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laid the little pink, new-born mice out on the grass. They
looked like half-hatched birds.

“They are ugly,” said Pelle, who did not quite like
taking hold of them, but was ashamed not to do so.
“ They’re much nastier to touch than toads. I believe
they’re poisonous.”

Rud lay pinching them between his fingers.

“ Poisonous! Don’t be a silly! Why they haven't
any teeth! There are no bones in them at all; I'm sure
you could eat them quite well.”

“ Pah! Beastly | ” Pelle spat on the ground.

“ Y shouldn’t be at all afraid of biting one ; would you ? **
Rud lifted a little mouse up towards his mouth,

“ Afraid? Of course I'm not afraid—but——"' Pelle
hesitated.

“No, you're afraid, because you're a blue-bag 1

Now this nickname really only applied to boys who
were afraid of water, but Pelle quickly seized one of the

little mice, and held it up to his mouth, at exactly
the same distance from his lips that Rud was from his,
“You can see for yourself!” he cried in an offended
tone.
Rud went on talking, with many gestures.
“You're afraid,” he said, “and it's because you're
Swedish. But when you're afraid, you should just shut
your eyes—so—and open your mouth. Then you pretend
to put the mouse right into your mouth, and then—"
Rud had his mouth wide open, and held his hand close to
his mouth ; Pelle was under his influence, and imitated his
movements—* and then—" Pelle received a blow that
sent the little mouse half-way down his throat. He retched
and spat; and then his hands fumbled in the grass and
got hold of a stone. But by the time he was on his feet,
and was going to throw it, Rud was far away up the fields.
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“I must go home now,” he i
_ ; shouted innocently, « :
som;tlﬁmg I've got to help mother with,” i
elle did not love solitude .
: : , and the prospect
Eocka(ée determined him at once for neg:l))tiatli)zns Osz
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; ad to swear solemnly that he
: woul
beai malice. tI‘hen at last Rud came back ti’c’cen'n]g1 i
mousel ’}vﬁ: go.lggbto show you something funny with the
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to it like an idiot.” He did : e
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clos; up to Pelle, but stood watching his movement: ki
; elle was acquallnted with the little white lie Wh;en the
anger of a ‘Fhrashmg was imminent, but the lie as a
attack was still unknown to him. If Rud, now that ’chr1
“};hole th-zng Wwas over, said that he only wanted to havZ
) }?wn him son_1eth1ng funny, it must be true. But then
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ne before, to bend his little brain ro i
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‘ You may just as well co :
/ me up close,” he said
2 FoRr 15 I wanted to, I could easily catch you up f’ s
ud came. “Now we’ll catch bie mice.” i
“That's better fun.” e
Th:ey emptied Pelle’s milk-bottle, and hunted up a
lr;o?;e 1?hnest tgat appeared to have only two exits, one
‘ e meadow, the other half-wa :
y down the bank
:23 S:‘fii;m'd glereil they pushed in the mouth of the bottlgf
ned the hole in the meadow into a fu ,
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they took it in turns to keep an eye on the bottle a:n; I:g
carry water up to the other hole in their caps ;

not long before a mouse popped i i

i popped out into the bottle, which
What should they do with i

: : it? Pelle proposed

they should tame it and train it to drasv fl?eir lztiiltallet
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agricultural irl\plements; but Rud, as usual, got his way
—it was to go out sailing.

Where the stream turned, and had hollowed out its
bed into a hole as big as a cauldron, they made an inclined
plane and let the bottle slide down into the water head
foremost, like a ship being launched. They could follow
it as it curved under the water until it came up slantingly,
and stood bobbing up and down on the water like a buoy,
with its neck up. The mouse made the funniest leaps up
towards the cork to get out ; and the boys jumped up and
down on the grass with delight.

“Tt knows the way it got in quite welll” They
imitated its unsuccessful leaps, lay down again and rolled
about in exuberant mirth, At last, however, the joke
became stale.

« Let's take out the cork ! " suggested Rud.

«Yes—oh yes!” Pelle waded quickly in, and was
going to set the mouse at liberty.

