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1. The Tinder-Box

A soldier was marching along the high road—one, two! one, two! He had his knap-
sack on his back and a sword by his side, for he had been in the wars, and now he wanted
to go home. And on the way he met with an old witen; she was very hidesus, and her un-
der lip hung down upon her breast. She said, “Good evening, soldier. What a fine sword
you have, and what a big knapsack! You’re a proper soldier! Now you shall have as much
money as you like to have. ”

“I thank you, you old wiich!” said the soldier.

“Do you see that great tree?” quoth the witch; and she pointed to a tree which stood
by the wayside. “It’s quite hollow inside. You must climb to the top, and then you’'ll see a
hole, through which you can let yourself down and get deep into the tree. T’ll tie a rope
round your body, so that I can pull you up again when you call me. ”

“But what am I to do down in the tree?” asked the soldier.

“Get money,” replied the witch. “Listen to me. When you come down to the earth
under the tree, you will find yourself in a great hall: it is quite light, for many hundred
lamps are burning there. Then you will see three doors; these you can open, for the keys
are in the locks. If you go into the first chamer, you'll see a great chest in the middle of
the floor; on this chest sits a dog, and he’s got a pair of eyes as big as two tea-cups. But
you need not care for that. I'll give you my blue-checked apron, and you can spread it out
upon the floor; then go up quigkly.and take the dog, and set him on my apron; then open
the chest, and take as many farumugs s you like. They are of copper: if you prefer silver,
you must go into the second chamber. But there sits a dog with a pair of eyes as big as mill-
wheels. But do not you care for that. Set him upon my apron, and take some of the money.
And if you want gold, you can have that too—in fact, as much as you can carry—if you go
into the third chamber. But the dog that sits on the money-chest there has two eyes as big
as the round tower of Copenhagen. He is a fierce dog, you may be sure; but you needn’t be
afraid, for all that. Only set him on my apron, and he won’t hurt you; and take out of the
chest as much gold as you like. ”

“That’s not a bad plan,” said the soldier. “But what am I to give you, you old witch?
For you will not do it for nothing, I fancy.”

“No,” replied the witch, “not a single farthing will T have. You shall only bring me
an old tinder-box which my grandmother forgot when she was down there last. ”

“Well, then, tie the rope round my body,” cried the soldier.

“Here it is,” said the witch, “and here’s my blue-checked apron. ”

Then the soldier climbed up into the tree, let himself slip down into the hole, and
stood, as the witch had said, in the great hall where the many hundred lamps were burning.

Now he opened the first door. Ugh! There sat the dog with eyes as big as tea-cups,
staring at him. * You’re a nice fellow!” exclaimed the soldier; and he set him on the
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witch’s apron, and took as many copper farthings as his pockets would hold, and then
locked the chest, set the dog on it again, and went into the second chamber. Aha! There

sat the dog with eyes as big as mill-wheels.

“You had better not stare so hard at me,” said the soldier; “you might strain your
eyes. ” And he set the dog up on the witch’s apron. When he saw the silver money in the
chest, he threw away all the copper money he had, and filled his pockets and his knapsack
with silver only. Then he went into the third chamber. Oh, but that was horrid! The dog
there really had eyes as big as the round tower and they turned round and round in his head
like wheels.

“Good evening!” said the soldier; and he touched his cap, for he had never seen
such a dog as that before. When he had looked at him a little more closely, he thought,
“That will do,” and lifted him down to the floor, and opened the chest. Mercy! What a
quantity of gold was there! He could buy with it the whole of Copenhagen, and the sugar
pigs of the cake-woman, and all the tin soldiers, whips, and rocking-horses in the whole
world. Yes, that was a quantity of money! Now the soldier threw away all the silver coin
with which he had filled his pockets and his knapsack, and took gold instead: yes, all his
pockets, his knapsack, his boots, and his cap were filled, so that he could scarcely walk.
Now indeed he had plenty of money. He put the dog on the chest, shut the door, and then
called up through the tree, “Now pull me up, you old witch. ”

“Have you got the tinder-box?” asked the wiich.

