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                          The           Tinder-Box

1．打  火  匣
The Tinder-Box
一个退伍士兵在森林里赶路，遇见了一个老巫婆。老巫婆告诉士兵，不远处有一棵大树，树洞底下的大厅里有三个房间，里面分别有三只大眼睛狗守护着三箱钱财，眼睛如茶杯大的狗所守护的箱子里装满了铜钱，眼睛如车轮大的狗守护着银币，眼睛如圆塔大的狗守护着金币，这些钱取之不尽，士兵想拿多少就拿多少，而老巫婆自己则什么都不要，只要士兵帮她把里面一个旧的打火匣带给她。士兵依照巫婆的话到了树洞里，果然看到了他这辈子都没见过的钱财，他非常开心，装满了金币后就上来了。当老巫婆问他要打火匣时，士兵逼她告诉他打火匣究竟有什么用。巫婆不肯说，士兵就一刀把巫婆的头砍了下来。

士兵带着钱和打火匣来到了一座美丽的城市，听说城市里有一位美丽的公主，国王把她关在一座密不透风的高塔里，任何人都见不到她，士兵非常想看看这位公主。因为他很有钱，所以很受欢迎，结交了许多朋友。他乐善好施，过着无忧无虑的生活，渐渐忘了这件事。

不久，他的钱用光了，那些势利的朋友纷纷离开了他。一天晚上，他穷到连一根蜡烛都买不起时，忽然想起那个打火匣，他把它找出来，一擦，那个眼睛如茶杯大的狗就出现在他面前，问他有什么吩咐。士兵非常惊奇，叫狗儿去给他弄些钱来，不一会儿，狗就衔来一大口袋钱。士兵非常高兴，又做了几次实验，发现只要擦一下，眼睛如茶杯大的狗就会出来等候吩咐，擦两下那只眼睛如车轮大的狗就会出现，擦三下那只眼睛如圆塔大的狗就会            出现。

从此士兵又过上了有钱人的生活。一天深夜，士兵很想见见那位公主，就用打火匣召唤自己的仆从去把公主驮来了。公主还在睡梦中，士兵见到美丽的公主，不禁吻了她。第二天，公主与父母聊天说自己的梦见了一只狗和一个士兵，那个士兵还吻了她。国王和王后很警觉，便派宫女看守公主，以防不测。第二天晚上，士兵又派狗儿将公主驮来了。这一切都被宫女看到了，她悄悄地跟踪前来，用粉笔在士兵家的房门画了一个十字做记号。士兵发现了，就用粉笔在周围的房屋门上全画上了十字，结果国王没有找到士兵的家。第三天晚上，士兵又让狗去驮公主，此时他已经深深地爱上了美丽的公主，希望她能够嫁给他。这一次聪明的王后把面粉装在公主的香囊里，又把香囊剪了个口子，面粉洒了一路。这一次国王终于找到了士兵。国王大怒，下令把他抓起来问斩。

可怜的士兵被关进了牢里。因为走得匆忙他没带打火匣，于是他央求一个鞋匠学徒帮他把打火匣取来，允诺给他丰厚的报酬。拿到打火匣之后，士兵擦了三次，把三只狗都召唤来，请它们帮忙不要让自己被绞死，于是狗儿们飞奔过去把国王、王后、大臣和卫兵都撕扯着扔到了空中，他们落下来都摔成了肉酱。百姓见到残暴的国王被处死了，都欢呼着拥立这个士兵做国王，这时公主也从高塔里走出来，做了士兵的王后，他们幸福地生活在了一起。
     here came a soldier marching along the high road—one, two! one, two! He had his knapsack on his back and a sabre by his side, for he had been in the wars, and now he wanted to go home. And on the way he met with an old witch: she was very hideous, and her under lip hung down upon her breast. She said, “Good evening, soldier. What a fine sword you have, and what a big knapsack! You’re a proper soldier! Now you shall have as much money as you like to have.”

“I thank you, you old witch!” said the soldier.

“Do you see that great tree?” quoth the witch; and she pointed to a tree which stood beside them. “It’s quite hollow inside. You must climb to the top, and then you’ll see a hole, through which you can let yourself down and get deep into the tree. I’ll tie a rope round your body, so that I can pull you up again when you call me.”

“What am I to do down in the tree?” asked the soldier.

