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The Happy Pr�nce.

Woman open�ng w�ndow and see�ng b�rd

H��� above the c�ty, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy
Pr�nce.  He was g�lded all over w�th th�n leaves of f�ne gold, for eyes
he had two br�ght sapph�res, and a large red ruby glowed on h�s
sword-h�lt.

He was very much adm�red �ndeed.  “He �s as beaut�ful as a
weathercock,” remarked one of the Town Counc�llors who w�shed to
ga�n a reputat�on for hav�ng art�st�c tastes; “only not qu�te so useful,”
he added, fear�ng lest people should th�nk h�m unpract�cal, wh�ch he
really was not.

“Why can’t you be l�ke the Happy Pr�nce?” asked a sens�ble mother
of her l�ttle boy who was cry�ng for the moon.  “The Happy Pr�nce
never dreams of cry�ng for anyth�ng.”

“I am glad there �s some one �n the world who �s qu�te happy,”
muttered a d�sappo�nted man as he gazed at the wonderful statue.

“He looks just l�ke an angel,” sa�d the Char�ty Ch�ldren as they came
out of the cathedral �n the�r br�ght scarlet cloaks and the�r clean wh�te
p�nafores.

“How do you know?” sa�d the Mathemat�cal Master, “you have never
seen one.”

“Ah! but we have, �n our dreams,” answered the ch�ldren; and the
Mathemat�cal Master frowned and looked very severe, for he d�d not
approve of ch�ldren dream�ng.



One n�ght there flew over the c�ty a l�ttle Swallow.  H�s fr�ends had
gone away to Egypt s�x weeks before, but he had stayed beh�nd, for
he was �n love w�th the most beaut�ful Reed.  He had met her early �n
the spr�ng as he was fly�ng down the r�ver after a b�g yellow moth,
and had been so attracted by her slender wa�st that he had stopped
to talk to her.

“Shall I love you?” sa�d the Swallow, who l�ked to come to the po�nt
at once, and the Reed made h�m a low bow.  So he flew round and
round her, touch�ng the water w�th h�s w�ngs, and mak�ng s�lver
r�pples.  Th�s was h�s courtsh�p, and �t lasted all through the summer.

“It �s a r�d�culous attachment,” tw�ttered the other Swallows; “she has
no money, and far too many relat�ons”; and �ndeed the r�ver was
qu�te full of Reeds.  Then, when the autumn came they all flew away.

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to t�re of h�s lady-love. 
“She has no conversat�on,” he sa�d, “and I am afra�d that she �s a
coquette, for she �s always fl�rt�ng w�th the w�nd.”  And certa�nly,
whenever the w�nd blew, the Reed made the most graceful curtseys. 
“I adm�t that she �s domest�c,” he cont�nued, “but I love travell�ng, and
my w�fe, consequently, should love travell�ng also.”

“W�ll you come away w�th me?” he sa�d f�nally to her; but the Reed
shook her head, she was so attached to her home.

“You have been tr�fl�ng w�th me,” he cr�ed.  “I am off to the Pyram�ds. 
Good-bye!” and he flew away.

All day long he flew, and at n�ght-t�me he arr�ved at the c�ty.  “Where
shall I put up?” he sa�d; “I hope the town has made preparat�ons.”

Then he saw the statue on the tall column.

“I w�ll put up there,” he cr�ed; “�t �s a f�ne pos�t�on, w�th plenty of fresh
a�r.”  So he al�ghted just between the feet of the Happy Pr�nce.

“I have a golden bedroom,” he sa�d softly to h�mself as he looked
round, and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was putt�ng h�s
head under h�s w�ng a large drop of water fell on h�m.  “What a



cur�ous th�ng!” he cr�ed; “there �s not a s�ngle cloud �n the sky, the
stars are qu�te clear and br�ght, and yet �t �s ra�n�ng.  The cl�mate �n
the north of Europe �s really dreadful.  The Reed used to l�ke the
ra�n, but that was merely her self�shness.”

Then another drop fell.

“What �s the use of a statue �f �t cannot keep the ra�n off?” he sa�d; “I
must look for a good ch�mney-pot,” and he determ�ned to fly away.

But before he had opened h�s w�ngs, a th�rd drop fell, and he looked
up, and saw—Ah! what d�d he see?

The eyes of the Happy Pr�nce were f�lled w�th tears, and tears were
runn�ng down h�s golden cheeks.  H�s face was so beaut�ful �n the
moonl�ght that the l�ttle Swallow was f�lled w�th p�ty.

“Who are you?” he sa�d.

“I am the Happy Pr�nce.”

“Why are you weep�ng then?” asked the Swallow; “you have qu�te
drenched me.”

“When I was al�ve and had a human heart,” answered the statue, “I
d�d not know what tears were, for I l�ved �n the Palace of Sans-Souc�,
where sorrow �s not allowed to enter.  In the dayt�me I played w�th my
compan�ons �n the garden, and �n the even�ng I led the dance �n the
Great Hall.  Round the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared
to ask what lay beyond �t, everyth�ng about me was so beaut�ful.  My
court�ers called me the Happy Pr�nce, and happy �ndeed I was, �f
pleasure be happ�ness.  So I l�ved, and so I d�ed.  And now that I am
dead they have set me up here so h�gh that I can see all the ugl�ness
and all the m�sery of my c�ty, and though my heart �s made of lead
yet I cannot chose but weep.”

“What! �s he not sol�d gold?” sa�d the Swallow to h�mself.  He was too
pol�te to make any personal remarks out loud.

“Far away,” cont�nued the statue �n a low mus�cal vo�ce, “far away �n
a l�ttle street there �s a poor house.  One of the w�ndows �s open, and



through �t I can see a woman seated at a table.  Her face �s th�n and
worn, and she has coarse, red hands, all pr�cked by the needle, for
she �s a seamstress.  She �s embro�der�ng pass�on-flowers on a sat�n
gown for the lovel�est of the Queen’s ma�ds-of-honour to wear at the
next Court-ball.  In a bed �n the corner of the room her l�ttle boy �s
ly�ng �ll.  He has a fever, and �s ask�ng for oranges.  H�s mother has
noth�ng to g�ve h�m but r�ver water, so he �s cry�ng.  Swallow,
Swallow, l�ttle Swallow, w�ll you not br�ng her the ruby out of my
sword-h�lt?  My feet are fastened to th�s pedestal and I cannot
move.”

“I am wa�ted for �n Egypt,” sa�d the Swallow.  “My fr�ends are fly�ng
up and down the N�le, and talk�ng to the large lotus-flowers.  Soon
they w�ll go to sleep �n the tomb of the great K�ng.  The K�ng �s there
h�mself �n h�s pa�nted coff�n.  He �s wrapped �n yellow l�nen, and
embalmed w�th sp�ces.  Round h�s neck �s a cha�n of pale green
jade, and h�s hands are l�ke w�thered leaves.”

“Swallow, Swallow, l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the Pr�nce, “w�ll you not stay
w�th me for one n�ght, and be my messenger?  The boy �s so th�rsty,
and the mother so sad.”

“I don’t th�nk I l�ke boys,” answered the Swallow.  “Last summer,
when I was stay�ng on the r�ver, there were two rude boys, the
m�ller’s sons, who were always throw�ng stones at me.  They never
h�t me, of course; we swallows fly far too well for that, and bes�des, I
come of a fam�ly famous for �ts ag�l�ty; but st�ll, �t was a mark of
d�srespect.”

But the Happy Pr�nce looked so sad that the l�ttle Swallow was
sorry.  “It �s very cold here,” he sa�d; “but I w�ll stay w�th you for one
n�ght, and be your messenger.”

“Thank you, l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the Pr�nce.

So the Swallow p�cked out the great ruby from the Pr�nce’s sword,
and flew away w�th �t �n h�s beak over the roofs of the town.

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the wh�te marble angels
were sculptured.  He passed by the palace and heard the sound of



danc�ng.  A beaut�ful g�rl came out on the balcony w�th her lover. 
“How wonderful the stars are,” he sa�d to her, “and how wonderful �s
the power of love!”

“I hope my dress w�ll be ready �n t�me for the State-ball,” she
answered; “I have ordered pass�on-flowers to be embro�dered on �t;
but the seamstresses are so lazy.”

He passed over the r�ver, and saw the lanterns hang�ng to the masts
of the sh�ps.  He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews
barga�n�ng w�th each other, and we�gh�ng out money �n copper
scales.  At last he came to the poor house and looked �n.  The boy
was toss�ng fever�shly on h�s bed, and the mother had fallen asleep,
she was so t�red.  In he hopped, and la�d the great ruby on the table
bes�de the woman’s th�mble.  Then he flew gently round the bed,
fann�ng the boy’s forehead w�th h�s w�ngs.  “How cool I feel,” sa�d the
boy, “I must be gett�ng better”; and he sank �nto a del�c�ous slumber.

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Pr�nce, and told h�m what
he had done.  “It �s cur�ous,” he remarked, “but I feel qu�te warm now,
although �t �s so cold.”

“That �s because you have done a good act�on,” sa�d the Pr�nce. 
And the l�ttle Swallow began to th�nk, and then he fell asleep. 
Th�nk�ng always made h�m sleepy.

When day broke he flew down to the r�ver and had a bath.  “What a
remarkable phenomenon,” sa�d the Professor of Orn�thology as he
was pass�ng over the br�dge.  “A swallow �n w�nter!”  And he wrote a
long letter about �t to the local newspaper.  Every one quoted �t, �t
was full of so many words that they could not understand.

“To-n�ght I go to Egypt,” sa�d the Swallow, and he was �n h�gh sp�r�ts
at the prospect.  He v�s�ted all the publ�c monuments, and sat a long
t�me on top of the church steeple.  Wherever he went the Sparrows
ch�rruped, and sa�d to each other, “What a d�st�ngu�shed stranger!”
so he enjoyed h�mself very much.

When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Pr�nce.  “Have you
any comm�ss�ons for Egypt?” he cr�ed; “I am just start�ng.”



“Swallow, Swallow, l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the Pr�nce, “w�ll you not stay
w�th me one n�ght longer?”

“I am wa�ted for �n Egypt,” answered the Swallow.  “To-morrow my
fr�ends w�ll fly up to the Second Cataract.  The r�ver-horse couches
there among the bulrushes, and on a great gran�te throne s�ts the
God Memnon.  All n�ght long he watches the stars, and when the
morn�ng star sh�nes he utters one cry of joy, and then he �s s�lent.  At
noon the yellow l�ons come down to the water’s edge to dr�nk.  They
have eyes l�ke green beryls, and the�r roar �s louder than the roar of
the cataract.”

“Swallow, Swallow, l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the Pr�nce, “far away across
the c�ty I see a young man �n a garret.  He �s lean�ng over a desk
covered w�th papers, and �n a tumbler by h�s s�de there �s a bunch of
w�thered v�olets.  H�s ha�r �s brown and cr�sp, and h�s l�ps are red as
a pomegranate, and he has large and dreamy eyes.  He �s try�ng to
f�n�sh a play for the D�rector of the Theatre, but he �s too cold to wr�te
any more.  There �s no f�re �n the grate, and hunger has made h�m
fa�nt.”

“I w�ll wa�t w�th you one n�ght longer,” sa�d the Swallow, who really
had a good heart.  “Shall I take h�m another ruby?”

“Alas!  I have no ruby now,” sa�d the Pr�nce; “my eyes are all that I
have left.  They are made of rare sapph�res, wh�ch were brought out
of Ind�a a thousand years ago.  Pluck out one of them and take �t to
h�m.  He w�ll sell �t to the jeweller, and buy food and f�rewood, and
f�n�sh h�s play.”

“Dear Pr�nce,” sa�d the Swallow, “I cannot do that”; and he began to
weep.

“Swallow, Swallow, l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the Pr�nce, “do as I command
you.”

So the Swallow plucked out the Pr�nce’s eye, and flew away to the
student’s garret.  It was easy enough to get �n, as there was a hole �n
the roof.  Through th�s he darted, and came �nto the room.  The
young man had h�s head bur�ed �n h�s hands, so he d�d not hear the



flutter of the b�rd’s w�ngs, and when he looked up he found the
beaut�ful sapph�re ly�ng on the w�thered v�olets.

