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THE HAPPY PRI NCE

H gh above the city, on a tall columm, stood the statue of the
Happy Prince. He was gilded all over with thin | eaves of fine
gold, for eyes he had two bright sapphires, and a | arge red ruby

gl owed on his sword-hilt.

He was very much admired indeed. "He is as beautiful as a
weat her cock, " remarked one of the Town Councillors who w shed to
gain a reputation for having artistic tastes; "only not quite so
useful ," he added, fearing | est people should think him

unpractical, which he really was not.

"Why can't you be like the Happy Prince?" asked a sensi bl e nother
of her little boy who was crying for the nmoon. "The Happy Prince

never dreans of crying for anything."

"I amglad there is sone one in the world who is quite happy,"

muttered a di sappoi nted man as he gazed at the wonderful statue.

"He | ooks just like an angel,"” said the Charity Children as they
came out of the cathedral in their bright scarlet cloaks and their

cl ean white pinafores.

"How do you know?" said the Mat hematical Master, "you have never

seen one."

"Ah! but we have, in our dreans," answered the children; and the
Mat hemati cal Master frowned and | ooked very severe, for he did not

approve of children dream ng.



One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His friends
had gone away to Egypt six weeks before, but he had stayed behi nd,
for he was in love with the nost beautiful Reed. He had net her
early in the spring as he was flying dowmn the river after a big
yell ow noth, and had been so attracted by her slender waist that he

had stopped to talk to her.

"Shall 1 love you?" said the Swallow, who liked to cone to the
poi nt at once, and the Reed nade hima | ow bow. So he flew round
and round her, touching the water with his w ngs, and naking silver
ripples. This was his courtship, and it lasted all through the

sunmer.

"It is aridiculous attachnent," twittered the other Swallows; "she
has no noney, and far too many rel ations"; and indeed the river was
quite full of Reeds. Then, when the autumm cane they all flew

away.

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his |ady-

| ove. "She has no conversation,” he said, "and | amafraid that
she is a coquette, for she is always flirting with the wind." And
certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed nade the nobst gracefu
curtseys. "l admit that she is donestic," he continued, "but |

Il ove travelling, and my wife, consequently, should |ove travelling

al so. "

"WIIl you cone away with ne?" he said finally to her; but the Reed

shook her head, she was so attached to her hone.

"You have been trifling with me," he cried. "I amoff to the

Pyram ds. Good-bye!" and he flew away.



Al'l day long he flew, and at night-tine he arrived at the city.
"Where shall | put up?" he said; "I hope the town has nade

preparations.”

Then he saw the statue on the tall col umm.

"I will put up there,” he cried; "it is a fine position, with
plenty of fresh air." So he alighted just between the feet of the

Happy Prince.

"I have a gol den bedroom" he said softly to hinself as he | ooked
round, and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was putting
his head under his wing a large drop of water fell on him "Wat a
curious thing!" he cried; "there is not a single cloud in the sky,
the stars are quite clear and bright, and yet it is raining. The
climte in the north of Europe is really dreadful. The Reed used

to like the rain, but that was nmerely her selfishness."

Then anot her drop fell.

"What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?" he

said; "I nust |ook for a good chimey-pot,"” and he deternmined to
fly away.
But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he

| ooked up, and saw - Ah! what did he see?

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and tears were
runni ng down his golden cheeks. H's face was so beautiful in the

nmoonlight that the little Swallow was filled with pity.

"Who are you?" he said.

"I amthe Happy Prince."



"Way are you weepi ng then?" asked the Swallow, "you have quite

drenched ne."

"When | was alive and had a human heart,"” answered the statue, "I

did not know what tears were, for | lived in the Palace of Sans-
Souci, where sorrowis not allowed to enter. In the daytine |

pl ayed with ny conpanions in the garden, and in the evening | |ed
the dance in the Geat Hall. Round the garden ran a very lofty
wal |, but | never cared to ask what |lay beyond it, everything about
me was so beautiful. M courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and
happy indeed | was, if pleasure be happiness. So | lived, and so

died. And now that | am dead they have set ne up here so high that
I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of ny city, and

though ny heart is nade of |ead yet | cannot chose but weep.”

"VWhat! is he not solid gold?" said the Swallow to hinself. He was

too polite to nmake any personal renmarks out | oud.

