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Introduction

Oscar  WILDE (1856-—-1900),
the famous Irish dramatist and
poet, is best known for his witty
comedies, the most popular of &+
which are “Lady Windermere’s ©
Fan” and “The Importance of '+
Being FEarnest”. He has also i
written a number of fairy stories,
and the best of these are
included in this book. They
describe in a simple and poetic
style happenings which are
unreal and impossible but there
is always a strong element of truth and wisdom in them.
Some of them reflect the social discontent of the author’s
time, when class differences were greater than they are today.
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1
{z The Happy Prince &i,

The statue of the Happy Prince stood high above the city,
where it could be seen by all the citizens. It was covered all
over with the finest gold. For the eyes, there were two
splendid sapphires and there was a large red ruby in the
handle of its sword.

It was very much admired by everyone.

“Why can’t you be happy like the Happy Prince?”” mothers
said to their children when they cried. “The Happy Prince
never cries about anything.”

“m glad that there is someone in the world who is
happy,” a sorrowful man said as he looked up at the statue,
and he felt that his heart was lighter.

“The Happy Prince looks just like an angel,” said the
school-children coming out of church.

“How do you know?” their teacher asked them. “How
can you tell when you have never seen an angel?”

“Ah, but we have in our dreams,” the children told him,
and he looked quite angry because he did not like children
to have dreams.

One night, a little swallow flew over the city. His friends
had already flown to Egypt to spend the winter there but he
had remained behind because he was in love with a very
beautiful reed. He had met her early in the spring when he
was flying down the river, and she had looked so lovely that
he had stopped to talk to her. “This is a very silly affair,”
the other swallows said, “because she has no money and far
too many relations,” and, in fact, the river was quite full of
reeds. Then when the autumn came, they all flew away. The
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THE HAPPY PRINCE 3

little swallow stayed behind for some weeks but he grew tired
of the reed who never had anything interesting to say.
“Goodbye, my dear, I am off to Egypt,” said the Swallow.
And he left her without a single sigh.

All day long he flew, and arrived at the city late at night.
“I hope 1 can find somewhere to sleep,” he said to himself.
Then he saw the statue, standing high above the city. “That’s
just the place for me,” he decided. “A fine position, with
plenty of fresh air and a very good view.” He flew down to
rest just between the feet of the Happy Prince. “I have a
golden bedroom,” he thought as he prepared to go to sleep.
But then, just as he was putting his head under his wing, a
large drop of water fell on him.

He looked up. “It is very strange,” he said. “There is not a
single cloud in the sky and the stars are shining bright, but
it is raining. The winter in the north of Europe is really very
bad.” Then another drop fell on him. “What is the use of a
statue if it cannot keep the rain off?” he said. “Well, I shall
have to look for somewhere else to sleep.” But before he had
opened his wings, a third drop fell. He looked up again and
saw — Ah, what did he see?

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears and
tears were streaming down his golden face. He looked so
sorrowful in the light of the moon that the little Swallow
felt grieved for him.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“I am the Happy Prince.”

“Then why are you crying? You have made me quite wet
with your tears.”

“When I was alive and had a human heart,” the Prince
explained, “I did not know what tears were. I never cried
because I lived in a palace where sadness was never allowed
to enter. In the daytime, I played with my friends in the
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garden and in the evening I danced in the palace halls. There
was a very high wall round the garden, but I never wondered
what lay on the other side because everything on my side of
it was so beautiful. Everyone called me the Happy Prince and
indeed I was happy — if pleasure is the same as happiness.
I was so pleased with my little world. Well, so I lived and so I
died. And now that I am dead, they have set me up here so
high that I can see all the ugliness and unhappiness of my
city, and though my heart is made of lead, yet I cannot help
but weep.”

“Oh, so he is not solid gold. He’s only gold on the
outside,” the little Swallow said to himself. He was far too
polite to say such a thing out loud.

“Far away,” said the Happy Prince in a soft sweet voice,
“far away from here, there is a poor house in a little street.
One of the windows is open and through it I can see a woman
seated at a table. Her face is thin and weary and her hands are
red and tired. She is a needlewoman and she is sewing flowers
on a silk dress for a noble lady to wear at a dance in the
palace. Her little boy is lying ill in a corner of the tiny room.
He keeps on asking for oranges but his poor mother has
nothing to give him but river water, and so he cannot stop
crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not take
her the ruby out of my sword. My feet are fixed here and 1
cannot move.”

