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Chapter1
A Story

IN the garden all the apple-trees were in blossom. They had hastened to
bring forth flowers before they got green leaves, and in the yard all the
ducklings walked up and down, and the cat too: it basked in the sun and
licked the sunshine from its own paws. And when one looked at the
fields, how beautifully the corn stood and how green it shone, without
comparison! and there was a twittering and a fluttering of all the little
birds, as if the day were a great festival; and so it was, for it was Sunday.
All the bells were ringing, and all the people went to church, looking
cheerful, and dressed in their best clothes. There was a look of cheerful-
nesson everything. The day was so warm and beautiful that one might
well have said: "God's kindness to us men is beyond all limits." But in-
side the church the pastor stood in the pulpit, and spoke very loudly and
angrily. He said that all men were wicked, and God would punish them
for their sins, and that the wicked, when they died, would be cast into
hell, to burn for ever and ever. He spoke very excitedly, saying that their
evil propensities would not be destroyed, nor would the fire be extin-
guished, and they should never find rest. That was terrible to hear, and
he said it in such a tone of conviction; he described hell to them as a
miserable hole where all the refuse of the world gathers. There was no
air beside the hot burning sulphur flame, and there was no ground un-
der their feet; they, the wicked ones, sank deeper and deeper, while
eternal silence surrounded them! It was dreadful to hear all that, for the
preacher spoke from his heart, and all the people in the church were ter-
rified. Meanwhile, the birds sang merrily outside, and the sun was shin-
ing so beautifully warm, it seemed as though every little flower said:
"God, Thy kindness towards us all is without limits." Indeed, outside it
was not at all like the pastor's sermon.

The same evening, upon going to bed, the pastor noticed his wife sit-
ting there quiet and pensive.

"What is the matter with you?" he asked her.
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"Well, the matter with me is," she said, "that I cannot collect my
thoughts, and am unable to grasp the meaning of what you said to-day
in churchÑthat there are so many wicked people, and that they should
burn eternally. Alas! eternallyÑhow long! I am only a woman and a sin-
ner before God, but I should not have the heart to let even the worst sin-
ner burn for ever, and how could our Lord to do so, who is so infinitely
good, and who knows how the wickedness comes from without and
within? No, I am unable to imagine that, although you say so."

It was autumn; the trees dropped their leaves, the earnest and severe
pastor sat at the bedside of a dying person. A pious, faithful soul closed
her eyes for ever; she was the pastor's wife.

"If any one shall find rest in the grave and mercy before our Lord you
shall certainly do so," said the pastor. He folded her hands and read a
psalm over the dead woman.

She was buried; two large tears rolled over the cheeks of the earnest
man, and in the parsonage it was empty and still, for its sun had set for
ever. She had gone home.

It was night. A cold wind swept over the pastor's head; he opened his
eyes,and it seemed to him as if the moon was shining into his room. It
was not so, however; there was a being standing before his bed, and
looking like the ghost of his deceasedwife. Shefixed her eyesupon him
with such a kind and sad expression, just as if she wished to say
something to him. The pastor raised himself in bed and stretched his
arms towards her, saying, "Not even you can find eternal rest! You suf-
fer, you best and most pious woman?"

The dead woman nodded her head as if to say "Yes,"and put her hand
on her breast.

"And can I not obtain rest in the grave for you?"
"Yes," was the answer.
"And how?"
"Give me one hairÑonly one single hairÑfrom the head of the sinner

for whom the fire shall never be extinguished, of the sinner whom God
will condemn to eternal punishment in hell."

"Yes, one ought to be able to redeem you so easily, you pure, pious
woman," he said.

"Follow me," said the dead woman. "It is thus granted to us. By my
side you will be able to fly wherever your thoughts wish to go. Invisible
to men, we shall penetrate into their most secretchambers;but with sure
hand you must find out him who is destined to eternal torture, and be-
fore the cock crows he must be found!" As quickly as if carried by the
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winged thoughts they were in the great city, and from the walls the
names of the deadly sins shone in flaming letters: pride, avarice, drunk-
enness, wantonnessÑin short, the whole seven-coloured bow of sin.

"Yes, therein, as I believed, as I knew it," said the pastor, "are living
those who are abandoned to the eternal fire." And they were standing
before the magnificently illuminated gate; the broad steps were adorned
with carpets and flowers, and dance music was sounding through the
festive halls. A footman dressed in silk and velvet stood with a large
silver-mounted rod near the entrance.

"Our ball can compare favourably with the king's," he said, and turned
with contempt towards the gazing crowd in the street. What he thought
was sufficiently expressed in his features and movements: "Miserable
beggars, who are looking in, you are nothing in comparison to me."

"Pride," said the dead woman; "do you see him?"
"The footman?" asked the pastor. "He is but a poor fool, and not

doomed to be tortured eternally by fire!"
"Only a fool!" It sounded through the whole house of pride: they were

all fools there.
Then they flew within the four naked walls of the miser. Lean as a

skeleton, trembling with cold, and hunger, the old man was clinging
with all his thoughts to his money. They saw him jump up feverishly
from his miserable couch and take a loose stone out of the wall; there lay
gold coins in an old stocking. They saw him anxiously feeling over an
old ragged coat in which piecesof gold were sewn, and his clammy fin-
gers trembled.

"He is ill! That is madnessÑa joyless madnessÑbesieged by fear and
dreadful dreams!"

They quickly went away and came before the beds of the criminals;
these unfortunate people slept side by side, in long rows. Like a fero-
cious animal, one of them rose out of his sleep and uttered a horrible cry,
and gave his comrade a violent dig in the ribs with his pointed elbow,
and this one turned round in his sleep:

"Be quiet, monsterÑsleep! This happens every night!"
"Every night!" repeated the other. "Yes, every night he comes and tor-

tures me! In my violence I have done this and that. I was born with an
evil mind, which has brought me hither for the second time; but if I have
done wrong I suffer punishment for it. One thing, however, I have not
yet confessed.When I cameout a little while ago, and passedby the yard
of my former master, evil thoughts rose within me when I remembered
this and that. I struck a match a little bit on the wall; probably it came a

5



little too close to the thatched roof. All burnt downÑa great heat rose,
such as sometimes overcomes me. I myself helped to rescue cattle and
things, nothing alive burnt, except a flight of pigeons, which flew into
the fire, and the yard dog, of which I had not thought; one could hear
him howl out of the fire, and this howling I still hear when I wish to
sleep; and when I have fallen asleep, the great rough dog comes and
placeshimself upon me, and howls, presses,and tortures me. Now listen
to what I tell you! You can snore; you are snoring the whole night, and I
hardly a quarter of an hour!" And the blood rose to the head of the ex-
cited criminal; he threw himself upon his comrade, and beat him with
his clenced fist in the face.

"Wicked Matz has becomemad again!" they said amongst themselves.
The other criminals seized him, wrestled with him, and bent him double,
so that his head rested between his knees,and they tied him, so that the
blood almost came out of his eyes and out of all his pores.

"You are killing the unfortunate man," said the pastor, and as he
stretched out his hand to protect him who already suffered too much, the
scenechanged. They flew through rich halls and wretched hovels; wan-
tonness and envy, all the deadly sins, passed before them. An angel of
justice read their crimes and their defence; the latter was not a brilliant
one, but it was read before God, Who reads the heart, Who knows
everything, the wickedness that comes from within and from without,
Who is mercy and love personified. The pastor's hand trembled; he
dared not stretch it out, he did not venture to pull a hair out of the
sinner's head. And tears gushed from his eyeslike a stream of mercy and
love, the cooling waters of which extinguished the eternal fire of hell.

Just then the cock crowed.
"Father of all mercy, grant Thou to her the peacethat I was unable to

procure for her!"
"I have it now!" said the dead woman. "It was your hard words, your

despair of mankind, your gloomy belief in God and His creation, which
drove me to you. Learn to know mankind! Even in the wicked one lives a
part of GodÑand this extinguishes and conquers the flame of hell!"

The pastor felt a kiss on his lips; a gleam of light surrounded
himÑGod's bright sun shone into the room, and his wife, alive, sweet
and full of love, awoke him from a dream which God had sent him!
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Chapter2
By the Almshouse Window

NEAR the grass-covered rampart which encircles Copenhagen lies a
great red house. Balsamsand other flowers greet us from the long rows
of windows in the house, whose interior is sufficiently poverty-stricken;
and poor and old are the people who inhabit it. The building is the War-
ton Almshouse.

Look! at the window there leans an old maid. Sheplucks the withered
leaf from the balsam, and looks at the grass-covered rampart, on which
many children are playing. What is the old maid thinking of? A whole
life drama is unfolding itself before her inward gaze.

"The poor little children, how happy they areÑhow merrily they play
and romp together! What red cheeks and what angels' eyes! but they
have no shoes nor stockings. They dance on the green rampart, just on
the place where, according to the old story, the ground always sank in,
and where a sportive, frolicsome child had been lured by means of
flowers, toys and sweetmeats into an open grave ready dug for it, and
which was afterwards closed over the child; and from that moment, the
old story says, the ground gave way no longer, the mound remained
firm and fast, and was quickly covered with the green turf. The little
people who now play on that spot know nothing of the old tale, else
would they fancy they heard a child crying deep below the earth, and
the dewdrops on eachblade of grasswould be to them tears of woe. Nor
do they know anything of the Danish King who here, in the face of the
coming foe, took an oath before all his trembling courtiers that he would
hold out with the citizens of his capital, and die here in his nest; they
know nothing of the men who have fought here, or of the women who
from here have drenched with boiling water the enemy, clad in white,
and 'biding in the snow to surprise the city.

"No! the poor little ones are playing with light, childish spirits. Play
on, play on, thou little maiden! Soon the years will comeÑyes, those
glorious years. The priestly hands have been laid on the candidates for
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confirmation; hand in hand they walk on the green rampart. Thou hast a
white frock on; it has cost thy mother much labor, and yet it is only cut
down for thee out of an old larger dress! You will also wear a red shawl;
and what if it hang too far down? People will only seehow large, how
very large it is. You are thinking of your dress, and of the Giver of all
goodÑso glorious is it to wander on the green rampart!

"And the years roll by; they have no lack of dark days, but you have
your cheerful young spirit, and you have gained a friendÑyou know not
how. You met, oh, how often! You walk together on the rampart in the
fresh spring, on the high days and holidays, when all the world come out
to walk upon the ramparts, and all the bells of the church steeplesseem
to be singing a song of praise for the coming spring.

"Scarcely have the violets come forth, but there on the rampart, just
opposite the beautiful Castle of Rosenberg,there is a tree bright with the
first green buds. Every year this tree sendsforth fresh green shoots.Alas!
It is not so with the human heart! Dark mists, more in number than those
that cover the northern skies, cloud the human heart. Poor child! thy
friend's bridal chamber is a black coffin, and thou becomestan old maid.
From the almshouse window, behind the balsams,thou shalt look on the
merry children at play, and shalt see thine own history renewed."

And that is the life drama that passesbefore the old maid while she
looks out upon the rampart, the green, sunny rampart, where the chil-
dren, with their red cheeksand bare shoelessfeet, are rejoicing merrily,
like the other free little birds.

8



Chapter3
The Angel

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

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

"Which of these shall we take with us to heaven to be transplanted
there?" asked the angel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I know it," said the angel, "because I myself was the poor sick boy
who walked upon crutches, and I know my own flower well."

Then the child opened his eyes and looked into the glorious happy
face of the angel, and at the samemoment they found themselves in that
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heavenly home where all is happiness and joy. And God pressed the
dead child to His heart, and wings were given him so that he could fly
with the angel, hand in hand. Then the Almighty pressed all the flowers
to His heart; but He kissed the withered field-flower, and it received a
voice. Then it joined in the song of the angels, who surrounded the
throne, some near, and others in a distant circle, but all equally happy.
They all joined in the chorus of praise, both great and small,Ñthe good,
happy child, and the poor field-flower, that once lay withered and cast
away on a heap of rubbish in a narrow, dark street.
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Chapter4
Anne Lisbeth

ANNE LISBETH was a beautiful young woman, with a red and white
complexion, glittering white teeth, and clear soft eyes; and her footstep
was light in the dance, but her mind was lighter still. She had a little
child, not at all pretty; so he was put out to be nursed by a laborer's wife,
and his mother went to the count's castle. She sat in splendid rooms,
richly decorated with silk and velvet; not a breath of air was allowed to
blow upon her, and no one was allowed to speak to her harshly, for she
was nurse to the count's child. He was fair and delicate as a prince, and
beautiful as an angel; and how she loved this child! Her own boy was
provided for by being at the laborer's where the mouth watered more
frequently than the pot boiled, and where in general no one was at home
to take care of the child. Then he would cry, but what nobody knows
nobody caresfor; so he would cry till he was tired, and then fall asleep;
and while we are asleep we can feel neither hunger nor thirst. Ah, yes;
sleep is a capital invention.

As years went on, Anne Lisbeth's child grew apace like weeds, al-
though they said his growth had been stunted. He had become quite a
member of the family in which he dwelt; they received money to keep
him, so that his mother got rid of him altogether. Shehad becomequite a
lady; she had a comfortable home of her own in the town; and out of
doors, when she went for a walk, she wore a bonnet; but she never
walked out to see the laborer: that was too far from the town, and, in-
deed, she had nothing to go for, the boy now belonged to these laboring
people. He had food, and he could also do something towards earning
his living; he took careof Mary's red cow, for he knew how to tend cattle
and make himself useful.

The great dog by the yard gate of a nobleman's mansion sits proudly
on the top of his kennel when the sun shines,and barks at every one that
passes;but if it rains, he creepsinto his house, and there he is warm and
dry. Anne Lisbeth's boy also sat in the sunshine on the top of the fence,
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cutting out a little toy. If it was spring-time, he knew of three strawberry-
plants in blossom, which would certainly bear fruit. This was his most
hopeful thought, though it often came to nothing. And he had to sit out
in the rain in the worst weather, and get wet to the skin, and let the cold
wind dry the clothes on his back afterwards. If he went near the farm-
yard belonging to the count, he was pushed and knocked about, for the
men and the maids said he was so horrible ugly; but he was used to all
this, for nobody loved him. This was how the world treated Anne
Lisbeth's boy, and how could it be otherwise. It was his fate to be be-
loved by no one. Hitherto he had been a land crab; the land at last cast
him adrift. He went to sea in a wretched vessel, and sat at the helm,
while the skipper sat over the grog-can. He was dirty and ugly, half-
frozen and half-starved; he always looked as if he never had enough to
eat, which was really the case.

Late in the autumn, when the weather was rough, windy, and wet,
and the cold penetrated through the thickest clothing, especially at sea,a
wretched boat went out to sea with only two men on board, or, more
correctly, a man and a half, for it was the skipper and his boy. There had
only been a kind of twilight all day, and it soon grew quite dark, and so
bitterly cold, that the skipper took a dram to warm him. The bottle was
old, and the glass too. It was perfect in the upper part, but the foot was
broken off, and it had therefore been fixed upon a little carved block of
wood, painted blue. A dram is a great comfort, and two are better still,
thought the skipper, while the boy sat at the helm, which he held fast in
his hard seamed hands. He was ugly, and his hair was matted, and he
looked crippled and stunted; they called him the field-laborer's boy,
though in the church register he was entered as Anne Lisbeth's son. The
wind cut through the rigging, and the boat cut through the sea.The sails,
filled by the wind, swelled out and carried them along in wild career. It
was wet and rough above and below, and might still be worse. Hold!
what is that? What has struck the boat? Was it a waterspout, or a heavy
sea rolling suddenly upon them?

"Heaven help us!" cried the boy at the helm, as the boat heeled over
and lay on its beam ends. It had struck on a rock, which rose from the
depths of the sea,and sank at once, like an old shoe in a puddle. "It sank
at once with mouse and man," as the saying is. There might have been
mice on board, but only one man and a half, the skipper and the laborer's
boy. No one saw it but the skimming sea-gulls and the fishes beneath the
water; and even they did not see it properly, for they darted back with
terror as the boat filled with water and sank. There it lay, scarcely a
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fathom below the surface, and those two were provided for, buried, and
forgotten. The glass with the foot of blue wood was the only thing that
did not sink, for the wood floated and the glass drifted away to be cast
upon the shore and broken; where and when, is indeed of no con-
sequence.It had served its purpose, and it had been loved, which Anne
Lisbeth's boy had not been. But in heaven no soul will be able to say,
"Never loved."

Anne Lisbeth had now lived in the town many years; she was called
"Madame," and felt dignified in consequence;she remembered the old,
noble days, in which she had driven in the carriage, and had associated
with countess and baroness.Her beautiful, noble child had been a dear
angel, and possessedthe kindest heart; he had loved her so much, and
she had loved him in return; they had kissed and loved each other, and
the boy had been her joy, her second life. Now he was fourteen years of
age, tall, handsome, and clever. She had not seen him since she carried
him in her arms; neither had she been for years to the count's palace; it
was quite a journey thither from the town.

"I must make one effort to go," said Anne Lisbeth, "to seemy darling,
the count's sweet child, and press him to my heart. Certainly he must
long to seeme, too, the young count; no doubt he thinks of me and loves
me, as in those days when he would fling his angel-arms round my neck,
and lisp 'Anne Liz.' It was music to my ears.Yes,I must make an effort to
seehim again." Shedrove acrossthe country in a grazier's cart, and then
got out, and continued her journey on foot, and thus reached the count's
castle. It was as great and magnificent as it had always been, and the
garden looked the same as ever; all the servants were strangers to her,
not one of them knew Anne Lisbeth, nor of what consequenceshe had
once been there; but she felt sure the countesswould soon let them know
it, and her darling boy, too: how she longed to see him!

Now that Anne Lisbeth was at her journey's end, shewas kept waiting
a long time; and for those who wait, time passesslowly. But before the
great people went in to dinner, shewas called in and spoken to very gra-
ciously. Shewas to go in again after dinner, and then she would seeher
sweet boy once more. How tall, and slender, and thin he had grown; but
the eyes and the sweet angel mouth were still beautiful. He looked at
her, but he did not speak, he certainly did not know who she was. He
turned round and was going away, but she seized his hand and pressed
it to her lips.
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"Well, well," he said; and with that he walked out of the room. He who
filled her every thought! he whom she loved best, and who was her
whole earthly pride!

Anne Lisbeth went forth from the castle into the public road, feeling
mournful and sad; he whom she had nursed day and night, and even
now carried about in her dreams, had been cold and strange, and had
not a word or thought respecting her. A great black raven darted down
in front of her on the high road, and croaked dismally.

"Ah," said she, "what bird of ill omen art thou?" Presently she passed
the laborer's hut; his wife stood at the door, and the two women spoke to
each other.

"You look well," said the woman; "you're fat and plump; you are well
off."

"Oh yes," answered Anne Lisbeth.
"The boat went down with them," continued the woman; "Hans the

skipper and the boy were both drowned; so there's an end of them. I al-
ways thought the boy would be able to help me with a few dollars. He'll
never cost you anything more, Anne Lisbeth."

"So they were drowned," repeated Anne Lisbeth; but shesaid no more,
and the subject was dropped. She felt very low-spirited, because her
count-child had shown no inclination to speak to her who loved him so
well, and who had travelled so far to see him. The journey had cost
money too, and she had derived no great pleasure from it. Still she said
not a word of all this; she could not relieve her heart by telling the
laborer's wife, lest the latter should think she did not enjoy her former
position at the castle. Then the raven flew over her, screaming again as
he flew.

"The black wretch!" said Anne Lisbeth, "he will end by frightening me
today." She had brought coffee and chicory with her, for she thought it
would be a charity to the poor woman to give them to her to boil a cup of
coffee, and then she would take a cup herself.

The woman prepared the coffee, and in the meantime Anne Lisbeth
seated her in a chair and fell asleep. Then she dreamed of something
which she had never dreamed before; singularly enough she dreamed of
her own child, who had wept and hungered in the laborer's hut, and had
been knocked about in heat and in cold, and who was now lying in the
depths of the sea,in a spot only known by God. Shefancied she was still
sitting in the hut, where the woman was busy preparing the coffee, for
shecould smell the coffee-berriesroasting. But suddenly it seemedto her
that there stood on the threshold a beautiful young form, as beautiful as
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the count's child, and this apparition said to her, "The world is passing
away; hold fast to me, for you are my mother after all; you have an angel
in heaven, hold me fast;" and the child-angel stretched out his hand and
seized her. Then there was a terrible crash, as of a world crumbling to
pieces,and the angel-child was rising from the earth, and holding her by
the sleeve so tightly that she felt herself lifted from the ground; but, on
the other hand, something heavy hung to her feet and dragged her
down, and it seemedas if hundreds of women were clinging to her, and
crying, "If thou art to be saved, we must be saved too. Hold fast, hold
fast." And then they all hung on her, but there were too many; and as
they clung the sleeve was torn, and Anne Lisbeth fell down in horror,
and awoke. Indeed she was on the point of falling over in reality with
the chair on which she sat; but she was so startled and alarmed that she
could not remember what she had dreamed, only that it was something
very dreadful.

They drank their coffee and had a chat together, and then Anne Lis-
beth went away towards the little town where she was to meet the carri-
er, who was to drive her back to her own home. But when she came to
him she found that he would not be ready to start till the evening of the
next day. Then she began to think of the expense,and what the distance
would be to walk. She remembered that the route by the sea-shorewas
two miles shorter than by the high road; and as the weather was clear,
and there would be moonlight, she determined to make her way on foot,
and to start at once, that she might reach home the next day.

The sun had set, and the evening bells sounded through the air from
the tower of the village church, but to her it was not the bells, but the cry
of the frogs in the marshes. Then they ceased,and all around became
still; not a bird could be heard, they were all at rest, even the owl had not
left her hiding place; deep silence reigned on the margin of the wood by
the sea-shore.As Anne Lisbeth walked on she could hear her own foot-
steps in the sands; even the waves of the seawere at rest, and all in the
deep waters had sunk into silence. There was quiet among the dead and
the living in the deep sea.Anne Lisbeth walked on, thinking of nothing
at all, aspeople say, or rather her thoughts wandered, but not away from
her, for thought is never absent from us, it only slumbers. Many
thoughts that have lain dormant are roused at the proper time, and begin
to stir in the mind and the heart, and seem even to come upon us from
above. It is written, that a good deed bears a blessing for its fruit; and it
is also written, that the wages of sin is death. Much has been said and
much written which we pass over or know nothing of. A light arises
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within us, and then forgotten things make themselves remembered; and
thus it was with Anne Lisbeth. The germ of every vice and every virtue
lies in our heart, in yours and in mine; they lie like little grains of seed,
till a ray of sunshine, or the touch of an evil hand, or you turn the corner
to the right or to the left, and the decision is made. The little seed is
stirred, it swells and shoots up, and pours its sap into your blood, direct-
ing your course either for good or evil. Troublesome thoughts often exist
in the mind, fermenting there, which are not realized by us while the
sensesare as it were slumbering; but still they are there. Anne Lisbeth
walked on thus with her senseshalf asleep, but the thoughts were fer-
menting within her.

