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“Life itself is the most wonderful fairy tale.”


INTRODUCTION
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THE WORLD OF HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN

The Little Mermaid,” “The Emperor’s New Clothes,” “The Princess on the Pea”—even for those who have not read the originals, the stories and themes in the work of Hans Christian Andersen resonate with us, repeated in movies, television, and pop culture. But Hans Christian Andersen wasn’t just a writer of eventyr, or fairy tales: He was also a novelist, playwright, travel writer, and ardent Scandinavian nationalist. These works reflected the world Andersen lived in, and so no appreciation of Denmark’s foremost writer can be complete without an understanding of his own character, his life, and the times he lived in.

Understanding Andersen’s education and adolescence are especially important in understanding his writing. The collection you hold in your hand contains not just all of Andersen’s major eventyr, but also a recently discovered work of juvenilia, “The Tallow Candle.” Although Andersen’s mature style is still undeveloped in this early short story, it nonetheless shows many of the same themes that mark his greatest works. To fully appreciate Andersen, we must examine all his work in its proper context, and this volume, containing this once-lost tale, allows us to trace the development of his themes and style. Chief among these themes are those of self-fashioning, of inner beauty as compared to the indifference and superficiality of the world, of the redemptive power of suffering, of longing for love, and, most of all, of the idea of self-transformation and ultimate triumph—themes that are rooted in Andersen’s own experience.

These themes clearly mark Hans Christian Andersen as a product of the early nineteenth century. The world Andersen lived in had seen some remarkable changes in the generation before his birth, and would see even more during his lifetime. The balance of power in European society was shifting to the middle classes, and, with the shift came a new way of looking at childhood and new emphases in literature. Andersen fully took part in these changes, as his writing, and his life, reflect.

ANDERSEN AND ROMANTICISM

Andersen was born into a Europe that had recently seen turbulent change: In the chaos following the French Revolution, Napoleon had taken over France and proceeded to conquer a continental empire that included Denmark amongst its allies. In so doing, he spread the ideas of the French Enlightenment—democracy, freedom to choose one’s own path in life, patriotism, and the rights of peoples to live in sovereign nations and for nations to determine their own fates—all through Europe. Even after the emperor’s final defeat and exile to St. Helena, these ideas lingered. The grand theme of the nineteenth century was the idea of the self-made man who would, by innate virtue, climb the social ladder to a position of respectability. Along with this came ideas of nationalism, democracy, and equality—that all members of the nation-state were fundamentally equal and that one’s place in society should be decided by merit, not accidents of birth. These ideas existed tenuously with renewed political and emotional investment in the ruling houses of Europe, which were increasingly characterized as national, populist monarchies, in the years after Napoleon’s defeat.

Along with the ideas of hard work and self-discipline inherent to middle-class social mobility came repression of sexuality. A young man of good family could not marry until he was earning enough to support his wife (who would, of course, not work) and children. Later marriage also meant fewer children, with more time, energy, and money invested in cherishing, raising, and educating each of them. Childhood as we know it today was thus the product of nineteenth-century middle-class values—a special time in which the young person should be protected from the cruelty of the world and prepared for future roles in the adult struggle for existence. This was reflected in the creation of special clothes for children (as opposed to dressing them like miniature adults, as had been done previously), the repression of children’s gender identity, and the birth of “children’s literature”—a literary representation of what childhood was supposed to be about.

Some of the great themes of this literature for (or, rather, about) children included the shaping of character in childhood, self-fashioning, the search for authentic national culture in an imagined past, and the democratic belief in the fundamental equality of all members of the nation. In Germany, the Grimm Brothers had collected Kinder und Hausmärchen (Children’s and House-Tales) to recover the primal volksgeist, or spirit, of the German people, which they saw as being passed on from women to children in a domestic setting. Likewise, both Andersen’s invented stories—his Eventyr, fortalte for Børn, or Fairy Tales, Told for Children, from 1835—and the way he presented his life fully shared in these ideas—although he, of course, had his particular take on things, which included healthy doses of humor and satire. Nonetheless, he was careful to play up how life in his rural hometown had followed the “old ways” unknown in cosmopolitan Copenhagen, and how he had soaked in the stories told to him in his childhood.

Along with the “invention” of childhood and the other ideals of the middle class came the cultural tendency that we call Romanticism. While, as a movement, Romantics had no credo or manifesto, and their beliefs ranged from the revolutionary sentiment of the French novelist Victor Hugo to the reactionary politics of the German composer Wilhelm Richard Wagner, all shared certain commonalities. In the words of the Yale historian Peter Gay, Romanticism aimed for the “re-enchantment of the world.” In its focus on emotion (particularly romantic love), personal subjective experience, and authenticity of feeling, it was the antithesis of the cold, rational Enlightenment and the new world of industrial capitalism it had birthed. Rather than scientific atheism, Romantics were religious, even mystical. Instead of understanding the world with intellect, they sought to understand it with feeling. Rather than machines and ordered cityscapes, they loved nature and wild beauty. Rather than a perfected future, they looked to an imagined past, the idea of authentic national culture, and the brotherhood of all members of the nation-state, for inspiration. In other words, Romanticism was simultaneously the opposite and complement of the world of industrial capitalism: it was the social style subscribed to by those who invested in and maintained this world; yet, even as it forwarded its ideologies, it was the very antithesis of it.

Hans Christian Andersen certainly reflects the paradox of Romantic ideas. The themes of the transformation of the true self and the discovery of hidden talent in Andersen’s stories would have been unthinkable in an earlier age, when people were born into a social caste and had little room to change their fate. Charles Perrault’s seventeenth-century Cinderella is ultimately a comedy (in the classical sense) about rewarding virtue, paying back evil, and people being returned to their proper social class. The stories collected by Andersen’s elder contemporaries Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm are often tragedies about immutable character flaws leading to inevitable denouements. However, Andersen’s tales, whether comedic or tragic, often have the idea of transformation and social advancement at their heart—particularly, advancement through romantic love. Virtue is not always rewarded, but cleverness is. The nineteenth century—the world Napoleon had created—was a time when a young man of talent but no breeding could, at least in theory, remake himself and climb the social ladder.

