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INTRODUCTION

My previous anthology, Tales Before Tolkien (2003), is a selection of early fantasy literature that influenced Tolkien, that he admired, or that presented similar themes to those that would later be found in his writings. The present volume is in many ways a companion to the earlier one, with the focus this time being on the writings of C. S. Lewis (1898–1963), Tolkien’s friend and colleague. Though this volume is titled Tales Before Narnia, it is not restricted solely to precursors of Lewis’s seven volumes of The Chronicles of Narnia; rather, it encompasses the much wider breadth of his fictional output.

The critic William Empson is said to have described Lewis as “the best-read man of his generation, one who read everything and remembered everything he read.” Lewis’s published writings range from book-length narrative poems to science fiction, children’s books to works of scholarship—particularly on medieval and renaissance literature, but also including volumes on the poet Milton and on the study of words and language. Lewis is renowned for his Christian apologetics, and additionally he was a prolific poet, essayist, letter writer, and book reviewer.

In terms of fiction, Lewis published during his lifetime fourteen novels and a few short stories. The novels include the seven Chronicles of Narnia (1950–56), the three volumes of his so-called Space Trilogy—comprising Out of the Silent Planet (1938), Perelandra (1942), and That Hideous Strength (1945)—his allegorical first novel The Pilgrim’s Regress (1933), his mythologically re-inventive final novel, Till We Have Faces (1957), and two short theological fantasies: the immensely popular Screwtape Letters (1942) and the afterlife fantasy The Great Divorce (1946). Some additional stories and fragments have appeared posthumously, including the collection The Dark Tower and Other Stories (1977) and the juvenilia Boxen (1985).

Much of Lewis’s best fantasy is of the type that can be described as Mooreeffoc or Chestertonian fantasy, so named in recognition of the writer G. K. Chesterton, who once called notice to a passage in Dickens where the word Coffeeroom is seen backward through a glass door, giving it (in Chesterton’s words) “an elvish kind of realism.” Tolkien expanded on Chesterton’s remarks, using Mooreeffoc as a label to denote a particular type of fantasy, noting: “it was used by Chesterton to denote the queerness of things that have become trite, when they are seen suddenly from a new angle.” Lewis’s best fantasy does this superbly, whether viewing sin and the process of temptation from the Devil’s point of view (as in The Screwtape Letters); in revealing a new underlying theological framework for our solar system (in Out of the Silent Planet and its sequels); or in reinterpreting from a new vantage an old Greek legend (Till We Have Faces).

Many of Lewis’s inspirations can be traced in his wide reading. In Surprised by Joy (1956), an autobiography of his early life, Lewis noted that one of the experiences forming his pleasure in literature occurred when as a youth he read the poem “Tegnér’s Drapa” by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. (The poem was first published as “Tegnér’s Death”—Esaias Tegnér, 1782–1846, was a Swedish poet, and the word drapa signifies a death song or dirge.) It gave him a glimpse of what he would later call “Northernness”—“instantly,” Lewis wrote, “I was uplifted into huge regions of northern sky, I desired with almost sickening intensity something never to be described (except that it is cold, spacious, severe, pale, and remote).” This Northernness was, for Lewis, a quality in literature he much valued—akin in some ways to the Romantic longing (Sehnsucht) that he also called “Joy.”

Lewis’s own fiction is predominantly fantasy of one type or another, and various labels could be applied to any one of his works: children’s fantasy, fairy story, science fiction, theological fantasy, adult fantasy—these labels overlap and may in any case be subsumed under a more encompassing heading such as mythopoeic fantasy. This anthology is designed to center on the tradition of mythopoeic fantasy to which Lewis contributed. This is of course only one particular type of the many kinds of literature that he read, enjoyed, and studied, but it is self-evidently a particularly significant type with regard to his own writing of fiction.

As with Tales Before Tolkien, I have kept my headnotes to the stories in this volume brief, intending them to serve more as guiding directions than as critical analyses. Background information on the various authors can be found at the end of the book, together with notes for further reading. And I have arranged my selections in a roughly chronological order as to when in Lewis’s life he might have encountered any particular item, though sometimes this involved educated guesswork.

Finally, it is worth stating that the study of Lewis’s precursors, or of any particular sources that Lewis knew and used, in no way diminishes Lewis’s achievements in his own writings, wherein elements from the sources that inspired him may at times remain visible, transformed to a greater or lesser extent. The game of source-hunting is sometimes frowned upon by literary critics (though rarely by readers), yet the study of a writer’s sources and influences is often quite rewarding. Lewis himself knew this, commenting once: “I am a don, and ‘source-hunting’ (Quellenforschung) is perhaps in my marrow.” But elsewhere he saw a potential for danger, wondering “how much Quellenforschung in our studies of older literature seems solid only because those who knew the facts are dead and cannot contradict it?”

Douglas A. Anderson
 July 2007



PROEM: TEGNÉR’S DRAPA

I heard a voice, that cried,

“Balder the Beautiful

Is dead, is dead!”

And through the misty air

Passed like the mournful cry

Of sunward sailing cranes.


I saw the pallid corpse

Of the dead sun

Borne through the Northern sky.

Blasts from Niffelheim

Lifted the sheeted mists

Around him as he passed.


And the voice forever cried,

“Balder the Beautiful

Is dead, is dead!”

And died away

Through the dreary night,

In accents of despair.


Balder the Beautiful,

God of the summer sun,

Fairest of all the Gods!

Light from his forehead beamed,

Runes were upon his tongue,

As on the warrior’s sword.


All things in earth and air

Bound were by magic spell

Never to do him harm;

Even the plants and stones;

All save the mistletoe,

The sacred mistletoe!


Hœder, the blind old God,

Whose feet are shod with silence,

Pierced through that gentle breast

With his sharp spear, by fraud

Made of the mistletoe,

The accursed mistletoe!


They laid him in his ship,

With horse and harness,

As on a funeral pyre.

Odin placed

A ring upon his finger,

And whispered in his ear.


They launched the burning ship!

It floated far away

Over the misty sea,

Till like the sun it seemed,

Sinking beneath the waves.

Balder returned no more!


So perish the old Gods!

But out of the sea of Time

Rises a new land of song,

Fairer than the old.

Over its meadows green

Walk the young bards and sing.


Build it again,

O ye bards,

Fairer than before!

Ye fathers of the new race,

Feed upon morning dew,

Sing the new Song of Love!


The law of force is dead!

The law of love prevails!

Thor, the thunderer,

Shall rule the earth no more,

No more, with threats,

Challenge the meek Christ.


Sing no more,

O ye bards of the North,

Of Vikings and of Jarls!

Of the days of Eld

Preserve the freedom only,

Not the deeds of blood!


Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–82),
 from The Seaside and the Fireside (1849)



THE AUNT AND AMABEL
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by E. Nesbit



LEWIS ENJOYED THE WRITINGS of E. Nesbit from the time he was a child. When he began writing The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe, he told a friend that he had begun a children’s book “in the tradition of E. Nesbit.”

“The Aunt and Amabel” prefigures Lewis’s first Narnia adventure in that the young girl Amabel enters another world by means of a wardrobe, finding therein a magical train station called “Bigwardrobeinspareroom.” In chapter 2 of The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe, the faun Mr. Tumnus similarly speaks of “the far land of Spare Oom” and of “the bright city of War Drobe.”

“The Aunt and Amabel” was first published in Blackie’s Children’s Annual (1909), and collected in The Magic World (1912).
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It is not pleasant to be a fish out of water. To be a cat in water is not what any one would desire. To be in a temper is uncomfortable. And no one can fully taste the joys of life if he is in a Little Lord Fauntleroy suit. But by far the most uncomfortable thing to be in is disgrace, sometimes amusingly called Coventry by the people who are not in it.

We have all been there. It is a place where the heart sinks and aches, where familiar faces are clouded and changed, where any remark that one may tremblingly make is received with stony silence or with the assurance that nobody wants to talk to such a naughty child. If you are only in disgrace, and not in solitary confinement, you will creep about a house that is like the one you have had such jolly times in, and yet as unlike it as a bad dream is to a June morning. You will long to speak to people, and be afraid to speak. You will wonder whether there is anything you can do that will change things at all. You have said you are sorry, and that has changed nothing. You will wonder whether you are to stay for ever in this desolate place, outside all hope and love and fun and happiness. And though it has happened before, and has always, in the end, come to an end, you can never be quite sure that this time it is not going to last for ever.

“It is going to last for ever,” said Amabel, who was eight. “What shall I do? Oh whatever shall I do?”

What she had done ought to have formed the subject of her meditations. And she had done what had seemed to her all the time, and in fact still seemed, a self-sacrificing and noble act. She was staying with an aunt—measles or a new baby, or the painters in the house, I forget which, the cause of her banishment. And the aunt, who was really a great-aunt and quite old enough to know better, had been grumbling about her head gardener to a lady who called in blue spectacles and a beady bonnet with violet flowers in it.

“He hardly lets me have a plant for the table,” said the aunt, “and that border in front of the breakfast-room window—it’s just bare earth—and I expressly ordered chrysanthemums to be planted there. He thinks of nothing but his greenhouse.”

