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Prometheus

Chapter 1

I am by birth a Genevese, and my family is one of the most 
distinguished of that republic. My ancestors had been for 
many years counsellors and syndics, and my father had �lled 
several public situations with honour and reputation. He was 
respected by all who knew him for his integrity and indefatiga-
ble attention to public business. He passed his younger days 
perpetually occupied by the a�airs of his country; a variety of 
circumstances had prevented his marrying early, nor was it 
until the decline of life that he became a husband and the 
father of a family.

As the circumstances of his marriage illustrate his character, I 
cannot refrain from relating them. One of his most intimate 
friends was a merchant who, from a �ourishing state, fell, 
through numerous mischances, into poverty. This man, whose 
name was Beaufort, was of a proud and unbending disposi-
tion and could not bear to live in poverty and oblivion in the 
same country where he had formerly been distinguished for 
his rank and magni�cence. Having paid his debts, therefore, in 
the

Several months passed in this manner. Her father grew worse; 
her time was more entirely occupied in attending him; her 
mdian angnd playing with me in the hall of our villa a child 
fairer than pictured cherub—a creature who seemed to shed 
radiance from her looks and whose form and motions were 
lighter than the chamois of the hills. The apparition was soon 
explained. With his permission my mother prevailed on her 
rustic guardians to yield their charge to her. They were fond of 
the sweet orphan. Her presence had seemed a blessing to 
them, but it would be unfair to her to keep her in poverty and 
want when Providence a�orded her such powerful protection. 
They consulted their village priest, and the result was that 
Elizabeth Lavenza became the inmate of my parents’ 
house—my more than sister—the beautiful and adored com-
panion of all my occupations and my pleasures.

Everyone loved Elizabeth. The passionate and almost reveren-
tial attachment with which all regarded her became, while I 
shared it, my pride and my delight. On the evening previous to 
her being brought to my home, my mother had said playfully, 
“I have a pretty present for my Victor—tomorrow he shall have 
it.” And when, on the morrow, she presented Elizabeth to me 
as her promised gift, I, with childish seriousness, interpreted 
her words literally and looked upon Elizabeth as mine—mine 
to protect, love, and cherish. All praises bestowed on her I 
received as made to a possession of my own. We called each 
other familiarly by the name of cousin. No word, no expression 
could body forth the kind of relation in which she stood to 
me—my more than sister, since till death she was to be mine 
only.

by
Mary Wollstonecraft 
(Godwin) Shelley



CHAPTER I. 
Down the Rabbit-Hole

Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing 
to do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures 
or conversations in it, ‘and what is the use of a book,’ thought Alice ‘without pictures or conver-
sations?’

So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel 
very sleepy and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the 
trouble of getting up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran 
close by her.

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so very much out of the way 
to hear the Rabbit say to itself, ‘Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!’ (when she thought it over 
afterwards, it occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all 
seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit actually took a watch out of its waistcoat-pocket, 
and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it �ashed across her mind 
that she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take out of 
it, and burning with cre all locked; and when Alice had been all the way down one side and up 
the other, trying every door, she walked sadly down the middle, wondering how she was ever 
to get out again.
 into a small passage, not much larger than a rat-hole: she knelt down and looked along the 
passage into the loveliest garden you ever saw. How she longed to get out of that dark hall, 
and wander about among those beds of bright �owers and those cool fountains, but she could 
not even get her head through the doorway; ‘and even if my head would go through,’ thought 
poor Alice, ‘it would be of very little use without my shoulders. Oh, how I wish I could shut up 
like a telescope! I think I could, if I only knew how to begin.’ For, you see, so many 
out-of-the-way things had happened lately, that Alice had begun to think that very few things 
indeed were really impossible.

There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little door, so she went back to the table, half 
hoping she might �nd another key on it, or at any rate a book of rules for shutting people up 
like telescopes: this time she found a little bottle on it, (‘which certainly was not here before,’ 
said Alice,) and round the neck of the bottle was a paper label, with the words ‘DRINK ME’ beau-
tifully printed on it in large letters.

