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The Happy Prince

Kalasersik

High above the city, on a tall column, stood the
statue of the Happy Prince. He was gilded all over
with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had two
bright sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed on
his sword-hilt.

He was very much admired indeed. "He is as
beautiful as a weathercock," remarked one of the
Town Councillors who wished to gain a reputation
for having artistic tastes; "only not quite so
useful," he added, fearing lest people should think
him unpractical, which he really was not.

"Why can't you be like the Happy Prince?"
asked a sensible mother of her little boy who was
crying for the moon. "The Happy Prince never
dreams of crying for anything."

"I am glad there is some one in the world who
is quite happy," muttered a disappointed man as
he gazed at the wonderful statue.

"He looks just like an angel," said the Charity
Children as they came out of the cathedral in their
bright scarlet cloaks and their clean white
pinafores.

"How do you know?" said the Mathematical
Master, "you have never seen one."

"Ah! but we have, in our dreams," answered
the children; and the Mathematical Master
frowned and looked very severe, for he did not
approve of children dreaming.

One night there flew over the city a little
Swallow. His friends had gone away to Egypt six
weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he
was in love with the most beautiful Reed. He had
met her early in the spring as he was flying down
the river after a big yellow moth, and had been so
attracted by her slender waist that he had
stopped to talk to her.

"Shall I love you?" said the Swallow, who liked
to come to the point at once, and the Reed made
him a low bow. So he flew round and round her,
touching the water with his wings, and making
silver ripples. This was his courtship, and it lasted
all through the summer.

"It is a ridiculous attachment," twittered the
other Swallows; "she has no money, and far too
many relations"; and indeed the river was quite
full of Reeds. Then, when the autumn came they
all flew away.

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began
to tire of his lady-love. "She has no conversation,"
he said, "and I am afraid that she is a coquette,
for she is always flirting with the wind." And
certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed

Darekeon. Tice wid arteon, moe brivapa,
kudja va Kalasersik soranyer. Tir varon besanafa
gu toa kum gemafa moava. Inafa ita tid jebesa
rwabeltxa ise kradiftaxapa bene dugnubay
sizuntar. Acum Sersik zo mafelapar.

— In tir listaf lion dam siag, ~ tan bewik ke
Widavapirdot djumurlickes va yambagruperafa
sposuca. ~ Vexe, tir leon favlafa, ~ dakir,
kivason da gu askiputansik co zo torigir neke me
tir.

— Tokdume me til dum Kalasersik ? ~ gustafa
gadikya pu jotafe nazbeikye imaxuse va tael
erur. ~ Kalasersik ta betcoba someeviegayar.

— Ti kalaf da kontan koe tamava sotir kalaf,
~ kon agalenik prejar disukeson va ribiegafa
kudja.

— In en nutir pumkik! ~ Charity rumeik
diskis va ilamtafa kerukafa lioza is listafa
batakafa femla divlanison va wevala dun kalid.

— Tokkane wic?
va kon meviele al wic.

~ Solokseropaf Tavesik, ~

— Ox ! Klokeson ixam al wiv, rumeik dulzed.

Nume Solokseropaf Tavesik woltsoar ise va
bevular boksaf kire va rumeikafa klokera me
rovanovar.

Lanmielon, edgabiama va wid vantalapar.
Weti tevoya safta, inaf nik van Misra al maltalad,
vexe ina kadimeon al zavzagir kire tir renasa va
tela listafa Edgarda. Titi imwugal va ina al
kakever edje vamootalayar ise va blafotaf bordap
onkayar, ise inafo froxafo ontinalto al jekupur eke
ina al vukir aze pu bantan al pulvir.

— Kas va rin renata?
rontion gimukotasa.

~ Edgabia al kalir,

Nume Edgarda va ina aludevon al kiavar. Bam
Edgabia al anametaladar, drumtalason va lava
kan wilt is conyukason va dilgavukafa bourga.
Batse inafa nesarinda, nume kotaf idulugal
batinde tiskir.

— Batcoba tir kipeafa lotira, ~ ara edgabia
dankadad. ~ Bata edgarda tir erbiskafa ise va
sliktan skedar.

Tire kuksa tir dem jontika edgarda. Bam ba
artstira ke Muvugal, edgabieem titutalar.

Vielu sina al maltalad, ina pester sostana ise
toz tir legafa gu renanik. «In me gruprilar,
~ kalir, ~ ise kiva da tir foktaf kire va suka dun
facnar. » Ise tire, kotviele sukar, Edgarda kon
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made the most graceful curtseys. "I admit that
she is domestic," he continued, "but I love
travelling, and my wife, consequently, should love
travelling also."

