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The Little Mermaid f

t sea the water’s as blue as the petals of the loveliest corn-
ﬁonzg:,O:rtlda as clear as the purest glass; but it’s very deep, dee%er tb{ﬂ;
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his old mother kept house for him. She was a clever woman, but proud
of her noble birth; that's why she went about with twelve oysters on her
tail, while the rest of the nobility had to put up with only six. But apart
from that, she was deserving of special praise, because she was so fond
of the little sea Princesses, her grandchildren. They were six pretty
children, but the youngest was the loveliest of them all. Her skin was
as clear and delicate as a rose-leaf, her eyes were as blue as the deepest
lake, but like the others she had no feet; her body ended in a fish’s tail.

All the long day they could play down there in the palace, in the
great halls where living flowers grew out of the walls. The fishes would
swim in to them, just as with us the swallows fly in when we open the
windows; but the fishes swam right up to the little Princesses, fed out
of their hands, and let themselves be patted.

Outside the palace was a large garden with trees of deep blue and
fiery red; the fruit all shone like gold, and the flowers like a blazing
fire with stalks and leaves that were never still. The soil itself was the
finest sand, but blue like a sulphur flame. Over everything down there
lay a strange blue gleam; you really might have thought you were stand-
ing high up in the air with nothing to see but sky above and below
you, rather than that you were at the bottom of the sea. When there
was a dead calm you caught a glimpse of the sun, which looked like
purple flower pouring out all light from its cup.

Fach of the small Princesses had her own little plot in the garden,
where she could dig and plant at will. One of them gave her flower-
bed the shape of a whale, another thought it nicer for hers to look like
a little mermaid; but the youngest made hers quite round like the sun,
and would only have flowers that shone red like it. She was a curious
child, silent and thoughtful; and when the other sisters decorated their
gardens with the most wonderful things they had got from sunken ships,
she would have nothing but the rose-red flowers that were like the sun
high above, and a beautiful marble statue. It was the statue of a hand-
some boy, hewn from the clear white stone and come down to the
bottom of the sea from a wreck. Beside the statue she planted a rose-
red weeping willow, which grew splendidly and let its fresh foliage
droop over the statue right down to the blue sandy bottomn. Here the
shadow took on a violet tinge and, like the branches, was never still;
roots and treetop looked as though they were playing at kissing each
other.

Nothing pleased her more than to hear about the world of humans
up above the sea. The old grandmother had to tell her all she knew
about ships and towns, people and animals. One thing especially sur-
prised her with its beauty, and this was that the flowers had a smell—
at the bottom of the sea they hadn’t any—and also that the woods were
green and the fishes you saw in among the branches could sing as
clearly and prettily as possible. It was the little birds that the grand-

R
3




218 Hans CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN

mother called fishes; otherwise, never ha\gng seen a bird, the small sea
i nderstood her. )
PII‘{XSCSS?SHW;SU;‘;? Z‘;Zrﬁ};?g:n?’ the grandmf)ﬂ}er told theﬁf ﬁftm; rfht:}llll
be allowed to tise to the surface, and to sit In thehnllloo 1%V it on the
rocks and watch the great ships saé}lling.ptas’t; you tso e}ll ! Vs:(il T
” t coming year one.of the sisters was
?Ythnz Tﬁt ’f}?e res% gf them—well, they were each one year yzur;g;i
t}11 t}al}g other: so the youngest of them had a whole five years Zwith
b ?nre she could rise up from the bottom and see how thmgsna:ir > with
ues: oBut cach promised to tell the others what she lt;lad Eeizr:{:reany o
ost i i the first day; for their grandmother dicn
rtEZiu;féﬁsgtEft?Ere ivere so many things they were longing to hear
ab(l)\lllt,)[.ne of them was so full of longing as the youngest:htt}flsl v;z}; :;u;
ho had most time to wait and was so silent and thgilg N th fany &
e ht she stood at the open window aqd ga.lz.ed upﬁ ro;}% the qare
Il;ig ater, where the fishes frisked their ta_ﬂs .and ns. the uld see
thue vZon ;nd the stars, though it's true their light was a dertp s, anc
e: grough the water they looked rnucfh larger tharlx th(:l}; nz :)hlé imew
zlf ever a kind of black cloud went gliding along below thera,

i with man
it was either a whale swimming above her or else a vessel y

i i id
passengers; these certainly never imagined that a lovely little merma

i the
was standing beneath and stretching up her white hands towards

ke%yoict}:: 1trhz:hlefl)c.les’c Princess was fifteen and allowed to go up to the

Sur\fsfi:n she came back, she had a hundred things c’{lc; teil; b:tc :1}::1
i i to lie in the moonlight on a sandbank i1l
izzezlalrfilt’é};esaé(liészaisn to the shore, to look at the big town where the

lights were twinkling like a hundred stars; to listen to the sound of
1g

; WeTs
music and the noise and clatter of carts and people; to see all the to

d spires on the churches and hear the bells rir}ging. An;ll hif)tn be;%a\fxgs
a}? 1;uldn"t get there, it was this above ever_ythmg that s el > ;gin for
) eOtlil how the youngest sister drank it all in! And, \:ﬁlen ;11 {:h in e
evenirlg she stood at the open window and %;Zeﬁ 1:3: . Oric;zgand ¢ darke