“I am beg�nn�ng to be apprec�ated,” he cr�ed; “th�s �s from some great
adm�rer.  Now I can f�n�sh my play,” and he looked qu�te happy.

The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour.  He sat on the
mast of a large vessel and watched the sa�lors haul�ng b�g chests out
of the hold w�th ropes.  “Heave a-hoy!” they shouted as each chest
came up.  “I am go�ng to Egypt”! cr�ed the Swallow, but nobody
m�nded, and when the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Pr�nce.

“I am come to b�d you good-bye,” he cr�ed.

“Swallow, Swallow, l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the Pr�nce, “w�ll you not stay
w�th me one n�ght longer?”

“It �s w�nter,” answered the Swallow, “and the ch�ll snow w�ll soon be
here.  In Egypt the sun �s warm on the green palm-trees, and the
crocod�les l�e �n the mud and look laz�ly about them.  My compan�ons
are bu�ld�ng a nest �n the Temple of Baalbec, and the p�nk and wh�te
doves are watch�ng them, and coo�ng to each other.  Dear Pr�nce, I
must leave you, but I w�ll never forget you, and next spr�ng I w�ll br�ng
you back two beaut�ful jewels �n place of those you have g�ven
away.  The ruby shall be redder than a red rose, and the sapph�re
shall be as blue as the great sea.”

“In the square below,” sa�d the Happy Pr�nce, “there stands a l�ttle
match-g�rl.  She has let her matches fall �n the gutter, and they are all
spo�led.  Her father w�ll beat her �f she does not br�ng home some
money, and she �s cry�ng.  She has no shoes or stock�ngs, and her
l�ttle head �s bare.  Pluck out my other eye, and g�ve �t to her, and her
father w�ll not beat her.”

“I w�ll stay w�th you one n�ght longer,” sa�d the Swallow, “but I cannot
pluck out your eye.  You would be qu�te bl�nd then.”

“Swallow, Swallow, l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the Pr�nce, “do as I command
you.”



So he plucked out the Pr�nce’s other eye, and darted down w�th �t. 
He swooped past the match-g�rl, and sl�pped the jewel �nto the palm
of her hand.  “What a lovely b�t of glass,” cr�ed the l�ttle g�rl; and she
ran home, laugh�ng.

Then the Swallow came back to the Pr�nce.  “You are bl�nd now,” he
sa�d, “so I w�ll stay w�th you always.”

“No, l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the poor Pr�nce, “you must go away to
Egypt.”

“I w�ll stay w�th you always,” sa�d the Swallow, and he slept at the
Pr�nce’s feet.

All the next day he sat on the Pr�nce’s shoulder, and told h�m stor�es
of what he had seen �n strange lands.  He told h�m of the red �b�ses,
who stand �n long rows on the banks of the N�le, and catch gold-f�sh
�n the�r beaks; of the Sph�nx, who �s as old as the world �tself, and
l�ves �n the desert, and knows everyth�ng; of the merchants, who
walk slowly by the s�de of the�r camels, and carry amber beads �n
the�r hands; of the K�ng of the Mounta�ns of the Moon, who �s as
black as ebony, and worsh�ps a large crystal; of the great green
snake that sleeps �n a palm-tree, and has twenty pr�ests to feed �t
w�th honey-cakes; and of the pygm�es who sa�l over a b�g lake on
large flat leaves, and are always at war w�th the butterfl�es.

“Dear l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the Pr�nce, “you tell me of marvellous
th�ngs, but more marvellous than anyth�ng �s the suffer�ng of men
and of women.  There �s no Mystery so great as M�sery.  Fly over my
c�ty, l�ttle Swallow, and tell me what you see there.”

So the Swallow flew over the great c�ty, and saw the r�ch mak�ng
merry �n the�r beaut�ful houses, wh�le the beggars were s�tt�ng at the
gates.  He flew �nto dark lanes, and saw the wh�te faces of starv�ng
ch�ldren look�ng out l�stlessly at the black streets.  Under the archway
of a br�dge two l�ttle boys were ly�ng �n one another’s arms to try and
keep themselves warm.  “How hungry we are!” they sa�d.  “You must
not l�e here,” shouted the Watchman, and they wandered out �nto the
ra�n.



Then he flew back and told the Pr�nce what he had seen.

“I am covered w�th f�ne gold,” sa�d the Pr�nce, “you must take �t off,
leaf by leaf, and g�ve �t to my poor; the l�v�ng always th�nk that gold
can make them happy.”

Leaf after leaf of the f�ne gold the Swallow p�cked off, t�ll the Happy
Pr�nce looked qu�te dull and grey.  Leaf after leaf of the f�ne gold he
brought to the poor, and the ch�ldren’s faces grew ros�er, and they
laughed and played games �n the street.  “We have bread now!” they
cr�ed.

Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost.  The streets
looked as �f they were made of s�lver, they were so br�ght and
gl�sten�ng; long �c�cles l�ke crystal daggers hung down from the
eaves of the houses, everybody went about �n furs, and the l�ttle
boys wore scarlet caps and skated on the �ce.

The poor l�ttle Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not
leave the Pr�nce, he loved h�m too well.  He p�cked up crumbs
outs�de the baker’s door when the baker was not look�ng and tr�ed to
keep h�mself warm by flapp�ng h�s w�ngs.

But at last he knew that he was go�ng to d�e.  He had just strength to
fly up to the Pr�nce’s shoulder once more.  “Good-bye, dear Pr�nce!”
he murmured, “w�ll you let me k�ss your hand?”

“I am glad that you are go�ng to Egypt at last, l�ttle Swallow,” sa�d the
Pr�nce, “you have stayed too long here; but you must k�ss me on the
l�ps, for I love you.”

“It �s not to Egypt that I am go�ng,” sa�d the Swallow.  “I am go�ng to
the House of Death.  Death �s the brother of Sleep, �s he not?”

And he k�ssed the Happy Pr�nce on the l�ps, and fell down dead at
h�s feet.

At that moment a cur�ous crack sounded �ns�de the statue, as �f
someth�ng had broken.  The fact �s that the leaden heart had
snapped r�ght �n two.  It certa�nly was a dreadfully hard frost.



Early the next morn�ng the Mayor was walk�ng �n the square below �n
company w�th the Town Counc�llors.  As they passed the column he
looked up at the statue: “Dear me! how shabby the Happy Pr�nce
looks!” he sa�d.

“How shabby �ndeed!” cr�ed the Town Counc�llors, who always
agreed w�th the Mayor; and they went up to look at �t.

“The ruby has fallen out of h�s sword, h�s eyes are gone, and he �s
golden no longer,” sa�d the Mayor �n fact, “he �s l�tttle better than a
beggar!”

“L�ttle better than a beggar,” sa�d the Town Counc�llors.

“And here �s actually a dead b�rd at h�s feet!” cont�nued the Mayor. 
“We must really �ssue a proclamat�on that b�rds are not to be allowed
to d�e here.”  And the Town Clerk made a note of the suggest�on.

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Pr�nce.  “As he �s no
longer beaut�ful he �s no longer useful,” sa�d the Art Professor at the
Un�vers�ty.

Then they melted the statue �n a furnace, and the Mayor held a
meet�ng of the Corporat�on to dec�de what was to be done w�th the
metal.  “We must have another statue, of course,” he sa�d, “and �t
shall be a statue of myself.”

“Of myself,” sa�d each of the Town Counc�llors, and they quarrelled. 
When I last heard of them they were quarrell�ng st�ll.

“What a strange th�ng!” sa�d the overseer of the workmen at the
foundry.  “Th�s broken lead heart w�ll not melt �n the furnace.  We
must throw �t away.”  So they threw �t on a dust-heap where the dead
Swallow was also ly�ng.

“Br�ng me the two most prec�ous th�ngs �n the c�ty,” sa�d God to one
of H�s Angels; and the Angel brought H�m the leaden heart and the
dead b�rd.

“You have r�ghtly chosen,” sa�d God, “for �n my garden of Parad�se
th�s l�ttle b�rd shall s�ng for evermore, and �n my c�ty of gold the



Happy Pr�nce shall pra�se me.”

Decorat�ve graph�c of two b�rds



The N�ght�ngale and the Rose.

Decorat�ve graph�c of young man ly�ng on grass

“S�� sa�d that she would dance w�th me �f I brought her red roses,”
cr�ed the young Student; “but �n all my garden there �s no red rose.”

From her nest �n the holm-oak tree the N�ght�ngale heard h�m, and
she looked out through the leaves, and wondered.

“No red rose �n all my garden!” he cr�ed, and h�s beaut�ful eyes f�lled
w�th tears.  “Ah, on what l�ttle th�ngs does happ�ness depend!  I have
read all that the w�se men have wr�tten, and all the secrets of
ph�losophy are m�ne, yet for want of a red rose �s my l�fe made
wretched.”

“Here at last �s a true lover,” sa�d the N�ght�ngale.  “N�ght after n�ght
have I sung of h�m, though I knew h�m not: n�ght after n�ght have I
told h�s story to the stars, and now I see h�m.  H�s ha�r �s dark as the
hyac�nth-blossom, and h�s l�ps are red as the rose of h�s des�re; but
pass�on has made h�s face l�ke pale �vory, and sorrow has set her
seal upon h�s brow.”

“The Pr�nce g�ves a ball to-morrow n�ght,” murmured the young
Student, “and my love w�ll be of the company.  If I br�ng her a red
rose she w�ll dance w�th me t�ll dawn.  If I br�ng her a red rose, I shall
hold her �n my arms, and she w�ll lean her head upon my shoulder,
and her hand w�ll be clasped �n m�ne.  But there �s no red rose �n my
garden, so I shall s�t lonely, and she w�ll pass me by.  She w�ll have
no heed of me, and my heart w�ll break.”



“Here �ndeed �s the true lover,” sa�d the N�ght�ngale.  “What I s�ng of,
he suffers—what �s joy to me, to h�m �s pa�n.  Surely Love �s a
wonderful th�ng.  It �s more prec�ous than emeralds, and dearer than
f�ne opals.  Pearls and pomegranates cannot buy �t, nor �s �t set forth
�n the marketplace.  It may not be purchased of the merchants, nor
can �t be we�ghed out �n the balance for gold.”

“The mus�c�ans w�ll s�t �n the�r gallery,” sa�d the young Student, “and
play upon the�r str�nged �nstruments, and my love w�ll dance to the
sound of the harp and the v�ol�n.  She w�ll dance so l�ghtly that her
feet w�ll not touch the floor, and the court�ers �n the�r gay dresses w�ll
throng round her.  But w�th me she w�ll not dance, for I have no red
rose to g�ve her”; and he flung h�mself down on the grass, and bur�ed
h�s face �n h�s hands, and wept.

“Why �s he weep�ng?” asked a l�ttle Green L�zard, as he ran past h�m
w�th h�s ta�l �n the a�r.

“Why, �ndeed?” sa�d a Butterfly, who was flutter�ng about after a
sunbeam.

“Why, �ndeed?” wh�spered a Da�sy to h�s ne�ghbour, �n a soft, low
vo�ce.

“He �s weep�ng for a red rose,” sa�d the N�ght�ngale.

“For a red rose?” they cr�ed; “how very r�d�culous!” and the l�ttle
L�zard, who was someth�ng of a cyn�c, laughed outr�ght.

But the N�ght�ngale understood the secret of the Student’s sorrow,
and she sat s�lent �n the oak-tree, and thought about the mystery of
Love.

Suddenly she spread her brown w�ngs for fl�ght, and soared �nto the
a�r.  She passed through the grove l�ke a shadow, and l�ke a shadow
she sa�led across the garden.

In the centre of the grass-plot was stand�ng a beaut�ful Rose-tree,
and when she saw �t she flew over to �t, and l�t upon a spray.



“G�ve me a red rose,” she cr�ed, “and I w�ll s�ng you my sweetest
song.”

But the Tree shook �ts head.