It was all very well to say ‘Drink me,’ but the wise little Alice was not going to do that in a hurry. 
‘No, I’ll look �rst,’ she said, ‘and see whether it’s marked “poison” or not’; for she had read several 
nice little histories about children who had got burnt, and eaten up by wild beasts and other 
unpleasant things, all because they would not remember the simple rules their friends had 
taught them: such as, that a red-hot poker will burn you if you hold it too long; and that if you 
cut your �nger very deeply with a knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten that, if 
you drink much from a bottle marked ‘poison,’ it is almost certain to disagree with you, sooner 
or later.

However, this bottle was not marked ‘poison,’ so Alice ventured to taste it, and �nding it very 
nice, (it had, in fact, a sort of mixed �avour of cherry-tart, custard, pine-apple, roast turkey, 
to�ee, and hot buttered toast,) she very soon �nished it o�.

ALICE’S ADVENTURES
IN WONDERLAND

By Lewis Carroll



by Arthur Conan Doyle

I.
A SCANDAL IN BOHEMIA

To Sherlock Holmes she is always the woman. I have seldom heard him mention 
her under any other name. In his eyes she eclipses and predominates the whole of 
her sex. It was not that he felt any emotion akin to love for Irene Adler. All emo-
tions, and that one particularly, were abhorrent to his cold, precise but admirably 
balanced mind. He was, I take it, the most perfect reasoning and observing ma-
chine that the world has seen, but as a lover he would have placed himself in a 
false position. He never spoke of the softer passions, save with a gibe and a sneer. 
They were admirable things for the observer—excellent for drawing the veil from 
men’s motives and actions. But for the trained reasoner to admit such intrusions 
into his own delicate and finely adjusted temperament was to introduce a distract-
ing factor which might throw a doubt upon all his mental results. Grit in a sensitive 
instrument, or a crack in one of his own high-power lenses, would not be more 
disturbing than a strong emotion in a nature such as his. And yet there was but one 
woman to him, and that woman was the late Irene Adler, of dubious and question-

able memory.

I had seen little of Holmes lately. My marriage had drifted us away from each other. 
My own complete happiness, and the home-centred interests which rise up 
around the man who first finds himself master of his own establishment, were suffi-
cient to absorb all my attention, while Holmes, who loathed every form of society 
with his whole Bohemian soul, remained in our lodgings in Baker Street, buried 
among his old books, and alternating from week to week between cocaine and 
ambitiy Jane, she is incorrigible, and my wife has given her notice, but there, 

again, I fail to see how you work it out.”
w over a sheet of thick, pink-tinted notepaper which had been lying open upon 

the table. “It came by the last post,” said he. “Read it aloud.”

The note was undated, and without either signature or address.

“There will call upon you to-night, at a quarter to eight o’clock,” it said, “a gentle-
man who desires to consult you upon a matter of the very deepest moment. Your 
recent services to one of the royal houses of Europe have shown that you are one 

wg
“Then, pray consult,” said Holmes, shutting his eyes once more.

“The facts are briefly these: Some five years ago, during a lengthy visit to Warsaw, 
I made the acquaintance of the well-known adventuress, Irene Adler. The name is 

no doubt familiar to you.”

“Kindly look her up in my index, Doctor,” murmured Holmes without opening his 
eyes. For many years he had adopted a system of docketing all paragraphs con-
cerning men and things, so that it was difficult to name a subject or a person on 
which he could not at once furnish information. In this case I found her biography 
sandwiched in between that of a Hebrew rabbi and that of a staff-commander who 

had written a monograph upon the deep-sea fishes.

“Let me see!” said Holmes. “Hum! Born in New Jersey in the year 1858. Contral-
to—hum! La Scala, hum! Prima donna Imperial Opera of Warsaw—yes! Retired 
from operatic stage—ha! Living in London—quite so! Your Majesty, as I under-
stand, became entangled with this young person, wrote her some compromising 

letters, and is now desirous of getting those letters back.”

“Five attempts have been made. Twice burglars in my pay ransacked her houve 
heard.”

