-

-he 'pears to look mighty baggy, somehow." And he ketched Dan'l up 

by the nap of the neck, and hefted him, and says, "Why blame my cats 

if he don't weigh five pounds!" and turned him upside down and he 

belched out a double handful of shot. And then he see how it was, and 

he was the maddest man--he set the frog down and took out after that 

feller, but he never ketched him. And---- 

(Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and 

got up to see what was wanted.) And turning to me as he moved away, 

he said: "Just set where you are, stranger, and rest easy--I ain't going to 

be gone a second." 

But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the history of 

the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to afford me 



 

much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I 

started away. 

At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he buttonholed 

me and recommenced: 

"Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller, one-eyed cow that didn't have no 

tail, only jest a short stump like a bannanner, and----" 

However, lacking both time and inclination, I did not wait to hear 

about the afflicted cow, but took my leave. 

 

Chapter 51  The Wolf and the Seven Little Kids  

 

There was once upon a time an old goat who had seven little kids, and 

loved them with all the love of a mother for her children. One day she 

wanted to go into the forest and fetch some food. So, she called all 

seven to her and said, "Dear children, I have to go into the forest, be on 

your guard against the wolf; if he come in, he will devour you all—-

skin, hair, and all. The wretch often disguises himself, but you will 

know him at once by his rough voice and his black feet." The kids said, 

"Dear mother, we will take good care of ourselves; you may go away 

without any anxiety." Then the old one bleated, and went on her way 

with an easy mind. 

It was not long before someone knocked at the house-door and called, 

"Open the door, dear children; your mother is here, and has brought 

something back with her for each of you." But the little kids knew that 

it was the wolf, by the rough voice; "We will not open the door," cried 

they, "thou art not our mother. She has a soft, pleasant voice, but thy 

voice is rough; thou art the wolf!" Then the wolf went away to a 

shopkeeper and bought himself a great lump of chalk, ate this and 

made his voice soft with it. The he came back, knocked at the door of 

the house, and cried, "Open the door, dear children, your mother is 



 

here and has brought something back with her for each of you." But the 

wolf had laid his black paws against the window, and the children saw 

them and cried, "We will not open the door, our mother has not black 

feet like thee; thou art the wolf." Then the wolf ran to a baker and said, 

"I have hurt my feet, rub some dough over them for me." And when the 

baker had rubbed his feet over, he ran to the miller and said, "Strew 

some white meal over my feet for me." The miller thought to himself, 

"The wolf wants to deceive someone," and refused; but the wolf said, "If 

thou wilt not do it, I will devour thee." Then the miller was afraid, and 

made his paws white for him. Truly men are like that. 

So now the wretch went for the third time to the house-door, knocked 

at it and said, "Open the door for me, children, your dear little mother 

has come home, and has brought every one of you something back 

from the forest with her." The little kids cried, "First show us thy paws 

that we may know if thou art our dear little mother." Then he put his 

paws in through the window, and when the kids saw that they were 

white, they believed that all he said was true, and opened the door. But 

who should come in but the wolf! They were terrified and wanted to 

hide themselves. One sprang under the table, the second into the bed, 

the third into the stove, the fourth into the kitchen, the fifth into the 

cupboard, the sixth under the washing-bowl, and the seventh into the 

clock-case. But the wolf found them all, and used no great ceremony; 

one after the other he swallowed them down his throat. The youngest, 

who was in the clock-case, was the only one he did not find. When the 

wolf had satisfied his appetite he took himself off, laid himself down 

under a tree in the green meadow outside, and began to sleep. Soon 

afterwards the old goat came home again from the forest. Ah! What a 

sight she saw there! The house-door stood wide open. The table, chairs, 

and benches were thrown down, the washing-bowl lay broken to 

pieces, and the quilts and pillows were pulled off the bed. She sought 

her children, but they were nowhere to be found. She called them one 

after another by name, but no one answered. At last, when she came to 



 

the youngest, a soft voice cried, "Dear mother, I am in the clock-case." 

She took the kid out, and it told her that the wolf had come and had 

eaten all the others. Then you may imagine how she wept over her poor 

children. 

At length in her grief she went out, and the youngest kid ran with her. 

When they came to the meadow, there lay the wolf by the tree and 

snored so loud that the branches shook. She looked at him on every 

side and saw that something was moving and struggling in his gorged 

belly. "Ah, heavens," said she, "is it possible that my poor children 

whom he has swallowed down for his supper, can be still alive?" Then 

the kid had to run home and fetch scissors, and a needle and thread, 

and the goat cut open the monster's stomach, and hardly had she make 

one cut, than one little kid thrust its head out, and when she cut 

farther, all six sprang out one after another, and were all still alive, and 

had suffered no injury whatever, for in his greediness the monster had 

swallowed them down whole. What rejoicing there was! They 

embraced their dear mother, and jumped like a sailor at his wedding. 

The mother, however, said, "Now go and look for some big stones, and 

we will fill the wicked beast's stomach with them while he is still 

asleep." Then the seven kids dragged the stones thither with all speed, 

and put as many of them into his stomach as they could get in; and the 

mother sewed him up again in the greatest haste, so that he was not 

aware of anything and never once stirred. 

When the wolf at length had had his sleep out, he got on his legs, and 

as the stones in his stomach made him very thirsty, he wanted to go to 

a well to drink. But when he began to walk and move about, the stones 

in his stomach knocked against each other and rattled. Then cried he, 

"What rumbles and tumbles 

Against my poor bones? 

I thought 't was six kids, 

But it's naught but big stones."  



 

And when he got to the well and stooped over the water and was just 

about to drink, the heavy stones made him fall in, and there was no 

help, but he had to drown miserably. When the seven kids saw that, 

they came running to the spot and cried aloud, "The wolf is dead! The 

wolf is dead!" and danced for joy round about the well with their 

mother. 

 

Chapter 52   The Little Thief in the Pantry 

 

"MOTHER dear,” said a little mouse one day, “I think the people in our 

house must be very kind; don’t you? They leave such nice things for us 

in the larder.” 

There was a twinkle in the mother’s eye as she replied, — 

“Well, my child, no doubt they are very well in their way, but I don’t 

think they are quite as fond of us as you seem to think. Now remember, 

Rewickers, I have absolutely forbidden you to put your nose above the 

ground unless I am with you, for kind as the people are, I shouldn’t be 

at all surprised if they tried to catch you.”  

Rewickers twitched his tail with scorn; he was quite sure he knew how 

to take care of himself, and he didn’t mean to trot meekly after his 

mother’s tail all his life. So as soon as she had curled herself up for an 

afternoon nap he stole away, and scampered across the pantry shelves. 

Ah! here was something particularly good to-day. A large iced cake 

stood far back upon the shelf, and Greywhiskers licked his lips as he 

sniffed it. Across the top of the cake there were words written in pink 

sugar; but as Greywhiskers could not read, he did not know that he was 

nibbling at little Miss Ethel’s birthday cake. But he did feel a little 

guilty when he heard his mother calling. Off he ran, and was back in 

the nest again by the time his mother had finished rubbing her eyes 

after her nap. 



 

She took Greywhiskers up to the pantry then, and when she saw the 

hole in the cake she seemed a little annoyed. 

“Some mouse has evidently been here before us,” she said, but of 

course she never guessed that it was her own little son. 

The next day the naughty little mouse again popped up to the pantry 

when his mother was asleep; but at first he could find nothing at all to 

eat, though there was a most delicious smell of toasted cheese. 

Presently he found a dear little wooden house, and there hung the 

cheese, just inside it. 

In ran Greywhiskers, but, oh! “click” went the little wooden house, and 

mousie was caught fast in a trap. 

When the morning came, the cook, who had set the trap, lifted it from 

the shelf, and then called a pretty little girl to come and see the thief 

who had eaten her cake. 

“What are you going to do with him?” asked Ethel. 

“Why, drown him, my dear, to be sure.”  

The tears came into the little girl’s pretty blue eyes.  

“You didn’t know it was stealing, did you, mousie dear?” she said.  

“No,” squeaked Greywhiskers sadly; “indeed I didn’t.”  

Cook’s back was turned for a moment, and in that moment tender-

hearted little Ethel lifted the lid of the trap, and out popped mousie.  

Oh! how quickly he ran home to his mother, and how she comforted 

and petted him until he began to forget his fright; and then she made 

him promise never to disobey her again, and you may be sure he never 

did. 

 

Chapter 53   A Little Tiny Thing 



 

 

 

 

OUT in the garden Mary sat hemming a pocket-handkerchief, and 

there came a little insect running—oh, in such a hurry!—across the 

small stone table by her side. 

The sewing was not done, for Mary liked doing nothing best, and she 

thought it would be fun to drop her thimble over the little ant. “Now 

he is in the dark,” said she. “Can he mind? He is only such a little tiny 

thing.” 

Mary ran away, for her mother called her, and she forgot all about the 

ant under the thimble. 