ht of the big town with a latt
bh:ie ﬂvZZ;er;}f: Zet:lr?lgg to catch the sound of the churchbells ringing
an
do%etofo}lll?\;ving year, the second sister wal}sl allowedtto t}%Z :1_11) If’rir:\;‘%ilt
i herever she liked. She came 1o ]
ﬂieﬂlwa;[zl;xa:/‘i sszglllgv:’ and that was the sight §he found molst bdeallaf;%.
'?he fﬂhole sky had looked like gold,.she said, and the thc ousa;1ed ali
she just couldn’t describe how beauhfall t}iey welﬁa fz;sstereg1 s the,y !

i i her head. And yet, muc ,

Eﬁg’:‘:}? \?fllllccll :\la(/)all;ts’ E:afvr lilfe a long white veil across the water where
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the sun was setting. She swam off in that direction, but the sun sank,

and its rosy light was swallowed up by sea and cloud.

The year after that, the third sister went up. She was the boldest of
them all, and she swam up a wide river that flowed into the sea. She
saw delightful green slopes with grape-vines; manors and farms peeped
out among magnificent woods; she heard all the birds singing; and the
sun was so hot that she often had to dive under the water to cool her
burning face. In a small cove she came upon a swarm of litde human
children splashing about quite naked in the water. She wanted to play
with them, but they ran away terrified, and a little black animal came
up; it was a dog. She had never seen a dog before. It barked at her so
dreadfully that she got frightened and made for the open sea. But never
could she forget the magnificent woods, the green slopes and the dar-
ling children, who could swim on the water although they had no
fishes’ tails.

The fourth sister was not so bold. She kept far out in the wild waste
of ocean, and told them that was just what was so wonderful: you could
see for miles and miles around you, and the sky hung above like a big
glass bell. She had seen ships, but a long way off, looking like sea-gulls.
The jolly dolphins had been turning somersaults, and enormous whales
had spurted up water from their nostrils, so that they seemed to be
surrounded by a hundred fountains.

And now it was the turn of the fifth sister. Her birthday happened to
come in winter, and so she saw things that the others hadn’t seen the
first time. The sea appeared quite green, and great icebergs were float-
ing about; they looked like pearls, she said, and yet were much larger
than the church-towers put up by human beings. They were to be seen
in the most fantastic shapes, and they glittered like diamonds. She had
sat down on one of the biggest, and all the ships gave it a wide berth
as they sailed in terror past where she sat with her long hair streaming
in the wind. But late in the evening the sky became overcast with
clouds; it lightened and thundered, as the dark waves lifted the great
blocks of ice right up, so that they flashed in the fierce red lightning.
All the ships took in sail, and amidst the general horror and alarm, she
sat calmly on her floating iceberg and watched the blue lightning zigzag
into the glittering sea.

The first time one of the sisters went up to the surface, she would
always be delighted to see so much that was new and beautiful; but
afterwards, when they were older and could go up as often as they liked,
it no longer interested them; they longed to be back again, and when
a month had passed they said that, after all, it was nicest down below
—it was such a comfort to be home.