“Get money,” replied the witch. “Listen to me. When you come down to the earth under the tree, you will find yourself in a great hall: it is quite light, for many hundred lamps are burning there. Then you will see three doors; these you can open, for the keys are in the locks. If you go into the first chamber, you’ll see a great chest in the middle of the floor; on this chest sits a dog, and he’s got a pair of eyes as big as two tea-cups. But you need not care for that. I’ll give you my blue-checked apron, and you can spread it out upon the floor; then go up quickly and take the dog, and set him on my apron; then open the chest, and take as many farthings as you like. They are of copper: if you prefer silver, you must go into the second chamber. But there sits a dog with a pair of eyes as big as mill-wheels. But do not you care for that. Set him upon my apron, and take some of the money. And if you want gold, you can have that too—in fact, as much as you can carry—if you go into the third chamber. But the dog that sits on the money-chest there has two eyes as big as the round tower of Copenhagen. He is a fierce dog, you may be sure; but you needn’t be afraid, for all that. Only set him on my apron, and he won’t hurt you; and take out of the chest as much gold as you like.”

“That’s not so bad,” said the soldier. “But what am I to give you, you old witch? for you will not do it for nothing, I fancy.”

“No,” replied the witch, “not a single farthing will I have. You shall only bring me an old tinder-box which my grandmother forgot when she was down there last.”

“Then tie the rope round my body,” cried the soldier.

“Here it is,” said the witch, “and here’s my blue-checked apron.”

Then the soldier climbed up into the tree, let himself slip down into the hole, and stood, as the witch had said, in the great hall where the many hundred lamps were burning.

Now he opened the first door. Ugh! There sat the dog with eyes as big as tea- cups, staring at him. “You’re a nice fellow!” exclaimed the soldier; and he set him on the witch’s apron, and took as many copper farthings as his pockets would hold, and then locked the chest, set the dog on it again, and went into the second chamber. Aha! There sat the dog with eyes as big as mill-wheels.

“You should not stare so hard at me,” said the soldier; “you might strain your eyes.” And he set the dog up on the witch’s apron.When he saw the silver money in the chest, he threw away all the copper money he had, and filled his pockets and his knapsack with silver only. Then he went into the third chamber. Oh, but that was horrid! The dog there really had eyes as big as the round tower and they turned round and round in his head like wheels.

“Good evening!” said the soldier; and he touched his cap, for he had never seen such a dog as that before. When he had looked at him a little more closely, he thought, “That will do,” and lifted him down to the floor, and opened the chest. Mercy! What a quantity of gold was there! He could buy with it the whole of Copenhagen, and the sugar pigs of the cake-woman, and all the tin soldiers, whips, and rocking-horses in the whole world. Yes, that was a quantity of money! Now the soldier threw away all the silver coin with which he had filled his pockets and his knapsack, and took gold instead: yes, all his pockets, his knapsack, his boots, and his cap were filled, so that he could scarcely walk. Now indeed he had plenty of money. He put the dog, on the chest, shut the door, and then called up through the tree, “Now pull me up, you old witch.”

“Have you the tinder-box?” asked the witch.

“Plague on it!” exclaimed the soldier, “I had clean forgotten that.” And he went and brought it.

The witch drew him up, and he stood on the high road again, with pockets, boots, knapsack, and cap full of gold.

“What are you going to do with the tinder-box?” asked the soldier. 

“That’s nothing to you,” retorted the witch. “You’ve had your money—just give me the tinder-box.”

“Nonsense!” said the soldier. “Tell me directly what you’re going to do with it, or I’ll draw my sword and cut off your head.”

“No!” cried the witch.

So the soldier cut off her head. There she lay! But he tied up all his money in her apron, took it on his back like a bundle, put the tinder-box in his pocket, and went straight off towards the town.

That was a splendid town! He put up at the very best inn, asked for the finest rooms, and ordered his favourite dishes, for now he was rich, having got so much money. The servant who had to clean his boots certainly thought them a remarkably old pair for such a rich gentleman; but he had not bought any new ones yet. The next day he procured proper boots and handsome clothes. Now our soldier had become a fine gentleman; and the people told him of all the splendid things which were in their city, and about the king, and what a pretty princess the king’s daughter was.

“Where can one get to see her?” asked the soldier. 

“She is not to be seen at all,” said they all together; “she lives in a great copper castle, with a great many walls and towers round about it; no one but the king may go in and out there, for it has been prophesied that she shall marry a common soldier, and the king can’t bear that.”

