


2%1*

THE COMPLETE ANDERSEN = ©

=3
=1

(BB AR )

# . il ?
: 44 1 i -
:

~

PRI P fa it

-k X% -




H =

CONTENTS

WEIFAEZFHE  Kept Secret but not Forgotten

E‘l‘—JAﬁg)L?‘ The POrter’'s SOM «--eeeeeereeeraeteratacestrseraceasassscsennsansoeronsans

iFEKHT Moving Day
HEHHE The Snowdrop
i Aunty

FHUBHE  THe TOAU +++vervenrerrnrsaneesnnnseerneaitaes et sesteaasaessresaeves sneenane e
FEBEMNEA Godfather's Picture BOOK ««rroereerimerriniiiinien,
PEATH TRE RAGS +revvverevreemeamrre i i it st st e e
FIAKGELD VANG and GIAND «orvvrereersmrrorertnntentes st et tee e e aes e e e

WRBFEER  Which Was the Happiest?
Bk The Dryad
REBEHM—FK Chicken Grethe’s Family

EARiap - B | VVhatliappened to the THIStle «eeererrerreeririeeinieraiieiniiianinianee,

£ What One Can Invent
FET ML —ME £ Luck May Lie in a Pin

gE The COMEL v eerserarentetsesrtsseeriosssitosesrsasssssosassssssasasasaraasssnas
_E%Hg E]? The Days Of the Week T S R T T

Bﬁj‘cmm% SUNSHING SLOTIES - rerrersssrerarriaiiaceseiiotontncisstanansirseesaesarans
g%ﬂﬁ Great-Grandfather --reeeereeceerioiiimiiiiiiiniiieiiiettiisiiacnaaicisasanes

#  The Candles

B AMI{S RIS The Most Incredible Thing

£ ZAMIE  What the Whole Family Said

Ep IR FRMIc{8 Dance, Dance, Doll of Mine!
¥ The Great Sea Serpent

Bk X f1g## The Flea and the Professor
LAMBIRHZFE What Old Johanne Told

}Ff]f}gﬁq% The Gate Key e s ee s o b ura s en K e rU BAs 0 AU BaE HEh eBu Ot e RIS OO dORaes P Re LS nES

CONTENTS

B ® 1203

- (1205)
(1209)

. (1230)
. (1236)
. (1241)
(1249)
(1258)
(1291)
(1294)

. (1297)
. (1303)
cer (1329)
(1345)

. (1350)
. (1355)
. (1359)
(1365)
(1369)
(1374)

. (1380)
. (1384)
. (1389)
. (1393)
. (1396)
.- (1408)
. (1414)
(1431)



1204 Zte4#EiZEL%E THE COMPLETE ANDERSEN

%% The C”pp'e D P

F RS Aunty Toothache

%L%ﬁi&i&ﬁy{t God Can Never Die eceerrrseerrriiiiiiniisieninenss

?q]jj‘ The Talisman -c-screremcesncraicianenans

HEMEft Croak!
K% The Penman

ﬁﬁ%m)[_‘ Lucky e A R R R R T R T T I Y NN

S NFIK /N2 Y The Poor Woman and the Little Canary Bird
5248 Urbanus

(1445)

- (1456)
. (1470)

. e (1473)
ﬁ%‘ﬁﬁﬁﬁ%ﬁ(uﬂ: This Fable is Intended for You -ec-cteeeerrmeenieciiiiniennnnnn,s

(1476)

. (1478)

- (1481)
gﬁ% The Court Cards -t ecesrestoriatenitateiiiitteessaotcasissncrsssssenasasssossscssns

ETH#EA The Gardener and the Noble Family «+r-eeeeemmeineniiiniiinnnn..

.........

(1483)
(1488)

. (1497)

(1591)

. ceeees (1593)
FEURF RN ILIMBY LN evvvrrerenmreensroment it et it et e s e

(1596)

(1598)
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Kept Secrét but not Forgotten

There was once an old mansion with a moat and drawbridge. The drawbridge was
more often up than down; not all visitors are good or welcome. Under the eaves were loop-
holes to shoot out through, and for throwing boiling water, yes, even molten lead, down on
the enemy if he approached too closely. Indoors were high rafted ceilings, and this was
good because of the space it provided for the large amount of smoke that rolled up from
the hearth fires, where huge, damp logs burned. On the walls hung pictures of men in ar-
mor and proud ladies in heavy robes; the grandest of all the ladies was living here. She
was named Mette Mogens, and she was the lady of the manor.

