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TO HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN.

—_—

My DEAR ANDERSEN,

I merEwiTH send you what in fact is your own
already—some of your charming Stories, in the lan-
guage of that country where your works, and lately
yourself, have met with so hearty a welcome.

The translation of ¢ Little Tuk” was begun, you
know, in your own room in London, one day while
I was awaiting your return. You were surprised and
pleased to find me so employed ; and your words,
when I asked if you would like me to do the others
—<Oh, yes! Certainly ! Pray do them all I"—deter-
mined me at once to complete the collection, part of
which I had already sent you in 1846. They were,
moreover, made doubly interesting by all you told
me about them, and of the circumstances under
which they were written. :

You see, then, I do “remember the fairy tales,”
as you write to me in your last letter ; and as this
little Volume which contains them—independent of
the authorship —is thus in many ways connected
with yourself, and with your stay in England, where
we were so much together, allow me to beg you will
accept it in remembrance of those pleasant hours,
which (I think I may say it) will not soon. be forgot-
ten by either of us. Yours, dear Andersen,

Faithfully and sincerely,

CHARLES BONER.

Donau Stauf, near Ratisbon,
August 6th, 1847.
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TO THE

YOUNG READERS OF THESE TALES.

My DEAR LITTLE FRIENDS,

Here is another Volume of ANDERSEN'S
charming Stories for you; and I am sure
you will be glad to get it. For my part,
I am always delighted to find one that I
do not happen to have yet seen; and as
I know the others pleased you—for I have
heard so, both directly and indirectly, from
a great many people, and not only English
children, but Irish children too, and as to
the children in Scotland, you will see pre-
sently how much they like them—there
can be no doubt that you all will be over-
joyed to have a few more of these stories
told you.

And there 1s no one who participates
in this delight more than—whom do you
think ? Why, than Andersen himself ! e
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1s so happy that his Tales have been thus
joyfully received, and that they have found
their way to the hearts and sympathies of
you all. He speaks of it with evident
pleasure ; and it is not vanity, but his kind
affectionate nature, which inclines him to
mention such little occurrences as prove
how firm a hold his writings have taken
on the minds of the young and gentle-na-
tured. “So much praise might,” he says,
“spoil a man, and make him vain. Yet
no, it does not spoil him : on the contrary,
1t makes him better; it purifies his thoughts,
and this must give one the impulse and
the will to deserve it all.” He was so
pleased to hear, and I, you may be sure,
was equally pleased to tell him, what had
been written to me by a friend a short
time before—that several little boys and
girls, Miss Edgeworth’s nephews and nieces,
were so delighted with the “TALEs FROM
DENMARE,” that they not only read and re-
read them continually, but used 70 act the
stories together in their play-hours !



INTRODUCTION. Vil

And a certain little dark-eyed thing of
my acquaintance, “little Nelly,” or “the
little gipsey,” as I sometimes call her,
knows the whole story of “Ellie and the
Pretty Swallow” by heart ; and another
“wee thing” that cannot yet read, but is
always wanting to have stories told her,
knows all about Kay and Gerda, and the
flower-garden, and how Gerda went to look
for her brother, inquiring of everybody she
met, and how at last the good sister found
him.

In Copenhagen, as Andersen himself told
me, all the children know him. ¢ And,”
he said, with a countenance that shewed
such homage was dearer to him than the
more splendid honours paid as tributes to
his genius, “as I walk along the street,
the little darlings nod and kiss their hands
to me; and they say to one another,
¢ There’s Andersen !’ and then some more
run and wave their hands. Oh yes, they
all know me. But sometimes, if there be
one who does not, then, perhaps, his mam-
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ma will say, ¢ Look, that is he who wrote
the story you read the other day, and
that you liked so much ;” and so we soon
get acquainted.” And #his popularity de-
lights him more than anything; and you
surely cannot call it vanity.

In the account he has written of his
life, he relates a circumstance that hap-
pened to him at Dresden; and it is so
pretty that I insert it here. He writes:
“An evening that for me was particularly
interesting I spent with the royal family,
who received me most graciously. Here
reigned the same quiet that is found in
private life in a happy family. A whole
troop of amiable children, all helonging to
Prince John, were present. The youngest
of the princesses, a little girl who knew
that I had written the story of ‘The Fir-
Tree, began familiarly her conversation
with- me in these words: ¢ Last Christmas
we also had a fir-tree, and it stood here
in this very room. - Afterwards, when she
was taken to bed earlier than the others,
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and had wished her parents and the king
and queen °‘Good night,” she turned round
once more at the half-closed door, and
nodded to me in a friendly manner, and
as though we were old acquaintance. I
was her prince of the fairy tale.”

But it is not the praise of the great,
or the admiration of a court, on which he
sets most value, as you will see by the
following extract from a letter which I
received from him to-day, only an hour or
two ago. It is about his stay in England,
and his visit to the north, after I had left
him, and I am sure he will not mind my
sharing thus much of what he writes to
me with you. “The hearty welcome I
met with in Scotland moved me greatly.
My writings were so well known, I found
so many friends, that I can hardly take in
so much happiness. But I must relate you
one instance: in Edinburgh I went with
a party of friends to Heriot’s Hospital,
where orphan children are taken care of
and educated. We were all obliged to
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inscribe our names in the visitors' hook.
The porter read the names, and asked if
that was Andersen the author ; and when
some one answered ‘Yes,” the old man folded
his hands and gazed quite in ecstacy at
an old gentleman who was with us, and
said, ‘Yes, yes! he is just as T had al-
ways fancied him to myself—the venerable
white hair—the mild expression—yes, that
18 Andersen !’ They then explained to
him that I was the person. ¢ That young
man !” he exclaimed ; < Why generally such
people, when one hears about them, are
either dead or very old” When the story
was told me, I at first thought it was a
joke ; but the porter came up to me in
& most touching manner, and told me how
he and all the boys entered so entirely
and heartily into my stories. It so af-
fected me that I almost shed tears.”

This is indeed popularity !

Now I dare say you thought that the
little princes and princesses in 2 king’s
palace had tastes and feelings very different
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from a poor charity-boy; but you see,
although so different in rank, they were
alike in one thing—they were both chil-
dren ; and childhood, if left to itself, is in
all situations the same.

And do you know, too, my little friends,
that you are very excellent critics? Yes,
most sage and excellent critics ; though I
dare say not one of you even ever dreamt
of such a thing. DBut it 1s, nevertheless,
true ; and not some, but all of you, whe-
ther in England, Scotland, or Ireland—the
little boys in Heriot’s Hospital, and the
little princess at Dresden who knew the
story of “The Fir-Tree.” For without one
dissentient voice you have passed favour-
able judgment on these stories: in your
estimation of them you were unanimous.

Yet when they first appeared in Den-
mark some of the critics by profession
found fault with them, and wondered, as
they said, how an author who had written
works of greater pretension, could think of
making his appearance with something so

L]
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childish as these tales. And some kind
friends, grown-up people, whose opinion
was not unimportant, advised him by all
means to give up writing such stories, as
he had no talent for them ; and it was
only later, that, to wuse Andersen’s own
words, “every door and heart in Denmark
Was open to them.” But all of you, not
critics by profession, you welcomed them
at once ; directly you saw them you per-
ceived their beauty—you cherished and
gave them a place in your heart. And
this is the reason why I say that you are
sage and excellent critics; and if you
can preserve the same simple-heartedness,
finding pleasure in what is natural and
truthful, and allow yourselves to he guided
by the instincts of your pure uncorrupted
nature, you may always be so.

You will like to know that Thorwaldsen,
the great Thorwaldsen, loved to hear An-
dersen repeat these tales. Tt is true he
has quite a peculiar way of relating them,
which adds greatly to their charm. I
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begged him one day to tell me the story
of “The Top and Ball,” and he immedi-
ately sat down on the sofa and began.
Though I knew it by heart from begin-
ning to end, so often had I read it over,
yet 1t now seemed quite new, from his
manner of telling 1t ; and I was as amused,
and laughed as much, as though I had ne-
ver heard it before. That very pretty one,
“Ole Luckoie,” was written when in the
society of Thorwaldsen; and “often at
dusk,” so Andersen relates, “ when the fa-
mily circle were sitting in the summer-
house, would Thorwaldsen glide gently in,
and, tapping me on the shoulder, ask,
“‘Are we little ones to have no story to-
night?’ It pleased him to hear the same
story over and over again ; and often, while
employed on his grandest works, he would
stand with a smiling countenance and lis-
ten to the tale of ‘Top and Ball, and
‘The Ugly Duck.”” The last is my fa-
vourite also.

From Rome, where this occurred, you
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must now take a jump with me to Ham-
burg ; for I have to tell you an anecdote
that happened there to Andersen, also
about his stories, which he relates in his
“Life.” He had gone to see Otto Speck-
ter, whose clever and characteristic pic-
tures most of you will certainly know, and
he intended to go afterwards to the play.
Speckter accompanied him. ¢ We passed
an elegant house. ‘We must first go 1in
here, my dear friend, said he; ‘g very
rich family lives there, friends of mine,
friends of your tales; the children will be
overjoyed—* But the Opera,” said I, ¢ Only,
for two minutes,’ he replied, and drew me
into the house, told my name, and the
circle of children collected round me. ©And
now repeat a story,” he said ; ‘only a sin-
gle one.’ I did so, and hurried to the
theatre. “ That was a strange visit,” 1
sald. ‘A capital one! a most excellent
one!” shouted he. Only think! the chil-
dren are full of Andersen and his fairy
tales: all of a sudden he stands in the
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midst of them, and relates one himself,
and then he is gone — vanished. ~Why
that very circumstance is a fairy tale for
the children, and will remain vividly in
their memory. It amused me too.”

You will be getting impatient, I am
afraid. However, before I finish I must
tell you something about the Stories in
this Volume. The translation of them I
had begun in Andersen’s room, and when
he came in we began talking about them,
one of which, “The Little Girl with the
Matches;” I had read in his absence. I
told him how delighted I was with it—
that I found it most exquisitely narrated ;
but that how such a thing came into his
head, I could not conceive. He then said
“ That was written when I was on a visit at
the Duke of Augustenburg’s. I received a
letter from Copenhagen from the editor of a
Danish almanac for the people, in which
he said he was very anxious to have some-
thing of mine for 1it, but that the book was
already nearly printed. In the letter were
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two wood-cuts, and these he wished to make
use of, if only I would write something to
which they might serve as illustrations. One
was the picture of a little match-girl, ex-
actly as I have described her. It was from
the picture that I wrote the story—wrote
1t, surrounded by splendour and rejoicing, at
the castle of Grauenstein, in Schleswig.”

“And Little Tuk,” said I.— Oh! ¢ Little
Tuk,”” answered he, laughing; “I will tell
you all about him. When in Oldenburg I
lived for some time at the house of a friend
the Counsellor von E * * * The children’s
names were Charles and Gustave (Augus-
ta ?), but the little boy always called him-
self ‘Tuk.” He meant to say ¢Charles,’
but he could not pronounce it otherwise.
Now once I promised the dear little things
that I would put them in a fairy tale, and so
both of them appeared, but as poor chil-
dren, in the story of ¢Little Tuk.” So you
see, as reward for all the hospitality I re-
ceived 1n Germany, I take the German
children and make Danes of them.”
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You see he can make a story out of
anything.  “They peep over his shoul-
der,” as he once wrote to me, a long time
ago. And one time, when he was just
going to set off on a journey, his friend
sald to him, “My little Erich possesses
two leaden soldiers, and he has given one
of them to me for you, that you may take
1t with you on your travels.”

Now I should not at all wonder if this
were the very “Resolute Leaden Soldier”
you read of in the “Tares FrRoM DENMARK;”
but this one, 1t is true, was a Turk, and
I don’t think the other was. And then,
too, there 1s nothing said about this one
having but one leg. However, it may be
the same after all.

As to the tale called “The Naughty Boy,”
that, 1t 1s true, is an old story. The poet
Anacreon wrote 1t long, long ago ; but An-
dersen has here re-told it in so humorous
a manner, that 1t will no doubt amuse you
as much as though 1t had been written origi-
nally by him. e has given the whole, too,

b
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quite another dress; and “the naughty
boy” himself he has tricked out so drolly,
and related such amusing tricks of him, that
I think Mr. Andersen had better take care
the young rogue does not play him a sly
turn some day or other, for the little incor-
rigible rascal respects nobody.

Before I say farewell, there is one thing I
must tell you ; which is, there are two per-
sons you certainly little think of to whom
you owe some thanks for the pretty tales of
Andersen that have so greatly delighted you,
as well as for those he may still write. You
will never guess who they are, so I will tell
you. They are Frederick VI, the late and
Christian VIIL, the present King of Den-
mark. The former gave Andersen a pension
to relieve him from the necessity of depend-
mng on his pen for bread ; so that, free from
cares, he was able to pursue his own varied
fancies. Though not much, it was sufficient :
but the present king, who has always been
most kind to your friend Andersen—for so
you surely consider him—increased his pen-
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sion considerably, in order that he might be
able to travel, and follow in full liberty the
bent of his genius.

Now, do you not like a king who thus
holds out his hand to genius, who delights
to honour the man who has done honour to
their common country, and who is proud to
interest himself in his fate as in that of a
friend ? And this King Christian VIIL does.
Am I not right, then, in saying that you owe
him your thanks ?

Farewell my little friends, and believe
that I am always ready and willing to serve
you.

CHARLES BONER.

Donau Stauf, near Ratisbon,
September 19, 1847.
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Yes, that was little Tuk : in reality his
hame was not Tuk, but that was what he
called himself before he could speak plain :
he meant it for Charles, and it is all well
enough if one do but know it. He had
now to take care of his little sister Ay-
gusta, who was much less than himself,
and he was, besides, to learn his lesson at
the same time ; but these two things would
not do together at all. There sat the poor
little fellow with his sister on his lap, and

B
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he sang to her all the songs he knew; and
he glanced the while from time to time
into the geography-book that lay open be-
fore him. By the next morning he was
to have learnt all the towns in Zealand by
heart, and to know about them all that is
possible to be known. :

His mother now came home, for she had
been out, and took little Augusta on her
arm. Tuk ran quickly to the window,
and read so eagerly that he pretty nearly
read his eyes out; for it got darker and
darker, but his mother had no money to
buy a candle.

“There goes the old washerwoman over
the way,” sald his mother, as she looked
out of the window. “The poor woman can
hardly drag herself along, and she must now
drag the pail home from the fountain : be
a good hoy, Tukey, and run across and
help the old woman, won’t you ?”
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So Tuk ran over quickly and helped
her ; but when he came back again into
the room 1t was quite dark, and as to a
light, there was no thought of such a thing.
He was now to go to bed ; that was an
old turn-up bedstead : in it he lay and
thought about his geography lesson, and of
Zealand, and of all that his master had
told him. He ought, to be sure, to have
read over his lesson again, but that, you
know, he could not do. He therefore put
his geography-book under his pillow, be-
cause he had heard that was a very good
thing to do when one wants to learn one’s
lesson; but one cannot, however, rely upon
1t entirely. Well, there he lay, and thought
and thought, and all at once it was just
as if some one kissed his eyes and mouth:
he slept, and yet he did not sleep ; it was
as though the old washerwoman gazed on
him with her mild eyes and said, “1It
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were a great sin if you were not to know
your lesson to-morrow morning. You have
alded me, I therefore will now help you ;
and the loving God will do so at all
times.” And all of a sudden the book
under Tuk’s pillow began scraping and
scratching.

“Kickery-ki! kluk! kluk! kluk !”—that
was an old hen who came creeping along,
and she was from Kjoge. “I am a Kjoger
hen,”* said she, and then she related how
many inhabitants there were there, and
about the battle that had taken place, and
which, -after all, was hardly worth talking
about.

* Kjoge, a town in the bay of Kjige. “To see the
Kjoge hens,” is an expression similar to « shewing a child
London,” which is said to be done by taking his head in
both hands, and so lifting him off the ground. At the in-
vasion of the English in 1807, an encounter of a no very
glorious nature took place between the British troops and
the undisciplined Danish militia,
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“ Kribledy, krabledy — plump!” down
fell somebody : it was a wooden bird, the
popinjay used at the shooting-matches at
Pristoe. Now fhe said that there were
just as many inhabitants as he had nails
in his body; and he was very proud.
“Thorwaldsen lived almost next door to
me.* Plump! here I lie capitally.”

But little Tuk was no longer lying down:
all at once he was on horseback. On he
went at full gallop, still galloping on and
on. A knight with a gleaming plume, and
most magnificently dressed, held him before
him on the horse, and thus they rode
through the wood to the old town of Bor-
dingborg, and that was a large and very
lively town. High towers rose from the

* Priistoe, a still smaller town than Kjoge. Some hun-
dred paces from it lies the manor-house Ny Soe, where
Thorwaldsen generally sojourned during his stay in Den-

mark, and where he called many of his immortal works into

existence.
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castle of the king, and the hbrightness of
many candles streamed from all the win-
dows; within was dance and song, and
King Waldemar and the young richly-at-
tired maids of honour danced together.
The morn now came ; and as soon as the
sun appeared, the whole town and the
king’s palace crumbled together, and one
tower after the other; and at last only
a single one remained standing where the
castle had been before,* and the town was
so small and poor, and the schoolboys
came along with their books under their
arm, and said, “2000 inhabitants!” but

that was mnot true, for there were not so
many.
And little Tukey lay in his bed: it

* Bordingborg, in the reign of King Waldemar a con-
siderable place, now an unimportant little town. One
olitary tower only, and some remains of a wall, shew
where the castle once stood.
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seemed to him as if he dreamed, and yet
as if he were not dreaming; however,
somebody was close beside him.

« Little Tukey! little Tukey!” cried
some one near. It was a seaman, quite a
little personage, so little as if he were
a midshipman ; but a midshipman it was
not.

« Many remembrances from Corsor.* That
is a town that is just rising into import-
ance ; a lively town that has steam-boats
and stage-coaches: formerly people called
it ugly, but that is no longer true. I
lie on the sea” said Corsor ; “I have high-
roads and gardens, and I have given birth
to a poet who was witty and amusing,
which all poets are not. I once intended

% (Corsor, on the Great Belt, called, formerly, before the
introduction of steam-vessels, when travellers were often
obliged to wait a long time for a favourable wind, ‘““the most
tiresome of towns.” The poet Baggesen was born here.
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to equip a ship that was to sail all round
the earth; but I did not do it, although
I could have done so: and then, too, I
smell so deliciously, for close hefore the
gate bloom the most beautiful roses.”