Andersen’s own life reflects the theme of transformation—a poor boy receiving an education thanks to saintly benefactors and becoming his nation’s best-beloved writer—and his autobiography, My Enchanted Life, is an exercise in reinforcing this myth, spinning the author’s education as an ugly-duckling story. Andersen describes himself as a Romantic hero, the boy writer who tries to work with his heart rather than his mind. In the end, of course, he triumphs. In this sense, both Andersen and his tales belong firmly to the middle-class social milieu—the very same social stratum that consumed Romantic literature.

Of course, Andersen’s work encompasses other themes. Never feeling entirely at home either among the middle class or the aristocracy, Andersen felt free to mock the better classes of society. Many of his tales are satirical. In “The Princess On the Pea,” a seeming commoner is revealed as a princess by her extreme sensitivity (which, in a typically Andersen manner, is the sign of true nobility). In the pièce de résistance, the pea is then put in a museum. In a similar manner, the nobility is played for fools in “The Emperor’s New Clothes.”

Andersen’s stories were also much more Christian in orientation than the Grimms’. In them, we can find Karl Marx’s appraisal of nineteenth-century religious feeling as “at one and the same time, the expression of real suffering and a protest against real suffering . . . the sigh of the oppressed creature, the heart of a heartless world, and the soul of soulless conditions.” Andersen’s characters often suffer in a protest against the suffering of the real world. They are welcomed into Heaven since there is no justice in this world, save for what we create ourselves. His is, however, a very emotional religion of love and forgiveness, not one of sin and retribution—a Romantic Christianity steeped in the Lutheran tradition of a forgiving, loving God, but interpreted in a uniquely nineteenth-century way.

Andersen also uses religion to give even his most tragic stories a “happy ending.” Unlike the Grimm’s terrifying punishments, Andersen’s tragedies often befall innocents (“The Red Shoes” being a notable exception). The Little Mermaid neither achieves the love of her prince nor recovers her mermaid form by killing him, but throws herself into the sea and dissolves into foam—not as a punishment for hubris or curiosity, but seemingly as a direct result of her sacrifice, love, and compassion. The Steadfast Tin Soldier does not gain his ballerina, but is melted with her in the fire. There are numerous mawkish compositions, such as “The Dying Child” and “The Little Match Girl,” on the theme of dead children that exploited the new middle-class sentimentality towards the young. Yet, in a sense these stories do have happy endings: Andersen always tells us that the good are rewarded in Heaven. Even the Little Jewish Maiden, in what was perhaps an early groping towards egalitarianism, is received into Heaven even though she could not be baptized in this world. (In the case of the Little Mermaid, in a coda he added later, he blackmails his juvenile audience into behaving by telling them that their good deeds would earn the protagonist time off from limbo!)

It would seem that cruelty of the world is reflected in Andersen’s stories. After all, the nineteenth century was not known for its compassion; it was a time when children really would freeze to death and there was little or no social welfare. But in many ways, they are also the heralds of a new mentality—they evoke in the reader the desire to alleviate suffering. Today, Demark, Sweden, and Norway are some of the most liberal social welfare states in the world. The Little Match Girl would not freeze to death in today’s Denmark.

LIFE AND TIMES

Hans Christian Andersen was born on April 2, 1805, in the town of Odense. His father, also named Hans, was a cobbler, neither wealthy nor well educated, while his mother, Anne Marie, worked as a washerwoman. Despite his own lack of formal schooling, the elder Andersen imbued his son with a taste for literature by sharing Danish legends and the Arabian Nights with him. Unfortunately, Hans Christian’s beloved father died in 1816, leaving his wife and only child impoverished.

Andersen was an awkward child, tall and gangly, with a large nose. Worse, he was a dreamer who failed at no less than three apprenticeships—the usual vocational training for working-class children. It was clear he was good for nothing but telling stories, going to Odense’s theater, and pretending to be an entertainer. The one thing that Hans Christian had working in his favor was that he had an excellent singing voice—so good that when he escaped his beloved but illiterate mother and ran away to Copenhagen to become an actor at the age of 14, his voice earned him an appointment with the Royal Danish Theatre. Here, one tragedy and one bit of good fortune befell him: First, his voice changed, ending his singing career. To act or dance were out of the question for the awkward youth, and he was hopeless at manual work. However, Andersen did meet Jonas Collin, one of the theater’s directors. Hans Christian had written a play that, while not good enough for the stage, showed enough potential that Collin secured funding from the king to send Andersen to school. (The fact that the king paid for Andersen to be educated in exclusive schools later fueled the rumors that he was descended from nobility—perhaps that he was even the illegitimate son of King Christian VII. The allegations have never been substantiated.)

Hans Christian went to school first at Slagelse and then at Helsingør, the famous “Elsinore” from Shakespeare’s Hamlet. Andersen later recalled school as one of the worst periods of his life. Lacking formal education, he had to begin at the next to lowest grade at Slagelse. Furthermore, Hans Christian’s teachers universally discouraged him from writing (or so he later recounted). Worst of all, in his opinion, was Simon Meisling, under whose personal supervision Collin had placed him. Andersen later recalled Meisling as a strict man who bullied him, disparaged him at every opportunity, and did his best to discourage him from becoming a writer. The sensitive Hans Christian soon entered into a deep depression and almost totally ceased to write poetry.

Such was the story Andersen later told. After all, every Romantic hero needs a villain to triumph against. In all fairness, neither Andersen nor history has been kind to Meisling. The other side of the coin was that the schoolmaster was a serious scholar of middling social class and strict classical tastes who had taken on the decidedly odd, royally sponsored pupil as both a special project and a way to achieve his worldly ambitions. For instance, his connection with Collin was probably part of the reason for the move to Helsingør—Meisling, making the most of the connections Andersen afforded him, had successfully applied to become the headmaster at the more prestigious school. Andersen accompanied him, and even boarded at his house. No matter what the reality, the kindly Jonas Collin, who believed in Hans Christian’s talent, later removed Andersen from Meisling’s clutches and arranged for a private tutor. Finally, in 1828, at the advanced age of 23, Andersen managed to pass the examination to enter Copenhagen University.