"Will you come away with me?" he said finally
to her; but the Reed shook her head, she was so
attached to her home.

"You have been trifling with me," he cried. "I
am off to the Pyramids. Good-bye!" and he flew
away.

All day long he flew, and at night-time he
arrived at the city. "Where shall I put up?" he
said; "I hope the town has made preparations."

Then he saw the statue on the tall column.

"I will put up there," he cried; "it is a fine
position, with plenty of fresh air." So he alighted
just between the feet of the Happy Prince.

"I have a golden bedroom," he said softly to
himself as he looked round, and he prepared to go
to sleep; but just as he was putting his head
under his wing a large drop of water fell on him.
"What a curious thing!" he cried; "there is not a
single cloud in the sky, the stars are quite clear
and bright, and yet it is raining. The climate in the
north of Europe is really dreadful. The Reed used
to like the rain, but that was merely her
selfishness."

Then another drop fell.

"What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep
the rain off?" he said; "I must look for a good
chimney-pot," and he determined to fly away.

But before he had opened his wings, a third
drop fell, and he looked up, and saw -Ah! what
did he see?

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with
tears, and tears were running down his golden
cheeks. His face was so beautiful in the moonlight
that the little Swallow was filled with pity.

"Who are you?" he said.
"I am the Happy Prince."

"Why are you weeping then?" asked the
Swallow; "you have quite drenched me."

"When I was alive and had a human heart,"
answered the statue, "I did not know what tears
were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans-Souci,
where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the
daytime I played with my companions in the
garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the
Great Hall. Round the garden ran a very lofty wall,
but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it,
everything about me was so beautiful. My
courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy
indeed I was, if pleasure be happiness. So I lived,

dun porur. « Gildd da tir yasaxofamaf, vexe
djukoyd, nume renasik do jin gokoyatar. »

— Kas do jin maltalatal ? ~ pu Edgarda tere
erur. Vexe bantan takabotcer kire va intafo
yasaxo al lotirsir.

» Va jin al tafuckul ! ~ Edgabia iegar. ~ Van
Relidaxo maltald, done !

Nume maltalar. Afizcekon talar nume, ba miel,
va widava arttalar.

» Tokliz va brava fu aneya ? ~ kalir. ~ Pokolé
da widava al abdiegackar.

Bam va kudja moe brivapa kozwir.

» Batliz fu waganya, ~ iegar. ~ Xo tir listafo,
dem jontik fedaf gael.

Nume wal int
tagelton aykar.

nugeem ke Kalasersik va

» Va moavukafa mawa dadi, ~ zijnon trakur
anamdisukeyeson aze djuprokeniber. Vexe viele
va taka lev wilt plekur, lavabelaxapa moon
luber. ~ Rilitackafa ! Mek rujod koe kelt, bitej tid
aftackaf is jebeckes, wori muvar. Lidawicka ke
lentefa Europa en tir divulafa. Edgarda va muva
sokalbar voxe tir jintrakapaf.

Bam warzafa belaxa luber.

» Va tokcoba kudja zanudar tode gu muva me
nendar ? ~ Edgabia nuer.~ Va vrekany ke
keldega fu aneya.

Nume kaiktalar. Vexe levida wiltsotcer,
bareafa belaxa luber. Edgabia vamoon disuker
nume wir... Ax ! va tokcoba wir ?

Iteem ke Kalasersik tir ikuzakirapaf ise mo
moavukaf tcor ikuzar. Inafa gexata lev taelaftara
tir listafa eke Edgabiama saapar.

— Toktan til ? ~ kalir.
— Ti Kalasersik.

— Tokdume mantode boredackal ? ~ Edgabia
erur. ~ Va jin riwe su perdoel.

— Viele bliyi ise va ayafa takra diyi, ~ kudja
dulzer, ~ me grupeyé dacoba ikuzara tir kire koe
Sans-Souci Berma sokeyé lize niga somekofir.
Afizcekon do jinyon dositik koe matela givefaya,
voxe  sielcekon koe (gijaxepe gistuteyé.
Rebavegapa aname matela tigir, vexe va coba
kaikeon tigisa meviele al djugrupé kire kotcoba
anameon tiyir listapafa. Aboyik va jin gu
Kalasersik yoltayad, kire efe en tiyi kalaf, ede
puve sotir kaluca. Batinde bliyi aze batinde
awalkeyé. Nume re larde mea ti, batlize
ontinapon al zo ticapté eke va kota evakaca ke

Kotava.org

Kalasersik.Elisabeth Rovall (2014)

All rights reserved 3/9




and so I died. And now that I am dead they have
set me up here so high that I can see all the
ugliness and all the misery of my city, and though
my heart is made of lead yet I cannot choose but
weep."