“I should like to see her,” thought the soldier; but he could not get leave to do so. Now he lived merrily, went to the theatre, drove in the king’s garden, and gave much money to the poor; and this was very kind of him, for he knew from old times how hard it is when one has not a shilling. Now he was rich, had fine clothes, and gained many friends, who all said he was a rare one, a true cavalier; and that pleased the soldier well. But as he spent money every day and never earned any, he had at last only two shillings left; and he was obliged to turn out of the fine rooms in which he had dwelt, and had to live in a little garret under the roof, and clean his boots for himself, and mend them with a darning-needle. None of his friends came to see him, for there were too many stairs to climb.

It was quite dark one evening, and he could not even buy himself a candle, when it occurred to him that there was a candle-end in the tinder-box which he had taken out of the hollow tree into which the witch had helped him. He brought out the tinder- box and the candle-end; but as soon as he struck fire and the sparks rose up from the flint, the door flew open, and the dog who had eyes as big as a couple of tea-cups, and whom he had seen in the tree, stood before him, and said:

“What are my lord’s commands?”

“What is this?” said the soldier. “That’s a famous tinder-box, if I can get everything with it that I want! Bring me some money,” said he to the dog; and whisk! the dog was gone, and whisk! he was back again, with a great bag full of shillings in his mouth.

Now the soldier knew what a capital tinder-box this was. If he struck it once, the dog came who sat upon the chest of copper money; if he struck it twice, the dog came who had the silver; and if he struck it three times, then appeared the dog who had the gold. Now the soldier moved back into the fine rooms, and appeared again in handsome clothes; and all his friends knew him again, and cared very much for him indeed.

Once he thought to himself, “It is a very strange thing that one cannot get to see the princess. They all say she is very beautiful; but what is the use of that, if she has always to sit in the great copper castle with the many towers? Can I not get to see her at all? Where is my tinder box?” And so he struck a light, and whisk! came the dog with eyes as big as tea cups.

“It is midnight, certainly,” said the soldier, “but I should very much like to see the princess, only for one little moment.”

The dog was outside the door directly, and, before the soldier thought it, came back with the princess. She sat upon the dog’s back and slept; and every one could see she was a real princess, for she was so lovely. The soldier could not refrain from kissing her, for he was a thorough soldier. 

Then the dog ran back again with the princess. But when morning came, and the King and Queen were drinking tea, the princess said she had had a strange dream the night before, about a dog and a soldier—that she had ridden upon the dog, and the soldier had kissed her. “That would be a fine history!” said the Queen.

So one of the old court ladies had to watch the next night by the princess’s bed, to see if this was really a dream, or what it might be.

The soldier had a great longing to see the lovely princess again; so the dog came in the night, took her away, and ran as fast as he could. But the old lady put on waterboots, and ran just as fast after him. When she saw that they both entered a great house, she thought; “Now I know where it is;” and with a bit of chalk she drew a great cross on the door. Then she went home and lay down, and the dog came up with the princess; but when he saw that there was a cross drawn on the door where the soldier lived, he took a piece of chalk too, and drew crosses on all the doors in the town. And that was cleverly done, for now the lady could not find the right door, because all the doors had crosses upon them.

In the morning early came the King and the Queen, the old court lady and all the officers, to see where it was the princess had been. “Here it is!” said the King, when he saw the first door with a cross upon it. “No, my dear husband, it is there!” said the Queen, who descried another door which also showed a cross. “But there is one, and there is one!” said all, for wherever they looked there were crosses on the doors. So they saw that it would avail them nothing if they searched on.

But the Queen was an exceedingly clever woman, who could do more than ride in a coach. She took her great gold scissors, cut a piece of silk into pieces, and made a neat little bag; this bag she filled with fine wheat flour, and tied it on the princess’s back; and when that was done, she cut a little hole in the bag, so that the flour would be scattered along all the way which the princess should take.

In the night the dog came again, took the princess on his back, and ran with her to the soldier, who loved her very much, and would gladly have been a prince, so that he might have her for his wife. The dog did not notice at all how the flour ran out in a stream from the castle to the windows of the soldier’s house, where he ran up the wall with the princess. In the morning the King and the Queen saw well enough where their daughter had been, and they took the soldier and put him in prison.

There he sat. Oh, but it was dark and disagreeable there!And they said to him. “Tomorrow you shall be hanged.” That was not amusing to hear, and he had left his tinder-box at the inn. In the morning he could see, through the iron grating of the little window, how the people were hurrying out of the town to see him hanged. He heard the drums beat and saw the soldiers marching. All the people were running out, and among them was a shoemaker’s boy with leather apron and slippers, and he galloped so fast that one of his slippers flew off, and came right against the wall where the soldier sat looking through the iron grating.