Little Tuk looked, and all was red and
green before his eyes; but as soon as the
confusion of colours was somewhat over, all
of a sudden there appeared a wooded slope
close to the bay, and high up above stood
a magnificent old church, with two high
pointed towers. From out the hill-side
spouted fountains in thick streams of water,
so that there was a continual splashing ;
and close beside them sat an old king with a
golden crown upon his white head: that
was King Hroar, near the fountains, close
to” the town of Roeskilde, as it is now
called. And up the slope into the old
church went all the kings and queens of
Denmark, hand in hand, all with their
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golden crowns; and the organ played and
the fountains rustled. Iattle Tuk saw all,
heard all. “Do not forget the diet,” said
King Hroar.*

Again all suddenly disappeared. Yes,
and whither 2 It seemed to him just as if
one turned over a leaf in a book. And
now stood there an old peasant-woman,
who came from Soroe,T where grass grows
in the market-place. She had an old grey
linen apron hanging over her head and
back : it was so wet, it certainly must have

* Roeskilde, once the capital of Denmark. The town
takes its name from King Hroar, and the many fountains
in the neighbourhood. In the beautiful cathedral the
greater number of the kings and queens of Denmark are
interred. In Roeskilde, too, the members of the Danish
diet assembled. d

t Sorde, a very quiet little town, beautifully situated,
surrounded by woods and lakes. Holberg, Denmark’s
Moliere, founded here an academy for the sons of the
nobles. The poets Hauch and Ingemann were appointed
professors here. The latter lives there still.
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been raining.  “ Yes that it has,” said
she; and she now related many pretty
things out of Holberg’s comedies, and about
Waldemar and Absalon; but all at once
she cowered together, and her head began
shaking backwards and forwards, and she
looked as she were going to make a spring.
“Croak ! croak!” said she: “it is wet, 1t
1s wet ; there is such a pleasant death-like
stillness, in Sorde!” She was now sud-
denly a frog, “Croak ;” and now she was
an old woman. “One must dress accord-
ing to the weather,” said she. Tt is wet,
it 1s wet. My town is just like a bottle ;
one gets in by the neck, and by the neck
one must get out again! In former times
I had the finest fish, and now I have fresh
rosy-cheeked hoys at the hottom of the
bottle, who learn wisdom, Hebrew, Greek,
—croak !” When she spoke it sounded just
like the noise of frogs, or as if one walked
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with great boots over a moor ; always the
same tone, so uniform and so tiring that
little Tuk fell into a good sound sleep,
which, by the bye, could not do him any
harm.

But even in this sleep there came a dream,
or whatever else it was: his little sister
Augusta, she with the blue eyes and the fair
curling hair, was suddenly a tall beauti-
ful girl, and without having wings, was
yet able to fly; and she now flew over Zea-
land—over the green woods and the blue
lakes.

“Do you hear the cock crow, Tukey ? cock-
a-doodle-doo ! The cocks are flying up from
Kjoge! You will have a farm-yard, so large,
oh! so very large! You will suffer neither
hunger nor thirst! You will get on m the
world ! You will be a rich and happy man !
Your house will exalt itself like King Walde-

mar’s tower, and will be richly decorated
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with marble statues, like that at Pristie.
You understand what I mean. Your name
shall circulate with renown all round the
earth, like unto the ship that was to have
sailed from Corsor; and in Roeskilde”

“Do not forget the diet!” said King
Hroar.

“Then you will speak well and wisely,
little Tukey ; and when at last you sink into
your grave, you shall sleep as quietly”

“Asif T lay in Sorde,” said Tuk, awak-
ng. It was bright day, and he was now
quite unable to call to mind his dream ;
that, however, was not at all necessary, for
one may not know what the future will
bring.

And out of bed he jumped, and read in
his book, and now all at once he knew his
whole lesson. And the old washerwoman
popped her head in at the door, nodded to
him friendly, and said, « Thanks, many
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thanks, my good child, for your help! May
the good ever-loving God fulfil your love-
liest dream !”

Little Tukey did not at all know what he
had dreamed, but the loving God knew it.
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THE SHADOW.

——

Iy the warm countries the sun burns
exceedingly, and the people there grow as
brown as mahogany ; yes, in the very warm-
est countries they get turned into negroes.
This time, however, it was the warm coun-
tries only whither a learned man had come
from colder lands. He thought that he
could run about here just as he did at home;
but he pretty soon changed his opinion. He,
as well as all sensible people, were obliged
to stay at home: shutters and doors were
closed the whole day ; it looked as if the
whole house were asleep, or as if all the per-
sons were gone out. The narrow street
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with the high houses, in which he lived, was,
however, built so that the sun fell upon it
from morn till evening: it was quite un-
bearable ! The learned man from the cold
countries was a young man, a wise man : it
seemed to him as though he were in a glow-
ing oven. This affected his health: he grew
quite thin; even his shadow shrunk together
and became much smaller than when at home.
The sun caused even that to grow debili-
tated, and it only revived in the evening
when the sun was set. It was quite a plea-
sure to witness this: as soon as a candle
was brought into the room, the shadow
stretched itself along the wall, even up to
the very ceiling, so long did it make itself :
1t was obliged to stretch itself, in order to
recover its strength. The learned man went
out on the balcony to stretch himself; and as
soon as the stars shewed themselves in the
beautiful clear heaven, he felt as if he lived
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anew. On the balconies in the streets—and
in warm countries every window has a bal-
cony—people now appeared ; for fresh air is
a thing one must breathe, even though one
be accustomed to grow the colour of maho-
gany. It grew so lively above and below :
below, in the open street, tailors and shoe-
makers—by which, be it known, every body
1s meant—took their -seats; there chairs
and tables were brought, candles burned, yes,
more than a thousand candles; and one per-
son talked, another sang, and the people
walked about ; carriages drove, mules trotted,
“ kling-clingeling —they have many bells
on their harness; and then too the dead
were 1nterred with chanting, the boys in
the street let off devils, and the church bells
rang. It was verily very lively below in
the street. And in the one house exactly
opposite that where the foreign learned man
dwelt 1t was quite still ; and yet somebody
c
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lived there, for flowers stood on the halcony.
They bloomed so beautifully in the heat of
the sun, and that they could not do unless
they were watered ; and so there must be
somebody to water them—there must be
people there. Towards evening, too, the door
was half-opened ; but then it was dark, at
least in the room in front: farther off, from
the 1interior, one could hear music. The
foreign learned man thought 1t extremely
beautiful ; but it is, to be sure, very possible
also that he only fancied it so, for he found
everything excellent in the warm countries,
if only there had been no sun. The land-
lord of the foreigner said he did not know
who had taken the house opposite ; one
never saw any person there; and as to the
music, to him it seemed exceedingly tire-
some. “It 1s just as if some one were sit-
ting there practising a piece which he could
not manage after all ; always, always the
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same piece ! I shall manage it yet,” he no
doubt thinks ; but he won’t master it, let him
play as long as he will.”

Once during the night the foreigner woke
up. The wind raised the curtain before the
window—he slept with the balcony door
open—and 1t seemed to him as though a
wonderful brightness proceeded from the
balcony of the house opposite ; all the flow-
ers appeared like flowers of fire of the most
lovely colours, and amidst the flowers stood
a beautiful slender maiden; it was as though
she were all radiance. It quite dazzled his
eyes; but then he had but just started up,
and was so suddenly woke out of his first
sleep.  With one spring he was out of bed;
quite stealthily he crept towards the cur-
tain ; but the maiden was gone, the brilliancy
was gone, the flowers shone no more, though
they stood there just as beautiful as ever.
The door was ajar, and from within sounded
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music; but so charming, so beautiful, that
one might really have been plunged in sweet
thoughts the while. It was really just like
magic. But who dwelt there ? Where was
the entrance to the house? For in front
and on the side that looked into the narrow
street, the ground-floor consisted of shop on
shop, and through them the people could
not always be running, every time they went
in and out.

One evening the foreigner was sitting on
his balcony. In the room directly behind
him a light was burning, and so it was quite
- natural that his shadow should fall on the
wall of the house opposite. Yes, there he
sat, exactly between the flowers on the bal-
cony, and when he moved then his shadow
moved also.

“I really believe my shadow is the only
living thing to be seen over the way,” said
the learned man. ¢ Look, how prettily it is
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sitting there among the flowers. The_; door 1s
ajar; the shadow ought really to have sense
enough to go in, look about, and then come
back and tell me what it has seen there.
Yes, you then would be of some use,” said
he in a joke. “Be so good as to walk in!
Now, will you go?” And then he nodded
to the shadow, and the shadow nodded to
him again. “Well, go; but do not stay
away too long!” and the foreigner rose, and
the shadow on the halcony opposite rose
also, and the foreigner turned round, and
the shadow turned round likewise; indeed,
any one who had paid attention, might have
seen how the shadow went straight in
through the half-opened door of the balcony
on the opposite house, at the very same
moment that the foreigner returned to his
chamber and let down the long window-
curtains.

Next morning the learned man went out
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to take his coffec and to read the mnews-
papers. “Why, what is that?” said he, as
he came into the sunshine. “Why, I have
no longer a shadow! Then he really did go
away yesterday evening, and is not come
back again! Well, that is very vexatious!”

And it made him angry, not so much
because the shadow was gone, but because
he knew there was a story of a shadowless
man. At home there was not a single per-
son but knew this story, and so, if the learn-
ed man came back and related his own
adventure, everybody would say it was no-
thing but an imitation on his part; and he
did not at all care to have that said of him.
He therefore determined to say nothing
about the matter ; and a very sensible reso-
lution 1t was.

In the evening he again went out on his
balcony. He had placed the light behind
him on the table, for he knew that a sha-
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dow will always have 1ts master as a screen ;
~but still he could not entice him to come
out. He made himself little, he made him-
self quite long, but there was no shadow ;
no shadow came. He said, “ Hem ! Ahem !”
but that was all of no use. This was vexa-
tious; but in warm countries all grows so
quickly, that in the course of a week he
observed, to his great joy, as soon as he
came 1n the sunshine, that a new shadow
was growing out of his feet. The roots, no
doubt, had been Ileft behind. In three
weeks he had a very tolerable shadow,
which, as he set out upon his journey back
again to northern lands, grew always more
and more, so that at last it was so long and
so large, that he could very well have
dispensed with the half of it.

And so the learned man came home, and
he wrote books about how much there is of
truth in the world, and how much good
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there 1s there, and how much of beauty; and
days passed, and years passed—yes, many
years passed.

He was sitting one evening in his room,
when a gentle knock was heard at the door.
“Come in ! ” said he; but no one entered.
He then opened the door, and there he saw
standing before him a person so extraordi-
narily thin, that a most strange feeling took
possession of him. The man, besides, was
dressed extremely well; he must surely be
a person of distinction.

“With whom have I the honour to speak ?”
asked he.

“Ha! I thought as much,” said the ele-
gant personage; “I thought you would not
know me. I have become so corporeal, that
I have quite got flesh and clothes. You
never thought, I dare say, to see me in such
a condition. Yes, you certainly never
thought that I should come back again. T



THE SHADOW. 25

have been exceedingly prosperous since I
was with you last,—I have become rich and
influential : if I choose to purchase my free-
dom from servitude, I am able to do so;”
and he rattled a quantity of trinkets that
were hanging to his watch, and played with
a thick golden chain which he wore round
his neck. And now all his fingers sparkled
with diamond rings; and all was real, too.

“I cannot recover from my surprise,”
said the learned man. “What does all this
mean ? "

“Something usual, most assuredly not,”
sald the shadow; “but you yourself don’t
belong to the every-day sort of people ; and
I have, as you well know, from my earliest
years, trod in your footsteps. As soon as
you found that I was ripe enough to go
alone into the world, I went my own way.
I am in the most brilliant circumstances ;
but a sort of longing came over me to see
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you once again before you die: I wished to
see this country once again, for, after all,
one ever feels an attachment to one’s coun-
try. Iknow you have got another shadow;
pray, have I anything to pay to it or to
you?”

“ Dear me! is it really thou ?” said the
learned man. ¢ Why, this is very remark-
able! I never thought one could see one’s
old shadow again as a human being!”

“ Only let me know what I have to pay,”
sald the shadow ; “for I should not like to
be in any person’s debt.”

“ How canst thou talk so,” said the learned
man ; “of what debt can there be any ques-
tion? Thou art as free as any one. I
rejoice exceedingly at thy good fortune.
Come, sit down, old friend, and tell me a
little how all this happened, and what thou
saw'st in the warm countries in the house
that was opposite to us.”
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“ Yes, that I will tell you,” said the sha-
dow, seating himself; “ but then you must
promise me that you never will tell any one
here in the town, meet me when you may,
that I have been your shadow. I have the
intention to marry, for I can more than
maintain a family.”

“ Do not be alarmed,” said the learned
man ; “I will not tell any one whom in re-
ality thou art : here is my hand, I promise
1t on the faith of a man.”

“On the faith of a shadow,” said the
shadow ; for so, you know, he ought to
speak.

But 1t was quite remarkable how very
human the shadow was : he was dressed all
in black, and his clothes were of the very
finest cloth ; he wore patent leather boots,
and a hat that one could squeeze together,
so that there was nothing but brim and
crown ; not to speak of what we already
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know, his bunch of seals, the golden neck-
chain, and the diamond rings. Yes, the
shadow was extremely well dressed, and it
was just that which made so complete a
man of him,

“I will now tell you,” said the shadow:
and then he set his foot with the patent
leather boots as firmly as he possibly could
on the arm of the learned man’s new shadow,
which lay like a poodle dog at his feet. This
he did either from haughtiness, or perhaps,
in order that the new shadow might remain
sticking to them ; and the prostrate shadow
kept quite still and tranquil, that it might
listen the better to what was said - 1t, also,
wanted to know how one might manage to
get free, and from a servitor become one’s
own master.

“ Dost thou know who lived in the house
opposite us?” asked the shadow. It was
the most beautiful of all things—Poesy ! I
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was there for three weeks, and that is of as
much effect as if one lived three thousand
years, and could read all that has been
written and sung. For that I tell you, and
it 1s quite true; I have seen everything,
and I know everything.”

“ Poesy !” exclaimed the learned man ;
“ yes, she often dwells as a recluse in large
cities. Poesy! yes, I have seen her for a
single, short moment; but sleep was in my
eyes. She stood on the balcony, and shone
as the aurora borealis shines: flowers, too,
were there, like living flames! Relate! re-
late! Thou wert on the balcony, thou

wentest through the door, and then”

“ Then I found myself in the ante-room,”
said the shadow. ¢ You ever sat with your
looks directed to the ante-room opposite to
you. No light was there, a sort of dusk
prevailed; but one door after the other
stood open, leading to a whole range of halls
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and chambers ; and then it was bright and
clear, and the flood of light would have
killed me if T had gone on as far as the
Virgin ; but I was discreet, I took my time,
and that one must always do.”

“ And what didst thou see ?” asked the
learned man.

“Isaw all! and T will relate it to you;
but—it really is not from any pride on
my part—as a free man, and with the know-
ledge which I possess, without taking into
consideration my position in the world, and
my distinguished fortune, I really do wish
that you would say ¢ you’ to me.” *

* It is as well to remark here, that in Danish, as well ag
in German and other continental languages, the second
person singular is only made use of in addressing intimate
friends, or when speaking to inferiors. The shadow being
now become an important personage, does not like to hear
an expression which reminds him of the station he formerly
occupied : but what is still more amusing, is the offer he
makes later to the “learned man,” to say “thou” to him :
as though the ¢learned man” were his servant, and he, the
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“I am sure I beg pardon,” said the learned
man ; “1it 1s an old habit that one cannot
get 11d of so easily. You are perfectly right,
and I will remember it. But now tell me
all that you saw.”

“ All!” said the shadow; « for I saw all,
and I know all.”

“How did it look, then, in the inner apart-
ments ?” asked the learned man. ¢ Was it
there as in a cool grove—as in a holy tem-
ple? Were the chambers like the star-lit
heaven, when one stands on the tops of the
lofty mountains ¢”

“ All was there,” said the shadow. “1
was, 1t 1s true, not quite in the interior,
I remained in the outermost room in the
twilight ; but I had an excellent place there.

shadow, master. But, as in English we are not accus-
tomed to make such differences in the use of the pronoun,
this characteristie trait must strike less foreibly.—(Note of
the Translator.)
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I saw all, and I know all. T have been in
the ante-chamber of the court of Poesy.”

“But what did you see there ? Did the
gods of bygone ages pass through the great
halls? did the heroes of old meet there in
battle ? were lovely children playing there,
and did they relate their dreams ?”

“I tell you that I have been there; and,
therefore, you will please to comprehend
that I saw all that was to be seen. If you
had come thither, you would not have re-
mained a human being, but / became one.
And at the same time I became acquainted
with my inmost being, with that which is
innate in me, and I learnt the relationship
in which I stand to Poesy. Yes, formerly,
when I was with you, I never thought about
it; but always—that you know—when the
sun rose and set I grew to a wondrous size.
In the moonlight I was almost more observ-
able than yourself: then. I comprehended
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not my inmost being; in the ante-room it
revealed itself to me. I became man! Ma-
ture came I out again, but you were no
longer in the warm lands. I was ashamed
as man to go about as I then went; I
wanted boots, I wanted clothes, and all that
human varnish which distinguishes man. I
took my way—yes, I know I may confide it
to you, you will not put it in any book—
I took my way under the apron of the cook,
and there I hid myself. The woman little
thought how much she sheltered. In the
evening I went out: I ran about the streets
in the moonshine; I stretched myself at full
length upon the wall, that tickled my back
so agreeably; I ran to and fro, peeped
through the highest windows into the draw-
mngrooms, looked through the roof, looked
where no one could look, and saw what
nobody saw, what no one was to see. The
world 1s after all a bad world. I would
D
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not be one of you men, if it were not for
the notion which people have got, that it is
of some importance to be one. I saw the
most incredible things among women, and
men, and parents, and ‘the sweet incom-
parable children.” I saw what not a soul
knew anything about, but what they all
would so gladly have known—evil doings of
neighbours. If T had written a newspaper,
how it would have sold ! But I wrote straight,
to the persons themselves, and terror arose
mn the towns to which I came. They were
so afrald of me, they had such exceeding
affection forme ! The professor appointed me
professor, the tailor gave me new clothes,—
I have a good stock ; the master of the mint
coined new money for me ; the women said
that I was handsome ; and so I became the
man that I now am. And now, then, fare-
well.  Here is my card; I live on the
sunny side of the bay, and you are sure
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to find me at home!” And the shadow
departed.

“That was really very remarkable,” said
the learned man.

Months and years elapsed: the shadow
came again.

“How d’ye do?” asked he.

“Ah!” said the learned man, “I write
about the true, the good, and the beautiful ;
but no one cares to hear anything of the
sort : I am quite in despair, for I really take
it much to heart.”

“That 1s not what I do,” said the shadow;
“I grow sleek and fat, and that is what one
must try for. You don’t know how to
manage with the world; you will make
yourself 1. You must travel. Iam going
to make a tour next summer ; will you go
with me? I should rather like to have
a travelling companion; will you accompany
me as my shadow? It will give me much
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pleasure to have you ; and as to the journey,
that I will pay.”

“You probably go very far?” asked the
learned man.

“That’s according to the view one takes
of the matter,” said the shadow. A jour-
ney will do you good. If you will be my
shadow, all your expenses on the journey
shall be paid.”

“ That is really too much,” said the learned
man.