There he was, running round and round and round the dark prison, 

with little horns on his head quivering, little perfect legs bending as 

beautifully as those of a race-horse, and he was in quite as big a fright 

as if he were an elephant. 

“Oh,” you would have heard him say, if you had been clever enough, “I 

can’t get out, I can’t get out! I shall lie down and die.” ” Mary went to 

bed, and in the night the rain poured. The handkerchief was soaked as 

if somebody had been crying very much, when she went out to fetch it 

as soon as the sun shone. She remembered who was under the thimble. 

“I wonder what he is doing,” said Mary. But when she lifted up the 

thimble the little tiny thing lay stiff and still. 

“Oh, did he die of being under the thimble?” she said aloud. “I am 

afraid he did mind.”  

“Why did you do that, Mary?” said her father, who was close by, and 

who had guessed the truth. “See! he moves one of his legs. Run to the 

house and fetch a wee taste of honey from the breakfast-table for the 

little thing you starved.”  



 

“I didn’t mean to,” said Mary. 

She touched the honey in the spoon with a blade of grass, and tenderly 

put a drop of it before the little ant. He put out a fairy tongue to lick up 

the sweet stuff. He grew well, and stood upon his pretty little jointed 

feet. He tried to run. 

“Where is he in such a hurry to go, do you think?” said father.  

“I don’t know,” said Mary softly. She felt ashamed. 

“He wants to run home,” said father. “I know where he lives. In a little 

round world of ants, under the apple tree.”  

“Oh! Has such a little tiny thing a real home of his own? I should have 

thought he lived just anywhere about.”  

“Why, he would not like that at all. At home he has a fine palace, with 

passages and rooms more than you could count; he and the others dug 

them out, that they might all live together like little people in a little 

town.” 

“And has he got a wife and children—a lot of little ants at home?”  

“The baby ants are born as eggs; they are little helpless things, and 

must be carried about by their big relations. There are father ants and 

mother ants, and lots of other ants who are nurses to the little ones. 

Nobody knows his own children, but all the grown-up ones are kind to 

all the babies. This is a little nurse ant. See how she hurries off! Her 

babies at home must have their faces washed.”  

“O father!” cried Mary; “now that is a fairy story.”  

 “Not a bit of it,” said father. “Ants really do clean their young ones by 

licking them. On sunny days they carry their babies out, and let them 

lie in the sun. On cold days they take them downstairs, away from the 

cold wind and the rain. The worker ants are the nurses. Though the 

little ones are not theirs, they love them and care for them as dearly as 

if they were.” 



 

“Why, that’s just like Aunt Jenny who lives with us, and mends our 

things, and puts baby to bed, and goes out for walks with us.”  

“Just the same,” said father, laughing. 

“Is that the reason we say Ant Jenny?”  

“You little dunce! Who taught you to spell? But it is not a bad idea, all 

the same. It would be a good thing if there were as many ‘ant’ Jennys in 

this big round world of ours as there are in the ants’ little round 

world—folk who care for all, no matter whose children they are.”  

While they were talking, the little ant crept to the edge of the table, 

and down the side, and was soon lost among the blades of grass. 

“He will never find his way,” said Mary. 

“Let him alone for that,” said father. “The ants have paths leading from 

their hill. They never lose their way. But they meet with sad accidents 

sometimes. What do you think I saw the other day? One of these small 

chaps—it may have been this very one—was carrying home a scrap of 

something in his jaws for the youngsters at home. As he ran along, a 

bird dropped an ivy berry on him. Poor mite of a thing! This was worse 

than if a cannon ball were to fall from the sky on one of us. He lay 

under it, not able to move. By-and-by one of his brother ants, who was 

taking a stroll, caught sight of him under the berry. 

“What did he do?” said Mary. 

“First he tried to push the berry off his friend’s body, but it was too 

heavy. Next he caught hold of one of his friend’s legs with his jaws, and 

tugged till I thought it would come off. Then he rushed about in a 

frantic state, as if he were saying to himself, ‘What shall I do? what 

shall I do?’ And then he ran off up the path. In another minute he came 

hurrying back with three other ants.”  

“Is it quite true, father?”  



 

“Quite. The four ants talked together by gentle touches of their horns. 

They looked as if they were telling one another what a dreadful 

accident it was, and how nobody knew whose turn would come next. 

After this they set to work with a will. Two of them pushed the berry as 

hard as they could, while the other two pulled their friend out by the 

hind legs. When at last he was free, they crowded round as if petting 

and kissing him. You see these little ant folk have found out that ‘’Tis 

love, love, love, that makes the world go round.’ I shouldn’t wonder if 

that ant you teased so thoughtlessly is gone off to tell the news at home 

that there is a drop of honey to be had here.”  

“Oh, he couldn’t, father!”  

“Wait and see,” said father. 

In a little while back came the ant with a troop of friends. 

 “He has been home and told them the good news about the honey,” 

said father. “Do you think that all children are as kind as that?”  

Mary said, “No, they’re not. I don’t run to call all the others when I find 

a good place for blackberries.” 

“Then,” said father, “don’t be unkind to the ant, who is kinder than you, 

though he is only a little tiny thing.”  

Chapter 54   The Two Sisters 

 

 

Once upon a time there were two sisters who were as like each other as 

two peas in a pod; but one was good, and the other was bad-tempered. 

Now their father had no work, so the girls began to think of going to 

service. 

"I will go first and see what I can make of it," said the younger sister, 

ever so cheerfully, "then you, sis, can follow if I have good luck." 



 

So she packed up a bundle, said good-bye, and started to find a place; 

but no one in the town wanted a girl, and she went farther afield into 

the country. And as she journeyed she came upon an oven in which a 

lot of loaves were baking. Now as she passed, the loaves cried out with 

one voice: 

"Little girl! Little girl! Take us out! Please take us out! We have been 

baking for seven years, and no one has come to take us out. Do take us 

out or we shall soon be burnt!" 

Then, being a kind, obliging little girl, she stopped, put down her 

bundle, took out the bread, and went on her way saying: 

"You will be more comfortable now." 

After a time she came to a cow lowing beside an empty pail, and the 

cow said to her: 

"Little girl! Little girl! Milk me! Please milk me! Seven years have I been 

waiting, but no one has come to milk me!" 

So the kind girl stopped, put down her bundle, milked the cow into the 

pail, and went on her way saying: 

"Now you will be more comfortable."  

By and by she came to an apple tree so laden with fruit that its 

branches were nigh to break, and the apple tree called to her: 

"Little girl! Little girl! Please shake my branches. The fruit is so heavy I 

can't stand straight!" 

Then the kind girl stopped, put down her bundle, and shook the 

branches so that the apples fell off, and the tree could stand straight. 

Then she went on her way saying: 

"You will be more comfortable now." 

So she journeyed on till she came to a house where an old witch-

woman lived. Now this witch-woman wanted a servant-maid, and 



 

promised good wages. Therefore the girl agreed to stop with her and 

try how she liked service. She had to sweep the floor, keep the house 

clean and tidy, the fire bright and cheery. But there was one thing the 

witch-woman said she must never do; and that was look up the 

chimney! 

"If you do," said the witch-woman, "something will fall down on you, 

and you will come to a bad end." Well! the girl swept, and dusted, and 

made up the fire; but ne'er a penny of wages did she see. Now the girl 

wanted to go home as she did not like witch-service; for the witch used 

to have boiled babies for supper, and bury the bones under some 

stones in the garden. But she did not like to go home penniless; so she 

stayed on, sweeping, and dusting, and doing her work, just as if she was 

pleased. Then one day, as she was sweeping up the hearth, down 

tumbled some soot, and, without remembering she was forbidden to 

look up the chimney, she looked up to see where the soot came from. 

And, lo and behold! a big bag of gold fell plump into her lap. 

Now the witch happened to be out on one of her witch errands; so the 

girl thought it a fine opportunity to be off home. 

So she kilted up her petticoats and started to run home; but she had 

only gone a little way when she heard the witch-woman coming after 

her on her broomstick. Now the apple tree she had helped to stand 

straight happened to be quite close; so she ran to it and cried: 

"Apple tree! Apple tree, hide me 

So the old witch can't find me, 

For if she does she'll pick my bones, 

And bury me under the garden stones."  

Then the apple tree said: "Of course I will. You helped me to stand 

straight, and one good turn deserves another." 



 

So the apple tree hid her finely in its green branches; and when the 

witch flew past saying: 

"Tree of mine! O Tree of mine! 

Have you seen my naughty little maid 

With a willy willy wag and a great big bag, 

She's stolen my money—all I had?" 

 

The apple tree answered: 

 

"No, mother dear, 

Not for seven year!" 

So the witch flew on the wrong way, and the girl got down, thanked the 

tree politely, and started again. But just as she got to where the cow 

was standing beside the pail, she heard the witch coming again, so she 

ran to the cow and cried: 

"Cow! Cow, please hide me 

So the witch can't find me; 

If she does she'll pick my bones, 

And bury me under the garden stones!" 