Often of an evening the five sisters used to link arms and float up
together out of the water. They,had lovely voices, more beautiful than
any human voice; and when a gale sprang up threatening shipwreck,
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swim in front of the ships and sing tempting songs of how
g:i?gl‘:lt(;\‘llll%t was at the bottom of the sea. And _they told th? sall(i(rs no:
to be afraid of coming down there, but the sailors 'couldnt mal1 e ou
the words of their song; they thought it was the noise of the gla; e, not
did they ever see any of the delights the mermaids promised, ecaxc}[?(el
when the ship sank the crewthwere dlrgwned, and only as dead men di
to the palace of the sea King. ‘ _
the\}g/'fl(;nmzf an evfning the sisters floated up through t}}e sea hke;h this,
arm in arm, their little sister stayed back all a’lone gazing after er}rll.
She would have cried, only a mermaid hasn’t any tears, and so she
ore.
SuffeOr;,a ?f :)}rlﬁyr;1 were fifteen!” she said. “I'm sure I shall love that world
up there and the people whgftlive in it.”
at last she was hiteen.
é%ﬁetr}:nnow you'll soon be off our hands,” said her grand_rlilother,
the old Dowager Queen. “Come now, let me dress you up like yo:i
sisters;” and she put a wreath of white lilies on her hair, but every p: a
of the flowers was half a pearl. And the old lady made eight big oysters
nip tight on to the Princess’s tail to show her high rank.
“Ool that hurts,” said the little mermaid. o
“Yes,” said the grandmother, “one can't have .beauty for nothing.
How she would have liked to shake off all thls.ﬁnery and pu’;J away
the heavy wreath! The red flowers in her garden sui”ced her Fnuchd etter;
but she didn’t dare make any ch(:lm%e. “Gooc]l)b)]rfl;l she said, and wenl
the water as light and clear as a bubbie.
uthhhfeo;lug: had just set, asgshe put her head up out of the sea, bult( the
clouds had still a gleam of rose and go@d; and up in the pale Pénfr sl;ly
the evening star shone clear and beautiful. The air was 'soft an esﬂi
and the sea dead calm. A large three-masted ship was lying there, Wi ;
only one sail hoisted because not a .breath of wind was shr;r;lng, an
sailors were lolling about in the rigging and on the yards. There Wil'st
music and singing, and as it grew dark hundreds of lanterns wer{? ;1
that, with their many different colours, looked as if the flags ot a
i ere flying in the breeze. '
na%%r: l\i)‘t,ﬂe mirrr%aid swam right up to the porthole of the cabin anc%'1
every time she rose with the swell of the wave, she could see ’Elhrougt
the clear glass a crowd of splendidly dressed people; but the han fo}r{les
of them all was a young Prince with large Flark eyes. He cquld}r: tthave
been much more than sixteen; it was his birthday, and that's why here
was all this set-out. As the young Prince came out on to th’e deck where
sailors were dancing, over a hundred rockets swished up into tl’tile S?ﬁ_l—
and broke into a glitter like broad daylight. That fnghter}ed e li g
mermaid, and she dived down under the water; but she qulck'ly poppe
up her head again, and look! it was just as if all the stars in hvé;ver;
were falling down on her. Never had she seen such fireworks. Grea
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suns went spinning around, gorgeous firefishes swerving into the blue
air, and all this glitter was mirrored in the clear still water. On board
the ship herself it was so light that you could make out every little rope,
let alone the passengers. Oh, how handsome the young Prince was; he
shook hands with the sailors, he laughed and smiled, while the music
went floating out into the loveliness of the night.

It grew late, but the lite mermaid couldn’t take her eyes off the ship
and the beautiful Prince. The coloured lanterns were put out, the rock-
ets no longer climbed into the sky, and the cannon were heard no
more; but deep down in the sea there was a mumbling and a rumbling.
Meanwhile the mermaid stayed on the water, rocking up and down so
that she could look into the cabin. But the ship now gathered speed;
one after another her sails were spread. The waves increased, heavy
clouds blew up, and lightning flashed in the distance. Yes, they were
in for a terrible storm; so the sailors took in thejr sails, as the great ship
rocked and scudded through the raging sea. The waves rose higher and
higher like huge black mountains, threatening fo bring down the mast,
but the ship dived like a swan into the trough of the waves and then
rode up again on their towering crests. The little mermaid thought,
why, it must be fun for a ship to sail like that—but the crew didn’t
The vessel creaked and cracked, the stout planks crumpled up under
the heavy pounding of the sea against the ship, the mast snapped
in the middle like a stick, and then the ship gave a lurch to one side
as the water came rushing into the hold. At last the litle mermaid
realized that they were in danger; she herself had to look out for the
beams and bits of wreckage that were drifting on the water. One mo-
ment it was so pitch dark that she couldn’t see a thing, but then when
the lightning came it was so bright that she could make out everyone
on board. It was now a case of each man for himself. The young Prince
was the one she was looking for and, as the ship broke up, she saw him
disappear into the depths of the sea. Just for one moment she felt quite
pleased, for now he would come down to her; but then she remem-
bered that humans can’t live under the water and that only as a dead
man could he come down to her father’s palace. No, no, he mustn’t
die. So she swam in among the drifting beams and planks, with no
thought for the danger of being crushed by them; she dived deep down
and came right up again among the waves, and at last she found the
young Prince. He could hardly swim any longer in the heavy sea; his
arms and legs were beginning to tire, the fine eyes were closed, he
would certainly have drowned if the little mermaid had not come. She
held his head above water and then let the waves carry her along with
him.