It was in school, probably in the 1820s, that Andersen wrote “The Tallow Candle.” This work was rediscovered by chance in 2012 in the Plum family dossier, which resides in the Funen, Denmark branch of the Danish National Archives, by a couple researching their family history. Esben Brage, a local historian, noticed Andersen’s signature and realized it might be an original document. “The Tallow Candle” is dedicated to Madame Bunkeflod, a vicar’s widow, childhood neighbor, and benefactress of the young Andersen; the Plums and Bunkeflods had been friends, which explains how the manuscript wound up in the Plum dossier.

The tallow candle begins with a good start in life, having inherited fine physical characteristics from its mother, a sheep, and a craving for bright, shining fire from its father, a melting pot. However, the uncaring world sullies the candle, not understanding it and only marking its outside with grime and dirt. Although the candle remains pure and untainted underneath its blemishes, it begins to despair. It is not until the candle finds a tinderbox—a soulmate who understands it better than it understands itself—who sees its true self and lights its ardent flame. In an overtly sexual metaphor, the fat drops of melted wax, which Andersen calls the physical and spiritual result of this “marriage,” drip down its side, covering the old grime. The candle goes on to burn and light the way for its true friends for many years.

The candle’s longing to belong and to be useful was surely a mirror of Andersen’s own life. Contemporaries saw Andersen as an awkward man-child, uncomfortable in social settings, not brilliant in conversation, and immune to subtle cues. When writing about himself, however, Andersen chose to emphasize what he saw as his inner light. We have in “The Tallow Candle” a variant of the theme in “The Ugly Duckling”: the misunderstood genius, whose innate virtue goes unrealized by a cold, uncaring, and conventional world. Finally, he meets someone who recognizes his true beauty, a helpmate who will enable to him realize his true value and his own special talent, and achieve his rightful place in the world. The story thus mirrors both Andersen’s flair for pathos and somewhat self-absorbed belief in his own specialness and eventual success, even if it lacks the wry humor of his later fairy tales.

Despite his obsession with romantic love in both this story and in later works such as “The Naughty Boy,” the awkward Andersen never met his own tinderbox. He at various times equivocated between swearing himself to celibacy—again, the bourgeois obsession with sexual discipline—and falling passionately in love. His diaries and personal correspondence reveal that he yearned for unobtainable women throughout his life, including a girl named Riborg Voigt; on his deathbed, Andersen clutched a long letter from Riborg next to his heart. He also fell in love with Jonas Collin’s daughter Sophie and with Jenny Lind, the famous Swedish opera singer. Like the others, Lind rejected Andersen’s proposal of marriage, saying that she loved him like a brother.

EARLY CAREER AND TRAVELS

In 1829, Andersen’s fantastical short story “A Journey on Foot from Holmen’s Canal to the East Point of Amager” was published to some small acclaim. He followed it up with poetry, a short piece for the theater, and an account of a trip to Germany. These were well enough received that, in 1833, following his graduation from college, King Frederick granted Andersen some money to travel through Europe. His journeys through Switzerland and Italy were extremely artistically productive, inspiring his breakout novel, The Improvisatore.

Andersen did not begin publishing the work he is best known for, his Fairy Tales Told for Children, until 1835. It was not an immediate success. Critics disliked his sense of humor, lack of didactic morals, and informal style, which Andersen had made similar to everyday conversation. Andersen nonetheless published three installments of eventyr from 1835 to 1837, and then had them collected in a single bound volume. His greatest success in the genre would not come until the 1840s, when English translations were published—notably, “The Little Mermaid” in the prestigious Bentley’s Miscellany. Andersen continued to release fairy tales in installments until 1872.

In the same period as he wrote his first eventyr, Andersen published two further novels, O.T. and Only a Fiddler. The latter was unfavorably reviewed by Søren Kierkegaard, who later became a giant in nineteenth-century philosophy. Kierkegaard felt that Andersen’s prose lacked a single, forceful ideal. In other words, Andersen put too much into feeling and describing; Kierkegaard felt that fierce determination, reflected in a strong narrative, was key. Yet, each man, in his own way, reflected the anxieties and thought of their age.

Andersen made his first trip to Norway in 1837. From then on, he was also a fervent believer in Scandinavianism, the idea that the three linguistically and culturally related Scandinavian countries—Denmark, Sweden, and Norway—should come together in unity. Only by such integration could the Scandinavian people achieve their true destiny as a nation-state. The three already had much in common: a common origin in the Viking past, and even political entanglement—Denmark had ruled Norway until 1814; later that same year, Sweden and Norway were unified under King Charles XIII. In 1839, Andersen wrote his poem, “I am a Scandinavian,” as an attempt at a national anthem; it never achieved great success. Sandanavianism itself never led to political unity, although the three countries, along with Finland and Iceland, did cooperate extensively up until World War II.

Andersen first visited England in 1847, where he met Charles Dickens at a party hosted by the Countess of Bessington. One would think that the two writers would have become fast friends—after all, they both used many of the same concepts and themes in their work, such as social mobility based on inner virtue and the use of sentimentality to dramatize and provoke sympathy for the life of the poor. Likewise, they shared a common background, having risen from poverty to become their countries’ most prized writers. Anderson certainly adored Dickens—ever the ardent fan, he apotheosized Dickens in his diary and presumably was no less puppyish in person. On the other hand, Dickens, the proper Englishman, kept the adoring Dane at arm’s length.

Things went rather less well on Andersen’s second visit: Dickens had written Andersen saying that he simply must visit, with the result of the latter descending upon Dickens’ house at Gad’s Hill in the summer of 1857. He stayed for five weeks and was as awkward and unbearable as ever, or, as Dickens’ daughter Kate later recalled, “He was a bony bore, and stayed on and on.” When he finally left, Dickens wrote on the mirror in the guest room, “Hans Andersen slept in this room for five weeks—which seemed to the family ages!” Dickens later read of Andersen’s Danish account of the visit, in which he lauded the English author, his wife, and his happy home life, excerpted in Bentley’s. This was the last straw. Although Andersen’s praise was sincere, Bentley’s published the piece with intentional irony, since it was well known that the Dickenses had ended their unhappy marriage by separating shortly after Andersen’s visit. Finally convinced the awkward Andersen was a hopeless case, Dickens ceased all correspondence with the Danish author. Andersen, for his part, continued to admire Dickens—even if the latter never answered his letters.