"Certainly I will," answered the cow. "Didn't you milk me and make me 

comfortable? Hide yourself behind me and you'll be quite safe."  

And when the witch flew by and called to the cow: 

"O Cow of mine! Cow of mine! 

Have you seen my naughty little maid 

With a willy willy wag and a great big bag, 

Who stole my money—all that I had?" 



 

 

She just said politely: 

 

"No, mother dear, 

Not for seven year!" 

Then the old witch went on in the wrong direction, and the girl started 

afresh on her way home; but just as she got to where the oven stood, 

she heard that horrid old witch coming behind her again; so she ran as 

fast as she could to the oven and cried: 

"O Oven! Oven! hide me 

So as the witch can't find me, 

For if she does she'll pick my bones, 

And bury them under the garden stones."  

Then the oven said, "I am afraid there is no room for you, as another 

batch of bread is baking; but there is the baker—ask him." 

So she asked the baker, and he said, "Of course I will. You saved my last 

batch from being burnt; so run into the bakehouse, you will be quite 

safe there, and I will settle the witch for you."  

So she hid in the bakehouse, only just in time, for there was the old 

witch calling angrily: 

"O Man of mine! Man of mine! 

Have you seen my naughty little maid 

With a willy willy wag and a great big bag, 

Who's stole my money—all I had?" 

Then the baker replied, "Look in the oven. She may be there."  



 

And the witch alighted from her broomstick and peered into the oven: 

but she could see no one. 

"Creep in and look in the farthest corner," said the baker slyly, and the 

witch crept in, when—— 

Bang!—— 

he shut the door in her face, and there she was roasting. And when she 

came out with the bread she was all crisp and brown, and had to go 

home as best she could and put cold cream all over her!  

But the kind, obliging little girl got safe home with her bag of money. 

Now the ill-tempered elder sister was very jealous of this good luck, 

and determined to get a bag of gold for herself. So she in her turn 

packed up a bundle and started to seek service by the same road. But 

when she came to the oven, and the loaves begged her to take them out 

because they had been baking seven years and were nigh to burning, 

she tossed her head and said: 

"A likely story indeed, that I should burn my fingers to save your crusts. 

No, thank you!" 

And with that she went on till she came across the cow standing 

waiting to be milked beside the pail. But when the cow said: 

"Little girl! Little girl! Milk me! Please milk me, I've waited seven years 

to be milked——" 

She only laughed and replied, "You may wait another seven years for all 

I care. I'm not your dairymaid!"  

And with that she went on till she came to the apple tree, all 

overburdened by its fruit. But when it begged her to shake its branches, 

she only giggled, and plucking one ripe apple, said: 

"One is enough for me: you can keep the rest yourself." And with that 

she went on munching the apple, till she came to the witch-woman's 

house. 



 

Now the witch-woman, though she had got over being crisp and brown 

from the oven, was dreadfully angry with all little maid-servants, and 

made up her mind this one should not trick her. So for a long time she 

never went out of the house; thus the ill-tempered sister never had a 

chance of looking up the chimney, as she had meant to do at once. And 

she had to dust, and clean, and brush, and sweep ever so hard, until 

she was quite tired out. 

But one day, when the witch-woman went into the garden to bury her 

bones, she seized the moment, looked up the chimney, and, sure 

enough, a bag of gold fell plump into her lap!  

Well! she was off with it in a moment, and ran and ran till she came to 

the apple tree, when she heard the witch-woman behind her. So she 

cried as her sister had done: 

"Apple tree! Apple tree, hide me 

So the old witch can't find me, 

For if she does she'll break my bones, 

Or bury me under the garden stones."  

 

But the apple tree said: 

 

"No room here! I've too many apples."  

So she had to run on; and when the witch-woman on her broomstick 

came flying by and called: 

"O Tree of mine! Tree of mine! 

Have you seen a naughty little maid 

With a willy willy wag and a great big bag, 

Who's stolen my money—all I had?" 



 

 

The apple tree replied: 

 

"Yes, mother dear, 

She's gone down there." 

Then the witch-woman went after her, caught her, gave her a thorough 

good beating, took the bag of money away from her, and sent her home 

without a penny payment for all her dusting, and sweeping, and 

brushing, and cleaning. 

Chapter 55   The Golden Touch 

 

 

 

INTRODUCTION TO THE GOLDEN TOUCH 

AT noon, our juvenile party assembled in a dell, through the depths of 

which ran a little brook. The dell was narrow, and its steep sides, from 

the margin of the stream upward, were thickly set with trees, chiefly 

walnuts and chestnuts, among which grew a few oaks and maples. In 

the summer time, the shade of so many clustering branches, meeting 

and intermingling across the rivulet, was deep enough to produce a 

noontide twilight. Hence came the name of Shadow Brook. But now, 

ever since autumn had crept into this secluded place, all the dark 

verdure was changed to gold, so that it really kindled up the dell, 

instead of shading it. The bright yellow leaves, even had it been a 

cloudy day, would have seemed to keep the sunlight among them; and 

enough of them had fallen to strew all the bed and margin of the brook 

with sunlight, too. Thus the shady nook, where summer had cooled 

herself, was now the sunniest spot anywhere to be found. 



 

The little brook ran along over its pathway of gold, here pausing to 

form a pool, in which minnows were darting to and fro; and then it 

hurried onward at a swifter pace, as if in haste to reach the lake; and, 

forgetting to look whither it went, it tumbled over the root of a tree, 

which stretched quite across its current. You would have laughed to 

hear how noisily it babbled about this accident. And even after it had 

run onward, the brook still kept talking to itself, as if it were in a maze. 

It was wonder-smitten, I suppose, at finding its dark dell so 

illuminated, and at hearing the prattle and merriment of so many 

children. So it stole away as quickly as it could, and hid itself in the 

lake. 

In the dell of Shadow Brook, Eustace Bright and his little friends had 

eaten their dinner. They had brought plenty of good things from 

Tanglewood, in their baskets, and had spread them out on the stumps 

of trees and on mossy trunks, and had feasted merrily, and made a very 

nice dinner indeed. After it was over, nobody felt like stirring. 

"We will rest ourselves here," said several of the children, "while Cousin 

Eustace tells us another of his pretty stories."  

Cousin Eustace had a good right to be tired, as well as the children, for 

he had performed great feats on that memorable forenoon. Dandelion, 

Clover, Cowslip, and Buttercup were almost persuaded that he had 

winged slippers, like those which the Nymphs gave Perseus; so often 

had-44- the student shown himself at the tiptop of a nut-tree, when 

only a moment before he had been standing on the ground. And then, 

what showers of walnuts had he sent rattling down upon their heads, 

for their busy little hands to gather into the baskets! In short, he had 

been as active as a squirrel or a monkey, and now, flinging himself 

down on the yellow leaves, seemed inclined to take a little rest. 

But children have no mercy nor consideration for anybody's weariness; 

and if you had but a single breath left, they would ask you to spend it 

in telling them a story. 



 

"Cousin Eustace," said Cowslip, "that was a very nice story of the 

Gorgon's Head. Do you think you could tell us another as good?"  

"Yes, child," said Eustace, pulling the brim of his cap over his eyes, as if 

preparing for a nap. "I can tell you a dozen, as good or better, if I 

choose." 

"O Primrose and Periwinkle, do you hear what he says?" cried Cowslip, 

dancing with delight. "Cousin Eustace is going to tell us a dozen better 

stories than that about the Gorgon's Head!"  

"I did not promise you even one, you foolish little Cowslip!" said 

Eustace, half pettishly. "However, I suppose you must have it. This is 

the consequence of having earned a reputation! I wish I were a great 

deal duller than I am, or that I had never shown half the bright 

qualities with which nature has endowed me; and then I might have 

my nap out, in peace and comfort!" 

But Cousin Eustace, as I think I have hinted-45- before, was as fond of 

telling his stories as the children of hearing them. His mind was in a 

free and happy state, and took delight in its own activity, and scarcely 

required any external impulse to set it at work. 

How different is this spontaneous play of the intellect from the trained 

diligence of maturer years, when toil has perhaps grown easy by long 

habit, and the day's work may have become essential to the day's 

comfort, although the rest of the matter has bubbled away! This 

remark, however, is not meant for the children to hear. 

Without further solicitation, Eustace Bright proceeded to tell the 

following really splendid story. It had come into his mind as he lay 

looking upward into the depths of a tree, and observing how the touch 

of Autumn had transmuted every one of its green leaves into what 

resembled the purest gold. And this change, which we have all of us 

witnessed, is as wonderful as anything that Eustace told about in the 

story of Midas. 



 

______________________________________________________________

___ 

THE GOLDEN TOUCH 

ONCE upon a time, there lived a very rich man, and a king besides, 

whose name was Midas; and he had a little daughter, whom nobody 

but myself ever heard of, and whose name I either never knew, or have 

entirely forgotten. So, because I love odd names for little girls, I choose 

to call her Marygold. 