By morning the gale had quite gone; not the smallest trace of the
ship was to be seen. The sun rose red and glowing out of the water
and seemed to bring life to the Prince’s cheeks, but his eyes were still
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shut. The mermaid kissed his fine high forehead and smgothed b-ack
his dripping hair. He was like the marble statue .down' in her little
garden; she kissed him again and wished that he n}lght live. .
Presently she saw the mainland in front of }.mr, hlgh_ blue mountains
with the white snow glittering on their peaks like nestling swans. Down
by the shore were lovely green woods and, in front of ﬂ?er.n, a church
or a convent—she wasn't sure which, but anyhow a building. Lemon
and orange trees were growing in the garden, an_d tall palm trees in
front of the gate. At this point the sea formed a little inlet, where the
water was quite smooth but very deep close in to the rock where the
fine white sand had silted up. She swam here with the handsorr‘le
Prince and laid him on the sand with his head carefully pillowed in
m sunshine. .
ﬂlﬁ\lv;,:; there was a sound of bells from the large white bulldlng, and
a number of young girls came through the garden. So the litde mer-
maid swam farther out behind some large boulders that were sticking
out of the water and covered her hair and bréast with seafoamn, so that
her face wouldn’t show; and then she watched to see who would come
to the help of the unfortunate Prince. '
Tt wasn't long before a young gitl came along She seemed qul'tz:1
frightened, but only for a moment; then she fetched several others, an
the mermaid saw the Prince come round and smile at those about him;
but no smile came out to her, for of course he didn’t know §he had
rescued him. She felt so sad that, when he was taken away into the
large building, she dived down sorrowfully into the sea and went back
to her father’s palace. :
Silent and thoughtful as she had always been, she now became muc
more so. Her sisters asked her what she had seen on her first visit to
ace, but she wouldn't say.
th?\/iz:; a morning and many aI}ll evening she rose up fo where she had
left the Prince. She saw the fruit in the garden ripen and be gathered,
she saw the snow melt on the peaks, but she never saw the Prince, and
so she always turned back more despondent than ever. Her one comtfort
was to sit in the little garden with her arms round the beautiful marble
statue which was so like the Prince. She never looked after her ﬂowers,
and they grew into a sort of wilderness, out over the paths, and brglcilid
their long stalks and leaves on to the branches of the trees, until the
i as quite shut out.
hggfc ‘f;st ghe could keep it to herself no longer, but told one of her
sisters; and immediately all the rest got to know, but nobody else—
except a few other mermaids who didn’t breathe a word to any but their
nearest friends. One of these was able to say who the Pn‘nce was; she,
too, had seen the party that was held on board the ship, and knew
where he came from and whereabouts his kingdom was. _
“Come on, little sister!” said the other Princesses. And with arms
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round each other’s shoulders they rose in one line out of the sea, just
in front of where the Prince’s castle stood. It was built in a glistening
stone of pale yellow with great flights of marble steps; one of these led
straight into the sea. Splendid gilt domes curved above the roof, and
between the pillars that went right round the building were lifelike
sculptures in marble. Through the clear glass in the tall windows you
could see into the most magnificent rooms; these were hung with sump-
tuous silk curtains and tapestries and their walls were covered with large
paintings that were a delight to the eye. In the middle of the biggest
room was a huge splashing fountain; its spray was flung high up to the
glass dome in the ceiling, through which the sun shone down on to
the water and the beautiful plants growing in the great pool.

Now she knew where he lived, and many an evening and many a
night she would come to the surface at that spot. She swam much
closer to the shore than any of the others had ever dared. She even
went up the narrow creek under the fine marble balcony that threw its
Jong shadow across the water. Here she would sit and gaze at the young
Prince, who imagined he was quite alone in the clear moonlight.

Often in the evening she saw him go out to the strains of music in
his splendid vessel that was dressed with flags. She peeped out from
among the green rushes and, when the wind caught her long silvery
veil and someone saw it, they fancied it was a swan spreading its wings.

On many nights, when the fishermen were at sea with their torches,
she heard them speaking so well of the young Prince, and that made
her glad she had saved his life when he drifted about half-dead on the
waves; and she thought of how closely his head had rested on her
bosom and_how lovingly she had kissed him. But he knew nothing
whatsoever about that, never even dreamed she existed.

Fonder and fonder she became of human beings, more and more
she longed for their company. Their world seemed to her to be so much
larger than her own. You see, they could fly across the ocean in ships,
climb the tall mountains high above the clouds; and the lands they
owned stretched with woods and meadows further than her eyes could
see. There was so much she would have liked to know, but her sisters
couldn’t answer all her questions, and so she asked the old grand-
mother, for she knew all about the upper world—as she so aptly called
the countries above the sea.

“If people don’t drown,” asked the litle mermaid, “can they go on
living for ever? Don't they die, as we do down here in the sea?”

“Yes, yes,” said the old lady, “They, too, have to die; their lifetime
is even shorter than ours. We can live for three hundred years, but
when our life here comes to an end we merely turn into foam on the
water; we haven’t even a grave down here among those we love. We've
no immortal soul; we shall never have another life. We're like the green
rush—once it's been cut it can’t grow green again. But human beings
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¢ ever; still lives after the body is turned to

dust. The soul goes climbing up through ;rhefctlﬁzr :ei;, :gdtﬂlloit ge;c}tx}isa
i ing stars. Just as we rise up out o ¢

E:)eursx?rlir;;n%f human beings, so they rise Up to beautiful unknown
ions— hall never see.” ‘ .

reg‘}s\?lsl ;)123::1:zcevieagot an immortal soul?” the litde merrnm%.azkii
dl “)i would give the whole three hundred years I'ha;},le tt(;l 613\; énly

i)aecz;ne for one day a human being and then share in tha

WO‘I’le(;u mustn’t go WoITying about that,’:&slaid ﬂxelgrar}xirrllﬁglfl; ﬂ'\i\: eri

i better off here than the peopie W .
m‘}%}; };;Efll?rr?nfoorenee({ to die and float like foam on the sea, never

d
to hear the music of the waves or see the lovely flowers and the e

’ i can do to win an immortal soul?”
S“’Efi\%zritsg;grfhznﬁ llzglyét‘fgnlly if 2 human b:]i_lng lq\f/eiii yollll1 :g :;n;cc:)}&
7 i an father and mother—1i he CUNE
théglyoﬁl}‘;’: I}leeﬁiflosg\llrf ztllrlld let the priest put his right h_and gll ym}llriz
A 1ise to be faithful and true here and in all eternity— er;1 is
35 E‘}Pfo‘l;fl‘d fow over into your body and you, to0, would getha} S \in
S'ouh . happiness. He would give you 2 soul ?nd yet ke?gl 1 ;f 0 'u'l
glut ‘:llgincan I;Eaver happen. The very thinglthat ] ﬂi()e 2:;;:-1 theyelzfmw

