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The Dove and the Ant

  An Ant, going to a river to drink, fell in, and was carried along in

the stream. A Dove pitied her condition, and threw into the river a

small bough, by means of which the Ant gained the shore. The Ant

afterward, seeing a man with a fowling-piece aiming at the Dove, stung

him in the foot sharply, and made him miss his aim, and so saved the

Dove's life.
"Little friends may prove great friends."
The Frog and the Ox
  "Oh Father," said a little Frog to the big one sitting by the

side of a pool, "I have seen such a terrible monster!  It was as

big as a mountain, with horns on its head, and a long tail, and it

had hoofs divided in two."

  "Tush, child, tush," said the old Frog, "that was only Farmer

White's Ox.  It isn't so big either; he may be a little bit taller

than I, but I could easily make myself quite as broad; just you

see."  So he blew himself out, and blew himself out, and blew

himself out.  "Was he as big as that?" asked he.

  "Oh, much bigger than that," said the young Frog.

  Again the old one blew himself out, and asked the young one if

the Ox was as big as that.

  "Bigger, father, bigger," was the reply.

  So the Frog took a deep breath, and blew and blew and blew,

and swelled and swelled and swelled.  And then he said: "I'm sure

the Ox is not as big as But at this moment he burst.


Self-conceit may lead to self-destruction.
The Wolf in Sheep's Clothing

  A Wolf found great difficulty in getting at the sheep owing to

the vigilance of the shepherd and his dogs.  But one day it found

the skin of a sheep that had been flayed and thrown aside, so it

put it on over its own pelt and strolled down among the sheep.

The Lamb that belonged to the sheep, whose skin the Wolf was

wearing, began to follow the Wolf in the Sheep's clothing; so,

leading the Lamb a little apart, he soon made a meal off her, and

for some time he succeeded in deceiving the sheep, and enjoying

hearty meals.


Appearances are deceptive.
The Milkmaid and Her Pail

  Patty the Milkmaid was going to market carrying her milk in a

Pail on her head.  As she went along she began calculating what

she would do with the money she would get for the milk.  "I'll buy

some fowls from Farmer Brown," said she, "and they will lay eggs

each morning, which I will sell to the parson's wife.  With the

money that I get from the sale of these eggs I'll buy myself a new

dimity frock and a chip hat; and when I go to market, won't all

the young men come up and speak to me!  Polly Shaw will be that

jealous; but I don't care.  I shall just look at her and toss my

head like this.  As she spoke she tossed her head back, the Pail

fell off it, and all the milk was spilt.  So she had to go home

and tell her mother what had occurred.


"Ah, my child," said the mother,

"Do not count your chickens before they are hatched."
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THE LITTLE MATCH-SELLER

    IT was terribly cold and nearly dark on the last evening

of the old year, and the snow was falling fast. In the cold

and the darkness, a poor little girl, with bare head and naked

feet, roamed through the streets. It is true she had on a pair

of slippers when she left home, but they were not of much use.

They were very large, so large, indeed, that they had belonged

to her mother, and the poor little creature had lost them in

running across the street to avoid two carriages that were

rolling along at a terrible rate. One of the slippers she

could not find, and a boy seized upon the other and ran away

with it, saying that he could use it as a cradle, when he had

children of his own. So the little girl went on with her

little naked feet, which were quite red and blue with the

cold. In an old apron she carried a number of matches, and had

a bundle of them in her hands. No one had bought anything of

her the whole day, nor had any one given here even a penny.

Shivering with cold and hunger, she crept along; poor little

child, she looked the picture of misery. The snowflakes fell

on her long, fair hair, which hung in curls on her shoulders,

but she regarded them not.

    Lights were shining from every window, and there was a

savory smell of roast goose, for it was New-year's eve- yes,

she remembered that. In a corner, between two houses, one of

which projected beyond the other, she sank down and huddled

herself together. She had drawn her little feet under her, but

she could not keep off the cold; and she dared not go home,

for she had sold no matches, and could not take home even a

penny of money. Her father would certainly beat her; besides,

it was almost as cold at home as here, for they had only the

roof to cover them, through which the wind howled, although

the largest holes had been stopped up with straw and rags. Her

little hands were almost frozen with the cold. Ah! perhaps a burning match might be some good, if she could draw it from the bundle and strike it against the wall, just to warm her fingers. She drew one out-"scratch!" how it sputtered as it

burnt! It gave a warm, bright light, like a little candle, as she held her hand over it. It was really a wonderful light. It seemed to the little girl that she was sitting by a large iron stove, with polished brass feet and a brass ornament. 