“To Clotilde Lothman von Saxe-Meningen, second daughter of the King of Scandi-
navia. You may know the strict principles of her family. She is herself the very soul 
of delicacy. A shadow of a doubt as to my conduct would bring the matter to an 

end.”

“And Irene Adler?”

“Threatens to send them the photograph. And she will do it. I know that she will 
do it. You do not know her, but she has a soul of steel. She has the face of the most 

beautiful of women, and the mind of the most resol

The Adventures 
of Sherlock Holmes
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BEOWULF
AN ANGLO-SAXON EPIC POEM
TRANSLATED
FROM THE HEYNE-SOCIN 
TEXT

BY
JNO: LESSLIE HALL, Ph. D. 
(J.H.U.)

Lo! the Spear-Danes’ glory through splendid achievements
The folk-kings’ former fame we have heard of,
How princes displayed then their prowess-in-battle.
Scyld, their mighty king, in honor of whom they are often called Scyldings. He is the great-grandfather of Hrothgar, so prominent in the poem.
Oft Scyld the Scefing from scathers in numbers
5
From many a people their mead-benches tore.
Since first he found him friendless and wretched,
The earl had had terror: comfort he got for it,
Waxed ’neath the welkin, world-honor gained,
Till all his neighbors o’er sea were compelled to
10
Bow to his bidding and bring him their tribute:
An excellent atheling! After was borne him
A son is born to him, who receives the name of Beowulf—a name afterwards made so famous by the hero of the poem.
A son and heir, young in his dwelling,
Whom God-Father sent to solace the people.
He had marked the misery malice had caused them,
15
1Tha
No one knows whither the boat drifted.
Soothly to tell us, they in halls who reside,4
Heroes under heaven, to what haven he hied.
[1] For the ‘Þæt’ of verse 15, Sievers suggests ‘Þá’ (= which). If this be accepted, the sentence ‘He had … afflicted’ will read: He (i.e. God) had perceived 
the malice-caused sorrow which they, lordless, had formerly long endured.
[2] For ‘aldor-léase’ (15) Gr. suggested ‘aldor-ceare’: He perceived their distress, that they formerly had suffered life-sorrow a long while.
[3] A very difficult passage. ‘Áhte’ (31) has no object. H. supplies ‘geweald’ from the context; and our translation is based upon this assumption, though it is 
far from satisfactory. Kl. suggests ‘lændagas’ for ‘lange’: And the beloved land-prince enjoyed (had) his transitory days (i.e. lived). B. suggests a dislocation; 
but this is a dangerous doctrine, pushed rather far by that eminent scholar.
[4] The reading of the H.-So. text has been quite closely followed; but some eminent scholars read ‘séle-rædenne’ for ‘sele-rædende.’ If that be adopted, the 
passage will read: Men cannot tell us, indeed, the order of Fate, etc. ‘Sele-rædende’ has two things to support it: (1) v. 1347; (2) it affords a parallel to ‘men’ 
The w
Who wide-reaching word-sway wielded ’mong earlmen.
His promise he brake not, rings he lavished,
Treasure at banquet. Towe
30
Clear song of the singer. He said that was able
[The course of the story is interrupted by a short reference to some old account of the creation.]
To tell from of old earthmen’s beginnings,
That Father Almighty earth had created,
40
[5]
In the land of the giants, when the Lord and Creator
Had banned him and branded. For that bitter murder,
55
T killing of Abel, all-ruling Father
Cain is referred to as a progenitor of Grendel, and of monsters in general.
The kindred of Cain crushe
Elves and giants, monsters of ocean,
Came into being, and the giants that longtime
Grappled with God; He gave them requital.
[1] R. and t. B. prefer ‘ellor-gæst’ to ‘ellen-gæst’ (86): Then the stranger from afar endured, etc.
[2] Some authorities would translate ‘demon’ instead of ‘stranger.’
[3] Some authorities arrange differently, and render: Who dwelt in the moor-fens, the marsh and the fastness, the land of the giant-race.



LES 
MISÉRABLES

By Victor Hugo

In 1815, M. Charles-François-Bienvenu Myriel was Bishop of D—— He was an old man of 
about seventy-five years of age; he had occupied the see of D—— since 1806.