The beady-violet-blue-glassed lady snorted, and said she didn’t know what we were coming to, and she would have just half a cup, please, with not quite so much milk, thank you very much.

Now what would you have done? Minded your own business most likely, and not got into trouble at all. Not so Amabel. Enthusiastically anxious to do something which should make the great-aunt see what a thoughtful, unselfish, little girl she really was (the aunt’s opinion of her being at present quite otherwise), she got up very early in the morning and took the cutting-out scissors from the work-room table drawer and stole, “like an errand of mercy,” she told herself, to the greenhouse where she busily snipped off every single flower she could find. MacFarlane was at his breakfast. Then with the points of the cutting-out scissors she made nice deep little holes in the flower-bed where the chrysanthemums ought to have been, and struck the flowers in—chrysanthemums, geraniums, primulas, orchids, and carnations. It would be a lovely surprise for Auntie.

Then the aunt came down to breakfast and saw the lovely surprise. Amabel’s world turned upside down and inside out suddenly and surprisingly, and there she was, in Coventry, and not even the housemaid would speak to her. Her great-uncle, whom she passed in the hall on her way to her own room, did indeed, as he smoothed his hat, murmur, “Sent to Coventry, eh? Never mind, it’ll soon be over,” and went off to the City banging the front door behind him.

He meant well, but he did not understand.

Amabel understood, or she thought she did, and knew in her miserable heart that she was sent to Coventry for the last time, and that this time she would stay there.

“I don’t care,” she said quite untruly. “I’ll never try to be kind to any one again.” And that wasn’t true either. She was to spend the whole day alone in the best bedroom, the one with the four-post bed and the red curtains and the large wardrobe with a looking-glass in it that you could see yourself in to the very ends of your strap-shoes.

The first thing Amabel did was to look at herself in the glass. She was still sniffing and sobbing, and her eyes were swimming in tears, another one rolled down her nose as she looked—that was very interesting. Another rolled down, and that was the last, because as soon as you get interested in watching your tears they stop.

Next she looked out of the window, and saw the decorated flower-bed, just as she had left it, very bright and beautiful.

“Well, it does look nice,” she said. “I don’t care what they say.”

“Then she looked round the room for something to read; there was nothing. The old-fashioned best bedrooms never did have anything. Only on the large dressing-table, on the left-hand side of the oval swing-glass, was one book covered in red velvet, and on it, very twistily embroidered in yellow silk and mixed up with misleading leaves and squiggles were the letters, A. B. C.

“Perhaps it’s a picture alphabet,” said Mabel, and was quite pleased, though of course she was much too old to care for alphabets. Only when one is very unhappy and very dull, anything is better than nothing. She opened the book.

“Why, it’s only a time-table!” she said. “I suppose it’s for people when they want to go away, and Auntie puts it here in case they suddenly make up their minds to go, and feel that they can’t wait another minute. I feel like that, only it’s no good, and I expect other people do too.”

She had learned how to use the dictionary, and this seemed to go the same way. She looked up the names of all the places she knew—Brighton where she had once spent a month, Rugby where her brother was at school, and Home, which was Amberley—and she saw the times when the trains left for these places, and wished she could go by those trains.

And once more she looked round the best bedroom which was her prison, and thought of the Bastille, and wished she had a toad to tame, like the poor Viscount, or a flower to watch growing, like Picciola, and she was very sorry for herself, and very angry with her aunt, and very grieved at the conduct of her parents—she had expected better things from them—and now they had left her in this dreadful place where no one loved her, and no one understood her.

There seemed to be no place for toads or flowers in the best room, it was carpeted all over even in its least noticeable corners. It had everything a best room ought to have—and everything was of dark shining mahogany. The toilet-table had a set of red and gold glass things—a tray, candlesticks, a ring-stand, many little pots with lids, and two bottles with stoppers. When the stoppers were taken out they smelt very strange, something like very old scent, and something like cold cream also very old, and something like going to the dentist’s.

I do not know whether the scent of those bottles had anything to do with what happened. It certainly was a very extraordinary scent. Quite different from any perfume that I smell nowadays, but I remember that when I was a little girl I smelt it quite often. But then there are no best rooms now such as there used to be. The best rooms now are gay with chintz and mirrors, and there are always flowers and books, and little tables to put your teacup on, and sofas, and armchairs. And they smell of varnish and new furniture.

When Amabel had sniffed at both bottles and looked in all the pots, which were quite clean and empty except for a pearl button and two pins in one of them, she took up the A.B.C. again to look for Whitby, where her godmother lived. And it was then that she saw the extraordinary name “Whereyouwantogoto.” This was odd—but the name of the station from which it started was still more extraordinary, for it was not Euston or Cannon Street or Marylebone.

The name of the station was “Bigwardrobeinspareroom.” And below this name, really quite unusual for a station, Amabel read in small letters:

“Single fares strictly forbidden. Return tickets No Class Nuppence. Trains leave Bigwardrobeinspareroom all the time.”

And under that in still smaller letters—

“You had better go now.”

What would you have done? Rubbed your eyes and thought you were dreaming? Well, if you had, nothing more would have happened. Nothing ever does when you behave like that. Amabel was wiser. She went straight to the Big Wardrobe and turned its glass handle.

“I expect it’s only shelves and people’s best hats,” she said. But she only said it. People often say what they don’t mean, so that if things turn out as they don’t expect, they can say “I told you so,” but this is most dishonest to one’s self, and being dishonest to one’s self is almost worse than being dishonest to other people. Amabel would never have done it if she had been herself. But she was out of herself with anger and unhappiness.

Of course it wasn’t hats. It was, most amazingly, a crystal cave, very oddly shaped like a railway station. It seemed to be lighted by stars, which is, of course, unusual in a booking office, and over the station clock was a full moon. The clock had no figures, only Now in shining letters all round it, twelve times, and the Nows touched, so the clock was bound to be always right. How different from the clock you go to school by!

A porter in white satin hurried forward to take Amabel’s luggage. Her luggage was the A.B.C. which she still held in her hand.

“Lots of time, Miss,” he said, grinning in a most friendly way, “I am glad you’re going. You will enjoy yourself! What a nice little girl you are!”

This was cheering. Amabel smiled.

At the pigeon-hole that tickets come out of, another person, also in white satin, was ready with a mother-of-pearl ticket, round, like a card counter.

“Here you are, Miss,” he said with the kindest smile, “price nothing, and refreshments free all the way. It’s a pleasure,” he added, “to issue a ticket to a nice little lady like you.” The train was entirely of crystal, too, and the cushions were of white satin. There were little buttons such as you have for electric bells, and on them “Whatyouwantoeat,” “Whatyouwantodrink,”

“Whatyouwantoread,” in silver letters.

Amabel pressed all the buttons at once, and instantly felt obliged to blink. The blink over, she saw on the cushion by her side a silver tray with vanilla ice, boiled chicken and white sauce, almonds (blanched), peppermint creams, and mashed potatoes, and a long glass of lemonade—beside the tray was a book. It was Mrs. Ewing’s Bad-tempered Family, and it was bound in white vellum.

There is nothing more luxurious than eating while you read—unless it be reading while you eat. Amabel did both: they are not the same thing, as you will see if you think the matter over.

And just as the last thrill of the last spoonful of ice died away, and the last full stop of the Bad-tempered Family met Amabel’s eye, the train stopped, and hundreds of railway officials in white velvet shouted, “Whereyouwantogoto! Get out!”

A velvety porter, who was somehow like a silkworm as well as like a wedding handkerchief sachet, opened the door.

“Now!” he said, “come on out, Miss Amabel, unless you want to go to Whereyoudon’twantogoto.”

She hurried out, on to an ivory platform.

“Not on the ivory, if you please,” said the porter, “the white Axminster carpet—it’s laid down expressly for you.”

Amabel walked along it and saw ahead of her a crowd, all in white.

“What’s all that?” she asked the friendly porter.

“It’s the Mayor, dear Miss Amabel,” he said, “with your address.”

“My address is The Old Cottage, Amberley,” she said, “at least it used to be”—and found herself face to face with the Mayor. He was very like Uncle George, but he bowed low to her, which was not Uncle George’s habit, and said:

“Welcome, dear little Amabel. Please accept this admiring address from the Mayor and burgesses and apprentices and all the rest of it, of Whereyouwantogoto.”

The address was in silver letters, on white silk, and it said:

“Welcome, dear Amabel. We know you meant to please your aunt. It was very clever of you to think of putting the greenhouse flowers in the bare flower-bed. You couldn’t be expected to know that you ought to ask leave before you touch other people’s things.”

“Oh, but,” said Amabel quite confused. “I did….”

But the band struck up, and drowned her words. The instruments of the band were all of silver, and the bandsmen’s clothes of white leather. The tune they played was “Cheero!”

Then Amabel found that she was taking part in a procession, hand in hand with the Mayor, and the band playing like mad all the time. The Mayor was dressed entirely in cloth of silver, and as they went along he kept saying, close to her ear, “You have our sympathy, you have our sympathy,” till she felt quite giddy.

There was a flower show—all the flowers were white. There was a concert—all the tunes were old ones. There was a play called Put yourself in her place. And there was a banquet, with Amabel in the place of honour.