How the fire burned! and seemed so beautifully warm that the child stretched out her feet as if to warm them, when, lo! the flame of the match went out, the stove vanished, and she had only the remains of the half-burnt match in her hand.

    She rubbed another match on the wall. It burst into a flame, and where its light fell upon the wall it became as transparent as a veil, and she could see into the room. The table was covered with a snowy white table-cloth, on which

stood a splendid dinner service, and a steaming roast goose,

stuffed with apples and dried plums. And what was still more

wonderful, the goose jumped down from the dish and waddled

across the floor, with a knife and fork in its breast, to the

little girl. Then the match went out, and there remained

nothing but the thick, damp, cold wall before her.

    She lighted another match, and then she found herself

sitting under a beautiful Christmas-tree. It was larger and

more beautifully decorated than the one which she had seen

through the glass door at the rich merchant's. Thousands of

tapers were burning upon the green branches, and colored

pictures, like those she had seen in the show-windows, looked

down upon it all. The little one stretched out her hand

towards them, and the match went out.

    The Christmas lights rose higher and higher, till they

looked to her like the stars in the sky. Then she saw a star

fall, leaving behind it a bright streak of fire. "Some one is

dying," thought the little girl, for her old grandmother, the

only one who had ever loved her, and who was now dead, had

told her that when a star falls, a soul was going up to God.

   She again rubbed a match on the wall, and the light shone

round her; in the brightness stood her old grandmother, clear

and shining, yet mild and loving in her appearance.

"Grandmother," cried the little one, 

"O take me with you; I

know you will go away when the match burns out; you will

vanish like the warm stove, the roast goose, and the large,

glorious Christmas-tree." And she made haste to light the

whole bundle of matches, for she wished to keep her

grandmother there. And the matches glowed with a light that

was brighter than the noon-day, and her grandmother had never

appeared so large or so beautiful. She took the little girl in

her arms, and they both flew upwards in brightness and joy far

above the earth, where there was neither cold nor hunger nor

pain, for they were with God.

    In the dawn of morning there lay the poor little one, with

pale cheeks and smiling mouth, leaning against the wall; she

had been frozen to death on the last evening of the year; and

the New-year's sun rose and shone upon a little corpse! The

child still sat, in the stiffness of death, holding the

matches in her hand, one bundle of which was burnt. "She tried

to warm herself," said some. No one imagined what beautiful

things she had seen, nor into what glory she had entered with

her grandmother, on New-year's day.

                            THE END

THE PRINCESS AND THE PEA
    ONCE upon a time there was a prince who wanted to marry a

princess; but she would have to be a real princess. He

travelled all over the world to find one, but nowhere could he

get what he wanted. There were princesses enough, but it was

difficult to find out whether they were real ones. There was

always something about them that was not as it should be. So

he came home again and was sad, for he would have liked very

much to have a real princess.

    One evening a terrible storm came on; there was thunder

and lightning, and the rain poured down in torrents. Suddenly

a knocking was heard at the city gate, and the old king went

to open it.

    It was a princess standing out there in front of the gate.

But, good gracious! what a sight the rain and the wind had

made her look. The water ran down from her hair and clothes;

it ran down into the toes of her shoes and out again at the

heels. And yet she said that she was a real princess.

    "Well, we'll soon find that out," thought the old queen.

But she said nothing, went into the bed-room, took all the

bedding off the bedstead, and laid a pea on the bottom; then

she took twenty mattresses and laid them on the pea, and then

twenty eider-down beds on top of the mattresses.

    On this the princess had to lie all night. In the morning

she was asked how she had slept.

    "Oh, very badly!" said she. "I have scarcely closed my

eyes all night. Heaven only knows what was in the bed, but I

was lying on something hard, so that I am black and blue all

over my body. It's horrible!"

    Now they knew that she was a real princess because she had

felt the pea right through the twenty mattresses and the

twenty eider-down beds.

    Nobody but a real princess could be as sensitive as that.

    So the prince took her for his wife, for now he knew that

he had a real princess; and the pea was put in the museum,

where it may still be seen, if no one has stolen it.