Although this detail has no connection whatever with the real substance of what we are about 
to relate, it will not be superfluous, if merely for the sake of exactness in all points, to mention 
here the various rumors and remarks which had been in circulation about him from the very 
moment when he arrived in the diocese. True or false, that which is said of men often occupies 
as important a place in their lives, and above all in their destinies, as that which they do. M. 
Myriel was the son of a councillor of the Parliament of Aix; hence he belonged to the nobility 
of the bar. It was said that his father, destining him to be the heir of his own post, had married 
him at a very early age, eighteen or twenty, in accordance with a custom which is rather 
widely prevalent in parliamentary families. In spite of this marriage, however, it was said that 
Charles Myriel created a great deal of talk. He was well formed, though rather short in stature, 
elegant, graceful, intelligent; the whole of the first portion of his life had been devoted to the 
world and to gallantry.

The Revolution came; events succeeded each other with precipitation; the parliamentary fami-
lies, decimated, pursued, hunted down, were dispersed. M. Charles Myriel emigrated to Italy 
at the very beginning of the Revolution. There his wife died of a malady of the chest, from 
which she had long suffered. He had no children. What took place next in the fate of M. 
Myriel? The ruin of the French society of the olden days, the fall of his own family, the tragic 
spectacles of ’93, which were, perhaps, even more alarming to the emigrants who viewed them 
from a distance, with the magnifying powers of terror,—did these cause the ideas of renuncia-
tion and solitude to germinate in him? Was he, in the midst of these distractions, these affec-
tions which absorbed his life, suddenly smitten with one of those mysterious and terrible 
blows which sometimes overwhelm, by striking to his heart, a man whom public catastrophes 
would not shake, by striking at his existence and his fortune? No one could have told: all that 
was known was, that when he returned from Italy he was a priest.

In 1804, M. Myriel was the Curé of B—— [Brignolles]. He was already advanced in years, and 
lived in a very retired manner.

About the epoch of the coronation, some petty affair connected with his curacy—just what, is 
not precisely known—took him to Paris. Among other powerful persons to whom he went to 
solicit aid for his parishioners was M. le Cardinal Fesch. One day, when the Emperor had come 
to visit his uncle, the worthy Curé, who was waiting in the anteroom, found himself present 
when His Majesty passed. Napoleon, on finding himself observed with a certain curiosity by 
this old man, turned round and said abruptly:—

“Who is this good man who is staring at me?”

“Sire,” said M. Myriel, “you are looking at a good man, and I at a great man. Each of us can 
profit by it.”

That very evening, the Emperor asked the Cardinal the name of the Curé, and some time after-
wards M. Myriel was utterly astooiselle Baptistine, and named Madame Magloire, who, after 
having been the servant of M. le Curé, now assumed the double title of maid to Mademoiselle 
and housekeeper to Monseigneur.

Mademoiselle Baptistine was a long, pale, thin, gentle creature; she realized the ideal 
expressed by the word “respectable”; for it seems that a woman must needs be a mother in 
order to be venerable. She had never been pretty; her whole life, which had been nothing but a 
succession of holy deeds, had finally conferred upon her a sort of pallor and transparency; and 
as she advanced in years she had acquired what may be called the beauty of goodness. What 
had been leanness in her youth had become transparency in her maturity; and this diaphaneity 
allowed the angel to be seen. She was a soul rather than a virgin. Her person seemed made of 
a shadow; there was hardly sufficient body to provide for sex; a little matter enclosing a light; 
large eyes forever drooping;—a mere pretext for a soul’s remaining on the earth.

Madame Magloire was a little, fat, white old woman, corpulent and bustling; always out of 
breath,—in the first place, because of her activity, and in the next, because of her asthma.

On his arrival, M. Myriel was installed in the episcopal palace with the honors required by the 
Imperial decrees, which class a bishop immediately after a major-general. The mayor and the 
president paid the first call on him, and he, in turn, paid the first call on the general and the 
prefect.

The installation over, the town waited to see its bishop at work.