“My roses are wh�te,” �t answered; “as wh�te as the foam of the sea,
and wh�ter than the snow upon the mounta�n.  But go to my brother
who grows round the old sun-d�al, and perhaps he w�ll g�ve you what
you want.”

So the N�ght�ngale flew over to the Rose-tree that was grow�ng round
the old sun-d�al.

“G�ve me a red rose,” she cr�ed, “and I w�ll s�ng you my sweetest
song.”

But the Tree shook �ts head.

“My roses are yellow,” �t answered; “as yellow as the ha�r of the
merma�den who s�ts upon an amber throne, and yellower than the
daffod�l that blooms �n the meadow before the mower comes w�th h�s
scythe.  But go to my brother who grows beneath the Student’s
w�ndow, and perhaps he w�ll g�ve you what you want.”

So the N�ght�ngale flew over to the Rose-tree that was grow�ng
beneath the Student’s w�ndow.

“G�ve me a red rose,” she cr�ed, “and I w�ll s�ng you my sweetest
song.”

But the Tree shook �ts head.

“My roses are red,” �t answered, “as red as the feet of the dove, and
redder than the great fans of coral that wave and wave �n the ocean-
cavern.  But the w�nter has ch�lled my ve�ns, and the frost has n�pped
my buds, and the storm has broken my branches, and I shall have
no roses at all th�s year.”

“One red rose �s all I want,” cr�ed the N�ght�ngale, “only one red
rose!  Is there no way by wh�ch I can get �t?”



“There �s a way,” answered the Tree; “but �t �s so terr�ble that I dare
not tell �t to you.”

“Tell �t to me,” sa�d the N�ght�ngale, “I am not afra�d.”

“If you want a red rose,” sa�d the Tree, “you must bu�ld �t out of mus�c
by moonl�ght, and sta�n �t w�th your own heart’s-blood.  You must
s�ng to me w�th your breast aga�nst a thorn.  All n�ght long you must
s�ng to me, and the thorn must p�erce your heart, and your l�fe-blood
must flow �nto my ve�ns, and become m�ne.”

“Death �s a great pr�ce to pay for a red rose,” cr�ed the N�ght�ngale,
“and L�fe �s very dear to all.  It �s pleasant to s�t �n the green wood,
and to watch the Sun �n h�s char�ot of gold, and the Moon �n her
char�ot of pearl.  Sweet �s the scent of the hawthorn, and sweet are
the bluebells that h�de �n the valley, and the heather that blows on
the h�ll.  Yet Love �s better than L�fe, and what �s the heart of a b�rd
compared to the heart of a man?”

So she spread her brown w�ngs for fl�ght, and soared �nto the a�r. 
She swept over the garden l�ke a shadow, and l�ke a shadow she
sa�led through the grove.

The young Student was st�ll ly�ng on the grass, where she had left
h�m, and the tears were not yet dry �n h�s beaut�ful eyes.

“Be happy,” cr�ed the N�ght�ngale, “be happy; you shall have your red
rose.  I w�ll bu�ld �t out of mus�c by moonl�ght, and sta�n �t w�th my
own heart’s-blood.  All that I ask of you �n return �s that you w�ll be a
true lover, for Love �s w�ser than Ph�losophy, though she �s w�se, and
m�ght�er than Power, though he �s m�ghty.  Flame-coloured are h�s
w�ngs, and coloured l�ke flame �s h�s body.  H�s l�ps are sweet as
honey, and h�s breath �s l�ke frank�ncense.”

The Student looked up from the grass, and l�stened, but he could not
understand what the N�ght�ngale was say�ng to h�m, for he only knew
the th�ngs that are wr�tten down �n books.

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of
the l�ttle N�ght�ngale who had bu�lt her nest �n h�s branches.



“S�ng me one last song,” he wh�spered; “I shall feel very lonely when
you are gone.”

So the N�ght�ngale sang to the Oak-tree, and her vo�ce was l�ke
water bubbl�ng from a s�lver jar.

When she had f�n�shed her song the Student got up, and pulled a
note-book and a lead-penc�l out of h�s pocket.

“She has form,” he sa�d to h�mself, as he walked away through the
grove—“that cannot be den�ed to her; but has she got feel�ng?  I am
afra�d not.  In fact, she �s l�ke most art�sts; she �s all style, w�thout any
s�ncer�ty.  She would not sacr�f�ce herself for others.  She th�nks
merely of mus�c, and everybody knows that the arts are self�sh.  St�ll,
�t must be adm�tted that she has some beaut�ful notes �n her vo�ce. 
What a p�ty �t �s that they do not mean anyth�ng, or do any pract�cal
good.”  And he went �nto h�s room, and lay down on h�s l�ttle pallet-
bed, and began to th�nk of h�s love; and, after a t�me, he fell asleep.

And when the Moon shone �n the heavens the N�ght�ngale flew to the
Rose-tree, and set her breast aga�nst the thorn.  All n�ght long she
sang w�th her breast aga�nst the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon
leaned down and l�stened.  All n�ght long she sang, and the thorn
went deeper and deeper �nto her breast, and her l�fe-blood ebbed
away from her.

She sang f�rst of the b�rth of love �n the heart of a boy and a g�rl.  And
on the top-most spray of the Rose-tree there blossomed a
marvellous rose, petal follow�ng petal, as song followed song.  Pale
was �t, at f�rst, as the m�st that hangs over the r�ver—pale as the feet
of the morn�ng, and s�lver as the w�ngs of the dawn.  As the shadow
of a rose �n a m�rror of s�lver, as the shadow of a rose �n a water-
pool, so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray of the
Tree.

But the Tree cr�ed to the N�ght�ngale to press closer aga�nst the
thorn.  “Press closer, l�ttle N�ght�ngale,” cr�ed the Tree, “or the Day
w�ll come before the rose �s f�n�shed.”



So the N�ght�ngale pressed closer aga�nst the thorn, and louder and
louder grew her song, for she sang of the b�rth of pass�on �n the soul
of a man and a ma�d.

And a del�cate flush of p�nk came �nto the leaves of the rose, l�ke the
flush �n the face of the br�degroom when he k�sses the l�ps of the
br�de.  But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the rose’s
heart rema�ned wh�te, for only a N�ght�ngale’s heart’s-blood can
cr�mson the heart of a rose.

And the Tree cr�ed to the N�ght�ngale to press closer aga�nst the
thorn.  “Press closer, l�ttle N�ght�ngale,” cr�ed the Tree, “or the Day
w�ll come before the rose �s f�n�shed.”

So the N�ght�ngale pressed closer aga�nst the thorn, and the thorn
touched her heart, and a f�erce pang of pa�n shot through her.  B�tter,
b�tter was the pa�n, and w�lder and w�lder grew her song, for she
sang of the Love that �s perfected by Death, of the Love that d�es not
�n the tomb.

And the marvellous rose became cr�mson, l�ke the rose of the
eastern sky.  Cr�mson was the g�rdle of petals, and cr�mson as a ruby
was the heart.

But the N�ght�ngale’s vo�ce grew fa�nter, and her l�ttle w�ngs began to
beat, and a f�lm came over her eyes.  Fa�nter and fa�nter grew her
song, and she felt someth�ng chok�ng her �n her throat.

Then she gave one last burst of mus�c.  The wh�te Moon heard �t,
and she forgot the dawn, and l�ngered on �n the sky.  The red rose
heard �t, and �t trembled all over w�th ecstasy, and opened �ts petals
to the cold morn�ng a�r.  Echo bore �t to her purple cavern �n the h�lls,
and woke the sleep�ng shepherds from the�r dreams.  It floated
through the reeds of the r�ver, and they carr�ed �ts message to the
sea.

“Look, look!” cr�ed the Tree, “the rose �s f�n�shed now”; but the
N�ght�ngale made no answer, for she was ly�ng dead �n the long
grass, w�th the thorn �n her heart.



And at noon the Student opened h�s w�ndow and looked out.

“Why, what a wonderful p�ece of luck!” he cr�ed; “here �s a red rose!  I
have never seen any rose l�ke �t �n all my l�fe.  It �s so beaut�ful that I
am sure �t has a long Lat�n name”; and he leaned down and plucked
�t.

Then he put on h�s hat, and ran up to the Professor’s house w�th the
rose �n h�s hand.

The daughter of the Professor was s�tt�ng �n the doorway w�nd�ng
blue s�lk on a reel, and her l�ttle dog was ly�ng at her feet.

“You sa�d that you would dance w�th me �f I brought you a red rose,”
cr�ed the Student.  “Here �s the reddest rose �n all the world.  You w�ll
wear �t to-n�ght next your heart, and as we dance together �t w�ll tell
you how I love you.”

But the g�rl frowned.

“I am afra�d �t w�ll not go w�th my dress,” she answered; “and,
bes�des, the Chamberla�n’s nephew has sent me some real jewels,
and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers.”

“Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,” sa�d the Student
angr�ly; and he threw the rose �nto the street, where �t fell �nto the
gutter, and a cart-wheel went over �t.

“Ungrateful!” sa�d the g�rl.  “I tell you what, you are very rude; and,
after all, who are you?  Only a Student.  Why, I don’t bel�eve you
have even got s�lver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberla�n’s
nephew has”; and she got up from her cha�r and went �nto the house.

“What a s�lly th�ng Love �s,” sa�d the Student as he walked away.  “It
�s not half as useful as Log�c, for �t does not prove anyth�ng, and �t �s
always tell�ng one of th�ngs that are not go�ng to happen, and mak�ng
one bel�eve th�ngs that are not true.  In fact, �t �s qu�te unpract�cal,
and, as �n th�s age to be pract�cal �s everyth�ng, I shall go back to
Ph�losophy and study Metaphys�cs.”



So he returned to h�s room and pulled out a great dusty book, and
began to read.

Decorat�ve graph�c of n�ght�ngale and rose



The Self�sh G�ant.

The Self�sh G�ant

E���� afternoon, as they were com�ng from school, the ch�ldren
used to go and play �n the G�ant’s garden.

It was a large lovely garden, w�th soft green grass.  Here and there
over the grass stood beaut�ful flowers l�ke stars, and there were
twelve peach-trees that �n the spr�ng-t�me broke out �nto del�cate
blossoms of p�nk and pearl, and �n the autumn bore r�ch fru�t.  The
b�rds sat on the trees and sang so sweetly that the ch�ldren used to
stop the�r games �n order to l�sten to them.  “How happy we are
here!” they cr�ed to each other.

Decorat�ve graph�c of ch�ldren �n garden

One day the G�ant came back.  He had been to v�s�t h�s fr�end the
Corn�sh ogre, and had stayed w�th h�m for seven years.  After the
seven years were over he had sa�d all that he had to say, for h�s
conversat�on was l�m�ted, and he determ�ned to return to h�s own
castle.  When he arr�ved he saw the ch�ldren play�ng �n the garden.

“What are you do�ng here?” he cr�ed �n a very gruff vo�ce, and the
ch�ldren ran away.

“My own garden �s my own garden,” sa�d the G�ant; “any one can
understand that, and I w�ll allow nobody to play �n �t but myself.”  So
he bu�lt a h�gh wall all round �t, and put up a not�ce-board.

TRESPASSERS
WILL BE



PROSECUTED

He was a very self�sh G�ant.

The poor ch�ldren had now nowhere to play.  They tr�ed to play on
the road, but the road was very dusty and full of hard stones, and
they d�d not l�ke �t.  They used to wander round the h�gh wall when
the�r lessons were over, and talk about the beaut�ful garden �ns�de. 
“How happy we were there,” they sa�d to each other.