    There, that is a true story.

                            THE END
THE RED SHOES
    ONCE upon a time there was little girl, pretty and dainty.

But in summer time she was obliged to go barefooted because

she was poor, and in winter she had to wear large wooden

shoes, so that her little instep grew quite red.

    In the middle of the village lived an old shoemaker's

wife; she sat down and made, as well as she could, a pair of

little shoes out of some old pieces of red cloth. They were

clumsy, but she meant well, for they were intended for the

little girl, whose name was Karen.

    Karen received the shoes and wore them for the first time

on the day of her mother's funeral. They were certainly not

suitable for mourning; but she had no others, and so she put

her bare feet into them and walked behind the humble coffin.

    Just then a large old carriage came by, and in it sat an

old lady; she looked at the little girl, and taking pity on

her, said to the clergyman, "Look here, if you will give me

the little girl, I will take care of her."

    Karen believed that this was all on account of the red

shoes, but the old lady thought them hideous, and so they were

burnt. Karen herself was dressed very neatly and cleanly; she

was taught to read and to sew, and people said that she was

pretty. But the mirror told her, "You are more than pretty-

you are beautiful."

    One day the Queen was travelling through that part of the

country, and had her little daughter, who was a princess, with

her. All the people, amongst them Karen too, streamed towards

the castle, where the little princess, in fine white clothes,

stood before the window and allowed herself to be stared at.

She wore neither a train nor a golden crown, but beautiful red

morocco shoes; they were indeed much finer than those which

the shoemaker's wife had sewn for little Karen. There is

really nothing in the world that can be compared to red shoes!

    Karen was now old enough to be confirmed; she received

some new clothes, and she was also to have some new shoes. The

rich shoemaker in the town took the measure of her little foot

in his own room, in which there stood great glass cases full

of pretty shoes and white slippers. It all looked very lovely,

but the old lady could not see very well, and therefore did

not get much pleasure out of it. Amongst the shoes stood a

pair of red ones, like those which the princess had worn. How

beautiful they were! and the shoemaker said that they had been

made for a count's daughter, but that they had not fitted her.

    "I suppose they are of shiny leather?" asked the old lady.

"They shine so."

    "Yes, they do shine," said Karen. They fitted her, and

were bought. But the old lady knew nothing of their being red,

for she would never have allowed Karen to be confirmed in red

shoes, as she was now to be.

    Everybody looked at her feet, and the whole of the way

from the church door to the choir it seemed to her as if even

the ancient figures on the monuments, in their stiff collars

and long black robes, had their eyes fixed on her red shoes.

It was only of these that she thought when the clergyman laid

his hand upon her head and spoke of the holy baptism, of the

covenant with God, and told her that she was now to be a

grown-up Christian. The organ pealed forth solemnly, and the

sweet children's voices mingled with that of their old leader;

but Karen thought only of her red shoes. In the afternoon the

old lady heard from everybody that Karen had worn red shoes.

She said that it was a shocking thing to do, that it was very

improper, and that Karen was always to go to church in future

in black shoes, even if they were old.

    On the following Sunday there was Communion. Karen looked

first at the black shoes, then at the red ones- looked at the

red ones again, and put them on.

    The sun was shining gloriously, so Karen and the old lady

went along the footpath through the corn, where it was rather

dusty.

    At the church door stood an old crippled soldier leaning

on a crutch; he had a wonderfully long beard, more red than

white, and he bowed down to the ground and asked the old lady

whether he might wipe her shoes. Then Karen put out her little

foot too. "Dear me, what pretty dancing-shoes!" said the

soldier. "Sit fast, when you dance," said he, addressing the

shoes, and slapping the soles with his hand.

    The old lady gave the soldier some money and then went

with Karen into the church.

    And all the people inside looked at Karen's red shoes, and

all the figures gazed at them; when Karen knelt before the

altar and put the golden goblet to her mouth, she thought only

of the red shoes. It seemed to her as though they were

swimming about in the goblet, and she forgot to sing the

psalm, forgot to say the "Lord's Prayer."