“My friends are waiting for me in Egypt,” said the
Swallow. “They are flying up and down the River Nile and at
night they are sleeping in the tombs of mighty kings among
gold, jewels and things of marvellous beauty. They have been
waiting for me a long time. I must go to them now.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not stay with
me just for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so
thirsty and his mother is so sad.”
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“I don’t like boys,” answered the Swallow. “Last summer,
when I was flying over the river, some boys kept on throwing
stones at me. They never hit me, of course. We swallows fly
too well for that, but still it was an unpleasant experience.”

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

“Thank you, little Swallow,” said the Prince. And so the
Swallow pecked the great ruby out of the Prince’s sword and
flew away with it over the roofs of the town.

He passed over the church and heard the sound of
singing. He passed over the palace and heard the sound of
dancing. A lady was leaning out of a palace window, looking
- up at the stars. “I hope that my dress will be ready in time
for the ball next week,” she said, “but these needlewomen
are so lazy.”

The Swallow passed on, over the river, the shops and the
banks which in the daytime were crowded with people
buying and selling. At last he came to the poor little house
and looked in. The boy was lying restlessly on his bed and
his mother had fallen asleep in her great weariness. He flew
in and dropped the great ruby on the table beside the
woman’s hand. Then he flew round and round the bed,
cooling the boy’s head with his wings. “How cool I feel
now,” said the boy. “I think that I am getting better,” and
he fell sound asleep.

The Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince and told him
what he had done. “I don’t know why it is,” he said, “but
I feel quite warm now, although it is really very cold.”

“That is because you have helped someone,” said the
Prince. The little Swallow began to think about these words
but he soon stopped thinking and fell asleep. Thinking always
made him feel sleepy.
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When day broke, the Swallow flew down to the river and
had a bath. A very learned professor happened to be crossing
the bridge at that moment and saw the bird. “How very
extraordinary!” he cried. ““A swallow in winter!”” He wrote a
long letter about it to the newspaper. For some time after-
wards people were talking about his letter. They were deeply
impressed by it and thought it extremely clever because it
was full of long words that they could not understand.

“I shall fly to Egypt tonight,” the Swallow decided, “and
I ought to see the sights of the city before I set out.” And so
he paid a visit to all the most important buildings in the city
and sat for a long time on the top of the church. Wherever
he went, the other birds looked at him admiringly, and they
whispered to one another, “What a very distinguished
foreigner. Who can he be?” This made the Swallow feel
rather proud of himself.

When the moon rose, he flew back to the Happy Prince.
“Have you any message that you would like me to carry to
Egypt for you?” he asked. I am just setting out.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will
you not stay with me for one more night?”

“My friends are waiting for me in Egypt,” replied the
Swallow. “The sun is shining there and the air is warm. I have
to go.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, ““far
away across the city I can see a young man in a cold attic.
He is sitting at a table covered with papers, and in a glass at
his side there is a bunch of dead flowers. His hair is brown
and he has large dreamy eyes. He is trying to finish a play for
the theatre but he is too cold to go on writing. There is no
fire in his tiny room and he is weak with hunger.”

“l will stay with you for one more night,” said the
Swallow who was very kind-hearted. “Have you another ruby



THE HAPPY PRINCE 7

for me to take to the young poet?”

“I have no other ruby,” said the Prince. “My eyes are all
that I have left. They are made of beautiful sapphires which
were brought from India a thousand years ago. Peck one of
them out and take it to him. He can sell it to a jeweller. Then
he will be able to keep his fire going and to buy food to eat.
He will be able to finish his play and make his dream of fame
come true.”

“Dear Prince,” said the Swallow sadly, “I cannot peck
your eye out. Don’t ask me to do that.”” And he began to
weep.

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, ‘“‘do as
I command you.”

The Swallow pecked out the Prince’s eye and flew away
with it to the young man’s attic. It was easy enough to get in
because the roof was full of holes. The young poet, who was
sitting with his head buried in his hands, did not hear the
bird’s wings. When he looked up, he found the beautiful
sapphire lying on the dead flowers.

“This must have come from a great admirer of my work,”
he cried. “I am beginning to be famous.” And he set to work
on finishing his play, feeling very hopeful and happy.

The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour where
the seamen were loading and unloading ships that had come
from all parts of the world. The sailors were singing and
shouting to one another. Their excitement reached the
Swallow and he cried out to them, “I am leaving, too. I am
going to Egypt,” but no one paid any attention to him.

When the moon rose, he flew back to the Happy Prince.
“I have come to say goodbye,” he said.

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will
you not stay one more night with me?”’