“Plague on it!” exclaimed the soldier, “I had clean forgotten that. ” And he went and
brought it.

The witch drew him up, and he stood on the high road again, with pockets, boots,
knapsack, and cap full of gold.

“What are you going to do with the tinder-box?” asked the soldier.

“That’s no concern of yours,” retorted the witch. “You've had your money; just give
me the tinder-box. ”

“Nonsense!” said the soldier. “Tell me directly what youre going to do with it, or I'll
draw my sword and cut off your head. ”

“No!” cried the witch.

So the soldier cut off her head. There she lay! And he tied up all his money in her a-
pron, took it on his back like a bundle, put the tinder-box in his pocket, and went straight
off towards the town.

It was a splendid town! He put up at the very best inn, asked for the finest rooms, and
ordered his favourite dishes, for now he was rich, having got so much money to spend. The
servant who had to clean his boots certainly thought them a remarkably old pair for such a
rich gentleman; but he had not bought any new ones yet. The next day he procured proper
boots and handsome clothes. Now our soldier had become a fine gentleman; and the people
told him of all the splendid things which were in their city, and about the King, and what a
pretty princess the King’s daughter was.

“Where can one get to see her?” asked the soldier.
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fore, about a dog and a soldier—that she had ridden upon the dog, and the soldier had
kissed her.

“That would be a fine history!” said the Queen.

So one of the old court ladies had to watch the next night by the princess’ hed, io see
if this was really a dream, or what it might be.

The soldier had a great longing to see the lovely princess again; so the dog came in the
night, took her away, and ran as fast as he could. But the old lady put on waterboots, and
ran just as fast after him. When she saw that they both entered a great house, she thought,

'y

“Now I know where it is;” and with a bit of chalk she drew a great cross on the door. Then
she went home and lay down, and the dog came up with the princess; but when he saw that
there was a cross drawn on the door where the soldier lived, he took a piece of chalk too,
and drew crosses on all the doors in the town. And that was cleverly done, for now the lady
could not find the right door, because all the doors had crosses upon them.

In the morning early came the King and the Queen, the old court lady and all the of-
ficers, to see where it was the princess had been. “Here it is!” said the King, when he
saw the first door with a cross upon it. “No, my dear husband, it is therel” said the
Queen, who descried another door which also showed a cross. “But there is one, and there
is one!” said all, for wherever they looked there were crosses on the doors. So they saw
that it would avail them nothing if they searched on.

But the Queen was an exceedingly wise woman, who could do more than ride in a
coach. She took her great gold scissors, cut a piece of silk into strips, and made a neat lit-
tle bag; this bag she filled with fine wheat flour, and tied it on the princess’ back; and
when that was done, she cut a little hole in the bag, so that the flour would be scattered a-
long all the way which the princess should take.

In the night the dog came again, took the princess on his back, and ran with her to the
soldier, who loved her very much, and would gladly have been a prince, so that he might
have her for his wife. The dog did not notice at all how the flour ran out in a stream from
the castle to the windows of the soldier’s house, where he ran up the wall with the princess.
In the morning the King and the Queen saw well enough where their daughter had been,
and they took the soldier and put him in prison.

There he sat. Oh, but it was dark and disagreeable there! And they said to him. “To-
morrow you shall be hanged. ” That was not amusing to hear, and he had left his tinder-box
at the inn. In the moming he could see, through the iron grating of the little window, how
the people were hurrying out of the town to see him hanged. He heard the drums beat and
saw the soldiers marching. All the people were running out, and among them was a
shoemaker’s boy with leather apron and slippers, and he galloped so fast that one of his
slippers flew off, and came right against the wall where the soldier sat looking through the i-
ron grating.

“Halloo, you shoemaker’s boy! You needn’t be in such a hurry,” cried the soldier to
him , “for it will not begin till I come. But if you will run to where I lived, and bring me my
tinder-box, you shall have four shillings. but you must put your best leg foremost. ”
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“You must not talk so,” said Great Claus, “for only one horse belongs to you. ”

But when any one passed Litile Claus forgot that he was not to say this, and he cried,
“Gee up, all my five horses!”