    Now every one came out of church, and the old lady stepped

into her carriage. But just as Karen was lifting up her foot

to get in too, the old soldier said: "Dear me, what pretty

dancing shoes!" and Karen could not help it, she was obliged

to dance a few steps; and when she had once begun, her legs

continued to dance. It seemed as if the shoes had got power

over them. She danced round the church corner, for she could

not stop; the coachman had to run after her and seize her. He

lifted her into the carriage, but her feet continued to dance,

so that she kicked the good old lady violently. At last they

took off her shoes, and her legs were at rest.

    At home the shoes were put into the cupboard, but Karen

could not help looking at them.

    Now the old lady fell ill, and it was said that she would

not rise from her bed again. She had to be nursed and waited

upon, and this was no one's duty more than Karen's. But there

was a grand ball in the town, and Karen was invited. She

looked at the red shoes, saying to herself that there was no

sin in doing that; she put the red shoes on, thinking there

was no harm in that either; and then she went to the ball; and

commenced to dance.

    But when she wanted to go to the right, the shoes danced

to the left, and when she wanted to dance up the room, the

shoes danced down the room, down the stairs through the

street, and out through the gates of the town. She danced, and

was obliged to dance, far out into the dark wood. Suddenly

something shone up among the trees, and she believed it was

the moon, for it was a face. But it was the old soldier with

the red beard; he sat there nodding his head and said: "Dear

me, what pretty dancing shoes!"

    She was frightened, and wanted to throw the red shoes

away; but they stuck fast. She tore off her stockings, but the

shoes had grown fast to her feet. She danced and was obliged

to go on dancing over field and meadow, in rain and sunshine,

by night and by day- but by night it was most horrible.

    She danced out into the open churchyard; but the dead

there did not dance. They had something better to do than

that. She wanted to sit down on the pauper's grave where the

bitter fern grows; but for her there was neither peace nor

rest. And as she danced past the open church door she saw an

angel there in long white robes, with wings reaching from his

shoulders down to the earth; his face was stern and grave, and

in his hand he held a broad shining sword.

    "Dance you shall," said he, "dance in your red shoes till

you are pale and cold, till your skin shrivels up and you are

a skeleton! Dance you shall, from door to door, and where

proud and wicked children live you shall knock, so that they

may hear you and fear you! Dance you shall, dance- !"

    "Mercy!" cried Karen. But she did not hear what the angel

answered, for the shoes carried her through the gate into the

fields, along highways and byways, and unceasingly she had to

dance.

    One morning she danced past a door that she knew well;

they were singing a psalm inside, and a coffin was being

carried out covered with flowers. Then she knew that she was

forsaken by every one and damned by the angel of God.

    She danced, and was obliged to go on dancing through the

dark night. The shoes bore her away over thorns and stumps

till she was all torn and bleeding; she danced away over the

heath to a lonely little house. Here, she knew, lived the

executioner; and she tapped with her finger at the window and

said:

    "Come out, come out! I cannot come in, for I must dance."

    And the executioner said: "I don't suppose you know who I

am. I strike off the heads of the wicked, and I notice that my

axe is tingling to do so."

    "Don't cut off my head!" said Karen, "for then I could not

repent of my sin. But cut off my feet with the red shoes."

    And then she confessed all her sin, and the executioner

struck off her feet with the red shoes; but the shoes danced

away with the little feet across the field into the deep

forest.

    And he carved her a pair of wooden feet and some crutches,

and taught her a psalm which is always sung by sinners; she

kissed the hand that guided the axe, and went away over the

heath. 
"Now, I have suffered enough for the red shoes," she said;

"I will go to church, so that people can see me." And she went

quickly up to the church-door; but when she came there, the

red shoes were dancing before her, and she was frightened, and

turned back.

    During the whole week she was sad and wept many bitter

tears, but when Sunday came again she said: "Now I have

suffered and striven enough. I believe I am quite as good as

many of those who sit in church and give themselves airs." And

so she went boldly on; but she had not got farther than the

churchyard gate when she saw the red shoes dancing along

before her. Then she became terrified, and turned back and

repented right heartily of her sin.

    She went to the parsonage, and begged that she might be

taken into service there. She would be industrious, she said,

and do everything that she could; she did not mind about the

wages as long as she had a roof over her, and was with good

people. The pastor's wife had pity on her, and took her into

service. And she was industrious and thoughtful. She sat quiet

and listened when the pastor read aloud from the Bible in the

evening. All the children liked her very much, but when they

spoke about dress and grandeur and beauty she would shake her

head.