"What! is he not solid gold?" said the Swallow
to himself. He was too polite to make any
personal remarks out loud.

"Far away," continued the statue in a low
musical voice, "far away in a little street there is a
poor house. One of the windows is open, and
through it I can see a woman seated at a table.
Her face is thin and worn, and she has coarse, red
hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a
seamstress. She is embroidering passion-flowers
on a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen's
maids-of-honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In
a bed in the corner of the room her little boy is
lying ill. He has a fever, and is asking for oranges.
His mother has nothing to give him but river
water, so he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little
Swallow, will you not bring her the ruby out of my
sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal
and I cannot move."

"I am waited for in Egypt," said the Swallow.
"My friends are flying up and down the Nile, and
talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon they will
go to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The
King is there himself in his painted coffin. He is
wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with
spices. Round his neck is a chain of pale green
jade, and his hands are like withered leaves."

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the
Prince, "will you not stay with me for one night,
and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and
the mother so sad."

"I don't think I like boys," answered the
Swallow. "Last summer, when I was staying on
the river, there were two rude boys, the miller's
sons, who were always throwing stones at me.
They never hit me, of course; we swallows fly far
too well for that, and besides, I come of a family
famous for its agility; but still, it was a mark of
disrespect."

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the
little Swallow was sorry. "It is very cold here," he
said; "but I will stay with you for one night, and
be your messenger."

"Thank you, little Swallow," said the Prince.

So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from
the Prince's sword, and flew away with it in his
beak over the roofs of the town.

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the
white marble angels were sculptured. He passed
by the palace and heard the sound of dancing. A

jinafa widava isu sutaca rovowi, nume kore takra
tir kum dig, pune anton roboré.

« Tokcoba ? Kas in me tir kum moavacka ?»
Edgabia trakur. Tir dolarsafa nume ilkon meinde
katcalar.

— Banlize, ~ kudja omapudon is lexon
dakir, ~ banlize keve vawilama sutafa mona tigir.
Tan dilk tir fenkuyun nume va ayikya debanyesa
keve azega remon rowi. Inafa gexata tir viujafa is
lamenafa, dem kerajaf nubapeem puileyen gan
veel lecen ina tir asadasik. Va skeurimwa mo
mirnaf gem diskitin gan tela lolistafa porikya ke
Gazikya ba direfa bermafa sirta fider. Koe ilava
alavon ice mawa inafe akolese velikye dayker.
Vozer voxe va kramta imaxur. Gadikya va abica
kuksalava anton rozilir, nume ine borer. Edgabia,
Edgabia, Edgabiama, kas va kradiftaxa ke nubay
ke jinaf dug me djuburel ? Jinaf nugeem tid bene
nugevo nume me rozeka.

— Koe Misra zo ké, ~ Edgabia dulzer. ~ Nik
vamoe Nil bost talatad ise do nilumapa ginelad.
Fure ko naboxa ke Gazapik kenibeted. Batlize
miv Gazik koe lingeyen nomulk tigir. Tir dem
blafotafa stama ise gu droya al zo tuinsear.

Aname berga, tir dem aftafurotafa roda, ise
nubeem tir dum rodafa toa.
— Edgabia, Edgabia, Edgabiama, ~ Sersik

kalir, ~ kas do jin tanmielcekon me zavzagitil ise
me titil jinaf staksik ? Rumeik en siputeper ise
gadikya en gabentapafa.

— Tce va bete rumeikye somealba, ~ Edgabia
dulzer. ~ Dareidulugalon, viele kene kuksa
tiskiyi, toloye voldolafe rumeikye, i nazbeik ke
lavarnik, va jin dun raporgayad. Tire meviele
uzayad ; cin edgabia batenide kiewarson gitalav,

ison, ti ke yasa kotgrupafa gu tuzuca; soe
batcoba en tiyir voltarkara.
Vexe Kalasersik gabentapon disuker eke

Edgabiama zo konteper.

— Batlize fentackar, ~ kalir, ~ vexe do rin
tanmielcekon zavzagiti ise titi rinaf staksik.

— Va rin Edgabiama grewa, ~ Sersik kalir.

Nume Edgabia va kradiftaxapa gu dug ke
Sersik solimpar, aze, divbureson reme oral, vamo
kepaiteem ke widava titutalar.