*< tail, seems ugly to peopie on ;
ts};elif;lt zl()):\itfil:}:}fatat%ey have ’cog }}:ave two clumsy supports called legs,
in order to look nice.” o L ot her fisk's il
itile mermaid sigh and 10015‘ sadly @

r‘r‘\}{: rr?xi(slf g}eleclontent,” said the old 1af1y. Let s dancedartli?n \;eigral};
for the three hundred years weﬁ%avef: t{)el;/ei—r;t}t;: s g?aggoall ime st
i ve one’s of s a
lti—the’tll Oarflteer(;?;dg.a To-night we're having a Court ball. o carth
g ?_'E“i?; \Zas something more magnificent than we ever se}gl '0111 . jte uité
In the great ballroom, walls and ceiling were made gf ;10 but qeen

rll 1grass Several hundred enormous shells, Tose-red anc gt hgrh v
e .ed on either side, each with a blue-bumning ﬂar_ne W ﬂ110 ‘
wer;ran%lole room and, shining out through the walls, 1it up the S:; :
o 'c'f VZ\s well. Countless fishes, big and small, could be seen swxle-
011"‘131 :owards tixe glass walls; the scales on some of them Sh?é:fl pu;pthe
mglgand on others like silver and gold . . . Thro‘ugh the mi azdomer—
Lealiroom fAowed a wide running stream, o1 whxchhmermelx;lein e
ids danced to their own beautiful singing. No umagl fthgem gt
it lovely. The little mermaid sang the most sweetly o .0,
vmg e’tshzo cla gf.:d their hands for her, and for a moment ﬂlelre was ]03'1
?rr: her ﬁeartl,) for she knew that ;he had thiu ];?1?; l)oe;a\ll:{uvo ;1,3“;16)0\,5
oughts soon I€
eal't-h ﬁf S:sx.ﬂ}c}l?tdfloerlge}tletrhglhaﬁdsome Prince and her sorrowfatth 1;;3’;
;z’sesssfng, like him, an immortal soul. So she crept out of her 1

have a soul which lives fo
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palace and, while all in there was song and merriment, she sat grieving
in her little garden. Suddenly she caught the sound of a horn echoing
down through the water, and she thought, “Ah, there he is, sailing up
above—he whom I love more than father or mother, he who is always
in my thoughts and in whose hands I would gladly place the happiness
of my life. T will dare anything to win him and an immortal soul. While
my sisters are dancing there in my father’s palace, I will go to the sea
witch; I've always been dreadfully afraid of her, but perhaps she can
help me and tell me what to do.”

So the little mermaid left her garden and set off for the place where

the witch lived, on the far side of the roaring whirlpools. She had never
been that way before. There were no flowers growing, no sea grass,
nothing but the bare grey sandy bottom stretching right up to the whirl-
pools, where the water went swirling round like roaring mill-wheels and
pulled everything it could clutch down with it to the depths. She had
to pass through the middle of these battering eddies in order to get to
the sea witch’s domain; and here for a long stretch there was no other
way than over hot bubbling mud—the witch called it her swamp. Her
house lay behind it in the middle of an extraordinary wood. All the
trees and bushes were polyps, half animals and half plants. They looked
like hundred-headed snakes growing out of the earth; all the branches
were long slimy arms with supple worm-like fingers, and joint by joint
from the root up to the very tip they were continuously on the move.
They wound themselves tight round everything they could clutch hold
of in the sea, and they never let go. The litle mermaid was terribly
scared as she paused at the edge of the wood. Her heart was throbbing
with fear; she nearly turned back. But then she remembered the Prince
and the human soul, and that gave her courage. She wound her long
flowing hair tightly round her head, so that the polyps shouldn’t have
that to clutch her by, she folded both her hands across her breast and
darted off just as a fish darts through the water, in among the hideous
polyps which reached out for her with their supple arms and fingers.
She noticed how each of them had something they had caught, held
fast by a hundred little arms like hoops of iron. White skeletons of folk
who had been lost at sea and had sunk to the bottom looked out from
the arms of the polyps. Ship’s rudders and chests were gripped tight,
skeletons of land animals, and—most horrible of all—a small mermaid
whom they had caught and throttled.