    On the following Sunday they all went to church, and she

was asked whether she wished to go too; but, with tears in her

eyes, she looked sadly at her crutches. And then the others

went to hear God's Word, but she went alone into her little

room; this was only large enough to hold the bed and a chair.

Here she sat down with her hymn-book, and as she was reading

it with a pious mind, the wind carried the notes of the organ

over to her from the church, and in tears she lifted up her

face and said: "O God! help me!"

    Then the sun shone so brightly, and right before her stood

an angel of God in white robes; it was the same one whom she

had seen that night at the church-door. He no longer carried

the sharp sword, but a beautiful green branch, full of roses;

with this he touched the ceiling, which rose up very high, and

where he had touched it there shone a golden star. He touched

the walls, which opened wide apart, and she saw the organ

which was pealing forth; she saw the pictures of the old

pastors and their wives, and the congregation sitting in the

polished chairs and singing from their hymn-books. The church

itself had come to the poor girl in her narrow room, or the

room had gone to the church. She sat in the pew with the rest

of the pastor's household, and when they had finished the hymn

and looked up, they nodded and said, "It was right of you to

come, Karen."

    "It was mercy," said she.

    The organ played and the children's voices in the choir

sounded soft and lovely. The bright warm sunshine streamed

through the window into the pew where Karen sat, and her heart

became so filled with it, so filled with peace and joy, that

it broke. Her soul flew on the sunbeams to Heaven, and no one

was there who asked after the Red Shoes.

                            THE END



1888 

THE HAPPY PRINCE 

by Oscar Wilde 

High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy Prince. He was gilded all over with thin leaves of fine gold; for eyes he had two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed on his sword-hilt. 

He was very much admired indeed. "He is as beautiful as a weathercock," remarked one of the Town Councillors who wished to gain a reputation for having artistic tastes; "only not quite so useful," he added, fearing lest people should think him unpractical, which he really was not. 

"Why can't you be like the Happy Prince?" asked a sensible mother of her little boy who was crying for the moon. "The Happy Prince never dreams of crying for anything." 

"I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite happy," muttered a disappointed man as he gazed at the wonderful statue. 

"He looks just like an angel," said the Charity Children as they came out of the cathedral in their bright scarlet cloaks, and their clean white pinafores. 

"How do you know?" said the Mathematical Master, "you have never seen one." 

"Ah! but we have, in our dreams," answered the children; and the Mathematical Master frowned and looked very severe, for he did not approve of children dreaming. 

One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His friends had gone away to Egypt six weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he was in love with the most beautiful Reed. He had met her early in the spring as he was flying down the river after a big yellow moth, and had been so attracted by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to her. 

"Shall I love you?" said the Swallow, who liked to come to the point at once, and the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew round and round her, touching the water with his wings, and making silver ripples. This was his courtship, and it lasted all through the summer. 

"It is a ridiculous attachment," twittered the other Swallows, "she has no money, and far too many relations"; and indeed the river was quite full of Reeds. Then, when the autumn came, they all flew away. 

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady-love. "She has no conversation," he said, "and I am afraid that she is a coquette, for she is always flirting with the wind." And certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed made the most graceful curtsies. "I admit that she is domestic," he continued, "but I love travelling, and my wife, consequently, should love travelling also." 

"Will you come away with me?" he said finally to her; but the Reed shook her head, she was so attached to her home. 

"You have been trifling with me," he cried. "I am off to the Pyramids. Goodbye!" and he flew away. 

All day long he flew, and at night-time he arrived at the city. "Where shall I put up?" he said; "I hope the town has made preparations." 

Then he saw the statue on the tall column. "I will put up there," he cried; "it is a fine position with plenty of fresh air." So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy Prince. 

"I have a golden bedroom he said softly to himself as he looked round, and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was putting his head under his wing a large drop of water fell on him. "What a curious thing!" he cried. "there is not a single cloud in the sky, the stars are quite clear and bright, and yet it is raining. The climate in the north of Europe is really dreadful. The Reed used to like the rain, but that was merely her selfishness." 

Then another drop fell. 

"What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?" he said; "I must look for a good chimney-pot," and he determined to fly away. 

But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he looked up, and saw- Ah! what did he see? 