“Halloo, you shoemaker’s boy! You needn’t be in such a hurry,” cried the soldier to him: “it will not begin till I come. But if you will run to where I lived, and bring me my tinder-box, you shall have four shillings; but you must put your best leg foremost.”

The shoemaker’s boy wanted to get the four shillings, so he went and brought the tinder-box, and—well, we shall hear now what happened.

Outside the town a great gallows had been built, and round it stood the soldiers and many hundred thousand people. The King and Queen sat on a splendid throne, opposite to the judges and the whole council. The soldier already stood upon the ladder; but as they were about to put the rope round his neck, he said that before a poor criminal suffered his punishment an innocent request was always granted to him. He wanted very much to smoke a pipe of tobacco, and it would be the last pipe he should smoke in the world. The King would not say “No” to this; so the soldier took his tinder-box, and struck fire. One—two—three!—and there suddenly stood all the dogs—the one with eyes as big as tea-cups, the one with eyes as large as mill- wheels, and the one whose eyes were as big as the round tower.

“Help me now, so that I may not be hanged,”said the soldier.

And the dogs fell upon the judge and all the council, seized one by the leg and another by the nose, and tossed them all many feet into the air, so that they fell down and were all broken to pieces.

“I won’t!” cried the King; but the biggest dog took him and the Queen, and threw them after the others. Then the soldiers were afraid,and the people cried, “Little soldier, you shall be our king, and marry the beautiful princess!”

So they put the soldier into the king’s coach, and all the three dogs danced in front and cried “Hurrah!” and the boys whistled through their fingers, and the soldiers presented arms. The princess came out of the copper castle, and became queen, and she liked that well enough. The wedding lasted a whole week, and the three dogs sat at the table too, and opened their eyes wider than ever at all they saw.

2．大克劳斯与小克劳斯
Great Claus and Little Claus
从前，某村子里住着两个名字一样的人，大家把拥有四匹马的那个叫做大克劳斯，把只有一匹马的那个叫小克劳斯。故事就发生在他们俩人身上。

每星期一到六，小克劳斯都帮大克劳斯犁田，并把自己唯一的一匹马借给他用。只有在星期天，大克劳斯才会将自己的四匹马借给小克劳斯。当小克劳斯用五匹马给自己犁田的时候，他总是得意忘形地向人们喊：“我所有的马儿，使劲呀！”大克劳斯很生气，就把小克劳斯唯一的一匹马打死了。小克劳斯只好把马皮剥下来拿到城里去卖。

在路过一个农庄时，小克劳斯欺骗了一个收留他过夜的农夫，把他装在袋子里的马皮说成了无所不能的魔术师，于是农夫用一斗钱买下了小克劳斯的马皮。大克劳斯发现小克劳斯发了财，就问他从哪儿挣来这么多钱？小克劳斯骗大克劳斯说那是卖马皮得来的。大克劳斯于是也杀死了自己的四匹马，把马皮拿到城里去卖，却因要价太高被人打了回来。

大克劳斯为了报复，想把小克劳斯打死，却错打了小克劳斯已经死去的老祖母。小克劳斯用马车拉着老祖母的尸体路过一个旅店时，他又欺骗店老板，说是店老板把他老祖母打死的，可怜的店老板无奈之下给了小克劳斯一斗钱。大克劳斯知道小克劳斯又挣了一笔钱后十分惊奇，可是狡猾的小克劳斯又骗他说，这是卖了他老祖母的尸体得来的。愚蠢的大克劳斯于是打死了自己的老祖母，把她的尸体装上马车去城里卖，结果当然是被当做疯子赶了回来。

发觉受骗的大克劳斯把小克劳斯抓起来装到袋子里，说要扔到河里去淹死他。这次，小克劳斯再次耍起了他的小聪明，趁着大克劳斯去听圣诗的时候，说服一位赶牲口的白发老人把他救出了口袋，并骗着白发老人钻了进去。


[image: image7.jpg]



大克劳斯发觉自己又受了骗


小克劳斯赶着白发老人的一群牲口回家了。大克劳斯看到小克劳斯不但没有死，反而赶着一群牲口在路上走，简直是惊诧万分。小克劳斯对大克劳斯说，他被扔到河里后，河里的仙女把他救了起来，并送给他这些牲口，还让他沿着河流走回来。大克劳斯信以为真，就让小克劳斯把他也装到袋子里扔进河去，想得到“河里的牲口”。结果，大克劳斯再也没有回来，而小克劳斯赶着他的牲口回家了。
     here lived two men in one village, and they had the same name—each was called Claus; but one had four horses, and the other only a single horse. To distinguish them from each other, folks called him who had four horses Great Claus, and the one who had only a single horse Little Claus. Now we shall hear what happened to each of them, for this is a true story.