LATER CAREER AND DEATH

Andersen continued writing through the 1840s and ’50s. While his attempts to write for the stage did not go well, his travel writing met with a great deal of success. So, too, did his fairy tales—Andersen’s second series of eventyr was begun in 1838, and the third in 1845. Another success was 1840’s Picture-Book without Pictures, which is framed as a series of stories told to the narrator by the Moon.

The sixty-seven-year-old Andersen’s health began to decline after he fell out of bed in 1872—the year of the last publication of his stories. Shortly thereafter, he began to show the symptoms of the liver cancer to which he succumbed on August 4, 1875. Even before his death, Denmark had already begun to commemorate its most famous writer. Ever mindful of his public, Andersen gave directions that the tempo of the music for his funeral procession keep time with the small steps of the children who would attend.

Ken Mondschein, PhD


PUBLISHER’S NOTE
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In this volume, the years that appear after each story’s title indicate the original date of publication (in any language) for that story. Most were published by Andersen (in Danish) during his lifetime as serials in magazines or as books, but the last few tales were published posthumously by Jean Hersholt.

Andersen’s earliest work, “The Tallow Candle,” lay unknown to scholars and the public for almost two centuries before it was discovered among papers donated to the Danish National Archives. Historians have confirmed it is one of Andersen’s first stories, written in his teens before his true authorship began. We have placed it at the beginning of this book to retain as much chronological order to Andersen’s writing as possible.

Jean Hersholt (1886–1956) was born in Copenhagen, Denmark, to parents who were actors in the Danish Folk Theater. He grew up in show business, touring and performing onstage before focusing his career on film acting. In 1913 he emigrated to the United States, and a year later he moved to Hollywood, where he quickly became a premier radio and film actor. One of his most popular radio characters, Dr. Christian, was named directly for his favorite author, Hans Christian Andersen. During his career, Hersholt’s philanthropic endeavors earned him a knighthood from King Christian X in Denmark, three Academy Awards for charity work, and a permanent place in the hearts of many in the entertainment industry.

An avid collector of Andersen editions, Hersholt’s fascination with his fellow countryman’s work culminated in The Complete Andersen, published as six volumes in 1949. The books contain Hersholt’s English translations of over 160 of Andersen’s fairy tales. Some stories were found in private letters and papers Hersholt had acquired, and were previously unpublished—not even in Danish—by Andersen. These translations are consistently rated as the best English representation of Andersen’s work.

Hersholt’s grave in Glendale, California, is marked by a statue of Klods-Hans (Clumsy Hans), an Andersen character who left home to find his way in the world, much as both Andersen and Hersholt did. Hersholt’s memory is honored in the entertainment industry by the Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences Jean Hersholt Humanitarian Award.
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THE TALLOW CANDLE (1820s)
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There was sputtering and sizzling as the flames played under the pan. This was the tallow candle’s cradle, and out of the warm cradle slipped the candle—perfectly shaped, all of a piece, shiny white and slender. It was formed in a way that made everyone who laid eyes on it believe that it must promise a bright and glorious future. Indeed, it was destined to keep that promise and fulfill their expectations.

The sheep—a pretty little sheep—was the candle’s mother, and the melting pot was its father. From its mother, it had inherited its dazzlingly white body and an intuitive understanding of life; but from its father, it had acquired the desire for the blazing fire that would eventually reach its very core and “shine the light” for it in life.

That is how it had been made and how it cast itself, with the best and brightest of hopes, into life. Here it met an amazing number of fellow creatures with whom it had dealings, since it desired to get to know life and thus perhaps find the most suitable niche for itself. But the candle saw the world in too benevolent a light, while the world only cared about itself and not about the tallow candle at all. The world was unable to understand the true nature of the candle, so it tried to use it to its own advantage and handled the candle improperly. Black fingers made bigger and bigger spots on the white color of innocence, which little by little totally disappeared, to be covered with the filth of an outside world that had been far too harsh and come much closer than the candle could bear, since it had been unable to distinguish between the pure and the impure—but deep inside, it was still innocent and unspoiled.

That is when the false friends realized that they could not reach its innermost part. In anger, they threw away the candle, considering it a useless thing.

The outer black layer kept away everybody good—they were afraid of becoming contaminated by the black color, of getting spots on themselves, so they kept a distance.

Now, the poor tallow candle was lonely, abandoned, and at its wit’s end. It felt cast off by what was good and discovered that it had been nothing but a blind tool used to advance what was bad. It felt so terribly sad because it had lived its life without purpose—perhaps it had even tarnished some good things by its presence. It could not grasp why and to what end it had been created, why it was put on this Earth where it might destroy itself and even others.

More and more, increasingly deeply, it pondered the situation, but the more it thought, the greater its despondency, since it could not find anything good at all, no real meaning for itself—or see the purpose it had been given at birth. It was as if the black layer had also thrown a veil over its eyes.

That was when it met a small flame, a tinderbox. The tinderbox knew the light better than the tallow candle knew itself, for the tinderbox saw everything so clearly—right through the outer layer, and inside it found so much good. Therefore, it went closer, and bright hopes emerged in the candle. It lit up, and its heart melted.

The flame shone brightly—like a wedding torch of joy. Everything became bright and clear, and it showed the way for those in its company, its true friends—and helped by the light, they could now successfully seek truth.

The body, too, was strong enough to nurture and support the burning flame. Like the beginnings of new life, one round and plump drop after the other rolled down the candle, covering the filth of the past.

This was not only the bodily, but also the spiritual gain of the marriage.

The tallow candle had found its true place in life—and proved that a true light shone for a long time, spreading joy for itself and its fellow creatures.


THE TINDERBOX (1835)
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There came a soldier marching down the high road—one, two! one, two! He had his knapsack on his back and his sword at his side as he came home from the wars. On the road, he met a witch, an ugly old witch, a witch whose lower lip dangled right down on her chest.

“Good evening, soldier,” she said. “What a fine sword you’ve got there, and what a big knapsack. Aren’t you every inch a soldier! And now you shall have money, as much as you please.”

“That’s very kind, you old witch,” said the soldier.