From one Shrove Tuesday to another, much may occur to weigh down
the heart; it is the reckoning of a whole year; much may be forgotten,
sins against heaven in word and thought, sins against our neighbor, and
against our own conscience.We are scarcely aware of their existence;
and Anne Lisbeth did not think of any of her errors. Shehad committed
no crime against the law of the land; she was an honorable person, in a
good positionÑthat she knew.

She continued her walk along by the margin of the sea.What was it
she saw lying there?An old hat; a man's hat. Now when might that have
beenwashed overboard? Shedrew nearer, shestopped to look at the hat;
"Ha! what was lying yonder?" Sheshuddered; yet it was nothing save a
heap of grass and tangled seaweed flung across a long stone, but it
looked like a corpse.Only tangled grass,and yet shewas frightened at it.
As she turned to walk away, much came into her mind that she had
heard in her childhood: old superstitions of spectresby the sea-shore;of
the ghosts of drowned but unburied people, whose corpses had been
washed up on the desolatebeach.The body, sheknew, could do no harm
to any one, but the spirit could pursue the lonely wanderer, attach itself
to him, and demand to be carried to the churchyard, that it might rest in
consecratedground. "Hold fast! hold fast!" the spectre would cry; and as
Anne Lisbeth murmured these words to herself, the whole of her dream
was suddenly recalled to her memory, when the mother had clung to
her, and uttered these words, when, amid the crashing of worlds, her
sleeve had been torn, and she had slipped from the grasp of her child,
who wanted to hold her up in that terrible hour. Her child, her own
child, which she had never loved, lay now buried in the sea,and might
rise up, like a spectre, from the waters, and cry, "Hold fast; carry me to
consecrated ground!"
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As these thoughts passed through her mind, fear gave speed to her
feet, so that she walked faster and faster. Fear cameupon her as if a cold,
clammy hand had been laid upon her heart, so that she almost fainted.
As she looked across the sea,all there grew darker; a heavy mist came
rolling onwards, and clung to bush and tree, distorting them into fantast-
ic shapes.She turned and glanced at the moon, which had risen behind
her. It looked like a pale, rayless surface, and a deadly weight seemedto
hang upon her limbs. "Hold," thought she; and then she turned round a
second time to look at the moon. A white face appeared quite close to
her, with a mist, hanging like a garment from its shoulders. "Stop! carry
me to consecratedearth," sounded in her ears, in strange, hollow tones.
The sound did not come from frogs or ravens; she saw no sign of such
creatures."A grave! dig me a grave!" was repeated quite loud. Yes,it was
indeed the spectre of her child. The child that lay beneath the ocean,and
whose spirit could have no rest until it was carried to the churchyard,
and until a grave had been dug for it in consecratedground. Shewould
go there at once, and there she would dig. Sheturned in the direction of
the church, and the weight on her heart seemed to grow lighter, and
even to vanish altogether; but when she turned to go home by the
shortest way, it returned. "Stop! stop!" and the words came quite clear,
though they were like the croak of a frog, or the wail of a bird. "A grave!
dig me a grave!"

The mist was cold and damp, her hands and face were moist and
clammy with horror, a heavy weight again seized her and clung to her,
her mind became clear for thoughts that had never before been there.

In these northern regions, a beech-wood often buds in a single night
and appears in the morning sunlight in its full glory of youthful green.
So,in a single instant, can the consciousnessof the sin that has beencom-
mitted in thoughts, words, and actions of our past life, be unfolded to us.
When once the conscienceis awakened, it springs up in the heart spon-
taneously, and God awakens the conscience when we least expect it.
Then we can find no excuse for ourselves; the deed is there and bears
witness against us. The thoughts seem to become words, and to sound
far out into the world. We are horrified at the thought of what we have
carried within us, and at the consciousnessthat we have not overcome
the evil which has its origin in thoughtlessnessand pride. The heart con-
ceals within itself the vices as well as the virtues, and they grow in the
shallowest ground. Anne Lisbeth now experienced in thought what we
have clothed in words. She was overpowered by them, and sank down
and crept along for some distance on the ground. "A grave! dig me a
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grave!" sounded again in her ears, and she would have gladly buried
herself, if in the grave she could have found forgetfulness of her actions.

It was the first hour of her awakening, full of anguish and horror. Su-
perstition made her alternately shudder with cold or burn with the heat
of fever. Many things, of which she had feared even to speak, came into
her mind. Silently, as the cloud-shadows in the moonshine, a spectral ap-
parition flitted by her; she had heard of it before. Close by her galloped
four snorting steeds,with fire flashing from their eyesand nostrils. They
dragged a burning coach,and within it sat the wicked lord of the manor,
who had ruled there a hundred years before. The legend says that every
night, at twelve o'clock, he drove into his castleyard and out again. He
was not as pale as dead men are, but black as a coal. He nodded, and
pointed to Anne Lisbeth, crying out, "Hold fast! hold fast! and then you
may ride again in a nobleman's carriage, and forget your child."

She gathered herself up, and hastened to the churchyard; but black
crossesand black ravens danced before her eyes,and she could not dis-
tinguish one from the other. The ravens croaked as the raven had done
which she saw in the daytime, but now she understood what they said.
"I am the raven-mother; I am the raven-mother," eachraven croaked, and
Anne Lisbeth felt that the name also applied to her; and she fancied she
should be transformed into a black bird, and have to cry as they cried, if
she did not dig the grave. And she threw herself upon the earth, and
with her hands dug a grave in the hard ground, so that the blood ran
from her fingers. "A grave! dig me a grave!" still sounded in her ears;she
was fearful that the cock might crow, and the first red streak appear in
the east, before she had finished her work; and then she would be lost.
And the cock crowed, and the day dawned in the east,and the grave was
only half dug. An icy hand passedover her head and face,and down to-
wards her heart. "Only half a grave," a voice wailed, and fled away. Yes,
it fled away over the sea; it was the ocean spectre; and, exhausted and
overpowered, Anne Lisbeth sunk to the ground, and her senses left her.

It was a bright day when she came to herself, and two men were rais-
ing her up; but shewas not lying in the churchyard, but on the sea-shore,
where she had dug a deep hole in the sand, and cut her hand with a
piece of broken glass, whose sharp stern was stuck in a little block of
painted wood. Anne Lisbeth was in a fever. Consciencehad roused the
memories of superstitions, and had so acted upon her mind, that she fan-
cied she had only half a soul, and that her child had taken the other half
down into the sea. Never would she be able to cling to the mercy of
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Heaven till she had recovered this other half which was now held fast in
the deep water.

Anne Lisbeth returned to her home, but she was no longer the woman
shehad been.Her thoughts were like a confused, tangled skein; only one
thread, only one thought was clear to her, namely that shemust carry the
spectre of the sea-shoreto the churchyard, and dig a grave for him there;
that by so doing she might win back her soul. Many a night she was
missed from her home, and was always found on the sea-shorewaiting
for the spectre.

In this way a whole year passed; and then one night she vanished
again, and was not to be found. The whole of the next day was spent in a
useless search after her.

Towards evening, when the clerk entered the church to toll the vesper
bell, he saw by the altar Anne Lisbeth, who had spent the whole day
there. Her powers of body were almost exhausted, but her eyes flashed
brightly, and on her cheekswas a rosy flush. The last rays of the setting
sun shone upon her, and gleamed over the altar upon the shining clasps
of the Bible, which lay open at the words of the prophet Joel,"Rend your
hearts and not your garments, and turn unto the Lord."

"That was just a chance,"people said; but do things happen by chance?
In the faceof Anne Lisbeth, lighted up by the evening sun, could be seen
peaceand rest. Shesaid she was happy now, for she had conquered. The
spectreof the shore, her own child, had come to her the night before, and
had said to her, "Thou hast dug me only half a grave: but thou hast now,
for a year and a day, buried me altogether in thy heart, and it is there a
mother can best hide her child!" And then he gave her back her lost soul,
and brought her into the church. "Now I am in the house of God," she
said, "and in that house we are happy."

When the sun set, Anne Lisbeth's soul had risen to that region where
there is no more pain; and Anne Lisbeth's troubles were at an end.
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Chapter5
The Conceited Apple-Branch

IT was the month of May. The wind still blew cold; but from bush and
tree, field and flower, came the welcome sound, "Spring is come." Wild-
flowers in profusion covered the hedges. Under the little apple-tree,
Spring seemed busy, and told his tale from one of the branches which
hung fresh and blooming, and covered with delicate pink blossoms that
were just ready to open. The branch well knew how beautiful it was; this
knowledge exists as much in the leaf as in the blood; I was therefore not
surprised when a nobleman's carriage, in which sat the young countess,
stopped in the road just by. She said that an apple-branch was a most
lovely object, and an emblem of spring in its most charming aspect.Then
the branch was broken off for her, and she held it in her delicate hand,
and sheltered it with her silk parasol. Then they drove to the castle, in
which were lofty halls and splendid drawing-rooms. Pure white curtains
fluttered before the open windows, and beautiful flowers stood in shin-
ing, transparent vases;and in one of them, which looked as if it had been
cut out of newly fallen snow, the apple-branch was placed, among some
fresh, light twigs of beech. It was a charming sight. Then the branch be-
came proud, which was very much like human nature.

People of every description entered the room, and, according to their
position in society, so dared they to express their admiration. Some few
said nothing, others expressed too much, and the apple-branch very
soon got to understand that there was as much difference in the charac-
ters of human beings as in those of plants and flowers. Some are all for
pomp and parade, others have a great deal to do to maintain their own
importance, while the rest might be spared without much loss to society.
So thought the apple-branch, as he stood before the open window, from
which he could see out over gardens and fields, where there were
flowers and plants enough for him to think and reflect upon; some rich
and beautiful, some poor and humble indeed.
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"Poor, despised herbs," said the apple-branch; "there is really a differ-
encebetween them and such asI am. How unhappy they must be, if they
can feel as those in my position do! There is a difference indeed, and so
there ought to be, or we should all be equals."

And the apple-branch looked with a sort of pity upon them, especially
on a certain little flower that is found in fields and in ditches. No one
bound these flowers together in a nosegay; they were too common; they
were even known to grow between the paving-stones, shooting up
everywhere, like bad weeds; and they bore the very ugly name of "dog-
flowers" or "dandelions."

"Poor, despised plants," said the apple-bough, "it is not your fault that
you are so ugly, and that you have such an ugly name; but it is with
plants as with men,Ñthere must be a difference."

"A difference!" cried the sunbeam, as he kissed the blooming apple-
branch, and then kissed the yellow dandelion out in the fields. All were
brothers, and the sunbeam kissed themÑthe poor flowers as well as the
rich.

The apple-bough had never thought of the boundless love of God,
which extends over all the works of creation, over everything which
lives, and moves, and has its being in Him; he had never thought of the
good and beautiful which are so often hidden, but can never remain for-
gotten by Him,Ñnot only among the lower creation, but also among
men. The sunbeam, the ray of light, knew better.

"You do not seevery far, nor very clearly," he said to the apple-branch.
"Which is the despised plant you so specially pity?"

"The dandelion," he replied. "No one ever places it in a nosegay; it is
often trodden under foot, there are so many of them; and when they run
to seed,they have flowers like wool, which fly away in little piecesover
the roads, and cling to the dressesof the people. They are only weeds;
but of course there must be weeds. O, I am really very thankful that I
was not made like one of these flowers."

There came presently across the fields a whole group of children, the
youngest of whom was so small that it had to be carried by the others;
and when he was seated on the grass, among the yellow flowers, he
laughed aloud with joy, kicked out his little legs, rolled about, plucked
the yellow flowers, and kissed them in childlike innocence. The elder
children broke off the flowers with long stems,bent the stalks one round
the other, to form links, and made first a chain for the neck, then one to
go acrossthe shoulders, and hang down to the waist, and at last a wreath
to wear round the head, so that they looked quite splendid in their
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garlands of green stems and golden flowers. But the eldest among them
gathered carefully the faded flowers, on the stem of which was grouped
together the seed, in the form of a white feathery coronal. These loose,
airy wool-flowers are very beautiful, and look like fine snowy feathers or
down. The children held them to their mouths, and tried to blow away
the whole coronal with one puff of the breath. They had been told by
their grandmothers that who ever did so would be sure to have new
clothes before the end of the year. The despised flower was by this raised
to the position of a prophet or foreteller of events.

"Do you see," said the sunbeam, "do you see the beauty of these
flowers? do you see their powers of giving pleasure?"

"Yes, to children," said the apple-bough.
By-and-by an old woman came into the field, and, with a blunt knife

without a handle, began to dig round the roots of some of the dandelion-
plants, and pull them up. With some of these she intended to make tea
for herself; but the rest she was going to sell to the chemist, and obtain
some money.

"But beauty is of higher value than all this," said the apple-tree branch;
"only the chosen ones can be admitted into the realms of the beautiful.
There is a difference between plants, just as there is a difference between
men."

Then the sunbeam spoke of the boundless love of God, as seenin cre-
ation, and over all that lives, and of the equal distribution of His gifts,
both in time and in eternity.

"That is your opinion," said the apple-bough.
Then some people came into the room, and, among them, the young

countess,Ñthe lady who had placed the apple-bough in the transparent
vase, so pleasantly beneath the rays of the sunlight. She carried in her
hand something that seemedlike a flower. The object was hidden by two
or three great leaves,which covered it like a shield, so that no draught or
gust of wind could injure it, and it was carried more carefully than the
apple-branch had ever been. Very cautiously the large leaves were re-
moved, and there appeared the feathery seed-crown of the despised dan-
delion. This was what the lady had so carefully plucked, and carried
home so safely covered, so that not one of the delicate feathery arrows of
which its mist-like shapewas so lightly formed, should flutter away. She
now drew it forth quite uninjured, and wondered at its beautiful form,
and airy lightness, and singular construction, so soon to be blown away
by the wind.
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"See," she exclaimed, "how wonderfully God has made this little
flower. I will paint it with the apple-branch together. Every one admires
the beauty of the apple-bough; but this humble flower has been en-
dowed by Heaven with another kind of loveliness; and although they
differ in appearance, both are the children of the realms of beauty."

Then the sunbeam kissed the lowly flower, and he kissed the
blooming apple-branch, upon whose leaves appeared a rosy blush.
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Chapter6
Beauty of Form and Beauty of Mind

THERE was once a sculptor, named Alfred, who having won the large
gold medal and obtained a travelling scholarship, went to Italy, and then
came back to his native land. He was young at that timeÑindeed, he is
young still, although he is ten years older than he was then. On his re-
turn, he went to visit one of the little towns in the island of Zealand. The
whole town knew who the stranger was; and one of the richest men in
the place gave a party in his honor, and all who were of any con-
sequence,or who possessedsome property, were invited. It was quite an
event, and all the town knew of it, so that it was not necessary to an-
nounce it by beat of drum. Apprentice-boys, children of the poor, and
even the poor people themselves, stood before the house, watching the
lighted windows; and the watchman might easily fancy he was giving a
party also, there were so many people in the streets.There was quite an
air of festivity about it, and the house was full of it; for Mr. Alfred, the
sculptor, was there. He talked and told anecdotes,and every one listened
to him with pleasure, not unmingled with awe; but none felt so much re-
spect for him as did the elderly widow of a naval officer. Sheseemed,so
far asMr. Alfred was concerned, to be like a piece of fresh blotting-paper
that absorbed all he said and asked for more. Shewas very appreciative,
and incredibly ignorantÑa kind of female Gaspar Hauser.

"I should like to see Rome," she said; "it must be a lovely city, or so
many foreigners would not be constantly arriving there. Now, do give
me a description of Rome. How does the city look when you enter in at
the gate?"

"I cannot very well describe it," said the sculptor; "but you enter on a
large open space, in the centre of which stands an obelisk, which is a
thousand years old."

"An organist!" exclaimed the lady, who had never heard the word
'obelisk.' Several of the guests could scarcely forbear laughing, and the
sculptor would have had some difficulty in keeping his countenance,but
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the smile on his lips faded away; for he caught sight of a pair of dark-
blue eyes close by the side of the inquisitive lady. They belonged to her
daughter; and surely no one who had such a daughter could be silly. The
mother was like a fountain of questions; and the daughter, who listened
but never spoke, might have passed for the beautiful maid of the foun-
tain. How charming shewas! Shewas a study for the sculptor to contem-
plate, but not to converse with; for she did not speak, or, at least, very
seldom.

"Has the pope a great family?" inquired the lady.
The young man answered considerately, as if the question had been a

different one, "No; he does not come from a great family."
"That is not what I asked," persisted the widow; "I mean, has he a wife

and children?"
"The pope is not allowed to marry," replied the gentleman.
"I don't like that," was the lady's remark.
Shecertainly might have asked more sensiblequestions; but if she had

not been allowed to say just what she liked, would her daughter have
been there, leaning so gracefully on her shoulder, and looking straight
before her, with a smile that was almost mournful on her face?

Mr. Alfred again spoke of Italy, and of the glorious colors in Italian
scenery; the purple hills, the deep blue of the Mediterranean, the azure
of southern skies,whose brightness and glory could only be surpassedin
the north by the deep-blue eyesof a maiden; and he said this with a pe-
culiar intonation; but she who should have understood his meaning
looked quite unconscious of it, which also was charming.

"Beautiful Italy!" sighed some of the guests.
"Oh, to travel there!" exclaimed others.
"Charming! Charming!" echoed from every voice.
"I may perhaps win a hundred thousand dollars in the lottery," said

the naval officer's widow; "and if I do, we will travelÑI and my daugh-
ter; and you, Mr. Alfred, must be our guide. We can all three travel to-
gether, with one or two more of our good friends." And she nodded in
such a friendly way at the company, that eachimagined himself to be the
favored person who was to accompany them to Italy. "Yes,we must go,"
she continued; "but not to those parts where there are robbers. We will
keep to Rome. In the public roads one is always safe."

The daughter sighed very gently; and how much there may be in a
sigh, or attributed to it! The young man attributed a great deal of mean-
ing to this sigh. Thosedeep-blue eyes,which had been lit up this evening
in honor of him, must conceal treasures, treasures of heart and mind,
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richer than all the glories of Rome; and so when he left the party that
night, he had lost it completely to the young lady. The house of the naval
officer's widow was the one most constantly visited by Mr. Alfred, the
sculptor. It was soon understood that his visits were not intended for
that lady, though they were the persons who kept up the conversation.
He came for the sake of the daughter. They called her Kaela. Her name
was really Karen Malena, and these two names had been contracted into
the one name Kaela. She was really beautiful; but some said she was
rather dull, and slept late of a morning.

"She has been accustomed to that," her mother said. "She is a beauty,
and they are always easily tired. She does sleep rather late; but that
makes her eyes so clear."

What power seemedto lie in the depths of those dark eyes!The young
man felt the truth of the proverb, "Still waters run deep:" and his heart
had sunk into their depths. He often talked of his adventures, and the
mamma was as simple and eager in her questions as on the first evening
they met. It was a pleasure to hear Alfred describe anything. He showed
them colored plates of Naples, and spoke of excursions to Mount Vesuvi-
us, and the eruptions of fire from it. The naval officer's widow had never
heard of them before.

"Good heavens!" she exclaimed. "So that is a burning mountain; but is
it not very dangerous to the people who live near it?"

"Whole cities have been destroyed," he replied; "for instance, Hercu-
laneum and Pompeii."

"Oh, the poor people! And you saw all that with your own eyes?"
"No; I did not seeany of the eruptions which are represented in those

pictures; but I will show you a sketch of my own, which represents an
eruption I once saw."

He placed a pencil sketch on the table; and mamma, who had been
over-powered with the appearanceof the colored plates, threw a glance
at the pale drawing and cried in astonishment, "What, did you see it
throw up white fire?"

For a moment, Alfred's respect for Kaela's mamma underwent a sud-
den shock, and lessened considerably; but, dazzled by the light which
surrounded Kaela, he soon found it quite natural that the old lady
should have no eye for color. After all, it was of very little consequence;
for Kaela's mamma had the best of all possessions; namely, Kaela herself.

Alfred and Kaela were betrothed, which was a very natural result; and
the betrothal was announced in the newspaper of the little town. Mama
purchased thirty copies of the paper, that she might cut out the
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paragraph and send it to friends and acquaintances.The betrothed pair
were very happy, and the mother was happy too. Shesaid it seemedlike
connecting herself with Thorwalsden.

"You are a true successorof Thorwalsden," she said to Alfred; and it
seemed to him as if, in this instance, mamma had said a clever thing.
Kaela was silent; but her eyes shone, her lips smiled, every movement
was graceful,Ñin fact, she was beautiful; that cannot be repeated too of-
ten. Alfred decided to take a bust of Kaela aswell asof her mother. They
sat to him accordingly, and saw how he moulded and formed the soft
clay with his fingers.

"I suppose it is only on our account that you perform this common-
place work yourself, instead of leaving it to your servant to do all that
sticking together."

"It is really necessary that I should mould the clay myself," he replied.
"Ah, yes, you are always so polite," said mamma, with a smile; and

Kaela silently pressed his hand, all soiled as it was with the clay.
Then he unfolded to them both the beauties of Nature, in all her

works; he pointed out to them how, in the scale of creation, inanimate
matter was inferior to animate nature; the plant above the mineral, the
animal above the plant, and man above them all. He strove to show them
how the beauty of the mind could be displayed in the outward form, and
that it was the sculptor's task to seize upon that beauty of expression,
and produce it in his works. Kaela stood silent, but nodded in approba-
tion of what he said, while mamma-in-law made the following
confession:Ñ

"It is difficult to follow you; but I go hobbling along after you with my
thoughts, though what you say makes my head whirl round and round.
Still I contrive to lay hold on some of it."

Kaela's beauty had a firm hold on Alfred; it filled his soul, and held a
mastery over him. Beauty beamed from Kaela'severy feature, glittered in
her eyes, lurked in the corners of her mouth, and pervaded every move-
ment of her agile fingers. Alfred, the sculptor, saw this. He spoke only to
her, thought only of her, and the two becameone; and so it may be said
she spoke much, for he was always talking to her; and he and she were
one. Such was the betrothal, and then came the wedding, with bride's-
maids and wedding presents,all duly mentioned in the wedding speech.
Mamma-in-law had set up Thorwalsden's bust at the end of the table, at-
tired in a dressing-gown; it was her fancy that he should be a guest.
Songswere sung, and cheersgiven; for it was a gay wedding, and they
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were a handsome pair. "Pygmalion loved his Galatea," said one of the
songs.