One evening robbers came; they killed three of her guards; along with the watchdog,
and they bound Lady Mette with the dog chain in the kennel and then seated themselves
in the great hall and drank the wine and all the good beer from her cellar.

Lady Mette stood chained like a dog and yet could not even bark at them.

Then the robbers’ servant boy came to her; he had very quietly stolen away from
them, knowing this must not be noticed, for if it were they would put him to death.

“Lady Mette Mogens,” said the boy, “can you remember when my father rode the
wooden horse in your husband’s time? You prayed for him then, but it wasn’t possible for
you to help further toward freeing him; he was made to sit astride the block until he be-
came a cripple. But you sneaked down to him, as I have done now, and you laid a little
stone under each of his feet, to give him some relief. No one saw it, or perhaps they pre-
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tended not to see it, for you were the gracious young mistress of the manor. This my father
has told me, and this I have kept secret but not forgotten. Now I will free you, Lady Mette
Mogens! ” :

And then the two of them took horses from the stable and rode, through rain and
wind, to get the help of friends.

“This was being well repaid for that small service to the old man,” said Mette Mo-
gens.

“Kept secret but not forgotten,” said the boy.

The robbers were hanged.

There stood an old house; it still stands there, in fact—not the home of Lady Mette
Mogens, but that of another noble family.

It is in our own time. The sun is shining on the gilded spires on the turrets; litile
wooded isles lie like bouquets on the lake, and around them swim wild swans. There are
roses growing in the garden, but the lady of the house herself is the loveliest rose, bright
with happiness, the hap-
piness of good deeds, not
done outwardly before the
wide world, but within the
hearts of people—and
there kept secret but not
forgotten.

Now she goes
from the mansion to a lit-
- tle peasant cottage in the
" field. In it there lives a
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poor, paralyzed girl. A window in the little room faces the north, where the sun does not en-
ter, and where her only view is a patch of meadow that is shut off by the high earth around
a ditch. But today there is sunshine inside; God’s warm, wonderful sun is there. It comes
from the south through a new window where before there had been just a wall.

The paralyzed girl sits in the warm sunshine and looks out on wood and stream; her

world has become so wide and so beautiful, and all at a single word from the kindly lady
of the manor.

“That word was so easy, the deed so small,” she says, “and the happiness it gave me
was so unspeakably great and blessed.”

And that is why she does so many good deeds and remembers all those in the poor
homes about her and in the rich homes, too, where there also are afflicted people. Her
deeds are done in secret, and kept secret, but they are not forgotten by our Lord.

There was an old house in the middle of the great, busy city. In it were halls and
chambers, but we won’t enter them; we’ll remain in the kitchen. And here it is snug and
bright; it is clean and neat. The copper utensils shine; the table is polished, and the sink
is as spotless as a freshly scrubbed larding board. All this has been done by the maid—of—
all-work, who has still found time to put on her own best dress, as if she were going to
church. She has a bow on her cap, a black bow, which signifies mourning. Yet she has no
one of her own to mourn, neither father nor mother, neither family nor lover. She is a poor,

serving maid. Once she was engaged to a poor young man, and they loved each other
dearly. One day he came to her.

“We two have nothing,” he said, “and the rich widow across the way has expressed a

warm interest in me. She wants to make me well to do, but you are in my heart. What
would you advise me to do?”

“That which you think will be best for your happiness,” said the girl. “Be kind and
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devoted to her; but remember that from the moment we part, we two must never see each
other again.”

A couple of years went by. Then she met him, her former friend and sweetheart, on
the street. He looked ill and miserable. Then she could not keep from asking him, “How
are you getting on?”

“Prosperously and well in every way,” he said. “My wife is brave and good, but you
are still in my heart. I have fought hard, and it will soon be over. Now we will not see
each other again before we are with the Lord! ”

A week has since passed. This morning it said in the newspaper that he has passed
on; therefore the maid wears mourning. Her sweetheart has left a wife and three stepchil-
dren, it said in the paper; that rings badly, and yet the metal is pure.

The black bow tells of mourning; the girl’s face tells of it still more; in her heart it is
kept secret but will never be forgotten. .

Yes, as you see, there are three stories, three leaves on one stalk. Would you like to
have more such clover leaves? There are many in the book of the heart, kept secret but
not forgotten.
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The Porter’s Son

The General’s family lived on the first floor, and the Porter’s family lived in the cel-
lar. There was a vast distance between them—the whole first floor, as well as all the
grades of society; but both families lived under the same roof, and their windows looked
out in the same street and the same garden.