They drank her health in white wine whey, and then through the Crystal Hall of a thousand gleaming pillars, where thousands of guests, all in white, were met to do honour to Amabel, the shout went up—“Speech, speech!”

I cannot explain to you what had been going on in Amabel’s mind. Perhaps you know. Whatever it was it began like a very tiny butterfly in a box, that could not keep quiet, but fluttered, and fluttered, and fluttered. And when the Mayor rose and said:

“Dear Amabel, you whom we all love and understand; dear Amabel, you who were so unjustly punished for trying to give pleasure to an unresponsive aunt; poor, ill-used, ill-treated, innocent Amabel; blameless, suffering Amabel, we await your words,” that fluttering, tiresome butterfly-thing inside her seemed suddenly to swell to the size and strength of a fluttering albatross, and Amabel got up from her seat of honour on the throne of ivory and silver and pearl, and said, choking a little, and extremely red about the ears—

“Ladies and gentlemen, I don’t want to make a speech, I just want to say, ‘Thank you,’ and to say—to say—to say….”

She stopped, and all the white crowd cheered.

“To say,” she went on as the cheers died down, “that I wasn’t blameless, and innocent, and all those nice things. I ought to have thought. And they were Auntie’s flowers. But I did want to please her. It’s all so mixed. Oh, I wish Auntie was here!”

And instantly Auntie was there, very tall and quite nice-looking, in a white velvet dress and an ermine cloak.

“Speech,” cried the crowd. “Speech from Auntie!”

Auntie stood on the step of the throne beside Amabel, and said:

“I think, perhaps, I was hasty. And I think Amabel meant to please me. But all the flowers that were meant for the winter…well—I was annoyed. I’m sorry.”

“Oh, Auntie, so am I—so am I,” cried Amabel, and the two began to hug each other on the ivory step, while the crowd cheered like mad, and the band struck up that well-known air, “If you only understood!”

“Oh, Auntie,” said Amabel among hugs, “This is such a lovely place, come and see everything, we may, mayn’t we?” she asked the Mayor.

“The place is yours,” he said, “and now you can see many things that you couldn’t see before. We are The People who Understand. And now you are one of Us. And your aunt is another.”

I must not tell you all that they saw because these things are secrets only known to The People who Understand, and perhaps you do not yet belong to that happy nation. And if you do, you will know without my telling you.

And when it grew late, and the stars were drawn down, somehow, to hang among the trees, Amabel fell asleep in her aunt’s arms beside a white foaming fountain on a marble terrace, where white peacocks came to drink.

         

She awoke on the big bed in the spare room, but her aunt’s arms were still round her.

“Amabel,” she was saying, “Amabel!”

“Oh, Auntie,” said Amabel sleepily, “I am so sorry. It was stupid of me. And I did mean to please you.”

“It was stupid of you,” said the aunt, “but I am sure you meant to please me. Come down to supper.” And Amabel has a confused recollection of her aunt’s saying that she was sorry, adding, “Poor little Amabel.”

If the aunt really did say it, it was fine of her. And Amabel is quite sure that she did say it.

         

Amabel and her great-aunt are now the best of friends. But neither of them has ever spoken to the other of the beautiful city called “Whereyouwantogoto.” Amabel is too shy to be the first to mention it, and no doubt the aunt has her own reasons for not broaching the subject.

But of course they both know that they have been there together, and it is easy to get on with people when you and they alike belong to the Peoplewhounderstand.

         

If you look in the A.B.C. that your people have you will not find “Whereyouwantogoto.” It is only in the red velvet bound copy that Amabel found in her aunt’s best bedroom.



THE SNOW QUEEN: A TALE IN SEVEN STORIES
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by Hans Christian Andersen



In a letter from March 1954, Lewis wrote: “I have come to like Hans Andersen better since I grew up than I did in childhood. I think both the pathos and the satire—both v[ery] delicate, penetrating, and ever-present in his work—disquieted me then.” “The Snow Queen” is one of Hans Christian Andersen’s longest tales. It masterfully blends Christian and folk elements, much as Lewis would later do. In the title character, we see a number of similarities with the White Witch in The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe. Both are pale and cruel, and both take a young boy captive.

Hans Christian Andersen was a Danish writer. “The Snow Queen” (“Sneedronningen”) first appeared in his second collection of fairy tales, Nye Evyntyr, Anden Samling (New Tales, Second Collection, 1845). This English version appeared in Fairy Tales from Hans Christian Andersen (1906), part of the Everyman’s Library, edited by Ernest Rhys.





[image: image]

FIRST STORY

Deals with a mirror and its fragments.

Now we are about to begin, and you must attend; and when we get to the end of the story, you will know more than you do now about a very wicked hobgoblin. He was one of the worst kind; in fact he was a real demon. One day he was in a high state of delight because he had invented a mirror with this peculiarity, that every good and pretty thing reflected in it shrank away to almost nothing. On the other hand, every bad and good-for-nothing thing stood out and looked its worst. The most beautiful landscapes reflected in it looked like boiled spinach, and the best people became hideous, or else they were upside down and had no bodies. Their faces were distorted beyond recognition, and if they had even one freckle it appeared to spread all over the nose and mouth. The demon thought this immensely amusing. If a good thought passed through anyone’s mind, it turned to a grin in the mirror, and this caused real delight to the demon. All the scholars in the demon’s school, for he kept a school, reported that a miracle had taken place: now for the first time it had become possible to see what the world and mankind were really like. They ran about all over with the mirror, till at last there was not a country or a person which had not been seen in this distorting mirror. They even wanted to fly up to heaven with it to mock the angels; but the higher they flew, the more it grinned, so much so that they could hardly hold it, and at last it slipped out of their hands and fell to the earth, shivered into hundreds of millions and billions of bits. Even then it did more harm than ever. Some of these bits were not as big as a grain of sand, and these flew about all over the world, getting into people’s eyes, and, once in, they stuck there, and distorted everything they looked at, or made them see everything that was amiss. Each tiniest grain of glass kept the same power as that possessed by the whole mirror. Some people even got a bit of the glass into their hearts, and that was terrible, for the heart became like a lump of ice. Some of the fragments were so big that they were used for window panes, but it was not advisable to look at one’s friends through these panes. Other bits were made into spectacles, and it was a bad business when people put on these spectacles meaning to be just. The bad demon laughed till he split his sides; it tickled him to see the mischief he had done. But some of these fragments were still left floating about the world, and you shall hear what happened to them.

SECOND STORY

About a Little Boy and a Little Girl

In a big town crowded with houses and people, where there is no room for gardens, people have to be content with flowers in pots instead. In one of these towns lived two children who managed to have something bigger than a flower pot for a garden. They were not brother and sister, but they were just as fond of each other as if they had been. Their parents lived opposite each other in two attic rooms. The roof of one house just touched the roof of the next one, with only a rain water gutter between them. They each had a little dormer window, and one only had to step over the gutter to get from one house to the other. Each of the parents had a large window-box, in which they grew pot herbs and a little rose tree. There was one in each box, and they both grew splendidly. Then it occured to the parents to put the boxes across the gutter, from house to house, and they looked just like two banks of flowers. The pea vines hung down over the edges of the boxes, and the roses threw out long creepers which twined round the windows. It was almost like a green triumphal arch. The boxes were high, and the children knew they must not climb up on to them, but they were often allowed to have their little stools out under the rose trees, and there they had delightful games. Of course in the winter there was an end to these amusements. The windows were often covered with hoar frost; then they would warm coppers on the stove and stick them on the frozen panes, where they made lovely peep-holes as round as possible. Then a bright eye would peep through these holes, one from each window. The little boy’s name was Kay, and the little girl’s Gerda.

In the summer they could reach each other with one bound, but in the winter they had to go down all the stairs in one house and up all the stairs in the other, and outside there were snowdrifts.

“Look! the white bees are swarming,” said the old grandmother.

“Have they a queen bee, too?” asked the little boy, for he knew that there was a queen among the real bees.

“Yes indeed they have,” said the grandmother. “She flies where the swarm is thickest. She is the biggest of them all, and she never remains on the ground. She always flies up again to the sky. Many a winter’s night she flies through the streets and peeps in at the windows, and then the ice freezes on the panes into wonderful patterns like flowers.”

“Oh yes, we have seen that,” said both children, and then they knew it was true.

“Can the Snow Queen come in here?” asked the little girl.

“Just let her come,” said the boy, “and I will put her on the stove, where she will melt.”

But the grandmother smoothed his hair and told him more stories.

In the evening when little Kay was at home and half undressed, he crept up on to the chair by the window, and peeped out of the little hole. A few snow-flakes were falling, and one of these, the biggest, remained on the edge of the window-box. It grew bigger and bigger, till it became the figure of a woman, dressed in the finest white gauze, which appeared to be made of millions of starry flakes. She was delicately lovely, but all ice, glittering, dazzling ice. Still she was alive, her eyes shone like two bright stars, but there was no rest or peace in them. She nodded to the window and waved her hand. The little boy was frightened and jumped down off the chair, and then he fancied that a big bird flew past the window.

