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Cu-

dan Andersen might fitly be ap-

» happily bestowed by the natives

obert l.ouis Stevenson: Tusitala,

I"'ales.” For more than half a cen-

o *anish story-teller has been beloved
I 15E 1S Al parts of the world, and nowhere

yo oreh voted admirers than in Great Brit-
and thos. ..nds where English is the common

ig- €. As has been well said, “Andersen was a
rseman, and the blood of Norsemen 1s 1in our

b, oiri-s of books being chiefly designed for
nge. chitdren, only those stories have been in-
~ded which are most suitable for the purpose.
For those who here make first acquaintance
th Andersen, it may be well to state that he was
.rn at Odense, 1in the Baltic 1sland of Funen, on
ril 2, 1805. His first fairy tales were published
.en he was about thirty years of age. “I have
F".‘.en them,” he wrote to a friend, “just as if I
erc telling them to a child.” That, no doubt, was
ac reason of his success, though as a matter of fact
1e stories were not at first at all highly regarded.
opularity came later, and he died, greatly hon-
red, at his country heouse near Copenhagen on
ugust 4, 1875.

H. G.
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The Little Swineherd
or the Prince in Disguise

[here was once a poor Prince: he had a kingdom,
ut it was a very l*“';&e one; still 1t was large
nough to marry upou, 'and to marry he was de-
ermined.

Now, it was rather bold of him to make up to
he Emperor’s daughter and say T right out,
‘Will you have me?” Yet he did so, ror his name
vas known far and wide, and there were hun-
lreds of princesses who would have been very
rlad to say “Yes,” if they had been asked. But did
he Emperor’s daughter do so? Well now, you shail -
1€ar.

On the grave of the Prince’s father grew a rose-
ree—a vory lovely rose-tree! It only bloomed
mce in every five years, and then it only bore a
ingle rose, but that was so sweet that by meiely
mielling 1t you forgot all your cares and sor-
ows. The Prince had also a nightingale which
ould sing as though all the lovely songs in the
vorld were 1n its little throat. The Princess was to
ave both the rose and the nightingale, and that

1ow it came about that they were both put nio

OT Cases and seut to her.

" he Emperer had them borne before him into

: large room where the Princess used to walk
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10 | Andersen’s Fairy Tales

and play at “visitors” with her ladies-in-waiting;
and when she saw the cases, with the presents in
them, she clapped her hands for joy. "

“Only fancy if it were a little pussy-cat!” said
she. But it turned out to be a rose-tree with a sin-
gle beautiful rose.

“How prettily it is made!” said all the Court
ladies.

“It is more than pretty,” said the Emperor. “It
is genteel.”

But the Princess felt the rose, and immediately
was ready to burst into tears.

“Fie! Papa,” said she; “it is not artificial after
all, it 1s real!”

“Fiel” said all the Court ladies; “‘it 1s real!”

“Let us see what is 1n the other case before
we lose our tempers,” said the Emperor, and so
the nightingale was produced, and it sang s¢.
sweetly that for the moment it was quite impos-
sible to find z2nv £2ult with it.

“Superbe! Charmant!” cried the Court ladies.
for they all chattered French; it was hard to say
which ot them chattered worst.

“The bird reminds me of the late Empress’s
musical-box!” said an old courtier. “Ah, yes! 1t’s
just the same tune, and the same time.” *

“Yes,” said the Emperor; and began to cry like
a child.

“But it is not a real bird, I hope,” said the
Princess.

“Yes, it is a real bird,” said those who had
brought it.
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“Indeed! then let it fly away!” said the Princess,
nd she would on no account hear of the Prince
oming to see her.

[But he was not to be rebuffed. He smeared his
ce all over with black and brown, pressed his
:ap down over his eyes, and knocked at the pal-
ice door.

~ “Good morning, Emperor!” said he. “Could I
10t take service in the palace here?”

“Well, there are so many applicants already,”
jaid the Emperor; “but let me see, I very much
want someone who can look after the swine, for
we have lots of them.”

So the Prince was appointed the Imperial swine-
herd. They gave him a wretched little shed close
to the pigstye, and there he had to live. The
whole day long he sat and worked, and by eve-
o'ng had made a pretty little pipkin, with bells
1't round it, and as soon as ever the pipkin began
iy boil, the bells tlnkled so prettily, and played
1€ old melody—

“Ah! thou darling Augustine!
*I'is all over now, I ween!”

But the best of it was that when one held one’s
fingers in the steam that came out of this pot one
could 1mmed1ately smell what was being cooked
on every hearth in the town. Now, that was cet-
tainly something very superior to a rose.

' And now the Princess came walking along with
Er ladies-in-waiting, and when she heard the
elody she stood still, and was delighted, for she
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also could play “Ah! thoy darling Augustine!”
It was indeed the only tune she knew, but she
played it with one finger.