In this garden there was a blooming acacia—whenever it did bloom—and sometimes

the smartly dressed nurse would sit under it with the still more smartly dressed child, the
General’s “Little Emilie.”

The Porter’s little son, with his dark hair and large brown eyes, used to dance bare-
foot before them; and the little girl would laugh and stretch her tiny hands out to him.
And if the General saw this from his window he would nod down at them and say, “Char-
mant! ” The General’s wife, who was so young that she might almost have been her hus-
band’s daughter by an earlier marriage, never herself looked out into the yard; but she had
given orders that the Porter’s boy could play near her own child, but never touch it. And
the nurse strictly carried out the lady’s orders.

The sun shone in upon those who dwelt on the first floor and those who lived in the
cellar. The acacia put out its blossoms, they fell away, and new ones came the next year.
The tree bloomed, and the Porter’s little son bloomed; he looked like a fresh tulip.
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The General’s little daughter grew to be a delicate child, as dainty as the rosy petal
of the acacia blossom. Now she seldom sat under the tree, for she took the fresh air in a
carriage, She went with her mother on drives, and always nodded to the Porter’s son,
George; yes, and even kissed her fingers toward him, till her mother told her she was now
too grown—up for that.

One morning he had to bring the General some papers and mail that had been left in
the Porter’s room. He had mounted the staircase and was passing the door of the broom
closet when he heard a peep from inside it. He thought perhaps it was a stray chicken
chirping, but it was the General’s little daughter, dressed in muslin and lace. -

“Don’t tell Papa and Mamma, for they would be angry! ”

“What’s the matter, little lady?” asked George.

“It’s all burning everywhere! ” she said. “It’s in full blaze! ”

George flung open the door to the little nursery, where the window curtain was nearly
all burned; the curtain rod had caught fire and was flaming! Quickly he sprang forward,
pulled it down, and called for help: without him the whole house would have caught fire.

The General and his wife questioned Liitle Emilie.

“I just took only one single match,” she said, “and that lighted up and then the
whole curtain lighted up! I spit to put out the fire; I spit all I could, but I didn’t have e-
nough spit, so I came out and hid, ’cause I knew Papa and Mamma would be angry! ”

“Spit! " said the General. “What sort of word is that? "When did you ever hear your
papa or your mamma talk of spitting? “You must have learned that word downstairs! ”

But little George received a penny. It didn’t go to the candy store, but into his sav-
ings bank, and there were soon so many pennies there that he could buy himself a paint-
box and color his drawings.
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He had many of these drawings, for they seemed to come out of his very pencil and
finger tips. He presented the first colored pictures to Little Emilie.
“Charmant! ” said the General.

The General’s wife admitted that it was quite clear what the little one meant in his
pictures.

“There’s genius in him! ”

Those were the words the Porter’s wife brought back down into the cellar.

The General and his lady were of the nobility; they had two coats of arms on their
carriage, one for each of them. The lady had a crest worked on every piece of clothing, in-
side and outside, in her nightcap, and even on her night cover. This, her own coat of

arms, was an expensive one, bought by her father for bright dollars, for he hadn’t been
bom with it, and neither had she.

She had come into the world seven years before the crest, a fact that was remem-
bered by most people, though forgotten by the family. The General’s coat of arms was old
and large; one’s back might well creak with dignity of this one alone, to say nothing of the
two of them. And there was indeed a creaking in the lady’s back when she drove stiff and
stately to the court balls.

The General was old and gray, but he knew how to sit on a horse, and rode out every
day, with a groom at a respectful distance behind him. When he arrived at a party it was
as if he had ridden into the room on his high horse, and he wore so many decorations that
it was almost unbelievable, but that was by no means his fault. When a very young man
he had performed military duties by taking part in the great autumnal war games that used
to be held in times of peace. He always told an anecdote of those days—his only one. The
officer under him cut off and captured one of the princes; and the prince and his little
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troop, all prisoners like himself, had to ride back to towns behind the General. It was and
event never to be forgotten, and the General told it again and again, year after year, al-
ways ending with the remarkable words he had spoken when he returned the prince’s
sword to him: “Only my subaltern officer could have made your Royal Highness a prison-
er; [—never! ” Whereupon the prince had answered, “You are incomparable! ”