Va rasek ke wevala vamootalar lize balumanaf
pumkik kum batakafa trilna tigid. Va berma
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beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her
lover. "How wonderful the stars are," he said to
her, "and how wonderful is the power of love!"

"I hope my dress will be ready in time for the
State-ball," she answered; "I have ordered
passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but the
seamstresses are so lazy."

He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns
hanging to the masts of the ships. He passed over
the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining with
each other, and weighing out money in copper
scales. At last he came to the poor house and
looked in. The boy was tossing feverishly on his
bed, and the mother had fallen asleep, she was so
tired. In he hopped, and laid the great ruby on
the table beside the woman's thimble. Then he
flew gently round the bed, fanning the boy's
forehead with his wings. "How cool I feel," said
the boy, "I must be getting better"; and he sank
into a delicious slumber.

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy
Prince, and told him what he had done. "It is
curious," he remarked, "but I feel quite warm
now, although it is so cold."

"That is because you have done a good
action," said the Prince. And the little Swallow
began to think, and then he fell asleep. Thinking
always made him sleepy.

When day broke he flew down to the river and
had a bath. "What a remarkable phenomenon,"”
said the Professor of Ornithology as he was
passing over the bridge. "A swallow in winter!"
And he wrote a long letter about it to the local
newspaper. Every one quoted it, it was full of so
many words that they could not understand.

"To-night I go to Egypt," said the Swallow, and
he was in high spirits at the prospect. He visited
all the public monuments, and sat a long time on
top of the church steeple. Wherever he went the
Sparrows chirruped, and said to each other,
"What a distinguished stranger!" so he enjoyed
himself very much.

When the moon rose he flew back to the
Happy Prince. "Have you any commissions for
Egypt?" he cried; "I am just starting."

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the
Prince, "will you not stay with me one night
longer?"

"I am waited for in Egypt," answered the
Swallow. "To-morrow my friends will fly up to the
Second Cataract. The river-horse couches there
among the bulrushes, and on a great granite
throne sits the God Memnon. All night long he
watches the stars, and when the morning star
shines he utters one cry of joy, and then he is

vamootalar nume va stutelexa gilder. Listafa

yikya mo soza do renanikye divlanir.

— Maneke bitej tid listaf, ~ ine kalir, ~ ise
maneke renapo tir gijarotifo !

— Pokolé da jinaf gem ba Sokasirta titir
gadiaf, ~ ina dulzer. ~ Al dirgd da skeurimwa di
zo fided, vexe asadasik gitid frayesapaf.

Va kuksa vamootalar nume va yona gumka
levrumkayana gu tivnorisk wir. Va Ralom
vamootalar nume va yon judeik arientas is aldoas
va tal koe lutafa sespa wir. Adim va sutafo
yasaxo arttalar aze itar. Rumeikye koe ilava
vozeson tegulawer ise gadikya tir komodoyana
kir cuepesa. Edgabia ko mawa grabledar aze va
kradiftaxa mo geltuk ke asadasik moe azega
plekur. Azon aname ilava aulon taladar,
sukonason kan wilt va gexata ke rumeik. « Va
mana feducanya pestalé! ~ rumeikye kalir. ~
Tce loon kiewé. » Aze ko sutkafa modera luber.

Azon Edgabia van Kalasersik dimtalar aze va
intaf askiks kalir.

— Rilitafa, ~ katcalar, ~ vexe re va idul riwe
pestalé neke fentackar.

— Lecen va tegiranya al askil, ~ Kalasersik
kalir.

Aze Edgabiama toz under aze bam komoder.
Kotviele under pune sokomoder. Ba vanafizara va
kuksa vantalar aze va int kolavar.

— Batse katcalafa wica ! ~ Zveriopaf Tavesik
moolanis va azega diviegar. ~ Edgabia bak
fentugal !

Aze va twapa icde batcoba pu lizukafa fela
suter. Kottan di ozwar. Ina tir kotrafa gu jontik
merogildan raviem.

— Tori Misra resielon maltala, ~ Edgabia kalir,
nume batkase tir daavapafa.

Va kota sanegafa cugexa worar aze tice
ujabiot jontikedje va int tilder. Kotliz talar,
proklami dankadad ise pu sint kalid : « Man
solwikaf diveik !» Batcoba va ina tudaavapar.

Ba tictaelara ina Kalasersik wiluon

dimtalar.

van

— Kas va kona kutcupsa tori Misra guzekar ?
~ iegar. ~ Fu maltala.

— Edgabia, Edgabia, Edgabiama, ~ Sersik
kalir, ~ kas do jin ware tanmielcekon me
zavzagitil ?