CHAPTER I—M. MYRIEL



The Iliad of Homer

Translated by Alexander Pope

BOOK I

ARGUMENT.40

THE CONTENTION OF ACHILLES AND AGAMEMNON.

In the war of Troy, the Greeks having sacked some of the neighbouring 
towns, and taken from thence two beautiful captives, Chryseis and Briseis, 
allotted the first to Agamemnon, and the last to Achilles. Chryses, the father 
of Chryseis, and priest of Apollo, comes to the Grecian camp to ransom her; 
with which the action of the poem opens, in the tenth year of the siege. The 
priest being refused, and insolently dismissed by Agamemnon, entreats for 
vengeance from his god; who inflicts a pestilence on the Greeks. Achilles 
calls a council, and encourages Chalcas to declare the cause of it; who 
attributes it to the refusal of Chryseis. The king, being obliged to send back 
his captive, enters into a furious contest with Achilles, which Nestor pacifies; 
however, as he had the absolute command of the army, he seizes on Bri-
seis in revenge. Achilles in discontent withdraws himself and his forces from 
the rest of the Greeks; and complaining to Thetis, she supplicates Jupiter to 
render them sensible of the wrong done to her son, by giving victory to the 
Trojans. Jupiter, granting her suit, incenses Juno: between whom the 
debate runs high, till they are reconciled by the address of Vulcan.

The time of two-and-twenty days is taken up in this book: nine during the 
plague, one in the council and quarrel of the princes, and twelve for Jupi-
ter's stay with the Æthiopians, at whose return Thetis prefers her petition. 
The scene lies in the Grecian camp, then changes to Chrysa, and lastly to 
Olympus.

Achilles' wrath, to Greece the direful spring
Of woes unnumber'd, heavenly goddess, sing!
That wrath which hurl'd to Pluto's gloomy reign
The 
The brother-kings, of Atreus' royal race46
"Ye kings and warriors! may your vows be crown'd,
And Troy's proud walls lie level with the ground.
May Jove restore you when your toils are o'er
Safe to the pleasures of your native shore.
But, oh! relieve a wretched parent's pain,
And give Chryseis to these arms again;
If mercy fail, yet let my presents move,
And dread avenging Phoebus, son of Jove."
The Greeks in shouts their joint assent declare,
The priest to reverence, and release the fair.
Not so Atrides; he, with kingly pride,
Repulsed the sacred sire, and thus replied:
"Hence on thy life, and fly these hostile plains,
Nor ask, presumptuous, what the king detains
Hence, with thy laurel crown, and golden rod,
Nor trust too far those ensigns of thy god.
[pg 003]
Mine is thy daughter, priest, and shall remain;
And prayers, and tears, and bribes, shall plead in vain;
Till time shall rifle every youthful grace,
And age dismiss her from my cold embrace,
In daily labours of the loom employ'd,
Or doom'd to deck the bed she once enjoy'd
Hence then; to Argos shall the maid retire,
Far from her native soil and weeping sire."
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TREASURE ISLAND

by Robert Louis Stevenson

Illustrated by Louis Rhead

The Old Sea-dog at the “Admiral Benbow”

QUIRE TRELAWNEY, Dr. Livesey, and the rest of these gentlemen having asked me to 
write down the whole particulars about Treasure Island, from the beginning to the end, 
keeping nothing back but the bearings of the island, and that only because there is still 
treasure not yet lifted, I take up my pen in the year of grace 17__ and go back to the time 
when my father kept the Admiral Benbow inn and the brown old seaman with the sabre 
cut first took up his lodging under our roof.

