1\‘ L &‘
?’E :w
FPWIE BOMGER A2 55 A P EE

(3] flrF - 2RZEO0F HMBEOF

KA R 2 LA
FANLEAR




THE NTGHTTING AL E
AN THE RS

7755 15 BB

(] RAF - ERIBOF

A NORES

FIXBVE
(% & 3EHER)

ST SE )
FAANLEAR




EBEMGE (CIP) B

P SO < YEUNGE - BRI / (98 ) BT
o - EURME  ARBIN I . —— R R ARTRE
2017.10

ISBN 978-7-201-12330-~1

T . . OB k- M . OEETE—
W[ e —E . IV (D 1561.88

o [ A [ 5 CIP BB A% T (2017) 55 211225 5

PG LGB : S DUNE (Rt )

YEYING YU MEIGUI: YINGHAN SHUANGYU(CAISE CHATUBAN)

Ih M RH AR GE

IR A il

W b KT RIE X PR 35 o REE R
HE B 300051

MGG (022) 23332469

[ HE http//www.tjrmebs.com

i P yrmebs@126.com

T T F R
M &y A s

BIRTEIR A TR 13 Bt D68 5 AR )

z B pEAE

A 787Tx1092 K 1/16

Ep Rk

7O 192 TF

BRUCENTR 20184F2 4510 20184F2 H 45 1R EL il

i,

iE ffy  22.00 JC

WAL RS
E B INED L B 615E, EBERE AR FBR (022-23332469)



THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE ROSE / 775 S5 E IR <voeeeremmeeen. 1

THE HAPPY PRINCE / SERE T J -ovteeeresansarnenctineecscneceentnranennnnns 2]
THE SELFISH GIANT / X AAAEDE -ccvevvermmeiiiai e 49
THE DEVOTED FRIEND / A A AL wveeveeeeeeemieieieiie 65
THE REMARKABLE ROCKET / JE FLA K +vvvemrermmmmmnmnreenniieannen. 03
THE YOUNG KING / ZDAETE «evttenteeneiumntmanntiimiiiniiiieneecenensneanns 129

THE STAR=-CHILD / E':_}ZJL ...................................................... 165



THE NIGHTINGALE
AND THE ROSE

s R




CKEEMNAEHA. T REXHE, "R
B, BREIWNEE. ARZEW, AT EL
B, ‘B RAZGHEFOARE. hFEEDF,
WA EER. %, XL/, ELTTHE
bR, BEhFREAFT EHE, A TEHA
[ b



RESHH

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

From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him, and she
looked out through the leaves, and wondered.

“No red rose in all my garden!”he cried, and his beautiful eyes filled with
tears.“Ah, on what little things does happiness depend! | have read all that
the wise men have written, and all the secrets ofbhilosophy are mine, yet for
want of a red rose 1s my life made wretched.”

“Here at last is a true lover,”said the Nightingale. “Night after night have |
sung of him, though I knew him not: night after night have I told his story to
the stars, and now I see him. His hair is dark as the hyacinth-blossom, and his
lips are red as the rose of his desire; but passion has made his face like pale
ivory, and sorrow has set her seal upon his brow.”
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4  THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE ROSE

“The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night,” murmured the young
Student,”and my love will be of the company. If | bring her a red rose she
will dance with me till dawn. If | bring her a red rose, I shall hold her in my
arms, and she will lean her head upon my shoulder, and her hand will be
clasped in mine. But there is no red rose in my garden, so I shall sit lonely,
and she will pass me by. She will have no heed of me. and my heart will
break.”

“Here indeed is the true lover,”said the Nightingale. “What I sing of, he
suffers: what is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely

Love is a wonderful thing. It is more precious than
emeralds, and dearer than fine opals. Pearls and
pomegranates 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 musicians will sit in their gallery,”said the
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6 THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE ROSE

young Student,“and play upon their stringed instruments, and my 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 me she will not dance, for [ have no red rose to
give her”; and he flung himself down on the grass, and buried his face in his
hands, and wept.

“Why is he weeping?”asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran past him with
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, low voice.