“See that big tree.” The witch pointed to one nearby them. “It’s hollow to the roots. Climb to the top of the trunk, and you’ll find a hole through which you can let yourself down deep under the tree. I’ll tie a rope around your middle, so that when you call me, I can pull you up again.”

“What would I do deep down under that tree?” the soldier wanted to know.

“Fetch money,” the witch said. “Listen. When you touch bottom, you’ll find yourself in a great hall. It is very bright there, because more than a hundred lamps are burning. By their light, you will see three doors. Each door has a key in it, so you can open them all.

“If you walk into the first room, you’ll see a large chest in the middle of the floor. On it sits a dog, and his eyes are as big as saucers. But don’t worry about that. I’ll give you my blue-checked apron to spread out on the floor. Snatch up that dog, and set him on my apron. Then you can open the chest and take out as many pieces of money as you please. They are all copper.

“But if silver suits you better, then go into the next room. There sits a dog, and his eyes are as big as mill wheels. But don’t you care about that. Set the dog on my apron while you line your pockets with silver.

“Maybe you’d rather have gold. You can, you know. You can have all the gold you can carry if you go into the third room. The only hitch is that there on the money-chest sits a dog, and each of his eyes is as big as the Round Tower of Copenhagen. That’s the sort of dog he is. But never you mind how fierce he looks. Just set him on my apron and he’ll do you no harm as you help yourself from the chest to all the gold you want.”

“That suits me,” said the soldier. “But what do you get out of all this, you old witch? I suppose that you want your share.”

“No indeed,” said the witch. “I don’t want a penny of it. All I ask is for you to fetch me an old tinderbox that my grandmother forgot the last time she was down there.”

“Good,” said the soldier. “Tie the rope around me.”

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

The soldier climbed up to the hole in the tree and let himself slide through it, feet foremost down into the great hall where the hundreds of lamps were burning, just as the witch had said. Now he threw open the first door he came to. Ugh! There sat a dog glaring at him with eyes as big as saucers.

“You’re a nice fellow,” the soldier said, as he shifted him to the witch’s apron and took all the coppers that his pockets would hold. He shut up the chest, set the dog back on it, and made for the second room. Alas and alack! There sat the dog with eyes as big as mill wheels.

“Don’t you look at me like that.” The soldier set him on the witch’s apron. “You’re apt to strain your eyesight.” When he saw the chest brimful of silver, he threw away all his coppers and filled both his pockets and knapsack with silver alone. Then he went into the third room. Oh, what a horrible sight to see! The dog in there really did have eyes as big as the Round Tower, and when he rolled them, they spun like wheels.

“Good evening,” the soldier said, and saluted, for such a dog he had never seen before. But on second glance, he thought to himself, “This won’t do.” So he lifted the dog down to the floor, and threw open the chest. What a sight! Here was gold and to spare. He could buy out all Copenhagen with it. He could buy all the cake-woman’s sugar pigs, and all the tin soldiers, whips, and rocking horses there are in the world. Yes, there was really money!

In short order, the soldier got rid of all the silver coins he had stuffed in his pockets and knapsack, to put gold in their place. Yes sir, he crammed all his pockets, his knapsack, his cap, and his boots so full that he scarcely could walk. Now he was made of money. Putting the dog back on the chest, he banged out the door and called up through the hollow tree:

“Pull me up now, you old witch.”

“Have you got the tinderbox?” asked the witch.

“Confound the tinderbox,” the soldier shouted. “I clean forgot it.”

When he fetched it, the witch hauled him up. There he stood on the high road again, with his pockets, boots, knapsack, and cap full of gold.

“What do you want with the tinderbox?” he asked the old witch.

“None of your business,” she told him. “You’ve had your money, so hand over my tinderbox.”

“Nonsense,” said the soldier. “I’ll take out my sword, and I’ll cut your head off if you don’t tell me at once what you want with it.”

“I won’t,” the witch screamed at him.

So he cut her head off. There she lay! But he tied all his money in her apron, slung it over his shoulder, stuck the tinderbox in his pocket, and struck out for town.

It was a splendid town. He took the best rooms at the best inn, and ordered all the good things he liked to eat, for he was a rich man now because he had so much money. The servant who cleaned his boots may have thought them remarkably well worn for a man of such means, but that was before he went shopping. Next morning, he bought boots worthy of him, and the best clothes. Now that he had turned out to be such a fashionable gentleman, people told him all about the splendors of their town—all about their king, and what a pretty princess he had for a daughter.

“Where can I see her?” the soldier inquired.

“You can’t see her at all,” everyone said. “She lives in a great copper castle inside all sorts of walls and towers. Only the king can come in or go out of it, for it’s been foretold that the princess will marry a common soldier. The king would much rather she didn’t.”

“I’d like to see her just the same,” the soldier thought. But there was no way to manage it.

Now he lived a merry life. He went to the theater, drove about in the king’s garden, and gave away money to poor people. This was to his credit, for he remembered from the old days what it feels like to go without a penny in your pocket. Now that he was wealthy and well dressed, he had all too many who called him their friend and a genuine gentleman. That pleased him.

But he spent money every day without making any, and wound up with only two coppers to his name. He had to quit his fine quarters to live in a garret, clean his own boots, and mend them himself with a darning needle. None of his friends came to see him, because there were too many stairs to climb.

One evening when he sat in the dark without even enough money to buy a candle, he suddenly remembered there was a candle end in the tinderbox that he had picked up when the witch sent him down the hollow tree. He got out the tinderbox, and the moment he struck sparks from the flint of it, his door burst open, and there stood a dog from down under the tree. It was the one with eyes as big as saucers.

“What,” said the dog, “is my lord’s command?”

“What’s this?” said the soldier. “Have I got the sort of tinderbox that will get me whatever I want? Go get me some money,” he ordered the dog. Zip! The dog was gone. Zip! He was back again, with a bag full of copper in his mouth.

Now the soldier knew what a remarkable tinderbox he had. Strike it once, and there was the dog from the chest of copper coins. Strike it twice, and here came the dog who had the silver. Three times brought the dog who guarded gold.

Back went the soldier to his comfortable quarters. Out strode the soldier in fashionable clothes. Immediately his friends knew him again, because they liked him so much.