“But so is the world,” said the shadow,
“and so 1t will remain,” and he with-
drew.

The learned man could not get on at
all : he was harassed by cares and sorrow;
and as to what he uttered about the true,
the good, and the beautiful, that was ca-
viare to the multitude.* At last he got very
11l.

* In the original, ¢ what a nutmeg is to a cow.”



o

THE SHADOW. 37

“ You are really quite reduced to a shade!”
said people to him ; and the learned man
shuddered, for he had certain thoughts the
while.

“You must go to a bath,” said the shadow,
who came to pay him a visit ; “there is
nothing else to be done for you. For old
acquaintance’ sake I will take you with me :
I will pay for the journey, and you must
write the description of 1it, and so help
to amuse me on the road. I shall go to
a bath : my beard does not grow as I could
wish ; that is also an illness ; and, however,
I must have a beard. Come, be sensible, and
accept my offer : we’ll travel like comrades
together.”

And they set out on their journey; the
shadow was now master, and the master
shadow. They drove together, they rode
and walked together beside each other, before
and behind each other, according as the sun
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stood. The shadow never failed to take the
place of honour, but this did not surprise
the learned man ; he had a good heart, and
was exceedingly gentle and friendly. One
day he said to the shadow, “ As we have in
such a manner become travelling companions,
and have besides grown up together from
childhood, let us form a brotherhood with
one another. ‘Thou’ sounds so much more
friendly.”

“You have just said something,” replied
the shadow, who now, you know, was master
“which is very kind on your part and very
openly expressed. Now I will be just as
open with you. You, being a learned
man, know well how wonderful nature is.
There are certain persons who cannot bear
the smell of brown paper; it makes them
ill: others cannot endure to hear the scratch-
mmg of a nail on a pane of glass; it sets
their teeth on edge. I, for my part, have a
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little feeling when I hear you say ‘ Thou’ to
me : I feel myself, as in my former position
with you, pressed to the earth by it. You
see that it is a feeling, not pride: I cannot
allow you to say ‘Thou’ to me, but I will
willingly say it to you; in this way your
wish will be at least half fulfilled.”

And now the shadow said “Thou” to his
former master. “That is rather too much of
a good thing” thought the latter, “that I
must say ¢You,” and he call me Thou!””
but he was obliged to put up with it.

They arrived at a bath, where there were
many strangers, and among them was a won-
derfully beautiful damsel, the daughter of a
king. Her illness was that of her being a
great deal too sharp-sighted, which was a
most disquieting affair.

She remarked immediately that the new-
comer was quite a different person from all
the rest. *People say he is here to make
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his beard grow; but I perceive the real
cause—he cannot cast a shadow !”

Her curiosity was now excited ; she there-
fore at once entered into conversation with
the foreign gentleman in the promenade. As
she was a king’s daughter, she needed not to
stand on much ceremony ; she therefore said
to him at once, “ Your illness consists in not
being able to cast a shadow !”

“Your royal highness must be on the
road to recovery,” said the shadow; “I know
your disorder consists in being too sharp-
sighted; but that is now at an end, your
royal highness is cured : I happen to have
a very extraordinary shadow. Do you not
see the person who always walks beside me ?
Other men have an ordinary shadow, but i
for my part, do not like what is ordinary.
One often gives one’s servant finer cloth . for
livery than one wears oneself, and so I have
had my shadow dressed out like a human
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being ; you see, indeed, that I have even
given him a shadow. It costs a great deal,
but I like to have something unlike what one
usually sees.”

“ And have I,” thought the princess, “have
I really recovered ? This bath is the best
there is: in our days water has quite won-
derful powers. But I shall not go away yet,
for now it begins to be amusing. The foreign
prince—for prince he must be—pleases me
amazingly. If only his beard do not grow,
for then he will take his departure.”

The same evening the king’s daughter and
the shadow danced together in the great
ball-room. She was very light ; he, however,
was still lighter — such a dancer she had
never yet seen. She told him from what
country she was, and he knew the country :
he had been there, but she was not at home
at the time. Ile had looked through the
windows of the palace, those below as well
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as those above; he had learned this and that
circumstance, and hence he was able to
answer the king’s daughter, and to make al-
lusions at which she was greatly astonished.
He must certainly be the cleverest man in
the whole world. She felt such respect for
all he knew, and when she danced with him
again she fell in love with him, for she had
nearly seen through him with her eyes. She
danced with him again, and she was on the
point of telling him : but she was prudent ;
she thought on her country and her kingdom,
and on the many beings over whom she was
to rule. “IHe is a sage man,” said she to
herself, “and that is good ; he dances, too,
most exquisitely,—that is also good ; but has
he hesides well-grounded knowledge ? That
18 quite as important : he must be examined,”
And so she immediately put so difficult a
question to him, that she could not have
answered it herself ; and the shadow made
a most queer face.
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“ You are unable to answer it,” said the
king’s daughter.

T learned that already in my childhood.”
said the shadow; “I think my shadow even,
that is standing yonder in the doorway, would
be able to reply.”

“Your shadow !” said the king’s daughter,
“ that were indeed remarkable.”

“I do not tell you for certain that he
can,” said the shadow, “but I am inclined
to think so. He has followed me now for so
many years, and has heard so much from me,
I am inclined to think so; but your royal
highness will allow me to call your attention
to the circumstance, that he is so proud of
passing for a man, that to put him in a good
humour—and that he must be, in order to
answer rightly-—it is absolutely necessary to
treat him like a human being.”

“ How very droll I” said the king’s daugh-
ter.
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“ And then they went to the learned man,
who was standing near the door, and they
spoke to him of the sun and the moon, of
the green woods, and about men far off and
near : and the learned man answered so
wisely and in so kind a manner.

“What a man that must be who has so
wise a shadow !” thought she. “ It would be
a real blessing for my people and my king-
dom, if T were to make choice of him : I
will do it.”

And they were soon agreed, the king’s
daughter and the shadow ; but no one was
to know anything about it until they had
returned to her kingdom.

“No one, not even my shadow,” said he ;
and he had particular reasons for this.

They came to the land where the king’s
daughter ruled when she was at home.

“Hark ye, friend,” said the shadow to the
learned man, “I am now as happy and
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powerful as anybody can possibly be ; I will
now do something particular for thee. Thou
shalt live with me in the palace, drive with
me in a royal carriage, and have a hundred
thousand dollars a year; but by each and
every one thou must allow thyself to be
called a shadow, and thou dar’st never say
that thou wast ever a human being. And
then, once a year, when I sit in the sun-
shine on the balcony and shew myself, thou
must lie at my feet as is meet for a shadow
to do ; for I will just tell thee I am going to
marry the king’s daughter, and this evening
will be the wedding.”

“ No, that is too much to bear,” said the
learned man. “I will not, I will not do 1t!
That were to deceive the whole land and the
king’s daughter too! I will tell all; that
I am a man and you a shadow, only that
you have man’s clothes on!”

«No one would believe 1t,” said the
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shadow. “Be prudent, or I will send for the
guard !”

“Iwill go straight to the king’s daugh-
ter,” said the learned man.

“But I will go first,” said the shadow ;
“and thou goest into prison!” And so it
happened ; for the sentries obeyed him
whom they knew was to marry the king’s
daughter.

“You tremble ! ” said the king’s daughter,
as the shadow entered ; “has anything hap-
pened *  You must not be ill to-day ; now
when we are about to celebrate our mar-
riage.”

“I have experienced the most frightful
circumstance that it is possible to experience.
Think only—ah ! such a poor shadowy brain
cannot sustain much—think only, my shadow
1s gone mad, and fancies it is become man,
and that I—imagine only—that 7 am his
shadow !”
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“Why that is dreadful !” said the prin-
cess ; “but 1s he in confinement 27

“Of course: I am afraid he will never
recover !”

“Poor shadow !” said the princess. It
1s very unfortunate ; it would be a real kind-
ness to relieve him from the little remnant
of his life ; and when I reflect, how, in our
day, the people are only too willing to take
part with the lower ranks against the upper,
1t appears to me necessary to put him out of
the way with all possible privacy.”

“That 1s certainly hard, for he was a
faithful servant,” said the shadow, and did
as if he sighed.

“You are such a noble character, said the
king’s daughter, and bowed herself before
him.

In the evening the whole town was illu-
mined, and cannons were fired off—*“ Boom !
Boom !” and the soldiers presented arms—
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“Dye!” That was a wedding! The king’s
daughter and the shadow stepped out upon
the balcony to shew themselves to the people,
and to receive one more huzzah !

The learned man heard nothing of this
magnificence, for—he was already executed.



THE NAUGHTY BOY.

—

TrERE lived once upon a time an old poet,
a thoroughly kind old poet. As he was sit-
ting one evening in his room, a dreadful
storm arose without, and the rain streamed
down from heaven; but the old poet sat
warm and comfortable in his chimney-corner,
_ where the fire blazed and the roasting apple

hissed.
«Those who have not a roof over their

heads will be wetted to the skin,” said the
good old poet.

“(Oh let me in! let me in! I am cold, and
I’'m so wet!” exclaimed suddenly a child,

that stood crying at the door and knocking
E
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for admittance, while the rain poured down
and the wind made all the windows rattle.

“Poor thing!” said the old poet, as he
went to open the door. There stood a little
boy, quite naked, and the water ran down
from his long golden hair ; he trembled with
cold, and had he not come into a warm room
he would most certainly have perished in
the frightful tempest.

“ Poor child I” said the old poet, as he took
the boy by the hand. “ Come in, come in,
and I will soon restore thee! Thou shalt
have wine and roasted apples, for thou art
verily a charming child!” And the boy
was so really. Iis eyes were like two
bright stars ; and although the water trickled
down his hair, it waved in beautiful curls.
He looked exactly like a little angel, but he
was so pale, and his whole body trembled
with cold. He had a nice little bow in his
hand, but it was quite spoiled by the rain,
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and the tints of his many-coloured arrows
ran one into the other.

The old poet seated himself beside his
hearth, and took the little fellow on his lap;
he squeezed the water out of his dripping
hair, warmed his hands between his own,
and boiled for him some sweet wine. Then
the boy recovered, his cheeks again grew
rosy, he jumped down from the lap where
he was sitting, and danced round the kind
old poet.

“You are a merry fellow,” said the old
man; “what’s your name ?”

“ My name is Cupid,” answered the boy.
“Don’t you know me ? There lies my bow;
it shoots well, I can assure you! Look, the
weather is now clearing up, and the moon 1s
shining clear again through the window.”

“Why, your bow is quite spoiled,” said
the old poet.

“That were sad indeed,” said the boy,



52 THE NAUGHTY BOY.

and he took the bow in his hand and ex-
amined it on every side. “Oh, it is dry
again, and is not hurt at all; the string is
quite tight. I will try it directly.” And
he bent his bow, took aim, and shot an
arrow at the old poet, right into his heart.
“You see now that my bow was not spoil-
ed,” said he, laughing ; and away he ran.

The naughty boy ! to shoot the old poet
in that way ; he who had taken him into
his warm room, who had treated him so
kindly, and who had given him warm wine
and the very best apples !

The poor poet lay on the earth and wept,
for the arrow had really flown into his heart.

“Fie!” said he, “how naughty a boy
Cupid is! I will tell all children about him,
that they may take care and not play with
him, for he will only cause them sorrow and
many a heart-ache.”

And all good children to whom he related
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this story, took great heed of this naughty
Cupid ; but he made fools of them still, for
he is astonishingly cunning. When the
university students come from the lectures,
he runs beside them in a black coat, and
with a book under his arm. It is quite
impossible for them to know him, and they
walk along with him arm in arm, as if he,
too, were a student like themselves; and
then, unperceived, he thrusts an arrow to
their bosom. When the young maidens
come from being examined by the clergy-
man, or go to church to be confirmed, there
he is again close behind them. Yes, he 1s
for ever following people. At the play he
sits in the great chandelier and burns in
bright flames, so that people think it 1s
really a flame, but they soon discover 1t 1s
something else. He roves about in the gar-
den of the palace and upon the ramparts :
yes, once he even shot your father and
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mother right in the heart. Ask them only,
and you will hear what they’ll tell you.
Oh, he is a naughty boy, that Cupid : you
must never have anything to do with him.
He is for ever running after everybody.
Only think, he shot an arrow once at your
old grandmother! But that is a long time
ago, and it is all past now ; however, a thing
of that sort she never forgets. Fie, naughty
Cupid! But now you know him, and you
know too how ill-behaved he is !
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THE TWO NEIGHBOURING FAMILIES.

—

O~E really might have thought something
of importance was going on in the duck-
pond, but there was nothing going on. All
the ducks that were resting tranquilly on
the water, or were standing in it on their
heads—for that they were able to do—
swam suddenly to the shore : you could see
in the wet ground the traces of their feet,
and hear their quacking far and near. The
water, which but just now was smooth and
bright as a mirror, was quite put into com-
motion. Before, one saw every tree re-
flected in it, every bush that was near : the
old farm-house, with the holes in the roof
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and with the swallow’s nest under the eaves;
but principally, however, the great rose-bush,
sown, as it were, with flowers. It covered
the wall, and hung forwards over the water,
1n which one beheld the whole as in a pic-
ture, except that everything was upside
down ; but when the water was agitated, all
swam away and the picture was gone. Two
duck’s feathers, which the fluttering ducks
had lost, were rocking to and fro : suddenly
they flew forwards as if the wind were com-
ing, but it did not come ; they were, there-
fore, obliged to remain where they were, and
the water grew quiet and smooth again, and
again the roses reflected themselves—they
were 50 beautiful, but that they did not know,
~ for nobody had told them. The sun shone
in between the tender leaves—all breathed
the most beautiful fragrance ; and to them
1t was as with us, when right joyfully we
are filled with the thought of our happiness.
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“« How beautiful is existence !I” said each
rose. “There is but one thing I should
wish for,—to kiss the sun, because it is so
bright and warm.* The roses yonder, too,
below in the water, the exact image of our-
selves — them also I should like to kiss, and
the nice little birds below in their nest.
There are some above, too ; they stretch out
their heads and chirrup quite loud : they
have no feathers at all, as their fathers and
mothers have. They are good neighbours,
those below as well as those above. How
beautiful existence is !”

The young birds above and below—those
below of course the reflection only in the

* Tn Danish the sun is of the feminine gender, and not,
as with us, when personified, spoken of as “he.”  We beg
to make this observation, lest the roses’ wish “to kiss the
sun” be thought unmaidenly. We are anxious, also, to
remove a stumbling-block, which might perchance trip up
exquisitely-refined modern notions, sadly shocked, no doubt,
as they would be, at such an apparent breach of modesty
and decorum.—(Note of the Translator.)
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water—were sparrows : their parents were
likewise sparrows ; and they had taken pos-
session of the empty swallow’s nest of the
preceding year, and now dwelt therein as if
1t had been their own property.

“ Are those little duck children that are
swimming there ?” asked the young Sparrows,
when they discovered the duck’s feathers on
the water.

“If you will ask questions, do let them
be a little rational at least,” said the mother.
“Don’t you see that they are feathers, living
stufl for clothing such as I wear, and such as
you will wear also ? But ours is finer. I
should, however, be glad if we had it up
here in our nest, for it keeps one warm. Iam
curious to know at what the ducks were so
frightened ; at us, surely not ; ’tis true I
sald chirp ’ to you rather loud. In reality,
the thick-headed roses ought to know, but
they know nothing; they only gaze on them-
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selves and smell : for my part, I am heartily
tired of these neighbours.”

“Listen to the charming little birds
above,” said the roses, “they begin to want
to sing too, but they cannot as yet. Hew-
ever, they will do so by and bye: what
pleasure that must afford! It is so pleasant
to have such merry neighbours! ”

Suddenly two horses came galloping along
to be watered. A peasant boy rode on one,
and he had taken off all his clothes except
his large broad black hat. The youth
whistled like a bird, and rode into the pond
where it was deepest; and as he passed by
the rose-bush he gathered a rose and stuck
it in his hat; and now he fancied himself
very fine, and rode on. The other roses
looked after their sister, and asked each
other, « Whither is she going?” but that
no one knew.

“T should like to go out into the world,”
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thought one; “yet here at home amid our
foliage it is also beautiful. By day the sun
shines so warm, and in the night the sky
shines still more beautifully; we can see
that through all the little holes that are in
1t.” By this they meant the stars, but they
did not know any hetter.

“We enliven the place,” said the mamma
sparrow ; “and the swallow’s nest brings
luck, so people say, and therefore people are
pleased to have us. But our neighbours!
Such a rose-bush against the wall produces
damp; it will doubtless be cleared away,
and then, perhaps, some corn at least may
grow there. The roses are good for nothing
except to look at and to smell, and, at most,
to put into one’s hat. Every year—that I
know from my mother — they fall away ;
the peasant’s wife collects them together and
strews salt among them ; they then receive a
French name which I neither can nor care to
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pronounce, and are put upon the fire, ‘when
they are to give a pleasant odour. Look
ye, such is their life; they are only here to
please the eye and nose! And so now you
know the whole matter.”

As the evening came on, and the gnats
played in the warm air and in the red
clouds, the nightingale came and sang to
the roses; sang that the beautiful is as the
sunshine in this world, and that the beauti-
ful lives for ever. But the roses thought
that the nightingale sang his own praise,
which one might very well have fancied;
for that the song related to them, of that
they never thought: they rejoiced in 1t, how-
ever, and meditated if perhaps all the little
sparrows could become nightingales too.

«T understood the song of that bird quite
well,” said the young sparrows; “one word
only was not quite clear to me. What was
the meaning of ‘the beautiful 2’ ”
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“ That is nothing,” said the mamma spar-
row ; “that is only something external. Yon-
der at the mansion, where the pigeons have
a house of their own, and where every day
peas and corn is strewn before them—I
have myself eaten there with them, and you
shall, too, in time; tell me what company
you keep, and I’ll tell you who you are—
yes, yonder at the mansion they have got
two birds with green necks and a comb on
their head; they can spread out their tail
like a great wheel, and in it plays every
colour, that it quite hurts one’s eyes to look
at it. These birds are called peacocks, and
that is ‘ruE BEAUTIFUL’ They only want
to be plucked a little, and then they would
not look at all different from the rest of us.
I would already have plucked them, if they
had not been quite so big.”

“I will pluck them,” chirped the smallest
sparrow, that as yet had not a single feather.
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In the peasant’s cottage dwelt a young
married couple; they loved each other
dearly, and were industrious and active:
everything in their house looked so neat
and pretty. On Sunday morning early the
young woman came out, gathered a handful
of the most beautiful roses, and put them
into a glass of water, which she placed on
the shelf. '

“Now I see that it is Sunday,” said the
man, and kissed his little wife. They sat
down, read 1n the hymn-book, and held each
other by the hand: the sun beamed on the
fresh roses and on the young married couple.

“This is really too tiring a sight,” said
the mamma sparrow, who from her nest
could look into the room, and away she
flew.