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and tears were running down his golden cheeks. His face was so beautiful in the moonlight that the little Swallow was filled with pity. 

"Who are you?" he said. 

"I am the Happy Prince." 

"Why are you weeping then?" asked the Swallow; "you have quite drenched me." 

"When I was alive and had a human heart," answered the statue, "I did not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans Souci, where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the day time I played with my companions in the garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the Great Hall. Round the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it, everything about me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure be happiness. So I lived, and so I died. And now that I am dead they have set me up here so high that I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city, and though my heart is made of lead yet I cannot choose but weep." 

"What, is he not solid gold?" said the Swallow to himself. He was too polite to make any personal remarks out loud. 

"Far away," continued the statue in a low musical voice, "far away in a little street there is a poor house. One of the windows is open, and through it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her face is thin and worn, and she has coarse red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a seamstress. She is embroidering passion-flowers on a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen's maids-of-honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the room her little boy is lying ill. He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. His mother has nothing to give him but river water, so he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring her the ruby out of my sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal and I cannot move." 

"I am waited for in Egypt," said the Swallow. "My friends are flying up and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon they will be going to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The King is there himself in his painted coffin. He is wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with spices. Round his neck is a chain of pale green jade, and his hands are like withered leaves." 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay with me for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and the mother so sad." 

"I don't think I like boys," answered the Swallow. "Last summer, when I was staying on the river, there were two rude boys, the miller's sons, who were always throwing stones at me. They never hit me, of course; we swallows fly far too well for that, and besides, I come of a family famous for its agility; but still, it was a mark of disrespect." 

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was sorry. "It is very cold here," he said; "but I will stay with you for one night, and be your messenger." 

"Thank you, little Swallow," said the Prince. 

So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince's sword, and flew away with it in his beak over the roofs of the town. 

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels were sculptured. He passed by the palace and heard the sound of dancing. A beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her lover. "How wonderful the stars are," he said to her, "and how wonderful is the power of love!" "I hope my dress will be ready in time for the State-ball," she answered; "I have ordered passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but the seamstresses are so lazy." 

He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to the masts of the ships. He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining with each other, and weighing out money in copper scales. At last he came to the poor house and looked in. The boy was tossing feverishly on his bed, and the mother had fallen asleep, she was so tired. In he hopped, and laid the great ruby on the table beside the woman's thimble. Then he flew gently round the bed, fanning the boy's forehead with his wings. "How cool I feel," said the boy, "I must be getting better"; and he sank into a delicious slumber. 

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him what he had done. "It is curious," he remarked, "but I feel quite warm now, although it is so cold." 

"That is because you have done a good action," said the Prince. And the little Swallow began to think, and then he fell asleep. Thinking always made him sleepy. 

When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath. "What a remarkable phenomenon," said the Professor of Ornithology as he was passing over the bridge. "A swallow in winter!" And he wrote a long letter about it to the local newspaper. Every one quoted it, it was full of so many words that they could not understand. 

"To-night I go to Egypt," said the Swallow, and he was in high spirits at the prospect. He visited all the public monuments, and sat a long time on top of the church steeple. Wherever he went the Sparrows chirruped, and said to each other, "What a distinguished stranger!" so he enjoyed himself very much. 

When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. "Have you any commissions for Egypt?" he cried. "I am just starting." 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay with me one night longer?" 

"I am waited for in Egypt," answered the Swallow. "To-morrow my friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse couches there among the bulrushes, and on a great granite throne sits the God Memnon. All night long he watches the stars, and when the morning star shines he utters one cry of joy, and then he is silent. At noon the yellow lions come down to the water's edge to drink. They have eyes like green beryls, and their roar is louder than the roar of the cataract." 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "far away across the city I see a young man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk covered with papers, and in a tumbler by his side there is a bunch of withered violets. His hair is brown and crisp, and his lips are red as a pomegranate, and he has large and dreamy eyes. He is trying to finish a play for the Director of the Theatre, but he is too cold to write any more. There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made him faint." 

"I will wait with you one night longer," said the Swallow, who really had a good heart. "Shall I take him another ruby?" 

"Alas! I have no ruby now," said the Prince; "my eyes are all that I have left. They are made of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India a thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them and take it to him. He will sell it to the jeweller, and buy food and firewood, and finish his play." 