This King Midas was fonder of gold than of anything else in the world. 

He valued his royal crown chiefly because it was composed of that 

precious metal. If he loved anything better, or half so well, it was the 

one little maiden who played so merrily around her father's footstool. 

But the more Midas loved his daughter, the more did he desire and 

seek for wealth. He thought, foolish man! that the best thing he could 

possibly do for this dear child would be to bequeath her the immensest 

pile of yellow, glistening coin, that had ever been heaped together since 

the world was made. Thus, he gave all his thoughts and-47- all his time 

to this one purpose. If ever he happened to gaze for an instant at the 

gold-tinted clouds of sunset, he wished that they were real gold, and 

that they could be squeezed safely into his strong box. When little 

Marygold ran to meet him, with a bunch of buttercups and dandelions, 

he used to say, "Poh, poh, child! If these flowers were as golden as they 

look, they would be worth the plucking!"  

And yet, in his earlier days, before he was so entirely possessed of this 

insane desire for riches, King Midas had shown a great taste for flowers. 

He had planted a garden, in which grew the biggest and beautifullest 

and sweetest roses that any mortal ever saw or smelt. These roses were 

still growing in the garden, as large, as lovely, and as fragrant, as when 

Midas used to pass whole hours in gazing at them, and inhaling their 

perfume. But now, if he looked at them at all, it was only to calculate 

how much the garden would be worth if each of the innumerable rose-



 

petals were a thin plate of gold. And though he once was fond of music 

(in spite of an idle story about his ears, which were said to resemble 

those of an ass), the only music for poor Midas, now, was the chink of 

one coin against another. 

At length (as people always grow more and more foolish, unless they 

take care to grow wiser and wiser), Midas had got to be so exceedingly 

unreasonable, that he could scarcely bear to see or touch any object 

that was not gold. He made it his custom, therefore, to pass a large 

portion of every day in a dark and dreary apartment, under-48- ground, 

at the basement of his palace. It was here that he kept his wealth. To 

this dismal hole—for it was little better than a dungeon—Midas betook 

himself, whenever he wanted to be particularly happy. Here, after 

carefully locking the door, he would take a bag of gold coin, or a gold 

cup as big as a washbowl, or a heavy golden bar, or a peck-measure of 

gold-dust, and bring them from the obscure corners of the room into 

the one bright and narrow sunbeam that fell from the dungeon-like 

window. He valued the sunbeam for no other reason but that his 

treasure would not shine without its help. And then would he reckon 

over the coins in the bag; toss up the bar, and catch it as it came down; 

sift the gold-dust through his fingers; look at the funny image of his 

own face, as reflected in the burnished circumference of the cup; and 

whisper to himself, "O Midas, rich King Midas, what a happy man art 

thou!" But it was laughable to see how the image of his face kept 

grinning at him, out of the polished surface of the cup. It seemed to be 

aware of his foolish behavior, and to have a naughty inclination to 

make fun of him. 

Midas called himself a happy man, but felt that he was not yet quite so 

happy as he might be. The very tiptop of enjoyment would never be 

reached, unless the whole world were to become his treasure-room, 

and be filled with yellow metal which should be all his own. 



 

Now, I need hardly remind such wise little people as you are, that in 

the old, old times, when King Midas was alive, a great many things 

came-49- to pass, which we should consider wonderful if they were to 

happen in our own day and country. And, on the other hand, a great 

many things take place nowadays, which seem not only wonderful to 

us, but at which the people of old times would have stared their eyes 

out. On the whole, I regard our own times as the strangest of the two; 

but, however that may be, I must go on with my story. 

Midas was enjoying himself in his treasure-room, one day, as usual, 

when he perceived a shadow fall over the heaps of gold; and, looking 

suddenly up, what should he behold but the figure of a stranger, 

standing in the bright and narrow sunbeam! It was a young man, with a 

cheerful and ruddy face. Whether it was that the imagination of King 

Midas threw a yellow tinge over everything, or whatever the cause 

might be, he could not help fancying that the smile with which the 

stranger regarded him had a kind of golden radiance in it. Certainly, 

although his figure intercepted the sunshine, there was now a brighter 

gleam upon all the piled-up treasures than before. Even the remotest 

corners had their share of it, and were lighted up, when the stranger 

smiled, as with tips of flame and sparkles of fire. 

As Midas knew that he had carefully turned the key in the lock, and 

that no mortal strength could possibly break into his treasure-room, 

he, of course, concluded that his visitor must be something more than 

mortal. It is no matter about telling you who he was. In those days, 

when the earth was comparatively a new affair, it was sup-50-posed to 

be often the resort of beings endowed with supernatural power, and 

who used to interest themselves in the joys and sorrows of men, 

women, and children, half playfully and half seriously. Midas had met 

such beings before now, and was not sorry to meet one of them again. 

The stranger's aspect, indeed, was so good-humored and kindly, if not 

beneficent, that it would have been unreasonable to suspect him of 

intending any mischief. It was far more probable that he came to do 



 

Midas a favor. And what could that favor be, unless to multiply his 

heaps of treasure? 

The stranger gazed about the room; and when his lustrous smile had 

glistened upon all the golden objects that were there, he turned again 

to Midas. 

"You are a wealthy man, friend Midas!" he observed. "I doubt whether 

any other four walls, on earth, contain so much gold as you have 

contrived to pile up in this room." 

"I have done pretty well,—pretty well," answered Midas, in a 

discontented tone. "But, after all, it is but a trifle, when you consider 

that it has taken me my whole life to get it together. If one could live a 

thousand years, he might have time to grow rich!" 

"What!" exclaimed the stranger. "Then you are not satisfied?" 

Midas shook his head. 

"And pray what would satisfy you?" asked the stranger. "Merely for the 

curiosity of the thing, I should be glad to know."  

Midas paused and meditated. He felt a presentiment that this stranger, 

with such a golden-51- lustre in his good-humored smile, had come 

hither with both the power and the purpose of gratifying his utmost 

wishes. Now, therefore, was the fortunate moment, when he had but to 

speak, and obtain whatever possible, or seemingly impossible thing, it 

might come into his head to ask. So he thought, and thought, and 

thought, and heaped up one golden mountain upon another, in his 

imagination, without being able to imagine them big enough. At last, a 

bright idea occurred to King Midas. It seemed really as bright as the 

glistening metal which he loved so much. 

Raising his head, he looked the lustrous stranger in the face. 

"Well, Midas," observed his visitor, "I see that you have at length hit 

upon something that will satisfy you. Tell me your wish."  



 

"It is only this," replied Midas. "I am weary of collecting my treasures 

with so much trouble, and beholding the heap so diminutive, after I 

have done my best. I wish everything that I touch to be changed to 

gold!" 

The stranger's smile grew so very broad, that it seemed to fill the room 

like an outburst of the sun, gleaming into a shadowy dell, where the 

yellow autumnal leaves—for so looked the lumps and particles of 

gold—lie strewn in the glow of light. 

"The Golden Touch!" exclaimed he. "You certainly deserve credit, 

friend Midas, for striking out so brilliant a conception. But are you 

quite sure that this will satisfy you?" 

"How could it fail?" said Midas.-52- 

"And will you never regret the possession of it?"  

"What could induce me?" asked Midas. "I ask nothing else, to render 

me perfectly happy." 

"Be it as you wish, then," replied the stranger, waving his hand in token 

of farewell. "To-morrow, at sunrise, you will find yourself gifted with 

the Golden Touch." 

The figure of the stranger then became exceedingly bright, and Midas 

involuntarily closed his eyes. On opening them again, he beheld only 

one yellow sunbeam in the room, and, all around him, the glistening of 

the precious metal which he had spent his life in hoarding up. 

Whether Midas slept as usual that night, the story does not say. Asleep 

or awake, however, his mind was probably in the state of a child's, to 

whom a beautiful new plaything has been promised in the morning. At 

any rate, day had hardly peeped over the hills, when King Midas was 

broad awake, and, stretching his arms out of bed, began to touch the 

objects that were within reach. He was anxious to prove whether the 

Golden Touch had really come, according to the stranger's promise. So 

he laid his finger on a chair by the bedside, and on various other things, 



 

but was grievously disappointed to perceive that they remained of 

exactly the same substance as before. Indeed, he felt very much afraid 

that he had only dreamed about the lustrous stranger, or else that the 

latter had been making game of him. And what a miserable affair 

would it be, if, after all his hopes, Midas must content himself with 

what little gold-53- he could scrape together by ordinary means, 

instead of creating it by a touch! 

All this while, it was only the gray of the morning, with but a streak of 

brightness along the edge of the sky, where Midas could not see it. He 

lay in a very disconsolate mood, regretting the downfall of his hopes, 

and kept growing sadder and sadder, until the earliest sunbeam shone 

through the window, and gilded the ceiling over his head. It seemed to 

Midas that this bright yellow sunbeam was reflected in rather a 

singular way on the white covering of the bed. Looking more closely, 

what was his astonishment and delight, when he found that this linen 

fabric had been transmuted to what seemed a woven texture of the 

purest and brightest gold! The Golden Touch had come to him with the 

first sunbeam! 