— Koe Misra zo ké, ~ Edgabia dulzer. ~
Eldeon nik van Toleafa Luxona titutalad. Banlize
troskol vanmia gralka gisenyer ise Memnon Lorik
moe wankaf uskejap sodebanyer. Va bitej
mielcekon gipitcar, nume, viele gazdabitej jeber,
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silent. At noon the yellow lions come down to the
water's edge to drink. They have eyes like green
beryls, and their roar is louder than the roar of
the cataract.

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the
Prince, "far away across the city I see a young
man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk covered
with papers, and in a tumbler by his side there is
a bunch of withered violets. His hair is brown and
crisp, and his lips are red as a pomegranate, and
he has large and dreamy eyes. He is trying to
finish a play for the Director of the Theatre, but
he is too cold to write any more. There is no fire
in the grate, and hunger has made him faint."

"I will wait with you one night longer," said the
Swallow, who really had a good heart. "Shall I
take him another ruby?"

"Alas! I have no ruby now," said the Prince;
"my eyes are all that I have left. They are made
of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India
a thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them and
take it to him. He will sell it to the jeweller, and
buy food and firewood, and finish his play."

"Dear Prince," said the Swallow, "I cannot do
that"; and he began to weep.

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the
Prince, "do as I command you."

So the Swallow plucked out the Prince's eye,
and flew away to the student's garret. It was easy
enough to get in, as there was a hole in the roof.
Through this he darted, and came into the room.
The young man had his head buried in his hands,
so he did not hear the flutter of the bird's wings,
and when he looked up he found the beautiful
sapphire lying on the withered violets.

"I am beginning to be appreciated," he cried;
"this is from some great admirer. Now I can finish
my play," and he looked quite happy.

The next day the Swallow flew down to the
harbour. He sat on the mast of a large vessel and
watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the
hold with ropes. "Heave a-hoy!" they shouted as
each chest came up. "I am going to Egypt"! cried
the Swallow, but nobody minded, and when the
moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince.

"I am come to bid you good-bye," he cried.

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the
Prince, "will you not stay with me one night
longer?"

"It is winter," answered the Swallow, "and the
chill snow will soon be here. In Egypt the sun is
warm on the green palm-trees, and the crocodiles
lie in the mud and look lazily about them. My
companions are building a nest in the Temple of

bam daavon kizoyur aze amlitar. Blafotaf krapol
kal kuksa ta ulira miafizon gititlanid. Va ita dum
jimpa sodid ise intafe ie tid sizuntase loon dam ie
ke luxona.

— Edgabia, Edgabia, Edgabiama, ~ Sersik
kalir, ~ va yikye koe olkxo arte sumeon widava
wi. Ine vamoe baza dem jontika eluxaxa xowar
ise koe pokefa galema tsenke dem omweyesa
minsa tigir. Inaf usuk tir beretraf is kendakiraf.
Kutceem tir keraf dum kuvimeolk. Va klokes
itapeem dir. Va drunta tori wenyagadesik
lasutenuker voxe fenterser nume loon me
rosuter. Mek tey koe rink, ise ael va ine su
tupoiskar.

— Va tanoy mielcek do rin ware tiskiti,
~ Edgabia ennuedafa kalir. ~ Kas va ara
kradiftaxa pu ine govanbureté ?

— Goxe ! Va kradiftaxa mea dadi, ~ Sersik
kalir. ~ Iteem tir antaca jinon ware dina. Tir
toloya riafa rwabeltxa malbureyena mal India
weti decitda. Va bata oku bana solimpal aze mu
ine naril ! Ine pu kon rogadolesik doleter. Va
sinkatasa is tuidulatasa umcoba lusteter ise va
drunta tenuketer.

— Abegaf Sersik, va batcoba me rotaski!
~ Edgabia kalir, aze toz borer.

— Edgabia, Edgabia, Edgabiama, ~ Sersik

kalir. ~ Va jinaf dirgaks skul !!

Nume Edgabia va ita ke Sersik solimpar aze
van rink ke vayasik titutalar. Kotalara tir drikafa
lecen fe koe kepaita tigir. Edgabia vere kotalar
aze koe mawa grabledar. Yikye tir ton taka koe
nubeem. Va kafkedara ke wilteem ke zveri me
gilder, voxe viele kamadar pune va rwabeltxanya
senyesa moe omwyesa minsa wir.

— Toz zo karola, ~ diviegar. ~ Batcoba va kon
kulaf mafelasik malnir. Va drunta re rotenuké.
~ Nume arse nutir kalafe.