The General had never seen active service, for when war came to his native land he
went on diplomatic missions, through three foreign countries. He spoke French until he
had almost forgotten his own language; he danced beautifully, and he rode well; decora-
tions blossomed on his blouse in indescribable abundance; sentinels presented arms to
him; one of the prettiest of the girls presented herself to him—and became his wife. And
they had a lovely little girl, so pretty that she seemed to have fallen from heaven; and the
Porter’s son danced in the garden before her as soon as she was old enough to take notice,
and gave her all his colored drawings; and she looked at them and was so delighted with
them that she tore them to pieces. She was so beautiful and charming,

“My rose petal! ” said the General’s wife. “You were born to be the bride of
a prince! ”

The prince was already standing outside the door, but no one knew it. People can’t
see much farther than the doorstep.

“The other day our boy shared his bread and butter with her,” said the Porter’s wife.
“There was neither cheese nor meat with it, but she enjoyed it every bit as much as roast
beef. There’d have been a fine hullabaloo if the General and his wife had seen that little
party, but they didn’t! ”

George had shared his bread and butter with Little Emilie, and gladly would he have
shared his very heart with her, if only it would have pleased her. He was a good boy,
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wide—awake and intelligent, and now he was studying drawing at the evening school at the

academy. Little Emilie, too, was advancing in learning; she talked French and had a
dancing master.

“George is going to be confirmed at Easter,” said the Porter’s wife. That was how far
George was advanced. ‘

“It would be very sensible to have him serve an apprenticeship,” said the father; “in
some good profession, of course; and then we would have him out of the house! ”

“But he could come home at nights to sleep,” said the mother.

“It wouldn’t be easy to find a master who had a spare room. And we’d have to give
him clothes, too; the little food he eats now we can easily afford to give him; he is happy
with a couple of boiled potatoes; then he has his teaching free. Just let him go on the way
he is, and he’ll turn out a blessing to us, you may be sure! Didn’t the professor say so?”

The confirmation clothes were ready. Mother did the sewing herself, but the cloth had
been cut by the tailor, and he knew how to cut it. The Porter’s wife said that if he had on-

ly been better placed, and could have opened a shop with apprentices, he could have be-
come court tailor.

Yes, the clothes were ready, and the candidate was ready. On confirmation day
George received a great pocket watch from his godfather, the flax dealer’s old clerk, the
wealthiest of George’s godfathers. The watch was old and honored; it was always a little
fast, but that’s better than being too slow. It was a precious present. And from the Gener-
al’s there came a hymnbook bound in leather, sent by the little lady to whom George had
given his pictures. On the flyleaf were written his name and her name as “his gracious
well -wisher.” This was written according to the dictation of the General’s wife, and the
General himself had read it through and said, “ Charmant! ”
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“That was really a great courtesy from a family of such rank,” said the Porter’s wife.

And George would have to go upstairs, in his confirmation clothes and carrying his hymn-
book, to thank them.

The General’s wife had a number of compresses on her head, for she had one of her

bad headaches, which always came when she was bored. She looked very kindly at George
and wished him the best of luck and none of her headaches.

The General was wearing his dressing gown, with a tasseled cap and red - legged
Russian boots. He paced up and down the floor three times, engrossed in his own thoughts
and memories. Then he stood still and said, “So now little George is a Christian man! Let
him be also and honest man, paying due respect to his government! Someday, when you
are old, you can say the General taught you that sentence.” That was a much longer
speech than the General usually made; and he returned to his inner thoughts and looked
impressive.

But George heard and saw little of all that up there; nothing remained fixed in his
memory so firmly as little Miss Emilie. How lovely she was, and how gentle; how she flit-
ted about, and how delicate she was! If one should draw her portrait it would have to be
in a soap bubble. There was a fragrance about her clothing and her curly blonde hair as if
she were a rosebush that had just burst into bloom. And he had once shared his bread
and butter with her, and she had eaten it with a huge appetite and smiled at him with ev-
ery second mouthful. Could she possibly still remember it? Surely she did; it was in mem-
ory of this that she had given him the beautiful hymnbook.

And so, on New Year’s Day, just as the new moon of the new year rose, he went out—
of ~doors with a loaf and a shilling and opened the book at random to see what hymn
should appear. It was a song of praise and thanksgiving. Then he opened it again to see
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what should come forth for Little Emilie. He tried very hard not to dip into the part of the
book containing the funeral hymns, but in spite of his care he did dip in between death
and the grave. You couldn’t believe in that sort of thing—not in the least! And yet he
was terribly frightened when soon afterward the dainty little girl was laid up with sickness
and the doctor’s carriage came to the street door daily.