Then the Spr�ng came, and all over the country there were l�ttle
blossoms and l�ttle b�rds.  Only �n the garden of the Self�sh G�ant �t
was st�ll w�nter.  The b�rds d�d not care to s�ng �n �t as there were no
ch�ldren, and the trees forgot to blossom.  Once a beaut�ful flower
put �ts head out from the grass, but when �t saw the not�ce-board �t
was so sorry for the ch�ldren that �t sl�pped back �nto the ground
aga�n, and went off to sleep.  The only people who were pleased
were the Snow and the Frost.  “Spr�ng has forgotten th�s garden,”
they cr�ed, “so we w�ll l�ve here all the year round.”  The Snow
covered up the grass w�th her great wh�te cloak, and the Frost
pa�nted all the trees s�lver.  Then they �nv�ted the North W�nd to stay
w�th them, and he came.  He was wrapped �n furs, and he roared all
day about the garden, and blew the ch�mney-pots down.  “Th�s �s a
del�ghtful spot,” he sa�d, “we must ask the Ha�l on a v�s�t.”  So the
Ha�l came.  Every day for three hours he rattled on the roof of the
castle t�ll he broke most of the slates, and then he ran round and
round the garden as fast as he could go.  He was dressed �n grey,
and h�s breath was l�ke �ce.

“I cannot understand why the Spr�ng �s so late �n com�ng,” sa�d the
Self�sh G�ant, as he sat at the w�ndow and looked out at h�s cold
wh�te garden; “I hope there w�ll be a change �n the weather.”

But the Spr�ng never came, nor the Summer.  The Autumn gave
golden fru�t to every garden, but to the G�ant’s garden she gave
none.  “He �s too self�sh,” she sa�d.  So �t was always W�nter there,
and the North W�nd, and the Ha�l, and the Frost, and the Snow
danced about through the trees.



One morn�ng the G�ant was ly�ng awake �n bed when he heard some
lovely mus�c.  It sounded so sweet to h�s ears that he thought �t must
be the K�ng’s mus�c�ans pass�ng by.  It was really only a l�ttle l�nnet
s�ng�ng outs�de h�s w�ndow, but �t was so long s�nce he had heard a
b�rd s�ng �n h�s garden that �t seemed to h�m to be the most beaut�ful
mus�c �n the world.  Then the Ha�l stopped danc�ng over h�s head,
and the North W�nd ceased roar�ng, and a del�c�ous perfume came to
h�m through the open casement.  “I bel�eve the Spr�ng has come at
last,” sa�d the G�ant; and he jumped out of bed and looked out.

What d�d he see?

He saw a most wonderful s�ght.  Through a l�ttle hole �n the wall the
ch�ldren had crept �n, and they were s�tt�ng �n the branches of the
trees.  In every tree that he could see there was a l�ttle ch�ld.  And
the trees were so glad to have the ch�ldren back aga�n that they had
covered themselves w�th blossoms, and were wav�ng the�r arms
gently above the ch�ldren’s heads.  The b�rds were fly�ng about and
tw�tter�ng w�th del�ght, and the flowers were look�ng up through the
green grass and laugh�ng.  It was a lovely scene, only �n one corner
�t was st�ll w�nter.  It was the farthest corner of the garden, and �n �t
was stand�ng a l�ttle boy.  He was so small that he could not reach up
to the branches of the tree, and he was wander�ng all round �t, cry�ng
b�tterly.  The poor tree was st�ll qu�te covered w�th frost and snow,
and the North W�nd was blow�ng and roar�ng above �t.  “Cl�mb up!
l�ttle boy,” sa�d the Tree, and �t bent �ts branches down as low as �t
could; but the boy was too t�ny.

And the G�ant’s heart melted as he looked out.  “How self�sh I have
been!” he sa�d; “now I know why the Spr�ng would not come here.  I
w�ll put that poor l�ttle boy on the top of the tree, and then I w�ll knock
down the wall, and my garden shall be the ch�ldren’s playground for
ever and ever.”  He was really very sorry for what he had done.

So he crept downsta�rs and opened the front door qu�te softly, and
went out �nto the garden.  But when the ch�ldren saw h�m they were
so fr�ghtened that they all ran away, and the garden became w�nter
aga�n.  Only the l�ttle boy d�d not run, for h�s eyes were so full of



tears that he d�d not see the G�ant com�ng.  And the G�ant stole up
beh�nd h�m and took h�m gently �n h�s hand, and put h�m up �nto the
tree.  And the tree broke at once �nto blossom, and the b�rds came
and sang on �t, and the l�ttle boy stretched out h�s two arms and flung
them round the G�ant’s neck, and k�ssed h�m.  And the other
ch�ldren, when they saw that the G�ant was not w�cked any longer,
came runn�ng back, and w�th them came the Spr�ng.  “It �s your
garden now, l�ttle ch�ldren,” sa�d the G�ant, and he took a great axe
and knocked down the wall.  And when the people were go�ng to
market at twelve o’clock they found the G�ant play�ng w�th the
ch�ldren �n the most beaut�ful garden they had ever seen.

All day long they played, and �n the even�ng they came to the G�ant
to b�d h�m good-bye.

“But where �s your l�ttle compan�on?” he sa�d: “the boy I put �nto the
tree.”  The G�ant loved h�m the best because he had k�ssed h�m.

“We don’t know,” answered the ch�ldren; “he has gone away.”

“You must tell h�m to be sure and come here to-morrow,” sa�d the
G�ant.  But the ch�ldren sa�d that they d�d not know where he l�ved,
and had never seen h�m before; and the G�ant felt very sad.

Every afternoon, when school was over, the ch�ldren came and
played w�th the G�ant.  But the l�ttle boy whom the G�ant loved was
never seen aga�n.  The G�ant was very k�nd to all the ch�ldren, yet he
longed for h�s f�rst l�ttle fr�end, and often spoke of h�m.  “How I would
l�ke to see h�m!” he used to say.

Years went over, and the G�ant grew very old and feeble.  He could
not play about any more, so he sat �n a huge armcha�r, and watched
the ch�ldren at the�r games, and adm�red h�s garden.  “I have many
beaut�ful flowers,” he sa�d; “but the ch�ldren are the most beaut�ful
flowers of all.”

One w�nter morn�ng he looked out of h�s w�ndow as he was
dress�ng.  He d�d not hate the W�nter now, for he knew that �t was
merely the Spr�ng asleep, and that the flowers were rest�ng.



Suddenly he rubbed h�s eyes �n wonder, and looked and looked.  It
certa�nly was a marvellous s�ght.  In the farthest corner of the garden
was a tree qu�te covered w�th lovely wh�te blossoms.  Its branches
were all golden, and s�lver fru�t hung down from them, and
underneath �t stood the l�ttle boy he had loved.

Downsta�rs ran the G�ant �n great joy, and out �nto the garden.  He
hastened across the grass, and came near to the ch�ld.  And when
he came qu�te close h�s face grew red w�th anger, and he sa�d, “Who
hath dared to wound thee?”  For on the palms of the ch�ld’s hands
were the pr�nts of two na�ls, and the pr�nts of two na�ls were on the
l�ttle feet.

“Who hath dared to wound thee?” cr�ed the G�ant; “tell me, that I may
take my b�g sword and slay h�m.”

“Nay!” answered the ch�ld; “but these are the wounds of Love.”

“Who art thou?” sa�d the G�ant, and a strange awe fell on h�m, and
he knelt before the l�ttle ch�ld.

And the ch�ld sm�led on the G�ant, and sa�d to h�m, “You let me play
once �n your garden, to-day you shall come w�th me to my garden,
wh�ch �s Parad�se.”

And when the ch�ldren ran �n that afternoon, they found the G�ant
ly�ng dead under the tree, all covered w�th wh�te blossoms.

Decorat�ve graph�c of wreath



The Devoted Fr�end.

Hans and the M�ller

O�� morn�ng the old Water-rat put h�s head out of h�s hole.  He had
br�ght beady eyes and st�ff grey wh�skers and h�s ta�l was l�ke a long
b�t of black �nd�a-rubber.  The l�ttle ducks were sw�mm�ng about �n the
pond, look�ng just l�ke a lot of yellow canar�es, and the�r mother, who
was pure wh�te w�th real red legs, was try�ng to teach them how to
stand on the�r heads �n the water.

“You w�ll never be �n the best soc�ety unless you can stand on your
heads,” she kept say�ng to them; and every now and then she
showed them how �t was done.  But the l�ttle ducks pa�d no attent�on
to her.  They were so young that they d�d not know what an
advantage �t �s to be �n soc�ety at all.

“What d�sobed�ent ch�ldren!” cr�ed the old Water-rat; “they really
deserve to be drowned.”

“Noth�ng of the k�nd,” answered the Duck, “every one must make a
beg�nn�ng, and parents cannot be too pat�ent.”

“Ah! I know noth�ng about the feel�ngs of parents,” sa�d the Water-rat;
“I am not a fam�ly man.  In fact, I have never been marr�ed, and I
never �ntend to be.  Love �s all very well �n �ts way, but fr�endsh�p �s
much h�gher.  Indeed, I know of noth�ng �n the world that �s e�ther
nobler or rarer than a devoted fr�endsh�p.”

“And what, pray, �s your �dea of the dut�es of a devoted fr�end?”
asked a Green L�nnet, who was s�tt�ng �n a w�llow-tree hard by, and
had overheard the conversat�on.



“Yes, that �s just what I want to know,” sa�d the Duck; and she swam
away to the end of the pond, and stood upon her head, �n order to
g�ve her ch�ldren a good example.

“What a s�lly quest�on!” cr�ed the Water-rat.  “I should expect my
devoted fr�end to be devoted to me, of course.”

“And what would you do �n return?” sa�d the l�ttle b�rd, sw�ng�ng upon
a s�lver spray, and flapp�ng h�s t�ny w�ngs.

“I don’t understand you,” answered the Water-rat.

“Let me tell you a story on the subject,” sa�d the L�nnet.

“Is the story about me?” asked the Water-rat.  “If so, I w�ll l�sten to �t,
for I am extremely fond of f�ct�on.”

“It �s appl�cable to you,” answered the L�nnet; and he flew down, and
al�ght�ng upon the bank, he told the story of The Devoted Fr�end.

“Once upon a t�me,” sa�d the L�nnet, “there was an honest l�ttle fellow
named Hans.”

“Was he very d�st�ngu�shed?” asked the Water-rat.

“No,” answered the L�nnet, “I don’t th�nk he was d�st�ngu�shed at all,
except for h�s k�nd heart, and h�s funny round good-humoured face. 
He l�ved �n a t�ny cottage all by h�mself, and every day he worked �n
h�s garden.  In all the country-s�de there was no garden so lovely as
h�s.  Sweet-w�ll�am grew there, and G�lly-flowers, and Shepherds’-
purses, and Fa�r-ma�ds of France.  There were damask Roses, and
yellow Roses, l�lac Crocuses, and gold, purple V�olets and wh�te. 
Columb�ne and Ladysmock, Marjoram and W�ld Bas�l, the Cowsl�p
and the Flower-de-luce, the Daffod�l and the Clove-P�nk bloomed or
blossomed �n the�r proper order as the months went by, one flower
tak�ng another flower’s place, so that there were always beaut�ful
th�ngs to look at, and pleasant odours to smell.

“L�ttle Hans had a great many fr�ends, but the most devoted fr�end of
all was b�g Hugh the M�ller.  Indeed, so devoted was the r�ch M�ller to
l�ttle Hans, that he would never go by h�s garden w�thout lean�ng over



the wall and pluck�ng a large nosegay, or a handful of sweet herbs,
or f�ll�ng h�s pockets w�th plums and cherr�es �f �t was the fru�t season.

“‘Real fr�ends should have everyth�ng �n common,’ the M�ller used to
say, and l�ttle Hans nodded and sm�led, and felt very proud of hav�ng
a fr�end w�th such noble �deas.

“Somet�mes, �ndeed, the ne�ghbours thought �t strange that the r�ch
M�ller never gave l�ttle Hans anyth�ng �n return, though he had a
hundred sacks of flour stored away �n h�s m�ll, and s�x m�lch cows,
and a large flock of woolly sheep; but Hans never troubled h�s head
about these th�ngs, and noth�ng gave h�m greater pleasure than to
l�sten to all the wonderful th�ngs the M�ller used to say about the
unself�shness of true fr�endsh�p.