Then the thought occurred to him, “Isn’t it odd that no one ever gets to see the princess? They say she’s very pretty, but what’s the good of it as long as she stays locked up in that large copper castle with so many towers? Why can’t I see her? Where’s my tinderbox?” He struck a light and, zip! came the dog with eyes as big as saucers.

“It certainly is late,” said the soldier. “Practically midnight. But I do want a glimpse of the princess, if only for a moment.”

Out the door went the dog, and before the soldier could believe it, here came the dog with the princess on his back. She was sound asleep, and so pretty that everyone could see she was a princess. The soldier couldn’t keep from kissing her, because he was every inch a soldier. Then the dog took the princess home.

Next morning when the king and queen were drinking their tea, the princess told them about the strange dream she’d had—all about a dog and a soldier. She’d ridden on the dog’s back, and the soldier had kissed her.

“Now that was a fine story,” said the queen. The next night, one of the old ladies of the court was under orders to sit by the princess’s bed, and see whether this was a dream or something else altogether. The soldier was longing to see the pretty princess again, so the dog came by night to take her up and away as fast as he could run. But the old lady pulled on her storm boots and ran right after them. When she saw them disappear into a large house, she thought, “Now I know where it is,” and drew a big cross on the door with a piece of chalk. Then she went home to bed, and before long the dog brought the princess home too. But when the dog saw that cross marked on the soldier’s front door, he got himself a piece of chalk and cross-marked every door in the town. This was a clever thing to do, because now the old lady couldn’t tell the right door from all the wrong doors he had marked.

Early in the morning, along came the king and the queen, the old lady, and all the officers, to see where the princess had been.

“Here it is,” said the king when he saw the first cross mark.

“No, my dear. There it is,” said the queen, who was looking next door.

“Here’s one, there’s one, and yonder’s another one!” said they all. Wherever they looked they saw chalk marks, so they gave up searching.

The queen, though, was an uncommonly clever woman, who could do more than ride in a coach. She took her big gold scissors, cut out a piece of silk, and made a neat little bag. She filled it with fine buckwheat flour and tied it onto the princess’s back. Then she pricked a little hole in it so that the flour would sift out along the way, wherever the princess might go.

Again the dog came in the night, took the princess on his back, and ran with her to the soldier, who loved her so much that he would have been glad to be a prince just so he could make her his wife.

The dog didn’t notice how the flour made a trail from the castle right up to the soldier’s window, where he ran up the wall with the princess. So in the morning, it was all too plain to the king and queen just where their daughter had been.

They took the soldier, and they put him in prison. There he sat. It was dark, and it was dismal, and they told him, “Tomorrow is the day for you to hang.” That didn’t cheer him up any, and as for his tinderbox, he’d left it behind at the inn. In the morning he could see through his narrow little window how the people all hurried out of town to see him hanged. He heard the drums beat, and he saw the soldiers march. In the crowd of running people, he saw a shoemaker’s boy in a leather apron and slippers. The boy galloped so fast that off flew one slipper, which hit the wall right where the soldier pressed his face to the iron bars.

“Hey there, you shoemaker’s boy, there’s no hurry,” the soldier shouted. “Nothing can happen till I get there. But if you run to where I live and bring me my tinderbox, I’ll give you four coppers. Put your best foot foremost.”

The shoemaker’s boy could use four coppers, so he rushed the tinderbox to the soldier, and—well, now we shall hear what happened!

Outside the town, a high gallows had been built. Around it stood soldiers and many hundred thousand people. The king and queen sat on a splendid throne, opposite the judge and the whole council. The soldier already stood upon the ladder, but just as they were about to put the rope around his neck, he said the custom was to grant a poor criminal one last small favor. He wanted to smoke a pipe of tobacco—the last he’d be smoking in this world.

The king couldn’t refuse him, so the soldier struck fire from his tinderbox, once, twice, and a third time. Zip! There stood all the dogs, one with eyes as big as saucers, one with eyes as big as mill wheels, one with eyes as big as the Round Tower of Copenhagen.

“Help me. Save me from hanging!” said the soldier. Those dogs took the judges and all the council, some by the leg and some by the nose, and tossed them so high that they came down broken to bits.

“Don’t!” cried the king, but the biggest dog took him and the queen too, and tossed them up after the others. Then the soldiers trembled, and the people shouted, “Soldier, be our king and marry the pretty princess.”

So they put the soldier in the king’s carriage. All three of his dogs danced in front of it, and shouted “Hurrah!” The boys whistled through their fingers, and the soldiers saluted. The princess came out of the copper castle to be queen, and that suited her exactly. The wedding lasted all of a week, and the three dogs sat at the table, with their eyes opened wider than ever before.


LITTLE CLAUS AND BIG CLAUS (1835)

[image: ]

In a village there lived two men who had the self-same name. Both were named Claus. But one of them owned four horses, and the other owned only one horse; so to distinguish between them, people called the man who had four horses Big Claus, and the man who had only one horse Little Claus. Now I’ll tell you what happened to these two, for this is a true story.

The whole week through, Little Claus had to plow for Big Claus and lend him his only horse. In return, Big Claus lent him all four of his horses, but only for one day a week, and that had to be Sunday.

Each Sunday, how proudly Little Claus cracked his whip over all the five horses, which were as good as his own on that day. How brightly the sun shone. How merry were the church bells that rang in the steeple. How well dressed were all the people who passed him with hymnbooks tucked under their arms. And as they went their way to church, to hear the parson preach, how the people did stare to see Little Claus plowing with all five horses. This made him feel so proud that he would crack his whip and holler, “Get up, all my horses.”

“You must not say that,” Big Claus told him. “You know as well as I do that only one of those horses is yours.” But no sooner did another bevy of churchgoers come by than Little Claus forgot he mustn’t say it, and hollered, “Get up, all my horses.”

“Don’t you say that again,” Big Claus told him. “If you do, I’ll knock your horse down dead in his traces, and that will be the end of him.”

“You won’t catch me saying it again,” Little Claus promised. But as soon as people came by, nodding to him and wishing him “Good morning,” he was so pleased and so proud of how grand it looked to have five horses plowing his field, that he hollered again, “Get up, all my horses!”

“I’ll get up your horse for you,” Big Claus said, and he snatched up a tethering mallet, and he knocked Little Claus’s one and only horse on the head so hard that it fell down dead.