“Yes,” she said, “that is the song that I can play.
He must indeed be a clever swineherd. Go in and
ask him what the instrument costs.”

So one of the maids of honor was obliged to
go down into the shed, but she put on pattens
first. ’

“What do you want for that pipkin?” asked the
maid of honor.

“I want ten kisses from the Princess,” said the
swineherd.

“Good gracious!” said the maid of honor.

“Yes, I will not take less,” said the swineherd.

“Well, what does he say?” asked the Princess.

“I réally dare not tell you,” said the maid of
honor, “it is too frightfyl!"

“Then whisper it in my ear.” So she whispered.

“He is very naughty, reallyl” said the Princess,
and turned away at once; but when she had gone
a little distance the bells jingled again so
sweetly:—

“Ah! thou darling Augustine!
"T'is all over now, I ween!”

“Listen now!”’ said the Princess, “ask him if he
will take ten kisses from my Court ladies.”

“No, thank you!” said the swineherd; “ten
_ kisses from the Princess, please, or 1 shall keep the
pipkin!”’

“How very tiresome, to be sure!” said the Prin-
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cess. “Well, then, stand all of you in front of me,
so that nobody can see!l”

So all the Court ladies made a circle round
them, spreading out their dresses; and the
swineherd got the ten kisses, and the Princess the
pipkin.

And now indeed they had a merry time of it.
All that evening, and the whole of the next day,
the pipkin was kept a-boiling. There was not a
hearth in the town but they knew what was being
cooked there, whether it was the Lord Chamber-
lain’s or the cobbler’s. The Court ladies danced
and clapped their hands.

“We know who i1s going to have soup and pan-
cakes for dinner, and who 1is going to have
chops and hasty-pudding. How interesting that
is!”

“Most highly interesting!” said the Lady Stew-
ardess of the Household.

“Yes; but hold your tongues about it, for I am
the Emperor’s daughter!”

“Of course, of course!” said they all.

The swineherd, that is to say, the Prince—but
they of course thought he was a real swineherd—
let not a day pass without making something or
other; and at last he made a rattle, and when one
sprang this rattle, one heard all the waltzes, jigs,
and polkas that ever were known since the crea-
tion of the world.

“Why, that is superbe!” said the Princess, as
she passed by, “I have never heard a finer com-
position! Listen now! Just go and ask him what
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the instrument costs. But mind, I will give no
more kisses!”

“He wants a hundred kisses from the Princess!’
said the maid of honor who had been to ask.

“I think he 1s mad!” said the Princess, and she
went on her way, but when she had gone a little
distance she stood still. “After all, one should en-
courage the fine arts,” said she. “I am the Em-
peror’s daughter. Tell him he shall have ten kisses
as before; he can take the rest from my Court
ladies.”

“But we do not care about that!” said the Court
ladies.

“Fiddlesticks!” said the Princess. “If I can kiss
him surely you may. Remember, I give you board
and wages!” So the maid of honor had to go to
him again.

“A hundred kisses from the Princess,” said he,
“or everyone keeps his own!”

“Stand around us then!” said the Princess, and
so all the Court ladies did as they were bid, and
he up and kissed her.

“What is the meaning of all that commotion
by the pigstye yonder?” asked the Emperor, who
had stepped out upon the balcony; and he rubbed
his eyes, and put on his spectacles. “Why, 1if it
isn’t the Court ladies! They are playing some sort
of game. I must go down to them.” So he put on
his slippers, and pulled them up behind, for they
were shoes he had worn down at heel.
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My goodness! what a hurry he was in.

As soon as he came into the courtyard, he
walked very sortly, and the Court ladies had so
much to do with counting the kisses, so that it
might be a perfectly fair bargain, and the swine-
herd might not get too many or too few, that they
never observed the Emperor.

He raised himself on tiptoe. “Why, what’s
this?”” said he, when he saw them kissing, and
with that he beat them about the head with his
slipper just as the swineherd had got his six-and-
eightieth kiss.

“Be off with you, out of my sight!” said the Em-
peror, for he was very angry, and both the Prin-
cess and the swineherd were expelled from his
domains.

There she stood now a-weeping; the swineherd
cursed and the rain poured down in torrents.

“Alas! wretched creature that I am!” said the
Princess; “if only I had taken that nice Princel
Alas! how miserable I am!”

Then the swineherd slipped behind a tree,
wiped all the black and brown from his face,
threw away his nasty clothes, and stepped for-
ward in his princely raiment, looking so hand-
some that the Princess could not but curtsey.

“I have come to scorn you,” said--he. “You
would not have an honest Prince! You could not
appreciate roses and nightingales, but you could
kiss the swineherd for a foolish toy! Take it, then,
and much good may it do you!”
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So he returned to his kingdom, shut the door
behind him, and barred and bolted it, and she
was left outside to sing:—

“Ah! thou darling Augustinel!
*T'1s all over now, I weenl!”