“So l�ttle Hans worked away �n h�s garden.  Dur�ng the spr�ng, the
summer, and the autumn he was very happy, but when the w�nter
came, and he had no fru�t or flowers to br�ng to the market, he
suffered a good deal from cold and hunger, and often had to go to
bed w�thout any supper but a few dr�ed pears or some hard nuts.  In
the w�nter, also, he was extremely lonely, as the M�ller never came to
see h�m then.

“‘There �s no good �n my go�ng to see l�ttle Hans as long as the snow
lasts,’ the M�ller used to say to h�s w�fe, ‘for when people are �n
trouble they should be left alone, and not be bothered by v�s�tors. 
That at least �s my �dea about fr�endsh�p, and I am sure I am r�ght. 
So I shall wa�t t�ll the spr�ng comes, and then I shall pay h�m a v�s�t,
and he w�ll be able to g�ve me a large basket of pr�mroses and that
w�ll make h�m so happy.’

“‘You are certa�nly very thoughtful about others,’ answered the W�fe,
as she sat �n her comfortable armcha�r by the b�g p�newood f�re; ‘very
thoughtful �ndeed.  It �s qu�te a treat to hear you talk about
fr�endsh�p.  I am sure the clergyman h�mself could not say such
beaut�ful th�ngs as you do, though he does l�ve �n a three-stor�ed
house, and wear a gold r�ng on h�s l�ttle f�nger.’



“‘But could we not ask l�ttle Hans up here?’ sa�d the M�ller’s youngest
son.  ‘If poor Hans �s �n trouble I w�ll g�ve h�m half my porr�dge, and
show h�m my wh�te rabb�ts.’

“‘What a s�lly boy you are!’ cr�ed the M�ller; ‘I really don’t know what
�s the use of send�ng you to school.  You seem not to learn anyth�ng. 
Why, �f l�ttle Hans came up here, and saw our warm f�re, and our
good supper, and our great cask of red w�ne, he m�ght get env�ous,
and envy �s a most terr�ble th�ng, and would spo�l anybody’s nature. 
I certa�nly w�ll not allow Hans’ nature to be spo�led.  I am h�s best
fr�end, and I w�ll always watch over h�m, and see that he �s not led
�nto any temptat�ons.  Bes�des, �f Hans came here, he m�ght ask me
to let h�m have some flour on cred�t, and that I could not do.  Flour �s
one th�ng, and fr�endsh�p �s another, and they should not be
confused.  Why, the words are spelt d�fferently, and mean qu�te
d�fferent th�ngs.  Everybody can see that.’

“‘How well you talk!’ sa�d the M�ller’s W�fe, pour�ng herself out a large
glass of warm ale; ‘really I feel qu�te drowsy.  It �s just l�ke be�ng �n
church.’

“‘Lots of people act well,’ answered the M�ller; ‘but very few people
talk well, wh�ch shows that talk�ng �s much the more d�ff�cult th�ng of
the two, and much the f�ner th�ng also’; and he looked sternly across
the table at h�s l�ttle son, who felt so ashamed of h�mself that he
hung h�s head down, and grew qu�te scarlet, and began to cry �nto
h�s tea.  However, he was so young that you must excuse h�m.”

“Is that the end of the story?” asked the Water-rat.

“Certa�nly not,” answered the L�nnet, “that �s the beg�nn�ng.”

“Then you are qu�te beh�nd the age,” sa�d the Water-rat.  “Every
good story-teller nowadays starts w�th the end, and then goes on to
the beg�nn�ng, and concludes w�th the m�ddle.  That �s the new
method.  I heard all about �t the other day from a cr�t�c who was
walk�ng round the pond w�th a young man.  He spoke of the matter at
great length, and I am sure he must have been r�ght, for he had blue
spectacles and a bald head, and whenever the young man made



any remark, he always answered ‘Pooh!’  But pray go on w�th your
story.  I l�ke the M�ller �mmensely.  I have all k�nds of beaut�ful
sent�ments myself, so there �s a great sympathy between us.”

“Well,” sa�d the L�nnet, hopp�ng now on one leg and now on the
other, “as soon as the w�nter was over, and the pr�mroses began to
open the�r pale yellow stars, the M�ller sa�d to h�s w�fe that he would
go down and see l�ttle Hans.

“‘Why, what a good heart you have!’ cr�ed h�s W�fe; ‘you are always
th�nk�ng of others.  And m�nd you take the b�g basket w�th you for the
flowers.’

“So the M�ller t�ed the sa�ls of the w�ndm�ll together w�th a strong �ron
cha�n, and went down the h�ll w�th the basket on h�s arm.

“‘Good morn�ng, l�ttle Hans,’ sa�d the M�ller.

“‘Good morn�ng,’ sa�d Hans, lean�ng on h�s spade, and sm�l�ng from
ear to ear.

“‘And how have you been all the w�nter?’ sa�d the M�ller.

“‘Well, really,’ cr�ed Hans, ‘�t �s very good of you to ask, very good
�ndeed.  I am afra�d I had rather a hard t�me of �t, but now the spr�ng
has come, and I am qu�te happy, and all my flowers are do�ng well.’

“‘We often talked of you dur�ng the w�nter, Hans,’ sa�d the M�ller, ‘and
wondered how you were gett�ng on.’

“‘That was k�nd of you,’ sa�d Hans; ‘I was half afra�d you had
forgotten me.’

“‘Hans, I am surpr�sed at you,’ sa�d the M�ller; ‘fr�endsh�p never
forgets.  That �s the wonderful th�ng about �t, but I am afra�d you don’t
understand the poetry of l�fe.  How lovely your pr�mroses are look�ng,
by-the-bye!”

“‘They are certa�nly very lovely,’ sa�d Hans, ‘and �t �s a most lucky
th�ng for me that I have so many.  I am go�ng to br�ng them �nto the



market and sell them to the Burgomaster’s daughter, and buy back
my wheelbarrow w�th the money.’

“‘Buy back your wheelbarrow?  You don’t mean to say you have sold
�t?  What a very stup�d th�ng to do!’

“‘Well, the fact �s,’ sa�d Hans, ‘that I was obl�ged to.  You see the
w�nter was a very bad t�me for me, and I really had no money at all to
buy bread w�th.  So I f�rst sold the s�lver buttons off my Sunday coat,
and then I sold my s�lver cha�n, and then I sold my b�g p�pe, and at
last I sold my wheelbarrow.  But I am go�ng to buy them all back
aga�n now.’

“‘Hans,’ sa�d the M�ller, ‘I w�ll g�ve you my wheelbarrow.  It �s not �n
very good repa�r; �ndeed, one s�de �s gone, and there �s someth�ng
wrong w�th the wheel-spokes; but �n sp�te of that I w�ll g�ve �t to you.  I
know �t �s very generous of me, and a great many people would th�nk
me extremely fool�sh for part�ng w�th �t, but I am not l�ke the rest of
the world.  I th�nk that generos�ty �s the essence of fr�endsh�p, and,
bes�des, I have got a new wheelbarrow for myself.  Yes, you may set
your m�nd at ease, I w�ll g�ve you my wheelbarrow.’

“‘Well, really, that �s generous of you,’ sa�d l�ttle Hans, and h�s funny
round face glowed all over w�th pleasure.  ‘I can eas�ly put �t �n repa�r,
as I have a plank of wood �n the house.’

“‘A plank of wood!’ sa�d the M�ller; ‘why, that �s just what I want for
the roof of my barn.  There �s a very large hole �n �t, and the corn w�ll
all get damp �f I don’t stop �t up.  How lucky you ment�oned �t!  It �s
qu�te remarkable how one good act�on always breeds another.  I
have g�ven you my wheelbarrow, and now you are go�ng to g�ve me
your plank.  Of course, the wheelbarrow �s worth far more than the
plank, but true, fr�endsh�p never not�ces th�ngs l�ke that.  Pray get �t
at once, and I w�ll set to work at my barn th�s very day.’

“‘Certa�nly,’ cr�ed l�ttle Hans, and he ran �nto the shed and dragged
the plank out.

“‘It �s not a very b�g plank,’ sa�d the M�ller, look�ng at �t, ‘and I am
afra�d that after I have mended my barn-roof there won’t be any left



for you to mend the wheelbarrow w�th; but, of course, that �s not my
fault.  And now, as I have g�ven you my wheelbarrow, I am sure you
would l�ke to g�ve me some flowers �n return.  Here �s the basket, and
m�nd you f�ll �t qu�te full.’

“‘Qu�te full?’ sa�d l�ttle Hans, rather sorrowfully, for �t was really a very
b�g basket, and he knew that �f he f�lled �t he would have no flowers
left for the market and he was very anx�ous to get h�s s�lver buttons
back.

“‘Well, really,’ answered the M�ller, ‘as I have g�ven you my
wheelbarrow, I don’t th�nk that �t �s much to ask you for a few
flowers.  I may be wrong, but I should have thought that fr�endsh�p,
true fr�endsh�p, was qu�te free from self�shness of any k�nd.’

“‘My dear fr�end, my best fr�end,’ cr�ed l�ttle Hans, ‘you are welcome
to all the flowers �n my garden.  I would much sooner have your good
op�n�on than my s�lver buttons, any day’; and he ran and plucked all
h�s pretty pr�mroses, and f�lled the M�ller’s basket.

“‘Good-bye, l�ttle Hans,’ sa�d the M�ller, as he went up the h�ll w�th the
plank on h�s shoulder, and the b�g basket �n h�s hand.

“‘Good-bye,’ sa�d l�ttle Hans, and he began to d�g away qu�te merr�ly,
he was so pleased about the wheelbarrow.

“The next day he was na�l�ng up some honeysuckle aga�nst the
porch, when he heard the M�ller’s vo�ce call�ng to h�m from the road. 
So he jumped off the ladder, and ran down the garden, and looked
over the wall.

“There was the M�ller w�th a large sack of flour on h�s back.

“‘Dear l�ttle Hans,’ sa�d the M�ller, ‘would you m�nd carry�ng th�s sack
of flour for me to market?’

“‘Oh, I am so sorry,’ sa�d Hans, ‘but I am really very busy to-day.  I
have got all my creepers to na�l up, and all my flowers to water, and
all my grass to roll.’



“‘Well, really,’ sa�d the M�ller, ‘I th�nk that, cons�der�ng that I am go�ng
to g�ve you my wheelbarrow, �t �s rather unfr�endly of you to refuse.’

“‘Oh, don’t say that,’ cr�ed l�ttle Hans, ‘I wouldn’t be unfr�endly for the
whole world’; and he ran �n for h�s cap, and trudged off w�th the b�g
sack on h�s shoulders.

“It was a very hot day, and the road was terr�bly dusty, and before
Hans had reached the s�xth m�lestone he was so t�red that he had to
s�t down and rest.  However, he went on bravely, and as last he
reached the market.  After he had wa�ted there some t�me, he sold
the sack of flour for a very good pr�ce, and then he returned home at
once, for he was afra�d that �f he stopped too late he m�ght meet
some robbers on the way.

“‘It has certa�nly been a hard day,’ sa�d l�ttle Hans to h�mself as he
was go�ng to bed, ‘but I am glad I d�d not refuse the M�ller, for he �s
my best fr�end, and, bes�des, he �s go�ng to g�ve me h�s
wheelbarrow.’

“Early the next morn�ng the M�ller came down to get the money for
h�s sack of flour, but l�ttle Hans was so t�red that he was st�ll �n bed.

“‘Upon my word,’ sa�d the M�ller, ‘you are very lazy.  Really,
cons�der�ng that I am go�ng to g�ve you my wheelbarrow, I th�nk you
m�ght work harder.  Idleness �s a great s�n, and I certa�nly don’t l�ke
any of my fr�ends to be �dle or slugg�sh.  You must not m�nd my
speak�ng qu�te pla�nly to you.  Of course I should not dream of do�ng
so �f I were not your fr�end.  But what �s the good of fr�endsh�p �f one
cannot say exactly what one means?  Anybody can say charm�ng
th�ngs and try to please and to flatter, but a true fr�end always says
unpleasant th�ngs, and does not m�nd g�v�ng pa�n.  Indeed, �f he �s a
really true fr�end he prefers �t, for he knows that then he �s do�ng
good.’