Direvielon Edgabia van molt titutalar. Moe
norisk ke totapa va int tilder ise va yon birelik
ticaptes div yultxo va yon granaf yult kan wazdel
nyaser.

— Ax ticaptet ! ~ ba kot yult artnis va azeba
sin ied.
— Ko Misra tala ! ~ Edgabia pu sin iegar.

Vexe metan va ina obrar, nume viele toz

taelar pune van Sersik dimtalar.
— Arttald nume donekiava, ~ pu in kalir.

— Edgabia, Edgabia, Edgabiama! ~ Sersik
kalir. ~ Kas do jin ware tanmielcekon zavzagitil ?

— Fentugal tir, ~ Edgabia dulzer, ~ ise oprasa
noldara batliz fure titir. Koe Misra, awalt mo
kusaf pieem tir idulaf. Negova senyesa koe dibla
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Baalbec, and the pink and white doves are
watching them, and cooing to each other. Dear
Prince, I must leave you, but I will never forget
you, and next spring I will bring you back two
beautiful jewels in place of those you have given
away. The ruby shall be redder than a red rose,
and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great
sea."

"In the square below," said the Happy Prince,
"there stands a little match-girl. She has let her
matches fall in the gutter, and they are all
spoiled. Her father will beat her if she does not
bring home some money, and she is crying. She
has no shoes or stockings, and her little head is
bare. Pluck out my other eye, and give it to her,
and her father will not beat her." "I will stay with
you one night longer," said the Swallow, "but I
cannot pluck out your eye. You would be quite
blind then."

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the
Prince, "do as I command you."

So he plucked out the Prince's other eye, and
darted down with it. He swooped past the match-
girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her
hand. "What a lovely bit of glass," cried the little
girl; and she ran home, laughing.

Then the Swallow came back to the Prince.
"You are blind now," he said, "so I will stay with
you always."

"No, little Swallow," said the poor Prince, "you
must go away to Egypt."

"I will stay with you always," said the Swallow,
and he slept at the Prince's feet.

All the next day he sat on the Prince's
shoulder, and told him stories of what he had
seen in strange lands. He told him of the red
ibises, who stand in long rows on the banks of the
Nile, and catch gold-fish in their beaks; of the
Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and lives
in the desert, and knows everything; of the
merchants, who walk slowly by the side of their
camels, and carry amber beads in their hands; of
the King of the Mountains of the Moon, who is as
black as ebony, and worships a large crystal; of
the great green snake that sleeps in a palm-tree,
and has twenty priests to feed it with honey-
cakes; and of the pygmies who sail over a big
lake on large flat leaves, and are always at war
with the butterflies.

"Dear little Swallow," said the Prince, "you tell
me of marvellous things, but more marvellous
than anything is the suffering of men and of
women. There is no Mystery so great as Misery.
Fly over my city, little Swallow, and tell me what
you see there."

va aal kene bost vungon disuked. Jinaf nik va
begama koe dopewa ke Baalbek vegedud.
Raltadukafa is batakafa perfava va sin
kakdisuked ise azazon evirgied. Abegaf Sersik,
gobult, voxe va rin somevulkutd, aze
direimwugalon va toloya akobanya ikaplekutusa
va telyona rinon ziliyina banlizu vanbureté. Tela
kradiftaxa titir kerafa loon dam kerafa raltada ise
tela rwabeltxa titir faltafa lion dam birapa.

— Moe puzig valeveon, ~ Kalasersik kalir, ~
lana vanteyaxadolesikya tigir. Va vanteyaxeem
ko xatc volins al lubesir nume in tir kalgrebeyen.
Gadikye fu alier ede ina va abica erba ko ebava
me di vanburer, batdume borer. Va mek perfejul
isu omexa diskir ise inafa takama tir lebafa. Va
jinafa bana ita solimpal aze pu ina zilil ! Batkane
gadikye me alieter.

— Va tanoy mielcek do rin ware tiskiti,
~ Edgabia kalir, ~ vexe va ita me rosolimpa.
Lecen battode co til enwiiskaf.

— Edgabia, Edgabia, Edgabiama! ~ Sersik

kalir. ~ Va jinaf dirgaks skul !!

Nume Edgabia va bana ita ke Sersik solimpar
aze doon titutalar. Mo epita ke jotafa
vanteyaxadolesikya ins luber aze va akoba ko
inafa nubatexa fargier.

— Mani trivakinyi ! ~ rumeikya diviegar.

Bam kipepeson denvulter. Azon Edgabia van
Sersik ware dimtalar.

— Batvielu til wiiskaf, ~ kalir. ~ Acum do rin
kotvieli fu zavzagi.