The next day was bright and frosty, and then came the thaw—and after that the spring. The sun shone, green buds began to appear, the swallows built their nests, and people began to open their windows. The little children began to play in their garden on the roof again. The roses were in splendid bloom that summer; the little girl had learnt a hymn, and there was something in it about roses, and that made her think of her own. She sang it to the little boy, and then he sang it with her—


“Where roses deck the flowery vale,

There, Infant Jesus, we thee hail!”


The children took each other by the hands, kissed the roses, and rejoiced in God’s bright sunshine, and spoke to it as if the Child Jesus were there. What lovely summer days they were, and how delightful it was to sit out under the fresh rose trees, which seemed never tired of blooming.

Kay and Gerda were looking at a picture book of birds and animals one day—it had just struck five by the church clock—when Kay said, “Oh, something struck my heart, and I have got something in my eye!”

The little girl put her arms round his neck, he blinked his eye, there was nothing to be seen.

“I believe it is gone,” he said, but it was not gone. It was one of those very grains of glass from the mirror, the magic mirror. You remember that horrid mirror, in which all good and great things reflected in it became small and mean, while the bad things were magnified, and every flaw became very apparent.

Poor Kay! a grain of it had gone straight to his heart, and would soon turn it to a lump of ice. He did not feel it any more, but it was still there.

“Why do you cry?” he asked; “it makes you look ugly; there’s nothing the matter with me. How horrid!” he suddenly cried; “there’s a worm in that rose, and that one is quite crooked; after all, they are nasty roses, and so are the boxes they are growing in!” He kicked the box and broke off two of the roses.

“What are you doing, Kay?” cried the little girl. When he saw her alarm, he broke off another rose, and then ran in, by his own window, and left dear little Gerda alone.

When she next got out the picture book he said it was only fit for babies in long clothes. When his grandmother told them stories he always had a but—, and if he could manage it, he liked to get behind her chair, put on her spectacles and imitate her. He did it very well and people laughed at him. He was soon able to imitate everyone in the street; he could make fun of all their peculiarities and failings. “He will turn out a clever fellow,” said people. But it was all that bit of glass in his heart, that bit of glass in his eye, and it made him tease little Gerda who was so devoted to him. He played quite different games now; he seemed to have grown older. One winter’s day, when the snow was falling fast, he brought in a big magnifying glass; he held out the tail of his blue coat, and let the snow flakes fall upon it.

“Now look through the glass, Gerda!” he said; every snow-flake was magnified, and looked like a lovely flower, or a sharply pointed star.

“Do you see how cleverly they are made,” said Kay. “Much more interesting than looking at real flowers, and there is not a single flaw in them, they are perfect, if only they would not melt.”

Shortly after, he appeared in his thick gloves, with his sledge on his back. He shouted right into Gerda’s ear, “I have got leave to drive in the big square where the other boys play!” and away he went.

In the big square the bolder boys used to tie their little sledges to the farm carts and go a long way in this fashion. They had no end of fun over it. Just in the middle of their games, a big sledge came along; it was painted white and the occupant wore a white fur coat and cap. The sledge drove twice round the square, and Kay quickly tied his sledge on behind. Then off they went, faster, and faster, into the next street. The driver turned round and nodded to Kay in the most friendly way, just as if they knew each other. Every time Kay wanted to loose his sledge, the person nodded again, and Kay stayed where he was, and they drove right out through the town gates. Then the snow began to fall so heavily, that the little boy could not see a hand before him as they rushed along. He undid the cords and tried to get away from the big sledge, but it was no use, his little sledge stuck fast, and on they rushed, faster than the wind. He shouted aloud but nobody heard him and the sledge tore on through the snow-drifts. Every now and then it gave a bound, as if they were jumping over hedges and ditches. He was very frightened, and he wanted to say his prayers, but he could only remember the multiplication tables.

The snow-flakes grew bigger and bigger till at last they looked like big white chickens. All at once they sprang on one side, the big sledge stopped and the person who drove got up, coat and cap smothered in snow. It was a tall and upright lady all shining white, the Snow Queen herself.

“We have come along at a good pace,” she said; “but it’s cold enough to kill one; creep inside my bearskin coat.”

She took him into the sledge by her, wrapped him in her furs, and he felt as if he were sinking into a snowdrift.

“Are you still cold?” she asked, and she kissed him on the forehead. Ugh! it was colder than ice, it went to his very heart, which was already more than half ice; he felt as if he were dying, but only for a moment, and then it seemed to have done him good, he no longer felt the cold.

“My sledge! don’t forget my sledge!” He only remembered it now, it was tied to one of the white chickens which flew along behind them. The Snow Queen kissed Kay again, and then he forgot all about little Gerda, Grandmother, and all the others at home.

“Now I mustn’t kiss you any more,” she said, “or I should kiss you to death!”

Kay looked at her, she was so pretty; a cleverer, more beautiful face could hardly be imagined. She did not seem to be made of ice now, as she was outside the window when she waved her hand to him. In his eyes she was quite perfect, and he was not a bit afraid of her; he told her that he could do mental arithmetic, as far as fractions, and that he knew the number of square miles and the number of inhabitants of the country. She always smiled at him, and he then thought that he surely did not know enough and he looked up into the wide expanse of heaven, into which they rose higher and higher as she flew with him on a dark cloud, while the storm surged around them, the wind ringing in their ears like well-known old songs.

They flew over woods and lakes, over oceans and islands, the cold wind whistled down below them, the wolves howled, the black crows flew screaming over the sparkling snow, but up above, the moon shone bright and clear-and Kay looked at it all the long, long winter nights; in the day he slept at the Snow Queen’s feet.

STORY THREE

The Garden of the Woman Learned in Magic

But how was little Gerda getting on all this long time since Kay left her? Where could he be? Nobody knew, nobody could say anything about him. All that the other boys knew was, that they had seen him tie his little sledge to a splendid big one which drove away down the street and out of the town gates. Nobody knew where he was, and many tears were shed; little Gerda cried long and bitterly. At last, people said he was dead; he must have fallen into the river which ran close by the town. Oh, what long, dark, winter days those were!

At last the spring came and the sunshine. “Kay is dead and gone,” said little Gerda.

“I don’t believe it,” said the sunshine.

“He is dead and gone,” she said to the swallows.

“We don’t believe it,” said the swallows, and at last little Gerda did not believe it either.

“I will put on my new red shoes,” she said one morning; “those Kay never saw; and then I will go down to the river and ask it about him!”

It was very early in the morning; she kissed the old grandmother, who was still asleep, put on the red shoes, and went quite alone, out by the gate to the river.

“Is it true that you have taken my little playfellow? I will give you my red shoes if you will bring him back to me again.”

She thought the little ripples nodded in such a curious way, so she took off her red shoes, her most cherished possessions, and threw them both into the river. They fell close by the shore, and were carried straight back to her by the little wavelets; it seemed as if the river would not accept her offering, as it had not taken little Kay.

She only thought she had not thrown them far enough, so she climbed into a boat which lay among the rushes, then she went right out to the further end of it, and threw the shoes into the water again. But the boat was loose, and her movements started it off, and it floated away from the shore: she felt it moving and tried to get out, but before she reached the other end the boat was more than a yard from the shore, and was floating away quite quickly.

Little Gerda was terribly frightened, and began to cry, but nobody heard her except the sparrows, and they could not carry her ashore, but they flew alongside twittering as if to cheer her, “we are here, we are here.” The boat floated rapidly away with the current; little Gerda sat quite still with only her stockings on; her little red shoes floated behind, but they could not catch up the boat which drifted away faster and faster.

The banks on both sides were very pretty with beautiful flowers, fine old trees, and slopes dotted with sheep and cattle but not a single person.

“Perhaps the river is taking me to little Kay,” thought Gerda, and that cheered her; she sat up and looked at the beautiful green banks for hours.

Then they came to a big cherry garden; there was a little house in it, with curious blue and red windows, it had a thatched roof, and two wooden soldiers stood outside, who presented arms as she sailed past. Gerda called out to them; she thought they were alive, but of course they did not answer; she was quite close to them, for the current drove the boat close to the bank. Gerda called out again, louder than before, and then an old, old woman came out of the house; she was leaning upon a big, hooked stick, and she wore a big sun hat, which was covered with beautiful painted flowers.

“You poor little child,” said the old woman, “however were you driven out on this big, strong river into the wide, wide world alone?” Then she walked right into the water, and caught hold of the boat with her hooked stick; she drew it ashore, and lifted little Gerda out.

Gerda was delighted to be on dry land again, but she was a little bit frightened of the strange old woman.

“Come, tell me who you are, and how you got here,” said she.

When Gerda had told her the whole story and asked her if she had seen Kay, the woman said she had not seen him, but that she expected him. Gerda must not be sad, she was to come and taste her cherries and see her flowers, which were more beautiful than any picture-book; each one had a story to tell. Then she took Gerda by the hand, they went into the little house, and the old woman locked the door.

The windows were very high up, and they were red, blue, and yellow; they threw a very curious light into the room. On the table were quantities of the most delicious cherries, of which Gerda had leave to eat as many as ever she liked. While she was eating, the old woman combed her hair with a golden comb, so that the hair curled, and shone like gold round the pretty little face, which was as sweet as a rose.