"Dear Prince," said the Swallow, "I cannot do that"; and he began to weep. 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I command you." 

So the Swallow plucked out the Prince's eye, and flew away to the student's garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there was a hole in the roof. Through this he darted, and came into the room. The young man had his head buried in his hands, so he did not hear the flutter of the bird's wings, and when he looked up he found the beautiful sapphire lying on the withered violets. 

"I am beginning to be appreciated," he cried; "this is from some great admirer. Now I can finish my play," and he looked quite happy. 

The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour. He sat on the mast of a large vessel and watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the hold with ropes. "Heave a-hoy!" they shouted as each chest came up. "I am going to Egypt!" cried the Swallow, but nobody minded, and when the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. 

"I am come to bid you good-bye," he cried. 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay with me one night longer?" 

"It is winter," answered the Swallow, "and the chill snow will soon be here. In Egypt the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and the crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily about them. My companions are building a nest in the Temple of Baalbec, and the pink and white doves are watching them, and cooing to each other. Dear Prince, I must leave you, but I will never forget you, and next spring I will bring you back beautiful jewels in place of those you have given away. The ruby shall be redder than a red rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea." 

"In the square below," said the Happy Prince, "there stands a little match-girl. She has let her matches fall in the gutter, and they are all spoiled. Her father will beat her if she does not bring home some money, and she is crying. She has no shoes or stockings, and her little head is bare. Pluck out my other eye, and give it to her, and her father will not beat her." 

"I will stay with you one night longer," said the Swallow, "but I cannot pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind then." 

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I command you." 

So he plucked out the Prince's other eye, and darted down with it. He swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her hand. "What a lovely bit of glass," cried the little girl; and she ran home, laughing. 

Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. "You are blind now," he 
	said, "so I will stay with you always." 

"No, little Swallow," said the poor Prince, "you must go away to Egypt." 

"I will stay with you always," said the Swallow, and he slept at the Prince's feet. 

All the next day he sat on the Prince's shoulder, and told him stories of what he had seen in strange lands. He told him of the red ibises, who stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and catch gold fish in their beaks; of the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and lives in the desert, and knows everything; of the merchants, who walk slowly by the side of their camels, and carry amber beads in their hands; of the King of the Mountains of the Moon, who is as black as ebony, and worships a large crystal; of the great green snake that sleeps in a palm-tree, and has twenty priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the pygmies who sail over a big lake on large flat leaves, and are always at war with the butterflies. 

"Dear little Swallow," said the Prince, "you tell me of marvellous things, but more marvellous than anything is the suffering of men and of women. There is no Mystery so great as Misery. Fly over my city, little Swallow, and tell me what you see there." 

So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making merry in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the gates. He flew into dark lanes, and saw the white faces of starving children looking out listlessly at the black streets. Under the archway of a bridge two little boys were lying in one another's arms to try and keep themselves warm. "How hungry we are!" they said. "You must not lie here," shouted the Watchman, and they wandered out into the rain. 

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen. 

"I am covered with fine gold," said the Prince, "you must take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to my poor; the living always think that gold can make them happy." 

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the Happy Prince looked quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he brought to the poor, and the children's faces grew rosier, and they laughed and played games in the street. "We have bread now!" they cried. 

Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The streets looked as if they were made of silver, they were so bright and glistening; long icicles like crystal daggers hung down from the eaves of the houses, everybody went about in furs, and the little boys wore scarlet caps and skated on the ice. 

The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not leave the Prince, he loved him too well. He picked up crumbs outside the baker's door when the baker was not looking, and tried to keep himself warm by flapping his wings. 

But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly up to the Prince's shoulder once more. "Good-bye, dear Prince!" he murmured, "will you let me kiss your hand?" 

"I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow," said the Prince, "you have stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips, for I love you." 

"It is not to Egypt that I am going," said the Swallow. "I am going to the House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not?" 

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his feet. 

At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if something had broken. The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped right in two. It certainly was a dreadfully hard frost. 

Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square below in company with the Town Councillors. As they passed the column he looked up at the statue: "Dear me! how shabby the Happy Prince looks!" he said. 

"How shabby indeed!" cried the Town Councillors, who always agreed with the Mayor, and they went up to look at it. 

"The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is golden no longer," said the Mayor. "in fact, he is little better than a beggar!" 