"Ah, that is some of your mythologies," said mamma-in-law.
Next day the youthful pair started for Copenhagen, where they were

to live; mamma-in-law accompanied them, to attend to the "coarse
work," as she always called the domestic arrangements. Kaela looked
like a doll in a doll's house, for everything was bright and new, and so
fine. There they sat, all three; and as for Alfred, a proverb may describe
his positionÑhe looked like a swan amongst the geese.The magic of
form had enchanted him; he had looked at the casket without caring to
inquire what it contained, and that omission often brings the greatestun-
happiness into married life. The casket may be injured, the gilding may
fall off, and then the purchaser regrets his bargain.

In a large party it is very disagreeable to find a button giving way,
with no studs at hand to fall back upon; but it is worse still in a large
company to be conscious that your wife and mother-in-law are talking
nonsense,and that you cannot depend upon yourself to produce a little
ready wit to carry off the stupidity of the whole affair.

The young married pair often sat together hand in hand; he would
talk, but she could only now and then let fall a word in the samemelodi-
ous voice, the same bell-like tones. It was a mental relief when Sophy,
one of her friends, came to pay them a visit. Sophy was not, pretty. She
was, however, quite free from any physical deformity, although Kaela
used to say she was a little crooked; but no eye, save an intimate ac-
quaintance, would have noticed it. She was a very sensible girl, yet it
never occurred to her that she might be a dangerous person in such a
house. Her appearance created a new atmosphere in the doll's house,
and air was really required, they all owned that. They felt the want of a
change of air, and consequently the young couple and their mother trav-
elled to Italy.

"Thank heaven we are at home again within our own four walls," said
mamma-in-law and daughter both, on their return after a year's absence.

"There is no real pleasure in travelling," said mamma; "to tell the truth,
it's very wearisome; I beg pardon for saying so. I was soon very tired of
it, although I had my children with me; and, besides,it's very expensive
work travelling, very expensive. And all those galleries one is expected
to see,and the quantity of things you are obliged to run after! It must be
done, for very shame; you are sure to be asked when you come back if
you have seeneverything, and will most likely be told that you've omit-
ted to seewhat was best worth seeing of all. I got tired at last of those
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endless Madonnas; I began to think I was turning into a Madonna
myself."

"And then the living, mamma," said Kaela.
"Yes, indeed," she replied, "no such a thing as a respectable meat

soupÑtheir cookery is miserable stuff."
The journey had also tired Kaela; but she was always fatigued, that

was the worst of it. So they sent for Sophy, and she was taken into the
house to reside with them, and her presence there was a great
advantage. Mamma-in-law acknowledged that Sophy was not only a
clever housewife, but well-informed and accomplished, though that
could hardly be expected in a person of her limited means.Shewas also
a generous-hearted, faithful girl; she showed that thoroughly while
Kaela lay sick, fading away. When the casket is everything, the casket
should be strong, or elseall is over. And all was over with the casket,for
Kaela died.

"Shewas beautiful," said her mother; "she was quite different from the
beauties they call 'antiques,' for they are so damaged. A beauty ought to
be perfect, and Kaela was a perfect beauty."

Alfred wept, and mamma wept, and they both wore mourning. The
black dress suited mamma very well, and she wore mourning the
longest. Shehad also to experience another grief in seeing Alfred marry
again, marry Sophy, who was nothing at all to look at. "He's gone to the
very extreme," said mamma-in-law; "he has gone from the most beautiful
to the ugliest, and he has forgotten his first wife. Men have no constancy.
My husband was a very different man,Ñbut then he died before me."

"'Pygmalion loved his Galatea,' was in the song they sung at my first
wedding," said Alfred; "I once fell in love with a beautiful statue, which
awoke to life in my arms; but the kindred soul, which is a gift from heav-
en, the angel who can feel and sympathize with and elevate us, I have
not found and won till now. You came, Sophy, not in the glory of out-
ward beauty, though you are even fairer than is necessary. The chief
thing still remains. You came to teach the sculptor that his work is but
dust and clay only, an outward form made of a material that decays,and
that what we should seek to obtain is the ethereal essenceof mind and
spirit. Poor Kaela! our life was but as a meeting by the way-side; in yon-
der world, where we shall know each other from a union of mind, we
shall be but mere acquaintances."

"That was not a loving speech,"said Sophy, "nor spoken like a Christi-
an. In a future state, where there is neither marrying nor giving in mar-
riage, but where, as you say, souls are attracted to each other by
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sympathy; there everything beautiful develops itself, and is raised to a
higher state of existence:her soul will acquire such completeness that it
may harmonize with yours, even more than mine, and you will then
once more utter your first rapturous exclamation of your love, 'Beautiful,
most beautiful!'"
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Chapter7
The Beetle Who Went on His Travels

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Have you ever been in the Emperor's stable?"asked the beetle. "There
the moisture is warm and refreshing; that's the climate for me, but I
could not take it with me on my travels. Is there not even a dunghill here
in this garden, where a person of rank, like myself, could take up his
abode and feel at home?" But the frogs either did not or would not un-
derstand him.

"I never ask a question twice," said the beetle, after he had asked this
one three times, and received no answer. Then he went on a little farther
and stumbled against a piece of broken crockery-ware, which certainly
ought not to have been lying there. But as it was there, it formed a good
shelter against wind and weather to several families of earwigs who
dwelt in it. Their requirements were not many, they were very sociable,
and full of affection for their children, so much so that eachmother con-
sidered her own child the most beautiful and clever of them all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"That is quite out in the great world, on the other side of the ditch,"
answered an earwig, "I hope none of my children will ever go so far, it
would be the death of me."
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"But I shall try to get so far," said the beetle,and he walked off without
taking any formal leave, which is considered a polite thing to do.

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

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

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

came from the emperor's stable, where I was born, with golden shoeson
my feet. I am travelling on a secret embassy, but you must not ask me
any questions, for I cannot betray my secret."

Then the beetle stepped down into the rich mud, where sat three
young-lady beetles, who tittered, because they did not know what to say.

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

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

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

But of course the beetle'sintentions were serious, and after a while our
friend was engaged.The mother gave them her blessing, and all the oth-
er beetles cried "hurrah."

Immediately after the betrothal came the marriage, for there was no
reason to delay. The following day passedvery pleasantly, and the next
was tolerably comfortable; but on the third it becamenecessaryfor him
to think of getting food for his wife, and, perhaps, for children.

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

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

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

"Well, she can be unmarried again, and remain here with my other
daughters," said the mother. "Fie on the villain that forsook her!"
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In the mean time the beetle, who had sailed acrossthe ditch on a cab-
bage leaf, had been journeying on the other side. In the morning two per-
sons came up to the ditch. When they saw him they took him up and
turned him over and over, looking very learned all the time, especially
one, who was a boy. "Allah seesthe black beetle in the black stone, and
the black rock. Is not that written in the Koran?" he asked.

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

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

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

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

But all was not yet over. A boat, in which were a few young girls,
came rowing up. "Look, yonder is an old wooden shoe sailing along,"
said one of the younger girls.

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

fished it out of the water. One of them drew a small pair of scissorsfrom
her pocket, and cut the worsted without hurting the beetle, and when
she stepped on shore she placed him on the grass. "There," she said,
"creep away, or fly, if thou canst. It is a splendid thing to have thy
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liberty." Away flew the beetle, straight through the open window of a
large building; there he sank down, tired and exhausted, exactly on the
mane of the emperor's favorite horse, who was standing in his stable;
and the beetle found himself at home again. For some time he clung to
the mane, that he might recover himself. "Well," he said, "here I am,
seatedon the emperor's favorite horse,Ñsitting upon him as if I were the
emperor himself. But what was it the farrier asked me? Ah, I remember
now,Ñthat's a good thought,Ñhe asked me why the golden shoeswere
given to the horse. The answer is quite clear to me, now. They were giv-
en to the horse on my account." And this reflection put the beetle into a
good temper. The sun's rays also came streaming into the stable, and
shone upon him, and made the place lively and bright. "Travelling ex-
pands the mind very much," said the beetle. "The world is not so bad
after all, if you know how to take things as they come.
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Chapter8
The Bell

IN the narrow streets of a large town people often heard in the evening,
when the sun was setting, and his last rays gave a golden tint to the
chimney-pots, a strange noise which resembled the sound of a church
bell; it only lasted an instant, for it was lost in the continual roar of traffic
and hum of voices which rose from the town. "The evening bell is
ringing," people used to say; "the sun is setting!" Those who walked out-
side the town, where the houses were less crowded and interspersed by
gardens and little fields, saw the evening sky much better, and heard the
sound of the bell much more clearly. It seemed as though the sound
came from a church, deep in the calm, fragrant wood, and thither people
looked with devout feelings.

A considerable time elapsed: one said to the other, "I really wonder if
there is a church out in the wood. The bell has indeed a strange sweet
sound! Shall we go there and seewhat the causeof it is?" The rich drove,
the poor walked, but the way seemedto them extraordinarily long, and
when they arrived at a number of willow treeson the border of the wood
they sat down, looked up into the great branchesand thought they were
now really in the wood. A confectioner from the town also cameout and
put up a stall there; then cameanother confectioner who hung a bell over
his stall, which was covered with pitch to protect it from the rain, but the
clapper was wanting.

When people came home they used to say that it had been very ro-
mantic, and that really means something else than merely taking tea.
Three persons declared that they had gone as far as the end of the wood;
they had always heard the strange sound, but there it seemedto them as
if it came from the town. One of them wrote verses about the bell, and
said that it was like the voice of a mother speaking to an intelligent and
beloved child; no tune, he said, was sweeter than the sound of the bell.
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The emperor of the country heard of it, and declared that he who
would really find out where the sound camefrom should receive the title
of "Bellringer to the World," even if there was no bell at all.

Now many went out into the wood for the sakeof this splendid berth;
but only one of them came back with some sort of explanation. None of
them had gone far enough, nor had he, and yet he said that the sound of
the bell came from a large owl in a hollow tree. It was a wisdom owl,
which continually knocked its head against the tree, but he was unable
to say with certainty whether its head or the hollow trunk of the tree was
the cause of the noise.

He was appointed "Bellringer to the World," and wrote every year a
short dissertation on the owl, but by this means people did not become
any wiser than they had been before.

It was just confirmation-day. The clergyman had delivered a beautiful
and touching sermon, the candidates were deeply moved by it; it was in-
deed a very important day for them; they were all at once transformed
from mere children to grown-up people; the childish soul was to fly
over, as it were, into a more reasonable being.

The sun shone most brightly; and the sound of the great unknown bell
was heard more distinctly than ever. They had a mind to go thither, all
except three. One of them wished to go home and try on her ball dress,
for this very dress and the ball were the cause of her being confirmed
this time, otherwise she would not have been allowed to go. The second,
a poor boy, had borrowed a coat and a pair of boots from the son of his
landlord to be confirmed in, and he had to return them at a certain time.
The third said that he never went into strange places if his parents were
not with him; he had always beena good child, and wished to remain so,
even after being confirmed, and they ought not to tease him for this;
they, however, did it all the same.Thesethree, therefore did not go; the
others went on. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, and the
confirmed children sang too, holding each other by the hand, for they
had no position yet, and they were all equal in the eyes of God. Two of
the smallest soon becametired and returned to the town; two little girls
sat down and made garlands of flowers, they, therefore, did not go on.
When the others arrived at the willow trees, where the confectioner had
put up his stall, they said: "Now we are out here; the bell does not in
reality existÑit is only something that people imagine!"

Then suddenly the sound of the bell was heard so beautifully and sol-
emnly from the wood that four or five made up their minds to go still
further on. The wood was very thickly grown. It was difficult to
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advance:wood lilies and anemonesgrew almost too high; flowering con-
volvuli and brambles were hanging like garlands from tree to tree; while
the nightingales were singing and the sunbeams played. That was very
beautiful! But the way was unfit for the girls; they would have torn their
dresses. Large rocks, covered with moss of various hues, were lying
about; the fresh spring water rippled forth with a peculiar sound. "I don't
think that can be the bell," said one of the confirmed children, and then
he lay down and listened. "We must try to find out if it is!" And there he
remained, and let the others walk on.

They cameto a hut built of the bark of treesand branches;a large crab-
apple tree spread its branchesover it, as if it intended to pour all its fruit
on the roof, upon which roses were blooming; the long boughs covered
the gable, where a little bell was hanging. Was this the one they had
heard? All agreed that it must be so, except one who said that the bell
was too small and too thin to be heard at such a distance, and that it had
quite a different sound to that which had so touched men's hearts.

He who spoke was a king's son, and therefore the others said that such
a one always wishes to be cleverer than other people.

Therefore they let him go alone; and as he walked on, the solitude of
the wood produced a feeling of reverence in his breast; but still he heard
the little bell about which the others rejoiced, and sometimes, when the
wind blew in that direction, he could hear the sounds from the
confectioner's stall, where the others were singing at tea. But the deep
sounds of the bell were much stronger; soon it seemedto him as if an or-
gan played an accompanimentÑthe sound came from the left, from the
side where the heart is. Now something rustled among the bushes,and a
little boy stood before the king's son, in wooden shoesand such a short
jacket that the sleevesdid not reach to his wrists. They knew eachother:
the boy was the one who had not been able to go with them becausehe
had to take the coat and boots back to his landlord's son. That he had
done, and had started again in his wooden shoesand old clothes, for the
sound of the bell was too enticingÑhe felt he must go on.

"We might go together," said the king's son. But the poor boy with the
wooden shoes was quite ashamed; he pulled at the short sleevesof his
jacket, and said that he was afraid he could not walk so fast; besides,he
was of opinion that the bell ought to be sought at the right, for there was
all that was grand and magnificent.

"Then we shall not meet," said the king's son, nodding to the poor boy,
who went into the deepest part of the wood, where the thorns tore his
shabby clothes and scratched his hands, face, and feet until they bled.
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The king's son also received several good scratches, but the sun was
shining on his way, and it is he whom we will now follow, for he was a
quick fellow. "I will and must find the bell," he said, "if I have to go to the
end of the world."

Ugly monkeys sat high in the branchesand clenched their teeth. "Shall
we beat him?" they said. "Shall we thrash him? He is a king's son!"

But he walked on undaunted, deeper and deeper into the wood, where
the most wonderful flowers were growing; there were standing white
star lilies with blood-red stamens,sky-blue tulips shining when the wind
moved them; apple-trees covered with apples like large glittering soap
bubbles: only think how resplendent these trees were in the sunshine!
All around were beautiful green meadows, where hart and hind played
in the grass. There grew magnificent oaks and beech-trees;and if the
bark was split of any of them, long blades of grassgrew out of the clefts;
there were also large smooth lakes in the wood, on which the swans
were swimming about and flapping their wings. The king's son often
stood still and listened; sometimes he thought that the sound of the bell
rose up to him out of one of thesedeep lakes, but soon he found that this
was a mistake, and that the bell was ringing still farther in the wood.
Then the sun set, the clouds were as red as fire; it became quiet in the
wood; he sank down on his knees, sang an evening hymn and said: "I
shall never find what I am looking for! Now the sun is setting, and the
night, the dark night, is approaching. Yet I may perhaps see the round
sun once more before he disappears beneath the horizon. I will climb up
these rocks, they are as high as the highest trees!" And then, taking hold
of the creepersand roots, he climbed up on the wet stones,where water-
snakes were wriggling and the toads, as it were, barked at him: he
reached the top before the sun, seen from such a height, had quite set.
"Oh, what a splendour!" The sea, the great majestic sea, which was
rolling its long waves against the shore, stretched out before him, and
the sun was standing like a large bright altar and there where sea and
heaven metÑall melted together in the most glowing colours; the wood
was singing, and his heart too. The whole of nature was one large holy
church, in which the trees and hovering clouds formed the pillars, the
flowers and grass the woven velvet carpet, and heaven itself was the
great cupola; up there the flame colour vanished as soon as the sun dis-
appeared, but millions of stars were lighted; diamond lamps were shin-
ing, and the king's son stretched his arms out towards heaven, towards
the sea, and towards the wood. Then suddenly the poor boy with the
short-sleeved jacket and the wooden shoesappeared; he had arrived just

42



as quickly on the road he had chosen.And they ran towards each other
and took one another's hand, in the great cathedral of nature and poesy,
and above them sounded the invisible holy bell; happy spirits surroun-
ded them, singing hallelujahs and rejoicing.
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Chapter9
The Bell-Deep

"DING-DONG! ding-dong!" It sounds up from the "bell-deep" in the
Odense-Au. Every child in the old town of Odense,on the island of Fun-
en, knows the Au, which washes the gardens round about the town, and
flows on under the wooden bridges from the dam to the water-mill. In
the Au grow the yellow water-lilies and brown feathery reeds; the dark
velvety flag grows there, high and thick; old and decayed willows, slant-
ing and tottering, hang far out over the stream beside the monk's mead-
ow and by the bleaching ground; but opposite there are gardens upon
gardens, each different from the rest, some with pretty flowers and
bowers like little dolls' pleasure grounds, often displaying cabbageand
other kitchen plants; and here and there the gardens cannot be seen at
all, for the great elder trees that spread themselves out by the bank, and
hang far out over the streaming waters, which are deeper here and there
than an oar can fathom. Opposite the old nunnery is the deepest place,
which is called the "bell-deep," and there dwells the old water spirit, the
"Au-mann." This spirit sleeps through the day while the sun shines
down upon the water; but in starry and moonlit nights he shows himself.
He is very old. Grandmother says that she has heard her own grand-
mother tell of him; he is said to lead a solitary life, and to have nobody
with whom he can conversesave the great old church Bell. Once the Bell
hung in the church tower; but now there is no trace left of the tower or of
the church, which was called St. Alban's.

"Ding-dong! ding-dong!" sounded the Bell, when the tower still stood
there; and one evening, while the sun was setting, and the Bell was
swinging away bravely, it broke loose and came flying down through
the air, the brilliant metal shining in the ruddy beam.

"Ding-dong! ding-dong! Now I'll retire to rest!" sang the Bell, and flew
down into the Odense-Au, where it is deepest;and that is why the place
is called the "bell-deep."
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But the Bell got neither rest nor sleep.Down in the Au-mann's haunt it
sounds and rings, so that the tones sometimes pierce upward through
the waters; and many people maintain that its strains forebode the death
of some one; but that is not true, for the Bell is only talking with the Au-
mann, who is now no longer alone.

And what is the Bell telling? It is old, very old, as we have already ob-
served; it was there long before grandmother's grandmother was born;
and yet it is but a child in comparison with the Au-mann, who is quite an
old quiet personage, an oddity, with his hose of eel-skin, and his scaly
Jacketwith the yellow lilies for buttons, and a wreath of reed in his hair
and seaweed in his beard; but he looks very pretty for all that.

What the Bell tells? To repeat it all would require years and days; for
year by year it is telling the old stories, sometimes short ones,sometimes
long ones, according to its whim; it tells of old times, of the dark hard
times, thus:

"In the church of St. Alban, the monk had mounted up into the tower.
He was young and handsome, but thoughtful exceedingly. He looked
through the loophole out upon the Odense-Au, when the bed of the wa-
ter was yet broad, and the monks' meadow was still a lake. He looked
out over it, and over the rampart, and over the nuns' hill opposite, where
the convent lay, and the light gleamed forth from the nun's cell. He had
known the nun right well, and he thought of her, and his heart beat
quicker as he thought. Ding-dong! ding-dong!"

Yes, this was the story the Bell told.
"Into the tower came also the dapper man-servant of the bishop; and

when I, the Bell, who am made of metal, rang hard and loud, and swung
to and fro, I might have beaten out his brains. He sat down close under
me, and played with two little sticks as if they had been a stringed in-
strument; and he sang to it. 'Now I may sing it out aloud, though at other
times I may not whisper it. I may sing of everything that is kept con-
cealed behind lock and bars. Yonder it is cold and wet. The rats are eat-
ing her up alive! Nobody knows of it! Nobody hears of it! Not even now,
for the bell is ringing and singing its loud Ding-dong, ding-dong!'

"There was a King in those days. They called him Canute. He bowed
himself before bishop and monk; but when he offended the free peasants
with heavy taxes and hard words, they seized their weapons and put
him to flight like a wild beast.He sought shelter in the church, and shut
gate and door behind him. The violent band surrounded the church; I
heard tell of it. The crows, ravens and magpies started up in terror at the
yelling and shouting that sounded around. They flew into the tower and
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out again, they looked down upon the throng below, and they also
looked into the windows of the church, and screamed out aloud what
they saw there. King Canute knelt before the altar in prayer; his brothers
Eric and Benedict stood by him as a guard with drawn swords; but the
King's servant, the treacherous Blake, betrayed his master. The throng in
front of the church knew where they could hit the King, and one of them
flung a stone through a pane of glass, and the King lay there dead! The
cries and screamsof the savagehorde and of the birds sounded through
the air, and I joined in it also; for I sang 'Ding-dong! ding-dong!'

"The church bell hangs high, and looks far around, and seesthe birds
around it, and understands their language. The wind roars in upon it
through windows and loopholes; and the wind knows everything, for he
gets it from the air, which encircles all things, and the church bell under-
stands his tongue, and rings it out into the world, 'Ding-dong! ding-
dong!'

"But it was too much for me to hear and to know; I was not able any
longer to ring it out. I became so tired, so heavy, that the beam broke,
and I flew out into the gleaming Au, where the water is deepest, and
where the Au-mann lives, solitary and alone; and year by year I tell him
what I have heard and what I know. Ding-dong! ding-dong"

Thus it sounds complainingly out of the bell-deep in the Odense-Au.
That is what grandmother told us.

But the schoolmaster says that there was not any bell that rung down
there, for that it could not do so; and that no Au-mann dwelt yonder, for
there was no Au-mann at all! And when all the other church bells are
sounding sweetly, he says that it is not really the bells that are sounding,
but that it is the air itself which sends forth the notes; and grandmother
said to us that the Bell itself said it was the air who told it to him, con-
sequently they are agreed on that point, and this much is sure.

"Be cautious, cautious, and take good heed to thyself," they both say.
The air knows everything. It is around us, it is in us, it talks of our

thoughts and of our deeds, and it speaks longer of them than does the
Bell down in the depths of the Odense-Au where the Au-mann dwells. It
rings it out in the vault of heaven, far, far out, forever and ever, till the
heaven bells sound "Ding-dong! ding-dong!"
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Chapter10
The Bishop of Borglum and His Warriors

OUR sceneis laid in Northern Jutland, in the so-called "wild moor." We
hear what is called the "Wester-wow-wow"Ñthe peculiar roar of the
North Seaas it breaks against the western coast of Jutland. It rolls and
thunders with a sound that penetrates for miles into the land; and we are
quite near the roaring. Before us rises a great mound of sandÑa moun-
tain we have long seen, and towards which we are wending our way,
driving slowly along through the deep sand. On this mountain of sand is
a lofty old buildingÑthe convent of Borglum. In one of its wings (the lar-
ger one) there is still a church. And at this convent we now arrive in the
late evening hour; but the weather is clear in the bright June night
around us, and the eye can range far, far over field and moor to the Bay
of Aalborg, over heath and meadow, and far across the deep blue sea.