Now she came to a large slimy open space in the wood where big
fat water-snakes were frisking about and showing their hideous whitish-
yellow bellies. In the middle was a house built of the bones of human
folk who had been wrecked. There sat the sea witch letting a toad feed
out of her mouth, just as we might let a little canary come and peck
sugar. She called the horrible fat water-snakes her little chicks and
allowed them to sprawl about her great spongy bosom.
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said, as she scoured out the kettle with a bundle of snakes she had
knotted together. Next, she scratched her breast and let her black blood
drip down into the kettle; the steam took on the weirdest shapes, ter-
rifying to look at. The witch kept popping fresh things into the ketile,
and when it boiled up properly it sounded like a crocodile in tears. At
last the brew was ready; it looked like the clearest water.

“There you arel” said the witch and cut off the little mermaid’s
tongue; she was now dumb and could neither sing nor speak.

“If the polyps should catch hold of you, as you go back through the
wood,” said the witch, “throw but a single drop of this drink on them,
and their arms and fingers will burst into a thousand pieces.” But the
litle mermaid had no need to do that. The polyps shrank from her in
terror when they saw the dazzling drink that shone in her hand like a
glittering star. So she quickly came through the wood, the swamnp and
the roaring whirlpools.

She could see her father’s palace; the lights were out in the great
ballroom. They were all certain to be asleep in there by this time; but
she didn’t anyhow dare to look for them, now that she was dumb and
was going to leave them for ever. She felt as if her heart must break
for grief. She stole into the garden, picked one flower from each of her
sisters’” flower-beds, blew a thousand finger kisses towards the palace,
and rose then through the dark-blue sea.

The sun was not yet up, as she sighted the Prince’s castle and
climbed the magnificent marble steps. The moon was shining wonder-
fully clear. The little mermaid drank the sharp burning potion, and it
was as if a two-edged sword pierced through her delicate body—she
fainted and lay as though dead. Then the sun, streaming over the sea,
woke her up, and she felt a sharp pain. But there in front of her stood
the handsome young Prince. He stared at her with his coal-black eyes,
so that she cast down her own—and saw that her fish’s tail had gone
and she had the sweetest little white legs that any young girl could wish
for; but she was quite naked and so she wrapped herself in her long
fowing hair. The Prince asked who she was and how she had come
there, and she could only look back at him so gently and yet so sadly
out of her deep-blue eyes; for of course she couldn’t speak. Then he
took her by the hand and led her into the castle. Every step she took,
as the witch had foretold, was as though she were treading on sharp
knives and pricking gimlets; but she gladly put up with that. By the
side of the Prince she went along as lightly as a bubble; and he and
all of them marvelled at the charm of her graceful movements.

Costly dresses were given her of silk and muslin; she was the most
beautiful in all the castle. But she was dumb; she could neither sing
nor speak. Lovely slave-girls in gold and silk came out and danced
before the Prince and his royal parents; one of them sang more beau-
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ifully than all the rest, and the Prince clapped his hands and smiled

t;tfuhle};. This saddened the litle mermaid, for she knew .that she herself
had sung far more beautifully. And she thought, “Oh, if (.)nl}’/’ he knew
that I gave my voice away for ever, in order to jbe with him!

Next, the slave-girls danced a graceful ghdmg dance to the most
delightful music; and then the little mermaid rax.sed her pretty white
arms, lingered on the tips of her toes and then glided across the floor,
dancing as no one had danced before. She looked more and more
lovely with every movement, and her eyes spoke more deeply to the

than the slave-girls” singing.
he?ir\teryone was <=,nc!(};1alnted,Em(tig especially the Prince, who cal'led her
his little foundling. Still she went on dancing, although every tme her
foot touched the ground it felt as though she was tr.eadmg on sharp
knives. The Prince said that she must never leave him, and she was
allowed to sleep on a velvet cushion outside his door. N _

He had boys’ clothes made for her, so that she cou.ld go riding with
him on horseback. They rode through the sweet—s_melhr_lg woods, where
the green boughs grazed her shoulders and the little blrc.13 sang among
the cool foliage. She went climbing with the Prince up high mountains
and, although her delicate feet bled so that others could see it, she only
laughed and went on and on with him, until t}}ey could see the clouds
sailing below them like a flock of birds migrating to other lands.

Back at the Prince’s castle, when at night the others were'asle.ep, she
would go out on to the broad marble steps and cool her tingling feet
in the cold sea-water; and then she would think of those down there
in the depths of the sea. o

One night her sisters rose up arm in arm singing so mournfully as
they swam on the water. She made signs to them, and they recognized
her and told her how unhappy she had made them all. After that, they
used to visit her every night; and once, in the far distance, she saw her
old grandmother who hadn't been above the water for many years, an_d
also the sea King wearing his crown. They both stretched out their
hands towards her, but they didn't venture in so near to the shore as
the five sisters.

Day by day she became dearer to the Prince. He loved h.er as one
Joves a dear good child, but he didn’t dream of making her his Qgeen;
and yet she had to become his wife, or else she would never win an
;mmortal soul, but on his wedding morning would be turned to foam
on the sea. .

“Do you like me best of all” the litle mermaid’s eyes seemed to
say, when he took her in his arms and kissed her lovely brow.