“They won’t be able to keep her,” said the Porter’s wife. “Our Lord knows very well
whom He wants.”

But they kept her, and George sent her pictures he drew. He drew the Czar’s palace,
the ancient Kremlin in Moscow, exactly as it was, with turrets and cupolas; in George’s
drawing they looked like big green and gilt cucumbers. Little Emilie was so pleased that
during the week George sent her several more pictures, all of buildings, because that
would give her plenty to think about, wondering what went on inside the doors and win-
dows.

He drew a Chinese house, with bells hanging on all the sixteen stories. He drew two
Greek temples, with steps around slender marble pillars. He drew a Norwegian church;
you could see it was made entirely of timbers, deeply carved and curiously put together;
every story looked as if it had rockers. But the most beautiful design of all was a castle,
which he called “Little Emilie’s.” This was to be her own home, so George had made it
all up from his imagination and selected for it whatever seemed prettiest in each of the
other buildings. It had the carved beams of the Norwegian church, the marble pillars of
the Greek temples, bells on every story, and green and gilded cupolas on the top, like
those on the Czar’s Kremlin. It was a true child’s castle! And under every window was
written what took place in that hall or that room: “Here Emilie sleeps”: “Here Emilie
dances”; and “Here she is to play ‘visitors coming.’” It was amusing to look at, and you
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may be sure it was looked at. “Charmant! ” said the General.

But the old Count—for there was an old count, of even greater distinction than the
General, with a castle and a mansion of his own—said nothing. They had told him that all
this had been imagined and drawn by the little son of the Porter. Not that the boy was so
very little now; indeed, he had been confirmed. The old Count locked carefully at the pic-
tures and had his own long, quiet thoughts about them.

One gray, damp, and dismal morning proved one of the brightest and best days for
little George. The professor at the art academy sent for him.

“Listen, my friend,” he said. “Let’s have a little talk together. Our Lord has favored
you with good talent; now He’s favoring you with good friends. The old Count in the corner
house has spoken to me about you. I have seen your pictures, too; frankly, those we can
cross out, for there would be too much to correct in them. From now on you may come
twice a week to my drawing school, and so in time you’ll learn to do better. I believe there
is more of the architect in you than of the painter. You will have time to think about this,

but now go up right away to the old Count on the corner and thank the good Lord for such
a friend.”

It was a great mansion, that corner house! Carved figures of elephants and camels of
the olden days were around the windows, but the Count was fonder of modermn times, and
anything good they brought, whether from drawing room, cellar, or garret.

“I believe,” said the Porter’s wife, “that the grander folks really are the less stuck—
up they are. How kind and plain the old Count is! And he can talk just like you and
me! You won’t find that at the General’s. There was George yesterday, head over heels
with delight, because the Count treated him so graciously; and I'm much the same way to-
day, after talking with that great man. Wasn’t it lucky now that we didn’t have George
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serve and apprenticeship? That boy has talent.”
“But he must have outside help,” said the father.

“Well, he’s got that help now,” said the mother. “The Count spoke right out, plain
and honest.”

“But it was at the General’s that it was all started,” said the father. “We must thank
them, too.”

“We can do that, too, ” said the mother, “though there’s not much to thank them for,
in my opinion. I'll thank our Lord first of all, and thank Him all the more now that Little
Emilie is getting better again.”

Emilie kept getting better, and George kept getting better; inside of a year he won the
small silver medal, and later the large one.

“It would have been better, after all, if he had learned a trade! ” said the Porter’s wife,
and cried. “We would have kept him here then. Why does he have to go off to Rome? I shall
never see him any more, even if he comes home again, and that he’ll never do, the sweet

child! ”

“But it’s to his good fortune and glory,” said the father.

“An, it’s all very well to talk that way, my friend! ” said the mother. “You talk, but
you don’t mean a word of it. You're just as heartbroken as I am! ”

And it was all true, both about the sorrow and the departure. It was, however, a great
piece of luck for the young man, said everyone.

And then there was a round of farewells, also at the General’s. His wife did not ap-
pear, for she had one of her bad headaches. At parting the General related his only anec-
dote—what he had said to the prince, and how the prince had replied to him, “You are
incomparable! ” Then he gave George his hand, a flabby old hand.
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