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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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existed for him—for him to play with, to shudder at, or to
put on one side for a great future, Even distant trees,
houses and rocks in the landscape, that he had never

been up to, assumed an attitude towards him, either

friendly or hostile » and the relation had to be carefully
decided in the cas

e of each new thing that appeared upon
his horizon,

His world was small ;, he had only just begun to create
it, For a good arm’s-length on all sides of him, there was
more or less ferra firma; but beyond that floated raw
matter, chaos. But Pelle already found his world immense,
and was quite willing to make it infinite,  He attacked
everything with insatiable appetite ; his ready perceptions
laid hold of all that came within their reach ; they were
like the mouth of a machine, into which matter was in-

cessantly rushing in small, whirling particles. And in the
draught they raised, came others and again others ; the

entire universe was on its way towards him,

Pelle shaped and set aside twenty new things in the
course of a second. The earth grew out under him into 2
world that was rich in excitement and grotesque forms,
discomfort and the most everyday things, He went about
in it uncertainly, for there was always something that
became displaced and had to be revalued or made over
again ; the most matter-of-fact things would change and
all at once become terrifying marvels, or pice versd, He
went about in a state of continual wonderment, and
assumed an expectant attitude even with regard to the
most familiar things; for who could tel] what surprises
they might give one ?

As an instance ; he had all his life had opportunities of
verifying the fact that trouser-buttons were made of bone
and had five holes, one large one in the middle and four
smaller ones round it. And then one day, one of the men
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comes home from the town with a pair of new trousers,
the buttons of which are made of bright metal and are no
larger than a sixpenny-piece ! They have only four holes,
and the thread is to lie across them, not from the middle
outwards as in the old ones.

Or take the great eclipse of the sun, that he had
wondered so much about all the summer, and that all the
old people said would bring about the destruction of the
world. He had looked forward toit, especially the destruc-
tion part of it; it would be something of an adventure,
and somewhere within him there was a little bit of con-
fident assurance that it would all come right as far as he
was concerned, The eclipse did come too, as it was meant
to; it grew dark too, as if it were the Last Day, and the
birds became so quiet, and the cattle bellowed and wanted
to run home, But then it grew light again and it all came
to nothing.

Then there were fearful terrors that all at once revealed
themselves as tiny, tiny things—thank goodness | But
there were also anticipated pleasures that made your heart
beat, and when you got up to them they were dulness

itself.
Far out in the misty mass, invisible worlds floated by

that had nothing to do with his own. A sound coming out
of the unknown created them in a twinkling. They came
into existence in the same way that the land had done
that morning he had stood upon the deck of the steamer,
and heard voices and noise through the fog, thick and big,
with forms that looked like huge gloves without fingers.
And inside one there was blood and a heart and a soul.
The heart Pelle had found out about himself ; it was a
little bird shut up in there. But the soul bored its way
like a serpent to whatever part of the body desire occupied.
0ld thatcher Holm had once drawn the soul like a thin
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now and then ornamented the mound with a branch of fir ;
but he never played at that part of the stream. The girl
was sent across the sea, sentenced to penal servitude for
many years, and people wondered at the father. She had
not named any one, but every one knew who it was all the
same. He was a young, well-to-do fisherman down in the
village, and the girl was one of the poorest, SO there could
never have been any question of their marrying. The girl
must have preferred this to begging help of him for the
child, and living in the village with an illegitimate child,
an object of universal derision. And he had certainly
put a bold face on the matter, where many another would
have been ashamed and gone away on a long voyage.

This summer, two years after the girl went to prison,
the fisherman was going home one night along the shore
towards the village with some nets on his back. He was
of a callous nature, and did not hesitate to take the shortest
way across the meadow ; but when he got in among the
dunes, he saw a will-o’-the-wisp following in his steps,
grew frightened, and began to run. It began to gain upon
him, and when he leaped across the brook to put water
between himself and the spirit, it seized hold of the nets.
At this he shouted the name of God, and fled like one
bereft of his senses. The next morning at sunrise, he
and his father went to fetch the nets. They had caught
on the cairn, and lay right across the stream.

Then the young man joined the Revivalists, and his
father abandoned his riotous life and followed him. Early
and late the young fisherman was to be found at their
meetings, and at other times he went about like a male-
factor with his head hanging down, only waiting for the
girl to come out of prison, so that he could marry her.

Pelle was up in it all. The girls talked shudderingly
about it as they sat upon the men’s knees in the long
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it—and buried it here.” He was too proud of his know-
ledge to relinquish it without a word.

The man looked as if he were about to strike him, and
Pelle retreated a little, and then, having confidence in his
legs, he laughed openly, But the other seemed no longer
aware of his presence, and stood looking dully past the
cairn. Pelle drew nearer again.

The man started at Pelle’s shadow, and heaved a deep
sigh. “Is that you?” he said apathetically, without
looking at Pelle. “ Why can’t you leave me alone ? ”

“It’s my field,” said Pelle, “ because I herd here ; but
you may stay here if you won't hit me. And you mustn't
touch the cairn, because there's a little baby buried there.”

The young man looked gravely at Pelle. “It's not
true what you say | How dare you tell such a lie? God
hates a lie. But you're a simple-hearted child, and T'll
tell you all about it without hiding anything, as truly as
I only want to walk wholly in God’s sight.”

Pelle looked at him uncomprehendingly. “1 should
think I ought to know all about it,” he said, considering
1 know the whole song by heart. I can sing it to you, if
you like. It goes like this.” Pelle began to sing in a
voice that was a little tremulous with shyness—

# So happy are we in our childhood’s first years,
Neither sorrow nor sin is our mead;

We play, and there’s nought in our path to raise fears
That it straight into prison doth lead,

Right many there are that with voice sorrowiul
Must oft for lost happiness long.

To make the time pass in this prison so dull,
1 now will write down all my song.

I played with my father, with mother I played,
And childhood’s days came to an end;

And when I had grown up into a young maid,
I played still, but now with my friend.
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“Will you have a piece of my bread-and-butter ? ” he
asked by way of offering comfort. “T've got some with
sausage on.”

The fisherman shook his head.

Pelle looked at the cairn, He was obstinate, and
determined not to give in.

“Tt ¢s buried there,” he said. “I've seen its soul
myself, burning up on the top of the heap at night. That’s
because it can’t get into heaven.”

A horrible sound came from the fisherman’s lips, a
hollow groan that brought Pelle’s little heart into his mouth.
He began to jump up and down in fear, and when he
recovered his senses and stopped, he saw the fisherman
running with head bent low across the meadow, until he
disappeared among the dunes.

Pelle gazed after him in astonishment, and then moved
slowly towards his dinner-basket. The result of the
encounter was, as far as it had gone, 2 disappointment.
He had sung to a perfect stranger, and there was no denying
that that was an achievement, considering how difficult
it often was only to answer “ yes ” or “no " to somebody
you'd never seen before. But he had hardly more than
begun the verses, and what made the performance remark-
able was that he knew the entire ballad"by heart. He sang
it now for his own benefit from beginning to end, keeping
count of the verses on his fingers ; and he found the most
intense satisfaction in shouting it out at the top of bis voice.

In the evening he as usual discussed the events of the
day with his father, and he then understood one or two
things that filled his mind with uncomfortable thoughts.
Father Lasse’s was as yet the only human voice that the
boy wholly understood ; a mere sigh or shake of the head
from the old man had 4 more convincing power than words

from any one else.
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