I have long wanted a little girl like you!” said the old woman. “You will see how well we shall get on together.” While she combed her hair Gerda had forgotten all about Kay, for the old woman was learned in the magic art, but she was not a bad witch, she only cast spells over people for a little amusement, and she wanted to keep Gerda. She therefore went into the garden and waved her hooked stick over all the rose-bushes, and however beautifully they were flowering, all sank down into the rich black earth without leaving a trace behind them. The old woman was afraid that if Gerda saw the roses she would be reminded of Kay, and would want to run away. Then she took Gerda into the flower garden. What a delicious scent there was! and every imaginable flower for every season was in that lovely garden; no picture book could be brighter or more beautiful. Gerda jumped for joy and played till the sun went down behind the tall cherry trees. Then she was put into a lovely bed with rose coloured silken coverings stuffed with violets; she slept and dreamt as lovely dreams as any queen on her wedding day.

The next day she played with the flowers in the garden again—and many days passed in the same way. Gerda knew every flower, but however many there were, she always thought there was one missing, but which it was she did not know.

One day she was sitting looking at the old woman’s sun hat with its painted flowers, and the very prettiest one of them all was a rose. The old woman had forgotten her hat when she charmed the others away. This is the consequence of being absent-minded.

“What!” said Gerda, “are there no roses here?” and she sprang in among the flower beds and sought, but in vain! Her hot tears fell on the very places where the roses used to be; when the warm drops moistened the earth, the rose trees shot up again just as full of bloom as when they sank. Gerda embraced the roses and kissed them, and then she thought of the lovely roses at home, and this brought the thought of little Kay.

“Oh, how I have been delayed,” said the little girl, I ought to have been looking for Kay! Don’t you know where he is?” she asked the roses. “Do you think he is dead and gone?”

“He is not dead,” said the roses. “For we have been down underground, you know, and all the dead people are there, but Kay is not among them.”

“Oh, thank you!” said little Gerda, and then she went to the other flowers and looked into their cups and said, “Do you know where Kay is?”

But each flower stood in the sun and dreamt its own dreams. Little Gerda heard many of these, but never anything about Kay.

And what said the Tiger lilies?

“Do you hear the drum? rub-a-dub, it has only two notes, rub-a-dub; always the same. The wailing of women and the cry of the preacher. The Hindu woman in her long red garment stands on the pile, while the flames surround her and her dead husband. But the woman is only thinking of the living man in the circle round, whose eyes burn with a fiercer fire than that of the flames which consume the body. Do the flames of the heart die in the fire?”

“I understand nothing about that,” said little Gerda.

“That is my story,” said the Tiger lily.

“What does the convolvulus say?”

“An old castle is perched high over a narrow mountain path, it is closely covered with ivy, almost hiding the old red walls, and creeping up leaf upon leaf right round the balcony where stands a beautiful maiden. She bends over the balustrade and looks eagerly up the road. No rose on its stem is fresher than she; no apple blossom wafted by the wind moves more lightly. Her silken robes rustle softly as she bends over and says, “Will he never come?”

“Is it Kay you mean?” asked Gerda.

“I am only talking about my own story, my dream,” answered the convolvulus.

What said the little snowdrop?

“Between two trees a rope with a board is hanging; it is a swing. Two pretty little girls in snowy frocks and green ribbons fluttering on their hats are seated on it. Their brother, who is bigger than they are, stands up behind them; he has his arms round the ropes for supports, and holds in one hand a little bowl and in the other a clay pipe. He is blowing soap-bubbles. As the swing moves the bubbles fly upwards in all their changing colours, the last one still hangs from the pipe swayed by the wind, and the swing goes on. A little black dog runs up, he is almost as light as the bubbles, he stands up on his hind legs and wants to be taken into the swing, but it does not stop. The little dog falls with an angry bark, they jeer at it; the bubble bursts. A swinging plank, a fluttering foam picture—that is my story!”

“I daresay what you tell me is very pretty, but you speak so sadly and you never mention little Kay.”

What says the hyacinth?

“They were three beautiful sisters, all most delicate, and quite transparent. One wore a crimson robe, the other a blue, and the third was pure white. These three danced hand-in-hand, by the edge of the lake in the moonlight. They were human beings, not fairies of the wood. The fragrant air attracted them, and they vanished into the wood; here the fragrance was stronger still. Three coffins glide out of the wood towards the lake, and in them lie the maidens. The fire flies flutter lightly round them with their little flickering torches. Do these dancing maidens sleep, or are they dead? The scent of the flower says that they are corpses. The evening bell tolls their knell.”

“You make me quite sad,” said little Gerda; “your perfume is so strong it makes me think of those dead maidens. Oh, is little Kay really dead? The roses have been down underground, and they say no.”

“Ding, dong,” tolled the hyacinth bells; “we are not tolling for little Kay; we know nothing about him. We sing our song, the only one we know.”

And Gerda went on to the buttercups shining among their dark green leaves.

“You are a bright little sun,” said Gerda. “Tell me if you know where I shall find my playfellow.”

The buttercup shone brightly and returned Gerda’s glance. What song could the buttercup sing? It would not be about Kay.

“God’s bright sun shone into a little court on the first day of spring. The sunbeams stole down the neighbouring white wall, close to which bloomed the first yellow flower of the season; it shone like burnished gold in the sun. An old woman had brought her arm-chair out into the sun; her granddaughter, a poor and pretty little maid-servant, had come to pay her a short visit, and she kissed her. There was gold, heart’s gold, in the kiss. Gold on the lips, gold on the ground, and gold above, in the early morning beams! Now that is my little story,” said the buttercup.

“Oh, my poor old grandmother!” sighed Gerda. “She will be longing to see me, and grieving about me, as she did about Kay. But I shall soon go home again and take Kay with me. It is useless for me to ask the flowers about him. They only know their own stories, and have no information to give me.”

Then she tucked up her little dress, so that she might run the faster, but the narcissus blossoms struck her on the legs as she jumped over them, so she stopped and said, “Perhaps you can tell me something.”

She stooped down close to the flower and listened. What did it say?

“I can see myself, I can see myself,” said the narcissus. “Oh, how sweet is my scent. Up there in an attic window stands a little dancing girl half dressed; first she stands on one leg, then on the other, and looks as if she would tread the whole world under her feet. She is only a delusion. She pours some water out of a teapot on to a bit of stuff that she is holding; it is her bodice. ‘Cleanliness is a good thing,’ she says. Her white dress hangs on a peg; it has been washed in the teapot, too, and dried on the roof. She puts it on, and wraps a saffron coloured scarf round her neck, which makes the dress look whiter. See how high she carries her head, and all upon one stem. I see myself, I see myself!”

“I don’t care a bit about all that,” said Gerda; “it’s no use telling me such stuff.”

And then she ran to the end of the garden. The door was fastened, but she pressed the rusty latch, and it gave way. The door sprang open, and little Gerda ran out with bare feet into the wide world. She looked back three times, but nobody came after her. At last she could run no further, and she sat down on a big stone. When she looked round she saw that the summer was over, it was quite late autumn. She would never have known it inside the beautiful garden, where the sun always shone, and the flowers of every season were always in bloom.

“Oh, how I have wasted my time,” said little Gerda. “It is autumn. I must not rest any longer,” and she got up to go on.

Oh, how weary and sore were her little feet, and everything round looked so cold and dreary. The long willow leaves were quite yellow. The damp mist fell off the trees like rain, one leaf dropped after another from the trees, and only the sloe-thorn still bore its fruit, but the sloes were sour and set one’s teeth on edge. Oh, how grey and sad it looked, out in the wide world.

FOURTH STORY

Prince and Princess

Gerda was soon obliged to rest again. A big crow hopped on to the snow, just in front of her. It had been sitting looking at her for a long time and wagging its head. Now it said “Caw, caw; good-day, good-day,” as well as it could; it meant to be kind to the little girl, and asked her where she was going, alone in the wide world.

Gerda understood the word “alone” and knew how much there was in it, and she told the crow the whole story of her life and adventures, and asked if it had seen Kay.

The crow nodded his head gravely and said, “May be I have, may be I have.”

“What, do you really think you have?” cried the little girl, nearly smothering him with her kisses.

“Gently, gently!” said the crow. “I believe it may have been Kay, but he has forgotten you by this time, I expect, for the Princess.”

“Does he live with a Princess?” asked Gerda.

“Yes, listen,” said the crow; “but it is so difficult to speak your language. If you understand ‘crow’s language,’*1 I can tell you about it much better.”

“No, I have never learnt it,” said Gerda; “but grandmother knew it, and used to speak it. If only I had learnt it!”

“It doesn’t matter,” said the crow. “I will tell you as well as I can, although I may do it rather badly.”

Then he told her what he had heard.

“In this kingdom where we are now,” said he, “there lives a Princess who is very clever. She has read all the newspapers in the world, and forgotten them again, so clever is she. One day she was sitting on her throne, which is not such an amusing thing to do either, they say; and she began humming a tune, which happened to be


‘Why should I not be married, oh why?’


“‘Why not indeed?’ said she. And she made up her mind to marry, if she could find a husband who had an answer ready when a question was put to him. She called all the court ladies together, and when they heard what she wanted, they were delighted.