— Volgue, Edgabiama, ~ kimtaf Sersik kalir, ~
ko Misra gotalal.

— Do rin kotvieli zavzagiti, ~ Edgabia kalir,
aze wale nugeem ke Sersik komoder.

Direvielcekon moe epita ke Sersik waganyer,
ise va yona nega icde intaf wikseem koe divulafa
patecta reizur. Pulvir : va kerafa delixa emapon
tigisa kene domega ke Nil bost is oralon onasa va
moavukaf kabay ; is va Sphynx kudja tisa
guazafa dum tamava is blisa koe letaxo is
sogrupesa va kota coba ; is va dolekik vion lanis
kene wegidol is tanames va eribafa praka koe
nuba ; is va Gazik va Taelmeftava ebeltaf dum
vapta is sontes va vewukkipi; is va kusafe
perakepe kenibese koe pia is sinkane gu koltlupa
gan tol-sanoy gertik ; is va omikaf saneik totas
moe uzdapa moe azekafa toapa is gigejas va
bord.

— Abegafa Edgabiama, ~ Sersik kalir, ~ va
yona ribiegaca kalil, vexe ayikeem va loeke
ribiegaca sotcizar. Meka bula sotir gijafa loon
dam copuca. Va widava vamoetalal, Edgabiama,
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So the Swallow flew over the great city, and
saw the rich making merry in their beautiful
houses, while the beggars were sitting at the
gates. He flew into dark lanes, and saw the white
faces of starving children looking out listlessly at
the black streets. Under the archway of a bridge
two little boys were lying in one another's arms to
try and keep themselves warm. "How hungry we
are!" they said. "You must not lie here," shouted
the Watchman, and they wandered out into the
rain.

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he
had seen.

"I am covered with fine gold," said the Prince,
"you must take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to
my poor; the living always think that gold can
make them happy."

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow
picked off, till the Happy Prince looked quite dull
and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he
brought to the poor, and the children's faces grew
rosier, and they laughed and played games in the
street. "We have bread now!" they cried.

Then the snow came, and after the snow came
the frost. The streets looked as if they were made
of silver, they were so bright and glistening; long
icicles like crystal daggers hung down from the
eaves of the houses, everybody went about in
furs, and the little boys wore scarlet caps and
skated on the ice.

The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder,
but he would not leave the Prince, he loved him
too well. He picked up crumbs outside the baker's
door when the baker was not looking and tried to
keep himself warm by flapping his wings.

But at last he knew that he was going to die.
He had just strength to fly up to the Prince's
shoulder once more. "Good-bye, dear Prince!" he
murmured, "will you let me kiss your hand?"

"I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last,
little Swallow," said the Prince, "you have stayed
too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips,
for I love you."

"It is not to Egypt that I am going," said the
Swallow. "I am going to the House of Death.
Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not?"

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips,
and fell down dead at his feet.

At that moment a curious crack sounded inside
the statue, as if something had broken. The fact is
that the leaden heart had snapped right in two. It
certainly was a dreadfully hard frost.

Early the next morning the Mayor was walking
in the square below in company with the Town

nume va rinaf wiks pu jin kalil !!

Nume Edgabia va bata widavapa vamoetalar
nume va kulik wives koe ilamtafa berma vox
miledje wipitesik debanyes kabdue inaf tuvel wir.
Va orikafa nuda vamootalar nume va zwafa
gexata ke aelawalkes rumeik is brunon disukes
va ebeltafa vawila wir. Valeve kotarn ke za, toloy
velik koe sintaf meem latuidulason senyed.

— Maneke aelev ! ~ kalid.
— Batlize ten senyec !! ~ ardialik iegar.
Nume leve muva illanid.

Bam Edgabia dimdentalar aze va wiks pu
Sersik kalir.

— Gemafa moava va jin koton besar, ~ Sersik
kalir. ~ sotre toa iliksantul aze pu jinyon wawik
zilil 1! Ayik sofolir da moava rotukalar.

Sotre toa Edgabia va gemafa moava iliksantur
vieli Kalasersik di tir mesizuntas is melistaf. Sotre
toa va gemafa moava pu wawik anamzilir nume
gexata turaltadukawed, rumeik kiped ise koe
vawila vefad.

— Va beg re dadit ! ~ iegad.

Bam toz noldar aze oprar. Nuda nutid kum
dilgava kire jebeped ise yozdapad. Oprayap dum
vewukafa nubema levu monakepaita
levrumkawed. Kottan va int gu myot besar ise
rumeik va kerukaf gomot diskid ise moe opra
mujad.