“‘I am very sorry,’ sa�d l�ttle Hans, rubb�ng h�s eyes and pull�ng off h�s
n�ght-cap, ‘but I was so t�red that I thought I would l�e �n bed for a
l�ttle t�me, and l�sten to the b�rds s�ng�ng.  Do you know that I always
work better after hear�ng the b�rds s�ng?’



“‘Well, I am glad of that,’ sa�d the M�ller, clapp�ng l�ttle Hans on the
back, ‘for I want you to come up to the m�ll as soon as you are
dressed, and mend my barn-roof for me.’

“Poor l�ttle Hans was very anx�ous to go and work �n h�s garden, for
h�s flowers had not been watered for two days, but he d�d not l�ke to
refuse the M�ller, as he was such a good fr�end to h�m.

“‘Do you th�nk �t would be unfr�endly of me �f I sa�d I was busy?’ he
�nqu�red �n a shy and t�m�d vo�ce.

“‘Well, really,’ answered the M�ller, ‘I do not th�nk �t �s much to ask of
you, cons�der�ng that I am go�ng to g�ve you my wheelbarrow; but of
course �f you refuse I w�ll go and do �t myself.’

“‘Oh! on no account,’ cr�ed l�ttle Hans and he jumped out of bed, and
dressed h�mself, and went up to the barn.

“He worked there all day long, t�ll sunset, and at sunset the M�ller
came to see how he was gett�ng on.

“‘Have you mended the hole �n the roof yet, l�ttle Hans?’ cr�ed the
M�ller �n a cheery vo�ce.

“‘It �s qu�te mended,’ answered l�ttle Hans, com�ng down the ladder.

“‘Ah!’ sa�d the M�ller, ‘there �s no work so del�ghtful as the work one
does for others.’

“‘It �s certa�nly a great pr�v�lege to hear you talk,’ answered l�ttle
Hans, s�tt�ng down, and w�p�ng h�s forehead, ‘a very great pr�v�lege. 
But I am afra�d I shall never have such beaut�ful �deas as you have.’

“‘Oh! they w�ll come to you,’ sa�d the M�ller, ‘but you must take more
pa�ns.  At present you have only the pract�ce of fr�endsh�p; some day
you w�ll have the theory also.’

“‘Do you really th�nk I shall?’ asked l�ttle Hans.

“‘I have no doubt of �t,’ answered the M�ller, ‘but now that you have
mended the roof, you had better go home and rest, for I want you to



dr�ve my sheep to the mounta�n to-morrow.’

“Poor l�ttle Hans was afra�d to say anyth�ng to th�s, and early the next
morn�ng the M�ller brought h�s sheep round to the cottage, and Hans
started off w�th them to the mounta�n.  It took h�m the whole day to
get there and back; and when he returned he was so t�red that he
went off to sleep �n h�s cha�r, and d�d not wake up t�ll �t was broad
dayl�ght.

“‘What a del�ghtful t�me I shall have �n my garden,’ he sa�d, and he
went to work at once.

“But somehow he was never able to look after h�s flowers at all, for
h�s fr�end the M�ller was always com�ng round and send�ng h�m off on
long errands, or gett�ng h�m to help at the m�ll.  L�ttle Hans was very
much d�stressed at t�mes, as he was afra�d h�s flowers would th�nk
he had forgotten them, but he consoled h�mself by the reflect�on that
the M�ller was h�s best fr�end.  ‘Bes�des,’ he used to say, ‘he �s go�ng
to g�ve me h�s wheelbarrow, and that �s an act of pure generos�ty.’

“So l�ttle Hans worked away for the M�ller, and the M�ller sa�d all
k�nds of beaut�ful th�ngs about fr�endsh�p, wh�ch Hans took down �n a
note-book, and used to read over at n�ght, for he was a very good
scholar.

“Now �t happened that one even�ng l�ttle Hans was s�tt�ng by h�s
f�res�de when a loud rap came at the door.  It was a very w�ld n�ght,
and the w�nd was blow�ng and roar�ng round the house so terr�bly
that at f�rst he thought �t was merely the storm.  But a second rap
came, and then a th�rd, louder than any of the others.

“‘It �s some poor traveller,’ sa�d l�ttle Hans to h�mself, and he ran to
the door.

“There stood the M�ller w�th a lantern �n one hand and a b�g st�ck �n
the other.

“‘Dear l�ttle Hans,’ cr�ed the M�ller, ‘I am �n great trouble.  My l�ttle boy
has fallen off a ladder and hurt h�mself, and I am go�ng for the
Doctor.  But he l�ves so far away, and �t �s such a bad n�ght, that �t



has just occurred to me that �t would be much better �f you went
�nstead of me.  You know I am go�ng to g�ve you my wheelbarrow,
and so, �t �s only fa�r that you should do someth�ng for me �n return.’

“‘Certa�nly,’ cr�ed l�ttle Hans, ‘I take �t qu�te as a compl�ment your
com�ng to me, and I w�ll start off at once.  But you must lend me your
lantern, as the n�ght �s so dark that I am afra�d I m�ght fall �nto the
d�tch.’

“‘I am very sorry,’ answered the M�ller, ‘but �t �s my new lantern, and �t
would be a great loss to me �f anyth�ng happened to �t.’

“‘Well, never m�nd, I w�ll do w�thout �t,’ cr�ed l�ttle Hans, and he took
down h�s great fur coat, and h�s warm scarlet cap, and t�ed a muffler
round h�s throat, and started off.

“What a dreadful storm �t was!  The n�ght was so black that l�ttle
Hans could hardly see, and the w�nd was so strong that he could
scarcely stand.  However, he was very courageous, and after he had
been walk�ng about three hours, he arr�ved at the Doctor’s house,
and knocked at the door.

“‘Who �s there?’ cr�ed the Doctor, putt�ng h�s head out of h�s bedroom
w�ndow.

“‘L�ttle Hans, Doctor.’

“’What do you want, l�ttle Hans?’

“‘The M�ller’s son has fallen from a ladder, and has hurt h�mself, and
the M�ller wants you to come at once.’

“‘All r�ght!’ sa�d the Doctor; and he ordered h�s horse, and h�s b�g
boots, and h�s lantern, and came downsta�rs, and rode off �n the
d�rect�on of the M�ller’s house, l�ttle Hans trudg�ng beh�nd h�m.

“But the storm grew worse and worse, and the ra�n fell �n torrents,
and l�ttle Hans could not see where he was go�ng, or keep up w�th
the horse.  At last he lost h�s way, and wandered off on the moor,
wh�ch was a very dangerous place, as �t was full of deep holes, and
there poor l�ttle Hans was drowned.  H�s body was found the next



day by some goatherds, float�ng �n a great pool of water, and was
brought back by them to the cottage.

“Everybody went to l�ttle Hans’ funeral, as he was so popular, and
the M�ller was the ch�ef mourner.

“‘As I was h�s best fr�end,’ sa�d the M�ller, ‘�t �s only fa�r that I should
have the best place’; so he walked at the head of the process�on �n a
long black cloak, and every now and then he w�ped h�s eyes w�th a
b�g pocket-handkerch�ef.

“‘L�ttle Hans �s certa�nly a great loss to every one,’ sa�d the
Blacksm�th, when the funeral was over, and they were all seated
comfortably �n the �nn, dr�nk�ng sp�ced w�ne and eat�ng sweet cakes.



“‘A great loss to me at any rate,’ answered the M�ller; ‘why, I had as
good as g�ven h�m my wheelbarrow, and now I really don’t know
what to do w�th �t.  It �s very much �n my way at home, and �t �s �n
such bad repa�r that I could not get anyth�ng for �t �f I sold �t.  I w�ll
certa�nly take care not to g�ve away anyth�ng aga�n.  One always
suffers for be�ng generous.’”

“Well?” sa�d the Water-rat, after a long pause.

“Well, that �s the end,” sa�d the L�nnet.

“But what became of the M�ller?” asked the Water-rat.

“Oh!  I really don’t know,” repl�ed the L�nnet; “and I am sure that I
don’t care.”

“It �s qu�te ev�dent then that you have no sympathy �n your nature,”
sa�d the Water-rat.

“I am afra�d you don’t qu�te see the moral of the story,” remarked the
L�nnet.

“The what?” screamed the Water-rat.

“The moral.”

“Do you mean to say that the story has a moral?”

“Certa�nly,” sa�d the L�nnet.

“Well, really,” sa�d the Water-rat, �n a very angry manner, “I th�nk you
should have told me that before you began.  If you had done so, I
certa�nly would not have l�stened to you; �n fact, I should have sa�d
‘Pooh,’ l�ke the cr�t�c.  However, I can say �t now”; so he shouted out
“Pooh” at the top of h�s vo�ce, gave a wh�sk w�th h�s ta�l, and went
back �nto h�s hole.

“And how do you l�ke the Water-rat?” asked the Duck, who came
paddl�ng up some m�nutes afterwards.  “He has a great many good
po�nts, but for my own part I have a mother’s feel�ngs, and I can



never look at a conf�rmed bachelor w�thout the tears com�ng �nto my
eyes.”

“I am rather afra�d that I have annoyed h�m,” answered the L�nnet. 
“The fact �s, that I told h�m a story w�th a moral.”

“Ah! that �s always a very dangerous th�ng to do,” sa�d the Duck.

And I qu�te agree w�th her.

Decorat�ve graph�c of w�ndm�ll and overturned barrow



The Remarkable Rocket.

The Remarkable Rocket

T�� K�ng’s son was go�ng to be marr�ed, so there were general
rejo�c�ngs.  He had wa�ted a whole year for h�s br�de, and at last she
had arr�ved.  She was a Russ�an Pr�ncess, and had dr�ven all the
way from F�nland �n a sledge drawn by s�x re�ndeer.  The sledge was
shaped l�ke a great golden swan, and between the swan’s w�ngs lay
the l�ttle Pr�ncess herself.  Her long erm�ne-cloak reached r�ght down
to her feet, on her head was a t�ny cap of s�lver t�ssue, and she was
as pale as the Snow Palace �n wh�ch she had always l�ved.  So pale
was she that as she drove through the streets all the people
wondered.  “She �s l�ke a wh�te rose!” they cr�ed, and they threw
down flowers on her from the balcon�es.

Decorat�ve graph�c of young man k�ss�ng the pr�ncess’ hand

At the gate of the Castle the Pr�nce was wa�t�ng to rece�ve her.  He
had dreamy v�olet eyes, and h�s ha�r was l�ke f�ne gold.  When he
saw her he sank upon one knee, and k�ssed her hand.

“Your p�cture was beaut�ful,” he murmured, “but you are more
beaut�ful than your p�cture”; and the l�ttle Pr�ncess blushed.

“She was l�ke a wh�te rose before,” sa�d a young Page to h�s
ne�ghbour, “but she �s l�ke a red rose now”; and the whole Court was
del�ghted.

For the next three days everybody went about say�ng, “Wh�te rose,
Red rose, Red rose, Wh�te rose”; and the K�ng gave orders that the
Page’s salary was to be doubled.  As he rece�ved no salary at all th�s



was not of much use to h�m, but �t was cons�dered a great honour,
and was duly publ�shed �n the Court Gazette.

When the three days were over the marr�age was celebrated.  It was
a magn�f�cent ceremony, and the br�de and br�degroom walked hand
�n hand under a canopy of purple velvet embro�dered w�th l�ttle
pearls.  Then there was a State Banquet, wh�ch lasted for f�ve
hours.  The Pr�nce and Pr�ncess sat at the top of the Great Hall and
drank out of a cup of clear crystal.  Only true lovers could dr�nk out of
th�s cup, for �f false l�ps touched �t, �t grew grey and dull and cloudy.

“It’s qu�te clear that they love each other,” sa�d the l�ttle Page, “as
clear as crystal!” and the K�ng doubled h�s salary a second t�me. 
“What an honour!” cr�ed all the court�ers.