"Far away," continued the statue in a |ow nusical voice, "far away
inalittle street there is a poor house. One of the windows is
open, and through it | can see a wonan seated at a table. Her face
is thin and worn, and she has coarse, red hands, all pricked by the
needl e, for she is a seanstress. She is enbroidering passion-
flowers on a satin gown for the |oveliest of the Queen's naids-of -
honour to wear at the next Court-ball. 1In a bed in the corner of
the roomher little boy is lying ill. He has a fever, and is
asking for oranges. Hi s nother has nothing to give himbut river
water, so he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you
not bring her the ruby out of nmy sword-hilt? M feet are fastened

to this pedestal and I cannot nove."

"I amwaited for in Egypt," said the Swallow. "M friends are



flying up and down the Nile, and talking to the large |otus-

flowers. Soon they will go to sleep in the tonmb of the great King.
The King is there hinself in his painted coffin. He is wapped in
yellow linen, and enbalnmed with spices. Round his neck is a chain

of pale green jade, and his hands are like wi thered | eaves."

"Swal l ow, Swallow, little Swallow " said the Prince, "will you not
stay with me for one night, and be ny messenger? The boy is so

thirsty, and the nother so sad.”

"I don't think I |ike boys," answered the Swallow. "Last summer,
when | was staying on the river, there were two rude boys, the
mller's sons, who were always throwi ng stones at me. They never
hit ne, of course; we swallows fly far too well for that, and
besides, | conme of a famly famous for its agility; but still, it

was a mark of disrespect.”

But the Happy Prince | ooked so sad that the little Swall ow was

sorry. "It is very cold here," he said; "but | will stay with you

for one night, and be your nessenger."

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

So the Swal |l ow pi cked out the great ruby fromthe Prince's sword

and flew away with it in his beak over the roofs of the town.

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels
were scul ptured. He passed by the pal ace and heard the sound of
dancing. A beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her |over

"How wonderful the stars are," he said to her, "and how wonderfu

is the power of |ove!"

"I hope ny dress will be ready in tinme for the State-ball," she

answered; "I have ordered passion-flowers to be enbroidered on it;



but the seanstresses are so lazy."

He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to the masts
of the ships. He passed over the CGhetto, and saw the old Jews
bargai ning with each other, and wei ghi ng out noney in copper
scales. At last he cane to the poor house and | ooked in. The boy
was tossing feverishly on his bed, and the nother had fallen

asl eep, she was so tired. In he hopped, and laid the great ruby on
the table beside the woman's thinble. Then he flew gently round
the bed, fanning the boy's forehead with his wings. "How cool |

feel," said the boy, "I nust be getting better"; and he sank into a

del i ci ous sl unber.

Then the Swal | ow fl ew back to the Happy Prince, and told hi mwhat

he had done. "It is curious,” he remarked, "but | feel quite warm

now, although it is so cold."

"That is because you have done a good action," said the Prince.
And the little Swall ow began to think, and then he fell asleep

Thi nki ng al ways nade hi m sl eepy.

When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath. "Wat a
remar kabl e phenonenon, " said the Professor of O nithol ogy as he was
passing over the bridge. "A swallowin winter!" And he wote a
long letter about it to the |ocal newspaper. Every one quoted it,

it was full of so many words that they could not understand.

"To-night | go to Egypt," said the Swallow, and he was in high
spirits at the prospect. He visited all the public nmonunments, and
sat a long time on top of the church steeple. Werever he went the
Sparrows chirruped, and said to each other, "Wat a distinguished

stranger!" so he enjoyed hinself very nuch.



When the noon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. "Have you any

commi ssions for Egypt?" he cried; "I amjust starting."

"Swal l ow, Swallow, little Swallow " said the Prince, "will you not

stay with me one night |onger?"

"I amwaited for in Egypt," answered the Swallow. "To-norrow ny
friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse
couches there anong the bul rushes, and on a great granite throne
sits the God Mermmon. Al l night |ong he watches the stars, and when
the norning star shines he utters one cry of joy, and then he is
silent. At noon the yellow lions come down to the water's edge to

drink. They have eyes like green beryls, and their roar is |ouder

than the roar of the cataract.

"Swal l ow, Swallow, little Swallow, " said the Prince, "far away
across the city | see a young nan in a garret. He is |eaning over
a desk covered with papers, and in a tunbler by his side there is a
bunch of withered violets. His hair is brow and crisp, and his
lips are red as a ponegranate, and he has | arge and dreany eyes.

He is trying to finish a play for the Director of the Theatre, but
he is too cold to wite any nore. There is no fire in the grate,

and hunger has made himfaint."

"I will wait with you one night |onger," said the Swall ow, who

really had a good heart. "Shall | take himanother ruby?"

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

firewood, and finish his play."

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



to weep.