“Yes,” said the prince, “You're the dearest of all, because you have
the kindest heart. You are the most devoted to me, and you rer'mnd me
of a young girl I once saw but shall probably never see again. T was
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sailing in a ship that was wrecked; the waves drove me ashore near a
sacred temple where a number of young girls were serving. The young-
est, who found me on the beach and saved my life—I only saw her
twice. She was the only one I could ever love in this world, but you
are so like her that you almost take the place of her image in my heart.
She belongs to the holy temple, so that fortune has been kind in send-
ing you to me. We will never part.”

“Ah, litde does he know that it was I who saved his life,” thought
the mermaid; “that I carried him across the sea to the temple in the
wood; that I waited in the foam and watched if anyone would come. I
saw the pretty girl he loves better than me”—and the mermaid sighed
deeply, for she didn’t know how to cry. “The girl belongs to the sacred
temple, he says; she’ll never come out into the world, and they'll never
meet again. [ am with him. I see him every day. I will take care of
him, love him, give up my life to him.”

But now the Prince was getting married they said—married to the
pretty daughter of the neighbouring King, and that was why he was
fitting out such a splendid ship. The Prince was going off to take a look
at his neighbour’s kingdom—that was how they put it, meaning that it
was really to take a look at his neighbour’s daughter. A large suite was
to go with him, but the litle mermaid shook her head and laughed.
She knew the Prince’s thoughts far better than all the others. “T shall
have to go,” he said to her. “I shall have to visit the pretty Princess, as
my parents are so insistent. But force me to bring her back here as my
wife, that they will never do. I can’t love her. She’s not like the beautiful
girl in the temple, as you are. If I ever had to find a bride, I would
rather have you, my dear mute foundling with the speaking eyes,” and
he kissed her red mouth, played with her long hair and laid his head
against her heart, so that it dreamed of human happiness and an im-
mortal soul.

“You've no fear of the sea, have you, my dumb child?” he asked, as
they stood on board the splendid ship that was to take him to the
neighbouring kingdom. And he told her of stormy gales and dead
calms, of strange fishes at the bottom of the ocean, and all that the
diver had seen there; and she smiled at his tales, for she knew better
than anyone else about the bottom of the sea.

At night, when there was an unclouded moon and all were asleep
but the helmsman at his wheel, she sat by the ship’s rail and stared
down through the clear water; and she seemed to see her father’s pal-
ace, with her old grandmother standing on the top of it in her silver
crown and gazing up through the swift current at the keel of the vessel.
Then her sisters came up on to the water and looked at her with eyes
full of sorrow, wringing their white hands. She beckoned to them and
smiled and would have liked to tell them that all was going well and
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felt it; more painful was the wound in her heart. She knew that this
was the last evening she would see the Prince for whom she had turned
her back on kindred and home, given up her beautiful voice, and every
day suffered hours of agony without his suspecting a thing. This was
the last night she would breathe the same air as he, gaze on the deep
sea and the star-blue sky. An endless night, without thoughts, without
dreams, awaited her who had no soul and could never win one . . . All
was joy and merriment on board until long past midnight. She laughed
and danced with the thought of death in her heart. The Prince kissed
his lovely bride, and she toyed with his dark hair, and arm in arm they
went to rest in the magnificent tent.

The ship was now hushed and still; only the helmsman was there at
his wheel. And the little mermaid leaned with her white arms on the
1ail and looked eastward for a sign of the pink dawn. The first ray of
sun, she knew, would kill her. Suddenly she saw her sisters rising out
of the sea. They were pale, like her; no more was their beautiful long
hair fluttering in the wind—it had been cut off.

“We have given it to the witch, so that she might help us to save
you from dying when to-night is over. She has given us a knife—look,
here it is—do you see how sharp it is? Before sunrise you must stab it
into the Prince’s heart. Then, when his warm blood splashes over your
feet, they will grow together into a fish’s tail, and you will become a
mermaid once more; you will be able to come down to us in the water
and live out your three hundred years before being changed into the
dead salt foam of the sea. Make haste! Either he or you must die before
the sun rises. Our old grandmother has been sorrowing till her white
hair has fallen away, as ours fell before the witch’s scissors. Kill the
Prince and come back to us! But make haste—look at that red gleam
in the sky. In a few minutes the sun will rise, and then you must die.”
And with a strange deep sigh they sank beneath the waves.

The litfle mermaid drew aside the purple curtain of the tent, and
she saw the lovely bride sleeping with her head on the Prince’s breast.
She stopped and kissed his handsome brow, looked at the sky where
the pink dawn glowed brighter and brighter, looked at the sharp knife
in her hand, and again fixed her eyes on the Prince, who murmured
in his dreams the name of his bride—she alone was in his thoughts.
The knife quivered in the mermaid’s hand—but then she flung it far
out into the waves; they glimmered red where it fell, and what looked
like drops of blood came oozing out of the water. With a last glance at
the Prince from eyes half-dimmed in death she hurled herself from the
ship into the sea and felt her body dissolving into foam.