The whole week through, Little Claus was obliged to plough for Great Claus, and to lend him his one horse; then Great Claus helped him out with all his four, but only once a week, and that was on Sunday. Hurrah! How Little Claus smacked his whip over all five horses, for they were as good as his own on that one day. The sun shone gaily, and all the bells in the steeples were ringing; the people were all dressed in their best, and were going to church, with their hymn-books under their arms, to hear the clergyman preach, and they saw Little Claus ploughing with five horses; but he was so merry that he smacked his whip again and again, and cried, “Gee up, all my five!”

“You must not talk so,” said Great Claus, “for only one horse is yours.”

But when any one passed Little Claus forgot that he was not to say this, and he cried, “Gee up, all my horses!”

“Now, I must beg of you to stop that,” cried Great Claus, “for if you say it again, I shall hit your horse on the head, so that it will fall down dead, and then it will be all over with him.”

“I will certainly not say it any more,” said Little Claus.

But when people came by soon afterwards, and nodded “good day” to him, he became very glad, and thought it looked very well, after all, that he had five horses to plough his field; and so he smacked his whip again, and cried, “Gee up, all my horses!”

“I’ll ‘gee up’ your horses!” said Great Claus. And he took a mallet and hit the only horse of Little Claus on the head, so that it fell down, and was dead immediately.

“Oh, now I haven’t any horse at all!” said Little Claus, and began to cry.
Then he flayed the horse, and let the hide dry in the wind, and put it in a sack and hung it over his shoulder, and went to the town to sell his horse’s skin.

He had a very long way to go, and was obliged to pass through a great dark wood, and the weather became dreadfully bad. He went quite astray, and before he got into the right way again it was evening, and it was too far to get home again or even to the town before nightfall.

Close by the road stood a large farm-house. The shutters were closed outside the windows, but the light could still be seen shining out over them.

“I may be able to get leave to stop here through the night,” thought Little Claus; and he went and knocked.

The farmer’s wife opened the door; but when she heard what he wanted she told him to go away, declaring that her husband was not at home, and she would not receive strangers.

“Then I shall have to lie outside,” said Little Claus. And the farmer’s wife shut the door in his face.

Close by stood a great haystack, and between this and the farm-house was a little outhouse thatched with straw.

“Up there I can lie,” said Little Claus, when he looked up at the roof, “that is a capital bed. I suppose the stork won’t fly down and bite me in the legs.” For a living stork was standing on the roof, where he had his nest.

Now Little Claus climbed up to the roof of the shed, where he lay, and turned round to settle himself comfortably. The wooden shutters did not cover the windows at the top, and he could look straight into the room. There was a great table, with the cloth laid, and wine and roast meat and a glorious fish upon it. The farmer’s wife and the parish-clerk were seated at table, and nobody besides. She was filling his glass, and he was digging his fork into the fish, for that was his favourite dish.

“If one could only get some too!” thought Little Claus, as he stretched out his head towards the window. Heavens! What a glorious cake he saw standing there! Yes, certainly, that was a feast.

Now he heard some one riding along the high road. It was the woman’s husband, who was coming home. He was a good man enough, but he had the strange peculiarity that he could never bear to see a clerk. If a clerk appeared before his eyes he became quite wild. And that was the reason why the clerk had gone to the wife to wish her good day, because he knew that her husband was not at home; and the good woman therefore put the best fare she had before him. But when they heard the man coming they were frightened, and the woman begged the clerk to creep into a great empty chest which stood in the corner; and he did so, for he knew the husband could not bear the sight of a clerk. The woman quickly hid all the excellent meat and wine in her baking-oven; for if the man had seen that, he would have been certain to ask what it meant.

“Oh, dear!” sighed Little Claus, up in his shed, when he saw all the good fare put away.

“Is there any one up there?” asked the farmer; and he looked up at Little Claus. “why are you lying there? Better come with me into the room.”

And Little Claus told him how he had lost his way, and asked leave to stay there for the night.

“Yes, certainly,” said the peasant, “but first we must have something to live on.”

The woman received them both in a very friendly way, spread the cloth on a long table, and gave them a great dish of porridge. The farmer was hungry, and ate with a good appetite; but Little Claus could not help thinking of the capital roast meat, fish, and cake, which he knew were in the oven. Under the table, at his feet, he had laid the sack with the horse’s hide in it; for we know that he had come out to sell it in the town. He could not relish the porridge, so he trod upon the sack, and the dry skin inside crackled quite loudly.