Now we are there, and roll past between barns and other farm build-
ings; and at the left of the gate we turn aside to the Old Castle Farm,
where the lime trees stand in lines along the walls, and, sheltered from
the wind and weather, grow so luxuriantly that their twigs and leavesal-
most conceal the windows.

We mount the winding staircaseof stone, and march through the long
passagesunder the heavy roof-beams. The wind moans very strangely
here, both within and without. It is hardly known how, but the people
sayÑyes, people say a great many things when they are frightened or
want to frighten othersÑthey say that the old dead choir-men glide si-
lently past us into the church, where mass is sung. They can be heard in
the rushing of the storm, and their singing brings up strange thoughts in
the hearersÑthoughts of the old times into which we are carried back.

On the coast a ship is stranded; and the bishop's warriors are there,
and spare not those whom the seahas spared. The seawashes away the
blood that has flowed from the cloven skulls. The stranded goods belong
to the bishop, and there is a store of goods here. The sea casts up tubs
and barrels filled with costly wine for the convent cellar, and in the
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convent is already good store of beer and mead. There is plenty in the
kitchenÑdead game and poultry, hams and sausages;and fat fish swim
in the ponds without.

The Bishop of Borglum is a mighty lord. He has great possessions,but
still he longs for moreÑeverything must bow before the mighty Olaf
Glob. His rich cousin at Thyland is dead, and his widow is to have the
rich inheritance. But how comes it that one relation is always harder to-
wards another than even strangers would be?The widow's husband had
possessedall Thyland, with the exception of the church property. Her
son was not at home. In his boyhood he had already started on a jour-
ney, for his desire was to seeforeign lands and strange people. For years
there had been no news of him. Perhaps he had been long laid in the
grave, and would never come back to his home, to rule where his mother
then ruled.

"What has a woman to do with rule?" said the bishop.
He summoned the widow before a law court; but what did he gain

thereby? The widow had never been disobedient to the law, and was
strong in her just rights.

Bishop Olaf of Borglum, what dost thou purpose? What writest thou
on yonder smooth parchment, sealing it with thy seal,and intrusting it to
the horsemen and servants, who ride away, far away, to the city of the
Pope?

It is the time of falling leaves and of stranded ships, and soon icy
winter will come.

Twice had icy winter returned before the bishop welcomed the horse-
men and servants back to their home. They camefrom Rome with a pap-
al decreeÑa ban, or bull, against the widow who had dared to offend the
pious bishop. "Cursed be she and all that belongs to her. Let her be ex-
pelled from the congregation and the Church. Let no man stretch forth a
helping hand to her, and let friends and relations avoid her as a plague
and a pestilence!"

"What will not bend must break," said the Bishop of Borglum
And all forsake the widow; but she holds fast to her God. He is her

helper and defender.
One servant onlyÑan old maidÑremained faithful to her; and with

the old servant, the widow herself followed the plough; and the crop
grew, although the land had been cursed by the Pope and by the bishop.

"Thou child of perdition, I will yet carry out my purpose!" cried the
Bishop of Borglum. "Now will I lay the hand of the Pope upon thee, to
summon thee before the tribunal that shall condemn thee!"
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Then did the widow yoke the last two oxen that remained to her to a
wagon, and mounted up on the wagon, with her old servant, and trav-
elled away across the heath out of the Danish land. As a stranger she
came into a foreign country, where a strange tongue was spoken and
where new customs prevailed. Farther and farther she journeyed, to
where green hills rise into mountains, and the vine clothes their sides.
Strangemerchants drive by her, and they look anxiously after their wag-
ons laden with merchandise. They fear an attack from the armed follow-
ers of the robber-knights. The two poor women, in their humble vehicle
drawn by two black oxen, travel fearlessly through the dangerous
sunken road and through the darksome forest. And now they were in
Franconia. And there met them a stalwart knight, with a train of twelve
armed followers. He paused, gazed at the strange vehicle, and ques-
tioned the women as to the goal of their journey and the place whence
they came.Then one of them mentioned Thyland in Denmark, and spoke
of her sorrows, of her woes, which were soon to cease,for so Divine
Providence had willed it. For the stranger knight is the widow's son! He
seized her hand, he embraced her, and the mother wept. For years she
had not been able to weep, but had only bitten her lips till the blood
started.

It is the time of falling leaves and of stranded ships, and soon will icy
winter come.

The searolled wine-tubs to the shore for the bishop's cellar. In the kit-
chen the deer roasted on the spit before the fire. At Borglum it was warm
and cheerful in the heated rooms, while cold winter raged without, when
a piece of news was brought to the bishop. "JensGlob, of Thyland, has
come back, and his mother with him." JensGlob laid a complaint against
the bishop, and summoned him before the temporal and the spiritual
court.

"That will avail him little," said the bishop. "Best leave off thy efforts,
knight Jens."

Again it is the time of falling leaves and stranded ships. Icy winter
comesagain, and the "white bees"are swarming, and sting the traveller's
face till they melt.

"Keen weather to-day!" say the people, as they step in.
Jens Glob stands so deeply wrapped in thought, that he singes the

skirt of his wide garment.
"Thou Borglum bishop," he exclaims, "I shall subdue thee after all!

Under the shield of the Pope, the law cannot reach thee; but JensGlob
shall reach thee!"
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Then he writes a letter to his brother-in-law, Olaf Hase, in Sallingland,
and prays that knight to meet him on Christmas eve, at mass, in the
church at Widberg. The bishop himself is to read the mass, and con-
sequently will journey from Borglum to Thyland; and this is known to
Jens Glob.

Moorland and meadow are covered with ice and snow. The marsh will
bear horse and rider, the bishop with his priests and armed men. They
ride the shortest way, through the waving reeds, where the wind moans
sadly.

Blow thy brazen trumpet, thou trumpeter clad in fox-skin! it sounds
merrily in the clear air. So they ride on over heath and moorlandÑover
what is the garden of Fata Morgana in the hot summer, though now icy,
like all the countryÑtowards the church of Widberg.

The wind is blowing his trumpet tooÑblowing it harder and harder.
He blows up a stormÑa terrible stormÑthat increasesmore and more.
Towards the church they ride, as fast as they may through the storm. The
church stands firm, but the storm careers on over field and moorland,
over land and sea.

Borglum's bishop reachesthe church; but Olaf Hase will scarcedo so,
however hard he may ride. He journeys with his warriors on the farther
side of the bay, in order that he may help JensGlob, now that the bishop
is to be summoned before the judgment seat of the Highest.

The church is the judgment hall; the altar is the council table. The
lights burn clear in the heavy brass candelabra. The storm reads out the
accusation and the sentence, roaming in the air over moor and heath,
and over the rolling waters. No ferry-boat can sail over the bay in such
weather as this.

Olaf Hase makes halt at Ottesworde. There he dismisses his warriors,
presents them with their horses and harness, and gives them leave to
ride home and greet his wife. He intends to risk his life alone in the roar-
ing waters; but they are to bear witness for him that it is not his fault if
JensGlob stands without reinforcement in the church at Widberg. The
faithful warriors will not leave him, but follow him out into the deep wa-
ters. Ten of them are carried away; but Olaf Hase and two of the young-
est men reach the farther side. They have still four miles to ride.

It is past midnight. It is Christmas. The wind has abated. The church is
lighted up; the gleaming radiance shines through the window-frames,
and pours out over meadow and heath. The masshas long been finished,
silence reigns in the church, and the wax is heard dropping from the
candles to the stone pavement. And now Olaf Hase arrives.
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In the forecourt Jens Glob greets him kindly, and says,
"I have just made an agreement with the bishop."
"Sayestthou so?"replied Olaf Hase. "Then neither thou nor the bishop

shall quit this church alive."
And the sword leaps from the scabbard, and Olaf Hase deals a blow

that makes the panel of the church door, which JensGlob hastily closes
between them, fly in fragments.

"Hold, brother! First hear what the agreement was that I made. I have
slain the bishop and his warriors and priests. They will have no word
more to say in the matter, nor will I speak again of all the wrong that my
mother has endured."

The long wicks of the altar lights glimmer red; but there is a redder
gleam upon the pavement, where the bishop lies with cloven skull, and
his dead warriors around him, in the quiet of the holy Christmas night.

And four days afterwards the bells toll for a funeral in the convent of
Borglum. The murdered bishop and the slain warriors and priests are
displayed under a black canopy, surrounded by candelabra decked with
crape. There lies the dead man, in the black cloak wrought with silver;
the crozier in the powerless hand that was once so mighty. The incense
rises in clouds, and the monks chant the funeral hymn. It sounds like a
wailÑit sounds like a sentenceof wrath and condemnation, that must be
heard far over the land, carried by the windÑsung by the windÑthe
wail that sometimes is silent, but never dies; for ever again it rises in
song, singing even into our own time this legend of the Bishop of Bor-
glum and his hard nephew. It is heard in the dark night by the
frightened husbandman, driving by in the heavy sandy road past the
convent of Borglum. It is heard by the sleepless listener in the thickly-
walled rooms at Borglum. And not only to the ear of superstition is the
sighing and the tread of hurrying feet audible in the long echoing pas-
sagesleading to the convent door that has long been locked. The door
still seems to open, and the lights seem to flame in the brazen candle-
sticks; the fragrance of incense arises; the church gleams in its ancient
splendor; and the monks sing and say the mass over the slain bishop,
who lies there in the black silver-embroidered mantle, with the crozier in
his powerless hand; and on his pale proud forehead gleams the red
wound like fire, and there burn the worldly mind and the wicked
thoughts.

Sink down into his graveÑinto oblivionÑye terrible shapes of the
times of old!
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Hark to the raging of the angry wind, sounding above the rolling sea!
A storm approaches without, calling aloud for human lives. The seahas
not put on a new mind with the new time. This night it is a horrible pit to
devour up lives, and to-morrow, perhaps, it may be a glassy mir-
rorÑeven as in the old time that we have buried. Sleep sweetly, if thou
canst sleep!

Now it is morning.
The new time flings sunshine into the room. The wind still keeps up

mightily. A wreck is announcedÑas in the old time.
During the night, down yonder by Lokken, the little fishing village

with the red-tiled roofsÑwe can seeit up here from the windowÑa ship
has come ashore. It has struck, and is fast embedded in the sand; but the
rocket apparatus has thrown a rope on board, and formed a bridge from
the wreck to the mainland; and all on board are saved, and reach the
land, and are wrapped in warm blankets; and to-day they are invited to
the farm at the convent of Borglum. In comfortable rooms they encounter
hospitality and friendly faces. They are addressed in the language of
their country, and the piano sounds for them with melodies of their nat-
ive land; and before thesehave died away, the chord has beenstruck, the
wire of thought that reachesto the land of the sufferers announces that
they are rescued.Then their anxieties are dispelled; and at even they join
in the dance at the feast given in the great hall at Borglum. Waltzes and
Styrian dances are given, and Danish popular songs, and melodies of
foreign lands in these modern times.

Blessedbe thou, new time! Speak thou of summer and of purer gales!
Sendthy sunbeamsgleaming into our hearts and thoughts! On thy glow-
ing canvas let them be paintedÑthe dark legends of the rough hard
times that are past!
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Chapter11
The Bottle Neck

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

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

"Yes, you may sing very well, you have all your limbs uninjured; you
should feel what it is like to lose your body, and only have a neck and a
mouth left, with a cork stuck in it, as I have: you wouldn't sing then, I
know. After all, it is just as well that there are some who can be happy. I
have no reason to sing, nor could I sing now if I were ever so happy; but
when I was a whole bottle, and they rubbed me with a cork, didn't I sing
then? I used to be called a complete lark. I remember when I went out to
a picnic with the furrier's family, on the day his daughter was be-
trothed,Ñit seemsas if it only happened yesterday. I have gone through
a great deal in my time, when I come to recollect: I have been in the fire
and in the water, I have been deep in the earth, and have mounted high-
er in the air than most other people, and now I am swinging here, out-
side a bird-cage, in the air and the sunshine. Oh, indeed, it would be
worth while to hear my history; but I do not speak it aloud, for a good
reasonÑbecause I cannot."
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Then the bottle neck related his history, which was really rather re-
markable; he, in fact, related it to himself, or, at least, thought it in his
own mind. The little bird sang his own song merrily; in the street below
there was driving and running to and fro, every one thought of his own
affairs, or perhaps of nothing at all; but the bottle neck thought deeply.
He thought of the blazing furnace in the factory, where he had been
blown into life; he remembered how hot it felt when he was placed in the
heated oven, the home from which he sprang, and that he had a strong
inclination to leap out again directly; but after a while it becamecooler,
and he found himself very comfortable. He had been placed in a row,
with a whole regiment of his brothers and sisters all brought out of the
same furnace; some of them had certainly been blown into champagne
bottles, and others into beer bottles, which made a little difference
between them. In the world it often happens that a beer bottle may con-
tain the most precious wine, and a champagne bottle be filled with black-
ing, but even in decay it may always be seen whether a man has been
well born. Nobility remains noble, as a champagne bottle remains the
same, even with blacking in its interior. When the bottles were packed
our bottle was packed amongst them; it little expected then to finish its
career as a bottle neck, or to be used as a water-glass to a bird's-cage,
which is, after all, a place of honor, for it is to be of some use in the
world. The bottle did not behold the light of day again, until it was un-
packed with the rest in the wine merchant's cellar, and, for the first time,
rinsed with water, which caused some very curious sensations.There it
lay empty, and without a cork, and it had a peculiar feeling, as if it
wanted something it knew not what. At last it was filled with rich and
costly wine, a cork was placed in it, and sealed down. Then it was la-
belled "first quality," as if it had carried off the first prize at an examina-
tion; besides, the wine and the bottle were both good, and while we are
young is the time for poetry. There were sounds of song within the
bottle, of things it could not understand, of green sunny mountains,
where the vines grow and where the merry vine-dressers laugh, sing,
and are merry. "Ah, how beautiful is life." All thesetones of joy and song
in the bottle were like the working of a young poet's brain, who often
knows not the meaning of the tones which are sounding within him. One
morning the bottle found a purchaser in the furrier's apprentice, who
was told to bring one of the best bottles of wine. It was placed in the pro-
vision basket with ham and cheeseand sausages.The sweetestfresh but-
ter and the finest bread were put into the basket by the furrier's daughter
herself, for she packed it. She was young and pretty; her brown eyes
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laughed, and a smile lingered round her mouth as sweet as that in her
eyes.Shehad delicate hands, beautifully white, and her neck was whiter
still. It could easily be seenthat she was a very lovely girl, and as yet she
was not engaged.The provision basket lay in the lap of the young girl as
the family drove out to the forest, and the neck of the bottle peeped out
from between the folds of the white napkin. There was the red wax on
the cork, and the bottle looked straight at the young girl's face, and also
at the face of the young sailor who sat near her. He was a young friend,
the son of a portrait painter. He had lately passed his examination with
honor, as mate, and the next morning he was to sail in his ship to a dis-
tant coast. There had been a great deal of talk on this subject while the
basket was being packed, and during this conversation the eyes and the
mouth of the furrier's daughter did not wear a very joyful expression.
The young people wandered away into the green wood, and talked to-
gether. What did they talk about? The bottle could not say, for he was in
the provision basket. It remained there a long time; but when at last it
was brought forth it appeared as if something pleasant had happened,
for every one was laughing; the furrier's daughter laughed too, but she
said very little, and her cheekswere like two roses.Then her father took
the bottle and the cork-screw into his hands. What a strange sensation it
was to have the cork drawn for the first time! The bottle could never
after that forget the performance of that moment; indeed there was quite
a convulsion within him as the cork flew out, and a gurgling sound as
the wine was poured forth into the glasses.

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

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

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

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

Long days and months rolled by, during which the bottle stood empty
in a corner, when a storm aroseÑwhether on the passageout or home it
could not tell, for it had never been ashore. It was a terrible storm, great
waves arose,darkly heaving and tossing the vessel to and fro. The main
mast was split asunder, the ship sprang a leak, and the pumps became
useless,while all around was black as night. At the last moment, when
the ship was sinking, the young mate wrote on a piece of paper, "We are
going down: God's will be done." Then he wrote the name of his be-
trothed, his own name, and that of the ship. Then he put the leaf in an
empty bottle that happened to be at hand, corked it down tightly, and
threw it into the foaming sea. He knew not that it was the very same
bottle from which the goblet of joy and hope had once been filled for
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him, and now it was tossing on the waves with his last greeting, and a
messagefrom the dead. The ship sank, and the crew sank with her; but
the bottle flew on like a bird, for it bore within it a loving letter from a
loving heart. And as the sun rose and set, the bottle felt as at the time of
its first existence,when in the heated glowing stove it had a longing to
fly away. It outlived the storms and the calm, it struck against no rocks,
was not devoured by sharks, but drifted on for more than a year, some-
times towards the north, sometimes towards the south, just as the cur-
rent carried it. It was in all other ways its own master, but even of that
one may get tired. The written leaf, the last farewell of the bridegroom to
his bride, would only bring sorrow when once it reached her hands; but
where were those hands, so soft and delicate, which had once spread the
table-cloth on the fresh grass in the green wood, on the day of her be-
trothal? Ah, yes! where was the furrier's daughter? and where was the
land which might lie nearest to her home?

The bottle knew not, it travelled onward and onward, and at last all
this wandering about becamewearisome; at all events it was not its usu-
al occupation. But it had to travel, till at length it reached landÑa foreign
country. Not a word spoken in this country could the bottle understand;
it was a language it had never before heard, and it is a great loss not to
be able to understand a language. The bottle was fished out of the water,
and examined on all sides. The little letter contained within it was dis-
covered, taken out, and turned and twisted in every direction; but the
people could not understand what was written upon it. They could be
quite sure that the bottle had been thrown overboard from a vessel,and
that something about it was written on this paper: but what was written?
that was the question,Ñso the paper was put back into the bottle, and
then both were put away in a large cupboard of one of the great houses
of the town. Whenever any strangers arrived, the paper was taken out
and turned over and over, so that the address,which was only written in
pencil, becamealmost illegible, and at last no one could distinguish any
letters on it at all. For a whole year the bottle remained standing in the
cupboard, and then it was taken up to the loft, where it soon became
covered with dust and cobwebs. Ah! how often then it thought of those
better daysÑof the times when in the fresh, green wood, it had poured
forth rich wine; or, while rocked by the swelling waves, it had carried in
its bosom a secret, a letter, a last parting sigh. For full twenty years it
stood in the loft, and it might have stayed there longer but that the house
was going to be rebuilt. The bottle was discovered when the roof was
taken off; they talked about it, but the bottle did not understand what
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they saidÑa language is not to be learnt by living in a loft, even for
twenty years. "If I had been down stairs in the room," thought the bottle,
"I might have learnt it." It was now washed and rinsed, which process
was really quite necessary,and afterwards it looked clean and transpar-
ent, and felt young again in its old age; but the paper which it had car-
ried so faithfully was destroyed in the washing. They filled the bottle
with seeds, though it scarcely knew what had been placed in it. Then
they corked it down tightly, and carefully wrapped it up. There not even
the light of a torch or lantern could reach it, much less the brightness of
the sun or moon. "And yet," thought the bottle, "men go on a journey
that they may seeas much as possible, and I can seenothing." However,
it did something quite as important; it travelled to the place of its destin-
ation, and was unpacked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ah, you have good reason to sing," said the bottle neck, which was
looked upon assomething very remarkable, becauseit had been in a bal-
loon; nothing further was known of its history. As it hung there in the
bird's-cage, it could hear the noise and murmur of the people in the
street below, as well as the conversation of the old maid in the room
within. An old friend had just come to visit her, and they talked, not
about the bottle neck, but of the myrtle in the window.

"No, you must not spend a dollar for your daughter's bridal bouquet,"
said the old maid; "you shall have a beautiful little bunch for a nosegay,
full of blossoms. Do you seehow splendidly the tree has grown? It has
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beenraised from only a little sprig of myrtle that you gave me on the day
after my betrothal, and from which I was to make my own bridal bou-
quet when a year had passed: but that day never came; the eyes were
closed which were to have been my light and joy through life. In the
depths of the seamy beloved sleeps sweetly; the myrtle has become an
old tree, and I am a still older woman. Before the sprig you gave me
faded, I took a spray, and planted it in the earth; and now, as you see,it
has becomea large tree, and a bunch of the blossoms shall at last appear
at a wedding festival, in the bouquet of your daughter."

There were tears in the eyes of the old maid, as she spoke of the be-
loved of her youth, and of their betrothal in the wood. Many thoughts
came into her mind; but the thought never came, that quite close to her,
in that very window, was a remembrance of those olden times,Ñthe
neck of the bottle which had, as it were shouted for joy when the cork
flew out with a bang on the betrothal day. But the bottle neck did not re-
cognize the old maid; he had not been listening to what she had related,
perhaps because he was thinking so much about her.
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Chapter12
The Buckwheat

VERY often, after a violent thunder-storm, a field of buckwheat appears
blackened and singed, as if a flame of fire had passedover it. The coun-
try people say that this appearance is caused by lightning; but I will tell
you what the sparrow says, and the sparrow heard it from an old
willow-tree which grew near a field of buckwheat, and is there still. It is
a large venerable tree, though a little crippled by age.The trunk has been
split, and out of the crevice grassand brambles grow. The tree bends for-
ward slightly, and the branches hang quite down to the ground just like
green hair. Corn grows in the surrounding fields, not only rye and bar-
ley, but oats,-pretty oats that, when ripe, look like a number of little
golden canary-birds sitting on a bough. The corn has a smiling look and
the heaviest and richest earsbend their heads low as if in pious humility.
Once there was also a field of buckwheat, and this field was exactly op-
posite to old willow-tree. The buckwheat did not bend like the other
grain, but erected its head proudly and stiffly on the stem. "I am as valu-
able as any other corn," said he, "and I am much handsomer; my flowers
are as beautiful as the bloom of the apple blossom, and it is a pleasure to
look at us. Do you know of anything prettier than we are, you old
willow-tree?"

And the willow-tree nodded his head, as if he would say, "Indeed I
do."

But the buckwheat spread itself out with pride, and said, "Stupid tree;
he is so old that grass grows out of his body."

There arose a very terrible storm. All the field-flowers folded their
leaves together, or bowed their little heads, while the storm passedover
them, but the buckwheat stood erect in its pride. "Bend your head as we
do," said the flowers.

"I have no occasion to do so," replied the buckwheat.
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"Bend your head as we do," cried the ears of corn; "the angel of the
storm is coming; his wings spread from the sky above to the earth be-
neath. He will strike you down before you can cry for mercy."

"But I will not bend my head," said the buckwheat.
"Close your flowers and bend your leaves," said the old willow-tree.