Kimtafa Edgabiama fenter, loloon dun fenter,
voxe va Sersik me djubulur kire renarsar. Viele
begonyik me disuker, pune ina kabdue inaf tuvel
kelkvolper, ise wiltbotceson va int latuidular.

Vexe tere sonker da fu awalker. Nemon tir
pockafa enide mo epita ke Sersik ware konviele
titutalar.

— Donekiava, abegaf Sersik !
Novel da va rinafa nuba kutca !?

~ prejar. ~

— Ti kalaf da van Misra adim maltalal,
Edgabiama, ~ Sersik kalir. ~ Batlize jontikedje al
tiskirsil. Vexe va rin gu kutc gokutca kire rena.

— Ko Misra me fu tald, ~ Edgabia kalir. ~ Ko
mona ke Awalk di tala. Awalk tir berik ke Moda,
mex ?

Aze va Kalasersik gu aze

awalkafa tit in luber.

kutc kutcar,

Vere manafa twawera koe kudja kamamar
dumede koncoba al empawer. Tire digafa takra
fuxetolon al ludzewer. Efe fentapar.

Direvanafizon koe puzig valeve kudja
Dotagadesik do widavapirdotikeem gozar. Viele
sin va nugevo kaiklanid, van kudja itamadar.
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Councillors. As they passed the column he looked
up at the statue: "Dear me! how shabby the
Happy Prince looks!" he said.

"How shabby indeed!" cried the Town
Councillors, who always agreed with the Mayor;
and they went up to look at it.

"The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes
are gone, and he is golden no longer," said the
Mayor in fact, "he is little better than a beggar!"

"Little better than a beggar," said the Town
Councillors.

"And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!"
continued the Mayor. "We must really issue a
proclamation that birds are not to be allowed to
die here." And the Town Clerk made a note of the
suggestion.

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy
Prince. "As he is no longer beautiful he is no
longer useful," said the Art Professor at the
University.

Then they melted the statue in a furnace, and
the Mayor held a meeting of the Corporation to
decide what was to be done with the metal. "We
must have another statue, of course," he said,
"and it shall be a statue of myself."

"Of myself," said each of the Town Councillors,
and they quarrelled. When I last heard of them
they were quarrelling still.

"What a strange thing!" said the overseer of
the workmen at the foundry. "This broken lead
heart will not melt in the furnace. We must throw
it away." So they threw it on a dust-heap where
the dead Swallow was also lying.

"Bring me the two most precious things in the
city," said God to one of His Angels; and the Angel
brought Him the leaden heart and the dead bird.

"You have rightly chosen," said God, "for in my
garden of Paradise this little bird shall sing for

— Ox ! Maneke Kalasersik nutir nomtakiraf !
~ kalir.

— Gue efe, en nomtakiraf ! ~ Pirdotik soplies
va boy ke Gadesik kalid nume ta disukera va
kudja dere itamadad.

— Kradiftaxa ke inaf dug tir lubeyes, iteem
mea tigickir ise in mea tir moavukaf, ~ Gadesik
kalir. ~ Kle tir lieke dam wipitesik !

— Lieke dam wipitesik ! ~ Pirdotik kroad.

— Ise batlize tite in awalkafi zveri tigir,
~ Gadesik dakir. ~ Kle va pousa etima fu
gopiskotet enide zveri me batlize di awalketed.
Nume Widavasuteptik va bata rieta stragar.

Bam kudja va Kalasersik zo trovgar.

— Larde in mea tir listaf, koninde mea
zanudar ! ~ kotlaf Yambatavesik kalir.

Azon kudja koe cadepe zo kaljer, aze Gadesik
va Pirdot kokokar enide in va savera va yanta di
gorar.

— Va ara kudja co rotiat, efe, ~ battan

kalir, ~ va kudja va jin.
— Ok va jin, ~ kot Pirdotik kalir.

Nume va sint motcad. Batvielu, kotviele va
ewa icdeon gildé, pune wan motcad.

— Mana divulaca! ~ levokilik ke yantajexe
kalir. ~ Bata yantafa takra koe cade vol jer. Fu
gokoaytcakat.

Jesik va ina mo aytcakxo mimad lize awalkafa
Edgabia dayker.

— Va tela toloya tciamaca ke widava

vanburel ! ~ Lorik pu tan pumkik kalir.

Nume Pumkik va digafa takra is awalkafi zveri
vanburer.

— Al solnarickil, ~ Lorik kalir. ~ Koe jinafa

evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy Prince | Fudamatela bati zverimi sodankatar ise koe
shall praise me." Moavawidava Kalasersik va jin siskavatar.
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