“Hush,” said Little Claus to his sack; but at the same time he trod on it again, so that it crackled much louder than before.

“Why, what have you in your sack?” asked the farmer.

“Oh, that’s a magician,” answered Little Claus. “He says we are not to eat porridge, for he has conjured the oven full of roast meat, fish, and cake.”

“Wonderful!” cried the farmer; and he opened the oven in a hurry, and found all the dainty provisions which his wife had hidden there, but which, as he thought, the wizard had conjured forth. The woman dared not say anything, but put the things at once on the table; and so they both ate of the meat, the fish, and the cake. Now Little Claus again trod on his sack,and made the hide creak.

“What does he say now? ” said the farmer.

“He says,” replied Claus, “that he has conjured three bottles of wine for us, too, and that they are also standing there in the oven.”

Now the woman was obliged to bring out the wine which she had hidden, and the farmer drank it and became very merry. He would have been very glad to own such a conjuror as Little Claus had there in the sack.

“Can he conjure the demon forth?” asked the farmer. “I should like to see him, for now I am merry.”

“Oh, yes.” said Little Claus, “my conjuror can do any thing that I ask of him. —Can you not?” he added, and trod on the hide, so that it crackled. “He says ‘Yes.’ But the demon is very ugly to look at: we had better not see him.”

“Oh, I’m not at all afraid. Pray, what will he look like?”

“Why, he’ll look the very image of a parish-clerk.”

“Ha!” said the farmer, “that is ugly! You must know, I can’t bear the sight of a clerk. But it doesn’t matter now, for I know that he’s a demon, so I shall easily stand it. Now I have courage, but he must not come too near me.”

“Now I will ask my conjuror,” said Little Claus; and he trod on the sack and held his ear down.

“What does he say?”

“He says you may go and open the chest that stands in the corner, and you will see the demon crouching in it; but you must hold the lid so that he doesn’t slip out.”

Will you help me to hold him?” asked the farmer. And he went to the chest where the wife had hidden the real clerk, who sat in there and was very much afraid. The farmer opened the lid a little way and peeped in underneath it.

“Ugh!” he cried, and sprang backward. “Yes, now I’ve seen him, and he looked exactly like our clerk. Oh, that was dreadful!”

Upon this they must drink. So they sat and drank until late into the night.

“You must sell me that conjuror,” said the farmer. “Ask as much as you like for him. I’ll give you a whole bushel of money directly.”

“No, that I can’t do,” said Little Claus: “only think how much use I can make of this conjuror.”

“Oh, I should so much like to have him!” cried the farmer; and he went on begging.

“Well,” said Little Claus, at last, “as you have been so kind as to give me shelter for the night, I will let it be so. You shall have the conjuror for a bushel of money; but I must have the bushel heaped up.”

“That you shall have,” replied the farmer. “But you must take the chest yonder away with you. I will not keep it in my house an hour. One cannot know—perhaps he may be there still.”

Little Claus gave the farmer his sack with the dry hide in it, and got in exchange a whole bushel of money, and that heaped up. The farmer also gave him a big truck, on which to carry off his money and chest.

“Farewell!” said Little Claus; and he went off with his money and the big chest, in which the clerk was still sitting.

On the other side of the wood was a great deep river. The water rushed along so rapidly that one could scarcely swim against the stream. A fine new bridge had been built over it. Little Claus stopped on the centre of the bridge, and said quite loud, so that the clerk could hear it.
“Ho, what shall I do with this stupid chest? It’s as heavy as if stones were in it. I shall only get tired if I drag it any farther, so I’ll throw it into the river: if it swims home to me, well and good; and if it does not, it will be no great matter.”

And he took the chest with one hand, and lifted it up a little, as if he intended to throw it into the river.

“No! Stop it!” cried the clerk from within the chest; “let me out first!”

“Ugh!” exclaimed Little Claus, pretending to be frightened, “he’s in there still! I must make haste and throw him into the river, that he may be drowned.”

“Oh, no, no!” screamed the clerk. “I’ll give you a whole bushel-full of money if you’ll let me go.”

“Why, that’s another thing!” said Little Claus; and he opened the chest.

The clerk crept quickly out, pushed the empty chest into the water, and went to his house, where Little Claus received a whole bushel-full of money. He had already received one from the farmer, and so now he had his truck loaded with money.

“See, I’ve been well paid for the horse,” he said to himself when he had got home to his own room, and was emptying all the money into a heap in the middle of the floor. “That will vex Great Claus when he hears how rich I have grown through my one horse; but I won’t tell him about it outright.”