“Now, I must beg of you to stop that,” cried Great Claus, “for if you say it again, I
shall hit your horse on the head, so that it will fall down dead, and then it will be all over
with him. ”

“I will certainly not say it any more,” said Little Claus.

But when people came by soon afterwards, and nodded “good day” to him, he became
very glad, and thought it looked very well, after all, that he had five horses to plough his
field; and so he smacked his whip again, and cried, “Gee up, all my horses!”

“I'll ‘gee up’ your horses!” said Great Claus. And he took a mallet and hit the only
horse of Little Claus on the head, so that it fell down, and was dead immediately.

“Oh, now I haven’t any horse at all!” said Little Claus, and began to cry.

Then he flayed the horse, and let the hide dry in the wind, and put it in a sack and
hung it over his shoulder, and went to the town to sell his horse’s skin.

He had a very long way to go, and was obliged to pass through a great dark wood, and
the weather became dreadfully bad. He went quite astray, and before he got into the right
way again it was evening, and it was too far to get home again or even to the town before
nightfall.

Close by the road stood a large farm-house. The shutters were closed outside the win-
dows, but the light could still be seen shining out over them.

“I may be able to get leave to stop here through the night,” thought Little Claus; and
he went and knocked.

The farmer’s wife opened the door; but when she heard what he wanted she told him to
go away, declaring that her husband was not at home, and she would not receive strangers.

“Then I shall have to lie outside,” said Little Claus. And the farmer’s wife shut the
door in his face.

Close by stood a great haystack, and between this and the farm-house was a little out-
house thatched with straw.

“Up there I can lie,” said Little Claus, when he looked up at the roof, “that is a cap-
ital bed. I suppose the stork won’t fly down and bite me in the legs. ” For a living stork was
standing on the roof, where he had his nest.

Now Little Claus climbed up to the roof of the shed, where he lay, and turned round to
settle himself comfortably. The wooden shutters did not cover the windows at the top, and
he could look straight into the room. There was a great table, with the cloth laid, and wine
and roast meat and a glorious fish upon it. The farmer’s wife and the parish-clerk were seat-
ed at table, and nobody besides. She was filling his glass, and he was digging his fork into
the fish, for that was his favourite dish.

“If one could only get some too!” thought Little Claus, as he stretched out his head
towards the window. Heavens! What a glorious cake he saw standing there! Yes, certainly,

that was a feast.
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“Oh, yes.” said Litile Claus, “my conjuror can do any thing that I ask of him. —Can
you not?” he added, and trod on the hide, so that it crackled. “He says ‘ Yes. ' But the
demon is very ugly to look at; we had better not see him. ”

“Oh, I'm not at all afraid. Pray, what will he look like?”

“Why, he’ll look the very image of a parish-clerk. ”

“Ha!” said the farmer, “that is ugly! You must know, I can’t bear the sight of a
clerk. But it doesn’t matter now, for I know that he’s a demon, so I shall easily stand it.
Now I have courage, but he must not come too near me. ”

“Now I will ask my conjuror,” said Little Claus; and he trod on the sack and held his
ear down.

“What does he say?”

“He says you may go and open the chest that stands in the corner, and you will see
the demon crouching in it; but you must hold the lid so that he doesn’t slip out. ”

“Will you help me to hold him?” asked the farmer. And he went to the chest where
the wife had hidden the real clerk, who sat in there and was very much afraid. The farmer
opened the lid a little way and peeped in undermeath it.

“Ugh!” he cried, and sprang backward. “Yes, now I've seen him, and he looked ex-
actly like our clerk. Oh, that was dreadful!”

Upon this they must drink. So they sat and drank until late into the night.

“You must sell me that conjuror,” said the farmer. “Ask as much as you like for
him. Tll give you a whole bushel of money directly. ”

“No, that I can’t do,” said Little Claus, “ only think how much use I can make of this
conjuror. ”

“Oh, I should so much like to have him!” cried the farmer; and he went on begging.