After the banquet there was to be a Ball.  The br�de and br�degroom
were to dance the Rose-dance together, and the K�ng had prom�sed
to play the flute.  He played very badly, but no one had ever dared to
tell h�m so, because he was the K�ng.  Indeed, he knew only two a�rs,
and was never qu�te certa�n wh�ch one he was play�ng; but �t made
no matter, for, whatever he d�d, everybody cr�ed out, “Charm�ng!
charm�ng!”

The last �tem on the programme was a grand d�splay of f�reworks, to
be let off exactly at m�dn�ght.  The l�ttle Pr�ncess had never seen a
f�rework �n her l�fe, so the K�ng had g�ven orders that the Royal
Pyrotechn�st should be �n attendance on the day of her marr�age.

“What are f�reworks l�ke?” she had asked the Pr�nce, one morn�ng,
as she was walk�ng on the terrace.

“They are l�ke the Aurora Boreal�s,” sa�d the K�ng, who always
answered quest�ons that were addressed to other people, “only
much more natural.  I prefer them to stars myself, as you always
know when they are go�ng to appear, and they are as del�ghtful as
my own flute-play�ng.  You must certa�nly see them.”

So at the end of the K�ng’s garden a great stand had been set up,
and as soon as the Royal Pyrotechn�st had put everyth�ng �n �ts
proper place, the f�reworks began to talk to each other.



“The world �s certa�nly very beaut�ful,” cr�ed a l�ttle Squ�b.  “Just look
at those yellow tul�ps.  Why! �f they were real crackers they could not
be lovel�er.  I am very glad I have travelled.  Travel �mproves the
m�nd wonderfully, and does away w�th all one’s prejud�ces.”

“The K�ng’s garden �s not the world, you fool�sh squ�b,” sa�d a b�g
Roman Candle; “the world �s an enormous place, and �t would take
you three days to see �t thoroughly.”

“Any place you love �s the world to you,” excla�med a pens�ve
Cather�ne Wheel, who had been attached to an old deal box �n early
l�fe, and pr�ded herself on her broken heart; “but love �s not
fash�onable any more, the poets have k�lled �t.  They wrote so much
about �t that nobody bel�eved them, and I am not surpr�sed.  True
love suffers, and �s s�lent.  I remember myself once—But �t �s no
matter now.  Romance �s a th�ng of the past.”

“Nonsense!” sa�d the Roman Candle, “Romance never d�es.  It �s l�ke
the moon, and l�ves for ever.  The br�de and br�degroom, for
�nstance, love each other very dearly.  I heard all about them th�s
morn�ng from a brown-paper cartr�dge, who happened to be stay�ng
�n the same drawer as myself, and knew the latest Court news.”

But the Cather�ne Wheel shook her head.  “Romance �s dead,
Romance �s dead, Romance �s dead,” she murmured.  She was one
of those people who th�nk that, �f you say the same th�ng over and
over a great many t�mes, �t becomes true �n the end.

Suddenly, a sharp, dry cough was heard, and they all looked round.

It came from a tall, superc�l�ous-look�ng Rocket, who was t�ed to the
end of a long st�ck.  He always coughed before he made any
observat�on, so as to attract attent�on.

“Ahem! ahem!” he sa�d, and everybody l�stened except the poor
Cather�ne Wheel, who was st�ll shak�ng her head, and murmur�ng,
“Romance �s dead.”

“Order! order!” cr�ed out a Cracker.  He was someth�ng of a pol�t�c�an,
and had always taken a prom�nent part �n the local elect�ons, so he



knew the proper Parl�amentary express�ons to use.

“Qu�te dead,” wh�spered the Cather�ne Wheel, and she went off to
sleep.

As soon as there was perfect s�lence, the Rocket coughed a th�rd
t�me and began.  He spoke w�th a very slow, d�st�nct vo�ce, as �f he
was d�ctat�ng h�s memo�rs, and always looked over the shoulder of
the person to whom he was talk�ng.  In fact, he had a most
d�st�ngu�shed manner.

“How fortunate �t �s for the K�ng’s son,” he remarked, “that he �s to be
marr�ed on the very day on wh�ch I am to be let off.  Really, �f �t had
been arranged beforehand, �t could not have turned out better for
h�m; but, Pr�nces are always lucky.”

“Dear me!” sa�d the l�ttle Squ�b, “I thought �t was qu�te the other way,
and that we were to be let off �n the Pr�nce’s honour.”

“It may be so w�th you,” he answered; “�ndeed, I have no doubt that �t
�s, but w�th me �t �s d�fferent.  I am a very remarkable Rocket, and
come of remarkable parents.  My mother was the most celebrated
Cather�ne Wheel of her day, and was renowned for her graceful
danc�ng.  When she made her great publ�c appearance she spun
round n�neteen t�mes before she went out, and each t�me that she
d�d so she threw �nto the a�r seven p�nk stars.  She was three feet
and a half �n d�ameter, and made of the very best gunpowder.  My
father was a Rocket l�ke myself, and of French extract�on.  He flew
so h�gh that the people were afra�d that he would never come down
aga�n.  He d�d, though, for he was of a k�ndly d�spos�t�on, and he
made a most br�ll�ant descent �n a shower of golden ra�n.  The
newspapers wrote about h�s performance �n very flatter�ng terms. 
Indeed, the Court Gazette called h�m a tr�umph of Pylotechn�c art.”

“Pyrotechn�c, Pyrotechn�c, you mean,” sa�d a Bengal L�ght; “I know �t
�s Pyrotechn�c, for I saw �t wr�tten on my own can�ster.”

“Well, I sa�d Pylotechn�c,” answered the Rocket, �n a severe tone of
vo�ce, and the Bengal L�ght felt so crushed that he began at once to



bully the l�ttle squ�bs, �n order to show that he was st�ll a person of
some �mportance.

“I was say�ng,” cont�nued the Rocket, “I was say�ng—What was I
say�ng?”

“You were talk�ng about yourself,” repl�ed the Roman Candle.

“Of course; I knew I was d�scuss�ng some �nterest�ng subject when I
was so rudely �nterrupted.  I hate rudeness and bad manners of
every k�nd, for I am extremely sens�t�ve.  No one �n the whole world
�s so sens�t�ve as I am, I am qu�te sure of that.”

“What �s a sens�t�ve person?” sa�d the Cracker to the Roman Candle.

“A person who, because he has corns h�mself, always treads on
other people’s toes,” answered the Roman Candle �n a low wh�sper;
and the Cracker nearly exploded w�th laughter.

“Pray, what are you laugh�ng at?” �nqu�red the Rocket; “I am not
laugh�ng.”

“I am laugh�ng because I am happy,” repl�ed the Cracker.

“That �s a very self�sh reason,” sa�d the Rocket angr�ly.  “What r�ght
have you to be happy?  You should be th�nk�ng about others.  In fact,
you should be th�nk�ng about me.  I am always th�nk�ng about myself,
and I expect everybody else to do the same.  That �s what �s called
sympathy.  It �s a beaut�ful v�rtue, and I possess �t �n a h�gh degree. 
Suppose, for �nstance, anyth�ng happened to me to-n�ght, what a
m�sfortune that would be for every one!  The Pr�nce and Pr�ncess
would never be happy aga�n, the�r whole marr�ed l�fe would be
spo�led; and as for the K�ng, I know he would not get over �t.  Really,
when I beg�n to reflect on the �mportance of my pos�t�on, I am almost
moved to tears.”

“If you want to g�ve pleasure to others,” cr�ed the Roman Candle,
“you had better keep yourself dry.”

“Certa�nly,” excla�med the Bengal L�ght, who was now �n better
sp�r�ts; “that �s only common sense.”



“Common sense, �ndeed!” sa�d the Rocket �nd�gnantly; “you forget
that I am very uncommon, and very remarkable.  Why, anybody can
have common sense, prov�ded that they have no �mag�nat�on.  But I
have �mag�nat�on, for I never th�nk of th�ngs as they really are; I
always th�nk of them as be�ng qu�te d�fferent.  As for keep�ng myself
dry, there �s ev�dently no one here who can at all apprec�ate an
emot�onal nature.  Fortunately for myself, I don’t care.  The only th�ng
that susta�ns one through l�fe �s the consc�ousness of the �mmense
�nfer�or�ty of everybody else, and th�s �s a feel�ng that I have always
cult�vated.  But none of you have any hearts.  Here you are laugh�ng
and mak�ng merry just as �f the Pr�nce and Pr�ncess had not just
been marr�ed.”

“Well, really,” excla�med a small F�re-balloon, “why not?  It �s a most
joyful occas�on, and when I soar up �nto the a�r I �ntend to tell the
stars all about �t.  You w�ll see them tw�nkle when I talk to them about
the pretty br�de.”

“Ah! what a tr�v�al v�ew of l�fe!” sa�d the Rocket; “but �t �s only what I
expected.  There �s noth�ng �n you; you are hollow and empty.  Why,
perhaps the Pr�nce and Pr�ncess may go to l�ve �n a country where
there �s a deep r�ver, and perhaps they may have one only son, a
l�ttle fa�r-ha�red boy w�th v�olet eyes l�ke the Pr�nce h�mself; and
perhaps some day he may go out to walk w�th h�s nurse; and
perhaps the nurse may go to sleep under a great elder-tree; and
perhaps the l�ttle boy may fall �nto the deep r�ver and be drowned. 
What a terr�ble m�sfortune!  Poor people, to lose the�r only son!  It �s
really too dreadful!  I shall never get over �t.”

“But they have not lost the�r only son,” sa�d the Roman Candle; “no
m�sfortune has happened to them at all.”

“I never sa�d that they had,” repl�ed the Rocket; “I sa�d that they
m�ght.  If they had lost the�r only son there would be no use �n say�ng
anyth�ng more about the matter.  I hate people who cry over sp�lt
m�lk.  But when I th�nk that they m�ght lose the�r only son, I certa�nly
am very much affected.”



“You certa�nly are!” cr�ed the Bengal L�ght.  “In fact, you are the most
affected person I ever met.”

“You are the rudest person I ever met,” sa�d the Rocket, “and you
cannot understand my fr�endsh�p for the Pr�nce.”

“Why, you don’t even know h�m,” growled the Roman Candle.

“I never sa�d I knew h�m,” answered the Rocket.  “I dare say that �f I
knew h�m I should not be h�s fr�end at all.  It �s a very dangerous
th�ng to know one’s fr�ends.”

“You had really better keep yourself dry,” sa�d the F�re-balloon.  “That
�s the �mportant th�ng.”

“Very �mportant for you, I have no doubt,” answered the Rocket, “but
I shall weep �f I choose”; and he actually burst �nto real tears, wh�ch
flowed down h�s st�ck l�ke ra�n-drops, and nearly drowned two l�ttle
beetles, who were just th�nk�ng of sett�ng up house together, and
were look�ng for a n�ce dry spot to l�ve �n.

“He must have a truly romant�c nature,” sa�d the Cather�ne Wheel,
“for he weeps when there �s noth�ng at all to weep about”; and she
heaved a deep s�gh, and thought about the deal box.

But the Roman Candle and the Bengal L�ght were qu�te �nd�gnant,
and kept say�ng, “Humbug! humbug!” at the top of the�r vo�ces.  They
were extremely pract�cal, and whenever they objected to anyth�ng
they called �t humbug.

Then the moon rose l�ke a wonderful s�lver sh�eld; and the stars
began to sh�ne, and a sound of mus�c came from the palace.

The Pr�nce and Pr�ncess were lead�ng the dance.  They danced so
beaut�fully that the tall wh�te l�l�es peeped �n at the w�ndow and
watched them, and the great red popp�es nodded the�r heads and
beat t�me.

Then ten o’clock struck, and then eleven, and then twelve, and at the
last stroke of m�dn�ght every one came out on the terrace, and the
K�ng sent for the Royal Pyrotechn�st.



“Let the f�reworks beg�n,” sa�d the K�ng; and the Royal Pyrotechn�st
made a low bow, and marched down to the end of the garden.  He
had s�x attendants w�th h�m, each of whom carr�ed a l�ghted torch at
the end of a long pole.

It was certa�nly a magn�f�cent d�splay.