“Now I haven’t any horse at all,” said Little Claus, and he began to cry. But by and by, he skinned his dead horse and hung the hide to dry in the wind. Then he crammed the dry skin in a sack, slung it up over his shoulder, and set out to sell it in the nearest town.

It was a long way to go, and he had to pass through a dark, dismal forest. Suddenly a terrible storm came up, and he lost his way. Before he could find it again, evening overtook him. The town was still a long way off, and he had come too far to get back home before night.

Not far from the road he saw a large farmhouse. The shutters were closed, but light showed through a crack at the top of the windows. “Maybe they’ll let me spend the night here,” Little Claus thought, as he went to the door and knocked.

The farmer’s wife opened it, but when she heard what he wanted, she told him to go away. She said her husband wasn’t home, and she wouldn’t have any strangers in the house.

“Then I’ll have to sleep outside,” Little Claus decided, as she slammed the door in his face.

Near the farmhouse stood a large haystack, leading up to the thatched roof of a shed, which lay between it and the house. “That’s where I’ll sleep,” said Little Claus when he noticed the thatch. “It will make a wonderful bed. All I hope is that the stork doesn’t fly down and bite my legs.” For a stork was actually standing guard on the roof where it had a nest.

So Little Claus climbed to the roof of the shed. As he turned over to make himself comfortable, he discovered that the farmhouse shutters didn’t come quite to the top of the windows, and he could see over them. He could see into a room where a big table was spread with wine and roast meat and a delicious fish. The farmer’s wife and the sexton were sitting there at the table, all by themselves. She kept helping him to wine, and he kept helping himself to fish. He must have loved fish.

“Oh, if only I could have some too,” thought Little Claus. By craning his neck toward the window he caught sight of a great, appetizing cake. Why, they were feasting in there!

Just then he heard someone riding down the road to the house. It was the farmer coming home. He was an excellent man except for just one thing. He could not stand the sight of a sexton. If he so much as caught a glimpse of one, he would fly into a furious rage, which was the reason why the sexton had gone to see the farmer’s wife while her husband was away from home, and the good woman could do no less than set before him all the good things to eat that she had in the house. When she heard the farmer coming, she trembled for the sexton, and begged him to creep into a big empty chest, which stood in one corner of the room. He lost no time about it, because he knew full well that her poor husband couldn’t stand the sight of a sexton. The woman quickly set aside the wine and hid the good food in her oven, because if her husband had seen the feast, he would have asked questions hard to answer.

“Oh dear!” Up on the shed, Little Claus sighed to see all the good food disappearing.

“Who’s up there?” the farmer peered at Little Claus. “Whatever are you doing up there? Come into the house with me.” So Little Claus came down. He told the farmer how he had lost his way, and asked if he could have shelter for the night.

“Of course,” said the farmer, “but first, let’s have something to eat.”

The farmer’s wife received them well, laid the whole table, and set before them a big bowl of porridge. The farmer was hungry and ate it with a good appetite, but Little Claus was thinking about the good roast meat, that fish and that cake in the oven. Beside his feet under the table lay his sack with the horsehide, for as we know, he was on his way to sell it in the town. Not liking the porridge at all, Little Claus trod on the sack, and the dry hide gave a loud squeak.

“Sh!” Little Claus said to his sack, at the same time that he trod on it so hard that it squeaked even louder.

“What on Earth have you got in there?” said the farmer.

“Oh, just a conjuror,” said Little Claus. “He tells me we don’t have to eat porridge, because he has conjured up a whole oven-full of roast meat, fish, and cake for us.”

“What do you say?” said the farmer. He made haste to open the oven, where he found all the good dishes. His wife had hidden them there, but he quite believed that they had been conjured up by the wizard in the sack. His wife didn’t dare open her mouth as she helped them to their fill of meat, fish, and cake.

Then Little Claus trod upon the sack to make it squeak again.

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

“He says,” Little Claus answered, “that there are three bottles of wine for us in the corner by the oven.”

So the woman had to bring out the wine she had hidden. The farmer drank it till he grew merry, and wanted to get himself a conjuror just like the one Little Claus carried in his sack.

“Can he conjure up the devil?” the farmer wondered. “I’m in just the mood to meet him.”

“Oh, yes,” said Little Claus. “My conjuror can do anything I tell him. Can’t you?” he asked and trod upon the sack till it squeaked. “Did you hear him answer? He said ‘Yes.’ He can conjure up the devil, but he’s afraid we won’t like the look of him.”

“Oh, I’m not afraid. What’s he like?”

“Well, he looks an awful lot like a sexton.”

“Ho,” said the farmer, “as ugly as that? I can’t bear the sight of a sexton. But don’t let that stop us. Now that I know it’s just the devil, I shan’t mind it so much. I’ll face him, provided he doesn’t come near me.”

“Wait, while I talk with my conjuror.” Little Claus trod on the sack and stooped down to listen.

“What does he say?”

“He says for you to go and open that big chest in the corner, and there you’ll find the devil doubled up inside it. But you must hold fast to the lid, so he doesn’t pop out.”

“Will you help me hold it?” said the farmer. He went to the chest in which his wife had hidden the sexton—once frightened, now terrified. The farmer lifted the lid a little, and peeped in.

“Ho!” he sprang back. “I saw him, and he’s the image of our sexton, a horrible sight!” After that, they needed another drink, and sat there drinking far into the night.

“You must sell me your conjuror,” said the farmer. “You can fix your own price. I’d pay you a bushel of money right away.”

“Oh, I couldn’t do that,” Little Claus said. “Just think how useful my conjuror is.”

“But I’d so like to have him.” The farmer kept begging to buy it.

“Well,” said Little Claus at last, “you’ve been kind enough to give me a night’s lodging, so I can’t say no. You shall have my sack for a bushel of money, but it must be full to the brim.”

“You shall have it,” said the farmer. “But you must take that chest along with you, too. I won’t have it in the house another hour. He might still be inside it. You never can tell.”

So Little Claus sold his sack with the dried horsehide in it, and was paid a bushel of money, measured up to the brim. The farmer gave him a wheelbarrow, too, in which to wheel away the money and the chest.