“Well,” said Little Claus, at last, “as you have been so kind as to give me shelter for
the night, I will let it be so. You shall have the conjuror for a bushel of money; but I must
have the bushel heaped up. ”

“That you shall have,” replied the farmer. “But you must take the chest yonder away
with you. I will not keep it in my house an hour. One cannot know—perhaps he may be
there still. ”

Little Claus gave the farmer his sack with the dry hide in it, and got in exchange a
whole bushel of money, and that heaped up. The farmer also gave him a big truck, on
which to carry off his money and chest.

“Farewell!” said Little Claus; and he went off with his money and the big chest, in
which the clerk was still sitting.

On the other side of the wood was a great deep river. The water rushed along so rapid-
ly that one could scarcely swim against the stream. A fine new bridge had been built across
it. Little Claus stopped on the centre of the bridge, and said quite loud, so that the clerk
could hear it.

“Ho, what shall T do with this stupid chest? It’s as heavy as if stones were in it. I
shall only get tired if I drag it any farther, so I'll throw it into the river; if it swims home to
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me, well and good; and if it does not, it will be no great matter. ”

And he took the chest with one hand, and lifted it up a little, as if he intended to
throw it into the river.

“No! Stop it!” cried the clerk from within the chest, “let me out first]”

“Ugh!” exclaimed Little Claus, pretending to be frightened, “he’s in there still{ I
must make haste and throw him into the river, that he may be drowned.”

“Oh, no, nol” screamed the clerk. “Ill give you a whole bushel-full of money if

you’ll let me go.’

“Why, that’s another thing!” said Little Claus; and he opened the chest.

The clerk crept quickly out, pushed the empty chest into the water, and went to his
house, where Little Claus received a whole bushel-full of money. He had already received
one from the farmer, and so now he had his truck loaded with money.

“See, I've been well paid for the horse,” he said 1o himself when he had got home to
his own room, and was emptying all the money ints a heap in the middle of the floor. “That
will vex Great Claus when he hears how rich I have grown through my one horse; but [
won’t tell him about it outright. ”

So he sent a boy to Great Claus to ask for a bushel measure.

“What can he want with it?” thought Great Claus. And he smeared some tar under-
neath the measure, so that some part of whatever was measured should stick to it. And thus
it happened; for when he received the measure back, there were three new three-penny
pieces adhering thereto.

“What’s this?” cried Great Claus; and he ran off at once to Little Claus. “Where did
you get all that money from?”

“Oh, that’s for my horse’s skin. I sold it yesterday evening. ”

“That’s really being well paid,” said Great Claus. And he ran home in a hurry, took
an axe, and killed all his four horses; then he flayed them, and carried off their skins to
the town.

“Hides! Hides! Who'll buy any hides?” he cried through the streets.

All the shoemakers and tanners came nunning, and asked how much he wanted for
them.

“A bushel of money for each!” said Great Claus.

“Are you mad?” said they. “Do you think we have money by the bushel?”

“Hides! Hides!” he cried again; and to all who asked him what the hides would cost
he replied, “A bushel of money. ”

“He wants to make fools of us,” they all exclaimed. And the shoemakers took their
straps, and the tanners their aprons, and they began to beat Great Claus.

“Hides! Hides!” they called after him, jeeringly. “Yes, we’ll tan your hide for you
till the red broth runs down. Out of the town with him!” And Great Claus made the best
haste he could, for he had never yet been thrashed as he was thrashed now.

“Well,” said he when he got home, “Little Claus shall pay for this. 'l kill him for

b1
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Now, at Little Claus’s the old grandmother had died. She had been very harsh and un-
kind to him, but yet he was very sorry, and took the dead woman and laid her in his warm
bed, to see if she would not come to life again. There he intended she should remain all
through the night, and he himself would sit in the corner and sleep on a chair, as he had
often done before. As he sat there, in the night the door opened, and Great Claus came in
with his axe. He knew where Little Claus’s bed stood; and, going straight up to it, he hit
the old grandmother on the head, thinking she was Little Claus.

“D’ye see,” said he, “you shall not make a fool of me again.” And then he went
home.