"Do not look at the lightning when the cloud bursts; even men cannot do
that. In a flash of lightning heaven opens, and we can look in; but the
sight will strike even human beings blind. What then must happen to us,
who only grow out of the earth, and are so inferior to them, if we ven-
ture to do so?"

"Inferior, indeed!" said the buckwheat. "Now I intend to have a peep
into heaven." Proudly and boldly he looked up, while the lightning
flashed across the sky as if the whole world were in flames.

When the dreadful storm had passed, the flowers and the corn raised
their drooping heads in the pure still air, refreshed by the rain, but the
buckwheat lay like a weed in the field, burnt to blackness by the light-
ning. The branches of the old willow-tree rustled in the wind, and large
water-drops fell from his green leavesas if the old willow were weeping.
Then the sparrows asked why he was weeping, when all around him
seemedso cheerful. "See,"they said, how the sun shines, and the clouds
float in the blue sky. Do you not smell the sweet perfume from flower
and bush? Wherefore do you weep, old willow-tree?" Then the willow
told them of the haughty pride of the buckwheat, and of the punishment
which followed in consequence.

This is the story told me by the sparrows one evening when I begged
them to relate some tale to me.
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Chapter13
The Butterfly

THERE was oncea butterfly who wished for a bride, and, asmay be sup-
posed, he wanted to choose a very pretty one from among the flowers.
He glanced, with a very critical eye, at all the flower-beds, and found
that the flowers were seatedquietly and demurely on their stalks, just as
maidens should sit before they are engaged; but there was a great num-
ber of them, and it appeared as if his search would become very weari-
some. The butterfly did not like to take too much trouble, so he flew off
on a visit to the daisies. The French call this flower "Marguerite," and
they say that the little daisy can prophesy. Lovers pluck off the leaves,
and as they pluck each leaf, they ask a question about their lovers; thus:
"Does he or she love me?ÑArdently? Distractedly? Very much? A little?
Not at all?" and so on. Every one speaks these words in his own lan-
guage. The butterfly came also to Marguerite to inquire, but he did not
pluck off her leaves; he pressed a kiss on each of them, for he thought
there was always more to be done by kindness.

"Darling Marguerite daisy," he said to her, "you are the wisest woman
of all the flowers. Pray tell me which of the flowers I shall choosefor my
wife. Which will be my bride? When I know, I will fly directly to her,
and propose."

But Marguerite did not answer him; she was offended that he should
call her a woman when she was only a girl; and there is a great differ-
ence. He asked her a second time, and then a third; but she remained
dumb, and answered not a word. Then he would wait no longer, but
flew away, to commence his wooing at once. It was in the early spring,
when the crocus and the snowdrop were in full bloom.

"They are very pretty," thought the butterfly; "charming little lasses;
but they are rather formal."

Then, as the young lads often do, he looked out for the elder girls. He
next flew to the anemones;thesewere rather sour to his taste.The violet,
a little too sentimental. The lime-blossoms, too small, and besides, there
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was such a large family of them. The apple-blossoms, though they
looked like roses,bloomed to-day, but might fall off to-morrow, with the
first wind that blew; and he thought that a marriage with one of them
might last too short a time. The pea-blossompleased him most of all; she
was white and red, graceful and slender, and belonged to those domestic
maidens who have a pretty appearance,and can yet be useful in the kit-
chen. He was just about to make her an offer, when, closeby the maiden,
he saw a pod, with a withered flower hanging at the end.

"Who is that?" he asked.
"That is my sister," replied the pea-blossom.
"Oh, indeed; and you will be like her some day," said he; and he flew

away directly, for he felt quite shocked.
A honeysuckle hung forth from the hedge, in full bloom; but there

were so many girls like her, with long facesand sallow complexions. No;
he did not like her. But which one did he like?

Spring went by, and summer drew towards its close; autumn came;
but he had not decided. The flowers now appeared in their most gor-
geous robes, but all in vain; they had not the fresh, fragrant air of youth.
For the heart asks for fragrance, even when it is no longer young; and
there is very little of that to be found in the dahlias or the dry chrysan-
themums; therefore the butterfly turned to the mint on the ground. You
know, this plant has no blossom; but it is sweetnessall over,Ñfull of fra-
grance from head to foot, with the scent of a flower in every leaf.

"I will take her," said the butterfly; and he made her an offer. But the
mint stood silent and stiff, as she listened to him. At last she said,Ñ

"Friendship, if you please; nothing more. I am old, and you are old,
but we may live for each other just the same; as to marryingÑno; don't
let us appear ridiculous at our age."

And so it happened that the butterfly got no wife at all. He had been
too long choosing, which is always a bad plan. And the butterfly became
what is called an old bachelor.

It was late in the autumn, with rainy and cloudy weather. The cold
wind blew over the bowed backs of the willows, so that they creaked
again. It was not the weather for flying about in summer clothes; but for-
tunately the butterfly was not out in it. He had got a shelter by chance.It
was in a room heated by a stove, and aswarm assummer. He could exist
here, he said, well enough.

"But it is not enough merely to exist," said he, "I need freedom, sun-
shine, and a little flower for a companion."
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Then he flew against the window-pane, and was seenand admired by
those in the room, who caught him, and stuck him on a pin, in a box of
curiosities. They could not do more for him.

"Now I am perched on a stalk, like the flowers," said the butterfly. "It is
not very pleasant, certainly; I should imagine it is something like being
married; for here I am stuck fast." And with this thought he consoled
himself a little.

"That seemsvery poor consolation," said one of the plants in the room,
that grew in a pot.

"Ah," thought the butterfly, "one can't very well trust these plants in
pots; they have too much to do with mankind."
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Chapter14
A Cheerful Temper

FROM my father I received the best inheritance, namely a "good tem-
per." "And who was my father?" That has nothing to do with the good
temper; but I will say he was lively, good-looking round, and fat; he was
both in appearanceand character a complete contradiction to his profes-
sion. "And pray what was his profession and his standing in respectable
society?" Well, perhaps, if in the beginning of a book these were written
and printed, many, when they read it, would lay the book down and say,
"It seemsto me a very miserable title, I don't like things of this sort." And
yet my father was not a skin-dresser nor an executioner; on the contrary,
his employment placed him at the head of the grandest people of the
town, and it was his place by right. He had to precede the bishop, and
even the princes of the blood; he always went first,Ñhe was a hearse
driver! There, now, the truth is out. And I will own, that when people
saw my father perched up in front of the omnibus of death, dressed in
his long, wide, black cloak, and his black-edged, three-cornered hat on
his head, and then glanced at his round, jocund face, round as the sun,
they could not think much of sorrow or the grave. That face said, "It is
nothing, it will all end better than people think." SoI have inherited from
him, not only my good temper, but a habit of going often to the church-
yard, which is good, when done in a proper humor; and then also I take
in the Intelligencer, just as he used to do.

I am not very young, I have neither wife nor children, nor a library,
but, as I said, I read the Intelligencer, which is enough for me; it is to me
a delightful paper, and so it was to my father. It is of great use, for it con-
tains all that a man requires to know; the names of the preachers at the
church, and the new books which are published; where houses,servants,
clothes, and provisions may be obtained. And then what a number of
subscriptions to charities, and what innocent verses!Personsseeking in-
terviews and engagements,all so plainly and naturally stated. Certainly,
a man who takes in the Intelligencer may live merrily and be buried
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contentedly, and by the end of his life will have such a capital stock of
paper that he can lie on a soft bed of it, unless he prefers wood shavings
for his resting-place. The newspaper and the churchyard were always
exciting objects to me. My walks to the latter were like bathing-places to
my good humor. Every one can read the newspaper for himself, but
come with me to the churchyard while the sun shines and the trees are
green, and let us wander among the graves. Eachof them is like a closed
book, with the back uppermost, on which we can read the title of what
the book contains, but nothing more. I had a great deal of information
from my father, and I have noticed a great deal myself. I keep it in my di-
ary, in which I write for my own use and pleasure a history of all who lie
here, and a few more beside.

Now we are in the churchyard. Here, behind the white iron railings,
once a rose-tree grew; it is gone now, but a little bit of evergreen, from a
neighboring grave, stretches out its green tendrils, and makes some ap-
pearance; there rests a very unhappy man, and yet while he lived he
might be said to occupy a very good position. He had enough to live
upon, and something to spare; but owing to his refined tastes the least
thing in the world annoyed him. If he went to a theatre of an evening, in-
stead of enjoying himself he would be quite annoyed if the machinist
had put too strong a light into one side of the moon, or if the representa-
tions of the sky hung over the sceneswhen they ought to have hung be-
hind them; or if a palm-tree was introduced into a scenerepresenting the
Zoological Gardens of Berlin, or a cactus in a view of Tyrol, or a beech-
tree in the north of Norway. As if these things were of any consequence!
Why did he not leave them alone?Who would trouble themselves about
such trifles? especially at a comedy, where every one is expected to be
amused. Then sometimes the public applauded too much, or too little, to
please him. "They are like wet wood," he would say, looking round to
seewhat sort of people were present, "this evening; nothing fires them."
Then he would vex and fret himself becausethey did not laugh at the
right time, or becausethey laughed in the wrong places; and so he fret-
ted and worried himself till at last the unhappy man fretted himself into
the grave.

Here rests a happy man, that is to say, a man of high birth and posi-
tion, which was very lucky for him, otherwise he would have been
scarcely worth notice. It is beautiful to observe how wisely nature orders
these things. He walked about in a coat embroidered all over, and in the
drawing-rooms of society looked just like one of those rich pearl-
embroidered bell-pulls, which are only made for show; and behind them
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always hangs a good thick cord for use.This man also had a stout, useful
substitute behind him, who did duty for him, and performed all his dirty
work. And there are still, even now, theseserviceablecords behind other
embroidered bell-ropes. It is all so wisely arranged, that a man may well
be in a good humor.

Here rests,Ñah, it makes one feel mournful to think of him!Ñbut here
rests a man who, during sixty-seven years, was never remembered to
have said a good thing; he lived only in the hope of having a good idea.
At last he felt convinced, in his own mind, that he really had one, and
was so delighted that he positively died of joy at the thought of having at
last caught an idea. Nobody got anything by it; indeed, no one even
heard what the good thing was. Now I can imagine that this same idea
may prevent him from resting quietly in his grave; for suppose that to
produce a good effect, it is necessaryto bring out his new idea at break-
fast, and that he can only make his appearanceon earth at midnight, as
ghosts are believed generally to do; why then this good idea would not
suit the hour, and the man would have to carry it down again with him
into the graveÑthat must be a troubled grave.

The woman who lies here was so remarkably stingy, that during her
life she would get up in the night and mew, that her neighbors might
think she kept a cat. What a miser she was!

Here rests a young lady, of a good family, who would always make
her voice heard in society, and when she sang "Mi manca la voce,"1 it
was the only true thing she ever said in her life.

Here lies a maiden of another description. Shewas engaged to be mar-
ried,Ñbut, her story is one of every-day life; we will leave her to rest in
the grave.

Here rests a widow, who, with music in her tongue, carried gall in her
heart. She used to go round among the families near, and search out
their faults, upon which she preyed with all the envy and malice of her
nature. This is a family grave. The members of this family held so firmly
together in their opinions, that they would believe in no other. If the
newspapers, or even the whole world, said of a certain subject, "It is so-
and-so;" and a little schoolboy declared he had learned quite differently,
they would take his assertion as the only true one, becausehe belonged
to the family. And it is well known that if the yard-cock belonging to this
family happened to crow at midnight, they would declare it was morn-
ing, although the watchman and all the clocks in the town were pro-
claiming the hour of twelve at night.

1."I want a voice," or, "I have no voice."
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The great poet Goethe concludes his Faust with the words, "may be
continued;" so might our wanderings in the churchyard be continued. I
come here often, and if any of my friends, or those who are not my
friends, are too much for me, I go out and choose a plot of ground in
which to bury him or her. Then I bury them, as it were; there they lie,
dead and powerless, till they come back new and better characters.Their
lives and their deeds, looked at after my own fashion, I write down in
my diary, as every one ought to do. Then, if any of our friends act ab-
surdly, no one need to be vexed about it. Let them bury the offenders out
of sight, and keep their good temper. They can also read the Intelligen-
cer, which is a paper written by the people, with their hands guided.
When the time comesfor the history of my life, to be bound by the grave,
then they will write upon it as my epitaphÑ

"The man with a cheerful temper."

And this is my story.
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Chapter15
The Child in the Grave

IT was a very sad day, and every heart in the house felt the deepestgrief;
for the youngest child, a boy of four years old, the joy and hope of his
parents, was dead. Two daughters, the elder of whom was going to be
confirmed, still remained: they were both good, charming girls; but the
lost child always seemsthe dearest;and when it is youngest, and a son, it
makes the trial still more heavy. The sisters mourned as young hearts
can mourn, and were especially grieved at the sight of their parents' sor-
row. The father's heart was bowed down, but the mother sunk com-
pletely under the deep grief. Day and night she had attended to the sick
child, nursing and carrying it in her bosom, as a part of herself. She
could not realize the fact that the child was dead, and must be laid in a
coffin to rest in the ground. Shethought God could not take her darling
little one from her; and when it did happen notwithstanding her hopes
and her belief, and there could be no more doubt on the subject, she said
in her feverish agony, "God does not know it. He has hard-hearted min-
istering spirits on earth, who do according to their own will, and heed
not a mother's prayers." Thus in her great grief she fell away from her
faith in God, and dark thoughts arosein her mind respecting death and a
future state.Shetried to believe that man was but dust, and that with his
life all existenceended. But thesedoubts were no support to her, nothing
on which she could rest, and she sunk into the fathomless depths of des-
pair. In her darkest hours she ceasedto weep, and thought not of the
young daughters who were still left to her. The tears of her husband fell
on her forehead, but she took no notice of him; her thoughts were with
her dead child; her whole existenceseemed wrapped up in the remem-
brances of the little one and of every innocent word it had uttered.

The day of the little child's funeral came. For nights previously the
mother had not slept, but in the morning twilight of this day she sunk
from weariness into a deep sleep; in the mean time the coffin was carried
into a distant room, and there nailed down, that she might not hear the
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blows of the hammer. When she awoke, and wanted to seeher child, the
husband, with tears, said, "We have closed the coffin; it was necessaryto
do so."

"When God is so hard to me, how can I expect men to be better?" she
said with groans and tears.

The coffin was carried to the grave, and the disconsolate mother sat
with her young daughters. Shelooked at them, but shesaw them not; for
her thoughts were far away from the domestic hearth. She gave herself
up to her grief, and it tossed her to and fro, as the sea tosses a ship
without compass or rudder. So the day of the funeral passedaway, and
similar days followed, of dark, wearisome pain. With tearful eyes and
mournful glances, the sorrowing daughters and the afflicted husband
looked upon her who would not hear their words of comfort; and, in-
deed, what comforting words could they speak, when they were them-
selvesso full of grief? It seemedas if she would never again know sleep,
and yet it would have been her best friend, one who would have
strengthened her body and poured peaceinto her soul. They at last per-
suaded her to lie down, and then she would lie as still as if she slept.

One night, when her husband listened, as he often did, to her breath-
ing, he quite believed that she had at length found rest and relief in
sleep.He folded his arms and prayed, and soon sunk himself into health-
ful sleep; therefore he did not notice that his wife arose, threw on her
clothes, and glided silently from the house, to go where her thoughts
constantly lingeredÑto the grave of her child. She passed through the
garden, to a path across a field that led to the churchyard. No one saw
her as she walked, nor did she seeany one; for her eyeswere fixed upon
the one object of her wanderings. It was a lovely starlight night in the be-
ginning of September, and the air was mild and still. She entered the
churchyard, and stood by the little grave, which looked like a large nose-
gay of fragrant flowers. She sat down, and bent her head low over the
grave, as if she could see her child through the earth that covered
himÑher little boy, whose smile was so vividly before her, and the
gentle expression of whose eyes,even on his sick-bed, she could not for-
get. How full of meaning that glance had been, as she leaned over him,
holding in hers the pale hand which he had no longer strength to raise!
As she had sat by his little cot, so now she sat by his grave; and here she
could weep freely, and her tears fell upon it.

"Thou wouldst gladly go down and be with thy child," said a voice
quite close to her,Ña voice that sounded so deep and clear, that it went
to her heart.
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Shelooked up, and by her side stood a man wrapped in a black cloak,
with a hood closely drawn over his face; but her keen glance could dis-
tinguish the face under the hood. It was stern, yet awakened confidence,
and the eyes beamed with youthful radiance.

"Down to my child," she repeated; and tones of despair and entreaty
sounded in the words.

"Darest thou to follow me?" asked the form. "I am Death."
Shebowed her head in token of assent.Then suddenly it appeared as

if all the stars were shining with the radiance of the full moon on the
many-colored flowers that decked the grave. The earth that covered it
was drawn back like a floating drapery. Shesunk down, and the spectre
covered her with a black cloak; night closed around her, the night of
death. Shesank deeper than the spade of the sexton could penetrate, till
the churchyard became a roof above her. Then the cloak was removed,
and she found herself in a large hall, of wide-spreading dimensions, in
which there was a subdued light, like twilight, reigning, and in a mo-
ment her child appeared before her, smiling, and more beautiful than
ever; with a silent cry she pressed him to her heart. A glorious strain of
music soundedÑnow distant, now near. Never had she listened to such
tones as these; they came from beyond a large dark curtain which separ-
ated the regions of death from the land of eternity.

"My sweet, darling mother," she heard the child say. It was the well-
known, beloved voice; and kiss followed kiss, in boundless delight. Then
the child pointed to the dark curtain. "There is nothing so beautiful on
earth as it is here. Mother, do you not seethem all? Oh, it is happiness
indeed."

But the mother saw nothing of what the child pointed out, only the
dark curtain. Shelooked with earthly eyes,and could not seeas the child
saw,Ñhe whom God has called to be with Himself. She could hear the
sounds of music, but she heard not the words, the Word in which she
was to trust.

"I can fly now, mother," said the child; "I can fly with other happy chil-
dren into the presenceof the Almighty. I would fain fly away now; but if
you weep for me as you are weeping now, you may never seeme again.
And yet I would go so gladly. May I not fly away? And you will come to
me soon, will you not, dear mother?"

"Oh, stay, stay!" implored the mother; "only one moment more; only
once more, that I may look upon thee, and kiss thee, and press thee to
my heart."
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Then she kissed and fondled her child. Suddenly her name was called
from above; what could it mean? her name uttered in a plaintive voice.

"Hearest thou?" said the child. "It is my father who calls thee." And in
a few moments deep sighs were heard, asof children weeping. "They are
my sisters," said the child. "Mother, surely you have not forgotten them."

And then she remembered those she left behind, and a great terror
came over her. She looked around her at the dark night. Dim forms flit-
ted by. She seemed to recognize some of them, as they floated through
the regions of death towards the dark curtain, where they vanished.
Would her husband and her daughters flit past?No; their sighs and lam-
entations still sounded from above; and she had nearly forgotten them,
for the sake of him who was dead.

"Mother, now the bells of heaven are ringing," said the child; "mother,
the sun is going to rise."

An overpowering light streamed in upon her, the child had vanished,
and she was being borne upwards. All around her becamecold; she lif-
ted her head, and saw that she was lying in the churchyard, on the grave
of her child. The Lord, in a dream, had been a guide to her feet and a
light to her spirit. Shebowed her knees,and prayed for forgiveness. She
had wished to keep back a soul from its immortal flight; she had forgot-
ten her duties towards the living who were left her. And when she had
offered this prayer, her heart felt lighter. The sun burst forth, over her
head a little bird carolled his song, and the church-bells sounded for the
early service. Everything around her seemed holy, and her heart was
chastened. She acknowledged the goodness of God, she acknowledged
the duties she had to perform, and eagerly she returned home. Shebent
over her husband, who still slept; her warm, devoted kiss awakened
him, and words of heartfelt love fell from the lips of both. Now she was
gentle and strong as a wife can be; and from her lips came the words of
faith: "Whatever He doeth is right and best."

Then her husband asked, "From whence hast thou all at once derived
such strength and comforting faith?"

And as she kissed him and her children, she said, "It came from God,
through my child in the grave."
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Chapter16
The Farm-Yard Cock and the Weather-Cock

THERE were two cocksÑone on the dung-hill, the other on the roof.
They were both arrogant, but which of the two rendered most service?
Tell us your opinionÑwe'll keep to ours just the same though.

The poultry yard was divided by some planks from another yard in
which there was a dung-hill, and on the dung-hill lay and grew a large
cucumber which was conscious of being a hot-bed plant.

"One is born to that," said the cucumber to itself. "Not all can be born
cucumbers; there must be other things, too. The hens, the ducks, and all
the animals in the next yard are creatures too. Now I have a great opin-
ion of the yard cock on the plank; he is certainly of much more import-
ance than the weather-cock who is placed so high and can't even creak,
much lesscrow. The latter has neither hens nor chicks, and only thinks of
himself and perspires verdigris. No, the yard cock is really a cock! His
step is a dance! His crowing is music, and wherever he goes one knows
what a trumpeter is like! If he would only come in here! Even if he ate
me up stump, stalk, and all, and I had to dissolve in his body, it would
be a happy death," said the cucumber.

In the night there was a terrible storm. The hens, chicks, and even the
cock sought shelter; the wind tore down the planks between the two
yards with a crash; the tiles came tumbling down, but the weather-cock
sat firm. He did not even turn round, for he could not; and yet he was
young and freshly cast, but prudent and sedate.He had been born old,
and did not at all resemble the birds flying in the airÑthe sparrows, and
the swallows; no, he despised them, these mean little piping birds, these
common whistlers. He admitted that the pigeons, large and white and
shining like mother-o'-pearl, looked like a kind of weather-cock; but they
were fat and stupid, and all their thoughts and endeavours were directed
to filling themselveswith food, and besides,they were tiresome things to
conversewith. The birds of passagehad also paid the weather-cock a vis-
it and told him of foreign countries, of airy caravans and robber stories
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that made one's hair stand on end. All this was new and interesting; that
is, for the first time, but afterwards, as the weather-cock found out, they
repeated themselves and always told the samestories, and that's very te-
dious, and there was no one with whom one could associate,for one and
all were stale and small-minded.

"The world is no good!" he said. "Everything in it is so stupid."
The weather-cock was puffed up, and that quality would have made

him interesting in the eyesof the cucumber if it had known it, but it had
eyes only for the yard cock, who was now in the yard with it.

The wind had blown the planks, but the storm was over.
"What do you think of that crowing?" said the yard cock to the hens

and chickens. "It was a little roughÑit wanted elegance."
And the hens and chickens came up on the dung-hill, and the cock

strutted about like a lord.
"Garden plant!" he said to the cucumber, and in that one word his

deep learning showed itself, and it forgot that he was pecking at her and
eating it up. "A happy death!"

