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Immensee

The Old Man

One afternoon in the late autumn a well-dressed®old man
was walking slowly down the street. He seemed to be
returning home from a walk, for his shoes were covered with
dust. Its fashion was out of date.

Under his arm he carried a long, gold-headed cane; his dark
eyes, in which the whole of his longlost youth seemed to'have
centred,and which is in strange contrast with his snow-white hair,
gazed calmly on the sights around him or peered into the town as it
lay before him,bathed in the light of sunset.

He seemed to be almost a stranger, for only a few that
passed by greeted him, although many people was forced to
gaze into his grave eyes involuntarily®.

At last he stopped before a high, gabled house, cast one

more glance out toward the town,and then went into the hall.

® well-dressed: FHEANG, FEF RS
® involuntarily: Ré R, Lok
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Immensee

At the sound of the door-bell some one in the room within
drew aside the green curtain from a small window that faced
the hall,and the face of an old woman was seen behind it . The
man made a sign to her with his cane.

“No light yet!” he said in a slightly southern accent, and
the housekeeper let the curtain fall again.

The old man now passed through the broad hall, through an
inner hall, where there stood huge oaken chests against the walls
bearing some vases; then through the door opposite he entered a
small lobby,from which a narrow staircase led to the upper rooms
at the back of the house. He climbed the stairs slowly, unlocked a
door at the top,and went in a room of medium size.

It was a comfortable, quiet room. One of the walls was 7
lined with cupboards and bookcases;on the other hung pictures
of men and places;on a table with a green cover lay a number
of books,and bofore the table stood a massive arm-chair with a
red cushion.

After the old man had placed his hat and stick in a corner,
he sat down in the arm-chair folding his hands, seemed to be
resting after his walk. While he sat thus, it was growing

gradually darker ; and before long a moonbeam came through
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Immensee

the window-panes® and upon the pictures on the wall; and as
the bright band of light passed slowly onward the old man’s
eyes followed it involuntarily.

Now it reached a litttle picture in a simple blaqk frame.
“Elisabeth!” said the old man softly; and as he uttered the

word, time had changed to the time when he was young.

® window-pane; & & &
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The Children

Before very long the dainty form of a little maiden advanced
toward him, whose name was Elisabeth, She might have been five
years old. He himself was twice that age. Round her neck she wore
a red silk kerchief which suited her brown eyes very well.

“Reinhard!” she cried, “we have a holiday,a holiday! No
school the whole day and none tomorrow either!”

Reinhard was carrying his slate under his arm, but he
flung it behind the front door, and then both the children ran
through the house into the garden and through the garden gate
out into the meadow. The unexpected holiday brought them a
happy opportunity.

It was in the meadow that Reinhard, with Elisabeth’s
help, had built a house out of sods of grass. They meant to live
in it during the summer evenings; but it is no bench. So he
began to work at once there: nails, hammer,and the necessary

boards were already to hand.

8
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While he was thus engaged, Elisabeth went to gather the
ring-shaped seeds of the wild mallow® in her apron, and
planned to make herself chains and necklaces out of them;so
that when Reinhard had at last finished his bench with great
efforts,and came out into the sunlight again, she was already
wandering far away at the other end of the meadow.

“Elisabeth!”he called, “Elisabeth!”and then she came, her
hair streaming behind her.

“Come here,” he said; “our house is finished now. Why,
you have got quite hot! Come in, and let us sit on the new
bench. I will tell you a story.”

So they both went in and sat down on the new bench.
Elisabeth took the little seed-rings out of her apron and strung
them on long threads. Reinhard began his tale: “Once upon a
time there were three spinning®-women. ..”

“Oh!” said Elisabeth, “you’ve told me several times; you
really must not always tell me the same story. ”

Reinhard had to give up the story of the three spinning-women
and tell instead the story of the poor man who was thrown into the

den of lions.

@ mallow: 4% K & %
@ spinning: & &

10



WA KRR, FRT AR T SRGNEES

SIATHGE MR B, 3T X AT R A
s, UBBEHREBATHRET KR, EHMRETH, F
W3 E 285 8 T EREEN A — .

AP AL B, “FEFAr TR, BRETH
%, —kFEERAHESE .

“BlxiK,” M, “RIOBEFEFERT. ¥, K
SRMIE] HR, ROLAFRE L, RARIAEE.

FR, BARETHER, SEREFREL. FREFA
W B SN, BT RS L. BREFHETHE
B AT, BEAGD Ko

“WEF PR AR, RARFERERT, RIES
X AOET

EMBAUFABEEA GO KNS, BT AFTARH
WO AR o

11



Immensee

“It was night,” he said, “black night, you know, and the lions
were asleep. But every now and then they would yawn in their sleep
and shoot out their red tongues. And then the man would shudder and
think it was morning. Suddenly a bright light fell all about him. He
looked up and saw an angel standing before him. The angel made a
sign to him with his hand and then went straight into the rocks. ”

Elisabeth had been listening attentively. “An angel?” she
said. “Had he wings,then?”

»

“It is only a story,” answered Reinhard, “there are no

angels,you know. ”

“Reinhard!”she cried,staring him straight in the face.

He looked at her with a frown, and she asked him
hesitatingly®: “ Well, why do they always say there are?
Mother,and Aunt,and at school as well?”

“I don’t know,”he answered.

“But tell me,”said Elisabeth, “are there no lions either?”

“Lions? Are there lions? In India,yes. They’'re harnessed
to drive carriages about the desert. When I'm big,I mean to go
out there myself. It is thousands of times more beautiful in that
country than it is here at home;there’s no winter at all there.

And you must come with me. Will you?”

® hesitatingly: ¥ & % 393b, S35k
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