“Fare you well,” said Little Claus, and off he went with his money and his chest with the sexton in it. On the further side of the forest was a deep, wide river, where the current ran so strong that it was almost impossible to swim against it. A big new bridge had been built across the river, and when Little Claus came to the middle of it, he said, very loud so the sexton could hear him:

“Now what would I be doing with this silly chest? It’s as heavy as stone, and I’m too tired to wheel it any further. So I’ll throw it in the river, and if it drifts down to my house, well and good, but if it sinks, I haven’t lost much.” Then he tilted the chest a little, as if he were about to tip it into the river.

“Stop! Don’t!” the sexton shouted inside. “Let me get out first.”

“Oh,” said Little Claus, pretending to be frightened, “is he still there? Then I’d better throw him into the river and drown him.”

“Oh no, don’t do that to me!” the sexton shouted. “I’d give a bushel of money to get out of this.”

“Why, that’s altogether different,” said Little Claus, opening the chest. The sexton popped out at once, pushed the empty chest into the water, and hurried home to give Little Claus a bushel of money. What with the farmer’s bushel and the sexton’s bushel, Little Claus had his wheelbarrow quite full.

“I got a good price for my horse,” he said when he got home and emptied all the money in a heap on the floor of his room. “How Big Claus will fret when he finds out that my one horse has made me so rich, but I won’t tell him how I managed it.” Then he sent a boy to borrow a bushel measure from Big Claus.

“Whatever would he want with it?” Big Claus wondered, and smeared pitch on the bottom of the bushel so that a little of what he measured would stick to it. And so it happened that when he got his measure back, he found three newly minted pieces of silver stuck to it.

“What’s this?” Big Claus ran to see Little Claus. “Where did you get so much money?”

“Oh, that’s what I got for the horsehide I sold last night.”

“Heavens above! How the price of hides must have gone up.” Big Claus ran home, took an ax, and knocked all four of his horses on the head. Then he ripped their hides off, and set out to town with them.

“Hides, hides! Who’ll buy hides?” he bawled, up and down the streets. All the shoemakers and tanners came running to ask what their price was. “A bushel of money apiece,” he told them.

“Are you crazy?” they asked. “Do you think we spend money by the bushel?”

“Hides, hides! Who’ll buy hides?” he kept on shouting, and to those who asked how much, he said, “A bushel of money.”

“He takes us for fools,” they said. The shoemakers took their straps, and the tanners their leather aprons, and they beat Big Claus through the town.

“Hides, hides!” they mocked him. “We’ll tan your hide for you if you don’t get out of town.” Big Claus had to run as fast as he could. He had never been beaten so badly.

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

Now it so happened that Little Claus’s old grandmother had just died. She had been as cross as could be—never a kind word did she have for him—but he was sorry to see her die. He put the dead woman in his own warm bed, just in case she came to life again, and let her lie there all night while he napped in a chair in the corner, as he had done so often before.

As he sat there in the night, the door opened, and in came Big Claus with an ax. He knew exactly where Little Claus’s bed was, so he went straight to it and knocked the dead grandmother on the head, under the impression that she was Little Claus.

“There,” he said, “You won’t fool me again.” Then he went home.

“What a wicked man,” said Little Claus. “Why, he would have killed me. It’s lucky for my grandmother that she was already dead, or he’d have been the death of her.”

He dressed up his old grandmother in her Sunday best, borrowed a neighbor’s horse, and hitched up his cart. On the back seat, he propped up his grandmother, wedged in so that the jolts would not topple her over, and away they went through the forest.

When the sun came up, they drew abreast of a large inn, where Little Claus halted and went in to get him some breakfast. The innkeeper was a wealthy man, and a good enough fellow in his way, but his temper was as fiery as if he were made of pepper and snuff.

“Good morning,” he said to Little Claus. “You’re up and dressed mighty early.”

“Yes,” said Little Claus. “I am bound for the town with my old grandmother, who is sitting out there in the cart. I can’t get her to come in, but you might take her a glass of mead. You’ll have to shout to make her hear you, for she’s deaf as a post.”

“I’ll take it right out.” The innkeeper poured a glass full of mead and took it to the dead grandmother, who sat stiffly on the cart.

“Your grandson sent you a glass of mead,” said the innkeeper, but the dead woman said never a word. She just sat there.

“Don’t you hear me?” the innkeeper shouted his loudest. “Here’s a glass of mead from your grandson.”

Time after time he shouted it, but she didn’t budge. He flew into such a rage that he threw the glass in her face. The mead splashed all over her as she fell over backward, for she was just propped up, not tied in place.

“Confound it!” Little Claus rushed out the door and took the innkeeper by the throat. “You’ve gone and killed my grandmother. Look! There’s a big hole in her forehead.”

“Oh, what a calamity!” The innkeeper wrung his hands. “And all because of my fiery temper. Dear Little Claus, I’ll give you a bushel of money, and I’ll bury your grandmother as if she were my very own. But you must hush this thing up for me, or they’ll chop off my head—how I’d hate it.”

So it came about that Little Claus got another bushel of money, and the landlord buried the old grandmother as if she’d been his own.

Just as soon as Little Claus got home, he sent a boy to borrow a bushel measure from Big Claus.

“Little Claus wants to borrow it?” Big Claus asked. “Didn’t I kill him? I’ll go and see about that.” So he himself took the measure over to Little Claus.

“Where did you get all that money?” he asked when he saw the height of the money pile.

“When you killed my grandmother instead of me,” Little Claus told him, “I sold her for a bushel of money.”

“Heavens above! That was indeed a good price,” said Big Claus. He hurried home, took an ax, and knocked his old grandmother on the head. Then he put her in a cart, drove off to town, and asked the apothecary if he wanted to buy a dead body.

“Whose dead body?” asked the apothecary. “Where’d you get it?”

“It’s my grandmother’s dead body. I killed her for a bushel of money,” Big Claus told him.

“Lord,” said the apothecary. “Man, you must be crazy. Don’t talk like that, or they’ll chop off your head.” Then he told him straight he had done a wicked deed, that he was a terrible fellow, and that the worst of punishments was much too good for him. Big Claus got frightened. He jumped in his cart, whipped up the horses, and drove home as fast as they would take him. The apothecary and everyone else thought he must be a madman
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