"Little better than a beggar," said the Town Councillors. 

"And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!" continued the Mayor. "We must really issue a proclamation that birds are not to be allowed to die here." And the town Clerk made a note of the suggestion. 

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. "As he is no longer beautiful he is no longer useful," said the Art Professor at the University. 

Then they melted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor held a meeting of the Corporation to decide what was to be done with the metal. "We must have another statue, of course," he said, "and it shall be a statue of myself." 

"Of myself," said each of the Town Councillors, and they quarrelled. When I last heard of them they were quarrelling still. 

"What a strange thing," said the overseer of the workmen at the foundry. "This broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must throw it away." So they threw it on a dust heap where the dead Swallow was also lying. 

"Bring me the two most precious things in the city," said God to one of His Angels; and the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the dead bird. 

"You have rightly chosen," said God, "for in my garden of Paradise this little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy Prince shall praise me." - - 

THE END 



William Shakespeare

Sonnet CXVI

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments, love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove.
O No! it is an ever-fixed mark,
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wand’ring bark,
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come,
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out to the edge of doom:
If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ or no man ever loved.

William Shakespeare, 1564-1616

To My Dear And Loving Husband

If ever two were one, then sure we.
If ever man were loved by wife, then thee.
If ever wife was happy in a man, 
Compare with me, ye woman, if you can.
I prize thy love more than whole mines of gold
Or all the riches that the East doth hold.
My love is such that rivers cannot quench, 
Nor ought but love from thee, give recompense.
Thy love is such I can no way repay, 
The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray.
Then while we live, in love let’s so persevere
That when we live no more, we may live ever.

Anne Bradstreet, 1612-1672

Unending Love
I seem to have loved you in numberless forms, 
Numberless times,
In life after life, in age after age forever.
My spell-bound heart has made and re-made the necklace of songs
That you take as a gift, wear around your neck in 
Your many forms
In life after life, in age after age forever.

Whenever I hear old chronicles of love, 
Its age old pain,
Its ancient tale of being apart or together,
As I stare on and on into the past, 
In the end you emerge
Clad in the light of a pole-star piercing the darkness of time:
You become an image of what is remembered forever.

You and I have floated here on the stream that brings from the fount
At the heart of time love of one for another.
We played alongside millions of lovers, shared in the same
Shy sweetness of meeting, the same distressful tears of farewell-
Old love, but in shapes that renew and renew forever.

Today it is heaped at your feet, it has found its end in you,
The love of all man’s days both past and forever:
Universal joy, universal sorrow, universal life,
The memories of all of loves merging with this one love of ours-
And the songs of every poet past and forever.

Rabindranath Tagore, Indian, 1861-1941

Love Tells Us Who We Are

Love Tells Us Who We Are.
When I asked the Answer “Who?”
No love answered so I knew
I had to wait for Love

For we are no one before Love
A missing clue looking for a person
A star looking for a sky
An “I am” waiting for an I
Music Tells Us What We Feel
But Cannot Say Love Reveals
What We Know but cannot see

Before You I was Nothing But
When You Gave me Your Hand
I took My Hand
For Love Tells Us Who
We Are So When I asked the 
Answer “Who?” 
Love Answered You.

Donald T. Sanders 1944

A Drinking Song

Wine comes in at the mouth
And love comes in at the eye:
That’s all we shall know for truth
Before we grow old and die.
I lift the glass to my mouth, 
I look at you and sigh.

William Butler Yeats, 1865-1939

Sonnet XLIII From the Portuguese

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.
I love thee to the level of every day’s
Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;
I love the purely, as they turn from Praise.
I love thee with passion put to use
In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith.
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose
With my lost saints!- I love thee with the breath, Smiles, tears of all my life!- and, if God choose, 
I shall but love thee better after death.

Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 1806-1861

Come And Be My Baby

The highway is full of big cars 
Going nowhere fast
And folks is smoking anything that’ll burn
Some people wrap their lives around a cocktail 
Glass
And you sit wondering
Where you’re going to turn
I got it.
Come. And be my baby.

Some prophets say the world is gonna end 
Tomorrow
But others say we’ve got a week or two
The paper is full of every kind of blooming 
Horror
And you sit wondering
What you’re gonna do.
I got it.
Come. And be my baby.

Maya Angelou, 1928
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