“That’s a bad fellow, that man,” said Little Claus. “He wanted to kill me. It was a
good thing for my old grandmother that she was dead already. He would have taken her
life. ”

And he dressed his grandmother in her Sunday clothes, borrowed a horse of his neigh-
bour, harnessed it to a car, and put the old lady on the back seat, so that she could not fall
out when he drove. And so they trundled through the wood. When the sun rose they were in
front of an inn; there Little Claus pulled up, and went in to have some refreshment.

The host had very, very much money; he was also a very good man, but exceedingly
hot-tempered, as if he had pepper and tobacco in him.

“Good morning,” said he to Little Claus. “You’ve put on your Sunday clothes early
today. ”

“Yes,” answered Little Claus; “I'm going to town with my old grandmother: she’s sit-
ting there on the car without. I can’t bring her into the room—will you give her a glass of
mead? But you must speak very loud, for she can’t hear well. ”

“Yes, that I will,” said the host. And he poured out a great glass of mead, and went
out with it to the dead grandmother, who had been placed upright in the carriage.

“Here’s a glass of mead from your son,” quoth the host. But the dead woman replied
not a word, but sat quite still. “Don’t you hear?” cried the host, as loud as he could,
“here is a glass of mead from your son!”

Once more he called out the same thing, but as she still made not a movement, he be-
came angry at last, and threw the glass in her face, so that the mead ran down over her
nose, and she tumbled backwards into the car, for she had only been put upright, and not
bound fast.

“Hallo}” cried Little Claus, running out at the door, and seizing the host by the
breast; “you’ve killed my grandmother now! See, there’s a big hole in her forehead. ”

“Oh, here’s a misfortune!” cried the host, wringing his hands. “That all comes of my
hot temper. Dear Little Claus, I'll give you a bushel of money, and have your grandmother
buried as if she were my own; only keep quiet, or I shall have my head cut off, and that
would be so very disagreeable!”

So Little Claus again received a whole bushel of money, and the host buried the old
grandmother as if she had been his own. And when Little Claus came home with all his
money , he at once sent his boy to Great Claus to ask to borrow a bushel measure.
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“Open the sack,” cried Little Claus; “creep into it instead of me, and you will get to

heaven directly. ”

“With all my heart,” replied the drover; and he untied the sack, out of which Little
Claus crept forth immediately.

“But will you look after the cattle?” said the old man; and he crept into the sack at
once, whereupon Little Claus tied it up, and went his way with all the cows and oxen.

Soon afterwards Great Claus came out of the church. He took the sack on his shoulders
again, although it seemed to him as if the sack had become lighter; for the old drover was
only half as heavy as Little Claus.

“How light he is to carry now! Yes, that is because I have heard a psalm. ”

So he went to the river, which was deep and broad, threw the sack with the old drover
in it into the water, and called after him, thinking that it was Little Claus, “You lie there!
Now you shan’t trick me any more!”

Then he went home ; but when he came to a place where there was a crossroad, he met
Little Claus driving all his beasts.

“What’s this?” cried Great Claus. “Have I not drowned you?”

“Yes,” replied Little Claus, “you threw me into the river less than half an hour ago. ”

“But wherever did you get all those fine beasts from?” asked Great Claus.

“These beasts are sea-cattle,” replied Little Claus. “I’ll tell you the whole story—and
thank you for drowning me, for now I’'m at the top of the tree. I am really rich! How fright-
ened I was when I lay huddled in the sack, and the wind whistled about my ears when you
threw me down from the bridge into the cold water! I sank to the bottom immediately ; but I
did not knock myself, for the most splendid soft grass grows down there. Upon that I fell;
and immediately the sack was opened, and the loveliest maiden, with snow-white garments
and a green wreath upon her wet hair, took me by the hand, and said, ‘Are you come,
Little Claus? Here you have some cattle to begin with. A mile farther along the road there is
a whole herd more, which I will give to you. ’ And now I saw that the river formed a great
highway for the people of the sea. Down in its bed they walked and drove directly from the
sea, and straight into the land, to where the river ends. There it was so beautifully full of
flowers and of the freshest grass; the fishes, which swam in the water, shot past my ears,
just as here the birds in the air. What pretty people there were there, and what fine cattle
pasturing on mounds and in ditches!”