The next Sunday it was the same, for
every Sunday fresh roses were put in the
glass; yet the rose-tree bloomed on equally
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beautiful. The young sparrows had now
feathers, and wanted much to fly with their
mother; she, however, would not allow it,
so they were forced to remain. Off she
flew; but, however, it happened, before she
was aware, she got entangled in a springe
of horse-hair, which some boys had set upon
a bough. The horse-hair drew itself tightly
round her leg, so tightly as though it would
cut it in two. That was an agony, a fright!
The boys ran to the spot and caught hold of
the bird, and that too in no very gentle
manner.

“It’s only a sparrow,” said they; but
they, nevertheless, did not let her fly, but
took her home with them, and every time
she cried they gave her a tap on the beak.

There stood in the farm-yard an old man,
who knew how to make shaving-soap and
soap for washing, in square cakes as well as
in round balls. He was a merry, wandering
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old man. When he saw the sparrow that
the boys had caught, and which, as they
sald, they did not care about at all, he
asked, “ Shall we make something very fine
of him?” Mamma sparrow felt an icy
coldness creep over her. Out of the hox,
i which were the most beautiful colours,
the old man took a quantity of gold leaf,
and the boys were obliged to go and fetch
the white of an egg, with which the sparrow
was painted all over; on this the gold was
stuck, and mamma sparrow was now en-
tirely gilded: but she did not think of
adornment, for she trembled in every limb.
And the soap-dealer tore a bit off the lining
of his old jacket, cut scollops in it so that
1t might look like a cock’s comb, and stuck
1t on the head of the bird.

“Now, then, you shall see master gold-

22

coat fly,” said the old man, and let the
sparrow go, who, in deadly fright, flew off,

F
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illumined by the beaming sun. How he
shone ! All the sparrows, even a crow, al-
though an old fellow, were much frichten-
ed at the sight; they, however, flew on after
him, in order to learn what foreign bird it
was.

Impelled by anguish and terror, he flew
homewards : he was near falling exhausted
to the earth. The crowd of pursuing birds
increased; yes, some indeed even tried to
peck at him. |

“ Look ! there’s a fellow! Look! there’s
a fellow !” screamed they all.

“Look! there’s a fellow! Look! there’s
a fellow !”” cried the young sparrows, as the
old one approached the nest. “That, for
certain, 1s a young peacock; all sorts of
colours are playing in his feathers: it quite
hurts one’s eyes to look at him, just as
our mother told us. Chirp! chirp! That
1s the beautiful!” And now they began
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pecking at the bird with their little beaks,
so that it was quite impossible for the
sparrow to get into the nest: he was so
sadly used that he could not even say
“ Chirrup,” still less, “Why, 1 am your
own mother!” The other birds, too, now
set upon the sparrow, and plucked out fea-
ther after feather; so that at last he fell
bleeding in the rose-bush below.

“Oh! poor thing!” said all the roses,
“be quieted; we will hide you. Lean your
little head on us.”

The sparrow spread out his wings once
more, then folded them close to his body,
and lay dead in the midst of the family
who were his neighbours, — the beautiful
fresh roses.

“Chirp ! chirp!” sounded from the nest.
“Where can our mother be? It is quite
inconceivable! It cannot surely be a trick
- of hers by which she means to tell us that
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we are now to provide for ourselves ? She
has left us the house as an inheritance;
but to which of us is it exclusively to be- °
long, when we ourselves have families

“ Yes, that will never do that you stay
here with me when my household is in-
creased by the addition of a wife and chil-
dren,” said the smallest.

“T shall have, I should think, more wives
and children than you,” said the second.
 “But I am the eldest,” said the third.
They all now grew passionate; they beat
each other with their wings, pecked with
their beaks, when, plump! one after the
other was tumbled out of the nest. There
they lay with their rage; they turned their
heads on one side, and winked their eyes
as they looked upward : that was their way
of playing the simpleton. They could fly
a little, and by practice they learned to do
so still better; and they finally were una-
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nimous as to a sign by which, when at
some future time they should meet again
in the world, they might recognise each
other. It was to consist in a “ Chirrup!”
and in a thrice-repeated scratching on the
ground with the left leg.

The young sparrow that had been left
behind in the nest spread himself out to
his full size. He was now, you know, a
householder ; but his grandeur did not last
long : in the night red fire broke through
the windows, the flames seized on the roof,
the dry thatch blazed up high, the whole
house was burnt, and the young sparrow
with it; but the young married couple
escaped, fortunately, with life. When the
sun rose again, and everything looked so
refreshed and invigorated, as after a peace-
ful sleep, there was nothing left of the
cottage except some charred black beams

leaning against the chimney, which now
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was its own master. A great deal of smoke
still rose from the ground, but without,
quite uninjured, stood the rose-bush, fresh
and blooming, and mirrored every flower,
every branch in the clear water.

“Oh! how beautifully the roses are
blooming in front of the burnt-down house!”
cried a passer-by. “It is impossible to fan-
cy a more lovely picture. I must have
that ! ”

And the man took a little book with
white leaves out of his pocket: he was a
painter, and with a pencil he drew the
smoking house, the charred beams, and the
toppling chimney, which now hung over
more and more. But the large and blooming
rose-tree, quite in the foreground, afforded
a magnificent sight; it was on its account
alone that the whole picture had been
made.

Later in the day two of the sparrows
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who had been born here passed by. “Where
is the house ?”’ asked they. “ Where the
nest ? Chirp! chirp! All is burnt down,
and our strong brother,—that is what he
has got for keeping the nest. The roses
have escaped well ; there they are yet stand-
ing with their red cheeks. They, forsooth,
do not mourn at the misfortune of their
neighbours. I have no wish whatever to
address them ; and, besides, it 1s very ugly
here, that’s my opinion.” And off and
away they flew.

On a beautiful, bright, sunny autumn
day —one might almost have thought it
was still the middle of summer—the pi-
geons were strutting about the dry and
nicely-swept court-yard in front of the
oreat steps—black and white and party-
coloured—and they shone in the sunshine.
The old mamma pigeon said to the young
ones: “Form yourselves in groups, form
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yourselves in groups, for that makes a much
better appearance.”

“What little brown creatures are those
running about amongst us?” asked an old
pigeon, whose eyes were green and yellow.
“Poor little brownies! poor little brown-
les!”

“They are sparrows: we have always
had the reputation of being kind and gen-
tle; we will, therefore, allow them to pick
up the grain with us. They never mix in
the conversation, and they scrape a leg so
prettily.”

Yes, they scratched three times with
their leg, and with the left leg too, and
said also Chirrup!” It is by this they
recognised each other; for they were three
sparrows out of the nest of the house that
had been burnt down.

“Very good eating here,” said one of the
sparrows. The pigeons strutted round each
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other, drew themselves up, and had inward-
ly their own views and opinions.

“Do you see the cropper pigeon ?” said
one of the others. “Do you see how she
swallows the peas? She takes too many,
and the very best into the bargain I"—“Coo !
coo !"—“How she puts up her top-knot, the
ugly, mischievous creature !”— Coo ! coo !
coo !”

And every eye sparkled with malice.
“Form yourselves in groups! form your-
selves in groups! Little brown creatures !
Poor little brownies! Coo! coo!” So it
went on unceasingly, and so will they go
on chattering in a thousand years to come.

The sparrows ate right bravely. They
listened attentively to what was said, and
even placed themselves in a row, side by side,
with the others. It was not at all becoming
to them, however. They were now satisfied,
and they therefore quitted the pigeons, and



74 THE TWO NEIGHBOURING FAMILIES.

exchanged opinions about them ; nestled
along under the garden palisades, and, as
they found the door of the room open that
led upon the lawn, one of them, who was
filled to satiety, and was therefore over-hold,
hopped upon the threshold. « Chirrup!”
said he, “I dare to venture !”

“Chirrup 1” said another, “I dare, too,
and more besides!” and he hopped into the
chamber. No one was present : the third
saw this, and flew still further into the room,
calling out, “ZEither all or nothing! How-
ever, 'tis a curious human nest that we have
here ; and what have they put up there ?
What is that ?”

Close in front of the sparrows bloomed the
roses ; they mirrored themselves in the water,
and the charred rafters leaned against the
over-hanging chimney. But what can that
be ? how comes this in the room of the man-
sion? And all three sparrows were about to
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fly away over the roses and the chimney,
but they flew against a flat wall. It was all
a picture, a large, beautiful picture, which
the painter had executed after the little
sketch.

“Chirrup !” said the sparrows, “it is
nothing! It only looks like something.
Chirrup! That is the beautiful! Can you
comprehend 1t ¢ I cannot I” And away they
flew, for people came into the room.

Days and months passed, the pigeons had
often cooed, the sparrows had suffered cold
in winter, and in summer lived right jollily;
they were all betrothed and married, or what-
ever you choose to call it. They had young
ones, and each naturally considered his the
handsomest and the cleverest : one flew here,
another there ; and if they met they recog-
nised each other by the “Chirrup!” and by
the thrice-repeated scratching with the left
leg. The eldest sparrow had remained an
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old maid, who had no nest and no family :
her favourite notion was to see a large town,
so away she flew to Copenhagen.

There one beheld a large house, painted
with many bright colours, quite close to the
canal, in which lay many barges laden with
earthen pots and apples. The windows were
broader below than above, and when the
sparrow pressed through, every room appeared
like a tulip, with the most varied colours
and shades, but in the middle of the tulip
white men were standing: they were of
marble, some, too, were of plaister; but when
viewed with a sparrow’s eyes, they are the
same. Up above on the roof stood a metal
chariot, with metal horses harnessed to it ;
and the goddess of victory, also of metal, held
the reins. It was THORWALDSEN’S MuseuM.

“How it shines! How it shines!” said
the old maiden sparrow. “That, doubtless,

is the beautiful. Chirrup! DBut here it is
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larger than a peacock!” She remembered
still what her mother, when she was a child,
had looked upon as the grandest among all
beautiful things. The sparrow flew down
into the court: all was so magnificent !
Palms and foliage were painted on the walls.
In the middle of the court stood a large,
blooming rose-tree ; it spread out its fresh
branches, with its many roses, over a grave.
Thither flew the old maiden sparrow, for
she saw there many of her sort. “Chirrup!”
and three scrapes with the left leg. Thus
had she often saluted, from one year’s end to
the other, and nobody had answered the
greeting—for those who are once separated
do not meet again every day—till at last
the salutation had grown into a habit. But
to-day, however, two old sparrows and one
young one answered with a  Chirrup I” and
with a thrice-repeated scrape of the left leg.

“Ah, good day, good day!” It was two
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old birds from the nest, and a little one be-
sides, of the family. ¢ That we should meet
here! It is a very grand sort of place, but
there is nothing to eat here: that is the
beautiful !  Chirrup !”

And many persons advanced from the side
apartments, where the magnificent marble
figures stood, and approached the grave that
hid the great master who had formed the
marble figures. All stood with glorified
countenances around Thorwaldsen’s grave,
and some picked up the shed rose-leaves and
carefully guarded them. They had come
from far—one from mighty England, others
from Germany and France : the most lovely
lady gathered one of the roses and hid it in
her bosom. Then the sparrows thought that
the roses governed here, and that the whole
house had been built on account of them.
Now, this seemed to them, at all events, too
much ; however, as it was for the roses that
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the persons shewed all their love, they would
remain no longer. “Chirrup!” said they,
and swept the floor with their tails, and
winked with one eye at the roses. They
had not looked at them long before they con-
vinced themselves that they were their old
neighbours. And they really were so. The
painter who had drawn the rose-bush beside
the burned-down house, had afterwards ob-
tained permission to dig it up, and had given
1t to the architect—for more beautiful roses
had never been seen—and the architect had
planted it on Thorwaldsen’s grave, where it
bloomed as a symbol of the beautiful, and
gave up its red fragrant leaves to be carried
to distant lands as a remembrance.

“Have you got an appointment here in
town ?” asked the sparrows.

And the roses nodded : they recognised
their brown neighbours, and rejoiced to see
them again. “ How delightful it is to live
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and to bloom, to see old friends again, and
every day to look on happy faces! It is as
if every day were a holy-day.”

“Chirrup !I” said the sparrows. “Yes, it
15 in truth our old neighbours; their origin
—from the pond—is still quite clear in our
memory ! Chirrup! IHow they have risen
in the world! Yes, Fortune favours some
while they sleep! Ah! there is a withered
leaf that I see quite plainly.” And they
pecked at it solong till the leaf fell off ; and
the tree stood there greener and more fresh,
the roses gave forth their fragrance in the
sunshine over Thorwaldsen’s grave, with
whose immortal name they were united.



THE DARNING-NEEDLE.

—_————

THERE was once upon a time a darning-
needle, that imagined itself so fine, that at
last it fancied it was a sewing-needle.

“Now, pay attention, and hold me
firmly 17 said the darning-needle to the
fingers that were taking it out. “ Do not
let me fall! If I fall on the ground, I
shall certainly never be found again, so fine
am 1.”

“Pretty well as to that,” answered the
fingers; and so saying, they took hold of
it by the body.

“Look, I come with a train! said the

G



82 THE DARNING-NEEDLE.

darning-needle, drawing a long thread after
it, but there was no knot to the thread.

The fingers directed the needle against
an old pair of shoes belonging to the
cook. The upper-leather was torn, and 1t
was now to be sewed together.

“That is vulgar work,” said the needle;
“I can mnever get through it. I shall
break ! I shall break!” And it really did
break. “ Did I not say so ?” said the needle ;
“T am too delicate.”

“Now it’s good for nothing,” said the
fingers, but they were obliged to hold it
still ; the cook dropped sealing-wax upon
it, and pinned her neckerchief together
with it. |

“Well, now I am a breast-pin,” said the
darning-needle. “I was sure I should be
raised to honour : if one is something, one
is sure to get on!” and at the same time

it laughed inwardly ; for one can never
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see when a darning-needle laughs. So there
1t sat now as proudly as in a state-carriage,
and looked around on every side.

“May I take the liberty to inquire if
you are of gold ?” asked the needle of a
pin that was its neighbour. “ You have
a splendid exterior, and a head of your
own, but it is small, however. You must
do what you can to grow, for it is not every
one that is bedropped with sealing-wax !”
And then the darning-needle drew itself up
so high that it fell out of the kerchief,
and tumbled right into the sink, which the
cook was at that moment rinsing out.

“Now we are going on our travels,”
said the needle. “If only I do not get
lost 7 But 1t really did get lost.

“I am too delicate for this world I” said
the needle, as 1t lay in the sink, “but I
know who I am, and that is always a con-
solation ;” and the darning-needle main-
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tained its proud demeanour, and lost none
of 1ts good-humour.

And all sorts of things swam over it—
shavings, straws, and scraps of old news-
papers.

“Only look how they sail by,” said the
needle. “They do not know what 1s
hidden below them! I stick fast here:
here I sit. Look! there goes a shaving;
it thinks of nothing in the world but of
itself—but of a shaving! There drifts a
straw ; and how it tacks about, how it turns
round! Think of something else beside your-
self, or else perhaps you’ll run against a
stone! There swims a bit of a newspaper.
What ’s written there is long ago forgotten,
and yet out 1t spreads itself, as if it were
michty important! I sit here patient and
stl: I know who I am, and that I shall
remain after all !”

One day there lay something close beside
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the needle. It glittered so splendidly, that
the needle thought it must be a diamond ;
but it was only a bit of a broken bottle, and
because it glittered the darning-needle ad-
dressed it, and introduced itself to the other
as a breast-pin.

“You are, no doubt, a diamond ?”

“Yes, something of the sort.” And so
each thought the other something very pre-
clous, and they talked together of the world,
and of how haughty it is.

“I was with a certain miss, in a little box,”
sald the darning-needle, “and this miss was
cook ; and on each hand she had five fingers.
In my whole life I have never seen anything
so conceited as these fingers! And yet they
were only there to take me out of the box
and to put me back into it again !”

“Were they, then, of noble birth ?” asked
the broken bottle.

“Noble!” said the darning-needle; «no,
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but high-minded! There were five brothers,
all descendants of the ¢ Finger’ family. They
always kept together, although they were of
different lengths. The outermost one, little
Thumb, was short and stout ; he went at
the side, a little in front of the ranks: he
had, too, but one joint in his back, so that
he could only make one bow; but he said, if a
man were to cut him off, such an one were
no longer fit for military service. Sweet-
tooth, the second finger, pryed into what was
sweet, as well as into what was sour, pointed
to the sun and moon, and he it was that
gave stress when they wrote. Longman, the
third brother, looked at the others con-
temptuously over his shoulder. Goldrim, the
fourth, wore a golden girdle round his body ;
and the little Peter Playallday did nothing
at all, of which he was very proud. ’Twas
boasting, and boasting, and nothing but boast-
ing, and so away I went.”
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“And now we sit here and glitter,” said
the broken glass bottle.

At the same moment more water came
along the gutter; it streamed over the
sides and carried the bit of bottle away
with it.

“Well, that s an advancement,” said the
darning-needle. “I remain where T am: I
am too fine ; but that is just my pride, and
as such is to be respected.” And there
1t sat so proudly, and had many grand
thoughts.

“I should almost think that I was born
of a sunbeam, so fine am I! It seems to
me, too, as if the sunbeams were always
seeking me beneath the surface of the wa-
ter. Ah! I am so fine, that my mother
is unable to find me! Had I my old eye
that broke, I verly think I could weep ;
but I would not—weep! no, it’s not gen-
teel to weep!”
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One day two boys came rummaging about
in the sink, where they found old nails, far-
things, and such sort of things. It was dirty
work ; however, they took pleasure in it.

“Oh !” cried one who had pricked himself
with the needle, “ there ’s a fellow for you.”

“I am no fellow, I am a lady!” said the
darning-needle; but no one heard it. The
sealing-wax had worn off, and it had become
quite black ; but black makes one look more
slender, and the needle fancied it looked
more delicate than ever.

“ Here comes an egg-shell sailing along!”
said the boys; and then they stuck the needle
upright in the egg-shell.

“The walls white, and myself black,”
said the needle. “That is becoming ! People
can see me now ! If only I do not get sea-
sick, for then I shall snap.”

- But 1t was not sea-sick, and did not snap.

“It 1s good for sea-sickness to have a
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stomach of steel, and not to forget that one
is something more than a human being !
Now my sea-sickness is over. The finer one
1s, the more one can endure !”

“Crack !” said the egg-shell : a wheel went
over 1t.

“ Good heavens ! how heavy that presses!”
said the needle. “ Now I shall be sea-sick !
I'snap!” But it did not snap, although a
wheel went overit. It lay there at full length,
and there 1t may lie still.
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THE OLD STREET LAMP.

D you ever hear the story of the old
street lamp ¢ °Tis true, it is not; so very
wonderfully amusing ; however, one may very
well listen to it once at any rate.