So he sent a boy to Great Claus to ask for a bushel measure.

“What can he want with it?” thought Great Claus. And he smeared some tar underneath the measure, so that some part of whatever was measured should stick to it. And thus it happened; for when he received the measure back, there were three new three-penny pieces adhering thereto.

“What’s this?” cried Great Claus; and he ran off at once to Little Claus. “Where did you get all that money from?”

“Oh, that’s for my horse’s skin. I sold it yesterday evening.”

“That’s really being well paid,” said Great Claus. And he ran home in a hurry, took an axe, and killed all his four horses; then he flayed them, and carried off their skins to the town.

“Hides! Hides! Who’ll buy any hides?” he cried through the streets.

All the shoemakers and tanners came running, and asked how much he wanted for them.

“A bushel of money for each!” said Great Claus.

“Are you mad?” said they. “Do you think we have money by the bushel?”

“Hides! Hides!” he cried again; and to all who asked him what the hides would cost he replied, “A bushel of money.”

“He wants to make fools of us,” they all exclaimed. And the shoemakers took their straps, and the tanners their aprons, and they began to beat Great Claus.

“Hides! Hides!” they called after him, jeeringly. “Yes, we’ll tan your hide for you till the red broth runs down. Out of the town with him!” And Great Claus made the best haste he could, for he had never yet been thrashed as he was thrashed now.

“Well,” said he when he got home, “ Little Claus shall pay for this. I’ll kill him for it.”

Now, at Little Claus’s the old grandmother had died. She had been very harsh and unkind to him, but yet he was very sorry, and took the dead woman and laid her in his warm bed, to see if she would not come to life again. There he intended she should remain all through the night, and he himself would sit in the corner and sleep on a chair, as he had often done before. As he sat there, in the night the door opened, and Great Claus came in with his axe. He knew where Little Claus’s bed stood; and, going straight up to it, he hit the old grandmother on the head, thinking she was Little Claus.

“D’ye see,” said he, “you shall not make a fool of me again.” And then he went home.

“That’s a bad fellow, that man,” said Little Claus. “He wanted to kill me. It was a good thing for my old grandmother that she was dead already. He would have taken her life.”

And he dressed his grandmother in her Sunday clothes, borrowed a horse of his neighbour, harnessed it to a car, and put the old lady on the back seat, so that she could not fall out when he drove. And so they trundled through the wood. When the sun rose they were in front of an inn; there Little Claus pulled up, and went in to have some refreshment.

The host had very, very much money; he was also a very good man, but exceedingly hot-tempered, as if he had pepper and tobacco in him.

“Good morning,” said he to Little Claus. “You’ve put on your Sunday clothes early today.”

“Yes,” answered Little Claus; “I’m going to town with my old grandmother: she’s sitting there on the car without. I can’t bring her into the room—will you give her a glass of mead? But you must speak very loud, for she can’t hear well.”

“Yes, that I will,” said the host. And he poured out a great glass of mead, and went out with it to the dead grandmother, who had been placed upright in the carriage.

“Here’s a glass of mead from your son,” quoth the host. But the dead woman replied not a word, but sat quite still. “Don’t you hear?” cried the host, as loud as he could, “here is a glass of mead from your son!”

Once more he called out the same thing, but as she still made not a movement, he became angry at last, and threw the glass in her face, so that the mead ran down over her nose, and she tumbled backwards into the car, for she had only been put upright, and not bound fast.

“Hallo!” cried Little Claus, running out at the door, and seizing the host by the breast; “you’ve killed my grandmother now! See, there’s a big hole in her forehead.”

“Oh, here’s a misfortune!” cried the host, wringing his hands. “That all comes of my hot temper. Dear Little Claus, I’ll give you a bushel of money, and have your grandmother buried as if she were my own; only keep quiet, or I shall have my head cut off, and that would be so very disagreeable!”

So Little Claus again received a whole bushel of money, and the host buried the old grandmother as if she had been his own. And when Little Claus came home with all his money, he at once sent his boy to Great Claus to ask to borrow a bushel measure.

“What’s that?” said Great Claus. “Have I not killed him? I must go myself and see to this.” And so he went over himself with the bushel to Little Claus.

“Now, where did you get all that money from?” he asked; and he opened his eyes wide when he saw all that had been brought together.

“You killed my grandmother, and not me,” replied Little Claus; “and I’ve sold her, and got a whole bushel of money for her.”