Midas started up, in a kind of joyful frenzy, and ran about the room, 

grasping at everything that happened to be in his way. He seized one of 

the bed-posts, and it became immediately a fluted golden pillar. He 

pulled aside a window-curtain, in order to admit a clear spectacle of 

the wonders which he was performing; and the tassel grew heavy in his 

hand,—a mass of gold. He took up a book from the table. At his first 

touch, it assumed the appearance of such a splendidly bound and gilt-

edged volume as one often meets with, nowadays; but, on running his 

fingers through the leaves, behold! it was a bundle of thin golden 

plates, in which all the wisdom of the book had grown illegible. He 

hurriedly put on his clothes, and was enraptured to see himself in a 

magnifi-54-cent suit of gold cloth, which retained its flexibility and 

softness, although it burdened him a little with its weight. He drew out 

his handkerchief, which little Marygold had hemmed for him. That was 



 

likewise gold, with the dear child's neat and pretty stitches running all 

along the border, in gold thread! 

Somehow or other, this last transformation did not quite please King 

Midas. He would rather that his little daughter's handiwork should 

have remained just the same as when she climbed his knee and put it 

into his hand. 

But it was not worth while to vex himself about a trifle. Midas now took 

his spectacles from his pocket, and put them on his nose, in order that 

he might see more distinctly what he was about. In those days, 

spectacles for common people had not been invented, but were already 

worn by kings; else, how could Midas have had any? To his great 

perplexity, however, excellent as the glasses were, he discovered that he 

could not possibly see through them. But this was the most natural 

thing in the world; for, on taking them off, the transparent crystal 

turned out to be plates of yellow metal, and, of course, were worthless 

as spectacles, though valuable as gold. It struck Midas as rather 

inconvenient that, with all his wealth, he could never again be rich 

enough to own a pair of serviceable spectacles. 

"It is no great matter, nevertheless," said he to himself, very 

philosophically. "We cannot expect any great good, without its being 

accompanied with some small inconvenience. The Golden-55- Touch is 

worth the sacrifice of a pair of spectacles, at least, if not of one's very 

eyesight. My own eyes will serve for ordinary purposes, and little 

Marygold will soon be old enough to read to me."  

Wise King Midas was so exalted by his good fortune, that the palace 

seemed not sufficiently spacious to contain him. He therefore went 

downstairs, and smiled, on observing that the balustrade of the 

staircase became a bar of burnished gold, as his hand passed over it, in 

his descent. He lifted the door-latch (it was brass only a moment ago, 

but golden when his fingers quitted it), and emerged into the garden. 

Here, as it happened, he found a great number of beautiful roses in full 



 

bloom, and others in all the stages of lovely bud and blossom. Very 

delicious was their fragrance in the morning breeze. Their delicate 

blush was one of the fairest sights in the world; so gentle, so modest, 

and so full of sweet tranquillity, did these roses seem to be. 

But Midas knew a way to make them far more precious, according to 

his way of thinking, than roses had ever been before. So he took great 

pains in going from bush to bush, and exercised his magic touch most 

indefatigably; until every individual flower and bud, and even the 

worms at the heart of some of them, were changed to gold. By the time 

this good work was completed, King Midas was summoned to 

breakfast; and as the morning air had given him an excellent appetite, 

he made haste back to the palace. 

What was usually a king's breakfast in the days of Midas, I really do not 

know, and cannot stop-56- now to investigate. To the best of my belief, 

however, on this particular morning, the breakfast consisted of hot 

cakes, some nice little brook trout, roasted potatoes, fresh boiled eggs, 

and coffee, for King Midas himself, and a bowl of bread and milk for his 

daughter Marygold. At all events, this is a breakfast fit to set before a 

king; and, whether he had it or not, King Midas could not have had a 

better. 

Little Marygold had not yet made her appearance. Her father ordered 

her to be called, and, seating himself at table, awaited the child's 

coming, in order to begin his own breakfast. To do Midas justice, he 

really loved his daughter, and loved her so much the more this 

morning, on account of the good fortune which had befallen him. It 

was not a great while before he heard her coming along the passageway 

crying bitterly. This circumstance surprised him, because Marygold was 

one of the cheerfullest little people whom you would see in a summer's 

day, and hardly shed a thimbleful of tears in a twelvemonth. When 

Midas heard her sobs, he determined to put little Marygold into better 

spirits, by an agreeable surprise; so, leaning across the table, he 



 

touched his daughter's bowl (which was a China one, with pretty 

figures all around it), and transmuted it to gleaming gold. 

Meanwhile, Marygold slowly and disconsolately opened the door, and 

showed herself with her apron at her eyes, still sobbing as if her heart 

would break. 

"How now, my little lady!" cried Midas.-57- "Pray what is the matter 

with you, this bright morning?" 

Marygold, without taking the apron from her eyes, held out her hand, 

in which was one of the roses which Midas had so recently transmuted. 

"Beautiful!" exclaimed her father. "And what is there in this 

magnificent golden rose to make you cry?" 

"Ah, dear father!" answered the child, as well as her sobs would let her; 

"it is not beautiful, but the ugliest flower that ever grew! As soon as I 

was dressed I ran into the garden to gather some roses for you; because 

I know you like them, and like them the better when gathered by your 

little daughter. But, oh dear, dear me! What do you think has 

happened? Such a misfortune! All the beautiful roses, that smelled so 

sweetly and had so many lovely blushes, are blighted and spoilt! They 

are grown quite yellow, as you see this one, and have no longer any 

fragrance! What can have been the matter with them?" 

"Poh, my dear little girl,—pray don't cry about it!" said Midas, who was 

ashamed to confess that he himself had wrought the change which so 

greatly afflicted her. "Sit down and eat your bread and milk! You will 

find it easy enough to exchange a golden rose like that (which will last 

hundreds of years) for an ordinary one which would wither in a day." 

"I don't care for such roses as this!" cried Marygold, tossing it 

contemptuously away. "It has no smell, and the hard petals prick my 

nose!"-58- 

The child now sat down to table, but was so occupied with her grief for 

the blighted roses that she did not even notice the wonderful 



 

transmutation of her China bowl. Perhaps this was all the better; for 

Marygold was accustomed to take pleasure in looking at the queer 

figures, and strange trees and houses, that were painted on the 

circumference of the bowl; and these ornaments were now entirely lost 

in the yellow hue of the metal. 

Midas, meanwhile, had poured out a cup of coffee, and, as a matter of 

course, the coffee-pot, whatever metal it may have been when he took 

it up, was gold when he set it down. He thought to himself, that it was 

rather an extravagant style of splendor, in a king of his simple habits, to 

breakfast off a service of gold, and began to be puzzled with the 

difficulty of keeping his treasures safe. The cupboard and the kitchen 

would no longer be a secure place of deposit for articles so valuable as 

golden bowls and coffee-pots. 

Amid these thoughts, he lifted a spoonful of coffee to his lips, and, 

sipping it, was astonished to perceive that, the instant his lips touched 

the liquid, it became molten gold, and, the next moment, hardened 

into a lump! 

"Ha!" exclaimed Midas, rather aghast. 

"What is the matter, father?" asked little Marygold, gazing at him, with 

the tears still standing in her eyes. 

"Nothing, child, nothing!" said Midas. "Eat your milk, before it gets 

quite cold." 

He took one of the nice little trouts on his-59- plate, and, by way of 

experiment, touched its tail with his finger. To his horror, it was 

immediately transmuted from an admirably fried brook-trout into a 

gold-fish, though not one of those gold-fishes which people often keep 

in glass globes, as ornaments for the parlor. No; but it was really a 

metallic fish, and looked as if it had been very cunningly made by the 

nicest goldsmith in the world. Its little bones were now golden wires; 

its fins and tail were thin plates of gold; and there were the marks of 



 

the fork in it, and all the delicate, frothy appearance of a nicely fried 

fish, exactly imitated in metal. A very pretty piece of work, as you may 

suppose; only King Midas, just at that moment, would much rather 

have had a real trout in his dish than this elaborate and valuable 

imitation of one. 

"I don't quite see," thought he to himself, "how I am to get any 

breakfast." 

He took one of the smoking-hot cakes, and had scarcely broken it, 

when, to his cruel mortification, though, a moment before, it had been 

of the whitest wheat, it assumed the yellow hue of Indian meal. To say 

the truth, if it had really been a hot Indian cake, Midas would have 

prized it a good deal more than he now did, when its solidity and 

increased weight made him too bitterly sensible that it was gold. 

Almost in despair, he helped himself to a boiled egg, which 

immediately underwent a change similar to those of the trout and the 

cake. The egg, indeed, might have been mistaken for one of those 

which the famous goose, in the story-book, was in the habit of lay-60-

ing; but King Midas was the only goose that had anything to do with 

the matter. 