The lamp in question was a right honest
old lamp, that had seen many and many a
year, and was now to retire from service.
For the last time 1t stuck up atop of the
lamp-post and 1llumined the street : its feel-
ings were like those of some old supernu-
merary 1n the ballet, who dances for the last
time, and the day after sits quite forgotten in
her garret. The lamp wasin a terrible state
of anxiety about the morrow, for it knew
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that 1t would appear for the first time before
the burgomaster and town-council in order
to be examined, and that they might see
whether it was still fit for service or not.
There and then would be decided whether
in future its light was to illumine the inha-
bitants of one of the suburbs, or to shine in
some factory, out in the country: perhaps
its path might lead straight to some iron-
foundry, and into the smelting furnace. In
this case, it is true, there was no knowing
what it might not become; but the thought,
whether it would be able to retain a recol-
lection that it had once been a street lamp,
troubled 1t exceedingly. Happen as it might,
so much was certain, that it would be sepa-
rated from the watchman and his wife, who
looked upon the lamp as a part of their
family. When the lamp was put up for the
first time the watchman was a young and
active man, and it happened that just at the
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very same hour he entered upon the duties
of his office—heigho ! that was indeed a long
time ago, since the one became a lamp and
the other a watchman. His wife was at that
time a little proud, and it was only when she
passed by of an evening that she honoured
the lamp with a look, by day never ; but
now of late years, when all three, the watch-
man, his wife, and the lamp, were grown old,
the woman had also tended it, had cleaned
1t, and supplied it with oil. The old mar-
ried couple were downright honest.

It was the last evening to be passed in
the street, and to-morrow it must go to the
town-hall : these were two dismal thoughts,
so 1t was no wonder if the lamp did not
burn brightly. But many other thoughts
occupied 1t. To how many had it given
light—how much had 1t seen ! as much, per-
haps, as the burgomaster and the town-
councll ; however, 1t did not give vent to its
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thoughts, for it was a good loyal old lamp,
that would not offend any body, least of all
the authorities. Tull many a thing occurred
to 1t, and occasionally the flame brightened :
at such moments it had a feeling that it
would not be entirely forgotten. “ At that
time, there was the handsome young man—
’tis true 1t’s a long time ago now—he had a
note on rose-coloured paper with gold edge,
the writing was as fine as though 1t were a
lady’s hand.  Twice did he read it and kiss
it, and looked up to me with eyes that said
quite plainly, I am the happiest of men !’
Only he and I knew what was written in
this the first letter of his beloved. Ah!I
remember too another pair of eyes. How
wonderfully thought can overleap time and
space! There was a funeral in the street :
the beautiful young wife reposed on the
most sumptuous hearse, in a coffin bestrewed
with flowers and garlands: the numerous
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torches quite dimmed my light. In front of
the houses stood crowds of people—they all
followed the procession ; but when the torches
were all out of sight, and T looked around,
there stood a single person leaning against
my post, who wept. Never shall I forget those
desponding eyes that looked up to me!”
These and similar thoughts occupied the old
street lamp, that shone to-day for the last time.

The sentry who is relieved from guard
knows at least who is to take his place, and
can whisper a few words to him : but the
lamp did not know its successor, to whom,
however, 1t might have given some useful
hints with regard to rain and fog, have told
how far upon the pavement the moon-beams
reached, from which side the wind usually
blew, &ec.

Beside the gutter stood three persons, who
intended to 1introduce themselves to the
lamp, because they imagined that the place



96 THE OLD STREET LAMP.

they sought was in the lamp’s own gift.
One was a herring’s head, that could shine
in the dark, and fancied it would be a great
saving of oil if it were placed upon the
lamp-post. Number 2 was a bit of rotten
wood that shone also: it was, so i1t fancied,
descended from an ancient stock, once the
ornament of the forest. The third per-
sonage was a glow-worm : whence this last
came the lamp could not comprehend ; there
1t was, however, and it could shine too. But
the rotten wood and the herring’s head swore
by all that was holy, that it only gave light at
certain times, and for that reason would not
by any means be taken into account.

The old lamp declared that none of them
gave sufficient light to fill the post of street
lamp ; but this not one of them would
believe. ~ When they therefore heard that it
was not the lamp itself that had the disposal
of the office, they all thought this wasa very
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good thing, for the lamp was in much too
decayed a state to be able to make a choice,

At the same moment the wind came blow-
ing round the corner of the street, and went
right through the air-holes of the old lamp.

“What do I hear?” asked the wind :
“you are going away to-morrow! Do I
meet you here for the last time? Then I
must give you something as a parting gift.
I will so blow into your upper story, that in
future you will not only be able to call o
mind all that has happened and all you
have heard, but within you shall become so
clear, that you will see everything which is
read or spoken of in your presence.”

“Oh, that is much indeed, very much,”
said the old lamp; “I thank you heartily.
If only, I am not melted up.”

“That 1s not so very likely,” said the
wind. “I will now blow memory into you;
and if you get a few more such presents, you

H
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may then spend your old days pleasantly
enough.”

“If only T am not melted up,” said the
lamp ; “or, even in this case, should T still
retain my memory?”

“(Qld lamp, be reasonable,” said the wind,
and began to blow.

At that moment the moon appeared from
among the clouds.

“ What do you intend to give the lamp?”
asked the wind.

“Ishall give nothing,” answered the moon.
“] am on the wane, and the lamps have
never given me any light, while I, on the
contrary, have often enough given light to
the lamps ;” and with these words the moon
hid herself again behind the clouds, in order
not to be exposed to any further demands.

A drop of water now fell on the lamp, as
though from the roof of a house; but the
drop explained that it came from the grey
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clouds, and was also a gift, perchance, even
the very best of all.

“I penetrate your whole frame, so that
you are rendered capable, in one night if
you wish it, of becoming rust, and of crum-
bling away like powder.”

This, however, seemed to the lamp but a
bad present, and the wind was of the same
opinion.

“ Will no one give anything more ? will
1o one give anything more ?” blew the wind
as loud as it was able.

Hereupon a falling star was seen, forming
a long bright streak of light.

“What was that ?” cried the herring’s
head. “Did I not see a star fall ? T verily
do believe it was into the lamp that it went.
If such high persons canvass for this office,
then truly we may as well give up the mat-
ter and go about our business.”

And that was what all thtee did. The
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old lamp emitted a wondrously bright light.
It said, “ That was a glorious present! The
clear stars that have always afforded me the
greatest pleasure, and which shine so re-
splendently as I have never been able to do,
although all my thoughts and all my efforts
were directed to that end,—the bright stars
have yet observed me, poor old lamp that
I am, and have sent me a present consisting
in the capability of making all that I myself
remember, and that I see before me as dis-
tinctly as though it were present, visible
also to all those whom I love: and in this
lies truly real pleasure; for joy that one is
unable to share with others, is, after all, but
half enjoyment.”

“ That sentiment does you honour,” said
the wind ; “ but for that wax-lights are ne-
cessary : if they are not lighted in you, all
your fine abilities will avail others but little.
You see the stars have not thought of that,
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they take you and every other sort of illu-
mination for wax-lights. But now I will lay
myself to rest;” and accordingly the wind
soon after was at rest. |

“ Wax-lights, faith I said the lamp. «I
have never had any hitherto, nor is it very
probable I ever shall. If only I am not
melted up.”

The next day—yes, it is better that we
pass over the next day. The next evening
the lamp was reposing in a grandfather’s
arm-chair.  And guess where? In the old
watchman’s house! He had begged as a
favour of the burgomaster and the town-
council, that, in consideration of his long and
faithful service, he might be allowed to keep
the old lamp, which, on the first day of his
entering office, he had put up and lighted
himself ; he looked upon it as his child, for
he had no other: and so the lamp was
accorded him.
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It now lay there in the large grandfather’s
chair beside the warm fire ; it felt quite as
if it had grown bigger, because it filled the

whole chair alone.
ke ol people sat at their supper and
cast friendly looks towards the lamp, to

which they would willingly have given a
place at table.

'Tis true they dwelt in a cellar full two
yards deep in the ground, and to reach the
room you were obliged to go through a stone
passage ; but when once inside it was right
warm and comfortable; there was list nailed
round the door to keep the wind out, all
was neat and clean, and there were curtains
to the bedstead and over the little window.
In the window stood two curious-looking
flower-pots, which Christian, the sailor, had
brought with him from the East or West
Indies. They were only of clay, and repre-
sented two elephants ; the backs were want-
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ing, instead of which there grew out of the
mould with which they were filled, in the
one the finest cives—that was the kitchen-
garden—and in the other a large geranium—
that was the flower-garden.  Against the wall
hung a large coloured print of Tur CoNGRESS
OF VIENNA : there they had at one view all
the emperors and kings. A clock with heavy
leaden weights went « Tick, tack,” and was, to
tell the truth,always too fast ; but the old peo-
plethought thiswas better than tobe too slow.
They ate their evening meal, and the lamp
lay, as already observed, in the great arm-
chair close beside the fire. It seemed to the
lamp as if the whole world were turned
topsy-turvy ; but when the old watchman
gazed upon 1t, and talked about what they
both had experienced together in rain and
fog, in the short bright summer nights, as
well as in the long nights of winter, in pelt-
ing snow-storms, when one longed after the



104 THE OLD STREET LAMP.

passage that led to the snug underground
dwelling—then the old lamp was all right
again ; it saw everything as plainly as though
it had just happened, for, thanks to the wind,
all was as clear again as heretofore.

The old people were very busy and active;
not a single hour was passed in idleness.
On Sunday afternoon some book or other
was brought out—rvoyages or travels was
what they liked best—and the old man read
aloud about Africa, and the vast forests, and
about the elephants that run wild there;
and the old woman listened full of attention,
and cast a stolen glance at the earthen ele-
phants that served as flower-pots.

“I can almost fancy it to myself,” said
she; and the lamp wished so ardently that a
~wax-light had been there and lighted within
it, for then the old woman would have been
able to see all, even to the very minutest
detail, just as the lamp beheld it : the high
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trees, the thickly interwoven branches, the
naked black men on horseback, and whole
herds of elephants that trampled down the
reeds and bushes with their broad clumsy
feet.

“What avail all my abilities, if I can find
no wax-light,” sighed the lamp. «They
have only got oil and tallow candles, and
that 1s not sufficient.”

One day a whole heap of wax candle ends
arrived in the cellar. The larger bits were
burned, the smaller ones were used by the
old woman to wax her thread with. Thus
there were wax-lights enough there; but no
one ever thought of sticking a light up in
the lamp.

“ Here I am, then, with my rare abilities,”
said the lamp. “I hear all within me and am
not able to cause others to participate in it ;
they do not know that I am capable of turn-
ing the whitewashed walls into the most cost-
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ly tapestry, into the most beautiful groves,
into all that they possibly can wish for.”
For the rest the lamp was kept in good
order, and stood, micely cleaned, in a cor-
ner, where it struck everybody. Strangers
thought it was a great piece of lumber ; but
the old couple did not mind that, they were
fond of the lamp and liked to have it there.
One day—it was the old watchman’s
birthday—the good woman approached the
lamp, and said, as she laughed to herself,
“I’ll have an illumination to-day in honour
of my old man!” and the lamp creaked
with its tin hinges, for it thought, “ Well!
things do begin to look brighter at last!”
But it did not get beyond its oil, and no
wax-light made its appearance. The lamp
burned the whole evening long, and it now
saw quite clearly that the gift of the stars
would remain a useless treasure for this life;
when suddenly it had a dream, and with
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such abilities, to dream is no such very great
art. It seemed as though the old people
were dead, and the lamp itself had come to
the foundry to be melted up. At this it
felt just as uncomfortable as when it was
obliged to go to the town-hall to be exa-
mined by the burgomaster and the town-
council ; but, although it was possessed of
the power to crumble away at will in rust
and powder, it, however, did not do so. It
was flung into the smelting furnace, and
turned into an iron candlestick for putting
wax-lights in, as handsome as any one could
well wish. It had now the form of an angel
carrying a large bunch of flowers; and in
the middle of the flowers the wax-light was
to be placed. The candlestick had a place
assigned 1t on a green writing-table. The
room was so snug; all round were books,
and the walls were hung with beautiful pic-
tures : 1t was a poet’s room. Everything
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that he thought or wrote shewed itself
around. Nature changed into thick gloomy
forests, into pleasant meadows where the
storks strutted about, into the deck of a
ship upon the surgy ocean, into the clear
sky, with all its innumerable stars.

“ What abilities I possess!” said the lamp,
awaking. “I could almost wish to be melt-
ed up. Yet no! that may not be so long as
the old couple are alive. They love me for
my own individual sake—they have kept -
me neat, and supplied me with oil. After
all, I am as well off as the whole congress,
which they, too, take so much pleasure in
looking at.”

And since then the lamp enjoyed more
inward tranquillity, and it deserved it too,
the honest old street lamp !
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THE LITTLE MATCH-GIRL.

It was terribly cold ; it snowed, and was
nearly quite dark, and evening—the last
evening of the year. In this cold and dark-
ness there went along the street a poor little
girl, bare-headed, and with naked feet.
When she left home she had slippers on, it
1s true; but what was the good of that ?
They were very large slippers, which her
mother had hitherto worn; so large were
they ; and the poor little thing lost them as
she scuffled away across the street, because
of two carriages that rolled by dreadfully
fast. One slipper was nowhere to be found:

the other had been laid hold of by an urchin,
#
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and off he ran with it ; he thought it would
do capitally for a cradle when he some day
or other should have children himself. So
the little maiden walked on with her tiny
naked feet, that were quite red and blue
from cold. She carried a quantity of
matches in an old apron, and she held a
bundle of them in her hand. Nobody had
bought anything of her the whole livelong
day; no one had given her a single farthing.

She crept along trembling with cold and
hunger—a very picture of sorrow, the poor
little thing! ¥

The flakes of snow covered her long fair
hair, which fell in beautiful curls around her
neck ; but of that, of course, she never once
now thought. From all the windows the
candles were gleaming, and it smelt so deli-
clously of roast goose, for you know it was
new year’s eve ; yes, of that she thought.

In a corner formed by two houses, of
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which one advanced more than the other,
she seated herself down and cowered to-
gether. Ier little feet she had drawn close
up to her, but she grew colder and colder,
and to go home she did not venture, for she
had not sold any matches and could not bring
a farthing of money : from her father she
would certainly get blows, and at home it
was cold too, for above her she had only the
roof, through which the wind whistled, even
though the largest cracks were stopped up
with straw and rags.

Her little hands were almost numbed with
cold. Oh! a match might afford her a world
of comfort, if she only dared take a single
one out of the bundle, draw it against the
wall, and warm her fingers by it. She drew
one out. ‘Rischt!” how it blazed, how it
burnt! It was a warm, bright flame like
a candle, as she held her hands over it:
1t was a wonderful light. It seemed really to
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the little maiden as though she were sitting
before a large iron stove with burnished
brass feet and a brass ornament at top. The
fire burned with such blessed influence ; it
warmed so delightfully. The little girl had
already stretched out her feet to warm them
too ; but—the small flame went out, the
stove vanished : she had only the remains
of the burnt-out match in her hand.

She rubbed another against the wall : it
burned brightly, and where the light fell on
the wall, there the wall became transparent
like a veil, so that she could see into the
room. On the table was spread a snow-
white table-cloth ; upon it was a splendid
porcelain service, and the roast goose was
steaming famously with its stuffing of apple
and dried plums. And what was still more
capital to behold was, the goose hopped
down from the dish, reeled about on the
floor with knife and fork in its hreast, till
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it came up to the poor little girl ; when—
the match went out and nothing but the
thick, cold, damp wall was left behind. She
lighted another match. Now there she was
sitting under the most magnificent Christmas
trees : 1t was still larger and more decorated
than that one which she had seen through
the glass-door in the rich merchant’s
house.

Thousands of lights were burning on the
green branches, and gaily-coloured pictures,
such as she had seen in the shop-windows,
looked down upon her. The little maiden
stretched out her hands towards them when
—the match went out. The lights of the
Christmas tree rose higher and higher, she
saw them now as stars in heaven ; one fell
down and formed a long trail of fire.

“ Some one is just dead !” said the little
girl; for her old grandmother, the only
person who had loved her, and who was now

I
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no more, had told her, that when a star
falls, a soul ascends to God.

She drew another match against the wall :
it was again light, and in the lustre there
stood the old grandmother, so bright and
radiant, so mild, and with such an expres-
sion of love.

“ Grandmother!” cried the little one ;
““oh, take me with you! You go away when
the match burns out ; you vanish like the
warm stove, like the delicious roast goose,
and like the magnificent Christmas tree !”
And she rubbed the whole bundle of matches
quicklyagainst the wall, for she wanted to be
quite sure of keeping her grandmother near
her. And the matches gave such a brilliant
light that it was brighter than at noon-day :
never formerly had the grandmother been so
beautiful and so tall. She took the little
maiden on her arm, and both flew in bright-

ness and in joy so high, so very high, and
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then above was neither cold, nor hunger,
nor anxiety—they were with God.

But in the corner, at the cold hour of
dawn, sat the poor girl, with rosy cheeks and
with a smiling mouth, leaning against the
wall—frozen to death on the last evening of
the old year. Stiff and stark sat the child
there with her matches, of which one bundle
had been burnt. “She wanted to warm her- |
self,” people said : no one had the slightest
suspicion of what beautiful things she had
seen ; no one even dreamed of the splendour
i which, with her grandmother, she had
entered on the joys of a new year.

THE END.
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colours, from  designs by Mr. Stanesby. Small 4to, price
10s. 6d. extra cloth bevelled boards ; 14s. calf gilt edges ;
18s. best Turkey morocco antique.

* * Adapted for all seasons and all ages.

A BEAUTIFUL WEDDING GIFT.

THE BRIDAL SOUVENIR :
Containing. the choicest Thoughts of the Best Authors, in
prose and verse. Richly Tlluminated in gold and colours from
designs by Mr. S. STaNEsBY. Elegantly bound in a new
white morocco cloth, price 21s. gilt edges.

< A splendid specimen of decorative art, and well suited for a bridal gift.”
— Literary Gazelte,

< The binding in gold and white, with moresque ornamentations, is very
appropriate.”—Ilustrated London News.

@ One of the most attractive of modern publications,””— At Journal.

ELEGANT GIFT FOR A LADY.

TREES, PLANTS, AND FLOWERS ;
Treir Bravries, Uses, AND INFLUENCES. By Mgs. R.
LrE (formerly Mrs. Bowdich), Author of ““The African Wan-
derers,” &c. With beautiful coloured Ilustrations, by J.
ANDREWS. 8vo, cloth elegant, gilt edges, price 10s. 6d.

<« The volume is at once useful as a botanical work, and exquisite as the
ornament of a boudoir table.”—Britannia.
< Ag full of interest as of beauty.”’—Art Journal.

BEAUTIFUL LIBRARY EDITION.

THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD;
A Tale. By Oriver GorpsyitTH, Printed by Whittingham.
With Eight Illustrations, by J. ABSOLON. Square fcap 8vo,
price s. extra cloth ; 10s. 6d. antique moroceo, gilt edges.

<M. Absolon’s graphic sketches add greatly to the interest of the volume.
Altogether, it is as pretty an edition of the ¢ Vicar’as we have seen. Mus.
Primrose herzelf would consider it ¢ well-dressed.’ ”—Art Journal.