"Swal l ow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as

command you. "

So the Swal | ow pl ucked out the Prince's eye, and flew away to the
student's garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there was a
hole in the roof. Through this he darted, and came into the room
The young man had his head buried in his hands, so he did not hear
the flutter of the bird' s wi ngs, and when he | ooked up he found the

beautiful sapphire lying on the withered violets.

"I am beginning to be appreciated,” he cried; "this is fromsone

great admirer. Now |l can finish nmy play,” and he | ooked quite

happy.

The next day the Swallow fl ew down to the harbour. He sat on the
mast of a large vessel and watched the sailors hauling big chests
out of the hold with ropes. "Heave a-hoy!" they shouted as each
chest canme up. "I amgoing to Egypt"! cried the Swall ow, but
nobody mi nded, and when the noon rose he flew back to the Happy

Pri nce.

"I amconme to bid you good-bye,"” he cried

"Swal l ow, Swallow, little Swallow, " said the Prince, "will you not

stay with nme one night |onger?"

"It is winter," answered the Swallow, "and the chill snow w || soon
be here. In Egypt the sun is warmon the green palmtrees, and the
crocodiles lie in the nud and | ook | azily about them M

conpani ons are building a nest in the Tenple of Baal bec, and the

pi nk and white doves are watching them and cooing to each other



Dear Prince, | nust |eave you, but I will never forget you, and
next spring | will bring you back two beautiful jewels in place of
those you have given away. The ruby shall be redder than a red

rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea."

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

and give it to her, and her father will not beat her.”

"I will stay with you one night longer,"” said the Swallow, "but I

cannot pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind then."

"Swal l ow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as

conmand you. "

So he plucked out the Prince's other eye, and darted down with it.
He swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm

of her hand. "Wat a lovely bit of glass,"” cried the little girl

and she ran hone, | aughing.

Then the Swal | ow cane back to the Prince. "You are blind now, " he

said, "so |l will stay with you al ways."

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

Egypt . "

"I will stay with you always," said the Swall ow, and he sl ept at

the Prince's feet.

Al'l the next day he sat on the Prince's shoulder, and told him

stories of what he had seen in strange lands. He told himof the



red i bises, who stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and
catch gold-fish in their beaks; of the Sphinx, who is as old as the
world itself, and lives in the desert, and knows everything; of the
merchants, who walk slowy by the side of their camels, and carry
anber beads in their hands; of the King of the Muntains of the
Moon, who is as black as ebony, and worships a large crystal; of
the great green snake that sleeps in a palmtree, and has twenty
priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the pygm es who sai

over a big lake on large flat |eaves, and are always at war with

the butterflies.

"Dear little Swallow," said the Prince, "you tell ne of marvell ous
things, but nmore marvellous than anything is the suffering of nen
and of wonen. There is no Mystery so great as Msery. Fly over ny

city, little Swallow, and tell me what you see there."

So the Swal l ow fl ew over the great city, and saw the rich nmaking
merry in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at
the gates. He flew into dark | anes, and saw the white faces of
starving children |l ooking out listlessly at the black streets.
Under the archway of a bridge two little boys were lying in one
another's arns to try and keep thensel ves warm "How hungry we
are!" they said. "You must not lie here," shouted the WAt chman,

and they wandered out into the rain.

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

"I amcovered with fine gold,"” said the Prince, "you nust take it
off, leaf by leaf, and give it to ny poor; the living always think

that gold can make them happy."

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the

Happy Prince | ooked quite dull and grey. Leaf after |eaf of the



fine gold he brought to the poor, and the children's faces grew
rosi er, and they |aughed and played ganes in the street. "W have

bread now " they cried.

Then the snow cane, and after the snow cane the frost. The streets
| ooked as if they were nade of silver, they were so bright and
glistening; long icicles like crystal daggers hung down fromthe
eaves of the houses, everybody went about in furs, and the little

boys wore scarl et caps and skated on the ice.

The poor little Swall ow grew col der and col der, but he woul d not
| eave the Prince, he loved himtoo well. He picked up crunbs
out si de the baker's door when the baker was not |ooking and tried

to keep hinmself warm by flapping his w ngs.

But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength
to fly up to the Prince's shoul der once nore. "Good-bye, dear

Prince!" he murnured, "will you let ne kiss your hand?"

"I amglad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow "
said the Prince, "you have stayed too |ong here; but you nust kiss

me on the lips, for | |love you."

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

not ?"

And he ki ssed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at

his feet.

At that nonment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if
somet hi ng had broken. The fact is that the | eaden heart had

snapped right in two. It certainly was a dreadfully hard frost.



Early the next norning the Mayor was wal king in the square below in
company with the Town Councillors. As they passed the columm he
| ooked up at the statue: "Dear ne! how shabby the Happy Prince

| ooks!" he sai d.