"Well, this is a quandary!" thought he, leaning back in his chair, and 

looking quite enviously at little Marygold, who was now eating her 

bread and milk with great satisfaction. "Such a costly breakfast before 

me, and nothing that can be eaten!"  

Hoping that, by dint of great dispatch, he might avoid what he now felt 

to be a considerable inconvenience, King Midas next snatched a hot 

potato, and attempted to cram it into his mouth, and swallow it in a 

hurry. But the Golden Touch was too nimble for him. He found his 

mouth full, not of mealy potato, but of solid metal, which so burnt his 

tongue that he roared aloud, and, jumping up from the table, began to 

dance and stamp about the room, both with pain and affright. 



 

"Father, dear father!" cried little Marygold, who was a very affectionate 

child, "pray what is the matter? Have you burnt your mouth?" 

"Ah, dear child," groaned Midas, dolefully, "I don't know what is to 

become of your poor father!"  

And, truly, my dear little folks, did you ever hear of such a pitiable case 

in all your lives? Here was literally the richest breakfast that could be 

set before a king, and its very richness made it absolutely good for 

nothing. The poorest laborer, sitting down to his crust of bread and 

cup of water, was far better off than King Midas, whose delicate food 

was really worth its weight in-61- gold. And what was to be done? 

Already, at breakfast, Midas was excessively hungry. Would he be less 

so by dinner time? And how ravenous would be his appetite for supper, 

which must undoubtedly consist of the same sort of indigestible dishes 

as those now before him! How many days, think you, would he survive 

a continuance of this rich fare? 

These reflections so troubled wise King Midas, that he began to doubt 

whether, after all, riches are the one desirable thing in the world, or 

even the most desirable. But this was only a passing thought. So 

fascinated was Midas with the glitter of the yellow metal, that he would 

still have refused to give up the Golden Touch for so paltry a 

consideration as a breakfast. Just imagine what a price for one meal's 

victuals! It would have been the same as paying millions and millions 

of money (and as many millions more as would take forever to reckon 

up) for some fried trout, an egg, a potato, a hot cake, and a cup of 

coffee! 

"It would be quite too dear," thought Midas. 

Nevertheless, so great was his hunger, and the perplexity of his 

situation, that he again groaned aloud, and very grievously too. Our 

pretty Marygold could endure it no longer. She sat, a moment, gazing 

at her father, and trying, with all the might of her little wits, to find out 

what was the matter with him. Then, with a sweet and sorrowful 



 

impulse to comfort him, she started from her chair, and, running to 

Midas, threw her arms affectionately about his knees. He bent down 

and-62- kissed her. He felt that his little daughter's love was worth a 

thousand times more than he had gained by the Golden Touch. 

"My precious, precious Marygold!" cried he. 

But Marygold made no answer. 

 

Chapter 56   The Lady, or the Tiger? 

 

IN THE very olden time, there lived a semi-barbaric king, whose ideas, 

though somewhat polished and sharpened by the progressiveness of 

distant Latin neighbors, were still large, florid, and untrammeled, as 

became the half of him which was barbaric. He was a man of exuberant 

fancy, and, withal, of an authority so irresistible that, at his will, he 

turned his varied fancies into facts. He was greatly given to self-

communing; and, when he and himself agreed upon anything, the 

thing was done. When every member of his domestic and political 

systems moved smoothly in its appointed course, his nature was bland 

and genial; but whenever there was a little hitch, and some of his orbs 

got out of their orbits, he was blander and more genial still, for nothing 

pleased him so much as to make the crooked straight, and crush down 

uneven places. 

Among the borrowed notions by which his barbarism had become 

semified was that of the public arena, in which, by exhibitions of manly 

and beastly valor, the minds of his subjects were refined and cultured. 

But even here the exuberant and barbaric fancy asserted itself. The 

arena of the king was built, not to give the people an opportunity of 

hearing the rhapsodies of dying gladiators, nor to enable them to view 

the inevitable conclusion of a conflict between religious opinions and 

hungry jaws, but for purposes far better adapted to widen and develop 



 

the mental energies of the people. This vast amphitheatre, with its 

encircling galleries, its mysterious vaults, and its unseen passages, was 

an agent of poetic justice, in which crime was punished. Or virtue 

rewarded, by the decrees of an impartial and incorruptible chance. 

When a subject was accused of a crime of sufficient importance to 

interest the king, public notice was given that on an appointed day the 

fate of tile accused person would be decided in the king's arena,--a 

structure which well deserved its name; for, although its form and plan 

were borrowed -from afar, its purpose emanated solely 

from the brain of this man, who, every barleycorn a king, knew no 

tradition to which he owed more allegiance than pleased his fancy, and 

who ingrafted on every adopted form of human thought and action the 

rich growth of his barbaric idealism. 

When all the people had assembled in the galleries, and the king, 

surrounded by his court, sat high up on his throne of royal state on one 

side of the arena, he gave a signal, a door beneath him opened, and the 

accused subject stepped out into the amphitheatre. Directly opposite 

him, on the other side of the enclosed space, were two doors, exactly 

alike and side by side. It was the duty and the privilege of the person on 

trial, to walk directly to these doors and open one of them. He could 

open either door he pleased: he was subject to no guidance or influence 

but that of the aforementioned impartial and incorruptible chance. If 

he opened the one, there came out of it a hungry tiger, the fiercest and 

most cruel that could be procured, which immediately sprang upon 

him, and tore him to pieces, as a punishment for his guilt. The moment 

that the case of the criminal was thus decided, doleful iron bells were 

clanged, great wails went up from the hired mourners posted on the 

outer rim of the arena, and the vast audience, with bowed heads and 

downcast hearts, wended slowly their homeward way, mourning 

greatly that one so young and fair, or so old and respected, should have 

merited so dire a fate. 



 

But, if the accused person opened the other door, there came forth 

from it a lady, the most suitable to his years and station that his 

majesty could select among his fair subjects; and to this lady he was 

immediately married, as a reward of his innocence. It mattered not that 

he might already possess a wife and family, or that his affections might 

be engaged upon an object of his own selection: the king allowed no 

such subordinate arrangements to interfere with his great scheme of 

retribution and reward. The exercises, as in the other instance, took 

place immediately, and in the arena. Another door opened beneath the 

king, and a priest, followed by a band of choristers' and dancing 

maidens blowing joyous airs on golden horns and treading an measure, 

advanced to where the pair stood side by side; and the wedding was 

promptly and cheerily solemnized. Then the gay brass bells rang forth 

their merry peals, the people shouted glad hurrahs, and the innocent 

man, preceded by children strewing flowers on his path, led his bride 

to his home. 

This was the king's semi-barbaric method of administering justice. Its 

perfect fairness is obvious. The criminal could not know out of which 

door would come the lady: he opened either he pleased, without having 

the slightest idea whether, in the next instant, he was to be devoured or 

married. On some occasions the tiger came out of one door, and on 

some out of the other. The decisions of this tribunal were not only fair, 

they were positively determinate: the accused person was instantly 

punished if he found himself guilty; and, if innocent, he was rewarded 

on the spot, whether he liked it or not. There was no escape from the 

judgments or the king's arena. 

The institution was a very popular one. When the people gathered 

together on one of the great trial days, they never knew whether they 

were to witness a bloody slaughter or a hilarious wedding. This 

element of uncertainty lent an interest to the occasion which it could 

not otherwise have attained. Thus, the masses were entertained and 

pleased, and the thinking part of the community could bring no charge 



 

of unfairness against this plan; for did not the accused person have the 

whole matter in his own hands? 

This semi-barbaric king had a daughter as blooming as his most florid 

fancies, and with a soul as fervent and imperious as his own. As is usual 

in such cases, she was the apple of his eye, and was loved by him above 

all humanity. Among his courtiers was a young man of that fineness of 

blood and lowness of station common to the conventional heroes of 

romance who love royal maidens. This royal maiden was well satisfied 

with her lover, for he was handsome and brave to a degree unsurpassed 

in all this kingdom; and she loved him with an ardor that had enough 

of barbarism in it to make it exceedingly warm and strong. This love 

affair moved on happily for many months, until one day the king 

happened to discover its existence. He did not hesitate nor waver in 

regard to his duty in the premises. The youth was immediately cast into 

prison, and a day was appointed for his trial in the king's arena. This, of 

course, was an especially important occasion; and his majesty, as well 

as all the people, was greatly interested in the workings and 

development of this trial. 

Never before had such a case occurred; never before had a subject 

dared to love the daughter of a king. In after-years such things became 

commonplace enough; but then they were, in no slight degree, novel 

and startling. 