The hens and the chickens came, for where one runs the others run
too; they clucked, and chirped, and looked at the cock, and were proud
that he was of their kind.

"Cock-a-doodle-doo!" he crowed, "the chickens will grow up into great
hens at once, if I cry it out in the poultry-yard of the world!"

And hens and chicks clucked and chirped, and the cock announced a
great piece of news.

"A cock can lay an egg! And do you know what's in that egg? A ba-
silisk. No one can stand the sight of such a thing; people know that, and
now you know it tooÑyou know what is in me, and what a champion of
all cocks I am!"

With that the yard cock flapped his wings, made his comb swell up,
and crowed again; and they all shuddered, the hens and the little
chicksÑbut they were very proud that one of their number was such a
champion of all cocks. They clucked and chirped till the weather-cock
heard; he heard it; but he did not stir.

"Everything is very stupid," the weather-cock said to himself. "The
yard cock lays no eggs,and I am too lazy to do so; if I liked, I could lay a
wind-egg. But the world is not worth even a wind-egg. Everything is so
stupid! I don't want to sit here any longer."

With that the weather-cock broke off; but he did not kill the yard cock,
although the hens said that had been his intention. And what is the mor-
al? "Better to crow than to be puffed up and break off!
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Chapter17
The Daisy

Now listen! In the country, close by the high road, stood a farmhouse;
perhaps you have passed by and seen it yourself. There was a little
flower garden with painted wooden palings in front of it; close by was a
ditch, on its fresh green bank grew a little daisy; the sun shone as
warmly and brightly upon it as on the magnificent garden flowers, and
therefore it thrived well. One morning it had quite opened, and its little
snow-white petals stood round the yellow centre, like the rays of the sun.
It did not mind that nobody saw it in the grass, and that it was a poor
despised flower; on the contrary, it was quite happy, and turned towards
the sun, looking upward and listening to the song of the lark high up in
the air.

The little daisy was as happy as if the day had been a great holiday,
but it was only Monday. All the children were at school, and while they
were sitting on the forms and learning their lessons, it sat on its thin
green stalk and learnt from the sun and from its surroundings how kind
God is, and it rejoiced that the song of the little lark expressedso sweetly
and distinctly its own feelings. With a sort of reverence the daisy looked
up to the bird that could fly and sing, but it did not feel envious. "I can
seeand hear," it thought; "the sun shines upon me, and the forest kisses
me. How rich I am!"

In the garden close by grew many large and magnificent flowers, and,
strange to say, the less fragrance they had the haughtier and prouder
they were. The peonies puffed themselves up in order to be larger than
the roses, but size is not everything! The tulips had the finest colours,
and they knew it well, too, for they were standing bolt upright like
candles, that one might see them the better. In their pride they did not
see the little daisy, which looked over to them and thought, "How rich
and beautiful they are! I am sure the pretty bird will fly down and call
upon them. Thank God, that I stand so near and can at least seeall the
splendour." And while the daisy was still thinking, the lark came flying
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down, crying "Tweet," but not to the peonies and tulipsÑno, into the
grass to the poor daisy. Its joy was so great that it did not know what to
think. The little bird hopped round it and sang, "How beautifully soft the
grass is, and what a lovely little flower with its golden heart and silver
dress is growing here." The yellow centre in the daisy did indeed look
like gold, while the little petals shone as brightly as silver.

How happy the daisy was! No one has the least idea. The bird kissed it
with its beak, sang to it, and then rose again up to the blue sky. It was
certainly more than a quarter of an hour before the daisy recovered its
senses.Half ashamed, yet glad at heart, it looked over to the other
flowers in the garden; surely they had witnessed its pleasure and the
honour that had been done to it; they understood its joy. But the tulips
stood more stiffly than ever, their faces were pointed and red, because
they were vexed. The peonies were sulky; it was well that they could not
speak, otherwise they would have given the daisy a good lecture. The
little flower could very well see that they were ill at ease,and pitied
them sincerely.

Shortly after this a girl came into the garden, with a large sharp knife.
She went to the tulips and began cutting them off, one after another.
"Ugh!" sighed the daisy, "that is terrible; now they are done for."

The girl carried the tulips away. The daisy was glad that it was out-
side, and only a small flowerÑit felt very grateful. At sunset it folded its
petals, and fell asleep, and dreamt all night of the sun and the little bird.

On the following morning, when the flower once more stretched forth
its tender petals, like little arms, towards the air and light, the daisy re-
cognised the bird's voice, but what it sang sounded so sad. Indeed the
poor bird had good reason to be sad, for it had been caught and put into
a cage close by the open window. It sang of the happy days when it
could merrily fly about, of fresh green corn in the fields, and of the time
when it could soar almost up to the clouds. The poor lark was most un-
happy as a prisoner in a cage.The little daisy would have liked so much
to help it, but what could be done? Indeed, that was very difficult for
such a small flower to find out. It entirely forgot how beautiful
everything around it was, how warmly the sun was shining, and how
splendidly white its own petals were. It could only think of the poor cap-
tive bird, for which it could do nothing. Then two little boys came out of
the garden; one of them had a large sharp knife, like that with which the
girl had cut the tulips. They camestraight towards the little daisy, which
could not understand what they wanted.
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"Here is a fine piece of turf for the lark," said one of the boys, and
began to cut out a square round the daisy, so that it remained in the
centre of the grass.

"Pluck the flower off" said the other boy, and the daisy trembled for
fear, for to be pulled off meant death to it; and it wished so much to live,
as it was to go with the square of turf into the poor captive lark's cage.

"No let it stay," said the other boy, "it looks so pretty".
And so it stayed, and was brought into the lark's cage.The poor bird

was lamenting its lost liberty, and beating its wings against the wires;
and the little daisy could not speak or utter a consoling word, much as it
would have liked to do so. So the forenoon passed.

"I have no water," said the captive lark, "they have all gone out, and
forgotten to give me anything to drink. My throat is dry and burning. I
feel as if I had fire and ice within me, and the air is so oppressive. Alas! I
must die, and part with the warm sunshine, the fresh green meadows,
and all the beauty that God has created." And it thrust its beak into the
piece of grass, to refresh itself a little. Then it noticed the little daisy, and
nodded to it, and kissed it with its beak and said: "You must also fade in
here, poor little flower. You and the piece of grassare all they have given
me in exchangefor the whole world, which I enjoyed outside. Each little
blade of grass shall be a green tree for me, each of your white petals a
fragrant flower. Alas! you only remind me of what I have lost."

"I wish I could console the poor lark," thought the daisy. It could not
move one of its leaves, but the fragrance of its delicate petals streamed
forth, and was much stronger than such flowers usually have: the bird
noticed it, although it was dying with thirst, and in its pain tore up the
green blades of grass, but did not touch the flower.

The evening came,and nobody appeared to bring the poor bird a drop
of water; it opened its beautiful wings, and fluttered about in its anguish;
a faint and mournful "Tweet, tweet," was all it could utter, then it bent its
little head towards the flower, and its heart broke for want and longing.
The flower could not, as on the previous evening, fold up its petals and
sleep; it dropped sorrowfully. The boys only came the next morning;
when they saw the dead bird, they began to cry bitterly, dug a nice grave
for it, and adorned it with flowers. The bird's body was placed in a
pretty red box; they wished to bury it with royal honours. While it was
alive and sang they forgot it, and let it suffer want in the cage;now, they
cried over it and covered it with flowers. The piece of turf, with the little
daisy in it, was thrown out on the dusty highway. Nobody thought of
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the flower which had felt so much for the bird and had so greatly desired
to comfort it.
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Chapter18
The Darning-Needle

THERE was once a darning-needle who thought herself so fine that she
fancied shemust be fit for embroidery. "Hold me tight," shewould say to
the fingers, when they took her up, "don't let me fall; if you do I shall
never be found again, I am so very fine."

"That is your opinion, is it?" said the fingers, as they seized her round
the body.

"See,I am coming with a train," said the darning-needle, drawing a
long thread after her; but there was no knot in the thread.

The fingers then placed the point of the needle against the cook's slip-
per. There was a crack in the upper leather, which had to be sewn
together.

"What coarse work!" said the darning-needle, "I shall never get
through. I shall break!ÑI am breaking!" and sure enough shebroke. "Did
I not say so?" said the darning-needle, "I know I am too fine for such
work as that."

"This needle is quite uselessfor sewing now," said the fingers; but they
still held it fast, and the cook dropped some sealing-wax on the needle,
and fastened her handkerchief with it in front.

"So now I am a breast-pin," said the darning-needle; "I knew very well
I should come to honor some day: merit is sure to rise;" and she laughed,
quietly to herself, for of course no one ever saw a darning-needle laugh.
And there she sat as proudly as if she were in a state coach,and looked
all around her. "May I be allowed to ask if you are made of gold?" she in-
quired of her neighbor, a pin; "you have a very pretty appearance,and a
curious head, although you are rather small. You must take pains to
grow, for it is not every one who has sealing-wax dropped upon him;"
and as she spoke, the darning-needle drew herself up so proudly that
she fell out of the handkerchief right into the sink, which the cook was
cleaning. "Now I am going on a journey," said the needle, as she floated
away with the dirty water, "I do hope I shall not be lost." But she really
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was lost in a gutter. "I am too fine for this world," said the darning-
needle, as she lay in the gutter; "but I know who I am, and that is always
some comfort." So the darning-needle kept up her proud behavior, and
did not lose her good humor. Then there floated over her all sorts of
things,Ñchips and straws, and pieces of old newspaper. "Seehow they
sail," said the darning-needle; "they do not know what is under them. I
am here, and here I shall stick. See,there goesa chip, thinking of nothing
in the world but himselfÑonly a chip. There's a straw going by now;
how he turns and twists about! Don't be thinking too much of yourself,
or you may chanceto run against a stone. There swims a piece of news-
paper; what is written upon it has been forgotten long ago, and yet it
gives itself airs. I sit here patiently and quietly. I know who I am, so I
shall not move."

One day something lying close to the darning-needle glittered so
splendidly that she thought it was a diamond; yet it was only a piece of
broken bottle. The darning-needle spoke to it, becauseit sparkled, and
represented herself as a breast-pin. "I suppose you are really a dia-
mond?" she said.

"Why yes, something of the kind," he replied; and so eachbelieved the
other to be very valuable, and then they began to talk about the world,
and the conceited people in it.

"I have been in a lady's work-box," said the darning-needle, "and this
lady was the cook. She had on each hand five fingers, and anything so
conceited as these five fingers I have never seen;and yet they were only
employed to take me out of the box and to put me back again."

"Were they not high-born?"
"High-born!" said the darning-needle, "no indeed, but so haughty.

They were five brothers, all born fingers; they kept very proudly togeth-
er, though they were of different lengths. The one who stood first in the
rank was named the thumb, he was short and thick, and had only one
joint in his back, and could therefore make but one bow; but he said that
if he were cut off from a man's hand, that man would be unfit for a
soldier. Sweet-tooth, his neighbor, dipped himself into sweet or sour,
pointed to the sun and moon, and formed the letters when the fingers
wrote. Longman, the middle finger, looked over the heads of all the
others. Gold-band, the next finger, wore a golden circle round his waist.
And little Playman did nothing at all, and seemedproud of it. They were
boasters, and boasters they will remain; and therefore I left them."

"And now we sit here and glitter," said the piece of broken bottle.
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At the same moment more water streamed into the gutter, so that it
overflowed, and the piece of bottle was carried away.

"So he is promoted," said the darning-needle, "while I remain here; I
am too fine, but that is my pride, and what do I care?" And so she sat
there in her pride, and had many such thoughts as these,Ñ"I could al-
most fancy that I came from a sunbeam, I am so fine. It seemsas if the
sunbeamswere always looking for me under the water. Ah! I am so fine
that even my mother cannot find me. Had I still my old eye, which was
broken off, I believe I should weep; but no, I would not do that, it is not
genteel to cry."

One day a couple of street boys were paddling in the gutter, for they
sometimes found old nails, farthings, and other treasures. It was dirty
work, but they took great pleasure in it. "Hallo!" cried one, as he pricked
himself with the darning-needle, "here's a fellow for you."

"I am not a fellow, I am a young lady," said the darning-needle; but no
one heard her.

The sealing-wax had come off, and she was quite black; but black
makes a person look slender, so she thought herself even finer than
before.

"Here comes an egg-shell sailing along," said one of the boys; so they
stuck the darning-needle into the egg-shell.

"White walls, and I am black myself," said the darning-needle, "that
looks well; now I can be seen,but I hope I shall not be sea-sick,or I shall
break again." She was not sea-sick,and she did not break. "It is a good
thing against sea-sicknessto have a steel stomach, and not to forget one's
own importance. Now my sea-sicknesshas past: delicate people can bear
a great deal."

Crack went the egg-shell, as a waggon passedover it. "Good heavens,
how it crushes!"said the darning-needle. "I shall be sick now. I am break-
ing!" but she did not break, though the waggon went over her as she lay
at full length; and there let her lie.
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Chapter19
Delaying Is Not Forgetting

THERE was an old mansion surrounded by a marshy ditch with a draw-
bridge which was but seldom let down:Ñnot all guests are good people.
Under the roof were loopholes to shoot through, and to pour down boil-
ing water or even molten lead on the enemy, should he approach. Inside
the house the rooms were very high and had ceilings of beams,and that
was very useful considering the great deal of smoke which rose up from
the chimney fire where the large, damp logs of wood smouldered. On
the walls hung pictures of knights in armour and proud ladies in gor-
geous dresses;the most stately of all walked about alive. Shewas called
Meta Mogen; she was the mistress of the house, to her belonged the
castle.

Towards the evening robbers came;they killed three of her people and
also the yardÑdog, and attached Mrs. Meta to the kennel by the chain,
while they themselves made good cheer in the hall and drank the wine
and the good ale out of her cellar. Mrs. Meta was now on the chain, she
could not even bark.

But lo! the servant of one of the robbers secretly approached her; they
must not see it, otherwise they would have killed him.

"Mrs. Meta Mogen," said the fellow, "do you still remember how my
father, when your husband was still alive, had to ride on the wooden
horse? You prayed for him, but it was no good, he was to ride until his
limbs were paralysed; but you stole down to him, as I steal now to you,
you yourself put little stones under each of his feet that he might have
support, nobody saw it, or they pretended not to see it, for you were
then the young gracious mistress. My father has told me this, and I have
not forgotten it! Now I will free you, Mrs. Meta Mogen!"

Then they pulled the horses out of the stable and rode off in rain and
wind to obtain the assistance of friends.

"Thus the small service done to the old man was richly rewarded!"
said Meta Mogen.
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"Delaying is not forgetting," said the fellow.
The robbers were hanged.
There was an old mansion, it is still there; it did not belong to Mrs.

Meta Mogen, it belonged to another old noble family.
We are now in the present time. The sun is shining on the gilt knob of

the tower, little wooded islands lie like bouquets on the water, and wild
swans are swimming round them. In the garden grow roses;the mistress
of the house is herself the finest rose petal, she beamswith joy, the joy of
good deeds: however, not done in the wide world, but in her heart, and
what is preserved there is not forgotten. Delaying is not forgetting!

Now she goes from the mansion to a little peasant hut in the field.
Therein lives a poor paralysed girl; the window of her little room looks
northward, the sun does not enter here. The girl can only see a small
piece of field which is surrounded by a high fence. But to-day the sun
shines hereÑthe warm, beautiful sun of God is within the little room; it
comesfrom the south through the new window, where formerly the wall
was.

The paralysed girl sits in the warm sunshine and can seethe wood and
the lake; the world had becomeso large, so beautiful, and only through a
single word from the kind mistress of the mansion.

"The word was so easy, the deed so small," she said, "the joy it af-
forded me was infinitely great and sweet!"

And therefore she does many a good deed, thinks of all in the humble
cottages and in the rich mansions, where there are also afflicted ones. It
is concealed and hidden, but God does not forget it. Delayed is not
forgotten!

An old house stood there; it was in the large town with its busy traffic.
There are rooms and halls in it, but we do not enter them, we remain in
the kitchen, where it is warm and light, clean and tidy; the copper
utensils are shining, the table as if polished with beeswax;the sink looks
like a freshly scoured meatboard. All this a single servant has done, and
yet she has time to spare as if she wished to go to church; she wears a
bow on her cap, a black bow, that signifies mourning. But shehas no one
to mourn, neither father nor mother, neither relations nor sweetheart.
Sheis a poor girl. One day she was engaged to a poor fellow; they loved
each other dearly.

One day he came to her and said:
"We both have nothing! The rich widow over the way in the basement

has made advances to me; she will make me rich, but you are in my
heart; what do you advise me to do?"
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"I advise you to do what you think will turn out to your happiness,"
said the girl. "Be kind and good to her, but remember this; from the hour
we part we shall never see each other again."

Years passed; then one day she met the old friend and sweetheart in
the street; he looked ill and miserable, and she could not help asking
him, "How are you?"

"Rich and prospering in every respect," he said; "the woman is brave
and good, but you are in my heart. I have fought the battle, it will soon
be ended; we shall not see each other again now until we meet before
God!"

A week has passed;this morning his death was in the newspaper, that
is the reason of the girl's mourning! Her old sweetheart is dead and has
left a wife and three step-children, as the paper says; it sounds as if there
is a crack, but the metal is pure.

The black bow signifies mourning, the girl's face points to the same in
a still higher degree; it is preserved in the heart and will never be forgot-
ten. Delaying is not forgetting!

Theseare three stories you see,three leaves on the samestalk. Do you
wish for some more trefoil leaves?In the little heartbook are many more
of them. Delaying is not forgetting!
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Chapter20
The Drop of Water

OF course you know what is meant by a magnifying glassÑone of those
round spectacle-glassesthat make everything look a hundred times big-
ger than it is? When any one takes one of these and holds it to his eye,
and looks at a drop of water from the pond yonder, he seesabove a
thousand wonderful creatures that are otherwise never discerned in the
water. But there they are, and it is no delusion. It almost looks like a
great plateful of spiders jumping about in a crowd. And how fierce they
are! They tear off each other's legs. and arms and bodies, before and be-
hind; and yet they are merry and joyful in their way.

Now, there once was an old man whom all the people called Kribble-
Krabble, for that was his name. He always wanted the best of everything,
and when he could not manage it otherwise, he did it by magic.

There he sat one day, and held his magnifying-glass to his eye, and
looked at a drop of water that had been taken out of a puddle by the
ditch. But what a kribbling and krabbling was there! All the thousands of
little creatures hopped and sprang and tugged at one another, and ate
each other up.

"That is horrible!" said old Kribble-Krabble. "Can one not persuade
them to live in peaceand quietness, so that each one may mind his own
business?"

And he thought it over and over, but it would not do, and so he had
recourse to magic.

"I must give them color, that they may be seenmore plainly," said he;
and he poured something like a little drop of red wine into the drop of
water, but it was witches' blood from the lobes of the ear, the finest kind,
at ninepence a drop. And now the wonderful little creatures were pink
all over. It looked like a whole town of naked wild men.

"What have you there?" asked another old magician, who had no
nameÑand that was the best thing about him.
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"Yes, if you can guesswhat it is," said Kribble-Krabble, "I'll make you a
present of it."

But it is not so easy to find out if one does not know.
And the magician who had no name looked through the magnifying-

glass.
It looked really like a great town reflected there, in which all the

people were running about without clothes. It was terrible! But it was
still more terrible to seehow one beat and pushed the other, and bit and
hacked, and tugged and mauled him. Thoseat the top were being pulled
down, and those at the bottom were struggling upwards.

"Look! look! his leg is longer than mine! Bah! Away with it! There is
one who has a little bruise. It hurts him, but it shall hurt him still more."

And they hacked away at him, and they pulled at him, and ate him up,
becauseof the little bruise. And there was one sitting as still as any little
maiden, and wishing only for peaceand quietness. But now she had to
come out, and they tugged at her, and pulled her about, and ate her up.

"That's funny!" said the magician.
"Yes;but what do you think it is?" said Kribble-Krabble. "Can you find

that out?"
"Why, one can seethat easily enough," said the other. "That's Paris, or

some other great city, for they're all alike. It's a great city!"
"It's a drop of puddle water!" said Kribble-Krabble.
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Chapter21
The Dryad

WE are travelling to Paris to the Exhibition.
Now we are there. That was a journey, a flight without magic. We flew

on the wings of steam over the sea and across the land.
Yes, our time is the time of fairy tales.
We are in the midst of Paris, in a great hotel. Blooming flowers orna-

ment the staircases, and soft carpets the floors.
Our room is a very cosy one, and through the open balcony door we

have a view of a great square. Spring lives down there; it has come to
Paris, and arrived at the sametime with us. It has come in the shape of a
glorious young chestnut tree, with delicate leaves newly opened. How
the tree gleams,dressed in its spring garb, before all the other trees in the
place! One of these latter had been struck out of the list of living trees. It
lies on the ground with roots exposed. On the place where it stood, the
young chestnut tree is to be planted, and to flourish.

It still stands towering aloft on the heavy wagon which has brought it
this morning a distance of several miles to Paris. For years it had stood
there, in the protection of a mighty oak tree, under which the old vener-
able clergyman had often sat, with children listening to his stories.

The young chestnut tree had also listened to the stories; for the Dryad
who lived in it was a child also. Sheremembered the time when the tree
was so little that it only projected a short way above the grass and ferns
around. Thesewere as tall as they would ever be; but the tree grew every
year, and enjoyed the air and the sunshine, and drank the dew and the
rain. Severaltimes it was also, as it must be, well shaken by the wind and
the rain; for that is a part of education.

The Dryad rejoiced in her life, and rejoiced in the sunshine, and the
singing of the birds; but she was most rejoiced at human voices; she un-
derstood the language of men as well as she understood that of animals.

Butterflies, cockchafers,dragon-flies, everything that could fly came to
pay a visit. They could all talk. They told of the village, of the vineyard,
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of the forest, of the old castlewith its parks and canalsand ponds. Down
in the water dwelt also living beings, which, in their way, could fly un-
der the water from one place to anotherÑbeings with knowledge and
delineation. They said nothing at all; they were so clever!

And the swallow, who had dived, told about the pretty little goldfish,
of the thick turbot, the fat brill, and the old carp. The swallow could de-
scribe all that very well, but, "Self is the man," shesaid. "One ought to see
these things one's self." But how was the Dryad ever to seesuch beings?
Shewas obliged to be satisfied with being able to look over the beautiful
country and see the busy industry of men.

It was glorious; but most glorious of all when the old clergyman sat
under the oak tree and talked of France, and of the great deeds of her
sons and daughters, whose names will be mentioned with admiration
through all time.

Then the Dryad heard of the shepherd girl, Joanof Arc, and of Char-
lotte Corday; she heard about Henry the Fourth, and Napoleon the First;
she heard names whose echo sounds in the hearts of the people.