"How shabby indeed!" cried the Town Councillors, who al ways agreed

with the Mayor; and they went up to look at it.

"The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is

gol den no longer," said the Mayor in fact, "he is litttle beter

than a beggar!"

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

"And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!" continued the
Mayor. "We nust really issue a proclamation that birds are not to
be allowed to die here." And the Town Cerk nmade a note of the

suggesti on.

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. "As he is no

| onger beautiful he is no | onger useful,"” said the Art Professor at

the University.

Then they nelted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor held a
nmeeting of the Corporation to decide what was to be done with the

metal. "We nust have anot her statue, of course," he said, "and it

shall be a statue of nyself."

"OF nyself," said each of the Town Councillors, and they

quarrelled. Wien | last heard of themthey were quarrelling still.

"What a strange thing!" said the overseer of the worknen at the

foundry. "This broken |lead heart will not nmelt in the furnace. W



must throw it away." So they threw it on a dust-heap where the

dead Swal | ow was al so |ying.

"Bring me the two nost precious things in the city," said God to
one of His Angels; and the Angel brought Hi mthe | eaden heart and

t he dead bird.

"You have rightly chosen," said God, "for in ny garden of Paradi se
this little bird shall sing for evernore, and in ny city of gold

the Happy Prince shall praise me."

THE NI GHTI NGALE AND THE ROCSE

"She said that she would dance with me if | brought her red roses,"”
cried the young Student; "but in all ny garden there is no red

rose. "

From her nest in the holmoak tree the Nightingale heard him and

she | ooked out through the | eaves, and wonder ed.

"No red rose in all ny garden!" he cried, and his beautiful eyes
filled with tears. "Ah, on what little things does happi ness
depend! | have read all that the wise nen have witten, and al
the secrets of philosophy are nmne, yet for want of a red rose is

my life made wetched.”

"Here at last is a true lover," said the Nightingale. "N ght after
ni ght have | sung of him though | knew himnot: night after night
have | told his story to the stars, and now |l see him His hair is

dark as the hyacinth-blossom and his lips are red as the rose of



his desire; but passion has nade his face |like pale ivory, and

sorrow has set her seal upon his brow "

"The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night," nurmnmured the young
Student, "and ny love will be of the company. |If | bring her a red
rose she will dance with ne till dawn. |If | bring her a red rose

| shall hold her in nmy arnms, and she will |ean her head upon ny
shoul der, and her hand will be clasped in mne. But there is no

red rose in ny garden, so | shall sit lonely, and she will pass ne

by. She will have no heed of nme, and ny heart will break.”

"Here indeed is the true lover," said the N ghtingale. "What |
sing of, he suffers - what is joy to nme, to himis pain. Surely
Love is a wonderful thing. It is nore precious than eneralds, and
dearer than fine opals. Pearls and ponegranates cannot buy it, nor
is it set forth in the marketplace. It may not be purchased of the

merchants, nor can it be weighed out in the balance for gold."

"The nusicians will sit in their gallery," said the young Student,
"and play upon their stringed instruments, and ny love will dance
to the sound of the harp and the violin. She will dance so lightly
that her feet will not touch the floor, and the courtiers in their
gay dresses will throng round her. But with ne she will not dance,
for 1 have no red rose to give her"; and he flung hinmself down on

the grass, and buried his face in his hands, and wept.

"Way is he weeping?" asked a little Geen Lizard, as he ran past

himwith his tail in the air.

"Why, indeed?" said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about after a

sunbeam

"Why, indeed?" whispered a Daisy to his neighbour, in a soft, |ow

Voi ce.



"He is weeping for a red rose," said the Nightingale.

"For a red rose?" they cried; "how very ridiculous!" and the little

Li zard, who was sonething of a cynic, |aughed outright.

But the Nightingal e understood the secret of the Student's sorrow,
and she sat silent in the oak-tree, and thought about the nystery

of Love.

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the
air. She passed through the grove |ike a shadow, and |ike a shadow

she sailed across the garden

In the centre of the grass-plot was standing a beautiful Rose-tree,

and when she saw it she flew over to it, and lit upon a spray.

"Gve ne aredrose," she cried, "and I will sing you ny sweetest

song. "

But the Tree shook its head.

"My roses are white," it answered; "as white as the foam of the
sea, and whiter than the snow upon the nountain. But go to ny
brot her who grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give

you what you want."

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was grow ng

round the old sun-di al

"Gve ne aredrose,"” she cried, "and I will sing you ny sweetest

song. "

But the Tree shook its head.