The tiger-cages of the kingdom were searched for the most savage and 

relentless beasts, from which the fiercest monster might be selected for 

the arena; and the ranks of maiden youth and beauty throughout the 

land were carefully surveyed by competent judges, in order that ,he 

young man might have a fitting bride in case fate did not determine for 

him a different destiny. Of course, everybody knew that the deed with 

which the accused was charged had been done. He had loved the 

princess, and neither he, she, nor any one else thought of denying the 

fact; but the king would not think of allowing any fact of this kind to 



 

interfere with the workings of the tribunal, in which he took such great 

delight and satisfaction. No matter how the affair turned out, the youth 

would be disposed of; and the king would take an aesthetic pleasure in 

watching the course of events, which would determine whether or not 

the young man had done wrong in allowing himself to love the 

princess. 

The appointed day arrived. From far and near the people gathered, and 

thronged the great galleries of the arena; and crowds, unable to gain 

admittance, massed themselves against its outside walls. The king and 

his court were in their places, opposite the twin doors,--those fateful 

portals, so terrible in their similarity. 

All was ready. The signal was given. A door beneath the royal party 

opened, and the lover of the princess walked into the arena. Tall, 

beautiful, fair, his appearance was greeted with a low hum of 

admiration and anxiety. Half the audience had not known so grand a 

youth had lived among them. No wonder the princess loved him! What 

a terrible thing for him to be there! 

As the youth advanced into the arena, he turned, as the custom was, to 

bow to the king: but he did not think at all of that royal personage; his 

eyes were fixed upon the princess, who sat to the right of her father. 

Had it not been for the moiety of barbarism in her nature, it is probable 

that lady would not have been there; but her intense and fervid soul 

would not allow her to be absent on an occasion in which she was so 

terribly interested. From the moment that the decree had gone forth, 

that her lover should decide his fate in the king's arena, she had 

thought of nothing, night or day, but this great event and the various 

subjects connected with it. Possessed of more power, influence, and 

force of character than any one who had ever before been interested in 

such a case, she had done what no other person had done,--she had 

possessed herself of the secret of the doors. She knew in which of the 

two rooms, that lay behind those doors, stood the cage of the tiger, 



 

with its open front, and in which waited the lady. Through these thick 

doors, heavily curtained with skins on the inside, it was impossible that 

any noise or suggestion should come from within to the person who 

should approach to raise the latch of one of them; but gold, and the 

power of a woman's will, had brought the secret to the princess. 

And not only did she know in which room stood the lady ready to 

emerge, all blushing and radiant, should her door be opened, but she 

knew who the lady was. It was one of tile fairest and lovelies-L of the 

damsels of the court who had been selected as the reward of the 

accused youth, should he be proved innocent of the crime of aspiring 

to one so far above him; and the princess hated her. Often had she 

seen, or imagined that she had seen, this fair creature throwing glances 

of admiration upon the person of her lover, and sometimes she thought 

these glances were perceived and even returned. Now and then she had 

seen them talking together; it was but for a moment or two, but much 

can be said in a brief space; it may have been on most unimportant 

topics, but how could she know that? The girl was lovely, but she had 

dared to raise her eyes to the loved one of the princess; and, with all 

the intensity of the savage blood transmitted to her through long lines 

of wholly barbaric ancestors, she hated the woman who blushed and 

trembled behind that silent door. 

When her lover turned and looked at her, and his eye met hers as she 

sat there paler and whiter than any one in the vast ocean of anxious 

faces about her, he saw, by that power of quick perception which is 

given to those whose souls are one, that she knew behind which door 

crouched the tiger, and behind which stood the lady. He had expected 

her to know it. He understood her nature, and his soul was assured 

that she would never rest until she had made plain to herself this thing, 

hidden to all other lookers-on, even to the king. The only hope for the 

youth in which there was any element of certainty was based upon the 

success of the princess in discovering this mystery; and the moment he 



 

looked upon her, he saw she had succeeded, as in his soul he knew she 

would succeed. 

Then it was that his quick and anxious glance asked the question: 

"Which?" It was as plain to her as if he shouted it from where he stood. 

There was not an instant to be lost. The question was asked in a Rash; 

it must be answered in another. 

Her right arm lay on the cushioned parapet before her. She raised her 

hand, and made a slight, quick movement toward the right. No one but 

her lover saw her. Every eye but his was fixed on the man in the arena. 

He turned, and. with a firm and rapid step he walked across the empty 

space. Every heart stopped beating, every breath was held, every eye 

was fixed immovably upon that man. Without the slightest hesitation, 

he went to the door on the right, and opened it. 

Now, the point of the story is this: Did the tiger come out of that door, 

or did the lady? 

The more we reflect upon this question, the harder it is to answer. It 

involves a study of the human heart which leads us through devious 

mazes of passion, out of which it is difficult to find our way. Think of it, 

fair reader, not as if the decision of the question depended upon 

yourself, but upon that hot-blooded, semi-barbaric princess, her soul at 

a white heat beneath the combined fires of despair and jealousy. She 

had lost him, but who should have him? 

How often, in her waking hours and in her dreams, had she started in 

wild horror, and covered her face with her hands, as she thought of her 

lover opening the door on the other side of which waited the cruel 

fangs of the tiger! 

But how much oftener had she seen him at the other door! How in her 

grievous reveries had she gnashed her teeth, and torn her hair, when 

she saw his start of rapturous delight as he opened the door of the lady! 

How her soul had burned in agony when she had seen him rush to 



 

meet that woman, with her flushing cheek and sparkling eve of 

triumph; when she had seen him lead her forth, his whole frame 

kindled with the joy of recovered life; when she had heard the glad 

shouts from the multitude, and the wild ringing of the happy bells; 

when she had seen the priest, with his joyous followers, advance to the 

couple, and make them man and wife before her very eyes; and when 

she had seen them walk away together upon their path of flowers, 

followed by the tremendous shouts of the hilarious multitude, in which 

her one despairing shriek was lost and drowned! 

Would it not be better for him to die at once, and go to wait for her in 

the blessed regions of semi-barbaric futurity? 

And yet, that awful tiger, those shrieks, that blood!  

Her decision had been indicated in an instant, but it had been made 

after days and nights of anguished deliberation. She had known she 

would be asked, she had decided what she would answer, and, without 

the slightest hesitation, she had moved her hand to the right. 

The question of her decision is one not to be lightly considered, and it 

is not for me to presume to set myself up as the one person able to 

answer it. And so I leave it with all ow you: Which came out of the 

opened door,--the lady, or the tiger? 

 

Alas, what had he done? How fatal was the gift which the stranger 

bestowed! The moment the lips of Midas touched Marygold's forehead, 

a change had taken place. Her sweet, rosy face, so full of affection as it 

had been, assumed a glittering yellow color, with yellow tear-drops 

congealing on her cheeks. Her beautiful brown ringlets took the same 

tint. Her soft and tender little form grew hard and inflexible within her 

father's encircling arms. Oh, terrible misfortune! The victim of his 

insatiable desire for wealth, little Marygold was a human child no 

longer, but a golden statue! 



 

Yes, there she was, with the questioning look of love, grief, and pity, 

hardened into her face. It was the prettiest and most woeful sight that 

ever mortal saw. All the features and tokens of Marygold were there; 

even the beloved little dimple remained in her golden chin. But the 

more perfect was the resemblance, the greater was the father's agony at 

beholding this golden image, which was all that was left him of a 

daughter. It had been a favorite phrase of Midas, whenever he felt 

particularly fond of the child, to say that she was worth her weight in 

gold. And now the phrase had become literally true. And now, at last, 

when it was too late, he felt how infinitely a warm and tender heart, 

that loved him, exceeded-63- in value all the wealth that could be piled 

up betwixt the earth and sky! 

It would be too sad a story, if I were to tell you how Midas, in the 

fullness of all his gratified desires, began to wring his hands and 

bemoan himself; and how he could neither bear to look at Marygold, 

nor yet to look away from her. Except when his eyes were fixed on the 

image, he could not possibly believe that she was changed to gold. But, 

stealing another glance, there was the precious little figure, with a 

yellow tear-drop on its yellow cheek, and a look so piteous and tender, 

that it seemed as if that very expression must needs soften the gold, 

and make it flesh again. This, however, could not be. So Midas had only 

to wring his hands, and to wish that he were the poorest man in the 

wide world, if the loss of all his wealth might bring back the faintest 

rose-color to his dear child's face. 

While he was in this tumult of despair, he suddenly beheld a stranger 

standing near the door. Midas bent down his head, without speaking; 

for he recognized the same figure which had appeared to him, the day 

before, in the treasure-room, and had bestowed on him this disastrous 

faculty of the Golden Touch. The stranger's countenance still wore a 

smile, which seemed to shed a yellow lustre all about the room, and 

gleamed on little Marygold's image, and on the other objects that had 

been transmuted by the touch of Midas. 



 

"Well, friend Midas," said the stranger, "pray how do you succeed with 

the Golden Touch?" 

Midas shook his head. 

"I am very miserable," said he. 

"Very miserable, indeed!" exclaimed the stranger. "And how happens 

that? Have I not faithfully kept my promise with you? Have you not 

everything that your heart desired?" 