“That’s really being well paid,” said Great Claus; and he hastened home, took an axe, and killed his own grandmother directly. Then he put her on a carriage, and drove off to the town with her, to where the apothecary lived, and asked him if he would buy a dead person.

“Who is it, and where did you get him from?” asked the apothecary.

“It’s my grandmother,” answered Great Claus. “I’ve killed her to get a bushel of money for her.”

“Heaven save us!” cried the apothecary, “you’re raving! Don’t say such things, or you may lose your head.” And he told him earnestly what a bad deed this was that he had done, and what a bad man he was, and that he must be punished. And Great Claus was so frightened that he jumped out of the surgery straight into his carriage, and whipped the horses, and drove home. But the apothecary and all the people thought him mad, and so they let him drive whither he would.

“You shall pay for this!” said Great Claus, when he was out upon the high road: “yes, you shall pay me for this, Little Claus!” And directly he got home he took the biggest sack he could find, and went over to Little Claus and said, “Now, you’ve tricked me again! First I killed my horses, and then my old grandmother! That’s all your fault; but you shall never trick me any more.” And he seized Little Claus round the body, and thrust him into the sack, and took him upon his back, and called out to him, “Now I shall go off with you and drown you.”

It was a long way that he had to travel before he came to the river, and Little Claus was not too light to carry. The road led him close to a church: the organ was playing, and the people were singing, so beautifully! Then Great Claus put down his sack, with Little Claus in it, close to the church door, and thought it would be a very good thing to go in and hear a psalm before he went farther; for Little Claus could not get out, and all the people were in church; and so he went in.

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” sighed Little Claus in the sack. And he turned and twisted, but he found it impossible to loosen the cord. Then there came by an old drover with snow-white hair, and a great staff in his hand: he was driving a whole herd of cows and oxen before him, and they stumbled against the sack in which Little Claus was confined, so that it was overthrown.

“Oh, dear!” sighed Little Claus, “I’m so young yet, and am to go to heaven directly!”

“And I, poor fellow,” said the drover, “am so old, already, and can’t get there yet!”

“Open the sack,” cried Little Claus; “creep into it instead of me, and you will get to heaven directly.”

“With all my heart,” replied the drover; and he untied the sack, out of which Little Claus crept forth immediately.

“But will you look after the cattle?” said the old man; and he crept into the sack at once, whereupon Little Claus tied it up, and went his way with all the cows and oxen.

Soon afterwards Great Claus came out of the church. He took the sack on his shoulders again, although it seemed to him as if the sack had become lighter; for the old drover was only half as heavy as Little Claus.

“How light he is to carry now! Yes, that is because I have heard a psalm.”

So he went to the river, which was deep and broad, threw the sack with the old drover in it into the water, and called after him, thinking that it was little Claus, “You lie there! Now you shan’t trick me any more!”

Then he went home; but when he came to a place where there was a cross-road, he met Little Claus driving all his beasts.

“What’s this?” cried Great Claus. “Have I not drowned you?”

“Yes,” replied Little Claus, “you threw me into the river less than half an hour ago.”

“But wherever did you get all those fine beasts from?” asked Great Claus.

“These beasts are sea-cattle,” replied Little Claus. “I’ll tell you the whole story—and thank you for drowning me, for now I’m at the top of the tree. I am really rich! How frightened I was when I lay huddled in the sack, and the wind whistled about my ears when you threw me down from the bridge into the cold water! I sank to the bottom immediately; but I did not knock myself, for the most splendid soft grass grows down there. Upon that I fell; and immediately the sack was opened, and the loveliest maiden, with snow-white garments and a green wreath upon her wet hair, took me by the hand, and said, ‘Are you come, Little Claus? Here you have some cattle to begin with. A mile farther along the road there is a whole herd more, which I will give to you.’ And now I saw that the river formed a great highway for the people of the sea. Down in its bed they walked and drove directly from the sea, and straight into the land, to where the river ends. There it was so beautifully full of flowers and of the freshest grass; the fishes, which swam in the water, shot past my ears, just as here the birds in the air. What pretty people there were there, and what fine cattle pasturing on mounds and in ditches!”

“But why did you come up again to us directly?” asked Great Claus. “I should not have done that, if it is so beautiful down there.”

“Why,” replied Little Claus, “just in that I acted with good policy. You heard me tell you that the sea-maiden said ‘A mile farther along the road’ —and by the road she meant the river, for she can’t go anywhere else— ‘there is a whole herd of cattle for you.’ But I know what bends the stream makes—sometimes this way, sometimes that; there’s a long way to go round: no, the thing can be managed in a shorter way by 
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