And now the sun came rising from the sea. Its rays fell gentle and
warm on the death chilled foam, and the little mermaid had no feeling
of death. She saw the bright sun and, hovering above her, hundreds of
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creatures—she could see right through them, see thg white sails
z?fvflll}; ship and the pink clouds in the sky. And their voice was 'th<3
voice of melody, yet so spiritual that no human ear could hear it, just
as no earthly eye could see them. They had no wings, but thell' own
lightness bore them up as they floated through the. air. The little mer-
maid saw that she had a body like theirs, raising itself freer and freer
fro}}lféh ;}fzarlrrlnam I coming?” she asked, and her voice soundgd like
that of the other beings, more spiritual than any earthly music can
rec“?lzi'me daughters of the air,” answered the others. “A_ mermaid has
no immortal soul and can never have one unless she wins the 10\_re of
a mortal. Eternity, for her, depends on a power outside her. Nexthgr
have the daughters of the air an everlasting soul, but by good deeds
they can shape one for themselves. We shall fly to the h.ot countI}lleii
where the stifling air of pestilence means death to mankind; we sha
bring them cool breezes. We shall scatter the fragrance of flowers
through the air and send them comfort and healing. When for t}ﬁeﬁ
hundred years we have striven to do the good we can, then we sha
win an immortal soul and have a share in mankn?d s eternal happiness.
You, poor little mermaid, have striven for that with al’l your heart; you
have suffered and endured, and have raised yourself into the world of
the spirits of the air. Now, by three hundred,years of good deeds, you
too can shape for yourself an immortal soul.’ , ;
And the little mermaid raised her crys;al arms toward God’s sun, an
rst time she knew the feeling of tears.
forOﬂ;eb{Zard the ship there was bustle and life once more. She saw the
Prince with his pretty bride looking about for her; sorrowfully they
stared at the heaving foam, as if they knew she had ﬂ’l}’OWH herself into
the waves. Unseen, she kissed the forehead of the bnde_, gave a smile
to the Prince, and then with the other children of the air she climbed
to a rosered cloud that was sailing to the sky. .
“So we shall float for three hundred years, till at last we come into
avenly kingdom.” ‘
ﬂu‘:‘}}\lﬁd weymaygreach it even soomer,” whispered one. “Unseen we
float into human homes where there are children and, for every day
we find a good child who makes father and mo’gher happy and earns
their love, God shortens our time of trial. The chllq never kx_lows when
we fly through the room and, if that makes us s.mlle with joy, then a
year is taken away from the three hundred. But if we see a child who
is naughty or spiteful, then we have to weep tears of sorrow, and every
tear adds one more day to our time of trial.”
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The Little Match Girlt fa

It was tertibly cold. Snow was falling and soon it wguld be quite
dark; for it was, the last day in the year—New Year's five. Along the
street, in that safne cold and dark, went a poor little #irl in bare feet—
well, yes, it's true,*she had slippers on when she 1éft home; but what
was the good of tha}Z:i They were great big slippefs which her mother
used to wear, 50 you can imagine the size of thegh; and they both came
off when the little girl seurried across the roafl just as two carts went
whizzing by at a fearful rafe. One slipper wés not to be found, and a
boy ran off with the other, sdying it would @b for a cradle one day when
he had children of his own. N

So there was the little girl walking along in her bare feet that were
simply blue with cold. In an old sprogf she was carrying a whole lot of
matches, and she had one bunch okthem in her hand. She hadn’t sold
anything all day, and no one had g \‘f%n her a single penny. Poor mite,
she looked so downcast as she trudged ‘along hungry and shivering. The
snowflakes settled on her long flaxen hajr, which hung in pretty curls
over her shoulder; but you mg¥ be sure J§he wasn't thinking about her
looks. Lights were shining i every winddw, and out into the street
came the lovely smell of r¢fast goose. You s}g, it was New Year’s Eve;
that’s what she was thinkifg about. Y

Over in a little comeybetween two houses—gne of them jutted out
rather more into the gfreet than the other—thete she crouched and
huddled with her leg tucked under her; but she nly got colder and
colder. She didn’t t;,ére to go home, for she hadn%‘sold a match nor
earned a single peginy. Her father would beat her, dnd besides it was
so cold at home. Fhey had only the bare roof over thelr heads and the
wind whistled thfough that although the worst cracks ha%;been stopped

up with rags agd straw. Her hands were really quite nuﬁ%\vvith cold.

Ah, but a littl¢’ match—that would be a comfort. If only shk dared pull
one out of the bunch, just one, strike it on the wall andiwarm her
fingers! Shefpulled one out . . . ritch! . . . how it spirted anq blazed!
Such a clear warm flame, like a litile candle, as she put her hand round
it—yes, aAd what a curious light it was! The little girl fancied she was
sitting ipt front of a big iron stove with shiny brass knobs and “brass
facingyf with such a warm friendly fire burning . . . why, whatever}kwas
that? She was just stretching out her toes, so as to warm them tog,
whepi—out went the flame, and the stove vanished. There she sat with
a liftle stub of burnt-out match in her hand.

he struck another one. It burned up so brightly, and where the
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