"Gold is not everything," answered Midas. "And I have lost all that my 

heart really cared for."  

"Ah! So you have made a discovery, since yesterday?" observed the 

stranger. "Let us see, then. Which of these two things do you think is 

really worth the most,—the gift of the Golden Touch, or one cup of 

clear cold water?" 

"O blessed water!" exclaimed Midas. "It will never moisten my parched 

throat again!" 

"The Golden Touch," continued the stranger, "or a crust of bread?" 

"A piece of bread," answered Midas, "is worth all the gold on earth!"  

"The Golden Touch," asked the stranger, "or your own little Marygold, 

warm, soft, and loving as she was an hour ago?"  

"Oh, my child, my dear child!" cried poor Midas, wringing his hands. "I 

would not have given that one small dimple in her chin for the power 

of changing this whole big earth into a solid lump of gold!"  

"You are wiser than you were, King Midas!" said the stranger, looking 

seriously at him. "Your own heart, I perceive, has not been entirely 

changed from flesh to gold. Were it so, your case would indeed be 

desperate. But you appear to be still capable of understanding that the 

commonest things, such as lie within everybody's grasp, are more 

valuable than the riches which so many mortals sigh and struggle after. 



 

Tell me, now, do you sincerely desire to rid yourself of this Golden 

Touch?" 

"It is hateful to me!" replied Midas. 

A fly settled on his nose, but immediately fell to the floor; for it, too, 

had become gold. Midas shuddered. 

"Go, then," said the stranger, "and plunge into the river that glides past 

the bottom of your garden. Take likewise a vase of the same water, and 

sprinkle it over any object that you may desire to change back again 

from gold into its former substance. If you do this in earnestness and 

sincerity, it may possibly repair the mischief which your avarice has 

occasioned." 

King Midas bowed low; and when he lifted his head, the lustrous 

stranger had vanished. 

You will easily believe that Midas lost no time in snatching up a great 

earthen pitcher (but, alas me! it was no longer earthen after he touched 

it), and hastening to the river-side. As he scampered along, and forced 

his way through the shrubbery, it was positively marvelous to see how 

the foliage turned yellow behind him, as if the autumn had been there, 

and nowhere else. On reaching the river's brink, he plunged headlong 

in, without waiting so much as to pull off his shoes. 

"Poof! poof! poof!" snorted King Midas, as his head emerged out of the 

water. "Well; this is really a refreshing bath, and I think it must have 

quite washed away the Golden Touch. And now for filling my pitcher!" 

As he dipped the pitcher into the water, it gladdened his very heart to 

see it change from gold into the same good, honest earthen vessel 

which it had been before he touched it. He was conscious, also, of a 

change within himself. A cold, hard, and heavy weight seemed to have 

gone out of his bosom. No doubt, his heart had been gradually losing 

its human substance, and transmuting itself into insensible metal, but 

had now softened back again into flesh. Perceiving a violet, that grew 



 

on the bank of the river, Midas touched it with his finger, and was 

overjoyed to find that the delicate flower retained its purple hue, 

instead of undergoing a yellow blight. The curse of the Golden Touch 

had, therefore, really been removed from him. 

King Midas hastened back to the palace; and, I suppose, the servants 

knew not what to make of it when they saw their royal master so 

carefully bringing home an earthen pitcher of water. But that water, 

which was to undo all the mischief that his folly had wrought, was 

more precious to Midas than an ocean of molten gold could have been. 

The first thing he did, as you need hardly be told, was to sprinkle it by 

handfuls over the golden figure of little Marygold. 

No sooner did it fall on her than you would have laughed to see how 

the rosy color came back to the dear child's cheek! and how she began 

to sneeze and sputter!—and how astonished she was to find herself 

dripping wet, and her father still throwing more water over her!  

"Pray do not, dear father!" cried she. "See how you have wet my nice 

frock, which I put on only this morning!" 

For Marygold did not know that she had been a little golden statue; nor 

could she remember anything that had happened since the moment 

when she ran with outstretched arms to comfort poor King Midas. 

Her father did not think it necessary to tell his beloved child how very 

foolish he had been, but contented himself with showing how much 

wiser he had now grown. For this purpose, he led little Marygold into 

the garden, where he sprinkled all the remainder of the water over the 

rose-bushes, and with such good effect that above five thousand roses 

recovered their beautiful bloom. There were two circumstances, 

however, which, as long as he lived, used to put King Midas in mind of 

the Golden Touch. One was, that the sands of the river sparkled like 

gold; the other, that little Marygold's hair had now a golden tinge, 

which he had never observed in it before she had been transmuted by 



 

the effect of his kiss. This change of hue was really an improvement, 

and made Marygold's hair richer than in her babyhood. 

When King Midas had grown quite an old man, and used to trot 

Marygold's children on his knee, he was fond of telling them this 

marvelous story, pretty much as I have now told it to you. And then 

would he stroke their glossy ringlets, and tell them that their hair, 

likewise, had a rich-68- shade of gold, which they had inherited from 

their mother. 

"And to tell you the truth, my precious little folks," quoth King Midas, 

diligently trotting the children all the while, "ever since that morning, I 

have hated the very sight of all other gold, save this!" 

______________________________________________________________ 

AFTER THE STORY 

WELL, children," inquired Eustace, who was very fond of eliciting a 

definite opinion from his auditors, "did you ever, in all your lives, listen 

to a better story than this of 'The Golden Touch'?"  

"Why, as to the story of King Midas," said saucy Primrose, "it was a 

famous one thousands of years before Mr. Eustace Bright came into the 

world, and will continue to be so long after he quits it. But some people 

have what we may call 'The Leaden Touch,' and make everything dull 

and heavy that they lay their fingers upon."  

"You are a smart child, Primrose, to be not yet in your teens," said 

Eustace, taken rather aback by the piquancy of her criticism. "But you 

well know, in your naughty little heart, that I have burnished the old 

gold of Midas all over anew, and have made it shine as it never shone 

before. And then that figure of Marygold! Do you perceive no nice 

workmanship in that? And how finely I have brought out and deepened 

the-70- moral! What say you, Sweet Fern, Dandelion, Clover, 

Periwinkle? Would any of you, after hearing this story, be so foolish as 

to desire the faculty of changing things to gold?"  



 

"I should like," said Periwinkle, a girl of ten, "to have the power of 

turning everything to gold with my right forefinger; but, with my left 

forefinger, I should want the power of changing it back again, if the 

first change did not please me. And I know what I would do, this very 

afternoon!" 

"Pray tell me," said Eustace. 

"Why," answered Periwinkle, "I would touch every one of these golden 

leaves on the trees with my left forefinger, and make them all green 

again; so that we might have the summer back at once, with no ugly 

winter in the mean time." 

"O Periwinkle!" cried Eustace Bright, "there you are wrong, and would 

do a great deal of mischief. Were I Midas, I would make nothing else 

but just such golden days as these over and over again, all the year 

throughout. My best thoughts always come a little too late. Why did 

not I tell you how old King Midas came to America, and changed the 

dusky autumn, such as it is in other countries, into the burnished 

beauty which it here puts on? He gilded the leaves of the great volume 

of Nature." 

"Cousin Eustace," said Sweet Fern, a good little boy, who was always 

making particular inquiries about the precise height of giants and the 

littleness of fairies, "how big was Marygold, and how much did she 

weigh after she was turned to gold?" 

"She was about as tall as you are," replied Eustace, "and, as gold is very 

heavy, she weighed at least two thousand pounds, and might have been 

coined into thirty or forty thousand gold dollars. I wish Primrose were 

worth half as much. Come, little people, let us clamber out of the dell, 

and look about us." 

They did so. The sun was now an hour or two beyond its noontide 

mark, and filled the great hollow of the valley with its western 

radiance, so that it seemed to be brimming with mellow light, and to 



 

spill it over the surrounding hill-sides, like golden wine out of a bowl. It 

was such a day that you could not help saying of it, "There never was 

such a day before!" although yesterday was just such a day, and to-

morrow will be just such another. Ah, but there are very few of them in 

a twelvemonth's circle! It is a remarkable peculiarity of these October 

days, that each of them seems to occupy a great deal of space, although 

the sun rises rather tardily at that season of the year, and goes to bed, 

as little children ought, at sober six o'clock, or even earlier. We cannot, 

therefore, call the days long; but they appear, somehow or other, to 

make up for their shortness by their breadth; and when the cool night 

comes, we are conscious of having enjoyed a big armful of life, since 

morning. 

"Come, children, come!" cried Eustace Bright. "More nuts, more nuts, 

more nuts! Fill all your baskets; and, at Christmas time, I will crack 

them for you, and tell you beautiful stories!"  

So away they went; all of them in excellent spirits, except little 

Dandelion, who, I am sorry to tell you, had been sitting on a chestnut-

bur, and was stuck as full as a pincushion of its prickles. Dear me, how 

uncomfortably he must have felt!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