Wh�zz! Wh�zz! went the Cather�ne Wheel, as she spun round and
round.  Boom!  Boom! went the Roman Candle.  Then the Squ�bs
danced all over the place, and the Bengal L�ghts made everyth�ng
look scarlet.  “Good-bye,” cr�ed the F�re-balloon, as he soared away,
dropp�ng t�ny blue sparks.  Bang! Bang! answered the Crackers, who
were enjoy�ng themselves �mmensely.  Every one was a great
success except the Remarkable Rocket.  He was so damp w�th
cry�ng that he could not go off at all.  The best th�ng �n h�m was the
gunpowder, and that was so wet w�th tears that �t was of no use.  All
h�s poor relat�ons, to whom he would never speak, except w�th a
sneer, shot up �nto the sky l�ke wonderful golden flowers w�th
blossoms of f�re.  Huzza! Huzza! cr�ed the Court; and the l�ttle
Pr�ncess laughed w�th pleasure.

“I suppose they are reserv�ng me for some grand occas�on,” sa�d the
Rocket; “no doubt that �s what �t means,” and he looked more
superc�l�ous than ever.

The next day the workmen came to put everyth�ng t�dy.  “Th�s �s
ev�dently a deputat�on,” sa�d the Rocket; “I w�ll rece�ve them w�th
becom�ng d�gn�ty” so he put h�s nose �n the a�r, and began to frown
severely as �f he were th�nk�ng about some very �mportant subject. 
But they took no not�ce of h�m at all t�ll they were just go�ng away. 
Then one of them caught s�ght of h�m.  “Hallo!” he cr�ed, “what a bad
rocket!” and he threw h�m over the wall �nto the d�tch.

“B�� Rocket?  B�� Rocket?” he sa�d, as he wh�rled through the a�r;
“�mposs�ble!  G���� Rocket, that �s what the man sa�d.  B�� and
G���� sound very much the same, �ndeed they often are the same”;
and he fell �nto the mud.



“It �s not comfortable here,” he remarked, “but no doubt �t �s some
fash�onable water�ng-place, and they have sent me away to recru�t
my health.  My nerves are certa�nly very much shattered, and I
requ�re rest.”

Then a l�ttle Frog, w�th br�ght jewelled eyes, and a green mottled
coat, swam up to h�m.

“A new arr�val, I see!” sa�d the Frog.  “Well, after all there �s noth�ng
l�ke mud.  G�ve me ra�ny weather and a d�tch, and I am qu�te happy. 
Do you th�nk �t w�ll be a wet afternoon?  I am sure I hope so, but the
sky �s qu�te blue and cloudless.  What a p�ty!”

“Ahem! ahem!” sa�d the Rocket, and he began to cough.

“What a del�ghtful vo�ce you have!” cr�ed the Frog.  “Really �t �s qu�te
l�ke a croak, and croak�ng �s of course the most mus�cal sound �n the
world.  You w�ll hear our glee-club th�s even�ng.  We s�t �n the old
duck pond close by the farmer’s house, and as soon as the moon
r�ses we beg�n.  It �s so entranc�ng that everybody l�es awake to
l�sten to us.  In fact, �t was only yesterday that I heard the farmer’s
w�fe say to her mother that she could not get a w�nk of sleep at n�ght
on account of us.  It �s most grat�fy�ng to f�nd oneself so popular.”

“Ahem! ahem!” sa�d the Rocket angr�ly.  He was very much annoyed
that he could not get a word �n.

“A del�ghtful vo�ce, certa�nly,” cont�nued the Frog; “I hope you w�ll
come over to the duck-pond.  I am off to look for my daughters.  I
have s�x beaut�ful daughters, and I am so afra�d the P�ke may meet
them.  He �s a perfect monster, and would have no hes�tat�on �n
breakfast�ng off them.  Well, good-bye: I have enjoyed our
conversat�on very much, I assure you.”

“Conversat�on, �ndeed!” sa�d the Rocket.  “You have talked the whole
t�me yourself.  That �s not conversat�on.”

“Somebody must l�sten,” answered the Frog, “and I l�ke to do all the
talk�ng myself.  It saves t�me, and prevents arguments.”



“But I l�ke arguments,” sa�d the Rocket.

“I hope not,” sa�d the Frog complacently.  “Arguments are extremely
vulgar, for everybody �n good soc�ety holds exactly the same
op�n�ons.  Good-bye a second t�me; I see my daughters �n the
d�stance and the l�ttle Frog swam away.

“You are a very �rr�tat�ng person,” sa�d the Rocket, “and very �ll-bred. 
I hate people who talk about themselves, as you do, when one wants
to talk about oneself, as I do.  It �s what I call self�shness, and
self�shness �s a most detestable th�ng, espec�ally to any one of my
temperament, for I am well known for my sympathet�c nature.  In
fact, you should take example by me; you could not poss�bly have a
better model.  Now that you have the chance you had better ava�l
yourself of �t, for I am go�ng back to Court almost �mmed�ately.  I am
a great favour�te at Court; �n fact, the Pr�nce and Pr�ncess were
marr�ed yesterday �n my honour.  Of course you know noth�ng of
these matters, for you are a prov�nc�al.”

“There �s no good talk�ng to h�m,” sa�d a Dragon-fly, who was s�tt�ng
on the top of a large brown bulrush; “no good at all, for he has gone
away.”

“Well, that �s h�s loss, not m�ne,” answered the Rocket.  “I am not
go�ng to stop talk�ng to h�m merely because he pays no attent�on.  I
l�ke hear�ng myself talk.  It �s one of my greatest pleasures.  I often
have long conversat�ons all by myself, and I am so clever that
somet�mes I don’t understand a s�ngle word of what I am say�ng.”

“Then you should certa�nly lecture on Ph�losophy,” sa�d the Dragon-
fly; and he spread a pa�r of lovely gauze w�ngs and soared away �nto
the sky.

“How very s�lly of h�m not to stay here!” sa�d the Rocket.  “I am sure
that he has not often got such a chance of �mprov�ng h�s m�nd. 
However, I don’t care a b�t.  Gen�us l�ke m�ne �s sure to be
apprec�ated some day”; and he sank down a l�ttle deeper �nto the
mud.



After some t�me a large Wh�te Duck swam up to h�m.  She had
yellow legs, and webbed feet, and was cons�dered a great beauty on
account of her waddle.

“Quack, quack, quack,” she sa�d.  “What a cur�ous shape you are! 
May I ask were you born l�ke that, or �s �t the result of an acc�dent?”

“It �s qu�te ev�dent that you have always l�ved �n the country,”
answered the Rocket, “otherw�se you would know who I am. 
However, I excuse your �gnorance.  It would be unfa�r to expect other
people to be as remarkable as oneself.  You w�ll no doubt be
surpr�sed to hear that I can fly up �nto the sky, and come down �n a
shower of golden ra�n.”

“I don’t th�nk much of that,” sa�d the Duck, “as I cannot see what use
�t �s to any one.  Now, �f you could plough the f�elds l�ke the ox, or
draw a cart l�ke the horse, or look after the sheep l�ke the coll�e-dog,
that would be someth�ng.”

“My good creature,” cr�ed the Rocket �n a very haughty tone of vo�ce,
“I see that you belong to the lower orders.  A person of my pos�t�on �s
never useful.  We have certa�n accompl�shments, and that �s more
than suff�c�ent.  I have no sympathy myself w�th �ndustry of any k�nd,
least of all w�th such �ndustr�es as you seem to recommend.  Indeed,
I have always been of op�n�on that hard work �s s�mply the refuge of
people who have noth�ng whatever to do.”

“Well, well,” sa�d the Duck, who was of a very peaceable d�spos�t�on,
and never quarrelled w�th any one, “everybody has d�fferent tastes.  I
hope, at any rate, that you are go�ng to take up your res�dence here.”

“Oh! dear no,” cr�ed the Rocket.  “I am merely a v�s�tor, a
d�st�ngu�shed v�s�tor.  The fact �s that I f�nd th�s place rather ted�ous. 
There �s ne�ther soc�ety here, nor sol�tude.  In fact, �t �s essent�ally
suburban.  I shall probably go back to Court, for I know that I am
dest�ned to make a sensat�on �n the world.”

“I had thoughts of enter�ng publ�c l�fe once myself,” remarked the
Duck; “there are so many th�ngs that need reform�ng.  Indeed, I took
the cha�r at a meet�ng some t�me ago, and we passed resolut�ons



condemn�ng everyth�ng that we d�d not l�ke.  However, they d�d not
seem to have much effect.  Now I go �n for domest�c�ty, and look after
my fam�ly.”

“I am made for publ�c l�fe,” sa�d the Rocket, “and so are all my
relat�ons, even the humblest of them.  Whenever we appear we
exc�te great attent�on.  I have not actually appeared myself, but when
I do so �t w�ll be a magn�f�cent s�ght.  As for domest�c�ty, �t ages one
rap�dly, and d�stracts one’s m�nd from h�gher th�ngs.”

“Ah! the h�gher th�ngs of l�fe, how f�ne they are!” sa�d the Duck; “and
that rem�nds me how hungry I feel”: and she swam away down the
stream, say�ng, “Quack, quack, quack.”

“Come back! come back!” screamed the Rocket, “I have a great deal
to say to you”; but the Duck pa�d no attent�on to h�m.  “I am glad that
she has gone,” he sa�d to h�mself, “she has a dec�dedly m�ddle-class
m�nd”; and he sank a l�ttle deeper st�ll �nto the mud, and began to
th�nk about the lonel�ness of gen�us, when suddenly two l�ttle boys �n
wh�te smocks came runn�ng down the bank, w�th a kettle and some
faggots.

“Th�s must be the deputat�on,” sa�d the Rocket, and he tr�ed to look
very d�gn�f�ed.

“Hallo!” cr�ed one of the boys, “look at th�s old st�ck!  I wonder how �t
came here”; and he p�cked the rocket out of the d�tch.

“O�� St�ck!” sa�d the Rocket, “�mposs�ble!  G��� St�ck, that �s what
he sa�d.  Gold St�ck �s very compl�mentary.  In fact, he m�stakes me
for one of the Court d�gn�tar�es!”

“Let us put �t �nto the f�re!” sa�d the other boy, “�t w�ll help to bo�l the
kettle.”

So they p�led the faggots together, and put the Rocket on top, and l�t
the f�re.

“Th�s �s magn�f�cent,” cr�ed the Rocket, “they are go�ng to let me off �n
broad day-l�ght, so that every one can see me.”



“We w�ll go to sleep now,” they sa�d, “and when we wake up the
kettle w�ll be bo�led”; and they lay down on the grass, and shut the�r
eyes.

The Rocket was very damp, so he took a long t�me to burn.  At last,
however, the f�re caught h�m.

“Now I am go�ng off!” he cr�ed, and he made h�mself very st�ff and
stra�ght.  “I know I shall go much h�gher than the stars, much h�gher
than the moon, much h�gher than the sun.  In fact, I shall go so h�gh
that—”

F�zz! F�zz! F�zz! and he went stra�ght up �nto the a�r.

“Del�ghtful!” he cr�ed, “I shall go on l�ke th�s for ever.  What a success
I am!”

But nobody saw h�m.

Then he began to feel a cur�ous t�ngl�ng sensat�on all over h�m.

“Now I am go�ng to explode,” he cr�ed.  “I shall set the whole world
on f�re, and make such a no�se that nobody w�ll talk about anyth�ng
else for a whole year.”  And he certa�nly d�d explode.  Bang! Bang!
Bang! went the gunpowder.  There was no doubt about �t.

But nobody heard h�m, not even the two l�ttle boys, for they were
sound asleep.

Then all that was left of h�m was the st�ck, and th�s fell down on the
back of a Goose who was tak�ng a walk by the s�de of the d�tch.

“Good heavens!” cr�ed the Goose.  “It �s go�ng to ra�n st�cks”; and she
rushed �nto the water.

“I knew I should create a great sensat�on,” gasped the Rocket, and
he went out.

 
Pr�nted by B��������� & C�. L������

Tav�stock Street, Covent Garden, London
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