“Wait a minute, you donkey!” Rud snatched the
bottle from him, and holding his hand over the mouth,
put it back into the water. “ Now we'll see some funl "'

he cried, hastening up the bank.

It was a little while before the mouse discovered that
the way was open, but then it leaped. The leap was
unsuccessful, and made the bottle rock, so that the second
leap was slanting and rebounded sideways. But then
followed with lightning rapidity a number of leaps—a
perfect bombardment ; and suddenly the mouse flew
right out of the bottle, head foremost into the water.

“ That was a leap and a half!” cried Pelle, jumping
straight up and down in the grass, with his arms at his sides.
“ Tt could just squeeze its bedy through, just exactly 1"
And he jumped again, squeezing himself together.

The mouse swam to land, but Rud was there, and
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pushed it out again with hj

3 / his foot.
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out for the fellow !
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give way; such things did sometimes happen, and the
{llusion did not permit of their correcting the position of
the coffin afterwards with their hands. When this was done,
Pelle looked down into his cap, while Rud prayed over the
deceased and cast earth upon the coffin; and then they
made up the grave.

“1 only hope it's not in a trance and going to wake
exclaimed Pelle, suddenly. They had both
heard many unpleasant stories of such cases, and went
over all the possibilities—how they woke up and couldn’t
get any air, and knocked upon the lid, and began to eat
their own hands—until Pelle could distinctly hear a knock-
ing on the lid below. They had the coffin up in a trice,
and examined the mouse. It had not eaten its fore-paws
at any rate, but it had most decidedly turned over on its
side. They buried it again, putting 2 dead beetle beside
it in the coffin for safety’s sake, and sticking a straw down
into the grave to supply it with air. Then they ornamented

the mound, and set up a memorial stone.
«Tt's dead now!” said Pelle, gravely and with con-

viction.

“Yes, 1 should just think so—dead as a herring.”
Rud had put his ear to the straw and listened.

« And now it must be up with God in all His glory—
right high, high up.”

Rud sniffed contemptuously.

you think it can crawl up there 34
“ Well, can’t mice crawl, I should like to know? "

up again!”

“Qh, you sillyl Do

Pelle was cross.
“Yes, but not through the air. Only birds can do

that.”
Pelle felt himself beaten oft the field and wanted to be

revenged. ;
“ Then your grandmother isn’t in heaven either ! ” he
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“Then the mouse’s spiri
E . use's spirit can very well be up there

No, it can’t, for mice haven’t got any spirit,”

It had

opposite one another‘
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“ Haven't they ? Then how isit the3.r can breath: e
That was one for Rud! And the tiresome par iy
ras that he attended Sunday-school.. 'Hss_ ﬁ:t: ltlvcin .
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& y t the better o
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breath: : Well, then, it was its spirit flying up that ov
- ; ) " 2 5 |
turned the stone—that’s what it was ! L e
A distant sound reached them, and Ia s
ottage they could see the figure of a fat woman,
th ingly. : ’
ﬂl'??ffﬁéngiv’s calling you,” said ‘Pelle. Th!i twb(;tzzz :;
sever called her anything but “the Sow
thergsegi; had to go. He was allowed to jcake .the grgat:;
art ?)f the contents of the dinner-basket with him, and a
. he ran. They had been too busy to eat. o
7 P 11&:"é at down among the dunes and a’;e iis 5 Ut
il ith hi could g
been with him, he :
al when Rud had . i
?‘5 u?;le what had become of the day. Thf.: blr(}s hagi ce: X
= g, and not one of the cattle was still lying down,
singing, ik
i t be at least five o'clock. Rcy B
lt m{‘;S at the farm they were busy driving 1n. It ::)zr:l 5
11 1:)111L0 out and in, out and in. The men s =
fﬂ ’thg caft: and thrashed away at the horses w1tt.1 bt
= ﬂf reins, and the swaying loads were hu!?ne e
. ﬁeld roaés looking like little bristling, craw ;n% gs,
eld- : ' ‘
?ﬁet have been startled and are darting to t};en oat:,lsd o
aA one-horsed vehicle drove out irc?rn the arn;:c e
the high-road to the town at a quick trot. b
il er© he was driving so fast that he was e
armer ;

*?H

# In Danish, spirit = aand, and to breathe = aande.
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to the town on the Spree. So there was something gone
wrong at home, and there would be crying at the farm
that night.