“‘I like that now,’ they said. ‘I was thinking the same thing myself the other day.’

“Every word I say is true,” said the crow, “for I have a tame sweetheart who goes about the palace whenever she likes. She told me the whole story.”

Of course his sweetheart was a crow, for “birds of a feather flock together,” and one crow always chooses another. The newspapers all came out immediately with borders of hearts and the Princess’s initials. They gave notice that any young man who was handsome enough might go up to the Palace to speak to the Princess. The one who spoke as if he were quite at home, and spoke well, would be chosen by the Princess as her husband. Yes, yes, you may believe me, it’s as true as I sit here,” said the crow. “The people came crowding in; there was such running, and crushing, but no one was fortunate enough to be chosen, either on the first day, or on the second. They could all of them talk well enough in the street, but when they entered the castle gates, and saw the guard in silver uniforms, and when they went up the stairs through rows of lackeys in gold embroidered liveries, their courage forsook them. When they reached the brilliantly lighted reception rooms, and stood in front of the throne where the Princess was seated, they could think of nothing to say, they only echoed her last words, and of course that was not what she wanted.

“It was just as if they had all taken some kind of sleeping powder, which made them lethargic; they did not recover themselves until they got out into the street again, and then they had plenty to say. There was quite a long line of them, reaching from the town gates up to the Palace.

“I went to see them myself,” said the crow. “They were hungry and thirsty, but they got nothing at the Palace, not even as much as a glass of tepid water. Some of the wise ones had taken sandwiches with them, but they did not share them with their neighbours; they thought if the others went in to the Princess looking hungry, that there would be more chance for themselves.”

“But Kay, little Kay!” asked Gerda; “when did he come? was he amongst the crowd?”

“Give me time, give me time! we are just coming to him. It was on the third day that a little personage came marching cheerfully along, without either carriage or horse. His eyes sparkled like yours, and he had beautiful long hair, but his clothes were very shabby.”

“Oh, that was Kay!” said Gerda gleefully; “then I have found him!” and she clapped her hands.

“He had a little knapsack on his back!” said the crow.

“No, it must have been his sledge; he had it with him when he went away!” said Gerda.

“It may be so,” said the crow; “I did not look very particularly! but I know from my sweetheart, that when he entered the Palace gates, and saw the life guards in their silver uniforms, and the lackeys on the stairs in their gold laced liveries, he was not the least bit abashed. He just nodded to them and said, ‘It must be very tiresome to stand upon the stairs. I am going inside!’ The rooms were blazing with lights. Privy councillors and excellencies without number were walking about barefoot carrying golden vessels; it was enough to make you solemn! His boots creaked fearfully too, but he wasn’t a bit upset.”

“Oh, I am sure that was Kay!” said Gerda; “I know he had a pair of new boots, I heard them creaking in grandmother’s room.”

“Yes, indeed they did creak!” said the crow. “But nothing daunted, he went straight up to the Princess, who was sitting on a pearl, as big as a spinning wheel. Poor, simple boy! all the court ladies and their attendants; the courtiers, and their gentlemen, each attended by a page, were standing round. The nearer the door they stood, so much the greater was their haughtiness; till the footman’s boy who always wore slippers and stood in the doorway, was almost too proud even to be looked at.”

“It must be awful!” said little Gerda, “and yet Kay has won the Princess!”

“If I had not been a crow, I should have taken her myself, notwithstanding that I am engaged. They say he spoke as well as I could have done myself, when I speak crow-language; at least so my sweetheart says. He was a picture of good looks and gallantry, and then, he had not come with any idea of wooing the Princess, but simply to hear her wisdom. He admired her just as much as she admired him!”

“Indeed it was Kay then,” said Gerda; “he was so clever he could do mental arithmetic up to fractions. Oh won’t you take me to the Palace?”

“It’s easy enough to talk,” said the crow; “but how are we to manage it? I will talk to my tame sweetheart about it; she will have some advice to give us I daresay, but I am bound to tell you that a little girl like you will never be admitted!”

“Oh, indeed I shall,” said Gerda; “when Kay hears that I am here, he will come out at once to fetch me.”

“Wait here for me by the stile,” said the crow, then he wagged his head and flew off.

The evening had darkened in before he came back. “Caw, caw,” he said, “she sends you greeting, and here is a little roll for you, she got it out of the kitchen where there is bread enough, and I daresay you are hungry! It is not possible for you to get into the Palace, you have bare feet, the guards in silver and the lackeys in gold would never allow you to pass. But don’t cry, we shall get you in somehow; my sweetheart knows a little back staircase which leads up to the bedroom, and she knows where the key is kept.”

Then they went into the garden, into the great avenue where the leaves were, softly one by one; and when the Palace lights went out, one after the other, the crow led little Gerda to the back door, which was ajar.

Oh, how Gerda’s heart beat with fear and longing! It was just as if she was about to do something wrong, and yet she only wanted to know if this really was little Kay. Oh, it must be him, she thought picturing to herself his clever eyes and his long hair. She could see his very smile when they used to sit under the rose trees at home. She thought he would be very glad to see her, and to hear what a long way she had come to find him, and to hear how sad they had all been at home when he did not come back. Oh, it was joy mingled with fear.

They had now reached the stairs, where a little lamp was burning on a shelf. There stood the tame sweetheart, twisting and turning her head to look at Gerda, who made a curtsey, as grandmother had taught her.

“My betrothed has spoken so charmingly to me about you, my little miss!” she said; “your life, ‘Vita,’ as it is called, is most touching! If you will take the lamp, I will go on in front. We shall take the straight road here, and we shall meet no one.”

“It seems to me that someone is coming up behind us,” said Gerda, as she fancied something rushed past her throwing a shadow on the walls; horses with flowing manes and slender legs; huntsmen, ladies and gentlemen on horseback.

“Oh, those are only the dreams!” said the crow; “they come to take the thoughts of the noble ladies and gentlemen out hunting. That’s a good thing, for you will be able to see them all the better in bed. But don’t forget, when you are taken into favour, that you show a grateful spirit.”

“Now, there’s no need to talk about that,” said the crow from the woods.

They now came into the first apartment; it was hung with rose-coloured satin embroidered with flowers. Here again the dreams overtook them, but they flitted by so quickly that Gerda could not distinguish them. The apartments became one more beautiful than the other; they were enough to bewilder anybody. They now reached the bedroom. The ceiling was like a great palm with crystal leaves, and in the middle of the room two beds, each like a lily hung from a golden stem. One was white, and in it lay the Princess; the other was red, and there lay he whom Gerda had come to seek—little Kay! She bent aside one of the crimson leaves, and she saw a little brown neck. It was Kay! She called his name aloud, and held the lamp close to him. Again the dreams rushed through the room on horseback—he awoke, turned his head—and it was not little Kay.

It was only the Prince’s neck which was like his; but he was young and handsome. The Princess peeped out of her lily-white bed, and asked what was the matter. Then little Gerda cried and told them all her story, and what the crows had done to help her.

“You poor little thing!” said the Prince and Princess. And they praised the crows, and said that they were not at all angry with them, but they must not do it again. Then they gave them a reward.

“Would you like your liberty?” said the Princess, “or would you prefer permanent posts about the court as court crows with perquisites from the kitchen?”

Both crows curtsied and begged for the permanent posts, for they thought of their old age, and said “it was so good to have something for the old man,” as they called it.

The Prince got up and allowed Gerda to sleep in his bed, and he could not have done more. She folded her little hands, and thought “how good the people and the animals are” then she shut her eyes and fell fast asleep. All the dreams came flying back again; this time they looked like angels, and they were dragging a little sledge with Kay sitting on it, and he nodded. But it was only a dream; so it all vanished when she woke.

Next day she was dressed in silk and velvet from head to foot; they asked her to stay at the Palace and have a good time, but she only begged them to give her a little carriage and horse, and a little pair of boots, so that she might drive out into the wide world to look for Kay.

They gave her a pair of boots and a muff. She was beautifully dressed, and when she was ready to start, there before the door stood a new chariot of pure gold. The Prince’s and Princess’s coat of arms were emblazoned on it, and shone like a star. Coachman, footman, and outrider, for there was even an outrider, all wore golden crowns. The Prince and Princess themselves helped her into the carriage and wished her joy. The wood crow, who was now married, accompanied her for the first three miles, he sat beside Gerda for he could not ride with his back to the horses; the other crow stood at the door and flapped her wings, she did not go with them, for she suffered from headache since she had been a kitchen pensioner—the consequence of eating too much. The chariot was stored with sugar biscuits and there were fruit and ginger nuts under the seat. “Good-bye, good-bye,” cried the Prince and Princess; little Gerda wept and the crow wept too. At the end of the first few miles the crow said good-bye, and this was the hardest parting of all. It flew up into a tree and flapped its big black wings as long as it could see the chariot which shone like the brightest sunshine.

FIFTH STORY

The Little Robber Girl

They drove on through a dark wood, where the chariot lighted up the way and blinded the robbers by its glare; it was more than they could bear.

“It is gold, it is gold!” they cried, and darting forward, seized the horses, and killed the postilions, the coachman and footman. They then dragged little Gerda out of the carriage.