« A delightful edition of one of the most delightful of works. The fine
old type and thick paper malke this volume attractive to any lover of books.”
— Edinburgh Guardian.,
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NEW & POPULAR WORKS FOR THE YCUNG.

THE TRIUMPHS OF STEAM ;

- Or, STorIES FROM THE LIVES OF WaTT, ARKWRIGHT, AND
STEPHENSON. By the Author of ¢ Might not Right,” *“ Our
Eastern Empire,”” &c. With Illustrations by J. GILBERT.
Dedicated by permission to Robert Stephenson, Esq., M.P.
Royal 16mo, price 8s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

THE WAR TIGER;
Or, ADVENTURES AND WONDERFUL FORTUNES OF THE
YouNe Sea-CHIEF AND EIs Lap CEHow. By Wrnnianm
DaxvroN, Author of ““The Wolf Boy of China,” Tllustrated
by H. S. MELVILLE. Feap 8vo, price 5s. cloth extra,

THE BOY'S OWN TOY MAKER:
A Practical Illustrated Guide to the useful employment of
Leisure Hours. By E. LanNprrns. With upwards of 150
Cuts. Royal 16mo, price 2s. 6d. cloth.

BY THE LATE THOMAS HOOD.

THE HEADLONG CAREER AND WOFUL ENDING OF
PRECOCIOUS PIGGY. Written for his Children, by the
late THOMAS Hoop. With a Preface by his Daughter ; and
Illustrated by his Son. Post 4to, price 2s. 6d. coloured.,

THE FAIRY TALES OF SCIENQE;
A Book for Youth. By J. C. BrougH. With 16 beautiful
INustrations by C. H. BENNETT. Feap 8vo, price 5s. cloth,
CoxreNts: 1. The Age of Monsters.—2. The Amber
Spirit.—3. The Four Elements.—4. The Life of an Atom,—
5. A Little Bit.—6. Modern Alchemy.—7. Magic of a Sun-
beam.—8. Two Eyes Better than One.—9. The Mermaid’s
Home.—-10. Animated Flowers.—11. Metamorphoses, —12.
The Invisible World.—13. Wonderful Plants.—14. Water
Bewitched.—15. Pluto’s Kingdom.—186. Moving Lands,—
17. The Gnomes.—18. A Flight through Space.—19. The
Tale of a Comet.—20. The Wonderful Lamp.

PAUL BLAKE;
Or, The STORY of a BoY'S PERILS in the ISLANDS of Corsrca
and MoNTE CRrIsT0. By ALFRED ExwEs, Author of “ Qcean
and her Rulers.” Illustrated by ANELAY. feap Svo, 5s. cloth.
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SUNDAY EVENINGS WITH SOPHIA ;
Or, LirTLE TALKS ON GREAT SUBJECTS. A Book for Girls.
By LeoxorA G. BELL. With Frontispiece by J. ABsoLoN.
Fecap 8vo, price 2s. 6d. cloth.

SCENES OF ANIMAL LIFE AND CHARACTER;
From NATURE AND RECcOLLECTION. In Twenty Plates. By
J. B. 4to, price 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured, fancy
boards.

THREE CHRISTMAS PLAYS FOR CHILDREN;
THE SLEEPER AWAKENED. THE WONDERFUL
BIRD. CRINOLINE. By Turresa PuLszky. With
Original Music, composed by JaNsA; and Three Illustra-
tions by ARMITAGE, coloured. Super royal 16mo, price
3s. 6d. cloth, gilt edges.

DER SCHWATZER ;

Or, THE PRATTLER. An amusing Introduction to the Ger-
man Language, on the Plan of ‘‘ Le Babillard.” With 16
Tllustrations. 16mo, price 2s. cloth.

TABULAR VIEWS OF THE GEOGRAPHY AND SACRED
HISTORY OF PALESTINE, & OF THE TRAVELS
OF ST. PAUL. Intended for Pupil Teachers, and others
engaged in Class Teaching. By A. T. WaITE. Oblong 8vo,
price 1s. sewed.

INEZ;;

Or, THE SIEGE OF SAN SEBASTIAN. Fcap 8vo, pr. 2s. cloth.

* * Any Profits on this Work will be given to the Hospital for
Sick Children in Great Ormond Street.

FRED MARKHAM IN RUSSIA ;
Or, THE BoYy TRAVELLERS IN THE LAND OF THE CZAR. By
W. H. G. XKix¢sToN, Author of ¢ Salt Water,” &c. With
Tlustrations. Fcap 8vo, price 5s. cloth ; 5s. 6d. gilt edges.

¢¢ Most admirably does this book unite a capital narrative with the com-
munication of valuable information respecting Russia.”—Nonconformist.
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MIGHT NOT RIGHT
Or, STORIES OF THE DISCOVERY AND CONQUEST OF
AMERICA. By the Author of ‘“ Our Eastern Empire,” &ec.
Illustrated by J. GILBERT. Royal 16mo, price 3s. 6d.
cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, and gilt edges..

‘“ With the fortunes of Columbus, Cortes, and Pizarro, for the staple of
these stories, the writer has succeeded in producing a very interesting
volume.”’—Zllustrated News.

JACK FROST AND BETTY SNOW;
Wirs oTHER TALES FOorR WINTRY NIGHTS AND RAINY
Days. Illustrated by H. WEIR. 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d.
coloured, gilt edges.

““The dedication of these pretty tales prove by whom they are written ;
they are indelibly stamped with that natural and graceful method of amusing
while instrueting, which only persons of genius possess.”’—di¢ Jowrnal.

OLD NURSE'S BOOK OF RHYMES, JINGLES, AND
Drrries. Edited and Illustrated by C. H. BENNETT,
Author of “Shadows.” With Ninety Engravings. Fcap
4to, price 3s. 6d. cloth, plain, or 6s. coloured.

“The illustrations arve all so replete with fun and imagination, that we
scarcely know who will be most pleased with the book, the good-natured
grandfather who gives it, or the chubby grandchild who gets it, for a
Christmas-Box.,”—Notes and Quertes.

MAUD SUMMERS THE SIGHTLESS;
A NARRATIVE FOR THE YOUNG. Illustrated by Absolon.
3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

¢ A touching and beautiful story.”’— Christian Tireasury.,

CTARA HOPE;
Or, THE BLADE AND THE EAR. By Miss MiLNerR. With
Frontispiece by BIRKET Foster. Fecap 8Svo, price 3s. 6d.
cloth ; 4s. 6d. cloth elegant, gilt edges.

¢¢ A beautiful narrative, showing how bad habits may be eradicated, and
evil tempers subdued.”—British Mother’s Journal.

THE ADVENTURES AND EXPERIENCES Of BIDDY
DorkiNGg, AND oF THE FAT Froc. Edited by Mgs. S. C.
Harr. Illustrated by H. WEIR. 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d.
coloured, gilt edges.

““ Most amusingly and wittily told.”—Morning Herald.
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ATTRACTIVE AND INSTRUCTIVE AMUSEMENT

] FOR THE YOUNG.
HOME PASTIME ;

Or, Tee Crmp’s OwNy Toy Maxker. With practical
instructions. By E. Lanxprrns. Price 5s. complete, with
the Cards and Descriptive Letterpress.

*,* By this novel and ingenious “ Pastime,” beautiful Models
can be made by Children from the Cards, by attending to the
Plain and Simple Instructions in the Book.

CoNTENTS : 1. Wheelbarrow.—2. Cab.—3. Omnibus.—

4. Nursery Yacht.—5. French Bedstead.—6. Perambu-

lator.—7. Railway Engine.—8. Railway Tender.—9. Rail-

way Carriage.—10. Prince Albert’s Model Cottage.—11.
Windmill.—12. Sledge.

% As a delightful exercise of ingenuity, and a most sensible mode of pass-

ing a winter’s evening, we commend the Child’s own Toy Maker.”—Zllus-

trated News.

¢ Should be in every house blessed with the presence of children.”—Z%e
Field.

HISTORICAL ACTING CHARADES

Or, AMUSEMENTS FOR WINTER EVENINGS. By the Author
of “Cat and Dog,” &c. New Edition. Fcap 8vo, price
3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges.

¢¢ A rare book for Christmas parties, & of practical value.” —Illustrated News.

THE STORY OF JACK AND THE GIANTS ;
With Thirty-five Illustrations by RicHarD DoYLE. DBeauti-
fully printed. - New and Cheaper Edition. Feap 4to, price
2s. 6d. in faney bds. ; 4s. 6d. coloured, extra cloth, gilt edges.
¢ In Doyle’s drawings we have wonderful conceptions, which will secure the

book a place amongst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the imagi-
nations of children.”—Illustrated Times.

. S W. H. G. KINGSTON.
SALT WATER ;
Or, NEIL D’ARrcy’s SEA LIFE AND ADVENTURES (a Book
for Boys). By W. H. G. KinesrtoN, Esq., Author of
“Blue Jackets,” ‘‘ Peter the Whaler,” &e. With Eight
Tllustrations. Feap 8vo, price 5s. cloth ; 5s. 6d. gilt edges.
¢ A capital book for boys.”’—Athenewn.
“ With the exception of Captain Marryat, we know of no English anthor
who will compare with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical adven-
ture.”’—Illustrated News. '
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HISTORY OF INDIA FOR THE YOUNG.

OUR EASTERN EMPIRE ;
Or, STORIES FROM THE HISTORY OF BRITISH INDIA. By the
‘Author of “The Martyr Liand,” “ Might not Right,” &e.
With Four Illustrations. Royal 16mo, cloth 3s. 6d. ;
4s. 6d. coloured.
““These stories are charming, and convey a general view of the progress of

our Empire in the east. The tales are told with admirable clearness.”—
Atheneum,

THE MARTYR LAND ;
Or, TALES OoF THE VAUDOIS. By the Author of ¢ Our
Eastern Empire,” &c. Frontispiece by J. GILBERT.
Royal 16mo, price 3s. 6d. cloth. :

““While practical lessons run throughout, they are never obtruded; the
\Cx;}llnole tone is refined without affectation, religious and cheerful.” —English
wrchman.

GRANNY'S WONDERFUL CHAIR;
AND 118 TALES OF FAIry TiMES. By FRANCES BROWNE.
With Illustrations by KENNY Muapows. Small 4to,
3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

¢ One of the happiest blendings of marvel and moral we have ever seen.”
—Literary Gazette.

JULIA MAITLAND ;
Or, PRIDE GOES BEFORE A FALL. By M. and E. Kirny,
Authors of ¢“ The Talking Bird,” &ec. Illustrated by JorN
ABSOLON. Price 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

¢ Tt is nearly such a story as Miss Edgeworth might have written on the
same theme.”—Zhe Press.

PICTURES FROM THE PYRENEES ;
Or, AcNES’ AND Karr’S TrRAVELS. By CAROLINE BELL.
With numerous Illustrations. Small 4to, price 3s. 6d.
cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

¢ VWith admirable simplicity of ;manner it notices the towns, the scenery,
the people, and the natural phenomena of this grand mountain region.”—
The Press.

THE EARLY DAWN;
Or, STORIES TO THINK ABOUT. By a CoUNTRY CLERGYMAN.
Tllustrated by H. WEIR, &c. Small 4to, price 2s. 6d.
cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

*“The matter is both wholesome and instruetive, and must fascinate as
well as benefit the young.” —ZLiterarium.
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ANGELO;
Or, THE PINE FOREST AMONG THE ALPS. By GERALDINE
E. JEWsBURY, Author of ‘‘ The Adopted Child,” &c. With
Ilustrations by JoEN ABSOLON. Small 4to, price 2s. 6d.
cloth ; 8s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

“As pretty a child’s story as one might look for on a winter’s day.”—
Hraminer,

MRS. R. LEE’S LAST WORK.

SIR THOMAS;

Or, THE ADVENTURES OF A CORNISH BARONET IN WESTERN
ArricA. By Mgs. R. Leg, Author of ‘“The African
Wanderers,” ‘‘ Playing at Settlers,” &c. With Illustrations
by J. GiuBeRrT, Fcap 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d.

“The tale gives a faithful picture of the manners and customs of the
people of Fanti.,” —Morning Post.

'ALFRED CROWQUILL.

TALES OF MAGIC AND MEANING ;

Written and Illustrated by ALrrEp CrOWQUILL, Author of
““ Funny Leaves for the Younger Branches,” ¢ The Careless
Chicken,” “ Picture Fables,” &c. Small 4to, price 3s. 6d.
cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

‘¢ Cleverly written and abounding in frolic and pathos, and inculcate so

pure a moral, that we must pronounce him a very fortunate little fellow who
catches these ¢ Tales of Magic’ from a Christmas-tree,”—Atheneumn,

FAGGOTS FOR THE FIRESIDE;

Or, TALES oF Facr AND FaANcY. By PeTER PARLEY. With
Twelve Tinted Illustrations. Fecap 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth.

ContENTS : The Boy Captive; or, Jumping Rabbit's
Story—The White Owl—Tom Titmouse—The Wolf and
Fox—Bob Link—Autobiography of a Sparrow—The Chil-
dren of the Sun: a Tale of the Incas—The Soldier and
Musician—The Rich Man and his Son—The Avalanche—
Flint and Steel—Songs of the Seasons, &c.

‘A new work by Peter Parley is a pleasant greeting for all boys and girls,
wherever the English language is spoken or read. e has a happy method
of conveying information, while seeming to address himself to the imagina-
tion.”—The Critic.

R =
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THE DISCONTENTED CHILDREN;

AND HOW THEY WERE CURED. By MARY and ELiZABETH

KirBY, Authors of ¢‘The Talking Bird,” &ec. Iilustrated

by H. K, BrRowNE (Phiz). Second Edition, price 2s. 6d.
cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

“ We know no better method of banishing ¢ discontent’ from school-room
and nursery than by introducing this wise and clever story to their inmates,”
—Adrt Journal,

THE TALKING BIRD;
Or, THE LITTLE GIRL WHO KNEW WHAT WAS GOING TO
HarpEN, By M. and E. KirBy, Authors of “The Dis-
contented Children,” &c. With Illustrations by Hablot
K. BrowNE (Phiz). Price 2s. 6d. cloth; 8s. 6d. coloured,
gilt edges. :
“The story is ingeniously told, and the moral clearly shown.”’—Atheneum.,

THE MERRY WEDDING;
Dedicated without permission to the Brides of England. In
Six Plates, with verses, Oblong 4to, price 2s. 6d. plain ;
3s. 6d.coloured,

WORDS BY THE WAYSIDE;
Or, TaE CHILDREN AND THE FLOWERS. By EMILY AvrTON.
With Illustrations by H. ANELAY. Small 4to, price 3s. 6d.
cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.
¢ Seldom have we opened a hook designed for young people which has

afforded us greater satisfaction. It has our most cordial commendation.’—
Dritish Mother's Magazine.

¢ The simple and quiet manner in which the beauties of nature are gra-
dually unfolded is so fascinating, and the manmer in which everything is
associated with the Creator is so natural and charming, that we strongly re-
commend the book.”—Bell's Messenger.

T 4 Xr T m nm 1 A

PLAYING AT SETTLERS;
Or, TaE Faccor HousE. By Mgs. R. LEg, Author of *‘ The
African Wanderers,” ‘‘Anecdotes of Animals,” ¢“ Adven-
tures in Australia,” &c. Small 4to, price 2s. 6d. cloth;
3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

““ A pleasant story, drawn from the reminiscences of the author’s own
child-life.”—Zhe Press.
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THE REMARKABLE HISTORY OF THE HOUSE THAT
JACK BUILT. Splendidly Illustrated and magnificently
Tlluminated by THE SoN oF A GENIUS. Price 2s., ¢n fancy
cover.

¢ Magnificent in suggestion, and most comical in expression.”’—
Atheneuin.

LETTERS FROM SARAWAK, :
Addressed to a Child. Embracing an Account of the Man-
ners, Customs, and Religion of the Inhabitants of Borneo,
with Incidents of Missionary Life among the Natives. By
Mrs. M‘DoucaLrn. Fourth Thousand, enlarged in size,
with Illustrations. 3s. 6d. cloth.

¢ All is new, interesting, and admirably told.”—Church and State Gazetle.

DURABLE BOOKS FOR SUNDAY READING.

SCENES FROM THE LIVES OF JOSEPH AND MOSES.

With Illustrations by GILBERT, printed on Linen. Price 1s.

SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF OUR SAVIOUR.
With Illustrations by J. GILBERT, printed on Linen. Price 1s.

ALFRED CROWQUILL’S COMICAL BOOKS.

Uniform in size with *“ The Struwwelpeter.”

PICTURE FABLES.
Whitten and Illustrated with Sixteen large coloured Plates,
by ALrrED CROWQUILL, Price 2s. 6d.

THE CARELESS CHICKEN.
By the BAroN Krakevsipes. With Sixteen large coloured
Plates, by ALFRED CROWQUILL. 4to, 2s. 6d.

FUNNY LEAVES FOR THE YOUNGER BRANCHES,
By the BaroNx KRAKEMSIDES of Burstenoudelafen Castle.
Illustrated by ALFRED CrowQUILL. Coloured Plates. 2s. 6d.

GRUFFEL SWILLENDRINKEN :
Or, TeE REPROOF OoF THE BruTES. By ALFRED CROW-
QuiLL. Sixteen coloured Plates. Price 2s. 6d.
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BY MRS BRAY.

A PEEP AT THE PIXIES;

Or, LEGENDS OF THE WEST. By MRgs. BrAY, Author of

‘‘The Borders of the Tamar and the Tavy,” ¢ Life of

Stothard,” ‘“Trelawny,” &c. &c. With Illustrations by

Hasror K. BrowNE (Phiz). Super-royal 16mo, price

3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

¢ A peep at the actual Pixies of Devonshire, faithfully described by Mrs.

Bray, is a treat. Her knowledge of the locality, her atiection for her sub-
jeet, her exquisite feeling for nature, and her real delight in fairy lore, have
given a freshness to the little volume we did not expect. The notes at the
end contain matter of interest for all who feel a desire to know the origin of
such tales and legends.”— 4t Journal.

A BOOK FOR EVERY CHILD.

THE FAVOURITE PICTURE-BOOK;
A Gallery of Delights, designed for the Amusement and
Instruction of the Young. With several hundred Illustra-
tions from Drawings by J. AsBsorLon, H. K. BRoOwWNE
(Phiz), J. GiLBERT, T. LLANDSEER, J. LEECH, J. S. ProuUrT,
H. WEIR, &c. Royal 4to, price 8s. 6d. bound in an elegant
cover; 7s. 6d. coloured, or mounted on cloth.

OCEAN AND HER RULERS;
A Narrative of the Nations who have from the Earliest
Ages held dominion over the Sea ; comprising a brief History
of Navigation, from the remotest Periods to the Present
Time. By ALrrep ErLwes. With Frontispiece by Scort.
Fecap 8vo, 5s. cloth.