Yes, there was Father Lasse
cart, so it was half-past five,
the birds beginning their ple
that was soft and sparkling like the rays of the sun,

Far inland above the stone-quarry, where the cranes
stood out against the sky, a cloud of smoke rose every
now and then into the air, and burst in a fountain of pieces
of rock. Long after came the explosion, bit by bit in
a series of rattling reverberations. It sounded as if some

one were running along and slapping his thigh with finger-
less gloves.

The last few hours were alw
slow about it. And there was
either. Pelle himself was tire
evening had the effect of sub
they were driving out for milk
Wwere beginning to graze along
turned towards the farm s

At last the herd-boys
neighbouring farms, first one

driving out with the water-
He could tell that too by
asant evening twittering,

ays long—the sun was so
nothing to fill up the time
d, and the tranquillity of
duing his voice, But now
ing up there, and the cattle
the edge of the meadow that
so the time was drawing near,
began to jodel over at the
» and then severa] joining in 3
* Oh, drive home, o-ho, 0-0-ho
O-ho, o-ho!
O-ho, o-ho!
Oh, drive home, 0-0-ho |
O-ho!™
From all sides the soft tones

land, running out, like the soun
the first glow of evening ; and Pelle’s animals began to
move farther after each pause to graze. But he did not
dare to drive them home yet, for it only meant a thrashing
from the bailiff or the pupil if he arrived too early,

G

vibrated over the sloping
d of happy weeping, into
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He stood at the upper end of the meadow, and called
his homeward-drifting flock together ; and when the last
tones of the call had died away, he began it himself, and
stepped on one side. The animals ran with a peculiar
little trot and heads extended. The shadow of the grass
lay in long thin stripes across the ground, and the shadows
of the animals were endless. Now and then a calf lowed
slowly and broke into a gallop. They were yearning for
home, and Pelle was yearning too.

From behind 2 hollow the sun darted long rays out into
space, as if it had called all its powers home for the night,
and now poured them forth in one great longing, fram
west to east. Everything pointed in long thin lines, and
the eager longing of the cattle seemed visible in the air.

To the mind of the child there was nothing left out of
doors now ; everything was being taken in, and he longed
for his father with a longing that was almost a pain. And
when at last he turned the corner with the herd, and saw
old Lasse standing there, smiling happily with his reds
rimmed eyes, and opening the gate to the fold, the boy
gave way and threw himself weeping into his father’s
arms.

«What's the matter, laddie? What's the matter?”
asked the old man with concern in his voice, stroking the
child’s face with a trembling hand. “ Has any one been
unkind to you? No? Well, that'sa good thing ! They'd
better takecare, for happy children are in God’s own keeping.
And Lasse would be an awkward customer if it came to
that, So you were longing for me, were you? Then it's
good to be in your little heart, and it only makes Lasse
happy. But go in now and get your supper, and don’t cry
any more.” And he wiped the boy's nose with his hard,
crooked fingers, and pushed him gently away.
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. - -h
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; everything else into the back
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.
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v
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set h1§ mind at rest at last, and the cap had ,toafcl kth'at
place in his every-day world like everything else gr v
But what did it look like in Farmer Kongs:tru s bi
;(;irinin? Oiﬂonfy lay ;pon the floor there, of courges t}ig
. e place and the silver in another : =
S}add];l: of each"heap s?tood a half-bushel me;suarIeu.:1 1;1’&71:22
id the word “ practical” mean, which the bailiff
when he talked to the farmer ? And why did the e
;)Vne ar;?lthgr “Swede” as a term of abuse? Whn;enﬂizg
ere v ! y :
wedes! What v;:;s there away beyond the