“It is winter,” replied the Swallow sadly, “and soon it will
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be snowing. In Egypt the hot sun is shining on the green palm
trees. My friends are waiting for me. Dear Prince, I must leave
you but I shall never forget you. And when I return in the
spring, I shall bring you two very precious jewels in place of
those which you have given away. The ruby shall be redder
than the reddest rose and the sapphire as blue as the wide
ocean.”

“There is a little girl standing in the Square below us,”
said the Prince. ‘““‘She is selling boxes of matches — that is
how she earns her living. She has just dropped them all in a
puddle of dirty water and they are spoiled. Her father will
beat her cruelly if she does not bring any money home, and
she is weeping bitterly. She has no shoes on her feet and her
clothes are in rags. Peck my other eye out, and take it to her.
Then her father will not beat her.”

“l will stay with you for one more night,” said the
Swallow, “but I cannot peck out your other eye. You would
be quite blind if I did.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,’
as I command you.”

Then the Swallow pecked out the Prince’s other eye and
flew off with it. When he came to the little match-girl, he
dropped the sapphire into her hand. “What a lovely bit of
glass!” cried the little girl, and ran home laughing.

The Swallow flew back to the Prince. “You are blind
now,” he said, “and so I will stay with you always.”

“No,” said the poor Prince, “you must fly away to
Egypt.”

“I will stay with you always,” repeated the Swallow, and
he slept at the Prince’s feet.

All the next day he sat on the Prince’s shoulder and told
him tales of what he had seen in strange lands far away.
 He told him about the strange red birds that stand in rows

Y

said the Prince, “do
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on the banks of the River Nile, waiting to catch goldfish. He
told him about the Sphinx, that ancient monument in the
desert, with a head halfdion and half-man. Oh, he told him
so many tales of merchants crossing the desert with their
camels and their caravans! One wonderful story was about
the great green snake that sleeps in a palm tree and has
twenty men to feed it with sweet cakes.

“Dear little Swallow,” said the Prince, “you tell me about
marvellously strange things but I think that the strangest
thing of all is the suffering of men and women and poor little
children. Fly over my city, little Swallow, and come back
and tell me the story of what you have seen there.”

So the Swallow flew over the city and saw the rich feasting
in their fine houses while beggars were starving at the gates.
He flew into the dark and dirty lanes and saw the white faces
of little children who were hungry and cold and miserable.
Under a bridge, two little boys were lying in each other’s
arms to try and keep themselves warm. “How cold we are,
and how hungry!” they said. “Get out. You can’t lie here,”
shouted the policeman, and he made them go out in the rain.

The Swallow flew back to the Prince and told him what he
had seen.

“I am all covered with fine gold,” said the Prince. “I want
you to peck it off, little by little, and take it to my poor
people. The living always think that gold can make them
happy. That is not true but, at least, it can buy them food
and warmth.”

Little by little, the Swallow pecked off the fine gold till
the Prince looked dull and grey. He carried the gold to the
poor, and the children’s faces became rosier, and they
laughed and played games in the street. “Now we have some-
thing to eat,” they shouted to one another excitedly.

Then the bitter cold winds brought snow and ice. The
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streets were so bright and shining that they looked as if they
were made of silver. Icicles hung down from the roofs. Rich
people went about in furs.

The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder but he
would not leave the Prince. He loved him too much to
forsake him. He ate the bread crumbs that he found outside
the baker’s door and he tried to keep himself warm by
beating his wings.

At last he knew that he was going to die. He had just
enough strength to fly up on to the Prince’s shoulder. “Good-
bye, dear Prince,” he said weakly. “I have to leave you now.”

“I am glad that you are going to Egypt,” said the Prince.
“You have stayed here too long. I shall miss you, dear little
Swallow, because I love you.”

“I am not going to Egypt,” said the little Swallow. “I am
going to the House of Death. Perhaps that is better. Death is
the brother of Sleep——"" Then he fell down dead at his feet.

At that very moment, a strange noise sounded inside the
statue, a crack, as if something had broken. It was the leaden
heart of the Prince which had broken right in two. Was it the
frost? It was bitterly cold that night.

Early the next morning, the Mayor was walking in the
Square with the Town Councillors. As they were passing
the statue, the Mayor happened to look up at it. “How dis-
gustingly old and dirty the Happy Prince looks!” he said.
“The ruby has fallen out of his sword. His eyes have gone and
so has all that gold which covered him. He looks more like a
beggar than a prince.”

“Yes, indeed. More like a beggar than a prince,” said the
Councillors, who always agreed with everything the Mayor
said.

“And here is a dead bird at his feet,” said the Mayor.
“Disgusting!”’