“She is fat, and she is pretty, she has been fattened on nuts!” said the old robber woman, who had a long beard, and eyebrows that hung down over her eyes. “She is as good as a fat lamb, and how nice she will taste!” She drew out her sharp knife as she said this; it glittered horribly. “Oh!” screamed the old woman at the same moment, for her little daughter had come up behind her, and she was biting her ear. She hung on her back, as wild and as savage a little animal as you could wish to find. “You bad, wicked child!” said the mother, but she was prevented from killing Gerda on this occasion.

“She shall play with me,” said the little robber girl; “she shall give me her muff, and her pretty dress, and she shall sleep in my bed.” Then she bit her mother again and made her dance. All the robbers laughed and said, “Look at her dancing with her cub!”

“I want to get into the carriage,” said the little robber girl, and she always had her own way because she was so spoilt and stubborn. She and Gerda got into the carriage and then they drove over stubble and stones further and further into the wood. The little robber girl was as big as Gerda, but much stronger; she had broader shoulders, and darker skin, her eyes were quite black, with almost a melancholy expression. She put her arm round Gerda’s waist and said—

“They shan’t kill you as long as I don’t get angry with you; you must surely be a Princess!”

“No,” said little Gerda, and then she told her all her adventures, and how fond she was of Kay.

The robber girl looked earnestly at her, gave a little nod, and said, “They shan’t kill you even if I am angry with you, I will do it myself.” Then she dried Gerda’s eyes, and stuck her own hands into the pretty muff, which was so soft and warm.

At last the chariot stopped; they were in the courtyard of a robber’s castle, the walls of which were cracked from top to bottom. Ravens and crows flew in and out of every hole, and big bull dogs, which each looked ready to devour somebody, jumped about as high as they could, but they did not bark, for it was not allowed. A big fire was burning in the middle of the stone floor of the smoky old hall. The smoke all went up to the ceiling where it had to find a way out for itself. Soup was boiling in a big cauldron over the fire, and hares and rabbits were roasting on the spits.

“You shall sleep with me and all my little pets to-night,” said the robber girl.

When they had had something to eat and drink they went along to one corner which was spread with straw and rugs. There were nearly a hundred pigeons roosting overhead on the rafters and beams. They seemed to be asleep, but they fluttered about a little when the children came in.

“They are all mine,” said the little robber girl, seizing one of the nearest. She held it by the legs and shook it till it flapped its wings. “Kiss it,” she cried, dashing it at Gerda’s face. “Those are the wood pigeons,” she added, pointing to some laths fixed across a big hole high up on the walls; “they are a regular rabble; they would fly away directly if they were not locked in. And here is my old sweetheart Be,” dragging forward a reindeer by the horn; it was tied up, and it had a bright copper ring round its neck. “We have to keep him close too, or he would run off. Every single night I tickle his neck with my bright knife, he is so frightened of it.” The little girl produced a long knife out of a hole in the wall and drew it across the reindeer’s neck. The poor animal laughed and kicked, and the robber girl laughed and pulled Gerda down into the bed with her.

“Do you have that knife by you while you are asleep?” asked Gerda, looking rather frightened.

“I always sleep with a knife,” said the little robber girl. “You never know what will happen. But now tell me again what you told me before about little Kay, and why you went out into the world.” So Gerda told her all about it again, and the wood pigeons cooed up in their cage above them, the other pigeons were asleep. The little robber girl put her arm round Gerda’s neck and went to sleep with the knife in her other hand, and she was soon snoring. But Gerda would not close her eyes; she did not know whether she was to live or to die. The robbers sat round the fire, eating and drinking, and the old woman was turning somersaults. This sight terrified the poor little girl. Then the wood pigeons said, “Coo, coo, we have seen little Kay, his sledge was drawn by a white chicken and he was sitting in the Snow Queen’s sledge; it was floating low down over the trees, while we were in our nests. She blew upon us young ones, and they all died except we two; coo, coo.”

“What are you saying up there?” asked Gerda. “Where was the Snow Queen going? Do you know anything about it?”

“She was most likely going to Lapland, because there is always snow and ice there! Ask the reindeer who is tied up there.”

“There is ice and snow, and it’s a splendid place,” said the reindeer. “You can run and jump about where you like on those big glittering plains. The Snow Queen has her summer tent there, but her permanent castle is up at the North Pole, on the island which is called Spitzbergen!”

“Oh Kay, little Kay!” sighed Gerda.

“Lie still, or I shall stick the knife into you!” said the robber girl.

In the morning Gerda told her all that the wood pigeons had said, and the little robber girl looked quite solemn, but she nodded her head and said, “No matter, no matter! Do you know where Lapland is?” she asked the reindeer.

“Who should know better than I,” said the animal, its eyes dancing. “I was born and brought up there, and I used to leap about on the snow-fields.”

“Listen,” said the robber girl. “You see that all our men folks are away, but mother is still here, and she will stay; but later on in the morning she will take a drink out of the big bottle there, and after that she will have a nap—then I will do something for you.” Then she jumped out of bed, ran along to her mother and pulled her beard, and said, “Good morning, my own dear nanny-goat!” And her mother filliped her nose till it was red and blue; but it was all affection.

As soon as her mother had had her draught from the bottle and had dropped asleep, the little robber girl went along to the reindeer, and said, “I should have the greatest pleasure in the world in keeping you here, to tickle you with my knife, because you are such fun then; however, it does not matter. I will untie your halter and help you outside so that you may run away to Lapland, but you must put your best foot foremost, and take this little girl for me to the Snow Queen’s palace, where her playfellow is. I have no doubt you heard what she was telling me, for she spoke loud enough, and you are generally eavesdropping!”

The reindeer jumped into the air for joy. The robber girl lifted little Gerda up, and had the forethought to tie her on, nay, even to give her a little cushion to sit upon. “Here, after all, I will give you your fur boots back, for it will be very cold, but I will keep your muff, it is too pretty to part with. Still you shan’t be cold. Here are my mother’s big mittens for you, they will reach up to your elbows; here, stick your hands in! Now your hands look just like my nasty mother’s!”

Gerda shed tears of joy.

“I don’t like you to whimper!” said the little robber girl. “You ought to be looking delighted; and here are two loaves and a ham for you, so that you shan’t starve.”

These things were tied on to the back of the reindeer; the little robber girl opened the door, called in all the big dogs, and then she cut the halter with her knife, and said to the reindeer, “Now run, but take care of my little girl!”

Gerda stretched out her hands in the big mittens to the robber girl and said good-bye; and then the reindeer darted off over briars and bushes, through the big wood, over swamps and plains, as fast as it could go. The wolves howled and the ravens screamed, while the red lights quivered up in the sky.

“There are my old northern lights,” said the reindeer; “see how they flash!” and on it rushed faster than ever, day and night. The loaves were eaten. and the ham too, and then they were in Lapland.

SIXTH STORY

The Lapp Woman and the Finn Woman

They stopped by a little hut, a very poverty-stricken one; the roof sloped right down to the ground, and the door was so low that the people had to creep on hands and knees when they wanted to go in or out. There was nobody at home here but an old Lapp woman, who was frying fish over a train-oil lamp. The reindeer told her all Gerda’s story, but it told its own first; for it thought it was much the most important. Gerda was so overcome by the cold that she could not speak at all.

“Oh, you poor creatures!” said the Lapp woman; “you’ve got a long way to go yet; you will have to go hundreds of miles into Finmark, for the Snow Queen is paying a country visit there, and she burns blue lights every night. I will write a few words on a dried stock-fish, for I have no paper. I will give it to you to take to the Finn woman up there. She will be better able to direct you than I can.”

So when Gerda was warmed, and had eaten and drunk something, the Lapp woman wrote a few words on a dried stock-fish and gave it to her, bidding her take good care of it. Then she tied her on to the reindeer again, and off they flew. Flicker, flicker, went the beautiful blue northern lights up in the sky all night long;—at last they came to Finmark, and knocked on the Finn woman’s chimney, for she had no door at all.

There was such a heat inside that the Finn woman went about almost naked; she was little and very grubby. She at once loosened Gerda’s things, and took off the mittens and the boots, or she would have been too hot. Then she put a piece of ice on the reindeer’s head, and after that she read what was written on the stock-fish. She read it three times, and then she knew it by heart, and put the fish into the pot for dinner; there was no reason why it should not be eaten, and she never wasted anything.

Again the reindeer told his own story first, and then little Gerda’s. The Finn woman blinked with her wise eyes, but she said nothing.

“You are so clever,” said the reindeer, “I know you can bind all the winds of the world with a bit of sewing cotton. When a skipper unties one knot he gets a good wind, when he unties two it blows hard, and if he undoes the third and the fourth he brings a storm about his head wild enough to blow down the forest trees. Won’t you give the little girl a drink, so that she may have the strength of twelve men to overcome the Snow Queen?”

“The strength of twelve men,” said the Finn woman.

“Yes, that will be about enough.”

She went along to a shelf and took down a big folded skin, which she unrolled. There were curious characters written on it, and the Finn woman read till the perspiration poured down her forehead.

But the reindeer again implored her to give Gerda something, and Gerda looked at her with such beseeching eyes, full of tears, that the Finn woman began blinking again, and drew the reindeer along into a corner, where she whispered to it, at the same time putting fresh ice on its head.