<« The volume is replete with valuable and interesting information; and
we cordially recommend it as a useful auxiliary in the school-room, and
entertaining companion in the library.”—2orning Post,

THE DAY OF A BABY-BOY;
A Story for a Little Child. By E. BErGEr, with Illustra-
tions by JOHN ABSOLON. Second Edition. Super-royal
16mo, price 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

¢¢ A sweet little book for the nursery.”’—Christian Times.
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BY THE AUTHOR OF “THE DOLL AND HER FRIENDS.”

CAT AND DOG;

Or, MEMOIRS OF Puss AND THE CAPTAIN, A Story founded
on Fact. Illustrated by Harrison Weir, Fifth Edition.
Super-royal 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

«The author of this amusing little tale is evidently a Jkeen observer of
nature. The illustrations are well executed; and the moral which points
the tale is conveyed in the most attractive form.” —Britannia.

THE DOLL AND HER FRIENDS;
Or, MEMOIRS OF THE LADY SERAPHINA, Third Edition.
With Four Illustrations by H. K. BRowNE (Phiz). Small
4to, 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.
< Pyidently written by one who has brought great powers to bear upon
a small matter.”—Morning Herald. .

¢ We quit the ¢ Lady Seraphina’ well assured she will find many friends
and admirers.”’—Illustrated News.

SCRIPTURE HISTORIES FOR LITTLE CHILDREN.

By the Author of ¢‘Mamma’s Bible Stories,” “Fanny and
Mamma,” &ec.  With Sixteen Illustrations by Joux
GILBERT. Super-royal 16mo, price 3s. cloth; 4s. 6d.
coloured, gilt edges.

CONTENTS :
The History of Joseph. History of our Saviour.
History of Moses. The Miracles of Christ.

* * Sold separately : 6d. each, plain ; 1s. colowred.

MISS JEWSBURY.

CLARISSA DONNELLY;
Or, TEE History oF AN ApopTED CHILD. By Miss
GERALDINE K. JEwsBURY. With an Illustration by Jorx
ABsoLON. Feap 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges.
¢ With wonderful power, only to be matched by as admirable a sim-

plicity, Miss Jewsbury has narrated the history of a child. For nobility of

purpose, for simple, nervous writing, and for artistic construction, it is one
of the most valuable works of the day.”’—ZLady’s Companion.
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WORKS BY MRS. R. LEE.

ANECDOTES OF THE HABITS AND INSTINCTS OF
BIRDS, FISHES, AND REPTILES. With Six Illus-
trations by HARRISON WEIR. Fecap 8vo, 5s. cloth; 5s. 6d.
gilt edges.

ANECDOTES OF THE HABITS AND INSTINCTS OF
ANIMALS. Second Edition. With Six Illustrations by
HAarrIisoN WEIR. Feap 8vo, 5s. cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges.

¢ Amusing, instructive, and ably written.”’—Ziferary Gazctte.
¢ Mrs. Lee’s authorities—to name only one, Professor Owen—are, for
the most part, first-rate.” —Athenewm.

TWELVE STORIES OF THE SAYINGS AND DOINGS OF
ANIMALS. With Illustrations by J. W. ARCHER.
Super-royal 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth; 38s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

€Tt is just such books as this that educate the imagination of children,
and enlist their sympathies for the brute creation.”’—Nonconformist.

FAMILTAR NATURAL HISTORY.

With Forty-two Illustrations from Original Drawings by
HARrRISON WEIR. Super-royal 16mo, 3s. 6d. cloth, plain;
6s. coloured, gilt edges.

ADVENTURES IN AUSTRALIA;
Or, TEE WANDERINGS OF CAPTAIN SPENCER IN THE BUsH
AND THE WILDS: containing Accurate Descriptions of the
Habits of the Natives, and the Natural Productions and
Features of the Country. Second Edition. Illustrated by
Prour. Fcap 8vo, bs. cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges.

¢ The work cannot fail to achieve an extensive popularity.”’—41¥¢ Journal.
¢¢This volume should find a place in every school library, and it will, we
are sure, be a very welcome and useful prize.””—Educational Times.

THE AFRICAN WANDERERS;
Or, THE ADVENTURES OF CARLOS AND ANTONIO ; embracing
interesting Descriptions of the Manners and Customs of the
Western Tribes, and the Natural Productions of the
Country. Third Edition. With Eight Engravings. . Feap
8vo, 5s. cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges.

¢ For fascinating adventure and rapid succession of incident, the volume
is equal to any relation of travel we ever read. It exhibits marked ability
as well as extensive knowledge, and deserves perusal from all ages.”’—
Britannia.

¢ In strongly recommending this admirable work to the attention of
young readers, we feel that we are rendering a real service to the cause of’
African civilization.”—Patriot,
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HARRY HAWKINS'S H-BOOK ;

SHOWING HOW HE LEARNED TO ASPIRATE HIS H’S. Frontiz-
piece by H. WEIR. Super-royal 16mo, price 6d.

¢ No family or schoolroom withiﬁ, or indeed beyond, the sound of Bow
bells, should be without this merry manual,”’—A4r¢ Journal.

THE FAMILY BIBLE NEWLY OPENED;
Wirta UNcLE GoODWIN'S ACCOUNT OF IT. By JEFFERYS
TAYLOR, Author of ‘“ A Glanceat the Globe,” &c. Frontis-
piece by J. GILBERT. Fecap 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth.
‘A very good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the taste,
feelings, and intelligence of young people.”—Educational Times.

““ Parents will also find it a great aid in the religious teaching of their
families.” —Edinburgh Witness.

KATE AND ROSALIND;
Or, EArLYy EXPERIENCES. By the Authorof ¢ Quicksands
on Foreign Shores,” &c. Fcap 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. gilt
edges.
‘“A book of unusual merit. The story is exceedingly well told, and the

characters are drawn with a freedom and boldness seldom met with.”—
Church of England Quanrterly.

““We have not room to exemplify the skill with which Puseyism is tracked
and detected. The Irish scenes are of an excellence that has not been sur-
passed since the best days of Miss Edgeworth.” —Fraser’s Magazine,

GOOD IN EVERYTHING ;
Or, THE EARLY HISTORY OF GILBERT HARLAND. By Mgs.
BARWELL, Author of “ Little Lessons for Little Learners,”
&c. Second Edition. With Illustrations by JOHN GILBERT.
Royal 16mo, 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

““The moral of this exquisite little tale will do more good than a thousand
set tasks abounding with dry and uninteresting truisms,”—Bell’s Messenger.
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WORKS BY W. H. G. KINGSTON.

BLUE JACKETS;

Or, Carps or THE OLD BLook. A Narrative of the Gallant
Exploits of British Seamen, and of the principal Events in the
Naval Service during the Reign of Her Most Gracious
Majesty QUEEN VIcTORIA. Post 8vo, price 7s. 6d. cloth.

¢ A more acceptable testimonial than this to the valour and enterprise of
the British Navy has not issued fromthe press for many years,”—Zhe Critic.

MANCO, THE PERUVIAN CHIEF.

With Illustrations by CARL ScHMOLZE, Fecap 8vo, 5s.
cloth ; 5s. 6d. gilt edges.
¢ A capital book; the story being one of much interest, and presenting a

good account of the history and institutions, the customsand manners of the
country.”’—LZLiterary Gazette.

MARK SEAWORTH;
A Tale of the Indian Ocean. By the Author of ¢‘Peter the
Whaler,”” &c. +With Illustrations by J. ABSOLON. Se-
cond Edition. Fecap 8vo, 5s. cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges.
¢ No more interesting, nor more safe book, can be put into the hands of

youth ; and to boys especially ¢ Mark Seaworth’ will be a treasure of de-
light.” — dr¢ Journal.

PETER THE WHALER;
His Early Life and Adventures in the Arctic Regions.
Second Edition. With Illustrations by E. DuNCAN. Fecap
8vo, bs. cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges.
¢ A better present for a boy of an active turn of mind could not be found,
The tone of the book is manly, healthful, and vigorous.”—Weekly News.

«In short, a book which the old may, but which the young must, read
when they have once begun it.”’—Atheneum,

A WORD TO THE WISE;
Or, HiNTs ON THE CURRENT IMPROPRIETY OF EXPRESSION
IN WRITING AND SPEAKING. By PARrRY Gwynxxye. Fifth
Edition. 18mo, price 6d. sewed, or 1s. cloth, gilt edges.
¢¢ All who wish to mind their p’s and ¢’s should consult this little volume.’
— Gentleman’s Magazine.

“May be advantageously consulted by even the well-educated.”—
Atheneum.
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WORKS BY MRS. LOUDON.

DOMESTIC PETS;

Their Habits and Management ; with Illustrative Anecdotes.
By MRrs. LounoN, Author of ‘¢ Facts from the World of
Nature,” &c.  With Engravings from Drawings by
H Arr1soN WEIR. Second Thousand. Fcap 8vo, 2s. 6d. cloth.

CoxntENTS :—The Dog, Cat, Squirrel, Rabbit, Guinea-
Pig, White Mice, the Parrot and other Talking-Birds,
Singing-Birds, Doves and Pigeons, Gold and Silver Fish.

““A most attractive and instructive little work. All who study Mus.

Loudon’s pages will be able to treat their pets with certainty and wisdom.”
—~Standard of Freedom.

FACTS FROM THE WORLD OF NATURE,
ANIMATE AND INANIMATE. Partl. THE EARTH.
Part 2. THE WATERS. Part 3. ATMOSPHERIC PHENOMENA.
Part 4. ANivan Lire. By Mrs. Loupox. With nume-
rous Illustrations on Wood, and Steel Frontispiece. Third
Thousand. Feap 8vo, 5s. cloth, gilt edges.

¢“The rare merit of this volume isits comprehensive selection of prominent
features and striking facts.”’—ZLiterary Gazette.

“It abounds with adventure and lively narrative, vivid description, and
poetic truth.”—Illustrated News.

¢ A volume as charming as it is useful. The illustrations are numerous
and well executed.”—Church and State Gazette.

TALES OF SCHOOL LIFE.

By Acexyes LoupoN, Author of ¢ Tales for Young People.”

With Illustrations by JoHN ABsoLON. Second Edition.

Royal 16mo, 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.
“These reminiscences of school-days will be recognised as truthful pic-

tures of every-day occurrence. The style is colloquial and pleasant, and
therefore well suited to those for whose perusal it is intended.” —Athenaum.

TALES FROM CATLAND.
Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. By an Orp
Tappy. Illustrated by H. Weir. Third Edition. Small
4to, 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured.

‘“The combination of quiet humour and sound sense has made this one of
the pleasantest little books of the season.”—ZLady’s Newspaper.
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THE WONDERS OF HOME, IN ELEVEN STORIES.
By GranpraTHER GREY. With Illustrations. 2nd Edit.
roy. 16mo, 3s. 6d. clth; 4s. 6d. cold.—Contents :—

Story of—1. A Cup or TEA. . A PIECE OF SUGAR.

2
3. A MILK-JUG. 4. A Luynp oF CoAL.
5. Somtz Hor WATER. 6. A Pin.
7. JENNY'S SASH. 8. HARRY'S JACKET.
9. A TUMBLER. 10. A KNIFE.

11. TEIS BOOK.

«Mhe idea is excellent, and its execution equally commendable. The
subjects are very happily told in a light yet sensible manner.” —Weekly News.

EVERY-DAY THINGS;
Or, UsEruL, KNOWLEDGE respecting the PRINCIPAL ANIMAL,
VEGETABLE, and MINERAL SUBSTANCES in CoMMON USE.
Whritten for Young Persons, by a Lapy. 18mo, 2s. cloth.

< A little encyclopeedia of useful knowledge; deserving a placein every
juvenile library.”—Evangelical Magazine.

PRICE SIXPENCE EACH, PLAIN; ONE SHILLING, COLOURED.

In super-royal 16mo, beautifully printed, each with Seven 1llus-
trations by HARRISON WEIR, and Descriptions by MRs. LEE.

BRITISH ANIMALS. TFirst Series.

BRITISH ANIMALS. Second Series.
BRITISH BIRDS.

FOREIGN ANIMALS. First Series.
FOREIGN ANIMALS. Second Series.

. FOREIGN BIRDS.

** Or bound in One Vol. under the title of ‘‘Familiar Natural
History,” see page 13.

o U 910

Uniform in size and price with the above.
‘THE FARM AND ITS SCENES. With Six Pictures from
Drawings by HARRISON WEIR.
THE DIVERTING HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIN. With
Six Illustrations by WATTS PHILLIPS.

THE PEACOCK AT HOME AND THE BUTTERFLY'S
BALL. With Four Illustrations by HARRISON WEIR.

ROWBOTHAM'S NEW AND EASY METHOD OF LEARN
ING the FRENCH GENDERS. New Edition. 6d.

BELLENGER'S FRENCH WORD AND PHRASE-BOOK;
Containing a select Vocabulary and Dialogues, for the Use
of Beginners. New Edition, 1s. sewed.
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THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY.
A Series of Works for the Youne : each Volume with an

t= 2}

Illustration by a well-known Artist. Price ONE SHILLING.

Ik
2.

10.

18

12,

THE ESKDALE HERD-BOY. By LADY STODDART.

MRS. LEICESTER’S SCHOOL. By CuARLES and
MARY LAMB,

. HISTORY OF THE ROBINS. By Mgrs. TRIMMER.

MEMOIRS OF BOB THE SPOTTED TERRIER.

. KEEPER'S TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF HIS

MASTER.

. THE SCOTTISH ORPHANS. By LADY STODDART.
. NEVER WRONG ; or, THE YOUNG DISPU-

TANT ; and “IT WAS ONLY IN FUN.”

. THE LIFE AND PERAMBULATIONS OF A

MOUSE.

. EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE KNOWLEDGE

OF NATURE. By Mgs. TRIMMER.

RIGHT AND WRONG, By the Author of ¢ Always
Happy.”

HARRY’S HOLIDAY. By JEFFERYS TAYLOR.
SHORT POEMS AND HYMNS FOR CHILDREN.

The above may be had, Two Volumes bound in one, at Two Shallings

o

oo

cloth ; or 2s. 6d. gilt edges, as follows :—
LADY STODDART'S SCOTTISH TALES.
ANIMAL HISTORIES. TaE Dog.
ANIMAL HISTORIES. TaE Rosixs and MOUSE.

TALES FOR BOYS. HARrY’S HoripAy and NEVER
WRoxNG.

TALES FOR GIRLS. Mgs. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL
and RicHT AND WRONG.

POETRY AND NATURE. SHORT PoEMmS and TRIM-
MER’S INTRODUCTION.
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STORIES OF JULIAN AND HIS PLAYFELLOWS.

Written by his Mamma. With Four Illustrations by JoHN
ABSOLON. Second Edition. Small 4to, 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d.
coloured, gilt edges. ;

¢ The lessons taught by Julian’s mamma are each fraught with an excel-
lent moral.”—Morming Advertiser.

s

BLADES AND FLOWERS ;

Poems for Children. Frontispiece by H. ANELAY, Fcap.
8vo, price 2s. cloth.

¢ Breathing the same spirit as the nursery poems of Jane Taylor.”—
Literary Gazette.

AUNT JANE'S VERSES FOR CHILDREN.
By Mrs. T. D. CrEwpsoN. Illustrated with twelve beauti-
ful Engravings. Fcap 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth.

A charming little volume of excellent moral and religious tendency.”—
FEvangelical Magazine.

HINTS TO A CLERGYMAN'S WIFE ;
Or, FEMALE PAROCHIAL DUTIES PRACTICALLY ILLUSTRATED.
Dedicated to the Rev. C. Bripges. Third Edition. Feap
8vo, 3s. cloth. '

CoxtENTs: Part 1. Hints relative to Personal Character. Part2. Hints
relative to active exertion among the Poor—Cottage Visits—The Sick—
Schools—Religious Instruction of the Young—Cottage Reading—Parochial
Library—Suggestions for the Employment of the Poor, &e.

¢ This very useful book is evidently the work of an author practically con-
versant with her subject in all its bearings and details. We cordially recom-
mend the work to the careful study of all Christian ladies, whose position in
life gives them influence amoug the poor of their parish.” —Englishwoman’s
Magazine,

ILLUSTRATED BY GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.

1 MG NT\T
KIT BAM, THE BRITISH SINBAD ;
Or, THE YARNS OF AN Onp MARINER. By Mary Cow-
pEN CrLARKE, Author of “The Concordance to Shakspeare,”
&c.  Feap 8vo, price 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. gilt edges.
¢ A more captivating volume for juvenile recreative reading we never
remember to have seen. It is as wonderful as the ¢ Arabian Nights,” whileit

is free from the objectionable matter which characterises the Eastern fiction.”
—Standard of Ireedom.

¢ Cruikshanlk’s plates are worthy of his genius.”—Ezaminer.
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THE HISTORY OF A FAMILY ;

Or, RELIGION OUR BEST SUPPORT. With an Tllustration
on Steel by JorN ABSOLON. Feap 8vo, 2s. 6d. cloth.
A natural and gracefully written story, pervaded by a tone of scriptural

piety, and well calculated to foster Jjust views of life and daty, We hope it
will find its way into many English homes.”—Bnglishwoman’s M agazine.

RHYMES OF ROYALTY.

TeE HISTORY OF ENGLAND in Verse, from the Norman
Conquest to the reign of QUEEN Vicroria ; with an Ap-
pendix, comprising a Summary of the leading events in
each reign. By S. Brewerr.. Fecap 8vo, with Frontis-
piece. 2s. 6d. cloth.

NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION.

TR LADY’S ALBUM OF FANCY WORK,
Consisting of Novel, Elegant, and Useful Patternsin Knitting,

Netting, Crochet, and Embroidery, printed in colours. Bound
in a beautiful cover. New Edit. Post 4to, 3s, 6d., gilt edges.

HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN.

THE DREAM OF LITTLE TUK,
AND orHER Tares, by H. C. ANDERSEN. Translated and
dedicated to the Author by CHARLES BoNEr. Illustrated
by Count Pocer.  Feap 8vo, 2s. plain; 3s. coloured.

¢“ Full of charming passages of prose, poetry, and such tiny dramatic
scenes as will make the pulses of young readers throb with delight.”—Atlas.

VISITS T0 BEECHWOOD FARM;
Or, CouNTRY PLEASURES AND HINTS FOR HAPPINESS, AD-
DRESSED TO THE YOUNG. By CATHARINE M. A. COUPER.
Illustrations by ABsoLoN. Small 4to, 3s. 6d. plain; 4s. 6d. col.
¢ The work is well calculated to impress upon the minds of the young the

superiority of simple and natural pleasures over those which are artificial.”’
—Englishwoman’s Magazine.
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MARIN DE LA VOYE’S ELEMENTARY FRENCH WORKS.

LES JEUNES NARRATEURS ; .

Ou, Perirs Contes MorAUX. With a Keyto the difficult
Words and Phrases. Frontispiece. 18mo, 2s. cloth.