“But why did you come up again to us directly?” asked Great Claus. “I should not
have done that, if it is so beautiful down there. ”

“Why,” replied Little Claus, “just in that I acted with good policy. You heard me tell
you that the sea-maiden said ‘A mile farther along the road’ —and by the road she meant
the river, for she can’t go anywhere else—* there is a whole herd of cattle for you. * But I
know what bends the stream makes—sometimes this way, sometimes that; there’s a long
way to go round: no, the thing can be managed in a shorter way by coming here to the
land, and driving across the fields towards the river again. In this manner I save myself al-
most half a mile, and get all the quicker to my sea-cattle!”
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“Oh, you are a fortunate man!” said Great Claus. “Do you think I should get some

sea-cattle too if I went down to the bottom of the river?”

“Yes, I think so,” replied Little Claus. “But I cannot carry you in the sack as far as
the river; you are too heavy for me! But if you will go there, and creep into the sack your-
self, T will throw you in with a great deal of pleasure.”

“Thanks!” said Great Claus; “but if I don’t get any sea-cattle when I am down there,
I shall beat you, you may be sure!”

“Oh, no; don’t be so fierce!”

And so they went together to the river. When the beasts, which were thirsty, saw the
stream, they ran as fast as they could to get at the water.

“See how they hurry!” cried Little Claus. “They are longing to get back to the bot-

tom. ”

“Yes, but help me first!” said Great Claus, “or else you shall be beaten. ”

And so he crept into the great sack, which had been laid across the back of one of the
oxen.

“Put a stone in, for I'm afraid 1 shan’t sink else,” said Great Claus.

“That will be all right,” replied Little Claus; and he put a large stone into the sack,
tied the rope tightly, and pushed against it. Plump!| There lay Great Claus in the river, and
sank immediately to the bottom.

“I'm afraid he won't find any cattle!” said Little Claus, and then he drove homeward

with what he had.

3. The Princess on the Pea

Once there was a Prince who wanted to marry a Princess; but she was to be a real
Princess. So he travelled through all the world, to find a real one, but everywhere there
was something in the way. There were Princesses enough, but whether they were real Prin-
cesses he could not quite make out. There was always something that did not seem quite
right. So he came home again and was quite sad; for he wished so much to have a real
Princess.

One evening a terrible storm came on. It lightened and thundered, and the rain
streamed down; it was quite frightful! Then there was a knocking at the town-gate, and the
old King went out to open it.

It was a Princess who stood outside the gate. But, mercy! How she looked, from the
rain and the rough weather! The water ran down her hair and her clothes; it ran in at the
points of her shoes, and out at the heels; and yet she claimed that she was a real Princess.

“Yes, we will soon find that out,” thought the old Queen. But she said nothing, only
went into the bedchamber, took all the bedding off, and put a pea on the bottom of the bed-
stead; then she took twenty matiresses and laid them upon the pea, and then twenty eider-
down quilts upon the mattresses. On this the Princess had to lie all night. In the morning
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she was asked how she had slept.

“Oh, miserably!” said the Princess. “I scarcely closed my eyes all night long. Good-
ness knows what was in my bed. I lay upon something so hard that I am black and blue all
over. It is quite dreadful!”

Now they saw that she was a real Princess, for through the twenty mattresses and the
twenty eider-down quilts she had felt the pea. No one but a real princess could be so ten-
der-skinned.

So the Prince took her for his wife, for now he knew that he had a true Princess. And
the pea was put in the museum, and it is still to be seen there, unless somebody has carried
it off.

Look you, this is a true story.

4. Little Ida’s Flowers

“My poor flowers are quite dead!” said little Ida. “They were so pretty yesterday,
and now all the leaves are hanging down withered. Why do they do that?” she asked the
student who sat on the sofa; she liked him very much, he knew the most amusing stories,
and could cut out the most wonderful pictures: hearts, with little ladies in them who
danced; flowers, and great castles in which one could open the doors: he was a merry
student. “Why do the flowers look so faded today?” she asked again, and showed him a
nosegay, which was quite withered.