“Little Kay is certainly with the Snow Queen, and he is delighted with everything there. He thinks it is the best place in the world, but that is because he has got a splinter of glass in his heart and a grain of glass in his eye. They will have to come out first, or he will never be human again, and the Snow Queen will keep him in her power!”

“But can’t you give little Gerda something to take which will give her power to conquer it all?”

“I can’t give her greater power than she already has. Don’t you see how great it is? Don’t you see how both man and beast have to serve her? How she has got on as well as she has on her bare feet? We must not tell her what power she has; it is in her heart, because she is such a sweet innocent child. If she can’t reach the Snow Queen herself, then we can’t help her. The Snow Queen’s gardens begin just two miles from here; you can carry the little girl as far as that. Put her down by the big bush standing there in the snow covered with red berries. Don’t stand gossiping, but hurry back to me!” Then the Finn woman lifted Gerda on to the reindeer’s back, and it rushed off as hard as it could.

“Oh, I have not got my boots, and I have not got my mittens!” cried little Gerda.

She soon felt the want of them in that cutting wind, but the reindeer did not dare to stop. It ran on till it came to the bush with the red berries. There it put Gerda down, and kissed her on the mouth, while big shining tears trickled down its face. Then it ran back again as fast as ever it could. There stood poor little Gerda, without shoes or gloves, in the middle of freezing icebound Finmark.

She ran forward as quickly as she could. A whole regiment of snowflakes came towards her; they did not fall from the sky, for it was quite clear, with the northern lights shining brightly. No; these snow-flakes ran along the ground, and the nearer they came the bigger they grew. Gerda remembered well how big and ingenious they looked under the magnifying glass. But the size of these was monstrous, they were alive, they were the Snow Queen’s advanced guard, and they took the most curious shapes. Some looked like big, horrid porcupines, some like bundles of knotted snakes with their heads sticking out. Others, again, were like fat little bears with bristling hair, but all were dazzling white and living snow-flakes.

Then little Gerda said the Lord’s Prayer, and the cold was so great that her breath froze as it came out of her mouth, and she could see it like a cloud of smoke in front of her. It grew thicker and thicker, till it formed itself into bright little angels who grew bigger and bigger when they touched the ground. They all wore helmets and carried shields and spears in their hands. More and more of them appeared, and when Gerda had finished her prayer she was surrounded by a whole legion. They pierced the snowflakes with their spears and shivered them into a hundred pieces, and little Gerda walked fearlessly and undauntedly through them. The angels touched her hands and her feet, and then she hardly felt how cold it was, but walked quickly on towards the Palace of the Snow Queen.

Now we must see what Kay was about. He was not thinking about Gerda at all, least of all that she was just outside the Palace.

SEVENTH STORY

What Happened in the Snow Queen’s Palace and Afterwards

The Palace walls were made of drifted snow, and the windows and doors of the biting winds. There were over a hundred rooms in it, shaped just as the snow had drifted. The biggest one stretched for many miles. They were all lighted by the strongest northern lights. All the rooms were immensely big and empty, and glittering in their iciness. There was never any gaiety in them; not even so much as a ball for the little bears, when the storms might have turned up as the orchestra, and the polar bears might have walked about on their hind legs and shown off their grand manners. There was never even a little game-playing party, for such games as “touch last” or “the biter bit”—no, not even a little gossip over the coffee cups for the white fox misses. Immense, vast, and cold were the Snow Queen’s halls. The northern lights came and went with such regularity that you could count the seconds between their coming and going. In the midst of these never-ending snow-halls was a frozen lake. It was broken up on the surface into a thousand bits, but each piece was so exactly like the others that the whole formed a perfect work of art. The Snow Queen sat in the very middle of it when she sat at home. She then said that she was sitting on “The Mirror of Reason,” and that it was the best and only one in the world.

Little Kay was blue with cold, nay, almost black; but he did not know it, for the Snow Queen had kissed away the icy shiverings, and his heart was little better than a lump of ice. He went about dragging some sharp, flat pieces of ice, which he placed in all sorts of patterns, trying to make something out of them; just as when we at home have little tablets of wood, with which we make patterns, and call them a “Chinese puzzle.”

Kay’s patterns were most ingenious, because they were the “Ice puzzles of Reason.” In his eyes they were first-rate and of the greatest importance: this was because of the grain of glass still in his eye. He made many patterns forming words, but he never could find out the right way to place them for one particular word, a word he was most anxious to make. It was “Eternity.” The Snow Queen had said to him that if he could find out this word he should be his own master, and she would give him the whole world and a new pair of skates. But he could not discover it.

“Now I am going to fly away to the warm countries,” said the Snow Queen. “I want to go and peep into the black cauldrons!” She meant the volcanoes Etna and Vesuvius by this. “I must whiten them a little; it does them good, and the lemons and the grapes too!” And away she flew.

Kay sat quite alone in all those many miles of empty ice halls. He looked at his bits of ice, and thought and thought, till something gave way within him. He sat so stiff and immovable that one might have thought he was frozen to death.

Then it was that little Gerda walked into the Palace, through the great gates in a biting wind. She said her evening prayer, and the wind dropped as if lulled to sleep, and she walked on into the big empty hall. She saw Kay, and knew him at once; she flung her arms round his neck, held him fast, and cried, “Kay, little Kay, have I found you at last?”

But he sat still, rigid and cold.

Then little Gerda shed hot tears; they fell upon his breast and penetrated to his heart. Here they thawed the lump of ice, and melted the little bit of the mirror which was in it. He looked at her, and she sang:


“Where roses deck the flowery vale,

There, Infant Jesus, we thee hail!”


Then Kay burst into tears; he cried so much that the grain of glass was washed out of his eye. He knew her, and shouted with joy, “Gerda, dear little Gerda! where have you been for such a long time? And where have I been?” He looked round and said, “How cold it is here; how empty and vast!” He kept tight hold of Gerda, who laughed and cried for joy. Their happiness was so heavenly that even the bits of ice danced for joy around them; and when they settled down, there they lay! just in the very position the Snow Queen had told Kay he must find out, if he was to become his own master and have the whole world and a new pair of skates.

Gerda kissed his cheeks and they grew rosy, she kissed his eyes and they shone like hers, she kissed his hands and his feet, and he became well and strong. The Snow Queen might come home whenever she liked, his order of release was written there in shining letters of ice.

They took hold of each other’s hands and wandered out of the big Palace. They talked about grandmother, and about the roses upon the roof. Wherever they went the winds lay still and the sun broke through the clouds. When they reached the bush with the red berries they found the reindeer waiting for them, and he had brought another young reindeer with him, whose udders were full. The children drank her warm milk and kissed her on the mouth. Then they carried Kay and Gerda, first to the Finn woman, in whose heated hut they warmed themselves and received directions about the homeward journey. Then they went on to the Lapp woman; she had made new clothes for them and prepared her sledge. Both the reindeer ran by their side, to the boundaries of the country; here the first green buds appeared, and they said “Good-bye” to the reindeer and the Lapp woman. They heard the first little birds twittering and saw the buds in the forest. Out of it came riding a young girl on a beautiful horse, which Gerda knew, for it had drawn the golden chariot. She had a scarlet cap on her head and pistols in her belt; it was the little robber girl, who was tired of being at home. She was riding northwards to see how she liked it before she tried some other part of the world. She knew them again, and Gerda recognised her with delight.

“You are a nice fellow to go tramping off!” she said to little Kay. “I should like to know if you deserve to have somebody running to the end of the world for your sake!”

But Gerda patted her cheek, and asked about the Prince and Princess.

“They are travelling in foreign countries,” said the robber girl.

“But the crow?” asked Gerda.

“Oh, the crow is dead!” she answered. “The tame sweetheart is a widow, and goes about with a bit of black wool tied round her leg. She pities herself bitterly, but it’s all nonsense! But tell me how you got on yourself, and where you found him.”

Gerda and Kay both told her all about it.

“Snip, snap, snurre, it’s all right at last then!” she said, and she took hold of their hands and promised that if she ever passed through their town she would pay them a visit. Then she rode off into the wide world. But Kay and Gerda walked on, hand in hand, and wherever they went, they found the most delightful spring and blooming flowers. Soon they recognised the big town where they lived, with its tall towers, in which the bells still rang their merry peals. They went straight on to grandmother’s door, up the stairs and into her room. Everything was just as they had left it, and the old clock ticked in the corner, and the hands pointed to the time. As they went through the door into the room they perceived that they were grown up. The roses clustered round the open window, and there stood their two little chairs. Kay and Gerda sat down upon them still holding each other by the hand. All the cold empty grandeur of the Snow Queen’s palace had passed from their memory like a bad dream. Grandmother sat in God’s warm sunshine reading from her Bible.

“Without ye become as little children ye cannot enter into the Kingdom of Heaven.”

Kay and Gerda looked into each other’s eyes and then all at once the meaning of the old hymn came to them.


“Where roses deck the flowery vale,

There, Infant Jesus, we thee hail!”


And there they both sat, grown up and yet children, children at heart; and it was summer—warm, beautiful summer.
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