¢ Written in pure and easy French.”— Morning Post,

THE PICTORIAL FRENCH GRAMMAR,
For TEE USE oF CHILDREN. With Eighty Engravings.
Royal 16mo ; price 1s. 6d. cloth; Is. sewed.

“The publication has greater than mechanical merit; it contains the
principal elements of the French language, exhibited in a plain and expres-
sive manner.”’—Spectator.

THE FIRST BOOK OF GEOGRAPHY,

Specially adapted as a Text Book for Beginners, and as a
Guide to the Young Teacher. By Huco REm, Author of
‘‘ Elements of Astronomy,” &ec. Third Edition, carefully
revised. 18mo, 1s. sewed.

““One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Geography wo

have met with.”—Educational Times. *As a lesson-book it will charm the
pupil by its brief, natural style.”—ZEpiscopaliun.,

INSECT CHANGES.
With richly Tlluminated Borders, composed of Flowers and
Insects, in the highly-wrought style of the celebrated
‘“ Hours of Anne of Brittany,” and forming a First Lesson
in Entomology. Small 4to, 5s: in elegant binding.
¢ One of the richest gifts ever offered, even in thisimproving age, to child-

hood. Nothing can be more perfect in illumination than the embellishments
of this charming little volume.”—A4r¢ Union.

J m TT'A R
THE MODERN BRITISH PLUTARCH :
Or, Lives oF MEN DISTINGUISHED IN THE RECENT His-
TORY OF OUR COUNTRY FOR THEIR TALENTS, VIRTUES,
AND ACHIEVEMENTS. By W..C. TAyror, LL.D., Author
of “A Manual of Ancient and Modern History,” &.
12mo. Second Thousand, with a new Frontispiece. 4s. 6d.
cloth; 5s. gilt edges.

CONTENTS: Arkwright—Bm‘ke—.Burns—B_\'ron—Canuing—Earl of Chat-
Imm——:\dmnClztrko——CLi\'e—CaptamCook—Cuwper—Omb‘ue—])zwy——Eldou
——Erskiue—Fox—Frzmkliuft}old51ltlth—E111'l Grey—Warren Hastings—
Heber—Howard—dJenner—Sir W. Jones—NMackintosh—H. Martyn—Sir J.
Moore—Nelson—Pitt—Romilly—Sir W. Scott—Sheridan—Smeaton—7WWatt
—Marquis of Wellesley—Wilberforce—Wilkie—Wellington.

‘A work which will be welcomed in any circle of intelligent young per-
sons.”—British Quarterly Review.
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HOME AMUSEMENTS

A Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, Conundrums,
Parlour Games, and Forfeits. By Prrer PuzzreEwery, Esq.,
of Rebus Hall. New Edition, revised and enlarged, with
Frontispiece by H. K. BRowNE (Phiz). 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth.

EARLY DAYS OF ENGLISH PRINCES,

By Mrs. RusseLt GRreY. Dedicated, by permission, to the
Duchess of Roxburghe. With Illustrations by JouN FRANK-
LIN. Small 4to, 3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.
¢¢ Just the book for giving children some first notions of English history,

as the personages it speaks about are themselves young.”’—Manchester
Lraminer.,

FIRST STEPS TO SCOTTISH HISTORY.

By Miss RobweLy, Author of ¢‘First Steps to English
History.” With Ten Illustrations by WEIGALL, 16mo,
3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured.

¢“It is the first popular book in which we have seen the outlines of the
early history of the Scottish tribes exhibited with anything like accuracy.”
—Glasgow Constitutional.

‘“The work is throughout agreeably and lucidly written,”—Midland

Counties Herald.

LONDON CRIES AND PUBLIC EDIFICES,
Illustrated in Twenty-four Engravings by LUKE LIMNER ;
with descriptive Letter-press. Square 12mo, 2s. 6d. plain ;
5s. coloured. Bound in emblematic cover.

THE SILVER SWAN:
A Fairy Tale. By MADAME DE CHATELAIN. Illustrated by
JOHN LEECH. Small 4to, 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured cloth,

¢ The moral is in the good, broad, unmistakeable style of the best fairy
period.”—Atheneuwm.

¢“The storyis written with excellent taste and sly humour.”—A¢las.

MRS, TRIMMER'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND.
Revised and brought down to the present time by Mgs.
MiLNER. With Portraits of the Sovereigns in their proper
costume, and Frontispiece by HarveEy. New Edition in
One Volume. 5s. cloth.
““The editing has been very judiciously done. The work has an esta-
blished reputation for the clearness of its genealogical and chronological

tables, and for its pervading tone of Christian piety.”—Church and State
Gazette,
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THE CELESTIAL EMPIRE ;

Or, PoINTS AND PICKINGS OF INFORMATION ABOUT CHINA
AND THE CHINESE. By the late ¢ Onp HuMPHREY.” With
Twenty Engravings from Drawingsby W. H. Prior. Feap
8vo, 8s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges.

¢“This very handsome volume contains an almost incredible amount of
information.”—Church and State Gazette.

“The boolc is exactly what the author proposed it should be, full of good
information, good feeling, and good temper.” —Allen’s Indian Mail.

¢ Even well-known topics are treated with a graceful air of novelty.”—
Atheneun.

TALES FROM THE COURT OF OBERON;

Containing the favourite Histories of ToM THUMB, GRACIOSA
AND PERCINET, VALENTINE AND ORSON, and CHILDREN IN
THE Woop. With Sixteen Illustrations by ALFRED Crow-
QUILL. Small 4to, 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured.

GLIMPSES OF NATURE,

AND OBJECTS OF INTEREST DESCRIBED, DURING A VISIT TO
THE ISLE OF WIGHT. Designed to assist and encourage
Young Persons in forming habits of Observation, By MRgs.
Loupoxn. Second Edition, enlarged. With Forty-one Illus-
trations. 3s. 6d. cloth.
‘“We could not recommend a more valuable little volume. It is full of
information, conveyed in the most agreeable manner.”’—Literary Gazette.

‘A more fitting present, or one more adapted to stimulate the faculties of
¢little people,” could not be published.”—Buth and Cheltenham Gazette.

Originally published under the Superintendence of the Society for
the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge.

ARITHMETIC FOR YOUNG CHILDREN,
in a Series of Iixercises, exhibiting the manner in which it
should be taught. By H. GraNT, Author of ¢ Drawing for
Young Children,” &c. New Edition. 1s. 6d. cloth.
¢“This work will be found effectual for its purpose, and interesting to
children.”—Educational Times.

“The plan is admirably conceived, and we have tested its efficacy.”’—
Church of England Quarterly.

THE YOUNG JEWESS AND HER CHRISTIAN SCHOOL-
FELLOWS. By the Author of ‘‘Rhoda,” &c. With a
Frontispiece by J. GILBERT. 16mo, 1s. cloth.

¢ The story is beautifully conceived and beautifully told, and is peculiarly
adapted to impress upon the minds of young persons the powerful eflicacy
of example.” —Englishwoman’s Magazine.
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RHODA ;
Or, TeE EXCELLENCE oF CHARITY. Fourth Edition. With
Tllustrations. 16mo, 2s. cloth.

“Not-only adapted for children, but many parents might derive great
advantage from studying its simple truths.”— Church and State Gazetie.

WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF MAMMA’S BIBLE STORIES.

FANNY AND HER MAMMA;
Or, Easy LEssoNs For CHILDREN. In which itis attempted
to bring Scriptural Principles into daily practice ; with
Hints on Nursery Discipline. Illustrated by J. GILBERT.
Second Edit. 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. col., gilt edges.

¢ A little book in beautiful large clear type, to suit the capacity of infant
readers, which we can with pleasure recommend.”’—Christian Lady’s Mag.

SHORT AND SIMPLE PRAYERS
For tHE USE oF YouNaG CHILDREN, WiTH Hyyys. Fourth
Edition. Square 16mo, 1s. 6d. cloth.

‘“'Well adapted to the capacities of children,—beginning with the simplest
forms which the youngest child may lisp at its mother’s knee, and proeeedin
with those suited to its gradually advancing age. Special prayers, designengi
for particular circumstances and occasions, are added. We cordially recom-
mend the book.”— Christian Guardian,

MAMMA’S BIBLE STORIES
roR HER L1TTLE Boys AND GInrLs, adapted to the capacities
of very young children. Tenth Edition, with Twelve En-
gravings. 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges.

A SEQUEL TO MAMMA’S BIBLE STORIES.
Third Edition. With Twelve Illustrations. 3s. 6d. cloth,

BIBLE SCENES;
Or, SuxpaY EMPLOYMENT FOR VERY YOUNG CHILDREN.
Consisting of Twelve Coloured Illustrations on Cards, and
the History written in Simple Language. In a neat Box,
3s. 6d.; or dissected as a Puzzle, 6s. 6d.
First Series : HISTORY OF JOSEPH.
SecoxDd SERIES : HISTORY OF OUR SAVIOUR.
Tairp SERIES : HISTORY OF MOSES.
FourrH SERIES: THE MIRACLES OF CHRIST.

«¢Tt is hoped that these ¢ Scenes’ may form a useful and interesting addi-
tion to the Sabbath occupations of the Nursery. From their very earliest
infancy little children will listen with interest and delight to stories brought
tihus palpably before their eyes by means of illustration,”—Preface.
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TRUE STORIES FROM ANCIENT HISTORY,

Chronologically arranged from the Creation of the World to
the Death of Charlemagne. Eleventh Edition. With 24
Steel Engravings. 12mo, 5s. cloth.

TRUE STORIES FROM MODERN HISTORY,

Chronologically arranged from the Death of Charlemagne
to the Present Time. FEighth Edition. With 24 Steel
Engravings. 12mo, 5s. cloth.

TRUE STORIES FROM ENGLISH HISTORY,

Chronologically arranged from the Invasion of the Romans
to the Present Time. Sixth Edition. With 36 Steel
Engravings. 12mo, 5s. cloth.

STORIES FROM THE OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS,

on an improved plan. By the Rev. BouRNE HALL DRAPER.
With 48 Engravings. Fifth Edition. 12mo, 5s. cloth.

THE WARS OF THE JEWS,
as related by JOSEPHUS ; adapted to the capacities of Young
Persons. With 24 Engravings, Sixth Edit. 4s. 6d. cloth.

THE PRINCE OF WALES'S PRIMER.
With 300 Illustrations by J. GILBERT. Dedicated to Her
Majesty. New Edition, price 6d.; with title and cover
printed in gold and colours, 1s.

EMILY'S REWARD ;
Or,'THE HorLmnay TRrip 70 PARIS. By MRS. HOFLAND (her
last work), Author of “ Daughter of a Genius,” ¢ Ellen the
Teacher,” &c. 18mo, Is. 6d. cloth.

BEGINNINGS OF BRITISH BIOGRAPHY ;
being the Lives of One Hundred Persons eminent in English
History. By the Rev. Isaac TaYLor. 48 Engravings.
12mo, 5s. cloth.

MORAL TALES.
By Miss EpcEworrH. New Edit. Fecap 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth.

THE HISTORY OF SANDFORD AND MERTON.
By TroymAs DAy, Esq. A New Edition, revised, with Cuts
from Designs by HARVEY. 3s. 6d. cloth.
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HOW TO BE HAPPY ;
Or, FAIRY GIFTS : to which is added, A SELECTION OF
MORAL ALLEGORIES, from the best English Writers.
Second Edition. With 8 Engravings. 12mo, 3s. 6d. cloth.
|

THE ABBE GAULTIER’S GEOGRAPHICAL WORKS.

I. FAMILIAR GEOGRAPHY,

With a concise Treatise on the Axtificial Sphere, and two
coloured Maps, illustrative of the principal Geographical
Terms. Fourteenth Edition. 16mo, 3s. cloth.

II. AN ATLAS,

Adapted to the Abbé Gaultier's Geographical Games, con-
sisting of 8 Maps, coloured, and 7 in Outline, &c. Folio,
15s. half-bound.

BUTLER'S OUTLINE MAPS, AND KEY;
Or, Geographical and Biographical Exercises; with a Set
of Coloured Outline Maps; designed for the Use of Young
Persons. By the late Witniam BurLer. Enlarged by the
Author’s Son, J. O. BurLer. Thirtieth Edition, revised, 4s.

BATTLE-FIELDS.

A graphic Guide to the Places described in the History of
England as the scenes of such Events; with the situation of
the principal Naval Engagements fought on the Coast of the
British Empire. By Mr. WAUTHIER, Geographer. On a
large sheet, 3s. 6d.; in case, 6s.; or mounted on oak, var-
nished, 10s. 6d. r

THE CHILD'S GRAMMAR.

By the late Lady FENN, under the assumed name of Mrs.
Lovechild. Forty-seventh Edition. 18mo, 9d. cloth.

EVENINGS AT HOME;
Or, the Juvenile Budget opened. Sixteenth Edition, revised
and newlyarranged by ARTHUR AIKIN, Esq., and Miss AIKIN.
With Engravings by HArRvEY. Feap 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth.
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ALWAYS HAPPY;
Or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. By the
Author of ‘“Claudine,” &c. Eighteenth Edition, with new
Tllustrations. Royal 18mo, price 2s. 6d. cloth.

ANDERSEN'S (H. C.) NIGHTINGALE AND OTHER TALES.
2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured.

ANECDOTES OF KINGS,
selected from History ; or, Gertrude’s Stories for Children.
With Engravings. 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured.

BIBLE [LLUSTRATIONS ;

Or, a Description of Manners and Customs peculiar to
the East, and especially explanatory of the Holy Scriptures.
By the Rev. B. H. Draper. With Engravings. Fourth
Rdition. Revised by J. Krrro, Editor of “The Pictorial
Bible,” &e. 3s. 6d. cloth.

¢« Phis volume will be found unusually rich in the species of information so
much needed by young readers of the Scriptures.”’—Christian Mother's Bag.

—_—

THE BRITISH HISTORY BRIEFLY TOLD,
and a Description of the Ancient Customs, Sports, and
Pastimes of the English. Embellished with full-length
Portraits of the Sovereigns of England in their proper
Costumes, and 18 other Engravings. 3s. 6d. cloth.

CHIT-CHAT;
Or, Short Tales in Short Words. By a MoTHER, Author
of ““ Always Happy.” New Edition, enlarged. With 16
Engravings. 3s. 6d. cloth.

CLAUDINE ;

*Or, Humility the Basis of all the Virtues. A Swiss Tale,
By the Author of “Always Happy,” &c. Ninth Edition.
18mo, price 3s. cloth.
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CONVERSATIONS ON THE LIFE OF JESUS CHRIST,
For the use of Children. By a MoraER. A New Edition.
With 12 Engravings. 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured.

COSMORAMA.
The Manners, Customs, and Costumes of all Nations of the
World described. ByJ. Aspiy. New Edition, with nume-
rous Illustrations. 8s. 6d. plain; and 4s. 6d. coloured.

INFANTINE KNOWLEDGE;
A Spelling and Reading Book, on a Popular Plan, combining
much Useful Information with the Rudiments of Learning.
By the Author of ““The Child’s Grammar.” With nume-
rous Engravings. Ninth Edit. 2s. 6d. plain; 8s. 6d. col.

FACTS TO CORRECT FANCIES; '
Or, Short Narratives compiled from the Biography of
Remarkable Women. By a Morugr., With Engravings,
8s. 6d. plain; 4s. 6d. coloured.

FRUITS OF ENTERPRISE,
Exhibited in the Travels of Belzoniin Egypt and Nubia.
Thirteenth Edition, with six Engravings. 18mo, price 3s.
cloth.

THE GARDEN;
Or, Frederick’s Monthly Instructions for the Management
and Formation. of a Flower-Garden. Fourth Edition.
With Engravings of the Flowers in Bloom for each Month
in the Year, &c. 3s. 6d. plain ; or 6s. with the Flowers col.

EASY LESSONS;
Or, Leading-Strings to Knowledge. New Edition, with
8 Engravings. 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured.
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KEY T0 KNOWLEDGE ;
Or, Things in Common Use simply and shortly explained.
By a MorsER, Author of ‘‘ Always Happy,” &c. Twelfth
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. 38s. 6d. cloth.

THE LADDER TO LEARNING:
A Collection of Fables, Original and Select, arranged pro-
ovessively in words of One, Two, and Three Syllables. Edited

t=}

and improved by the late MRrs. Trivyer. With 79 Cuts.
Nineteenth Edition. 38s. 6d. cloth.

LITTLE LESSONS FOR LITTLE LEARNERS,
In Words of One Syllable. By Mgrs. BARWELL. Eighth
Edit., with numerous Illustrations. 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. col.

—— —

THE LITTLE GRAMMARIAN,
Tn a Series of Instructive Tales. By the Rev. W, FLETCHER.
Second Edition, with Engravings. 3s. cloth.

THE LITTLE READER;
A Progressive Step to Knowledge. New Edition, with six-
teen Plates. Price 2s. 6d. cloth.

MAMMA'S LESSONS
For her Little Boys and Girls. Twelfth Edition, with eight

: $ 3 o <4 | :
Engravings. Price 9s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured gilt

edges.

—————

MARMADUKE MULTIPLYS MERRY METHOD OF
MAKING MINOR MATHEMATICIANS ; or, the
Multiplication Table in Rhyme. With 69 Engravings. 4s. 6d.

coloured.
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THE MINE;
Or, Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Operations
of the Miner, and the Products of his Labours ; with a De-
scription of the most important in all parts of the World.
By the late Rev. Isaac Tavror. Sixth Edition, with |~
numerous corrections and “additions, by Mgs. LouDON. :
With 45 new Wood-cuts and 16 Steel Engravings. 3s. 6d. cl. :

THE OCEAN;
a Description of Wonders and important Products of the
Sea. Second Edition. With Illustrations of 37 Genera of
Shells, by SoweRBY; and 4 Steel and 50 Wood Engravings.
3s. 6d. cloth.

THE RIVAL CRUSOES,
And other Tales. By AGNES STRICKLAND, Author of “The
Queens of England.” Sixth Edition. 18mo, price 2s. 6d.
cloth.

SHORT TALES,

Written for Children. By DAME TRUELOVE and her Friends.
A new Edition, with 20 Engravings. 3s. 6d. cloth.

THE STUDENTS;
Or, Biographies of the Grecian Philosophers. 12mo, price
2s. 6d. cloth.

THE SHIP;
a Description of different kinds of Vessels, the Origin of
Ship-building, a brief Sketch of Naval Affairs, with the
Distinctive Flags of Different Nations, and numerous illus-
trative Engravings. - By the late REv. Isaac TAYLOR.
Sixth Edition, revised by M. H. BARKER, the Old Sailor.
3s. 6d. cloth.

STORTES OF EDWARD AND HIS LITTLE FRIENDS.
With 12 Illustrations. Second Edit. 3s.6d. plain ; 4s. 6d. col.

SUNDAY LESSONS FOR LITTLE CHILDREN,
By MRs. BARWELL, Third Edition. 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. col.

THE TWIN SISTERS ;

Or, the Advantages of Religion. By Miss SANDHAM.
Twenty-second Edition. 18mo, price 3s. cloth.
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