I remember him as if it were yesterday, as he came plodding to the inn door, his 
sea-chest following behind him in a hand-barrow—a tall, strong, heavy, nut-brown man, 
his tarry pigtail falling over the shoulder of his soiled blue coat, his hands ragged and 
scarred, with black, broken nails, and the sabre cut across one cheek, a dirty, livid white. 
I remember him looking round the cover and whistling to himself as he did so, and then 
breaking out in that old sea-song that he sang so often afterwards:

          “Fifteen men on the dead man's chest—
             Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!”
 
in the high, old tottering voice that seemed to have been tuned and broken at the cap-
stan bars. Then he rappedto listen to his stories or bear a chorus to his singing. Often I 
have heard the house shaking with “Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum,” all the neighbours 
joining in for dear life, with the fear of death upon them, and each singing louder than 
the other to avoid remark. Fod. People were frightened at the time, but on looking back 
they rather liked it; it was a fine excitement in a quiet country life, and there was even a 
party of the younger men who pretended to admire him, calling him a “true sea-dog” 
and a “real old salt” and such like names, and saying there was the sort of man that 
made England terrible at sea.

He was only once crossed, and that was towards the end, when my poor father was far 
gone in a decline that took him off. Dr. Livesey came late one afternoon to see the pa-
tient, took a bit of dinnered to pay  will soon be quit of a very dirty scoundrel!”

The old fellow's fury was awful. He sprang to his feet, drew and opened a sailor's 
clasp-knife, and balancing it open on the palm of his hand, threatened to pin the doctor 
to the wall.

The doctor never so much as moved. He spoke to him as before, over his shoulder and in 
the same tone of voice, rather high, so that all the room might hear, but perfectly calm 
and steady: “If you do not put that knife this instant in your pocket, I promise, upon my 
honour, you shall hang at the next assizes.”



FAIRY TALES
By The Brothers Grimm

HANS IN LUCK

Some men are born to good luck: all they do or try to do comes right—all that falls to them is so much gain—all their geese are swans—all their cards are trumps—toss them which way you will, they 
will always, like poor puss, alight upon their legs, and only move on so much the faster. The world may very likely not always think of  them as they think of  themselves, but what care they for the 
world? what can it know about the matter?

One of  these lucky beings was neighbour Hans. Seven long years he had worked hard for his master. At last he said, ‘Master, my time is up; I must go home and see my poor mother once more: so 
pray pay me my wages and let me go.’ And the master said, ‘You have been a faithful and good servant, Hans, so your pay shall be handsome.’ Then he gave him a lump of  silver as big as his head.

Hans took out his pocket-handkerchief, put the piece of  silver into it, threw it over his shoulder, and jogged off  on his road homewards. As he went lazily on, dragging one foot after another, a man 
came in sight, trotting gaily along on a capital horse. ‘Ah!’ said Hans aloud, ‘what a fine thing it is to ride on horseback! There he sits as easy and happy as if  he was at home, in the chair by his fire-
side; he trips against no stones, saves shoe-leather, and gets on he hardly knows how.’ Hans did not speak so softly but the horseman heard it all, and said, ‘Well, friend, why do you go on foot then?’ 
‘Ah!’ said he, ‘I have this load to carry: to be sure it is silver, but it is so heavy that I can’t hold up my head, and you must know it hurts my shoulder sadly.’ ‘What do you say of  making an exchange?’ 
said the horseman. ‘I will give you my hove him such a kick on the head as knocked him down; and there he lay a long while senseless. Luckily a butcher soon came by, driving a pig in a wheelbarrow. 
‘What is the matter with you, my man?’ said the butcher, as he helped him up. Hans told him what had happened, how he was dry, and wanted to milk his cow, but found the cow was dry too. Then 
the butcher gave him a flask of  ale, saying, ‘There, drink and refresh yourself; your cow will give you no milk: don’t you see she is an old beast, good for nothing but the slaughter-house?’ ‘Alas, alas!’ 
said Hans, ‘who would have thought it? What a shame to take my horse, and give me only a dry cow! If  I kill her, what will she be good for? I hate cow-beef; it is not tender enough for me. If  it were a 
pig now—like that fat gentleman you are driving along at his ease—one could do something with it; it would at any rate make sausages.’ ‘Well,’ said the butcher, ‘I don’t like to say no, when one is 
asked to do a kind, neighbourly thing. To please you I will change, and give you my fine fat pig for the cow.’ ‘Heaven reward you for your kindness and self-denial!’ said Hans, as he gave the butcher 
the cow; and taking the pig off  the wheel-barrow, drove it away, holding it by the string that was tied to its leg.