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

“For a red rose?”they cried;how very ridiculous!”” and the little Lizard,
who was something of a cynic, laughed outright.But the Nightingale
understood the secret of the Student’s sorrow, and she sat silent in the oak-
tree, and thought about the mystery of Love.

H O BERN . WBETIB AR, LA L, SRR AR TR 2 HE P M
L . AR AR BE, IR B MR BN LD . " T, bl
FERCHL, T3 G SR
shtafy/NBERRDE, A A SN T T s R FE L DA IR iy
WM BDE ©REE, fbaRmlisi.  “MR, EA? 7GRl aRmibny

¢ o ARBITEEER . W, BAa? U RER, by
- ey JL oo -

e , — _é’ Y
P ST ‘f 7 EARSED D SIVAS

fAREFEE Ml A HRIE
o JNBER AR AN, TR
SR, BCH 1 AR AR U R L e A

P+

R
",)v
i3 B
b “‘\
g -
e
L U =,
.
= Srny 2 %\\
- N
A e 3 Mg g G



REEHE 7

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

“Give me a red rose,”’she cried,“and [ will sing you my 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 mountain. But go to my brother who grows
round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give you

ey

what you want.”

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that
was growing round the old sun-dial.

“Give me a red rose,”she cried,“and 1 will sing you

my sweetest song.”
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But the Tree shook its head.

“My roses are yellow,”it answered;“as yellow as
the hair of the mermaiden who sits upon an amber
throne, and yellower than the daffodil that blooms in
the meadow before the mower comes with his scythe.
But go to my brother who grows beneath the Student’s
window, and perhaps he will give you what yout want.”

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that
was growing beneath the Student’s window.

“Give me a red rose,”she cried, “and I will sing you
my sweetest song.”

But the Tree shook its head.

“My roses are red,”’it answered, as red as the feet of
the dove, and redder than the great fans of coral that
wave and wave in the ocean-cavern. But the winter has
chilled my veins, and the frost has nipped my buds, and
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10 THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE ROSE

the storm has broken my branches, and I shall have no roses at all this year.”

“One red rose is all 1 want,”cried the Nightingale, “only one red rose! Is
there no way by which I can get 1t?”

“There 1s away,”’answered the Tree;"but it 1s so
terrible that I dare not tell it to you.”

“Tell it to me,”said the Nightingale,”l am not
afraid.”

“If you want a red rose,”said the Tree,"you must
build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with
your own heart’s-blood. You must sing to me with
your breast against a thorn. All night long you must
sing to me, and the thorn must pierce your heart,
and your life-blood must flow into my veins, and
become mine.”

“Death is a great price to pay for a red rose, cried
the Nightingale,“and Life is very dear to all. It is
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HESHIH U

pleasant to sit in the green wood, and to watch the Sun in his chariot of gold,
and the Moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn, and
sweet are the bluebells that hide in the valley, and the heather that blows on
the hill. Yet Love is better than Life, and what is the heart of a bird compared
to the heart of a man?”

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared into the air. She
swept over the garden like a shadow, and like d.shadow she sailed through
the grove.

The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had left him, and
the tears were not yet dry in his beautiful eyes.

“Be happy,“cried the Nightingale,“be happy; you shall have your red rose.
I will build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with my own heart’s-
blood. All that I ask of you in return is that you will be a true lover, for
Love is wiser than Philosophy, though she is wise, and mightier than Power,
though he is mighty. Flame-coloured are his
wings, and coloured like flame is his body.
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12 THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE ROSE

His lips are sweet as honey, and his breath is like frankincense.”

The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, but he could not

understand what the Nightingale was saying to him, for he only knew the

things that are written down in books.

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of the little

Nightingale who had built her nest in his branches.

A

“Sing me one last song,”he
whispered;“l shall feel very lonely
when you are gone.”

So the Nightingale sang to the
Oak-tree, and her voice was like
water bubbling from a silver jar.

When she had finished her song
the Student got up, and pulled a note-
book and a lead-pencil out of his
pocket.

“She has form,”he said to himself,
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