The village children listened attentively, and the Dryad no less attent-
ively; she became a school-child with the rest. In the clouds that went
sailing by she saw, picture by picture, everything that she heard talked
about. The cloudy sky was her picture-book.

She felt so happy in beautiful France, the fruitful land of genius, with
the crater of freedom. But in her heart the sting remained that the bird,
that every animal that could fly, was much better off than she. Even the
fly could look about more in the world, far beyond the Dryad's horizon.

France was so great and so glorious, but she could only look acrossa
little piece of it. The land stretched out, world-wide, with vineyards,
forests and great cities. Of all these Paris was the most splendid and the
mightiest. The birds could get there; but she, never!

Among the village children was a little ragged, poor girl, but a pretty
one to look at. She was always laughing or singing and twining red
flowers in her black hair.

"Don't go to Paris!" the old clergyman warned her. "Poor child! if you
go there, it will be your ruin."

But she went for all that.
The Dryad often thought of her; for she had the same wish, and felt

the same longing for the great city.
The Dryad's tree was bearing its first chestnut blossoms; the birds

were twittering round them in the most beautiful sunshine. Then a
stately carriage came rolling along that way, and in it sat a grand lady
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driving the spirited, light-footed horses. On the back seat a little smart
groom balanced himself. The Dryad knew the lady, and the old clergy-
man knew her also. He shook his head gravely when he saw her, and
said:

"So you went there after all, and it was your ruin, poor Mary!"
"That one poor?" thought the Dryad. "No; she wears a dress fit for a

countess" (she had become one in the city of magic changes). "Oh, if I
were only there, amid all the splendor and pomp! They shine up into the
very clouds at night; when I look up, I can tell in what direction the town
lies."

Towards that direction the Dryad looked every evening. She saw in
the dark night the gleaming cloud on the horizon; in the clear moonlight
nights she missed the sailing clouds, which showed her pictures of the
city and pictures from history.

The child grasps at the picture-books, the Dryad grasped at the cloud-
world, her thought-book. A sudden, cloudless sky was for her a blank
leaf; and for several days she had only had such leaves before her.

It was in the warm summer-time: not a breeze moved through the
glowing hot days. Every leaf, every flower, lay as if it were torpid, and
the people seemed torpid, too.

Then the clouds arose and covered the region round about where the
gleaming mist announced "Here lies Paris."

The clouds piled themselves up like a chain of mountains, hurried on
through the air, and spread themselves abroad over the whole land-
scape, as far as the Dryad's eye could reach.

Like enormous blue-black blocks of rock, the clouds lay piled over one
another. Gleams of lightning shot forth from them.

"These also are the servants of the Lord God," the old clergyman had
said. And there camea bluish dazzling flash of lightning, a lighting up as
if of the sun itself, which could burst blocks of rock asunder. The light-
ning struck and split to the roots the old venerable oak. The crown fell
asunder. It seemed as if the tree were stretching forth its arms to clasp
the messengers of the light.

No bronze cannon can sound over the land at the birth of a royal child
as the thunder sounded at the death of the old oak. The rain streamed
down; a refreshing wind was blowing; the storm had gone by, and there
was quite a holiday glow on all things. The old clergyman spoke a few
words for honorable remembrance, and a painter made a drawing, as a
lasting record of the tree.
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"Everything passesaway," said the Dryad, "passesaway like a cloud,
and never comes back!"

The old clergyman, too, did not come back. The green roof of his
school was gone, and his teaching-chair had vanished. The children did
not come; but autumn came, and winter came, and then spring also. In
all this change of seasonsthe Dryad looked toward the region where, at
night, Paris gleamed with its bright mist far on the horizon.

Forth from the town rushed engine after engine, train after train,
whistling and screaming at all hours in the day. In the evening, towards
midnight, at daybreak, and all the day through, came the trains. Out of
each one, and into each one, streamed people from the country of every
king. A new wonder of the world had summoned them to Paris.

In what form did this wonder exhibit itself?
"A splendid blossom of art and industry," said one, "has unfolded it-

self in the Champ de Mars, a gigantic sunflower, from whose petals one
can learn geography and statistics, and can become as wise as a lord
mayor, and raise one's self to the level of art and poetry, and study the
greatness and power of the various lands."

"A fairy tale flower," said another, "a many-colored lotus-plant, which
spreads out its green leaves like a velvet carpet over the sand. The open-
ing spring has brought it forth, the summer will seeit in all its splendor,
the autumn winds will sweep it away, so that not a leaf, not a fragment
of its root shall remain."

In front of the Military School extends in time of peace the arena of
warÑa field without a blade of grass, a piece of sandy steppe, as if cut
out of the Desert of Africa, where Fata Morgana displays her wondrous
airy castlesand hanging gardens. In the Champ de Mars, however, these
were to be seenmore splendid, more wonderful than in the East, for hu-
man art had converted the airy deceptive scenes into reality.

"The Aladdin's Palaceof the present has been built," it was said. "Day
by day, hour by hour, it unfolds more of its wonderful splendor."

The endlesshalls shine in marble and many colors. "Master Bloodless"
here moves his limbs of steel and iron in the great circular hall of ma-
chinery. Works of art in metal, in stone, in Gobelins tapestry, announce
the vitality of mind that is stirring in every land. Halls of paintings,
splendor of flowers, everything that mind and skill can create in the
workshop of the artisan, has been placed here for show. Even the me-
morials of ancient days, out of old graves and turf-moors, have appeared
at this general meeting.
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The overpowering great variegated whole must be divided into small
portions, and pressed together like a plaything, if it is to be understood
and described.

Like a great table on Christmas Eve, the Champ de Mars carried a
wonder-castle of industry and art, and around this knickknacks from all
countries had been ranged, knickknacks on a grand scale, for every na-
tion found some remembrance of home.

Here stood the royal palace of Egypt, there the caravanserai of the
desert land. The Bedouin had quitted his sunny country, and hastened
by on his camel. Here stood the Russian stables, with the fiery glorious
horses of the steppe. Here stood the simple straw-thatched dwelling of
the Danish peasant, with the Dannebrog flag, next to Gustavus Vasa's
wooden house from Dalarne, with its wonderful carvings. American
huts, English cottages, French pavilions, kiosks, theatres, churches, all
strewn around, and between them the fresh green turf, the clear spring-
ing water, blooming bushes, rare trees, hothouses, in which one might
fancy one's self transported into the tropical forest; whole gardens
brought from Damascus, and blooming under one roof. What colors,
what fragrance!

Artificial grottoes surrounded bodies of fresh or salt water, and gave a
glimpse into the empire of the fishes; the visitor seemedto wander at the
bottom of the sea, among fishes and polypi.

"All this," they said, "the Champ de Mars offers;" and around the great
richly-spread table the crowd of human beings moves like a busy swarm
of ants, on foot or in little carriages, for not all feet are equal to such a fa-
tiguing journey.

Hither they swarm from morning till late in the evening. Steamerafter
steamer, crowded with people, glides down the Seine. The number of
carriages is continually on the increase.The swarm of people on foot and
on horseback grows more and more dense.Carriages and omnibuses are
crowded, stuffed and embroidered with people. All these tributary
streams flow in one directionÑtowards the Exhibition. On every en-
trance the flag of France is displayed; around the world's bazaar wave
the flags of all nations. There is a humming and a murmuring from the
hall of the machines; from the towers the melody of the chimes is heard;
with the tones of the organs in the churches mingle the hoarse nasal
songsfrom the cafesof the East.It is a kingdom of Babel,a wonder of the
world!
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In very truth it was. That's what all the reports said, and who did not
hear them? The Dryad knew everything that is told here of the new won-
der in the city of cities.

"Fly away, ye birds! fly away to see,and then come back and tell me,"
said the Dryad.

The wish becamean intense desireÑbecame the one thought of a life.
Then, in the quiet silent night, while the full moon was shining, the Dry-
ad saw a spark fly out of the moon's disc, and fall like a shooting star.
And before the tree, whose leaves waved to and fro as if they were
stirred by a tempest, stood a noble, mighty, and grand figure. In tones
that were at once rich and strong, like the trumpet of the Last Judgment
bidding farewell to life and summoning to the great account, it said:

"Thou shalt go to the city of magic; thou shalt take root there, and en-
joy the mighty rushing breezes,the air and the sunshine there. But the
time of thy life shall then be shortened; the line of years that awaited thee
here amid the free nature shall shrink to but a small tale. Poor Dryad! It
shall be thy destruction. Thy yearning and longing will increase,thy de-
sire will grow more stormy, the tree itself will be asa prison to thee, thou
wilt quit thy cell and give up thy nature to fly out and mingle among
men. Then the years that would have belonged to thee will be contracted
to half the span of the ephemeral fly, that lives but a day: one night, and
thy life-taper shall be blown outÑthe leaves of the tree will wither and
be blown away, to become green never again!"

Thus the words sounded. And the light vanished away, but not the
longing of the Dryad. She trembled in the wild fever of expectation.

"I shall go there!" she cried, rejoicingly. "Life is beginning and swells
like a cloud; nobody knows whither it is hastening."

When the gray dawn arose and the moon turned pale and the clouds
were tinted red, the wished-for hour struck. The words of promise were
fulfilled.

People appeared with spades and poles; they dug round the roots of
the tree, deeper and deeper, and beneath it. A wagon was brought out,
drawn by many horses,and the tree was lifted up, with its roots and the
lumps of earth that adhered to them; matting was placed around the
roots, as though the tree had its feet in a warm bag. And now the tree
was lifted on the wagon and secured with chains. The journey
beganÑthe journey to Paris. There the tree was to grow as an ornament
to the city of French glory.
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The twigs and the leaves of the chestnut tree trembled in the first mo-
ments of its being moved; and the Dryad trembled in the pleasurable
feeling of expectation.

"Away! away!" it sounded in every beat of her pulse. "Away! away"
sounded in words that flew trembling along. The Dryad forgot to bid
farewell to the regions of home; she thought not of the waving grassand
of the innocent daisies, which had looked up to her as to a great lady, a
young Princess playing at being a shepherdess out in the open air.

The chestnut tree stood upon the wagon, and nodded his branches;
whether this meant "farewell" or "forward," the Dryad knew not; she
dreamed only of the marvellous new things, that seemedyet so familiar,
and that were to unfold themselves before her. No child's heart rejoicing
in innocenceÑno heart whose blood danced with passionÑhad set out
on the journey to Paris more full of expectation than she.

Her "farewell" sounded in the words "Away! away!"
The wheels turned; the distant approached; the present vanished. The

region was changed, even as the clouds change. New vineyards, forests,
villages, villas appearedÑcame nearerÑvanished!

The chestnut tree moved forward, and the Dryad went with it. Steam-
engine after steam-engine rushed past, sending up into the air vapory
clouds, that formed figures which told of Paris, whence they came, and
whither the Dryad was going.

Everything around knew it, and must know whither shewas bound. It
seemedto her as if every tree she passedstretched out its leaves towards
her, with the prayerÑ"Take me with you! take me with you!" for every
tree enclosed a longing Dryad.

What changesduring this flight! Houses seemedto be rising out of the
earthÑmore and moreÑthicker and thicker. The chimneys rose like
flower-pots ranged side by side, or in rows one above the other, on the
roofs. Great inscriptions in letters a yard long, and figures in various col-
ors, covering the walls from cornice to basement, came brightly out.

"Where does Paris begin, and when shall I be there?" asked the Dryad.
The crowd of people grew; the tumult and the bustle increased; car-

riage followed upon carriage; people on foot and people on horseback
were mingled together; all around were shops on shops, music and song,
crying and talking.

The Dryad, in her tree, was now in the midst of Paris. The great heavy
wagon all at once stopped on a little square planted with trees. The high
housesaround had all of them balconies to the windows, from which the
inhabitants looked down upon the young fresh chestnut tree, which was
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coming to be planted here as a substitute for the dead tree that lay
stretched on the ground.

The passers-bystood still and smiled in admiration of its pure vernal
freshness.The older trees, whose buds were still closed, whispered with
their waving branches, "Welcome! welcome!" The fountain, throwing its
jet of water high up in the air, to let it fall again in the wide stone basin,
told the wind to sprinkle the new-comer with pearly drops, as if it
wished to give him a refreshing draught to welcome him.

The Dryad felt how her tree was being lifted from the wagon to be
placed in the spot where it was to stand. The roots were covered with
earth, and fresh turf was laid on top. Blooming shrubs and flowers in
pots were ranged around; and thus a little garden arose in the square.

The tree that had been killed by the fumes of gas, the steam of kit-
chens, and the bad air of the city, was put upon the wagon and driven
away. The passers-by looked on. Children and old men sat upon the
bench, and looked at the green tree. And we who are telling this story
stood upon a balcony, and looked down upon the green spring sight that
had been brought in from the fresh country air, and said, what the old
clergyman would have said, "Poor Dryad!"

"I am happy! I am happy!" the Dryad cried, rejoicing; "and yet I cannot
realize, cannot describe what I feel. Everything is as I fancied it, and yet
as I did not fancy it."

The houses stood there, so lofty, so close! The sunlight shone on only
one of the walls, and that one was stuck over with bills and placards, be-
fore which the people stood still; and this made a crowd.

Carriages rushed past, carriages rolled past; light ones and heavy ones
mingled together. Omnibuses, those over-crowded moving houses,came
rattling by; horsemen galloped among them; even carts and wagons as-
serted their rights.

The Dryad asked herself if these high-grown houses, which stood so
close around her, would not remove and take other shapes, like the
clouds in the sky, and draw aside, so that she might cast a glance into
Paris, and over it. Notre Dame must show itself, the Vendome Column,
and the wondrous building which had called and was still calling so
many strangers to the city.

But the houses did not stir from their places. It was yet day when the
lamps were lit. The gas-jetsgleamed from the shops,and shone even into
the branchesof the trees,so that it was like sunlight in summer. The stars
above made their appearance, the same to which the Dryad had looked
up in her home. She thought she felt a clear pure stream of air which
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went forth from them. She felt herself lifted up and strengthened, and
felt an increased power of seeing through every leaf and through every
fibre of the root. Amid all the noise and the turmoil, the colors and the
lights, she knew herself watched by mild eyes.

From the side streets sounded the merry notes of fiddles and wind in-
struments. Up! to the dance, to the dance! to jollity and pleasure! that
was their invitation. Such music it was, that horses, carriages, trees, and
houseswould have danced, if they had known how. The charm of intox-
icating delight filled the bosom of the Dryad.

"How glorious, how splendid it is!" shecried, rejoicingly. "Now I am in
Paris!"

The next day that dawned, the next night that fell, offered the same
spectacle, similar bustle, similar life; changing, indeed, yet always the
same; and thus it went on through the sequence of days.

"Now I know every tree, every flower on the square here! I know
every house, every balcony, every shop in this narrow cut-off corner,
where I am denied the sight of this great mighty city. Where are the
archesof triumph, the Boulevards, the wondrous building of the world?
I seenothing of all this. As if shut up in a cage, I stand among the high
houses, which I now know by heart, with their inscriptions, signs, and
placards; all the painted confectionery, that is no longer to my taste.
Where are all the things of which I heard, for which I longed, and for
whose sake I wanted to come hither? what have I seized, found, won? I
feel the same longing I felt before; I feel that there is a life I should wish
to grasp and to experience. I must go out into the ranks of living men,
and mingle among them. I must fly about like a bird. I must seeand feel,
and becomehuman altogether. I must enjoy the one half-day, instead of
vegetating for years in every-day samenessand weariness, in which I be-
come ill, and at last sink and disappear like the dew on the meadows. I
will gleam like the cloud, gleam in the sunshine of life, look out over the
whole like the cloud, and pass away like it, no one knoweth whither."

Thus sighed the Dryad; and she prayed:
"Take from me the years that were destined for me, and give me but

half of the life of the ephemeral fly! Deliver me from my prison! Give me
human life, human happiness, only a short span, only the one night, if it
cannot be otherwise; and then punish me for my wish to live, my long-
ing for life! Strike me out of thy list. Let my shell, the fresh young tree,
wither, or be hewn down, and burnt to ashes,and scattered to all the
winds!"
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A rustling went through the leavesof the tree; there was a trembling in
each of the leaves; it seemed as if fire streamed through it. A gust of
wind shook its green crown, and from the midst of that crown a female
figure came forth. In the same moment she was sitting beneath the
brightly-illuminated leafy branches, young and beautiful to behold, like
poor Mary, to whom the clergyman had said, "The great city will be thy
destruction."

The Dryad sat at the foot of the treeÑat her house door, which shehad
locked, and whose key had thrown away. So young! so fair! The stars
saw her, and blinked at her. The gas-lamps saw her, and gleamed and
beckoned to her. How delicate she was, and yet how blooming!Ña child,
and yet a grown maiden! Her dress was fine as silk, green as the freshly-
opened leaves on the crown of the tree; in her nut-brown hair clung a
half-opened chestnut blossom. She looked like the Goddess of Spring.

For one short minute shesat motionless; then shesprang up, and, light
as a gazelle, she hurried away. She ran and sprang like the reflection
from the mirror that, carried by the sunshine, is cast, now here, now
there. Could any one have followed her with his eyes, he would have
seenhow marvellously her dress and her form changed, according to the
nature of the house or the place whose light happened to shine upon her.

She reached the Boulevards. Here a sea of light streamed forth from
the gas-flamesof the lamps, the shops and the cafes.Here stood in a row
young and slender trees, each of which concealed its Dryad, and gave
shade from the artificial sunlight. The whole vast pavement was one
great festive hall, where covered tables stood laden with refreshments of
all kinds, from champagne and Chartreuse down to coffee and beer.
Here was an exhibition of flowers, statues, books, and colored stuffs.

From the crowd closeby the lofty housesshe looked forth over the ter-
rific stream beyond the rows of trees. Yonder heaved a stream of rolling
carriages, cabriolets, coaches,omnibuses, cabs, and among them riding
gentlemen and marching troops. To cross to the opposite shore was an
undertaking fraught with danger to life and limb. Now lanterns shed
their radiance abroad; now the gashad the upper hand; suddenly a rock-
et rises! Whence? Whither?

Here are sounds of soft Italian melodies; yonder, Spanish songs are
sung, accompanied by the rattle of the castanets;but strongest of all, and
predominating over the rest, the street-organ tunes of the moment, the
exciting "Can-Can" music, which Orpheus never knew, and which was
never heard by the "Belle Helene." Even the barrow was tempted to hop
upon one of its wheels.
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The Dryad danced, floated, flew, changing her color every moment,
like a humming-bird in the sunshine; eachhouse, with the world belong-
ing to it, gave her its own reflections.

As the glowing lotus-flower, torn from its stem, is carried away by the
stream, so the Dryad drifted along. Whenever she paused, she was an-
other being, so that none was able to follow her, to recognize her, or to
look more closely at her.

Like cloud-pictures, all things flew by her. Shelooked into a thousand
faces, but not one was familiar to her; she saw not a single form from
home. Two bright eyes had remained in her memory. She thought of
Mary, poor Mary, the ragged merry child, who wore the red flowers in
her black hair. Mary was now here, in the world-city, rich and magnifi-
cent as in that day when she drove past the house of the old clergyman,
and past the tree of the Dryad, the old oak.

Here she was certainly living, in the deafening tumult. Perhaps she
had just stepped out of one of the gorgeous carriages in waiting. Hand-
some equipages, with coachmen in gold braid and footmen in silken
hose, drove up. The people who alighted from them were all richly-
dressed ladies. They went through the opened gate, and ascended the
broad staircasethat led to a building resting on marble pillars. Was this
building, perhaps, the wonder of the world? There Mary would certainly
be found.

"Sancta Maria!" resounded from the interior. Incense floated through
the lofty painted and gilded aisles, where a solemn twilight reigned.

It was the Church of the Madeleine.
Clad in black garments of the most costly stuffs, fashioned according

to the latest mode, the rich feminine world of Paris glided across the
shining pavement. The crestsof the proprietors were engraved on silver
shields on the velvet-bound prayer-books, and embroidered in the
corners of perfumed handkerchiefs bordered with Brusselslace.A few of
the ladies were kneeling in silent prayer before the altars; others resorted
to the confessionals.

Anxiety and fear took possessionof the Dryad; she felt as if she had
entered a place where she had no right to be. Here was the abode of si-
lence, the hall of secrets.Everything was said in whispers, every word
was a mystery.

The Dryad saw herself enveloped in lace and silk, like the women of
wealth and of high birth around her. Had, perhaps, every one of them a
longing in her breast, like the Dryad?
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A deep, painful sigh was heard. Did it escapefrom some confessional
in a distant corner, or from the bosom of the Dryad? She drew the veil
closer around her; she breathed incense,and not the fresh air. Here was
not the abiding-place of her longing.

Away! awayÑa hastening without rest. The ephemeral fly knows not
repose, for her existence is flight.

She was out again among the gas candelabra, by a magnificent
fountain.

"All its streaming waters are not able to wash out the innocent blood
that was spilt here."

Such were the words spoken. Strangers stood around, carrying on a
lively conversation, such as no one would have dared to carry on in the
gorgeous hall of secrets whence the Dryad came.

A heavy stone slab was turned and then lifted. Shedid not understand
why. She saw an opening that led into the depths below. The strangers
stepped down, leaving the starlit air and the cheerful life of the upper
world behind them.

"I am afraid," said one of the women who stood around, to her hus-
band, "I cannot venture to go down, nor do I care for the wonders down
yonder. You had better stay here with me."

"Indeed, and travel home," said the man, "and quit Paris without hav-
ing seenthe most wonderful thing of allÑthe real wonder of the present
period, created by the power and resolution of one man!"

"I will not go down for all that," was the reply.
"The wonder of the present time," it had been called. The Dryad had

heard and had understood it. The goal of her ardent longing had thus
been reached, and here was the entrance to it. Down into the depths be-
low Paris? She had not thought of such a thing; but now she heard it
said, and saw the strangers descending, and went after them.

The staircase was of cast iron, spiral, broad and easy. Below there
burned a lamp, and farther down, another. They stood in a labyrinth of
endless halls and arched passages,all communicating with each other.
All the streets and lanes of Paris were to be seenhere again, as in a dim
reflection. The names were painted up; and every, house above had its
number down here also, and struck its roots under the macadamized
quays of a broad canal, in which the muddy water flowed onward. Over
it the fresh streaming water was carried on arches; and quite at the top
hung the tangled net of gas-pipes and telegraph-wires.
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In the distance lamps gleamed, like a reflection from the world-city
above. Every now and then a dull rumbling was heard. This came from
the heavy wagons rolling over the entrance bridges.

Whither had the Dryad come?
You have, no doubt, heard of the CATACOMBS? Now they are van-

ishing points in that new underground worldÑthat wonder of the
present dayÑthe sewers of Paris. The Dryad was there, and not in the
world's Exhibition in the Champ de Mars.