So on he jogged, and all seemed now to go right with him: he had met with some misfortunes, to be sure; but he was now well repaid for all. How could it be otherwise with such a travelling compan-
ion as he had at last got?

The next man he met was a countryman carrying a fine white goose. The countryman stopped to ask what was o’clock; this led to further chat; and Hans told him all his luck, how he had so many 
good bargains, and how all the world went gay and smiling with him. The countryman then began to tell his tale, and said he was going to take the goose to a christening. ‘Feel,’ said he, ‘how heavy it 
is, and yet it is only eight weeks old. Whoever roasts and eats it will find plenty of  fat upon it, it has lived so well!’ ‘You’re right,’ said Hans, as he weighed it in his hand; ‘but if  you talk of  fat, my pig 
is no trifle.’ Meantime the countryman began to look grave, and shook his head. ‘Hark ye!’ said he, ‘my worthy friend, you seem a good sort of  fellow, so I can’t help doing you a kind turn. Your pig 
may get you into a scrape. In the village I just came from, the squire has had a pig stolen out of  his sty. I was dreadfully afraid when I saw you that you had got the squire’s pig. If  you have, and they 
catch you, it will be a bad job for you. The least they will do will be to throw you into the horse-pond. Can you swim?’

Poor Hans was sadly frightened. ‘Good man,’ cried he, ‘pray get me out of  this scrape. I know nothing of  where the pig was either bred or born; but he may have been the squire’s for aught I can tell: 
you know this country better than 

 ‘O’er hill and o’er dale
  So happy I roam,
  Work light and live well,
  All the world is my home;
  Then who so blythe, so merry as I?’
Hans stood looking on for a while, and at last said, ‘You must be well off, master grinder! you seem so happy at your work.’ ‘Yes,’ said the other, ‘mine is a golden trade; a good grinder never puts his 
hand into his pocket without finding money in it—but where did you get that beautiful goose?’ ‘I did not buy it, I gave a pig for it.’ ‘And where did you get the pig?’ ‘I gave a cow for it.’ ‘And the cow?’ 
‘I gave a horse for it.’ ‘And the horse?’ ‘I gave a lump of  silver as big as my head for it.’ ‘And the silver?’ ‘Oh! I worked hard for that seven long years.’ ‘You have thriven well in the world hitherto,’ said 
the grinder, ‘now if  you could find money in your pocket whenever you put your hand in it, your fortune would be made.’ ‘Very true: but how is that to be managed?’ ‘How? Why, you must turn 
grinder like myself,’ said the other; ‘you only want a grindstone; the rest will come of  itself. Here is one that is but little the worse for wear: I would not ask more than the value of  your goose for 
it—will you buy?’ ‘How can you ask?’ said Hans; ‘I should be the happiest man in the world, if  I could have money whenever I put my hand in my pocket: what could I want more? there’s the goose.’ 
‘Now,’ said the grinder, as he gave him a common rough stone that lay by his side, ‘this is a most capital stone; do but work it well enough, and you can make an old nail cut with it.’

Hans took the stone, and went his way with a light heart: his eyes sparkled for joy, and he said to himself, ‘Surely I must have been born in a lucky hour; everything I could want or wish for comes of  
itself. People are so kind; they seem really to think I do them a favour in letting them make me rich, and giving me good bargains.’

Meantime he began to be tired, and hungry too, for he had given away his last penny in his joy at getting the cow.

At last he could go no farther, for the stone tired him sadly: and he dragged himself  to the side of  a river, that he might take a drink of  water, and rest a while. So he laid the stone carefully by his side 
on the bank: but, as he stooped down to drink, he forgot it, pushed it a little, and down it rolled, plump into the stream.

For a while he watched it sinking in the deep clear water; then sprang up and danced for joy, and again fell upon his knees and thanked Heaven, with tears in his eyes, for its kindness in taking away 
his only plague, the ugly heavy stone.

‘How happy am I!’ cried he; ‘nobody was ever so lucky as I.’ Then up he got with a light heart, free from all his troubles, and walked on till he reached his mother’s house, and told her how very easy 
the road to good luck was.