“Don’ t you know what’ s the matter with them?” said the student. “The flowers were
at a ball last night, and that’s why they hang their heads. ”

“But flowers cannot dance!” cried little Ida.

“Oh,yes;they can!” said the student, “when it grows dark, and we are asleep, they
jump about merrily. Almost every night they have a ball. ”

“Can children go to this ball?”

“Yes,” said the student, “quite little daisies, and lilies of the valley. ’

“Where do the most beautiful flowers dance?” asked little Ida.

“Have you not often been outside the town gate, by the great castle, where the king

y

lives in summer, and where the beautiful garden is with all the flowers? You have seen the
swans, which swim up to you when you want to give them bread crumbs? There are capital
balls there, believe me. ”

“I was out there in the garden yesterday, with my mother,” said Ida; “but all the
leaves were off the trees, and there was not one flower left. Where are they? In the summer
I saw so many. ”

“They are within, in the castle,” replied the student. “You must know, as soon as
the king and all the court go to town, the flowers run out of the garden into the castle, and
are merry. You should see that. The two most beautiful roses seat themselves on the

throne, and then they are king and queen; all the red coxcombs range themselves on either
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“Now all the flowers are certainly dancing in there!” thought she. “Oh, how much I
should like to see it!” But she dared not get up, for she would have disturbed her father
and mother.

“If they would only come in!” thought she. But the flowers did not come, and the
music continued to play beautifully; then she could not bear it any longer, for it was too
pretty; she crept out of her little bed, and went quietly to the door, and looked into the
room. Oh, how splendid it was, what she saw!

There was no night-lamp burning, but still it was quite light: the moon shone through
the window into the middle of the floor; it was almost like day. All the hyacinths and tulips
stood in two long rows on the floor; there were none at all left at the window. There stood
the empty flower-pots. On the floor all the flowers were dancing very gracefully round each
other, making a perfect chain, and holding each other by the long green leaves as they
swung round. But at the piano sat a great yellow lily, which little Ida had certainly seen in
summer, for she remembered how the student had said, “How like that one is to Miss
Lina. ” Then he had been laughed at by all; but now it seemed really to little Ida as if the
long, yellow flower looked like the young lady; and it had just her manners in playing—
sometimes bending its long yellow face to one side, sometimes to the other, and nodding in
tune to the charming music! No one noticed little Ida. Then she saw a great blue crocus
hop into the middle of the table, where the toys stood, and go to the doll’s bed and pull the
curtains aside; there lay the sick flowers, but they got up directly, and nodded to the oth-
ers, to say; that they wanted to dance too. The old chimney-sweep doll, whose under lip
was broken off, stood up and bowed to the pretty flowers: these did not look at all ill now;
they jumped down among the others, and were very merry.

Then it seemed as if something fell down from the table. Little Ida looked that way. It
was the Shrovetide birch rod which was jumping down! It seemed almost as if it belonged to
the flowers. At any rate it was very neat;and a little wax doll, with just such a broad hat on
its head as the councillor wore, sat upon it. The birch rod hopped about among the flowers
on its three red legs, and stamped quite loud, for it was dancing the mazurka;and the other
flowers could not manage that dance, because they were too light, and unable to stamp like
that.

The wax doll on the birch rod all at once became quite great and long, turned itself o-
ver the paper flowers, and said, “How can one put such things in a child’s head? Those are
stupid fancies!” and then the wax doll was exactly like the councillor with the broad hat,
and looked just as yellow and cross as he. But the paper flowers hit him on his thin legs,
and then he shrank up again, and became quite a little wax doll. That was very amusing to
see; and little Ida could not restrain her laughter. The birch rod went on dancing, and the
councillor was obliged to dance too; it was no use whether he might make himself great and
long, or remained the little yellow wax doll with the big black hat. Then the other flowers
put in a good word for him, especially those who had lain in the doll’s bed, and then the
birch rod gave over. At the same moment there was a loud knocking at the drawer, inside
where little Ida’s doll, Sophy, lay with many other toys. The chimney-sweep ran to the edge