She heard exclamations of wonder and admiration.
"From here go forth health and life for thousands upon thousands up

yonder! Our time is the time of progress, with its manifold blessings."
Suchwas the opinion and the speechof men; but not of those creatures

who had been born here, and who built and dwelt hereÑof the rats,
namely, who were squeaking to one another in the clefts of a crumbling
wall, quite plainly, and in a way the Dryad understood well.

A big old Father-Rat, with his tail bitten off, was relieving his feelings
in loud squeaks;and his family gave their tribute of concurrence to every
word he said:

"I am disgusted with this man-mewing," he criedÑ"with these out-
bursts of ignorance. A fine magnificence, truly! all made up of gas and
petroleum! I can't eat such stuff as that. Everything here is so fine and
bright now, that one's ashamed of one's self, without exactly knowing
why. Ah, if we only lived in the days of tallow candles! and it does not
lie so very far behind us. That was a romantic time, as one may say."

"What are you talking of there?" asked the Dryad. "I have never seen
you before. What is it you are talking about?"

"Of the glorious days that are gone," said the RatÑ"of the happy time
of our great-grandfathers and great-grandmothers. Then it was a great
thing to get down here. That was a rat's nest quite different from Paris.
Mother Plague used to live here then; she killed people, but never rats.
Robbersand smugglers could breathe freely here. Here was the meeting-
place of the most interesting personages,whom one now only gets to see
in the theatres where they act melodrama, up above. The time of ro-
mance is gone even in our rat's nest; and here also fresh air and petro-
leum have broken in."

Thus squeaked the Rat; he squeaked in honor of the old time, when
Mother Plague was still alive.

A carriage stopped, a kind of open omnibus, drawn by swift horses.
The company mounted and drove away along the Boulevard de

101



Sebastopol, that is to say, the underground boulevard, over which the
well-known crowded street of that name extended.

The carriage disappeared in the twilight; the Dryad disappeared, lifted
to the cheerful freshnessabove. Here, and not below in the vaulted pas-
sages,filled with heavy air, the wonder work must be found which she
was to seek in her short lifetime. It must gleam brighter than all the gas-
flames, stronger than the moon that was just gliding past.

Yes,certainly, she saw it yonder in the distance, it gleamed before her,
and twinkled and glittered like the evening star in the sky.

She saw a glittering portal open, that led to a little garden, where all
was brightness and dance music. Colored lamps surrounded little lakes,
in which were water-plants of colored metal, from whose flowers jets of
water spurted up. Beautiful weeping willows, real products of spring,
hung their fresh branches over these lakes like a fresh, green, transpar-
ent, and yet screening veil. In the bushes burnt an open fire, throwing a
red twilight over the quiet huts of branches, into which the sounds of
music penetratedÑan ear tickling, intoxicating music, that sent the blood
coursing through the veins.

Beautiful girls in festive attire, with pleasant smiles on their lips, and
the light spirit of youth in their heartsÑ"Marys," with rosesin their hair,
but without carriage and postilionÑflitted to and fro in the wild dance.

Where were the heads, where the feet? As if stung by tarantulas, they
sprang, laughed, rejoiced, as if in their ecstaciesthey were going to em-
brace all the world.

The Dryad felt herself torn with them into the whirl of the dance.
Round her delicate foot clung the silken boot, chestnut brown in color,
like the ribbon that floated from her hair down upon her bare shoulders.
The green silk dress waved in large folds, but did not entirely hide the
pretty foot and ankle.

Had she come to the enchanted Garden of Armida? What was the
name of the place?

The name glittered in gas-jets over the entrance. It was "Mabille."
The soaring upwards of rockets, the splashing of fountains, and the

popping of champagne corks accompanied the wild bacchantic dance.
Over the whole glided the moon through the air, clear, but with a some-
what crooked face.

A wild joviality seemed to rush through the Dryad, as though she
were intoxicated with opium. Her eyes spoke, her lips spoke, but the
sound of violins and of flutes drowned the sound of her voice. Her part-
ner whispered words to her which she did not understand, nor do we
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understand them. He stretched out his arms to draw her to him, but he
embraced only the empty air.

The Dryad had been carried away, like a rose-leaf on the wind. Before
her she saw a flame in the air, a flashing light high up on a tower. The
beacon light shone from the goal of her longing, shone from the red
lighthouse tower of the FataMorgana of the Champ de Mars. Thither she
was carried by the wind. She circled round the tower; the workmen
thought it was a butterfly that had come too early, and that now sank
down dying.

The moon shone bright, gas-lamps spread light around, through the
halls, over the all-world's buildings scattered about, over the rose-hills
and the rocks produced by human ingenuity, from which waterfalls,
driven by the power of "Master Bloodless," fell down. The caverns of the
sea,the depths of the lakes, the kingdom of the fishes were opened here.
Men walked as in the depths of the deep pond, and held converse with
the sea,in the diving-bell of glass. The water pressed against the strong
glasswalls above and on every side. The polypi, eel-like living creatures,
had fastened themselves to the bottom, and stretched out arms, fathoms
long, for prey. A big turbot was making himself broad in front, quietly
enough, but not without casting some suspicious glances aside. A crab
clambered over him, looking like a gigantic spider, while the shrimps
wandered about in restless haste, like the butterflies and moths of the
sea.

In the fresh water grew water-lilies, nymphaea, and reeds; the gold-
fishes stood up below in rank and file, all turning their heads one way,
that the streaming water might flow into their mouths. Fat carps stared
at the glass wall with stupid eyes.They knew that they were here to be
exhibited, and that they had made the somewhat toilsome journey hither
in tubs filled with water; and they thought with dismay of the land-sick-
ness from which they had suffered so cruelly on the railway.

They had come to see the Exhibition, and now contemplated it from
their fresh or salt-water position. They looked attentively at the crowds
of people who passed by them early and late. All the nations in the
world, they thought, had made an exhibition of their inhabitants, for the
edification of the solesand haddocks, pike and carp, that they might give
their opinions upon the different kinds.

"Those are scaly animals" said a little slimy Whiting. "They put on dif-
ferent scalestwo or three times a day, and they emit sounds which they
call speaking. We don't put on scales,and we make ourselves under-
stood in an easier way, simply by twitching the corners of our mouths
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and staring with our eyes. We have a great many advantages over
mankind."

"But they have learned swimming of us," remarked a well-educated
Codling. "You must know I come from the great seaoutside. In the hot
time of the year the people yonder go into the water; first they take off
their scales,and then they swim. They have learnt from the frogs to kick
out with their hind legs, and row with their fore paws. But they cannot
hold out long. They want to be like us, but they cannot come up to us.
Poor people!"

And the fishes stared. They thought that the whole swarm of people
whom they had seen in the bright daylight were still moving around
them; they were certain they still saw the same forms that had first
caught their attention.

A pretty Barbel, with spotted skin, and an enviably round back, de-
clared that the "human fry" were still there.

"I can seea well set-up human figure quite well," said the Barbel. "She
was called 'contumacious lady,' or something of that kind. She had a
mouth and staring eyes, like ours, and a great balloon at the back of her
head, and something like a shut-up umbrella in front; there were a lot of
dangling bits of seaweed hanging about her. She ought to take all the
rubbish off, and go as we do; then she would look something like a re-
spectable barbel, so far as it is possible for a person to look like one!"

"What's becomeof that one whom they drew away with the hook? He
sat on a wheel-chair, and had paper, and pen, and ink, and wrote down
everything. They called him a 'writer.'"

"They're going about with him still," said a hoary old maid of a Carp,
who carried her misfortune about with her, so that she was quite hoarse.
In her youth she had once swallowed a hook, and still swam patiently
about with it in her gullet. "A writer? That means, as we fishes describe
it, a kind of cuttle or ink-fish among men."

Thus the fishes gossipped in their own way; but in the artificial water-
grotto the laborers were busy; who were obliged to take advantage of the
hours of night to get their work done by daybreak. They accompanied
with blows of their hammers and with songs the parting words of the
vanishing Dryad.

"So,at any rate, I have seenyou, you pretty gold-fishes," shesaid. "Yes,
I know you;" and she waved her hand to them. "I have known about you
a long time in my home; the swallow told me about you. How beautiful
you are! how delicate and shining! I should like to kiss every one of you.
You others, also. I know you all; but you do not know me."

104



The fishes stared out into the twilight. They did not understand a
word of it.

The Dryad was there no longer. Shehad been a long time in the open
air, where the different countriesÑthe country of black bread, the cod-
fish coast, the kingdom of Russia leather, and the banks of eau-de-Co-
logne, and the gardens of rose oilÑexhaled their perfumes from the
world-wonder flower.

When, after a night at a ball, we drive home half asleep and half
awake, the melodies still sound plainly in our ears; we hear them, and
could sing them all from memory. When the eye of the murdered man
closes,the picture of what it saw last clings to it for a time like a photo-
graphic picture.

So it was likewise here. The bustling life of day had not yet disap-
peared in the quiet night. The Dryad had seen it; she knew, thus it will
be repeated tomorrow.

The Dryad stood among the fragrant roses, and thought she knew
them, and had seen them in her own home. She also saw red
pomegranate flowers, like those that little Mary had worn in her dark
hair.

Remembrancesfrom the home of her childhood flashed through her
thoughts; her eyes eagerly drank in the prospect around, and feverish
restlessness chased her through the wonder-filled halls.

A weariness that increased continually, took possessionof her. Shefelt
a longing to rest on the soft Oriental carpets within, or to lean against the
weeping willow without by the clear water. But for the ephemeral fly
there was no rest. In a few moments the day had completed its circle.

Her thoughts trembled, her limbs trembled, she sank down on the
grass by the bubbling water.

"Thou wilt ever spring living from the earth," she said mournfully.
"Moisten my tongueÑbring me a refreshing draught."

"I am no living water," was the answer. "I only spring upward when
the machine wills it."

"Give me something of thy freshness,thou green grass," implored the
Dryad; "give me one of thy fragrant flowers."

"We must die if we are torn from our stalks," replied the Flowers and
the Grass.

"Give me a kiss, thou fresh stream of airÑonly a single life-kiss."
"Soon the sun will kiss the clouds red," answered the Wind; "then thou

wilt be among the deadÑblown away, as all the splendor here will be
blown away before the year shall have ended. Then I can play again with
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the light loose sand on the place here, and whirl the dust over the land
and through the air. All is dust!"

The Dryad felt a terror like a woman who has cut asunder her pulse-
artery in the bath, but is filled again with the love of life, even while she
is bleeding to death. Sheraised herself, tottered forward a few steps,and
sank down again at the entrance to a little church. The gate stood open,
lights were burning upon the altar, and the organ sounded.

What music! Such notes the Dryad had never yet heard; and yet it
seemed to her as if she recognized a number of well-known voices
among them. They came deep from the heart of all creation. Shethought
she heard the stories of the old clergyman, of great deeds,and of the cel-
ebrated names, and of the gifts that the creatures of God must bestow
upon posterity, if they would live on in the world.

The tones of the organ swelled, and in their song there sounded these
words:

"Thy wishing and thy longing have torn thee, with thy roots, from the
place which God appointed for thee. That was thy destruction, thou poor
Dryad!"

The notes became soft and gentle, and seemed to die away in a wail.
In the sky the clouds showed themselves with a ruddy gleam. The

Wind sighed:
"Pass away, ye dead! now the sun is going to rise!"
The first ray fell on the Dryad. Her form was irradiated in changing

colors, like the soap-bubble when it is bursting and becomesa drop of
water; like a tear that falls and passes away like a vapor.

Poor Dryad! Only a dew-drop, only a tear, poured upon the earth, and
vanished away!
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Chapter22
Jack the Dullard: An Old Story Told Anew

FAR in the interior of the country lay an old baronial hall, and in it lived
an old proprietor, who had two sons, which two young men thought
themselves too clever by half. They wanted to go out and woo the King's
daughter; for the maiden in question had publicly announced that she
would choose for her husband that youth who could arrange his words
best.

So these two geniuses prepared themselves a full week for the woo-
ingÑthis was the longest time that could be granted them; but it was
enough, for they had had much preparatory information, and everybody
knows how useful that is. One of them knew the whole Latin dictionary
by heart, and three whole years of the daily paper of the little town into
the bargain, and so well, indeed, that he could repeat it all either back-
wards or forwards, just as he chose. The other was deeply read in the
corporation laws, and knew by heart what every corporation ought to
know; and accordingly he thought he could talk of affairs of state, and
put his spoke in the wheel in the council. And he knew one thing more:
he could embroider suspenders with roses and other flowers, and with
arabesques, for he was a tasty, light-fingered fellow.

"I shall win the Princess!" So cried both of them. Therefore their old
papa gave to each of them a handsome horse. The youth who knew the
dictionary and newspaper by heart had a black horse, and he who knew
all about the corporation laws received a milk-white steed. Then they
rubbed the corners of their mouths with fish-oil, so that they might be-
come very smooth and glib. All the servants stood below in the court-
yard, and looked on while they mounted their horses;and just by chance
the third son came up. For the proprietor had really three sons, though
nobody counted the third with his brothers, because he was not so
learned as they, and indeed he was generally known as "Jack the
Dullard."
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"Hallo!" said Jack the Dullard, "where are you going? I declare you
have put on your Sunday clothes!"

"We're going to the King's court, as suitors to the King's daughter.
Don't you know the announcement that has been made all through the
country?" And they told him all about it.

"My word! I'll be in it too!" cried Jackthe Dullard; and his two brothers
burst out laughing at him, and rode away.

"Father, dear," said Jack,"I must have a horse too. I do feel so desper-
ately inclined to marry! If she accepts me, she accepts me; and if she
won't have me, I'll have her; but she shall be mine!"

"Don't talk nonsense," replied the old gentleman. "You shall have no
horse from me. You don't know how to speakÑyou can't arrange your
words. Your brothers are very different fellows from you."

"Well," quoth Jack the Dullard, "If I can't have a horse, I'll take the
Billy-goat, who belongs to me, and he can carry me very well!"

And so said, so done. He mounted the Billy-goat, pressed his heels in-
to its sides, and galloped down the high street like a hurricane.

"Hei, houp! that was a ride! Here I come!" shouted Jack the Dullard,
and he sang till his voice echoed far and wide.

But his brothers rode slowly on in advance of him. They spoke not a
word, for they were thinking about the fine extempore speechesthey
would have to bring out, and these had to be cleverly prepared
beforehand.

"Hallo!" shouted Jackthe Dullard. "Here am I! Look what I have found
on the high road." And he showed them what it was, and it was a dead
crow.

"Dullard!" exclaimed the brothers, "what are you going to do with
that?"

"With the crow? why, I am going to give it to the Princess."
"Yes, do so," said they; and they laughed, and rode on.
"Hallo, here I am again! just seewhat I have found now: you don't find

that on the high road every day!"
And the brothers turned round to see what he could have found now.
"Dullard!" they cried, "that is only an old wooden shoe,and the upper

part is missing into the bargain; are you going to give that also to the
Princess?"

"Most certainly I shall," replied Jackthe Dullard; and again the broth-
ers laughed and rode on, and thus they got far in advance of him; butÑ

"HalloÑhop rara!" and there was Jackthe Dullard again. "It is getting
better and better," he cried. "Hurrah! it is quite famous."
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"Why, what have you found this time?" inquired the brothers.
"Oh," said Jackthe Dullard, "I can hardly tell you. How glad the Prin-

cess will be!"
"Bah!" said the brothers; "that is nothing but clay out of the ditch."
"Yes, certainly it is," said Jackthe Dullard; "and clay of the finest sort.

See,it is so wet, it runs through one's fingers." And he filled his pocket
with the clay.

But his brothers galloped on till the sparks flew, and consequently
they arrived a full hour earlier at the town gate than could Jack.Now at
the gate eachsuitor was provided with a number, and all were placed in
rows immediately on their arrival, six in eachrow, and so closely packed
together that they could not move their arms; and that was a prudent ar-
rangement, for they would certainly have come to blows, had they been
able, merely because one of them stood before the other.

All the inhabitants of the country round about stood in great crowds
around the castle,almost under the very windows, to seethe Princessre-
ceive the suitors; and as each stepped into the hall, his power of speech
seemed to desert him, like the light of a candle that is blown out. Then
the Princess would say, "He is of no use! Away with him out of the hall!"

At last the turn came for that brother who knew the dictionary by
heart; but he did not know it now; he had absolutely forgotten it alto-
gether; and the boards seemedto re-echowith his footsteps, and the ceil-
ing of the hall was made of looking-glass, so that he saw himself stand-
ing on his head; and at the window stood three clerks and a head clerk,
and every one of them was writing down every single word that was
uttered, so that it might be printed in the newspapers, and sold for a
penny at the street corners. It was a terrible ordeal, and they had,
moreover, made such a fire in the stove, that the room seemedquite red
hot.

"It is dreadfully hot here!" observed the first brother.
"Yes," replied the Princess, "my father is going to roast young pullets

today."
"Baa!" there he stood like a baa-lamb. He had not been prepared for a

speech of this kind, and had not a word to say, though he intended to
say something witty. "Baa!"

"He is of no use!" said the Princess. "Away with him!"
And he was obliged to go accordingly. And now the second brother

came in.
"It is terribly warm here!" he observed.
"Yes, we're roasting pullets to-day," replied the Princess.
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"WhatÑwhat were youÑwere you pleased to ob-" stammered
heÑand all the clerks wrote down, "pleased to ob-"

"He is of no use!" said the Princess. "Away with him!"
Now came the turn of Jack the Dullard. He rode into the hall on his

goat.
"Well, it's most abominably hot here."
"Yes, because I'm roasting young pullets," replied the Princess.
"Ah, that's lucky!" exclaimed Jackthe Dullard, "for I suppose you'll let

me roast my crow at the same time?"
"With the greatest pleasure," said the Princess."But have you anything

you can roast it in? for I have neither pot nor pan."
"Certainly I have!" said Jack. "Here's a cooking utensil with a tin

handle."
And he brought out the old wooden shoe, and put the crow into it.
"Well, that is a famous dish!" said the Princess."But what shall we do

for sauce?"
"Oh, I have that in my pocket," said Jack;"I have so much of it that I

can afford to throw some away;" and he poured some of the clay out of
his pocket.

"I like that!" said the Princess."You can give an answer, and you have
something to say for yourself, and so you shall be my husband. But are
you aware that every word we speak is being taken down, and will be
published in the paper to-morrow? Look yonder, and you will see in
every window three clerks and a head clerk; and the old head clerk is the
worst of all, for he can't understand anything."

But she only said this to frighten Jackthe Dullard; and the clerks gave
a great crow of delight, and each one spurted a blot out of his pen on to
the floor.

"Oh, those are the gentlemen, are they?" said Jack;"then I will give the
best I have to the head clerk." And he turned out his pockets, and flung
the wet clay full in the head clerk's face.

"That was very cleverly done," observed the Princess."I could not have
done that; but I shall learn in time."

And accordingly Jack the Dullard was made a king, and received a
crown and a wife, and sat upon a throne. And this report we have wet
from the press of the head clerk and the corporation of printersÑbut
they are not to be depended upon in the least.
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Chapter23
The Dumb Book

IN the high-road which led through a wood stood a solitary farm-house;
the road, in fact, ran right through its yard. The sun was shining and all
the windows were open; within the house people were very busy. In the
yard, in an arbour formed by lilac bushes in full bloom, stood an open
coffin; thither they had carried a dead man, who was to be buried that
very afternoon. Nobody shed a tear over him; his face was covered over
with a white cloth, under his head they had placed a large thick book,
the leaves of which consisted of folded sheets of blotting-paper, and
withered flowers lay between them; it was the herbarium which he had
gathered in various places and was to be buried with him, according to
his own wish. Every one of the flowers in it was connected with some
chapter of his life.

"Who is the dead man?" we asked.
"The old student," was the reply. "They say that he was once an ener-

getic young man, that he studied the dead languages,and sang and even
composed many songs; then something had happened to him, and in
consequenceof this he gave himself up to drink, body and mind. When
at last he had ruined his health, they brought him into the country,
where someone paid for his board and residence. He was gentle as a
child as long as the sullen mood did not come over him; but when it
came he was fierce, became as strong as a giant, and ran about in the
wood like a chaseddeer. But when we succeededin bringing him home,
and prevailed upon him to open the book with the dried-up plants in it,
he would sometimes sit for a whole day looking at this or that plant,
while frequently the tears rolled over his cheeks.God knows what was
in his mind; but he requested us to put the book into his coffin, and now
he lies there. In a little while the lid will be placed upon the coffin, and
he will have sweet rest in the grave!"

The cloth which covered his facewas lifted up; the dead man's faceex-
pressed peaceÑa sunbeam fell upon it. A swallow flew with the
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swiftness of an arrow into the arbour, turning in its flight, and twittered
over the dead man's head.

What a strange feeling it isÑsurely we all know itÑto look through
old letters of our young days; a different life rises up out of the past, as it
were, with all its hopes and sorrows. How many of the people with
whom in those days we used to be on intimate terms appear to us as if
dead, and yet they are still aliveÑonly we have not thought of them for
such a long time, whom we imagined we should retain in our memories
for ever, and share every joy and sorrow with them.

The withered oak leaf in the book here recalled the friend, the
schoolfellow, who was to be his friend for life. He fixed the leaf to the
student's cap in the green wood, when they vowed eternal friendship.
Where does he dwell now? The leaf is kept, but the friendship does no
longer exist. Here is a foreign hothouse plant, too tender for the gardens
of the North. It is almost as if its leaves still smelt sweet! She gave it to
him out of her own gardenÑa nobleman's daughter.

Here is a water-lily that he had plucked himself, and watered with salt
tearsÑa lily of sweet water. And here is a nettle: what may its leaves tell
us? What might he have thought when he plucked and kept it? Here is a
little snowdrop out of the solitary wood; here is an evergreen from the
flower-pot at the tavern; and here is a simple blade of grass.

The lilac bends its fresh fragrant flowers over the dead man's head; the
swallow passesagainÑ"twit, twit;" now the men come with hammer and
nails, the lid is placed over the dead man, while his head rests on the
dumb bookÑso long cherished, now closed for ever!
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Chapter24
The Elf of the Rose

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The window stood open the whole day, and the little elf could easily
have reached the roses,or any of the flowers; but he could not find it in
his heart to leave one so afflicted. In the window stood a bush bearing
monthly roses.He seatedhimself in one of the flowers, and gazed on the
poor girl. Her brother often came into the room, and would be quite
cheerful, in spite of his baseconduct; so she dare not say a word to him
of her heart's grief.

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

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

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

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

After a while he found another rose, which became his home, for
among its delicate fragrant leaves he could dwell in safety. Every morn-
ing he flew to the window of the poor girl, and always found her weep-
ing by the flower pot. The bitter tears fell upon the jasmine twig, and
each day, as she became paler and paler, the sprig appeared to grow
greener and fresher. One shoot after another sprouted forth, and little
white buds blossomed, which the poor girl fondly kissed. But her wicked
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